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   Introduction (I guess)
 
   My mother. Eyes cloudy. Skin pale. Waxy in complexion. Cold to the touch. Still. Peaceful. A touch of beauty in the death, not seen in the life. I remember leaning forward and kissing her on the (slightly open) mouth. A little kiss goodbye. There’s nothing sexual in this encounter. A tear rolls from my cheek and splashes onto hers. I clearly remember wanting to express my love for her. Let her know that, despite everything, she’s the most important woman in my life. I didn’t though. I could have done. It’s not as though the words were stuck in my throat. I just knew she wouldn’t believe them. After all, I had just killed her.
 
   Despite the monster I became, years after this incident, I didn’t mean to kill her. My first kill. An accident. I don’t expect you to believe me. Why would you? What with the terrible crimes I committed through the years before my eventual capture. But you have to ask yourself this - what could I possibly hope to achieve in lying at this late stage of the game? There is nothing I could gain from it. Not now. Too little, too late.
 
   I’m not sure why I am writing all of this down. If I’m going to be honest I never gave it much consideration until a guard questioned me on my motives.
 
   “You seeking forgiveness?” they asked as they watched me frantically scribbling my thoughts in a notepad from the doorway of my small room.
 
   I didn’t answer them. I just carried on writing. Head down. Didn’t have an answer. Would I like forgiveness? I guess. With the end in sight and the uncertainty of what waits for us when we’re finished with our lives it is always nice to get forgiveness. Start the next chapter of what happens to us with a clean soul but I know it is not going to happen. It does not matter how many times I say I am sorry. People will never believe me and even if they did they wouldn’t care. They will all think I will be getting what I deserve. Even the most die-hard activists (fighting the Death Penalty) haven’t been picketing outside on my behalf. But then maybe they have? Maybe the guard was just teasing me and the streets are lined for me as they have been for others facing death by electric chair?  No sense thinking about it. I’ll never know.
 
   Anyway. I’m not sorry. Not now. Not ever. The ones who met their fate by my hand; they deserved it.
 
   With regards to my writing - for all I know I won’t have the time to finish my book. Not before they pull the switch. Could just suddenly stop mid-paragraph. I wonder, instead of a last meal, would they permit me the opportunity to finish the paragraph I’d be working on at least? Keep the filet steak I was planning on ordering and just give me a little more typing time.
 
   And then of course there’s the belief that no one will want to read what I have to say. The twisted words of a psychopath (I think that was the last label the media slapped me with). I don’t care though. The thought that no one will read my words - it’s not important to me. It’s just nice to pass the time, waiting around, with something to do other than watching the small clock in my cell tick away each lingering second of my ugly life. In fact, there’s the answer I should have given the guard when he questioned me about it; I’m writing to pass the time. It just so happens I’m writing about my life and my crimes. A confessional because, at this point, I have nothing better to do.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Mother (Number 1)
 
   I already wrote, in a poor excuse of an introduction, that what happened to my mother was an accident. Was I sorry? Well, maybe. For five minutes anyway. Maybe four. Maybe. You see, it wasn’t my fault. Sure I was the one who ended her life, I’ll admit to that much, but she knew of my temper problems. She knew I was easy to wind up. One minute I could be relatively happy - at least as happy as someone such as myself could be - but in the next instant I could fly into a rage. Usually the rages involved much shouting. Possibly I’d throw things, maybe even hit a wall (or two) but that day was different. And it all started with a cup.
 
   I don’t remember why I was in a bad mood. Something that day had irked me to the point of being in a foul mood. I was sitting at the dinner table with mother (father had long since left us). I was watching her eat. In awe (and disgust) at how one person could make so much noise. The chewing, the sound of the food rolling around in her mouth, the sound of her lips smacking together and even the sound of her knife and fork scraping the plate clean. Every little sound, every little clink from the knife and fork against the porcelain plate - every sound went straight through me as though it were an arrow. It wasn’t long before I was dreaming up mental sequences of hitting her upside the head. A closed fist, a scream, a swing and - thwack - straight to the side of the head. I could even picture the expression on her face. Her eyes would be wide, her mouth open (food disgustingly on display) in shock.
 
   “What the hell is wrong with you?” she’d spray her food at me when the power of speech returned to her. She’d noticed the look on my face; judging her and disgusted at her.
 
   What’s wrong with me? I’d point out that at the beginning of the meal the plate actually had a pattern on it. Not now though. Not now that she’d noisily scratched it off as though her actions were perfectly normal. I’d eventually apologise. She’d forgive me. She always did if I had an outburst towards her. She’d always forgive her only son. Her weakness. One I often played on for no other reason than I could. Always have been an asshole.
 
   Didn’t play out like that though; the situation I pictured in my wound up imagination.
 
   The cup was the final straw. Some cold drink poured into a pint glass. She picked it up and drank it in such a way she slurped. Chewing, clinking, clanking, and now slurping. That was it. I snapped. Looking back now I realise my actions may have been over the top. I realise that I was the one in the wrong for the way I reacted. After all, most normal people wouldn’t react in such a way. But I think it’s fair to say I’m not like most normal people. Thank God. Hey, imagine if there were others out there like me. Others capable of doing what I have done with my darkened life.
 
    
 
   I remember yanking my plate up with such force. The food went everywhere - onto the table and the floor. Somehow even managed to send the pot of gravy mother had brought out with her flying over to its side too. Damned stuff went everywhere. All happened so fast but I swung the plate as hard as I could towards the side of her head. Of course it smashed on impact - a surprise to me, didn’t think it would do that. Her head lulled to the side immediately and her eyes went wide, non-blinking. I was so angry when I hit her with that damned plate. So angry. And then just like that - when the plate shattered - all the anger flooded from my system.  I was calm. Not just calm either but - for the first time that I could remember - I was worried. She wasn’t moving. I knew she’d never move again too. I knew I’d hit her too hard. Must have caught her temple, or something. Must have done. Didn’t even think that was possible - to kill someone with a plate and a single hit. 
 
   I’m not ashamed to admit that I cried. I know you probably don’t believe me and I don’t care but I did. I actually cried. I tried to remember the last time tears had spilled from my eyes but I couldn’t recall such an incident - not since hitting my teenage years. Sure there were tears of rage (and they were frequent) but they’re not the same. Tears of sadness are completely different. They come from an emotion I lack.
 
   I dropped to my knees next to the table and wept like a little baby. And you know what - it actually felt good. It felt as though years of poison and aggression were spilling from me. I knew it wasn’t the case and I’d still be the same person I was after I finished but it felt really, really good at the time.
 
   I tried to cry after I hurt the other people in my - what was it the press called it – ‘reign of terror’ but I never managed to, much to my disappointment. That’s why I did what I did, to the bodies, after they were dead. The release I felt in those actions was the same release I felt when I cried over the body of my mother. Same feeling, different path.
 
   And thinking about the body - of course I couldn’t tell anyone what’d happened. I couldn’t. Had I told someone, had I confessed at the time, I’d have been locked away. Getting rid of the body was the only thing I could think to do and - bit by bit - that’s what I did. An arm in these woods, a leg in this woodland, a head in the garden - right up until there was nothing left to get rid of. Breaks my heart those pieces were never found. Would’ve been nice to have them put back together, like a demented rotten jigsaw, and buried properly. The majority of my other victims got a proper burial. Would’ve been nice for mum to get the same treatment. She deserved that much despite the annoying eating habits that tested me so. 
 
   I was eighteen when I killed my mother and I didn’t kill again until my mid-twenties. Sure I thought about it from time to time but the occasion never really presented itself. Besides - people were watching me fairly closely after I’d told them mother had simply disappeared during the night. I’d told them she’d taken a bag of clothes and just left a note which said ‘sorry’ (one I had much difficulty in forging to ensure it was realistic despite it being only one word). I know some people didn’t believe me (people who knew the family) but the police had no reason to doubt me. I didn’t have any previous convictions and I pretty much kept myself to myself despite family friends (whom I didn’t really care for) trying to get involved in my life.
 
   In fact it was because of them that I moved to America in my twenties. Wasn’t a hard process considering I was a skilled electrician. Easier to emigrate when you have a skill. People tend to foolishly think you’re worth more. I wonder, as I sit here reflecting on my life from the relative comfort of my little cell, does America wish they’d never let me come into their precious country? Or are they happy because they get to kill me? Had I carried on living in the United Kingdom (London, where I grew up) then I’d have simply been left to rot in my cell. No one would have got to flip a switch or inject me with a poison. No one would have got the justice they felt they deserved.
 
   It’s weird. I’m a murderer - yes - but so are these people. The ones who condemn the killers to death, the ones who hook you up to whatever device they’re using to end your life, the ones who pull the lever or press the buttons. They’re all a part of your murder and yet they not only get away with it but are - on occasion - celebrated. 
 
   Double standards.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A Gap In Killing
 
   Despite what happened to my mother I didn’t plan on becoming a killer. Especially a serial killer. It wasn’t as though something clicked in my brain telling me to go on killing. I’m not sure why I took things further; made it a little hobby. Before I moved to America I even tried harder to fit in with the people around me. I tried to socialise more with colleagues and so-called friends and family members. I was going from job to job and even that was bothering me; a growing frustration that I couldn’t stick it out. People said it was because I did not respect authority. Authority had nothing to do with it. I couldn’t stick the jobs because I didn’t enjoy them; I didn’t like the people I was surrounded by (customers or colleagues) and I didn’t like what I was doing. I always felt as though I had a greater purpose. I always believed I wasn’t doing what I was supposed to be doing.
 
   I’d go home and shut myself in. The curtains were always closed and people locked out. People (mostly ‘family’) tried to visit after mum’s supposed disappearance. For a while I let them in. Not because I wanted to but because I had to. I needed to pretend everything was okay. I needed them to believe mother had simply left and wasn’t coming back. As soon as the police shut the case, as soon as I knew I was in the clear, I didn’t have to let anyone through the front door again. It was mine to keep locked. It was not long before they stopped coming round entirely; much to my relief.
 
   I spent a lot of nights lying awake in bed, staring up at the ceiling. I was replaying the plate hitting mother again and again; the sound it made as it cracked against her skull, the look on her face, her dead eyes. I don’t know why the thoughts haunted me as much as they did. It wasn’t as though I got any satisfaction from them and yet - at the same time - I felt no guilt either. She was dead and that was that. Casting my mind back to those quieter days and it’s hard to truly understand what was going on in my head. With no guilt and no pleasure in the replays - there was no reason why I couldn’t let it go. Had there been some kind of guilt, or some pleasure, I would have been able to understand it. But the thoughts - playing through with no feelings attached - they were like staring at a television without really watching what was on. Even if I had felt something, the first time the memory plagued me, the more it played - the less I felt. Maybe it was my brain working on a subconscious level; preparing me for what I’d become within a couple of years. I don’t know and it’s not as though there’s many people to talk to in here. Not about things like this anyway. Even if there was someone - I wouldn’t talk about it regardless. I don’t want to be viewed as weak. What I do know is that - trying to figure it out - gives me a headache. I tried to block them from my mind as I concentrated on a new venture; learning a skill. Again it is hard to say what moved me to take this up but if I had to guess I’d say it was because I was trying to block what I’d done from my life. Looking back now - I can see how stupid I was. For all I know - I took up learning a skill because I was just bored. Nothing more and nothing less.
 
   Back when I was living in England, by the time I had my qualification I had turned twenty and the thoughts of my mother were nothing but a distant (rarely played) memory. I felt good. I felt - for the first time in my life - I had accomplished something. I had made something of myself. Not just that either, but for the first time in as long as I could remember, I actually felt normal. 
 
   The feeling of normality did not last long though. Thoughts of my mother returned to me soon after I had finished my training and various courses - almost as though a lack of things to do let the memories snake their way back into my thoughts - and no matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to shake them. Of course it didn’t help that I was living in the very same house I had committed the crime in. It wasn’t around this time I thought about emigrating. 
 
   At the time I thought the move to America would be good. A fresh start away from anything that could remind me of what had happened. Looking back I see it for what it was though -  I was running away. I wonder - had I not run - would my life have continued down the same path? I expect so. Shame we can’t turn the clock back to see for sure though, hey? No? Just me. Okay - picture this - if we could turn the clock back, if we could start over to see what happens, your family members would still be alive. Now do you want to turn the clock back? Now do you want to give me the chance for a second life? I gain my freedom and you gain your family member back.
 
   A fair trade off.
 
   Organising the move was easy enough. After a little legal to and fro I managed to sell the house along with most of the possessions contained within. I could have probably got more for what was sold off but I just wanted an easy out and the money received - when all of the sales were finally complete - well - it was enough to line my bank account. Certainly enough to get myself a small apartment stateside along with a plane ticket (one way). Of course that was after the paperwork was completed for my visa and it had been approved.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Fitting In
 
   I stayed in a motel for about a month when I first got to the States. It wasn’t the nicest of places if I am going to be honest but it is still nicer than where I find myself as I write this. At least the motel bed had springs in the mattress. The one here is solid. No springs here. Both rooms - here and there - had nutters in the room next door though. At the motel someone lived next door to me who couldn’t keep their mouth shut. They just kept screaming and screaming all night long. Not sure what it was about. Never felt the need to ask them. Same story here - someone living next door who enjoys screaming through the night. I can hear what they say. I know what they’re screaming about. They’re protesting their innocence. They aren’t the first to do so and they certainly won’t be the last.
 
   During the first month in America I didn't really do much socialising. I certainly didn’t start to seek employment. I just laid back - in my motel room - listening to the mad man next door. I’m not sure why. You’d have thought I would have been out there exploring, looking for a nice place to live and meeting new people but - I don’t know - I just felt off. I felt like I did not belong there. Couldn’t even find any comfort in the television. All the shows were alien to me. And filled with non-stop ad breaks advertising the weirdest of products or hinting at new shows to be airing soon. If anything has the potential to drive someone to murder - it’s the television over here.
 
   I never intended to waste the month. It was supposed to be a couple of days. My excuse - at the time - was that I was getting over the jet-lag. The travel took it out of me. Two days turned to three, three to four, and four to five. A blink and the month more or less vanished. I only left the room to get food from the vending machines next to the check-in desk and even that was enough for me; the sound of the desk clerk’s voice when he asked me “how y’all doing?” The accent was grating. Another reason to commit murder?
 
   In the end I found an apartment not too far from the motel. I purchased the first one I looked at (a similar story to how I purchased my car over here). I didn’t even like it (same with the car). The area wasn’t nice, it wasn’t close to anything useful (like a food store) and it was dirty. On the first night I moved in, I ended up sleeping on the floor. I hadn’t got around to buying furniture yet. Bit of an oversight. I ended up on the uncomfortable, stained floor staring at the ceiling wondering whether I’d chosen the apartment because - on a subconscious level - I was punishing myself for what I’d done in my home country. Looking back at it now - it certainly makes sense.
 
   But then - looking back at it now - the apartment was a 5-star residency compared to where I find myself now. 
 
   “Hey, yo! You movin’ in?” I remember the man calling out to me from where he was sitting on one of the steps. A black man. Baseball cap, tee shirt and trousers (or ‘pants’ as they call them over here) which looked as though they weren’t even pulled all the way up. Poor fashion sense - another reason to commit murder? “Ain’t y’all the wrong color to be movin’ in round these parts?” I’ll never forget what he said to me as I opened the apartment door. Hadn’t even noticed I was the only white around.
 
   I’m laughing as I scribble this into my notepad. I remember how awkward I felt when I realised my mistake. Didn’t say anything to him though. Didn’t say anything to my new neighbour as he called out to me. I just stepped into my new home and closed the door. A security chain on the back of the door locking me in. As I moved to America, I had told myself that I needed to make an extra special effort to fit in and here I was - the new kid on the block…The new white kid on the black block. I am the next Slim Shady.
 
   In here there’s a few white folk on this block with me but - once again - I’m surrounded by a majority of black. As I write in this book I can’t help but wonder how many of them actually committed the crime they’re in here for compared to how many of them are in here just because it’s easier to pin the crime on them than seek the truth. Funny. Similar situation to the outside world (with regards to living arrangements) but I feel more comfortable here. And that’s not me trying to win you over, that’s not me saying I’ve got what I deserved in an effort to give you some peace - it’s just…out there…I was just me. I wasn’t a murderer (other than that one time and I’ve already admitted that was a mistake). These people, from what I’d read in papers and seen on the news, these people  on my new street, were potentially murderers and thieves. I know it’s stereotypical to think like that but it’s hard not to form opinions as such. After all - the media rams it down our throats constantly. I digress though. In here I feel more comfortable because I am where I belong. I am with murderers. I am with people who are - supposedly - like me on some level. By taking away my freedom you have inadvertently given me the closest thing I’ve ever had to a real family. I thank you for that. Ironic really considering I took your family from you.
 
   When I did finally venture out into the world beyond the four walls of my motel room, I found that I was quick to stress. This was for no real reason. All the little things which wound me up - when I was living back in England - such as cutlery scraping plates, people chewing, people not speaking the English language properly (“y’all”) continued to wind me up here. I was going around with a permanent headache; blinded by the irritation I felt towards this and that. I’m not sure how long it was before I started imagining the pain I could inflict on others - should my mood continue to turn. Now you might believe this to be a negative thought process but rest assured it wasn’t. The scenarios I pictured in my head - hurting random people who were pissing me off - actually made me feel better. At this stage of my life they were nothing but dark thoughts. I wasn’t planning to carry them out. Truth be told, not sure why I did finally snap and decide to take them from my imagination and pull them into my reality. Doctors have questioned me upon the subject again and again in order to get insight into my sick mind but… Just can’t answer the question.
 
   “Why do you think you finally acted upon your impulses?” they asked me. 
 
   I remember my answer:
 
   “Have you ever lay in the bed and felt an itch tickle your leg? You want to scratch it but - at the same time - you’re comfortable and don’t want to move. You keep telling yourself not to move, keep telling your hand not to reach down and stroke that itch away and for a while you manage to ignore your body’s screaming messages ordering you to reach down…But then you think about something else. Your mind flits to something completely unrelated and then - before you know it - you realise you’re scratching your leg.”
 
   My progression from ‘quiet person with active imagination’ to murderer happened much the same way; all the time I was thinking about the crimes I wasn’t committing them. As soon as I thought about something else though - the next thing I knew…I was bashing her pretty little head in. The scary thing was - I didn’t even realise what I was doing until I was carrying out the act. One minute I was chatting and the next - smashing her brains in until they were nothing but pulp.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Whore
 
   America is massive. The sheer size of the place, compared to United Kingdom, was daunting and I found it hard to make friends. For one I wasn’t working in an office with people (where some people may make friends) and for another - I wasn’t really leaving my room. If I did venture to a bar somewhere, I wasn’t the sort of person who found it easy to strike up conversation with strangers. Even if I did manage it, it was never to the level where we’d then become friends. Nine times out of ten - the whole ‘conversation starter’ was just awkward. With that in mind you can at least understand why I was lonely and - with money still in the bank - it was easy to see why I’d end up utilising the services offered by call girls.
 
   I had been thumbing through various publications where these girls had their adverts from - pretty much - the first night in the States, but I never had the nerve to call one of them up. Instead I’d thumb through the magazines and read their adverts before masturbating to their pictures. I think - and I’m not one hundred percent sure - that it was about two months before I dared call one of them. And even then, on the first call, I didn’t manage to actually speak. I went to. I didn’t mean to do a silent call until she hung up on me. I just couldn’t find my voice or the words to use. I never called that particular lady back on the off-chance she’d saved my number under ‘time-waster’ or something similar.
 
   I know some of you may regard these girls as low-life, dirty skanks who sell their diseased bodies for money. I disagree though. They’re providing a service for gentleman such as myself. The quiet ones who are too nervous to go out into the real world to meet real people. The people who lack the self-confidence to approach strangers and successfully initiate conversations leading to friendships and (possibly) more. Sure there are a couple of bad eggs in the bunch. A few unsavoury types who are infected with various illnesses and diseases, afflicted with addictions, but that doesn’t mean you can tar them all with the same brush. That wouldn’t be fair, or right. It’s like saying all the men who seek these working girls are desperate, overweight and ugly. I am neither ugly nor overweight. I’ll give you ‘desperate’ though. I was desperate. But not for the sex. I could take it or leave it. I was desperate for something else entirely although - from the point of booking the girl to her arriving at my place - I didn’t realise this. I thought I was lonely and in need for a woman’s touch against my bare skin.
 
   I had no idea what the lady looked like - the one advertised in the back of the magazine I held in my shaking hands as I dialled the number on my phone. The picture showed no face. In its place was a picture of her pert naked ass. At least I presumed it was her ass when I dialled her digits. Looking back, I guess it could have been anyone’s. Perhaps a picture stolen from an adult magazine or even another advert. I’ll never know. By the time I was done with the woman the picture in the advert had entirely slipped my mind. Only just remembered it now that I’m reminiscing about times gone by. Had I remembered the picture, at the end of our ‘date’, I guess I could have compared the two side by side. Her ass in the flesh and the ass in the picture.
 
   Not to worry - it’ll hardly bother me for much longer. After all, since starting this book I’ve been given my date of execution. Can’t see the governor calling to save my life somehow. Not that I deserve it to be saved. Everything that comes my way is entirely deserved. That’s not to say I’m looking forward to it - I’m sure you’ll be pleased to know. Had I been longing for my release from this world, you may not have felt as though justice was fairly dished out. Well fret not. 
 
   I don’t want to die. 
 
   I want to live. 
 
   I want to be free. 
 
   I want to finish your family off.
 
   Sorry - I went off on a tangent. Forgive me. Where were we? 
 
   Ah, yes, the whore.
 
   Would you think less of me if I admitted to you that I couldn’t recall her face? Her perfume. I can recall that. A sickly sweet smell. I think I liked it. Think. Oh. Her eyes. I remember those too. Sparkling blue. Like a glistening pool into which you could swim - as cliché as it sounds. Perhaps they appeared bluer because the pupils were so dilated. Never did find out what drugs she was on. Again - I did what I did to her. I didn’t think of checking her arms for track marks. Had I done so, though, I’m sure they’d have been there.
 
   Her name was Honey. I remember that - most likely because I had a hamster by the same name as I was growing up. The only pet I was allowed to keep. I wanted a dog like most kids of a young age and I got a caged rodent. Hardly the same. I did not kill my hamster. Death by natural courses. Wet-tail. Poor bastard. 
 
   Just as my other victims were members of your family, Honey was most likely someone’s daughter. They probably wouldn’t admit it now, though, given what she became. Unlike my other victims’ families - this particular family was probably grateful that I’d stopped her daughter from causing them further embarrassment. 
 
   My heart was racing when she knocked on my door. My hand was trembling as I opened it. I smiled at her in response to her own smile. Teeth stained yellow. That nicotine? She checked my name and stepped into the apartment. I looked around the deserted street and closed the door behind her. By the time I turned to her she was already opening her jacket. She asked for the money. She didn’t even check it as she dropped it into her inner jacket pocket before throwing her jacket to the floor. I suppose she doesn’t care. A glimpse was enough for her to know it would be enough for another hit of whatever drug she preferred. My earlier admission - in this account of my life - explained how not all prostitutes are drug addicts and yet here I am writing as though she were one herself. As mentioned before I have nothing to back this up. Perhaps I am trying to make myself feel slightly better about what I did to her? I doubt it. It’s not as though I’ve grown a conscience since being locked behind these steel bars. Maybe I’m trying to make you feel better for what I did. Perhaps you’re reading this thinking, “It’s okay because she deserved to die”?
 
   Shame on you.
 
   We’d barely said ‘hello’ before she was on her knees fumbling at my belt with her eyes fixed upon mine. A cheeky little grin on her face and her tongue sticking from the side of her mouth. I don’t remember the exact details of her face but I do recall thinking she looked cute. Regardless - I didn’t get an erection; something we were both surprised by.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Sexual Intercourse
 
   Despite being in my early twenties - I hadn’t had that many sexual partners. I’d had a girlfriend when I was sixteen years old but it was what you’d call ‘puppy-love’. Neither one of us thought about taking things to the next stage; we were just content to go around holding hands and saying we were boyfriend and girlfriend. Until that is, she met someone else and started calling them by the same label after telling me we were no longer a couple. No chance of claiming back the love she once had for me - it was, quite simply, over and we no longer spoke. That hurt. No sense pretending it didn’t. But don’t read too much into it. This was not the reason I ended up killing all of those women. I’m glad I did kill the women - given how things progressed with us after their death - but I never intentionally set out to solely dispose of them. It just seemed to happen that way. I guess it was easier to lure them back to my place than it was to bring back men.
 
   Anyway - despite what happened between my first girlfriend and I - I did manage to meet some other ladies and even managed to move things to the next ‘stage’ with regards to our sexual conquests. A gentleman never discloses what happens behind closed doors and I take pride in the fact that I am indeed a gent. The point I’m trying to make is that I’d never had any bedroom problems before. At least with regards to getting a hard-on. Sometimes I’d have an issue whereby things were ‘finished’ before I was ready for them to end but that’s another story and one that I shall not be sharing with you. The fact I didn’t get an erection - or even a semi - as this professional was working at the buttons on my trousers… Well, as I said, it surprised me. In previous relationships something would have happened. Even if it had only been the hint of a hardening of the penis; there’d be a sign that I was beginning to get aroused. A twitch, if you like.
 
   Honey. She looked me in the eye and laughed. I can still hear her voice in my head now, as I type this. She looked to me and jokingly complained that I was obviously going to make her work for her money. She was wrong though. Before I knew what I was doing I was hitting her in the head with both my fists clenched into tight balls. The first punch split her lip and the second split her nose. She fell backwards to the floor in a crumpled heap, screaming, as she tried to get herself back up whilst - at the same time - trying to kick me away with her feet.
 
   My reaction to seeing her on her knees (hitting her) was as much of a shock to me as my lack of erection. I had initially called her round to have sex. A quick hour long appointment to take the edge off the loneliness I felt and yet there I was, smacking this poor girl repeatedly. When she was on the floor - trying to kick me away - I too turned to using my feet. I kicked her in the stomach; I kicked her in the head… And I didn't stop. A feverish grin on my face as my feet connected blow after blow. 
 
   And this is where I loop back to where I earlier told you how I often thought about killing people but never carried it through. Well - when Honey came through the door - it was the first time I’d not thought about killing someone for as long as I could remember. My brain instead focusing on the sex I was supposedly about to enjoy. But… Soon as my brain stopping thinking about killing… My body took over and actually started to carry out the murderous act.
 
   I’m not sure when her screams and cries stopped but, as soon as I realised, I too stopped lashing out. I looked down to her face. This is the face that I can remember today. Bloodied and broken, barely a patch of skin to be seen without a splattering of the red. Her mouth was slightly agape and all I could see was broken teeth. I crouched down next to where she lay and placed two digits against her neck in an effort to feel for a pulse. I recall feeling disappointed when I felt one even though it had never been my intention to bring her round to murder her. After my violent outburst - and despite the fact an unconscious girl laid upon my apartment floor - I felt calmer than I had done so for a long time. My mind felt clear and I felt what I believed to be a moment of peace. Not being used to such thoughts (peace) I won’t be sure as to whether this was a genuine feeling or whether I am merely romanticising the moment now I am looking back at it. I believe they call it ‘rose tinted spectacles’.
 
   I knew I couldn’t let the woman leave my apartment. I couldn’t phone the paramedics to come to her aid. I had started something which needed to be finished. You know what? I wasn’t upset by this. I was more than happy to finish the job. Not just that - I was looking forward to it. All those years spent imagining killing people and here I was about to kill my second ever person. I stayed on my knees as I placed my hands around her throat and started to squeeze as hard as I could. I was actually disappointed that she didn’t wake up to feel death taking a hold of her. I wanted to see her eyes bulge from the sockets as I applied a crushing pressure. I wanted to hear her gasp and gag for air but there was none of that. My mind already telling me that - the next time I was to do such an act - I should ensure they were awake for the final finishing moves. By making sure the next would be conscious - I’d get to enjoy every second of their suffering.
 
   I sit here in my cell, pen in hand, with a grin on my face. I know I was captured and I know I am to die but that doesn’t detract from the feelings I get when thinking back to my crimes. My capture doesn’t take away how God-like I felt when committing them. Nothing will take that away. Not even when the needle slips into my vein or the electrodes placed to my head. You took away my freedom but you cannot take away the pleasure I felt. And speaking of pleasure…
 
   I was standing over her dead body by this stage. The continued feeling of peace and tranquility flowing through my every pore. I felt good. But not just that - I felt a stirring. A twitch from beneath my pants; a twitch she’d not been able to get when struggling with my belt. I couldn’t help but wonder whether this was a delayed response to seeing her on her knees in front of me or whether it was a response to my current situation. The first time I did what I did, I wasn’t sure how I ended up down that route. Every step I took that evening was a surprise. I was surprised when I first attacked her and I was surprised when I found myself pulling at the tight, short skirt she wore. I ripped it clean from her body, down over her legs, and was delighted to see that there was nothing underneath but a shaved pussy. I couldn’t help but to imagine the whore’s cunt talking to me. Its lips moving in perfect sync with the instruction ‘fuck me’. Before I knew what I was doing, I was guiding myself into her slit using blood trickling from her face as a lubricant. 
 
   At this stage of my life truth is important to me. There’s little point in writing part truth and part lies for - in doing so - you’ll end up doubting everything that I put to paper. I told you I killed the girl. I could follow this up with the lie that I fucked her for hours in a multitude of positions and that - even in death - I was the best lover she’d ever had inside of her. What I have learned from being contained within this cage though is that the truth always has a way of coming out and - in this instance - the truth of the matter is I only managed a couple of thrusts before I ejaculated deep inside of her. Now I’m not sure whether this is because it had been so long since I’d last had sex or whether it was because of what I was doing but I can tell you this much - it was one of the best, most intense, orgasms that I’d ever had.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The Morning After
 
   I awoke the next morning feeling rejuvenated. For as long as I could remember it had been one of the best night’s sleep of my life. No broken dreams, no haunted memories, just an erotic overture of what I’d carried out the previous evening. When I woke up I rushed through to where she still laid upon the floor. There was no hesitation as I crossed the room to her body and once again lay on top of her. The sickly sweet perfume which lingers in my memories today was then replaced with another kind of aroma. The scent of death. The start of the rot had already started to take a hold of her body but it didn’t bother me. All I could remember was the feeling of the orgasm the previous evening and all I could think about was to replicate that sensation. It just meant that I’d need to breathe through my mouth as opposed to my nose. 
 
   I felt her skin tear as I pushed myself in. Unlike the previous night some force was needed this time. The blood, used the night before, had dried up inside of her as had the semen I deposited into her. The friction stung a little as I pushed into, and pulled out of, her. I wouldn’t say it dampened my enjoyment any. My actions still excited me as I built a steady pace. If anything - the pain added to the sensation. Not sure why that is. I’ve never been one for ‘pain’ inflicted upon me whilst in the bedroom. Some people swear by it saying there’s nothing better than pleasure and pain being administered at the same time but it’s not for me. I’d sooner just take the pleasure. At least - that’s how I used to feel. As I said, in this instance, it was adding to my overall enjoyment as though something had changed within my personality during the night’s sleep.
 
   By the time I was finished with her (for the sake of truth: not long after I started) my post-sex bliss was short-lived as - for the first time since killing her - a sudden panic set in with regards to what I was to do with her body. I couldn’t very well leave it in the middle of my apartment. Fair enough people didn’t come and visit me but I knew the smell would soon be attracting the wrong kind of attention.
 
   Smiling once again in my cell. This isn’t because I’m reminded by anything amusing as I reminisce about past shenanigans but more so out of embarrassment for how I behaved after the panic took a hold of my emotions. I flapped around the apartment, bouncing from wall to wall like a moth hitting a bulb as I desperately tried to think of how to dispose of the body. With mother it was easy, I knew the area and I knew where I could go without many people coming by. Out here though I was like a fish out of water. Everywhere I looked - places looked alien. To hide a body in an area unknown to you is no easy feat I can tell you and - for what seemed to be hours - I contemplated turning myself in then and there.
 
   “911. What is your emergency?”
 
   And I’d tell them, “I’ve just killed someone.”
 
   I thought about crying down the phone too. Pretend the whole thing had been an accident in the hope they’d let me off with a slapped wrist and possible fine. The woman was a prostitute. It wasn’t as though I had killed anyone real.
 
   Remember - these are the thoughts which went through my head when I was panicking. I still stand by previously made comments suggesting these women are human too and, despite some bad eggs needing to be broken, these girls deserve respect from the more ‘normal’ members of society. Hypocritical of me to suggest such a thing I guess - what with having bashed that woman’s head in but you have a lot of time to kill when you’re inside and most of mine was spent thinking; not about my crimes (until now anyway) but more so how people treat each other. It’s funny thinking back to how I treated people before I became what I became; I’d rarely stop and say good morning to a fellow human and yet I’d cross the road to stroke a cat that was unknown to me (annoying when they ran away though). That is what is wrong with the world today; no one has any time for each other. That and the fact it’s incredibly hard to get away with murder most foul.
 
   Pacing my apartment - fresh thoughts of turning myself in still plaguing my head- and I was trying to make myself cry. Could hardly make the phone call, pretending it was an accident, if I didn’t sound as though I was upset. I’d seen television programs about these calls in the past and I knew they recorded them. More so, I knew they’d play the recording back during my trial if there were to be one - and in this case, I couldn’t see a reason as to why there wouldn’t be one. 
 
   “911. What is your emergency?”
 
   “I killed her!” would not have the same effect if I were to be laughing down the other end of the line.
 
   “Please, you have to help me, there’s been a terrible accident…I think…I think I’ve killed her,” along with tears and - well - I believe I’d be in line for the Academy Award and further job opportunities from the golden stages of Hollywood. 
 
   Needless to say I didn’t phone the emergency operator despite contemplating it. Despite ending up here, I wasn’t ready for prison and I knew I wouldn’t get away with saying it was an accident. The girl’s head had been smashed in and her cunt was brimming with my sperm. It would be hard to say it was an accident.
 
   “Well, Officer, I accidentally punched and kicked her about twenty times. She dropped to the floor. I jumped on top to see if she was okay. I was naked and, before I knew it, my penis was stuck inside of her vagina. I’d never experienced anything like it before but the damned thing…It was clamping shut around me. I tried and I tried to get off of her but it kept sucking me back in…And then - before I knew it - I ejaculated. Twice.”
 
   My mind kept turning back to how I’d disposed of my mother and I knew - despite not knowing where to get rid of the body - I didn’t really have any other options other than to cut the woman up and scatter her around in places which looked to be remote. The apartment was purchased in my name so I couldn’t even run away and jump on a plane back to England. They’d come looking for me and would extradite me back to the States in order to make me face the music.
 
   With my mind settled on the fact I needed to cut the woman up, I threw some clothes on and left my apartment (ensuring the door was properly locked) in a quest to find a do-it-yourself store where I could purchase the required tools.
 
   Thankfully I didn’t have too far to travel to find such a store but what is it with Americans and their over-sized shops? In all my time in the States (as a free man anyway) I don’t recall seeing a small shop; certainly not like the corner stores we have in England anyway. Years ago my relatives were boasting about their trip to America in front of my mother and I. “You need at least two weeks over there,” they’d said. What they didn’t say was that those two weeks would mostly be spent shopping for groceries, or even trying to find the exit of the building. Needless to say, this store was no different. On the plus side: They had everything I could possibly need and my trolley was soon filled with saws, hacksaws, hammers, sheeting, black bags and even a face mask for I recalled how messy it had been when cutting mother up years prior to this.
 
   I’m not ashamed to admit that I had a mild panic attack at the checkout. I was watching other people go through before me and each time the cashier seemed to show an active interest in what they were doing. Either they were being incredibly polite or they had a keen passion for do-it-yourself. I looked down to the contents of the shopping trolley and desperately tried to think of a reason why I could possibly have some many various cutting tools and plastic sheeting without it sounding like a lie. Part of me even contemplated telling the cashier what I was doing.
 
   “That’s a whole lot of saws y’all have there,” would be something the cashier could have said to me.
 
   “Well - there’s a whole lot of dead bodies I have tucked away in the apartment,” I could have said. Of course I would have followed it up with a laugh and the cashier would have laughed too; thinking the whole thing was a sick joke. “No sense buying the one saw when it will blunt down so easily against the bone.”
 
   “Where are y’all from?” they’d then ask me - a common question from people over here as soon as they heard my accent.
 
   When the cashier did finally call “Next Please” and I did venture up with my trolley of goods, I was still trying to decide what to say. Should I have told the truth and pretended the whole thing was a sick joke, do I make up a lie and risk getting caught out on it or do I just say I was collecting the goods for someone else. A friend, perhaps. Well - as it turned out - no excuse was needed as the cashier silently put the transaction through. To this day I still do not know why I had a silent transaction whereas the previous customers were all engaged in conversation. Maybe they were regular customers and the cashier recognised them or maybe they could see I was English just from my appearance and - on that score - just couldn’t be bothered to talk to me? I bagged up the goods, paid up and left before they changed their mind and started an unwanted conversation with me.
 
   I wheeled the goods to the car and loaded up with no hassles other than a paranoia that someone was going to realise my true intentions with the tools I’d purchased and follow me back to my apartment. So strong was this sense of paranoia that I took an excessively long route home. 
 
   The journey to the store had taken less than fifteen minutes. The journey to my apartment took me over an hour. I wish I had maintained this discipline as the years progressed. Had I done so - had I not become complacent - there’s a strong possibility I would have continued to get away with my little hobby.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   A Grim Task
 
   I am a murderer. Not just that: I am a serial murderer. I enjoy the act of killing. Remember - humans only, not animals. I’m not sure why I enjoy this hobby. I’m not sure whether it’s down to nature or whether it is down to nurture. Indeed - we could argue the hours away going backwards and forwards with that particular debate but I feel it would be pointless. We’d never settle upon a definitive answer and - more importantly - it would be a waste of what little time I could have left. Not long to wait now. I’m not sure whether I am excited or scared. Maybe a little bit of both?
 
   It’s weird knowing you’re going to die but not knowing when exactly. I mean, I know we’re all waiting to die, it’s just knowing you’re going to be murdered. Knowing at some point you’re going to be woken up in your cell by a smug looking guard handing you your exact date of execution. You’ll be pleased to know that it is not a nice way to live. At least I spared my victims - your families - that. There was no build up, no anticipation, I just came along and snuffed out their pathetic little lives. I wish there was someone who could offer me such a way to go. But I digress.
 
   Killing someone is one thing (enjoyable thing at that) but getting rid of the body is not as pleasant. Over the years many people have tried varied methods of hiding their crimes and disposing of the bodies. Some criminals have tried feeding them to pigs (and other animals) but this isn’t practical unless you’re a drug baron with your own private farm (or zoo). Some have fed the alligators in the Florida swamps, others have simply thrown the bodies into the ocean. Some bodies get buried in shallow graves in the woods or in the Vegas desert and you even have some people getting more elaborate with bath tubs filled with flesh and bone eating acid (I couldn’t possibly imagine the smell of a body melting down). On the wrong side of crazy you have the odd individual who likes to skin their victims and wear them as a coat whilst eating what is left of them but - again - that’s not for me. For me - it’s all about cutting the body into small sections which are then, hopefully, easy enough to hide.
 
   Despite the horrors which faced me as I sawed into my mother’s dead body all those years ago, I had actually forgotten the sound the teeth of the saw made as it sliced through the flesh, tendons, and bone of a person. For me the sound of the flesh getting cut is nastier than the sound of the bone getting cut for the latter - it sounds as though the saw is cutting through a thick branch. At least it does if you really call upon your imagination to help disguise the noise. But through the flesh? There’s no sound on earth which sounds similar to that - certainly not enough to try and fool your brain into thinking you’re cutting something else anyway. Your best bet is to simply grit your teeth, close your eyes to the horror and get on with it, which is exactly what I did with the whore.
 
   When cutting the bodies up I always stripped them off and put them into the bath. Cutting through clothes was just awkward. The fabric would get caught between the teeth of the saw and would actually stop the blade from being as productive. Seeing them naked, one last time, also gave you another opportunity to properly say goodbye. Whether it was a lick of their salty skin to actual penetration - either was nice. Although, in hindsight, the taste of their dead pores against the many taste buds of your tongue was a little disconcerting from time to time. The longer you left it before cutting them, the more they tasted of ‘off milk’.
 
   The reason I put them in the bath was fairly straight forward - I didn’t want the mess splattering the floor and leaking through to the apartment below. 
 
   The cuts themselves: I’d start at the neck. Cutting the head off was always harder than I remembered it to be. The spinal column being fairly thick to cut through and, with each pull of the blade, the head would just rock backwards and forwards. The easiest way, by far, was to grip the head by the hair and then start cutting. Head off, I’d move to the left arm and slice it as the shoulder joint. Never that tricky and the same was done for the right arm. The arms would then go into a black bag but not before I cut the hands off. There was plenty of room in the bags for both hand and arm but I knew it would be easier to identify the bodies from their prints, if they were discovered. The hands would go in the bin, along with the arms, but only after I had burned them on a pan in the kitchen. No lifting prints from black, crispy skin. Watching CSI back in England taught me that much. I burned the feet too. Not sure why. The legs were cut off at the thigh and just above the kneecaps. By making two cuts it made it easier to pack them up in the heavy duty bag and - at this stage of the crime - I needed things to be kept easier. I was already stressed enough with the prospect of getting caught red-handed (literally).
 
   I would then be left with a head, a torso, two arms, two hands, two feet and two legs cut into four pieces but that would not be the end of it. The torso would also need to be cut down further too, in order to make the transportation of it easier to manage. It was hard going but I would cut the torso into smaller sections but making horizontal cuts - as though I were cutting thick chunks of meat, ready for cooking. Not that I’d have wanted to cook these. I always worked a sweat up cutting the torso. So much bone to make my way through, it wasn’t easy but it was a necessity. And once that was done, even though I’d want nothing more than to rest a minute, there was still one final act to complete…
 
   Bodies can get identified through the use of dental records. The faces were always hard to identify by themselves due to the state they were in after I’d been hitting on them for hours and some of the teeth were cracked (especially when thinking back to the whore) but not all of them. I’m not sure how many teeth were needed to be able to identify someone. Maybe because a couple were cracked it meant identification was impossible? Maybe they only needed one tooth? To this day I still do not know. Back then, though, I wasn’t concerned with knowing the truth. I just knew I couldn’t leave them rooted into the gums. That’s where the hammer came into play.
 
   I’d pull the mouths open and hold them in the open position with my spare hand as I positioned the hammer with my second. I’d lift it high up. I’d close my eyes and I’d bring it crashing down - quick to move the hand holding it in position out of the way before the hammer connected. The sound was terrible and hard to describe. The first few times I did this - I remember gagging. At one point - with the prostitute if memory serves correctly - I came very close to vomiting over the bloodied remains as the teeth splintered from the mouth. It was never just one hit either but multiple as I continued to bring the hammer down onto the jaw. One of the victims, I can’t remember which, even had their jaw smashed and by the time I looked to what I was doing, the bone was protruding from the cheek.
 
   You might be wondering why I went to such extremes on the bodies in an effort to stop them from being identified. I think it all stems from when I disposed of mother. I didn’t want her body to be recognised. I didn’t want the police to come back around to the house, questioning me as to our relationship and trying to catch me out with saying the wrong thing. Same goes for these people. I didn’t want the bodies to be found and the police to come round because they were aware of my connections to the deceased. Admittedly I didn’t want the bodies to be found at all but - if they had to be - I’d sooner they were discovered with no traceable features whatsoever. They’d simply get buried as a John or Jane Doe - although, with regards to my victims, they’d always be a Jane Doe. I don’t have any Johns under by belt, so to speak. Only Janes.
 
   Actually that’s a point; do Americans call their unknown bodies John or Jane Doe as we do over in the United Kingdom? Is it a worldwide name? Considering how similar the two countries are (America and England) you can’t help but laugh when you think about the little differences between the two of them. Spelling for example: they spell ‘color’ and in the UK we spell it ‘colour’. Remembering some of the obese people I saw wandering the maze that is Walmart , I can’t help but wonder whether that’s just down to laziness though. They simply can’t be bothered to add in the ‘u’? And speaking of ‘funny’…It’s ‘funny’ how you procrastinate over the little things when really it is just a waste of time to do so. And time - as of now - is something I have very precious little of yet I continue to waste it with silly thoughts.
 
   “Y’all moving out?” same black guy from across the street called out to me. I jumped when I heard his voice. There he was, across the street, sitting on that step once more. I wondered whether he ever moved in the first place. He’d caught me with two bags of whore in my hands, a shocked look on my face.
 
   “Rubbish day,” I called back to him.
 
   He didn’t say anything else nor did he offer to lend a hand (not that I expected him to). He just sat there, on his step, watching me load the bags into the back of my car. Each time I had to go back in to get another bag (only two trips) I slammed the boot shut and locked the car up. I could tell he was watching and I could tell he was offended by my lack of trust in him not to go near the bags. One man’s trash is another man’s treasure after all and I hadn’t wanted him having a root around to see if there was anything worth stealing. When I returned to the car with the last bags of whore - I was pleased to see he hadn’t moved from his step. He simply raised a bottle of beer towards me as if to say ‘cheers’. I smiled at him. I remember that. Nothing else. Just a smile before jumping into the car and driving off down the road with no idea of my end destination. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Garbage Day
 
   I’d left the dead hooker in the house for as long as I dared. I think it had been a couple of days at most, if memory serves. I had to keep spraying the apartment with various ‘scents’. I started with the air freshener I had, then I moved to deodorant and then - when those had run out - I started using cans of furniture spray to hide the stink of rotting woman. It was when the furniture spray ran out that I knew I had to move her.
 
   I followed the same pattern with the other victims. Made sense to considering I managed to get away with it for the whore. Kill them, keep them in the apartment for two days and then move them from the area.
 
   The first time (in America) was the hardest to dump them naturally. Finding somewhere ‘safe’ to leave a dead girl wasn’t easy. I ended up driving around for miles and miles looking for a spot which I felt was away from prying eyes. The streets became less dense, the roads between housing areas became quieter and then - eventually - the jungle city turned to woodlands. Just in time too as the fuel tank was starting to run low. I panicked that I’d end up stranded on the side of some road somewhere - trying to thumb a lift with a dead whore in the back.
 
   At the first opportunity I turned off the beaten road, onto a narrow dirt track. Just because I had found what seemed to be a quieter area to explore, my nerves didn’t dissipate. The area was starting to resemble something from the film ‘Deliverance’. In my quest to find a safe haven to dispose of Honey, was I to end up getting raped up against a tree whilst being ordered to squeal like a pig? But then - had it worked out like that - you’d have most likely been happier? Reading my words now - are you now, for the first time, smiling? I’ll bet you are. Smiling at the thought of me getting raped. 
 
   Human nature. 
 
   Isn’t it funny how you’re all so disgusted by the so-called atrocities that I have carried out and yet you all - on some level - wish nothing but harm onto me? 
 
   And here was me thinking we might have started to bond through the writing of this book.
 
   Unfortunately (for you) I wasn't brutally raped by some backward hillbilly. The woods were as quiet as I had initially hoped. I have a fondness for those woods. Should that read ‘had’? Been a while since I’ve been there. For all I know they could have been completely uprooted in order to make room for more apartment blocks. Or a single large supermarket of some description. A quiet area in an otherwise busy world. All the times I visited there, each time making a deposit of limbs, I never saw a soul. I nearly felt as much peace there as I felt standing over the warm corpses of the freshly slain, but I doubt someone as perfect as you would understand that. Sometimes I found myself driving to the woods without a body in the boot (or trunk as the Americans call it). I’d park up and I’d just start walking. Often with clear cut path set out. I’d just walk until I was tired and then I’d walk back to the car and go home. But that came later obviously. We’re doing things in order here. I’m putting things down on paper before my time is up and my reasons, and secrets, are buried with my condemned body.
 
   When I took the whore up there, I parked the car up, when the road ran out and looked around in all directions - including the one I’d traveled from. As far as I could see - trees. Dense woodland. I wasn’t sure whether it would have been a good place to hide the bodies. It was impossible to know for sure. But I knew - given my knowledge of the area - it was the best option I presently had and unduly emptied the car of the dead whore.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Days that Followed
 
   I was nervous over the following days. I wasn’t feeling any guilt for my actions but I couldn’t take my eyes from the many news channels. Every time an advert kicked in, I found myself channel hopping through to another channel until I’d stumble across another bulletin. So many channels. I miss the days when I was growing up and there were only four channels. Five channels when I became a teenager and then - a blink of an eye later - satellite television broadcasting hundreds of channels (most of them shit). 
 
   Over the days that followed I didn’t venture from my apartment. Every time I heard footsteps beyond my door my heart raced. Thoughts of the authorities kicking my door in and dragging me off to the courts. Thoughts of them coming for me having found the body…But they never came for me and - better yet - the news bulletins were silent; of my crime at least, it seems there were plenty other crimes to detail.
 
   A week later, nervously pacing the floorboards of my apartment much to the annoyance of the people living below me, and I finally started to relax. They hadn’t found the whore. They couldn’t have done. Even if they didn’t know who committed the crime, they would have still mentioned it on the news - no doubt hoping witnesses would step forward to help solve the crime, if they could.
 
   When I realised that I was safe, I found myself walking around the apartment as though I were a God amongst men. For the second time in my life I had managed to get away with murder but it was different this time. This time I had a taste for it. This time I knew I wanted to kill again but - the third time - I wanted to really savour it. Within the week, I was making the plans. 
 
   Everywhere I went, when out and about exploring the local area, I was looking at people as though they were not humans but rather victims. Once again my mind was playing through the possible scenarios of how I’d go about ending their miserable lives. Each dark thought passing me by bringing a smile to my otherwise expressionless face.
 
   For a while I used to enjoy sitting in a small coffee house - like a psychotic member of the ‘Friends’ sitcom. I’d sit there watching the world pass me by with a twinkle in my eye. Each time I’d take a sip from my latte, I’d cast my eye around the fellow patrons and pick out those who I believed deserved to die. In the split second I had, to look at them, I’d come up with a whole backstory to their life; a reason why they were worthy of my attention. Occasionally I’d see someone, though, and I wouldn’t be able to think of a story which deserved their premature death. Instead I’d see something in their eyes which made me feel guilty for having such negative thoughts. A shine in their eyes which told me that all life was beautiful and that these people deserved not only to live but also all the good fortune I could wish upon them. The backstory in my head being one of tragedy for them; they’d lost their mum and dad at a young age, they were bankrupt, working hard but with minimal rewards and even the centre of attention for a group who liked nothing more than to torment them with unkind words and hatred. I guess you could say that I saw something of me in these people. A certain level of pathetic-ness - exactly how I felt when I was growing up; teased at school, picked upon for being different, hated for daring to go against the flow of what people believed to be the ‘correct’ way of doing things. Unhappy life at home ever since my asshole father walked out on us, the fact mum blamed me for it too…When I saw these people - the ones who reminded me of myself - I used to down the latte and storm from the coffee shop underneath a dark cloud. A heavy depression would follow me for a couple of days after such an incident as I’d feel an intolerable amount of guilt weighing down upon me. Not for the crimes I had committed, you understand, but for the ones I had dreamed of seeing through. Pretty messed up, huh?
 
   I’m just like any other person when I’m hit by a depression. I tend to lock myself away in the comfort of my own place. I close the curtains, I turn the lights out and I sit there - in silence - wallowing in my own self-pity. But I’m not like other people when it comes to ridding myself from the black dog. They tend to fall upon medication freely offered by doctors. At least it was in the United Kingdom - I have no idea how it works here as Health Insurance was never high on my list of priorities. Even today I’m not quite sure how it all works. Back home I never believed in the medications distributed. Half the time I felt as though they were nothing but Smarties (a great sweet - one I sorely miss as I feed upon prison slop). I believed they were given out to people complaining of feeling down as a way of shutting them up. The patient goes away, takes the pill and then feels happy - conned into thinking the pill is doing them a great service when - in fact - they’re only experiencing a sugar rush. Well I wasn’t going to be as easily conned by the doctors; not that I saw them very often for the depressions I felt. I saw them once, I believe, when I was in my teenage years and never went back. The mere sound of his voice, as he tried telling me what to do to help myself, irritated me more than words can describe. Want to know how I got myself out of my black moods? Want to know the secret to the way out? I’ll give you a hint: I’ve already mentioned it before.
 
   Still need more?
 
   How about - the peace I felt when I murdered the hooker? 
 
   The calm. 
 
   The tranquility. 
 
   The clear head. 
 
   Everything was better after I killed the whore. And everything would be better again - when I next killed someone.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Hat-trick
 
   Not sure how many days I wallowed in my apartment after the first coffee-shop guilt-trip. When you’re sitting on the sofa and staring at the walls the minutes blend together. Then the hours blend into one and soon after - the days too. Same story as when I’d been staying in the motel, hiding away from the outside world. The amount of days isn’t important though. I’m sure, in the great scheme of things, you do not care about numbers such as that. Well, that is, unless we’re discussing my execution. I’m guessing the amount of days until that comes to be is important to you. The day I get put down like a rabid animal. The day you all become hypocritical assholes by celebrating the death of another human.
 
   I don’t recall what the time was. I just remember leaning down to the magazine I’d previously found the whore’s advert in. I sat there, on that sofa, idly thumbing the pages. I wasn’t looking for anything in particular. I was merely passing the time as there was nothing better to do. At least - nothing better to do without leaving the apartment and I didn’t feel ready for that. Not yet. It was towards the back of the magazine that my mind started to remember the previous appointment I had with the prostitute. More to the point I started to remember the moment of clarity and peace I felt once she was dead. I remember clearly thinking - clearly wondering - whether it was possible to experience the same moment of peace if I were to kill again. Would that be enough to beat away the Black dog of depression? I hoped so. Besides - the way I saw it - I really didn't have anything to lose. The girl, the one I chose next, she would have everything to lose. Not me. I flicked through to the back of the magazine where the adverts started and started to look at them more carefully in the hope of finding another potential date for the night. I already knew in my mind that I did not want sex with this girl just as I have not had sex with the other, at least not whilst she was alive. For me this appointment was all about the murder. Although there was a part of me which knew a form of sexual intercourse would occur once she was dead. 
 
   When looking at the various adverts in this particular magazine, all the dirty little prostitutes, I often found my heart beating harder than if I had just been sitting there motionless. I guess it was the anticipation of what I was planning to do which caused that. There were many different types of adverts in this paper. Some of them offered what was known as the girlfriend experience, some of them offered role-play, some were for fetishes and some seem to cater for people looking for BDSM. I was often tempted by the latter, just to see what it was like but I knew that for what I had in mind I needed a weaker girl, not one who was used to beating up on men for a living. For my little hobby I opted to choose the girls who offered the true girlfriend experience for they were the ones who would show up expecting nothing more than a lonely old man in need of some female company. They did not show up expecting to find someone such as myself. Bad for them, good for me. 
 
   The second hooker I chose seemed to be a skinny brunette going by the picture in the advert. This didn't necessarily mean a skinny brunette would show up, let's be honest - there was no guarantees that the girl in the picture was the one offering the services - as I previously mentioned to you. The danger was they had just chosen a picture which made them look sexy. Something to lure the customers in. You only truly know what they look like when they are knocking on your front door and by then it's too late. The telephone voice does not give anything away either. Some of them may sound slightly rougher on the phone but still be pretty whereas some of the uglier looking girls may have a decent telephone voice. 
 
   It is hard judging someone by their telephone voice when in another country because it takes a little while to get used to the accents. Truth be told even at this late stage of my life, I do not think I will ever get used to the accents. They say the Americans love the English accent, this I believe to be true because their own accents are irritating as hell. At least, some of the accents anyway. The voice of the second hooker was no exception to the other irritating accents I’d heard but that was good, that was fine; it just made me want to kill her that little bit more.
 
   Despite the nervousness I felt when I met the first prostitute, the second time I ordered someone round to my house I didn't feel nervous. I felt excited. Both mentally and physically. I remember opening the door with a beaming smile on my face, not because of how she looked (accurate to the picture in the advert) but because I knew what I had up my sleeve for her. She smiled to, more so when I handed her a handful of dollars. Had she known what I wanted with our appointment, she would have probably asked for more. Unlike the first girl I remember this one's face; red glossy lipstick, full lips, kissable, deep brown eyes and her hair was shiny as though recently washed. Unlike the first girl, this one looks as though she may have been from the higher end of the market. Certainly not a cheap one plucked from the back of a magazine. I remember worrying momentarily whether she had security waiting for her outside. I had requested an hour on the telephone, would they have come knocking on my door once the hour had passed and she had failed to return to the car? I offered her a drink, something hot, not because I was thirsty and not because I was being polite but because I was not ready to hurt her yet. The time taken for the kettle to brew was time taken for me to question her in an effort to find out if she had anyone waiting for her. 
 
   You'll have to forgive me but I cannot remember the whole of the conversation we had. It is the little things like that which I tend to forget. I was always content just to keep track of the things important to me. I guess that's why I ended up keeping some keepsakes from my victims. Just a little something to ensure I never forget. I have not kept anything from the first girl I had murdered and I had not kept anything from my mother’s rotting corpse but that was fine. I made up for my lack of keepsakes with the second girl and what I took from her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Keepsakes
 
   “Where are you from?” I remember that much of the conversation. It was one of the first things she said to me; confused by my accent. Of course I told her I was from the United Kingdom. Didn’t hurt to be polite, for now. Besides - if I engaged in seemingly normal conversation there was more chance of her telling me about herself. More to the point there's more chance of me finding out whether there was anyone outside waiting for her. She seemed suitably impressed when I told her I was from the United Kingdom, another example of the Yankees liking the Brits. At least liking the British accent. I think there is enough friendly fire in the world to prove they don't like us as a nation.
 
   “Whoops, sorry. He accidentally ran into my line of fire when I was shooting at the bad guy.” 
 
   I wonder how many times that has been uttered. Still, in war, I guess accidents happen.
 
   I remember asking the girl whether she was local. It had taken her 45 minutes to get to my apartment so I'm guessing she wasn't. Unless of course she had to finish off with another client before she came out to see me. I never did find out whether I was sloppy seconds. She told me that she wasn't local but at the same time she wasn't too far either so it was no hardship coming round to see me at this time of night. I thanked her although truth be told, I couldn't really care less. If she hadn't answered the telephone then I'm sure someone else would have. 
 
   She asked me if there was anything in particular that I wanted to do with her. I thought it best not to mention the fact that I wanted to bash her brains in. Didn't want to upset her, not yet anyway. I told her that I was happy to go with the flow. I was happy just to see what would happen. Despite me booking her for an hour she did not seem in a hurry to get cracking. Instead she leaned back against the wall with a cup of tea in hand. I'm pretty sure she made a joke about English people loving cups of tea but I could be making that up so don't hold me to it. Like I said, I don't remember the rest of the conversation. It was just idle chit chat to pass the time. I do remember how we got onto the subject of whether she had anyone waiting for her though. I asked her if she needed me to book her a taxi for when the appointment was due to finish. I figured she would turn around and tell me she had someone waiting for her if indeed that was the case. She told me not to worry about it, her car was outside. She said her car and not her driver. That was good enough for me. Had someone driven her to my place, surely she’d have stated her driver was waiting. It was this lady who brought a possible oversight from the last ‘appointment’ to my attention. Something I hadn't previously considered yet - somehow - still managed to get away with. I wouldn’t share the information with you had I not been caught. In fairness, I wouldn’t be sharing any of this information with you but…Circumstances mean it’s safe for me to do so. This girl of the night, she had driven to me. Her car was somewhere out there, on the street. When I realised there was possibly another car out there - belonging to someone I’d murdered - I initially panicked. A little more thought in the time taken to walk from kitchen to bedroom and I managed to talk myself down from my panicked state. You see, the previous girl was not buried with her clothes. I kept those. Ended up disposing of them at a clothes bank in one of the many oversized parking lots in the area and - before dropping them off - I had gone through every pocket. I was looking to remove any identification (there was none) and I was looking to remove any money (for me). Other than the cash I’d earlier given her - the first girl carried nothing. No extra money, no identification and no car keys. Just a single key which, I presumed, was for her front door as it was both the wrong size and shape to be for a vehicle. 
 
   I couldn’t ignore this girl’s mention of a car though. I could not dispose of her yet leave that out there for someone to stumble across. I would need to get rid of both her and her transport. My bedroom overlooked the front street, giving me the perfect opportunity to look out of the window and talk about her car once more. I called upon some of my best acting skills, skills I was unaware of possessing. With an alerted voice I asked her what car she drove as it looks like someone was breaking into one whilst she was busy taking her top off. I remember the look on her face, she believed every word I said, as she crossed the bedroom floor to check out of the window. Instant relief on her face, she pointed across the road to a blue car and pointed out that no one was next to it. A quick strain of my eyesight and I could see there was no one in it either. She asked where the car thief was but I made up a lie; must have scared him away by standing in the window. I made a mental note of her car and closed the curtains. I didn’t need any nosey neighbours peering in from one of the apartments across the road and catching sight of what we were going to do; whether it be sex or murder.
 
   I think she told me to get on the bed. Didn’t even ask me to undress. Just said “lie down” - at least that’s how I recall it. Might not have been as simple as that. Again - funny how you forget the little things. In this instance, her name was a ‘little thing’ for I do not remember that and her ‘orders’ were considered a little thing too; those too lost over time. The first punch which connected to the side of her head - I remember that perfectly; the sting on my knuckles, the sound of the hit connecting, the funny ‘glerk’ type noise from her throat, the whimper she made soon after, the dull thud of her body hitting the floor where she landed with a bump, the look in her eyes (pure shock and fear) and the begging when she came to her senses.
 
   I stood over her body and looked down at her, my mind playing through the various possibilities of how I could hit her next. Excitement bubbling through me - not for what I was to do but more so for the peace I knew I’d feel when the deed was done. Unlike the first prostitute, I gave this one a chance to catch her breath before I lay upon her with a fury she’d never encountered before. I was not being gentlemanly. I was just savouring the moment; something I failed to do the first time around. In this short gap she tried everything she could to talk her way out of the impending hurt headed her way. Her pleas being another of the ‘little things’ that I soon forgot.
 
   Her nose cracked across the top of the ridge; a thin, bloody line. Both nostrils bled profusely. Her bottom lip split. Not sure if that was down to me or whether she did it herself, perhaps by biting down on her lip when my fist connected to her head. Her eye blackened more or less immediately - at least, around her eye. The eye itself turned bloodshot in the blink of an eye (no pun intended). I never forget the wounds.
 
   Unlike the time I throttled Honey with my bare hands, I finished this girl with my foot. She had long since passed out from the many blows suffered; the pain becoming unbearable for her senses and her body just shut down. I didn’t mean to do what followed - at least not yet, not until I’d had some fun, but I couldn’t help myself. I was in ‘the zone’ and no longer thinking through the actions. The actions, in this instance, being to stamp down repeatedly with my right foot - straight down onto her mouth. Once I started, I figured I may as well continue. After all I’d only have to knock the teeth out with a hammer later on so this method saved time. Simple. What I didn’t think about though, when stamping down upon her, was that this was the face I’d have to look at whilst making love to her - something I’d decided to do long before she’d even got to the apartment. It was one thing to stare at a girl with a bloodied face, and a few bruises, it was quite another to maintain an erection whilst being face to face with someone who had their teeth either rammed down their throat or piercing bits of their cheek here and there.
 
   You’ll be pleased to know - I still managed it. Not as much of an intense fuck as the first whore I’d booked (and murdered) but still pleasurable. No doubt helped by the fact she was still warm and because I’d gone in via the back entrance; staring at the back of her head as opposed to her mushed up facial features.
 
   Remember when I mentioned the keepsakes that I wanted to keep? Well - from this woman - I knew immediately what I wanted to keep. It was so tight looking, so pretty, so perfect. I wanted to remember it for the rest of my life. Not just that - I wanted to look at it, I wanted to stroke it. Not just then but for years to come. Her sweet pussy.
 
   The tools I used to cut the first woman up were kept under my bed. I’m sure there was a reason for this, at the time, but - as of today - it escapes me. I guess I figured that was the safest place for some reason. Silly really given the fact it’s one of the biggest clichés when you think about hiding holes within the home. Money is always kept in the mattress, intruders always lie in wait under the bed and the car keys are always where you least expect to find them (I once found mine in the microwave, do not ask me how). Keeping the tools under the bed did mean they were close to hand though. Something I was grateful for, when I needed them. Didn’t want to break the flow of the evening up. Wanted to keep things moving along at a tasty, bloodthirsty pace. They (the tools) were kept in a black leather bag - an expensive sports bag that I had from the move. I reached under the bed and pulled it out before opening it. Once opened, I selected the large bowie knife I’d purchased from the store (along with the saws, etc.). 
 
   In England, growing up, I always wanted a decent knife for no other reason than I happened to like them. The government put a stop to that idea though with a ban on blades being carried. I can’t recall the specific law (the little things again) but I’m sure it was - more or less - an immediate prison sentence for being found with one. At least one of a certain size, I think. Always seemed a bit harsh to me. Some people just like collecting nice looking blades. What did the government think these people were going to do? Go on a mass killing spree? Fair enough I’m probably not the best person to defend the possession of knives in the UK but…
 
   Not everyone is a psychopath. 
 
   Anyway, I digress again. 
 
   It was at this stage I cut her juicy cunt directly from her body. A good job - in hindsight - that I’d chosen her arse for my ejaculation. Had I finished in her vagina - it would have needed a thorough wash under a hot tap. Not just that but it was hard enough cutting it off in full slithers, without having to navigate my way through trickling semen at the same time. I laid the pieces out on the floor making sure I put them in the same order I had cut them from the body. A perfect replication of how it looked when it was still attached to her body. All I needed was a little frame to contain it and, hey, presto…A fancy wall decoration. Something surely to get the neighbours talking (if they ever came around). 
 
   I didn’t just rob her corpse of her vagina. I also sliced one of her breasts from her body and took a lock of her dark hair. A little sniff and you could still catch a whiff of her hair conditioner. Coconut. I remember wondering how long the smell would remain on the few strands. I hoped forever but doubted it. The breast…I took that for no other reason than I fancied using it as a stress-reliever. 
 
   Seemed to work.
 
   It was not just sexual organs I took from the bodies, as time went on, I also took bits of skull. I am not the only person to do such a thing; there was another murderer who used to take skin and bones from his victims. Funnily enough his name was also Ed. 
 
   He did not have as many victims as I.
 
   I cut the top of one skull off from just above the eye sockets and gave it a nice clean up. Once turned upside down - hey presto - it resembled a fancy ashtray. The problem was I did not smoke. I believe it is a dirty habit which leads to an early death although to be fair, my hobby of murdering people has also led me to an early death so perhaps smoking wasn't that much an issue. Regardless I did not want to smoke yet I did not want to waste the skull fragments, so I simply turned it into a nice ornamental piece for my coffee table in the lounge. Turned upside down it still resembled a bowl, so I used it to put mints in.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Regrets
 
   Knowing time is against me it might be prudent of me to discuss regrets. Over the years of my incarceration, people often asked me whether I felt regret for the things that I have done. The answer is no. I regret nothing from my later years. My only regrets, if I have any real ones that is, are the ones from my childhood. To be more specific, my school days. I have already told you about the times I was sitting in the coffee shop making up back stories for people. The times whereby I’d see someone and instantly slip into a depression because something in their eyes reminded me of myself. I have already hinted that it reminded me of a time from my youth, a time just after my dad left my mother and I. She blamed me for his walk-out saying it was because I was a problem child (I don’t believe I was), and I found very little comfort from the school I attended. The pupils there were just as harsh to me with their words as mum had been.
 
   “If you hadn’t been born, your father would still be here!” she’d shout and scream at me from the bottom of the stairs as I sat at the top, huddled against the bannister, weeping for both the loss of my father and the sense of loneliness I felt.
 
   “It’s no wonder your dad left you!” one teacher shouted at me when they found me doodling images into my maths book which they deemed inappropriate.
 
   “Freak!”
 
   “Weirdo!”
 
   I cannot recall all of the names I was called in my childhood. It is not because they were the little things, but more so because I believe my brain has simply blocked them out. I wish it would block out all of them. I wish it would take away all of the pain. Being incarcerated in here, unable to carry out my hobby, every day is a challenge as I struggle not to slip into a deep depression. But then I guess you want to hear that. You want to hear the fact that I'm in pain. You want to know that I am unhappy. You want to know that justice is being served. Just as I want you to know how much your family and friends suffered at my hands.
 
   Thinking back to how I was when I was younger, I cannot help but wonder whether this is the reason I turned out the way I did. The name calling from so-called school friends, the difficult times I had with my mother, the fact father did not love me enough to stick by me - maybe these are the reasons I became the monster we know of today? If those are indeed the reasons then I guess it is a good argument for the case of ‘nurture’ being to blame for the way I am. The cold words of others caused the death of your family members and children. If that is the case does that mean I am not entirely to blame? Somewhere there is someone more at fault than me?  As I patiently wait out my date of execution I cannot help but wonder whether that is enough for a re-trial? 
 
   Perhaps something to ask the guard when he next comes around.
 
   After each murder I took a little time out in my apartment. I hid away with the curtain shut, away from prying eyes of nosy neighbours. The same routine as the previous times whereby I would spend my waking hours keeping watch on the News channels. Only venturing out of my apartment when I was sure I had once again gotten away with it. I knew I would get found out eventually. It was only ever a matter of time before someone found my stash of limbs in the woods. I suppose you could call this regret: I regret not burying the bags. Had I buried them at least 6 feet underground, then who knows? Maybe they would never have been found. Maybe I could still be out there killing?
 
   I can hear you panicking at the prospect of me being out there again but you have nothing to worry about, it is just the wishful thinking of a condemned man.
 
   I have thought of another regret. Sort of. I regret the fact I stopped counting. I can try and guess my final numbers but I will never be sure. Regardless it is a minor irritation, I am sure I will be remembered despite the lack of exact number of kills.
 
   Isn't it funny that I am in here with minimal regrets and yet I bet you are out there, living your life, with at least double the amount of regrets that I have. Who knows, maybe I would've had more had I been out there in society for longer? I guess we'll never know. 
 
   Unless of course you want to petition for me to have a day release. 
 
   No? 
 
   Worth a try.
 
   I can tell you now that - as I write this - I am two days away from my execution. It’s a pity. I have so much to talk to you about. So much more to confess. Like what I did with that girl’s tongue that one time or how it is physically possible to literally make eyeballs pop with enough of a squeeze. Conversations I’d hoped would be for another time but… Well… Tick, tock, tick, tock… The question is - do I continue writing in the hope of finishing another story before they come to collect me? Not sure how much I’ll get done. From what I am to understand, I am due a few visits up until the point I die - one being from a man of The Church of all places; as if I have anything to say to either him or the man he preaches for. And of course I need time for the infamous last meal.
 
   I’m not much of a big eater but knowing it is your tax dollar paying for it, I shall order the biggest steak I can and - of course - all the trimmings to go with it. I kill your family, you buy me dinner.
 
   How sweet.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   A note from the publisher:
 
    
 
   Ed Boothe was arrested on January 17th, 2001 after a routine search of his car revealed garbage sacks filled with human body parts.
 
   He was originally pulled over for a broken tailgate light.
 
   Ed Boothe was sentenced to Death on January 30th, 2001. He was convicted for the murder of half a dozen women but authorities believe the number is significantly higher going by the gruesome displays in his apartment - mostly made from body parts.
 
   Refusing to appeal the sentence, he served six years on Death Row before being executed by electric chair. When asked if he had any final words, he stated how he wished he’d started writing his book sooner.
 
   His last meal was steak and potato chips with a glass of lemonade.
 
    
 
    
 
   The proceeds of this book go to the families of his known victims.
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