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Chapter 1: Homecoming
Eastern Wyoming: June 22, 2014
Blind folded and handcuffed to metal bar. Must have done something heinous to go where I’m going. The judge said it was the United States Department of Elusive Justice’s way of ensuring no crime does not fit it’s punishment. When the public voted for a new law ensuring that convicted criminals give back more to the community, a new federal prison was resurrected. 

“What the hell,” I thought, “Send me to some fancy new prison, beats living on the streets stealing shit and getting in fights.” Fuck was I thinking. After murdering that bastard in San Antonio last summer, my third offense in five years, the judge gave the orders to hand me over to the USDEJ. 
The judge’s words lingered in my mind, “Not to worry, Spring Valley prison is a new facility where you will be given the opportunity to live in a state of the art unit and repent for those you have hurt.” 

“What kinda shit we talking about here?” I recoiled. 

“Well, you know, paint a few fences, make some license plates, stitch some military uniforms…yada yada yada.” Sure that’s all it was going to be.  Hell would I know, I can’t see a damn thing. But I know I ain’t alone. I can here whispers, similar to my own moping and griping. “I’m innocent I tell ya,” a future inmate yells out rattling his handcuffs in the process. There are few laughs, close to about I figure, eight or nine people on this shitty bus. “Fuck You!” I call back, “Ain’t know one here is a prissy-ass little angel.”  More laughs then the bus drives shout, “Hey you punk-asses shut the hell up. We’re here now so stay in your seats. The director will be here in a sec.”
Director? What is this so kinda of fucking movie? The Life of Andrew Soffich, yeah that’ll sell real fucking well. I laughed thinking how pansy this place is gonna look. Probably got a waterfall and everything. There was a few moments of silence then the bus door flung open. I heard the tapping of heavy boots as someone entered the bus. Then uncharacteristically, there was a small clicking sound similar to one to here when you cock a weapon.

“Anyone fucking moves and I will shoot him dead,” The director spoke in a rough, bitter tone.

What the fuck! Am I going to die before I get in the damn place? Who the hell gave him the right to kill people without just cause?
The director spoke once more, “I’m going to tell you what’s going to happen right now. Right now you’re going to get unlocked from your handcuffs. If you try to remove your blindfold your brains will be scattered all over the bus floor. You will then undress and leave all your clothing on your seat. Once you are undressed, I will each direct you out side to a colored box on the ground, there you will wait for further instructions. If any of you attempt to run away or make noise, well…you are know what will happen.”

I must be in Nazi Germany. These people must be neo-Nazis. I have to undress in a bus full of who knows how many men then if I make one false move, Bam! Sent to my grave already. I thought I might get one more chance to fuck up my life, guess that dreams out the window. The director came by and unlocked us all. I quickly undressed all of my clothes until I was in my bare skin, nothing more. I just stood where I was at until the director grabbed my arm and led me off the bus. The director threw me on the ground and told me to sit here and wait. 
Damn, this is turning out to be more than I thought. I waited for about twenty minutes letting thoughts stir in my head when I heard a loud gunshot. “Shit, he killed someone, I thought he was bluffing,” After a couple more minutes, I heard the bus pull away. I sat there thinking, here comes the next phase. 

“Take off your blindfold,” A loud towering voice commanded. I did so. The first thing I saw was a black colored box painted on gray concrete for which I sat on. There were about ten men and two women sitting in this box with me.  I looked around to take in my surroundings. To the right where more people sitting in a blue box. To the left people in a green box. And in front of me, people in a red box. It was as if we were back in kindergarten, except everyone is naked and no one got shot. We had to be in some rural countryside. All there was plains and a road leading up to the prison. The prison itself was massive. It was a solid gray color and extended far beyond where my naked eye could see. There was a door about 100 ft to the right of where I was sitting. It was a double door, similar to that of a castle, except there was no knockers.
There was a watch tower in front of where we were all sitting with three very large loudspeakers. Suddenly, one of the speakers came on announcing the following message, “Welcome. Take it as you will, some of you will never be leaving this place. You will however be given one chance to be transferred to another prison but that will be explained later. For now, I will state the group that will be entering the facility one at a time. When you are called, you will get up, stand against the back wall, and follow the workers in the black coats to where you are to go. Stay in a line. Again, welcome, and good luck”





Chapter 2: Spring Valley
It came my turn to enter that satanic facility. “Black box” the speaker yelled. We were the last to enter. I lined up against the wall next to the other naked inmates. Shit it was uncomfortable. We were way to close to one another. I was smashed between two large dudes while I could ahead of me were a couple of chicks that I could be behind. My mind went crazy thinking about it. We were then led inside.

There was a desk with a secretary sitting there watching as were to line up facing the desk. We were instructed to hold out our left arm. Another man in a black coat came by and held what looked like a smoldering iron rod and a bucket. The lady at the desk signed a few papers then stopped and looked up asking him, “What section is this?” He responded, “This is X. No room number.” She responded, “All these people, man X is getting larger and larger, when will people learn.”
With that the man came by each of our arms and branded a three inch long “X” on each of our left arms. People were screaming and crying in pain as the burn melted away the flesh. The bucket collected the blood that dripped from each of our arms. It felt miserable. When I got burned in the past, I would usually run it under some water to subside some of the pain. Not here. I could not help but scream in pain. I figured it was safe to do so because everyone was doing it. “Now follow me to your orientation,” the director spoke. 
We were led to a huge mess hall were the rest of the inmates sat. They too were branded but they all had something different. Theirs had a letter A through C followed by a room number. I took a seat next to a guy with a brand “C125” on his arm. 

“Shit hurts man,” I whispered to him as I wanted to grab my arm to nullify the pain.

“Hell yeah it does,” He whispered back. 

“Soffich” 

“Wertman”

We shook hands. Two criminals who were in for the ride of their lives shook hands as if they had know each other forever. Or maybe it was the bond we shared as the scum of society.

The man who led us off the bus ascended to a podium on a stage overlooking the chow hall, “You all aren’t here by mistake. No, you’re here because you wanted to be here. You ruined the lives of our citizens by selling them dope, abusing them, stealing from them, murdering them…now, its our turn to ruin yours.”

I gulped thinking about what he could have been referring to. I had not the brightest idea.

He continued on, “In a moment, you will all be free to roam the prison. You may talk amongst your selves and do as you please, dinner is at 6 pm and you must be in this hall at 9 pm for final preparations. There aren’t any cells here because some of you will only be here for a few hours. You will be given eight hours to answer one small question, ‘who am I?’ And if you answer correctly, we will transfer you to a lower security prison in West Danover. There, you’ll have internet, better food, whatever…all you have to do is answer that small little question correctly.”

A brave soul in the audience rose to his feet and shouted, “And what if we get it wrong?”

The man smiled and replied, “Your punishment will fit your crime.”

The man in the audience sat back down shaking at the possibilities. No cells? No place to sleep? Is this even a prison? It reminded me of boot camp in San Diego when I was with the Marine core. Everyone is herded into large groups, given briefings, we even are treated all the same. We are sitting in a mess hall being lectured. It all seemed eerily familiar.

“Alright, your free to go, be back here at 9. There are clocks in every hallway of the prison so it is your responsibility. We will find you if your late.” With that the man walked off the stage and exited through the southern door. People started running toward the entrance of the prison banging on the door and try to force in open. It would not even budge. The secretary just smiled and said, “Try as you might but no one has ever escaped from here.” Then she went back to doing paper work.
I stay at the table thinking about who I was. I really did not have an answer to that. I know what I felt like on the inside and I was convinced my thought were my own, but I had no clue who I was. I felt empty. 

“The fuck you in for,” I asked Wertman who was still sitting next to me. “Murdered my kid, slipped some drain cleaner in his breakfast cereal one day then watched him puke up blood. Next thing you know it, the little devil is fucking gone.” He stated.
“You ain’t sorry,” I piped. “Sorry, fucking bitch leaves me with this kid when she takes off. I don’t got the money to feed this fucker so I did what I has to do. His mother was crying like a little bitch when she found out I killed him. She wanted him in custody but instead she got shit. Well, she got me arrested. She have killed her instead.” He sternly slammed his fist on the table.

I chimed back, “Wish I had a fucking smoke, that’s all I did in New York. That and rob people for what they had. One day I though, ‘fuck it, I’m such a hard ass I’ll just join the military and shoot a few bastards,’ ended up backfiring on me. Look at me now, I’m fucking naked in front of a hundred dudes. Some fucking plan.”
He nodded in agreement. “You know what I am Soffich, I am fucking free, that’s what I am. I don’t have to see that bitch or six year old whinny insect again.”
I sure the hell didn’t feel free. I still had plans to do something with my life. I couldn’t be a lost cause already. That’s what I was, I was lost.






Chapter 3: The Question
Six o’clock came quickly and I was starving. We each received a cold turkey sand which with a frozen Gatorade and a bag of pretzels.  Something told me I would not be eating this well again so I just enjoyed what I could for now. I was pretty tasty for what I thought might have been a make shift MRE. used to eat those in the Marine core. Chili macaroni and cheese and dumpling was my favorite. 
I was chewing my food thinking whether my answer “I am lost” would be a sufficient answer for my transfer to West Danover. That is really what I was. Ain’t no other fucking answer. But what about the others, what would they say. I was curious what some of the others that so I asked the woman at the end of the table, “who are you?” 

“Who am I? Names Wineheart. I used to be a clever little girl who poked her nose in the realm of dirty politics, but now I’m just a skank with attitude.”
I didn’t think that is what she really would give as her answer so I prodded a little more, “Is that really who you are?”

She glared at me and responded, “Hun, I don’t know who the fuck you are, and before I start yelling ‘rape’ really loud so everyone can hear, it would be best if you just back off.”

She was a tough woman I’ll give her that. I walked away and went back to the table to take a nap. I had no intention of exploring the prison. Nothing but walls and hallways. There weren’t even cells. There are Four pad lock doors marked A, B, C, and X on the north end of the cafeteria but that was all. Its not like we could get in anyway.

I lay my head to rest until it came time for everyone to re-gather. The group that was here was smaller than the one previously. Did a few of them try to escape? Were they just late?”You will be caught” his words penetrated my mind. Regardless of them being here, the director came back on stage and spoke into the microphone, “Alright, we have all had some time to think. So let’s get this show on the road. In no particular order, when I call you name please come up on stage, state your name, the door number branded to your arm, and why you think you’re here. Let’s see…hmm… Charles Krycinski, your first.”
Charles was a thin Polish man with glasses. He was one of the few people here who was wearing glasses despite the warning that we were to leave everything behind. But I guess it was deem necessary that he need the glasses to see so he was allowed to keep them. Charles tapped the microphone to test if it was working then he spoken in a scratchy voice, “ Charles Krycinski, C119, because the world hates science.” That’s all he said then the director opened the door marked “C” and he vanished. 

Next is Freidriech Bile. “Freidriech Bile, B109, I don’t give a shit.” With that he was led into door B. A couple more names were called. All of them did not care why they were here or even feel a bit of remorse. Next is Sam Wertman, “Sam Wertman, C125, whinny bitches.” With that Sam was gone. 

“Lance Strickland, C120, also bitches.” Some people laughed at that then he was led away.  “Lou Dang, A100, selling practices.” Hell that meant but whatever. “Wimbly Scott, B108, I don’t know.” Seriously, someone who had no fucking clue why they might be in the situation their in now.  “Eric Sonny, C123, you fucking faggots better not mess with me.” Alright someone who thinks their tougher than me. 

 “Andrew Soffich, room X, because that punk ass-mother fucker deserved it.” With that, I was led to door X. The director, unlocked the door and I was led inside.




Chapter Four: Dr. Charles Kyrcinski

I woke up strapped to an elevated chair similar to one the dentist uses. Naked, I laid there as a bright light shone in my face. This must be room 119. The brand on my arm said C119. But what was the C I though?

“Good evening Dr., I see your now wide awake.”

Wide awake? Was I asleep? Maybe I had been knocked unconscious and dragged here. But by who?

“Tell me doctor, who are you?” An ominous voice in the shadows spoke. It was too dark to make out a figure. 

I responded with the only thing I could think of at the time, “I am a revolutionary.” That’s who I was. I was a leading scientist that could cure any illness if I so pleased.
“Is that so doctor, then can you tell me, why did eighteen of you patients die from medicines you prescribed them that were not FDA approved?”

“They must of overdosed or something, that stuff was high quality.” I knew that was not true.

“Really? Because according to this records I have of yours you prescribed those cheap imposters so that you could gain large profits from you clientele. You used the money to research a drug that would make people brainwashed into thinking they were getting better. You used these patients as lab rats.”

I smiled and responded, “Your right. Your absolutely right. I could just sit back and watch my competitors jump out ahead of me. I needed something low cost but equally potent. So I experimented with the drug Humana K. It worked for a few months. Patients would be hypnotized into thinking they were getting better. Then one day, I found out the truth. The drug contained mercury. I could not risk letting my business get flush away so I hide the research from the public and continued along the path I had created.”

The hidden voice was silent then it spoke once more, “I’ve heard enough.” With that I felt a needle pierce my side. 
“What are you going to do to me?” I asked with rage in my voice. Then another poked my groin. “Tell me dammit!” I screamed. Then another dug into my legs and neck. I could not see what was going on all I could do was feel a burning sensation in my crotch and stomach. I traveled down my legs and feet. Then it spread upward to my chest and neck. 

Finally the voice responded, “You are going to be our lab rat. You will live here for the rest of your life. You will be a humanoid rat and maintain your size. We will experiment on you like you did to your patients.” Then another needle was stuck into the top of my skull.

The burning sensation now became burning pain. I felt sharp razor like hairs grow on my chest and groin. The hair traveled around the rest of my body. My feet reformed growing what resembled claws. My finger nails grew out as well. My penis was reforming becoming more pointed and reddish. The worst pain was in my face. My skull was reforming into that of a rat. My nose stretched becoming twitchy. There were whiskers growing on the sides of my face. Two long teeth jutted out of my mouth resembling a rats front teeth. When I thought it was all over, I realized the most horrendous pain was still to come.

Suddenly the chair flipped over and I was facing the ground. The bottom of the chair opening slightly revealing my fat butt for the director. He stuck a needle right into the base of my spine where my tail bone was. In agonizing pain, I felt something move. There was a noticeable bulge forming growing bigger and bigger. I knew it had to be one thing, a tail. My tail grew longer and longer extending out of my spine. Finally when it was all said and done. I lie on a table a large anthropomorphic rat ready for experimentation. 
The voice emerged from the shadows revealing himself to be USDEJ director Storen Clamp. “Yes, it was I who created this facility and it is I was have just taken your life away. And I’ll do the same to every person in this prison. Everyone here has a crime and everyone will have a punishment.”

I teared up looking at my inhuman body, “You’re…you’re sick you know that. This isn’t justice this is madness. What do you plan to do with me?”
Clamp shook his head and spoke, “I’ve been wanting to test a few series of electrodes that are used to tame patients who are unruly. But it has been said it may cause infertility, blindness, and possibly death. But what do I have to lose? I have a new lab rat.”

With that, I was gone.





Chapter 4: Mayor Freidriech Bile

Motherfucker. I’m going to beat the living pulp out of some body once I get out of this chair. My fucking arms where strapped down as were my waist and legs. I couldn’t move a damn thing.

A voice came from no where, “Mayor Freidriech Bile…tsk tsk… tell me sir, who are you?”

I chuckled a bit at this fuckers attempt to seem all covert and sleuth-like. “Fuck you, you know who I am!” I chided repugnantly. 

The voice snickered, “You know something Bile, as Mayor of Detroit, I thought maybe you would have had a little more dignity considering the people of the city trusted you to represent them fairly. But instead, you spit in their face. You stole the cities tax dollars and bought lavish vacations adorned with private jets and cruises. Yep you had it made you pig!”

“How the fuck would you have know that!” I yelled at him. Bastard is pissing me off.

“Oh well, it wasn’t too hard to figure out really, the water supply became infested with disease causing bacteria, jobs plummeted in the city…virtually all public services declined yet people still fed their hard earned money to you.”

“Fuck You!” Is all I could spit out. I had been caught.

The voice continued, “No Bile, fuck you…you see I was going to make you into a boar. A pig if you so please because it really fit who you were, but since you insisted on being fucked so much, I am turning you into a sow instead. A female pig.”

I was in a violent fury trying to escape and screaming obscenities, but it was no use, I was soon going to have to life of a female pig. That is when a needle was driven into my scrotum sac. Fuck that hurt. Then another in my groin and abdomen. Shit. I felt my testicles shrinking. My groin burned. Then a needle pierced my legs and arms. A wave of pain traveled to my hands and feet. I screamed as I realized my hands and feet were fusing together to form hooves. No more fingers and toes. 

I noticed my voice grew higher as my testosterone was slowly become estrogen. I look down at my crotch and realized my penis was gone. There lied a pink piggy pussy. There was nothing I could do about it. I even wanted to embrace this change. Foreign thoughts flooded my mind as a growing need to fuck a boar grew stronger and stronger. My new pussy grew wet just thinking about it. New pink hairs grew all over my body. They traveled up to my face where another needle entered the back of my skull. My face cracked and crinkled as my nose grew outward into a piggy snout. My ears grew floppy and piggy like. Finally, a small curly tail wiggled its way out of my ass, and low and behold I was a sow ready for fucking…frighteningly, I liked it.

“You know why you like this, Bile, its because this is who you were all along. As we had mentioned before, some of you will embrace your change.” The man emerged from the shadows revealing himself to be USDEJ director Storen Clamp. “Yes, it was I who created this facility and it is I was have just taken your life away. And I’ll do the same to every person in this prison. Everyone here has a crime and everyone will have a punishment.” He was carrying a long, silver pole that look as though it may have some kind of jelly on it. “You will like this Bile, he said as he parted my pussy lips with his fingers. My god it’s sensitive down there. He slow approached my pussy with the pole has he carefully entered my new vagina. Ahhh….it felt incredible. I let out a small oink in pleasure. He thrusted in and out of me over and over again. Then, I couldn’t take anymore, I squealed loudly in pleasure as I realized I just had my first female orgasm. He removed the pole “Yep everything works. You’ll be a nice sow to be fucked by a boar. We’ll make sure you have lots of piglets, and when we are done with you, you’ll make a nice plate of bacon.”

With those words it was as if I just realized what had happened to. I was a pig, I was female, I was to be a mother and I was to be killed and eaten. I squealed loudly in protest, but it was too late, I was gone. 





Chapter 5: No Remorse

A radio is heard humming a metallic tone inside a well furnished office. Papers are stacked neatly on the desk containing profiles of various individuals. A woman walks in and sets a book of records on the desk. She makes an attempt to leave the office but hears the words on the radio flooding her mind:


My skin it feels one size to small, My body aches and my senses fade away.


I see it now, it’s crystal clear, When night descends, the wolf inside me looms.

The woman makes a small chuckle. “Man, that guy is a riot.” Suddenly, the office door slams shut and a man in a freshly ironed suit and red stripped shirt walks in. “Whose a riot?” he says knowing fully it was him she was talking about. The woman teases the man by approaching him and putting a finger on his lips as to silence him. The next verse plays from the radio:

Can you hear me? Can you feel me?


I am calling, Deep inside the darkness of your soul.

“You like my taste in music do you not Miss Caroline?” The man asks pulling away her finger from his face. He grabs her waste and draws her into a loving embrace. Miss Caroline looks into the eyes of the man and whispers, “Do you not find it ironic that your soul contains the same impurities, the same hatred for humanity that your criminals display? What makes you any different from them, hmm?” The man grins slightly, noticeably enough to tell that his human canine teeth are considerably more sharper than average. The man leans in to kiss Miss Caroline. She obliges and the two connect. “So, babe, who’d you erase from society so far today?” 
The man looks into Miss Caroline’s gorgeous blue eyes. Twinkling in the light, it was as if he was possessed by a demon, “A lab rat and a sow. The rat was once a scientist who fed his patients a placebo drug that ended up killing them. So, I thought it was appropriate for him to see what it was like to be experimented upon. The sow was once the mayor of Detroit. He was a filthy man who stole from his citizens and claimed the wealth for himself. So I made him the pig he was all along.” Miss Caroline seemed shocked by the sow decision, “Well, sir, that is certainly a first. You really are a creative individual.” The woman kissed him again. “I have the list of the next victims, I put it on your desk.” The man walked over to the desk and flipped to the date of June 23, 2014. Had it been know, it was already 12:01 am. “Do you ever sleep sir?” Miss Caroline jokingly asked. “Well, Miss Caroline, why do you think I ask my victims to think about an answer to that stupid question for eight hours?”  

She smiled in a nonchalant manner, “You really are the devil aren’t you?” The man shook his head, “Far from it my dear. I’m doing those criminals a favor. I’m doing society a favor. You see, once the government as control of your mind and body there really is nothing left to worry about. Take Mr. Bile for instance. He never will need to fret over being late for work again. He will never need to sit in traffic on a busy Detroit freeway. Mr. Bile will never need to worry about a missed anniversary or date ever again. You see Miss Caroline, all Mr. Bile will have to do is suckle a few piglets and take a good fucking from a boar every so often. I have made is life stress free, societies greatest goal in life, eternal happiness.”
Miss Caroline not believing that everything the man had said was true scowled at him in reply, “And what about the rat, Storen? Will his life be free from stress? Or are you going to mutilate him and cause even more stress than the average human life? What is your real goal Mr. Clamp?”

Mr. Clamp slammed his fist on the desk opening a drawer in the process. A leather bound book with the title, “Dante’s Inferno” lay on top of a stack of more papers. His face contorted wickedly as he held up the book and spoke, “Miss Caroline, I would like to share something with you.” Miss Caroline cautiously approached the desk where Mr. Clamp had turned to a page in the book which was already book marked. “Come in closely, my dear.”






Chapter 6: Stalked
12:30 AM, June 23rd,2014

“Level three security breach, two suspects, eastern command, do you request a briefing?” A message displayed on a large computer monitor. “Fire away TIF.” A man with a headset sitting in a large black chair states. There is a long dashboard with many buttons attached. Two people sit at the right and left him. He has a cloak on that has the letters “EC3” written on the back in blue block letters. 

“Two male suspects were found attempting to escape via the eastern gate two-and-half miles north east of central command. Suspects were transported at to the facility at 4pm on June, 23rd. The suspects were lost in the central tunnels for over ten hours. They emerged in the Eastern front at 11:05pm and explored various sections of the region.”
The man frustrated with the briefing responded, “Is there reasonable suspicion that these suspect many have seen or heard anything confidential?”

TIF types back, “Possible sightings of weapons laboratory. No indication of intentional surveillance. Do you request termination?”
The man thinks for a moment then concludes, “Full Throttle One, send them to the boss for further evaluation.”
“Terry?! Terry?! Where did you go bro?”

The tunnels were two dark to see up ahead. Inside, liquids dripped from the ceiling. Various pungent odors seeped from the walls. It was as if you were walking in an underground sewer.

“Terry?! Fuck man where did you…”

Suddenly, a pipe breaks from the ceiling and a yellow gas is emitted. The man attempts to run as the gas floods the tunnel. “Terry? *cough Terry! *hack” The man calls out weakly as he is trying to cover his nose from breaking in the gas. The particles burn his eyes and make it difficult for him to breathe. Then, the man collapses to the ground and blacks out.




     Chapter 7: Lou Dang
My head felt as if I was hit by a sledge hammer. I was slowly regaining consciousness and I realized a bright light was being shined in face making it difficult to see what was around me. I seemed to be sitting upright in a chair with my hands strapped to the arms of it.  Mind numb and eyes drooping, I didn’t know where to begin. 
“Lou Dang, 25 from Los Angeles, CA. Had a bright future with a scholarship to the University of Southern California in Biochemistry. Fascinated with the many components of pharmaceuticals, you decided to illegal sell drugs to people in Chinatown on the black market. Once you had your scholarship taken away for cheating on a test, you resorted back to the only thing you knew how to do best and that was sell dope.”

I raised my eyebrows a bit in confusion. Who was talking to me? How did they know so much?

“Let’s see…you were caught by the DEA for illegal sales and possession of various hallucinogenic mushrooms and tranquilizers. You even owned small traces of Dimethyltriptomine that you created in a USC science lab.”
Now I knew I was in trouble. DMT, also know as the “dream drug” is the most potent of all hallucinogenic. Because of how little research we have on the drug, the side effects are completely unknown. I was willing to find that out for my self.

“Well Mr. Dang, it seems you enjoy fucking up your mind, and other people’s too. But tell me Mr. Dang, do you know who are?”

Did I know who I was? Heck, I don’t even know where I am no even the least knowing who I was right now. I thought maybe this was just a bad drug trip. Or maybe, I could be in a virtual simulator at USC learning about the justice system in America. But then I became aware of the scorching heat the bright light emitted and knew it was real. 

“I am stupid, that’s what I am,” I sneered feeling some hatred in the process. 

The voice from beyond retorted, “You’re not stupid your just brainwashed. Your mind has been turned to mush. You aren’t the same Lou Dang you were when you were accepted into USC. I feel that if you take pleasure in fucking up your mind so much, then why not let government get involved. I’m going to help you out Dang.” With that, the hidden figure flipped a switch on the bright shinning light changing its complexion from a sunflower yellow to a blood red.
My mind went blank and all I heard was blissful silence as my subconscious went into over drive:

Lou Dang will no longer be your name. You are now Brandon Chang. You work for the government’s Luminocean research project at Cape Canaveral, FL. You are a robot and nothing more. You will obey every command you are given and will work harder than any person there. Mr. Chang, when you are finished, I will redirect you to our Transportation sector of this facility where you will be put on a plane to Cape Canaveral. All memories of your past life will be washed away forever. You will not remember any of your family member or anything about your past life. You are puppet and nothing more. Now…awaken!

With that, the lights dimmed and I felt more refreshed than I had been. “How are you feeling Mr. Chang?” The man spoke to as he unstrapped my chair allowing me to move hands freely. 
“Who, are you?” I asked confused about my present situation. 

The man replied, “My name is Mr. Storen Clamp, you were drowning off the coast of Mississippi when I found you and took you here. I put some drugs in your system to help you breathe again, you had a lot of water in your lungs.”

I replied happily, “Is that so? Man, I need to be more careful when I’m observing marine life so closely, I’ll bet I fell out of my boat.”

Mr. Clamp chuckled, “Indeed you did sir, here take this.” He handed me what looked like a plane ticket back home to Florida. 

“Thank you sir, you saved my life.”

Mr. Clamp smiled, “Don’t mention it my boy. Well, we better get a move on, we wouldn’t want to miss our plane now would we?”

“No sir,” I responded in a rush. And with that, I was gone. 




         Chapter 8: Wimbly Scott
“Scott, Scott? Wake up Scott.” A shallow voice tells me as I seemed to be laying on some type of counta. I could barely sees a thing cause my eyes hurt from some light. Shit, that’s bright.

“Scott, tell me my friend who are you?” That mysterious voice spoke once mo’. I went on ahead and told him who I am, “My name is Wimbly Scott, I am 43 years old, I live with my wife and two kids in Louisiana. I am…” But just like that, he shut me up. 

“Scott, you trying to play dumb with me! Every damn criminal that has walked through this door and been strapped to this table has either told me to ‘go fuck myself’ or didn’t have a clue in the world who they were. Now your trying to tell me that your actually sane?” The voice seemed angry at me. Man, I don’t think I told him anything that upset him. He continued on, “Let’s us try this one more time, no lying to me this time, Mr. Scott, who are you really?”
I told him the truth, I told him once but I think he forgot, “My name is Wimbly Scott, I am 43 years old, I live with my wife and two kids in Louisiana. I am…” He was really pissed this time, he threw a large clip board on the floor then stepped into the light where I could see his face. He looked as if he was going to strangle me, but I ain’t do nothing wrong. “Mr. Scott, Mr. Wimbly Scott, Mr. Wimbley Anderson fucking Scott! It say it right here on this clip board that you robbed the Central New Orleans Bank on May 13th, 2014. It says that you pulled a gun on the bank teller shooting him in the left shoulder. You made away with over $50,000 but were thankfully caught by police in a pursuit ending in Baton Rouge, something does not make sense here, Mr. Scott! How can I believe you are who you say you are?” 
The man looked as if he is going kill me. But his story is weird ‘cus it couldn’t have been me who shot the teller.
I was as polite as I could have been, “Mr. Interrogator, sir, that could not have been me who shot that banker. I didn’t have any bullets in my gun when I robbed the bank. He musta have faked it.” 
The man just shook his head in amazement. Then he made a decision regardin my fate, “I’ll be back later Mr. Scott, in the mean time stay where you’re at, take a nap whatever just know I will get this situation fixed.

With that, he walked at of the room and was gone.




Chapter 9: The Discovery

“What the fuck!” Mr. Clamp stormed into the office throwing papers and slamming his fist into the wall. “Miss Caroline?” He called out, “Get me all the records on Mr. Wimbly Anderson Scott, right away! Miss Caroline?” She was sitting at the desk with her head down buried into a leather cover book. She had a map of the Spring Valley facility lying next to the book all fanned out. She was sobbing but not out of pain but out of anger.

Mr. Clamp walked over to see watch all the tears were about. She looks at with, eyes drenching wet and soaking the pages of the book she was examining. “We really are in Hell aren’t?” She continues to cry onward. “Mr. Clamp, can you explain why this prison is arranged exactly like the rings of Hell in Dante’s Inferno. Please…why else would you ask me to take a look at this book if that was not the answer, who are you really Mr. Clamp?”
Mr. Clamp collected himself and answered Miss Caroline, “You see my dear, you can call this place a little slice of Hell if you want but the real thing does not even compare. As for the prison, yes the models are similar, in section A we have those who have committed crimes against themselves. These are the drug addicts, those who possess illegal weaponry, and those who sell goods on the black market. In section B their you will find those who have committed crimes against property. The arsonist, the blackmailers, the burglarers, thieves, forgerers, embezzlers, and other crimes that disrespect others goods. In section C you will find the bulk of criminal in this facility, those who commit crimes against others. The murders, the rapists, the kiddnappers, the list goes on and on. Finally, in the middle of it all, you will find those who have committed the worst of crimes. Those who have no respect for authority.”
“And who are they Mr. Clamp?” Miss Caroline asks still stunned by the information being presented to her. Mr. Clamp’s wicked smile enlarges and he gives the final verdict, “Those, Miss Caroline, in Section X are those who have committed crimes against the government.”

Miss Caroline is now aware that she is treading on thin ice. She has just found out the secret of the prison but she still wants to learn as much more as she can, insistently she continues to ask questions praying Mr. Clamp won’t become enraged, “And…what crimes do they commit?” 

Mr. Clamp gratefully obliges, “Conspiracy, treason, obstruction of justice, and so on…” Then he turns his attention to the map of the facility Miss Caroline apparently wrote notes and circled various locations on it. “And what is this Miss Caroline?” He scowls holding the map to her face. 
Shaking nervously she comes up with a quick lie, “Well you see, umm… I thought maybe...” She then has a wonderful idea flood her mind and continues, “Maybe dear, I could help you out with your criminals. You’ve been so busy lately, you should rest up I could handle them for a bit. I read your reports, a few pokes here, a couple straps there, not too difficult a process.” 

Mr. Clamp thinks to himself a minute. Could he really trust her? It’s not like he could monitor her every move because there were no cameras in the victim rooms.  And, it was too dark to install one anyways so, all he could do is trust her judgment. She had been working for him for a few years now and never before has she seem so willing to want to jump into the action. But, hey, there is a first for everything.

“Very well, you have my permission, I want to you take room A 102, the man is named Eric Sonny, he should not be too much of a problem.” Mr. Clamp winked at Miss Caroline. She gave him a sexy look back, “Thank you sir, I will see you in a bit.” And with that she headed out the office to her destination. She emitted an evil smile as if she had just won the battle.
Mr. Clamp sat down at his desk. He flipped the switch on his radio and it began to play:


Take another step, toward the bleeding light

Those who seek it out, Those who stand a few,

We are part of it, Got a hellhound dog,


That hellhound’s gonna rip your face off





Chapter 10: Dale in Nowhereland
“Terry? Son of a bitch Terry could you at least respond back, something anything?” I kept crying out for my lover. I think he got lost when we were in the tunnels but I don’t remember. I just prayed I’d run into some, anything or anyone who could help me get out of here. All I saw was darkness and up ahead a thin layer of fog. I also noticed that it was warm outside. Wait a minute?? Outside? Warmth? It was almost 50 degrees inside the tunnel and I don’t believe there was the presence of fog in there. Where the hell was I?

I walked a bit further wisping away the fog hoping to see an end to this nothingness. And certainly there was! Up ahead I saw what looked like a bunch of little lights on a…Ferris wheel? What the heck? It looked like a carnival up ahead. But that couldn’t be, I was in the tunnels of a prison a moment ago. But then I realized my fears had subsided. “Dale! Baby, I’m here.” My heart raced as the sound of my lover tickled my ears. I ran as fast as I could and entered the gates of the carnival.
There he was! He was standing in the middle of the carnival grounds back toward the main gate. I was totally going to sneak up behind him and jump his ass. I was so excited. I approached carefully realizing that he was about to turn around. As soon as I was about to make my move, my body went into a cold sweat. My heart pounded even harder accepting that this was not Dale. No, it was in fact, my worst nightmare. And I was living it. In front of my, a grotesque clown with sharp teeth and a blood red nose glared into my soul. I panicked have no clue where I should run. I turned to run toward the exit but the gates suddenly slammed shut. I was trapped.

The clown flipped a knife from his pocket. Music began playing from the speakers arranged around the carnival. At first it was simply carousel music, but then the track switched to something much for fitting for the occasion:


What about when the world’s like fuck us kill us, what will you be?


What about when the carnival comes to your town? 

I’m gonna be down with the clown!
I charged toward the gate as fast as I could, maybe just maybe I could jump the gate. I reached the gate a grabbed hold of one of the bars. They were ice cold and made it difficult to get a solid grip. I scurried quicker than before noticing the clown had just reached the gate and was trying to force me to fall off the gate. He plunged his knife deep into my leg. I screamed in pain know now my body was in flight or fight response. This meant life or death. I climbed higher. He continued to jab the knife over and over into my leg and thigh. Blood gushed down my pant leg. Then, he ripped my pant leg with his razor sharp claws. He bit my ankle causing me to slip and fall. I now had no thoughts. This horrid nightmare of mine was soon to be over. The clown drew his knife and slashed my arm. I tried to get up to run but he held me down. Just then, he spoke “Full Throttle initiated.” What the hell did that… with that he slashed my throat.

I woke up screaming in terror, sweating profusely and panting heavily. I looked and my hands and the rest of my body, no slash marks or piercings only a few scratches as if I was dragged on the ground. My mind was still recovering from what had just occurred.
“Full Throttle, complete, results success.” A strange robotic voice spoke aloud. Now where was I?

“Mr. Dale Lightman, how was your little experience? Did you have fun?” A man in a black dress suit and tie spoke.  I was still puzzled by what had occurred, “Fun? That clown almost killed me!”

The man laughed and responded as if I was a complete idiot, “Did he now? I’m sure your exaggerating, after all, it was all in your head.”

“All in my head? It couldn’t have been, I felt pain, my senses picked up sensations of hot and cold.” I was terrified by the concept that I may have just went mad.
The man chuckled again, “Mr. Lightman, say hello to TIF. TIF here is an expert simulation computer that reads the minds of its victims and produces a scenario that causes great pain and suffering, all feeling very real. TIF, which stands for Thinking Is Forbidden, implants the victims greatest fear into his or her mind and forces them to live it out. Most of the time it ends in death. Yes Mr. Lightman, you got killed by that clown.”

His laugh suddenly turned maniacal. “But this is only the beginning, Dale, because your now in room X, and that means we’ll have lots of fun together. My name is Mr. Clamp, and we are going to enjoy the next hour or so together. Now that my secretary has taken over some of the other work around here, I can solely focus on who matter the most, those in room X.”

With that he hit me over the head and I blacked out. I was gone.






Chapter 10: Eric Sonny
Well that was certainly a surprise. I was not expecting to wake up strapped to a table unable to move both my arms and legs. Even more surprising was the bombshell blonde that what sitting across from me. Man, she could punish me all day. She began reading a prompt from a clipboard, “Mr. Eric Sonny, 21 from San Francisco, CA. Was part of a discriminatory gang of murders whose victims normally included homosexual couples. Being teased because of your last name, you wanted to prove to your buddies that you weren’t some fag that they chose for their group. So…” 
Miss Caroline stopped reading for a moment thinking this has to be a mistake. This guy was in the wrong section for sure.
She continued on hard pressed about the cruel crime he committed. She took a breathe and read, “So you devised a plot to trap homosexual couple Dale Lightman and Terry Zampiello by pretending to be a gay rights advocate. On the way to a fake convention, you ended up lock the two men in your car then releasing the parking break, they were plunged off of Fisherman’s Wharf Pier and into the bay…”
Now full of tears and hatred for the horrible mistake I had made, she read the final line, “Mr. Lightman and Mr. Zampiello were found dead by government officials after the car was lifted out of the pier.” 

I whistled a little tune in congratulations. The bitch figured me out. She was still flipping through the pages of the clipboard utterly confused about something. “There has to be an error somewhere. This guy is in the wrong room clearly.” Then the woman froze in her tracks as if she had seen a ghost or something. “No, no! This can’t be! He set me up!”

Fuck she talking about. Worst interrogator ever. “Hey, bitch, you gonna do something or what!”

The woman ran over to me and unhooked my straps on the table. “Run, get out of here as fast as you can. They will be looking for you. Go now.” She unlocked the door and I took off. I was outta there! Fuck yeah! I was gone.




          Chapter 11: Revelations
“Oh God no! This can’t be happening!” Miss Caroline read closely at the clipboard to ensure she did not make a mistake. Dale and Terry were still alive and in this facility. The government lied about their death’s and took them here. The worst part, they committed no crime. The USDEJ was kidnapping people and turning them into animals or anything else they so pleased. It sounded like the plot of a horror film. Why would they do this? I knew that they most heinous, violent of criminals would be transformed in order to make room for more lesser offensive criminals, but kidnapping innocent victims! There was no justification.

Suddenly, Mr. Clamp emerged from the shadows and silenced me. “Miss Caroline, you have been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” He grabbed my throat blocking off my airways, “Did you just let that murder go?” I gasped for air trying to respond the best I could, “He…didn’t…he didn’t kill anyone.” Mr. Clamp smiled devilishly, he released the grip on my throat as I rubbed it a little to numb the pain.
“Miss Caroline, please don’t do this to me. Understand that it’s best for these criminals. It’s best for man kind.” Mr. Clamp sighed trying to convince me what he has been doing was humane. God I was afraid of this man. But something deep down inside me told me I should follow him and engorge in his twisted plot.
“Miss Caroline listen to me as I will tell you only because I love you. My name is Edon, offspring of the three headed beast Cerberus. You could call me a spawn of hell if you want but in reality, I am the first of the four horseman. Our goal is to eliminate the souls of mankind. There is no more room in heaven or hell and therefore, the only alternative is to either make them into an animal or rip the soul from their body as I did with a man named Lou today. Miss Caroline, the end of humanity is near; humans are without a doubt the most vile of all species on this planet. Animals do not create wars. They do not build weapons of mass destruction. They do not create chemical weapons and target each other’s crops. They do not pollute water supplies and watch thousands of people die at the hands of a slow degenerative disease. Animals do not abort their young or murder their wives. Animals don’t go to church. They do not fight over which politician to vote for. They do not have to go to work or get an education. The list goes on Miss Caroline, but the answer is simply this, animals live a carefree life. You might think they have to avoid predators in order to live but so do we. Psychopaths, rapists, marauders; all of those are  housed in this very facility. I’m by far not the scariest thing here, Miss Caroline, not when you look in the mirror. Please Miss Caroline, join me, as we save mankind from any more unnecessary suffering once and for all.” 
He reached his hand out to me expecting me to grab it and be swept off me feet. My initial reaction was, “In front of me stands a tool of Satan himself, but he is different. He is right. Man is evil, man had cause atrocities of grand proportions. They must pay. We must save them before it’s too late. Where else would they go if they are killed? Heaven and Hell are sealed for eternity. At least dying as a dog or cat, you will be at peace forever…you will just be dead.

“Mr. Clamp, I mean Edon,” he cut me off before I was beginning to make my decision. “No, no, please keep calling me Mr. Clamp, us four of the apocalypse will reveal ourselves to mankind when the time is right, but not yet.

With that I continued, “Mr. Clamp, all my life I thought there would be no end to mankind. I truly believed that we were some immortal creatures whose race would live on for eternity. But, immortal beings would not have a desire to eradicate one another. If man is as you say, then I feel ashamed to be human. Please, Mr. Clamp, save me before it is too late!” In that moment, I reached out my hand and joined forces with Edon. It was the right thing to do.

Mr. Clamp brought me into embrace and kissed my lips. “Miss Caroline, thank you.” He spoke softly. Mr. Clamp shoved me into the chair where Sonny was sitting and strapped me up. “I feel it to be necessary to make you a shape shifter as myself. If I made you fully beastial, you would be no use me. Your animal side will be chosen based on the contents of your heart, my love. The more pure in heart, the more pure the animal side of you will be.”
This was it. My soul lost forever. The animal in me will be released. He stuck a needle into my neck, “Goodnight, Miss Caroline. In the morning you will awake anew.”  With that, my eyes slammed shut, and I was gone.
Chapter 11: The Meaning of Family
Huh…what? What happened? Why does everything seem fuzzy to me? I feel warmer than usual. And, itchy too. I felt like I just rolled in a field of tall grass. I smell funny to. There is a light that is blinding me. Probably because I just woke up; my eyes have not adjusted yet. I tried to stretch but my bones popped and crackled and I tried to move my legs. Oww…something did not seem right.
A voice taunted me beyond the shadows, “I’m trying a new method to my madness. See before I would interrogate my prisoners before finalizing my punishment. But now that I have a new accomplice, I can just punish them period. Perfect right? Two times the work, two times the results. And, after I’m finished with the first group today, I will double the influx of inmates for tomorrow. Oh yeah, I also have a press statement to give tomorrow. You see, I’m lowering the standards for which you could be sent to this facility. A little child stealing a candy bar will soon be seen by the public as a potential serial killer. Why? Because they start young. So you see Mr…Samuel Wertman, I don’t give a fuck what you did wrong. I’ve heard and seen the worst of humanity already. I’m determined to just make mankind pay for what they have done.”

Why was he telling me this? What did I have to do with any of this?

The man came from out of the darkness and began reading from what looked like a clipboard, “So let’s see…Samuel Joseph Wertman, age 40 from Naples, FL. Charged with poisoning and killing his six year old son. Sam could no longer had the financial means to care for his son. Enraged by his wife leaving him and having him take care of the "little devil," Wertman slips Drain O into his son's breakfast cereal. His son then internally bleeds to death as the cleaning eats away his insides. Yep, just when I’ve seen it all, people like you just have to come up with something more gruesome to destroy one another. Mr. Wertman, do you have no concept of family? I mean, who are you? Don’t answer that, because you can’t.”
I looked at him in the eye determined to prove that it really was all my wife’s fault. She left me because I was drinking too much. I wanted to change really, but she didn’t give me the chance. She should have took our son with her, I knew it was for the best. And I…I killed him. I tried to respond but all that came out was a low, “Grrrrwwwlll!”

The man chided, “Momma bear, stop it! You are just hurting you self.” 

Momma bear? That bastard! He turned me it a female bear! But why? What justice does that serve? I thought for sure I was going to get the death penalty.

“Mr. Wertman,” he elaborated, “Allow me to introduce myself, I am Storen Clamp, USDEJ director and connoisseur on mankind’s horrendous existence. Mr. Wertman, you hadve no concept of family. You destroyed your own flesh and blood. Without an ounce of regret, you took the life of your son. But I am determined for you, Mr. Wertman, to make amends with the universe. You see, I know of a few orphaned bear cubs in Yellowstone National Park that are in need of a mother. You Mr. Wertman, are going to give them one.”
I growled even louder than before. I was furious but completely trapped. If it wasn’t for the fact I was tied down on some table, I would have killed the bastard. But there was nothing I could do. I snarled in disgust. This man has been getting away with this cruel system of justice for over a year. 

He then held in his hand what appeared to be a tranquilizer gun, “I’m going to make you go nigh night for awhile, and when you awake, you’ll be surrounded by lush pine trees and a smiling bunch of baby bears waiting for their new mother’s embrace.” I growled again in protest but then a dart hit me right on the forehead; it that moment I was out cold. I was long gone.





Chapter 12: Sin City
They sure treat women roughly around here. It doesn’t matter if your male, female, or intersexed. You could be straight, gay, lesbian, transgendered. They don’t give a shit. You will be handled very roughly. You are now a dog of society. Speaking of dogs, that’s when I first heard me bark.

“What they fuck is going on! Show yourself whoever you are!” All that came out was barking and yipping noises. My ears folded back as I whimpered. Who did this to me?

“I did.” A man emerged from the shadows. He was rather tall and was wearing a black suit and tie. His hair was combed nicely and he had an unusual charm about him. Well, at least my interrogator was hot.

“How you doing bitch?” He laughed at me watching as I squirmed around in the chair I was strapped to. I growled at that remark.
I pressed on, “Look, I’m just giving you the body that most resembled who you were inside. You were always a bitch. You just needed to look the part. You may recall a man by the name of Governor Lance Strickland?”I scowled at that very name. I was sure that he was here at this facility as well. But it was because of him I was now a dog. 
The man continued, “Mr. Strickland crowned you the bitchiest person he has ever met. I agree. You see, Miss… Cielia Wineheart, I can understand every little yip and whine that comes out of your little doggy lips. So don’t fuck with me. Let’s see here, Miss Ceilia Wineheart, age 22, Feminine rights advocate at the UNLV charged with black mailing the governor of Nevada. Wineheart set up Gov. Lance Strickland by forging a fake letter to meet her friend Lisa in a Las Vegas Hotel. Strickland is caught on camera molesting the women and unprofessionally engaging in conversation. He is then sent to Spring Valley prison. However, Wineheart is caught for forging the signature of his secretary Diana Peavy, stating ‘it was her all along that sent him up and she had no motivation to do so.’ In reality, Wineheart intentionally wanted Strickland out of office because of his legislation would make prostitution legal in Las Vegas. Hmm…very interesting, I’m sure I will have fun with Strickland just as much as with you, my dear.”
This is wrong. All of this is wrong. I was just trying to help out the Las Vegas counsel to expose Gov. Strickland’s raunchy behavior. Why do I have to be punished?  Who is this guy?
“I can read your every thought Miss Wineheart. My name is…” He did not finish the sentence. He smiled and shrugged, “You know what, I do not need to explain myself anymore. I does not matter who I am but rather what you have become. As one of my favorite music artists of all times says, ‘no more tears.’ That’s all that matters. No more tears darling. Enjoy your new life. Embrace it. It won’t be all bad. I am going to have you transferred to a dog farm in Southern Washington. I promise you will enjoy it.”

Maybe he was right. What did I have to live for before? Being a dog would not be all that bad compared to being a chicken or a cow. Hell, I was quite a sexy collie bitch. This could be fun. My face twisted into an evil doggy smile. “Whatever, take me there now. I want to run in the fields and chase rabbits. Mmm…rabbit, that sounded really tasty right now.”
“Very well Miss Wineheart, please follow me.” He unlatched the restraints on my chair and hooked a collar around my neck. “Mitzy, that’s a cute name for you right?” He smiled as he clipped a leash on my collar. I barked in contentment, Mitzy sounded perfect. And with that, he led me out of the room. Tail wagging happily, I was gone.





Chapter 13: The Hollow Shell of Man
My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might explode out of my chest. One minute I was running down the tunnels trying to escape that ridiculous insane asylum, and the next I end up here. That woman, she let me go. But, I’ll bet she knew I’d end up here. Where the fuck was I?

I was in some creaky old building. From the looks of the walls, the structure must have been built in the 1800’s. Most of the walls were brown in color. There were doors but every time I entered one, I ended up back where I had started. I was going absolutely no where. It was also very dark in this building, there was a hall way where the doors where that emitted very little illumination from a candle mounted on the wall but that was about it. I noticed a sharp, pungent odor seeped through the cracks in the walls. It smelt of something rotting. 

I continued on down the hall opening doors and peering inside the rooms. Nothing. Completely empty. I was almost at the end of the hallway when I heard a whisper come from out of nowhere, “Run away…you should not be here…turn back.” Frightened I froze in my tracks. Turn back where? There was no where to go.

Realizing there was only one door left, I decided to open it as it would have been fruitless to not have done so. It turned the handle and peered inside. There at last! Inside was a staircase that led down to the basement of the building. Hopefully, there was a way out.

I walked down the stairs into an even darker room. Barely any hint of light. It was freezing down here. Not just cold, freezing! I reached the bottom of the steps and found what looked like a light switch. Perfect! I flipped on the switch and screamed at the sight in front of me.
Dead human bodies. All sliced in half and hollowed out empty. They were hanging from the ceiling. The cold sensation I realized was coming from a freezer at the end of the room. It was trying to preserve the bodies.

I turned to run back up the stairs when suddenly I was face to face with a tall man holding a meat cleaver. He had a blood-stained apron on and tattered jeans. His breathe was warm and puffed into my face. Without a moment’s notice, I turned toward the dead bodies and ran in that direction since the staircase was cut off. He sliced at me with knife attempting to chop of one of my limbs. I pushed through the bodies trying to make my way to the end of the room. Hopefully, there would be another door. 

My body flushed in terror as I reached the end. No way out! The man came full force at me and drove his knife right into the wall. I ducked underneath him and ran back toward the stairs. He pulled his knife from the wall and blasted toward me determined not to allow me to reach the stairs. I heard another whisper similar to the one I had heard in the hallway, “If you reach the stairs…you are free.” My eyes were open and I suddenly realized that it was the dead souls of these bodies that had been speaking to me all along. They were only trying to protect me. Only a few feet further, I was going to make it! The butcher furious at my attempt to escape took his cleaver and threw it at me. It whizzed through the air and finally…struck my back. I fell to the ground knowing I had lost. I was doomed to the fate of those other bodies. I blacked out.

…Ugn, what? Who, is that man standing over me? He did not have a knife so it certainly was not the butcher.

He smiled a crooked smile, “Ah! Mr. Sonny, how was your nap. Did you sleep well?” A man in a black coat spoke to me softly. What had just happened? Did I die? Where was I now? Maybe this was judgment.
The man looked at me like I was an idiot. What? I guess I didn’t die, after all, there were no marks on my body. 

“Mr. Sonny, I do apologize for my colleague giving you the opportunity to escape earlier. It is a real shame really. You see, anyone who tries to escape this facility always ends up in room X.” He smirked in accomplishment.

Room X, that is where I am? I turned my head to look around and saw what looked like Terry and Dale. The same fags I had tried to kill back in my gangster days. There were both sitting in chairs next to me but completely knocked out. They didn’t look themselves. There ears were longer and their faced stretched out a little. What was he trying to pull here?

The man picked up a clipboard and explained, “Mr. Sonny, you just went through a simulated night terror. None of it was real but you felt the pain and lived through the senses that were presented. It’s my little way of saying thank you for being such a fucking dick to society. But don’t worry, I still have plans for you. You see, Terry and Dale have been injected with what I like to call ‘Stud Serum.’ They will in a few hours become full sized, and very horny, Clydesdale horses. And you’re going to join them. But you won’t be straight anymore. No Mr. Sonny, you will see what it’s like to be called a fag. You will have an uncontrollable urge to fuck Dale and Terry. Mighty large horse boys you’ll be. I’d love to stay in watch, but I have a lot of work to do. So instead, I’m sending you to a farm in Nebraska. You can fuck all you want there. Goodbye Mr. Sonny. Have fun.”
I screamed as loud as I could. I wiggled around as much as I could to leave but it did not matter. I was locked in place. Fuck this guy! He was serious. He put me through that torture simulation, I knew he wasn’t bluffing.

He took a big needle and shoved it in my arm. I had no desire to watch what was going to happen to me. I closed my eyes to take a really nap. Long before I knew it, I was gone.





      Chapter 14: Locked
“Mr. Clamp you are going to look wonderful for this press conference.” Miss Caroline assured him as she helped him suit up for the big event. Mr. Clamp smiled into the mirror as he fitted his tie. He turned around and presented himself to Miss Caroline, “How do I look?” She grinned and kissed him on the lips, “You are such a sexy beast.” 
Mr. Clamp grabbed Miss Caroline’s ass drawing her closer to him. Her little white tail wiggled in excitement, “You are my sexy bunny.” They kissed once more. “The lust just flows out of you like a river, you’re a very horny bunny aren’t you?”
She slapped him in the face, then, her ears bounced on top of her head as she walked back to the desk teasing Mr. Clamp with her cute pom-pom tail. She stopped and spoke seductively, “Oh, I almost forgot, your zipper is down.”

Mr. Clamp embarrassed zipped back up his pants unaware that Miss Caroline had been messing with him like that. He winked back at her and walked toward exit. Almost at the door when Miss Caroline budded in one more word, “Sir, about Wimbly Scott, he was innocent you know. He was just trying to get enough money for his daughter’s operation. But, well I still made him into the animal he was. He turned out to be a lion. The heart of a lion.”
Mr. Clamp smiled and walked out.

Something did not seem right. I was back home but everything was quiet, too quiet. Not even my dog was barking. There was another thing that seemed unusual. I was back in Greensboro. The only problem was, I had not lived there for over eight years. 

I woke up lying on my bed. It was a large king bed that slept both me and my wife. My wife! She’s been dead for over a century. November 3rd, 2001, that was the day she died. My room still had everything I remember. A large flat screen TV, a fireplace, a newly decorated bathroom, everything was perfect. 
I got out of bed a little bit cautious of what was occurring. I opened the bedroom door and walked down the hall to the living room. Everything was there as well. A pool table, leather couches, and a wooden table all nicely arranged around another TV. I walked into the laundry room. Still everything the same.

I heard what sounded like humming coming from the kitchen. I turned the corner of the hallway and saw my wife cooking breakfast. She was facing the counter top chopping up onions. My eyes watered a little as I drew in a little closer. 
I walked into the center of the kitchen when my wife stopped cutting up onions. She slammed the knife down and it stuck to the cutting board.  She was silent for a moment then spoke, “Andrew, I’m hurt Andrew.” 
Going along with what was going on I responded, “Why do you say that, hon’?” She turned around with blood dripping from her hands and deep lacerations flooding her entire body. Her face had a huge scar stretched along her eye. Her beautiful blonde hair was soaked in blood. Her eyes were filled with raged. “You! You did this to me!” She was crying then her sorrow turned into anger. She ran toward me much faster than any human being I have ever encountered before.

I started back toward the hallway to the master bedroom. “This has to be a dream. My wife has been long dead.” I told myself running as fast as I could. But the hallway seemed like it stretched on forever. My zombie wife was still screaming behind me “You did this to me!”

I reached the end of the hall but I cried out in terror as I realized the door was locked. I had no where to go! My wife stopped in front of me. Blood poured on to the floor as she spoke, “Please Andrew, join me. Join me in Hell!” She thrust herself at me as she bit hard it my neck. I fell onto the ground as wife engorged on my flesh. 
      Chapter 15: Freedom for All
Mr. Clamp took to the stage in front of a crowd of 80,000 screaming fans in Denver, CO. He wasn’t running for President of the United States, no, that would surely blow his cover. But being director of the USDEJ the general public came to respect him more. He cleaned up their streets with less criminals restoring what good was left in the community. Yet, Mr. Clamp’s real plan for humanity had just taken a huge turn. Mr. Clamp waved to the crowd as people chanted his name over and over again.
“Thank You. Thank you very much.” He spoke into the microphone trying to keep the crowd at bay. Finally the thousands of screaming citizens calmed down as Mr. Storen Clamp, director of the United State’s Department of Elusive Justice began his speech:
“Angela! Angela no! Stop, you’re not supposed to be alive. I killed you. I’m sorry. I murdered you that night. I clubbed you to death with a baseball bat. I’m sorry. You’re dead.”

I kept shaking my head back in forth I pain of frustration. I opened my eyes and realized it was all just a dream. I was still alive. 
Billions of years ago, man was nothing more than a simply creature that had a goal of just surviving in this complex world he was living in. But he made a costly mistake, he discovered fire. And it was with that horrible innovation that his desire to destroy was created.

My wife was still dead. There was no zombie. It was all in my head. I took in my surroundings and realized that I was strapped to a table unable to move my arms or legs. I took a deep breathe and saw a figure approach me.

Fast forward to today’s society and you will see man’s desire to eliminate one another is greater than even that of the Nazi holocaust. Every day, mass slaughtering of individuals takes place on our own city streets but rarely does it ever get reported. 

A woman with lovely blue eyes and auburn rich hair emerged from the light. She had unnaturally large ears on top of her head and wore a purple dress shirt. She looked like a Playboy bunny. “Mr. Andrew Soffich, who are you?”
Then there are those who just cover up the violence so that it is never heard of. That is why my friends we have the USDEJ. We now have the ability to prevent the slaughter before it occurs. Citizens of the United States, I can ensure you, the world will be a better place under our new structure.

I looked up at the woman, I was, for the first time in my life sure that what I had done was wrong. That dream I had, made me realize the monster I had become. “I…I am a monster, ma’am” I cried as I knew I deserved to be punished.

I have place in effect legislation today that will expand our government facilities to over one hundred and fifty countries and will increase the amount here in the United States to two thousand government operated justice programs. With the overwhelming success we have had at Spring Valley prison, the USDEJ is confident that justice will be done!

The woman shook her head. She looked at her clipboard and began to read, “Mr. Andrew Miles Soffich…”

But, we are not done yet, I have also given military general Gile Merntland authority over the USDEJ project Raining Skies. He can now bring justice to our enemies with one click of a button.
Age 48 from Greensboro, NC. Murdered his wife and fled to New York city where he essentially roamed the streets. In a cowardly attempt to run from the government, you joined the Marine corp. and deployed overseas. It did not take long for the military to dive into your background so you panicked knowing you would be caught…
We also have a brand new program designed for those who have been injured as a result of a violent acts. Health and Recovery director Mya Childress has set up this new healing process in over eight thousand hospitals around the world, ensuring that every patient receives the treatment they deserve.

Once your identity was uncovered, you hid in the unfamiliar town of San Antonio, TX becoming a deserter of the military. You killed one of our CIA operatives in an attempt to flee but man are we too strong for you. Crime against the government, that’s why you’re in room X

Finally my good people, we have in place our First response media production team. The USDEJ has dedicated it’s self to producing quality videos that show the effects of criminal activity in the community. Our new productions will stream before every video you want to watch on the internet. Why? Because this is the path to a new violent free future. For this I give the keys to USDEJ Media Director Ronald Davenport, the sole proprietor of the expansion program.

Mr. Soffich, you’re a murder and a liar. I’ll bet you even lied to yourself. You probably thought you would have it made if you came here. Wrong. I’m here to tell you your life as Andrew Soffich is over.”

My fellow Americans, it is time to stand up against the injustice of the world in which we live in. It is time to show where the true enemy lies. We much search deep, my friends.

The woman held a syringe full of orange liquid. “You’re a coward you know that Mr. Soffich? You murdered your wife than hid from that reality all the way until where you are today. Are you ready to accept that reality, Mr. Soffich?”
Let us all rise up and show that we are still the greatest species on this planet.

I leaned my arm out as far as I could so that she could poke my arm. She was right.

I will rise with you, and together we will be great. They will suffer.

She smiled realizing what I was trying to do. With one swift motion, the needle pierced my arm.

They will be in chains.

I did what I had to do. No more struggling I had to…

They will…

Forfeit

Forfeit

My eyes closed as I wondered off. I was gone.
The crowd cheered in excitement.
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