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ILLYWHACK'D!

'l'ruthhwmnﬁcuonlnw:mumdommm’uumﬂwﬂ—awﬂdmmmam-
man’s land of misfits, where Scary Terri and the succulent Meth-Mimi battie for the Queendom of
Pillage Village, controlied by the Math-Lord Patas who has the allegiance of the Tweak Marines, a
creepy shadow-group, outfitted in military camouflage while night raiding the dumpsters of the city,
wearing improvised mining caps.

Meet [llywack, a comic book figure who wears his clothing backwards while speaking in tongues as he
wanders the underground bamboo city, which is booby trapped with largs pits of used prostitutes’
feminine wipes-filled to the top!

Freddy, the rubber sex toy, wins out in a love challenge while the Chinese-manufactured Mr.
Destroyer knows his place in the schame of things.

Whether fighting off a rattiesnake attack or wrestiing with a transvestite with a Mexican boob-job,
this no-man’s land never sleeps.
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Author’s Note
The saga of lllywack and the hedonistic playground known as “Pitlage Village” will continue. As of this
writing, | am working on the continuation of that story in the next novel about this strange individual
and the inhabitants of his underground cities.

I have included an appendix with the current book, which documents the horrors | have experienced by
the city government of Tampa, Florida.
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Chapter 1

An unapproved lifestyle can get anyone trapped into a due process quagmire, regardless of the political
boundaries you find yourself subjected.

This autobiography chronicles my alternative lifestyle of associating with prostitutes over a period of
several years, ending with the co-ownership of a 24 hour outcall escort service | had assisted my fiancée’
in establishing with several of her friends in the Tampa Bay, Florida area.

Many of the sexual eplsodes in this true story will very likely be considered perverted. | wanted to take
the time to let you know this in advance, in case you are easily offended. Much of the sexual perversion
s a product of using the drug methamphetamine as a sort of recreational aphrodisiac.

Although you will never hear it discussed among users of this drug, anal fixation is a very real
phenomenon as described in this book, serious butt-fucking incidents. Because of my involvement in
the business of prostitution, | am currently serving a term of life imprisonment for a conwiction of First
Degree Murder.

1 committed one of the biggest no-no’s In the sex trade: 1 had the very bad habit of putting my cock into
the girls before they would go out on their dates. | knew better than to do something like this. |
couldn’t help myself; girls that charged at least five hundred dollars an hour dressed in miniskirts with
fuck-me pumps. Some of these girls made runway modeis look like skanks. This is what got me
convicted of murder: my semen found in the vagina of one of the girls whose nude body was found ina
Tampa roadway at 3:00 a.m. on December 30, 1998.

This was a major media case in the city. The police were desperate for leads on a suspect, appearing on
television news asking for public assistance In this case. Compounding this situation at the time was an
ongoing battle that the city was having against proprietors of “Gentlemen’s Clubs” which proliferated,
especially in the unincorporated areas of Hillshorough County, Florida.

Before my situation with the escort service in Florida, 1 had rented housing units to streetwalkers in the
Northern San Diego County area of California, near the Mexican border, these girls servicing marines at
a nearby military installation, sucking cock for twenty dollars or “haif and half*: a blow job and fuck for
fifty doHars.

Regardless of whether the girl was a five thousand-a night escort or a twenty dollar streetwalker, there
was always an element of drug use amongst these women, sometimes as an aphrodisiac before sex,
turning the “freak light” on.

Directly below my cliffside home in San Diego, there was a huge forest, mostly made of bamboo, which
ran along the San Luis Rey River as it spills out into the Pacific Ocean. Inside this huge forest was a
network of tunnels connecting pods amongst them-an extensive underground city which featured
living quarters for fugitives, drug smugglers, illegal aliens from across the Mexican border (some with
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severe untreated mental iliness), the criminally insane and many young women from Mexico that
worked as prostitutes in this hidden, undocumented city. They earned their living off the paychecks of
the iflegal aliens that were fortunate enough to secure work. There were also drug supptliers taking
advantage of this underground maze. When the United States Immigration and Naturalization Service
{INS) eventually raided this underground city, they found a pit in one area where the Mexican
prostitutes worked. Roughly the size and depth of an Olympic-sized swimming pool, this pit was filled to
the top with cum-soaked tissue paper the prostitutes would wipe themselves off with after having sex
with their customers — more than forty tons of cum wads accumulated over an estimated period of ten
years. In this book, | will take you through the tunnels and pods of this underground city. 1 will
introduce you to some of its inhabitants.

“lanet” and "Janine” were my first roommates | encountered upon my arrival near the underground
city. They both worked as prostitutes in the area. Janet was about six feet in height, with light brown
hair cut in a pageboy. She had an attractive, slender face with blue eyes, full lips with very straight
teeth. I had first met her at a small residential hotel where | was renting a cheap room before | found
the cliffside house overlooking the underground city. The hotel room was basically a piss and cum-
stained mattress with four walls surrounding it. While | was listening to an old clock radlo playing music
from a local station on a Saturday afternoon, there was a knock at the door. It was my first introduction
to Janet.

Janet stood in the doorway, her large boobs pointing into my face — this was a tall chick. Behind her was
a fortylsh looking male illegal alien. He had a Poncho Villa mustache, spoke no English and wore an
imitation Stetson, probably manufactured in Tijuana. Without ever having seen this woman in my life,
she asked me if she could borrow my bed to have sex with the wetback. Even more absurd, | said,
*Okay” and proceeded to a bar around the corner while Janet fucked this stranger for twenty dollars.

When | returned to the room about twenty minutes later, Janet answered the door. "Poncho” had
finished his business and left. Janet was sobbing, clutching in her hand the twenty dollar bill she had
earned. She wasn’t sobbing because of any abuse she had suffered. The fact that she supported her
drug habit in such a manner was what was fucking with her. | held her in my arms awhile, letting her
know she could stay with me as long as she wanted. This hotel room was too small for us so we moved
into a motel room about a mile away. At that time, Janet introduced me to “Janine” as a third
roommate. Janine had sandy blonde halr with blue eyes. She had huge breasts which downturned
slightly, before rising back up. Janine had the emotional development of a smali child, although she was
in her 30’s. She would have been attractive except for the fact that one of her former boyfriends had
knocked out her front teeth. Janine was very clingy: “clingy-dingy”. She almost immediately sought me
out as her old man. 1was only thirty at the time, not even the slightest bit interested in starting a
serious refationship. Also, Janine’s missing front teeth bothered me a little. | come back to those girls
later in the story...
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Chapter 2

Some people presume that because | operated an escort service with an assortment of very attractive
women, | was some kind of a “mack” or some lucky bastard that has a way with women. Consider this
embarrassing failure:

| lost out to a sex toy when | gave an ultimatum to a flancée, to choose between me and the toy. | was
the one that got the pink slip (pun intended). it can be a humbling experience to lose out to an
inanimate object. Sure, money is an inanimate object. However, | am talking about a latex rubber,
rope-veined, twelve inch dildo. This dildo had a monstrous head on it. His owner called him “Freddy”.

| had asked Mary for a date for over a year. I'll never forget when she finally relented. Those bedroom
blue eyes were filled with a lust | had never seen before — absolutely predatory. Our first date was an
ordinary night out on the town. It was relaxed because ) had known Mary for several years before |
began viewling her as a prospect for romance. It was all about timing. Mary was five feet, five inches in
stature with waist-length blonde hair. Her voice was very soft and sensuous. At the end of this first
date, she invited me in.

Upon entering the foyer, | immediately realized why she had finally accepted my repeated requests for a
date: the house was a fucking disaster area. There were holes in the walls. The carpeting, at one time
white in color, was now a dull beige, similar to the effect that cigarettes have on a smoker’s teeth. Filth-
lanes had worn into the carpet from years of traffic, flowing to all the obvious destinations of the house.
| proceeded to the living room area, where | opened the sliding glass door leading to the backyard.
There were large craters in the ground everywhere. This was caused by a destructo-dog, a Rhodesian
Ridgeback with an intermittent red dog boner. The entire backyard had the qualities of a lunar
fandscape. The destructo-dog had ripped out the lawn long ago, large piles of dung, In various stages of
drying out, dominated the landscape. Upon hearing the glass door open, the dog raised his head,
snorted at me with indifference, his red boner sliding in and out of its sheath, with its fiith-encrusted
balls, and proceeded to lay his ugly head back down in the dust.

| went over to the sofa. Mary jolned me with a sheepish look on her face. She had been observing my
reaction to the place. 1learned that she was planning on selling the place for relocation to Arizona. The
house was completely paid off. The property would actually have been worth more as a construction
lot. This could quickly be accomplished with a wrecking ball. Mary rejected this suggestion. Instead,
she needed someone’s help repairing the place to a condition where it would sell.

Although this was California during a real estate boom, with property values increasing exponentially on
an almost daily basis, prospective buyers viewing the property, escorted by the real estate agent
attempting to somehow put a favorable spin on the wasteland before them, would react to this
homestead with faclal expressions ranging between shock and horror. They would quickly flee for their
lives, it was that bad. 1could imagine the spin that the agent would proffer in a desperate attempt to
get a commission out of this wreckage: “This s a great fixer-upper”; "We can probably talk down the
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price with the owner”; “No; | don’t believe the city ordinances would allow you to demolish the building
without permits” or “¥'m not sure what causes that rubbery smell in the master bedroom”.

indeed, when entering Mary’s bedroom, the unmistakable odor of latex rubber and pussy is
overpowering, even with the windows open. Mary was either oblivious to this or completely indifferent.
On the night of that first date, when | had inspected the bedroom, a siren went off very loudly in my
head: “DILDO! DILDO! DILDO! THERE IS A BIG, MEAN, FUCKING-ASS RUBBER DILDO INSIDE THIS
BEDROOMI!I DILDO! DILDO! DILDOIH" Upon picking up this scent, my cock began to stretch in my
pants, running along one of the pant legs of my jeans. The head of my cock was very obviously pulsing
as it continued to stretch in length. That unforgettable pungent aroma made a cult follower out of me. |
was sold. | immediately said, “Yes!” to Mary’s spiel about helping her fix up the place.

The real estate office was notified to take the house off the market temporarily so that the place could
be renovated. The renovation work took four months to complete. | got no sleep during this time. My
entire weekends went into that dump. During the weekdays, 1 would work my eight hour shift at the
factory, returning to Mary’s place for more renovation work. However, it wasn’t all about renovation.
‘We would usually call it quits around midnight. From then until sunrise, the sex was almost non-stop. 1
would quickly take a shower and return to the day job. 1 was twenty eight years of age, full of cum, to
Mary’s nymphomaniac thirty nine, if 1 did get any sleep during the weekdays, it was in between
recovery periods. it wasn't some kind of contest to see just how long or how many times we could
make it at night. It just turned out that way between us.

The indescribable pleasure of being rooted deep inside Mary’s gently-sucking, experienced cocksucking
mouth, very passionate, occasionally letting me slip out of those wonderful pink lips, tenderly kissing the
underside of my throbbing cock, only to be recaptured and very gently sucked back in, gently massaging
my balls while she lovingly did this. | would make my muscle throb in her mouth repeatedly when she
had me all the way in. She would respond to this by emitting very soft, sensuous whimpers coming from
deep inside her pink throat. She would then proceed to Increase the power of her sucking with a new
enthusiasm caused by the sensation of my throbbing in her sweet mouth. She would sit on the edge of
the bed and slowly pull on some very sheer stockings to enhance the sexiness of her shapely legs and
feet, afterwards grabbing a pillow and placing it under her quivering buttocks. She would lift her
stockinged legs in the air, bend her legs while grabbing onto her knees and proceed to pull her knees
against her forehead. This caused her buns to spread wide open on that pillow, her bionde-haired pussy
opening and clamping shut to entice me. | would eagerly climb on top of her, looking into the full length
mirror behind us, watching my balls get trapped between her love buns, with the fringe benefit of
turning back around to the task at hand, running along the lengths of the backs of her sexy, nylon-
stockinged legs, her small shapely toes in my grasp, pointed straight in sexual arousal.

| will never understand in a million years why most men insist on a woman wearing shoes during sex.
Women’s bare feet are a sensuous masterpiece, There is nothing more arousing and cum-inducing than
to see the gorgeous bottoms of our women’s feet while having hot sex on a noisy, worn-out mattress.
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Nothing even comes close to the experience: watching her toes alternately point and then curl as we
builg up to a frenzy, driving into our lover with all our might, primarily establishing a claim to her, the
actions of her feet signaling submission to the one she chose.

At the beginning of this relationship, Mary had not yet introduced me to her latex rubber sex toy.
Regardiess, make no mistake about it; | could smell him in that bedroom, his unmistakable scent of
rubber and steaming hot blonde-haired Mary-pussy.

“Freddy” was watching us from somewhere in that bedroom. | didn’t know exactly where he was but
his odor caused my testosterone levels to rise, driving me into a frenzy. 1 was constantly making a

mental picture, associated with his odor, of an attractive woman alone In bed at night, heavily lusting,
placing Freddy inside her to fulfill her desperate need for a man. This mode of thought Intensified my
drive in that bedroom to where | couldn’t stop. Mary woukin’t let me stop; woulkdn’t let me sleep.

When | was finally introduced to Freddy, it wasn’t in the bedroom. 1 had expected Mary to eventually
come clean with Freddy during one of our all-night marathons In the bedroom. This was his territory.

One night, as we were driving about town in Mary’s car, we passed by an area that was mostly under
construction. Nobody in sight. Mary came back around this poorly-lit area In an upper middleclass
neighborhood. In the driver’s seat, she quickly undressed and reached in her purse, pulling out a thick,
lengthy rubber sex toy she had christened “Freddy”.

{ felgned surprise, knowing months earlier that this bad boy existed. Mary drew her knees wide apart in
that driver’s seat, rubbing the enormous head of the sex toy against her clitoris. She spread her labia,
pressing the shaft of the rubber toy against her throbbing opening, wrapping her bright pink labia
around the thick shaft while raising and lowering her hips, sliding up and down the length of the shaft
without it yet being Inside her, same as if she was enticing 2 well-hung lover with foreplay. It wasn't
long before the shaft of Freddy was glistening wet with Mary’s juices. She was ready. Mary proceeded
to slowly insert the bulbous tip of this thing inside her, using a circular motion. Once the tip was inside,
Mary lifted herself up in the driver’s seat, positioning the love toy squarely with the seat and quickly siid
down the twelve inch length of the toy to the point where she was sitting on top of it. Once her latex
love was rooted deep inside her, in its proper place, she proceeded to climb over into the back seat. As
she was climbing over, only a small stub of the thick toy could be seen protruding from her vagina. Her
gorgeous vulva was swollen from the thickness of Freddyl

| quickly followed. Mary lay on her back with only the stub of the toy visible. | Instantly began to suck
on her clitoris while gripping the exposed stub of the toy. By doing this, | was able to make the deep
dildo wobble against the walls inside her. Mary began to moan loudly and writhe, | continued to
violently suck on her ciit as tha toy wobbled. She pulled her knees back, placing her feet on my
shoulders. This caused the soaking wet toy to Insert ali the way inside Mary—there was no visible stub.
| reached inside her and begun to turn the toy around and around by simply gripping the end of the stub
and turning it. The toy spun easlly inside her, even though it was corded with veins and had an
enormous head on it.

<11- WILLIAM JOHN MONTEZ



Mary was playing with her breasts as this was happening, twisting and pulling on her pink nipples.
When she reached orgasm, she would go into contractions, quivering and bucking wildly. 1would
remain firm while she was doing this: sucking violently on the clitoris while holding the stub of the toy
firmly in place, making damn sure it stayed rooted as she violently bucked, making it wobble to
stimulate the sensation of a well-hung male coming, causing her to scream. After several of these
violent orgasms, she signaled me to stop. My pre-cum had leaked alt over the back seat, mixed with her
juices, which had spilled everywhere. |slowly pulled out half the length of Freddy from Mary’s swollen,
soaking-wet vagina. Mary proceeded to pull Mr. Freddy back in with the power and strength of her
vaginal muscles alone. This was a fascinating thing to observe. We played this little love game several
times: | pulled the toy out halfway; she pulled him back in.

Now, it was my turn. | removed Freddy after Mary gave one last tug on him with her guardian muscle as
he was being withdrawn. 1 climbed on top of Mary as she grabbed onto her knees and pulied them back
for me. It felt incredibly good as | entered her because the thickness and depth of the toy had caused 2
swelling. She clamped onto me in a sensation that was different from any | had experienced with her
before. After we had finished in the back seat, Freddy went back into Mary’s purse and we went merrily
on our way. We will come back to the story of Freddy.....
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Chapter 3

The trailer trash queen of the inner-tweakdom: “Mimi” as she was known to her willing subjects. The
gorgeous Mimi, packed with power, surveyed her kingdom of plywood shacks at her sides as she
Jeisurely strofled along the main dirt path thoroughfare, clad only in a garter belt and fishnet stockings
with high heels. She could do this because there was no trace of civilization in this no-man’s land,
formed by the San Luis Rey River as it spilled out into the Pacific.

This area was sandwiched between a government installation, Camp Pendleton, U.S.M.C,, and the
incorporated city of Oceanside. Neither side claimed it, for purposes of their respective maintenance
budgets,

Mimi: blonde-haired, blue eyed, five feet six in her stiletto heels. All of the Mexican nationals were
absolutely fucked-up about this mystical woman. Her breasts were shaped as footballs, solid, no flaws
whatsoever. These bad boys were cupped with bright pink aureoles with inch-long nipples that would
quickly stand erect upon arousal, as they now were. Her nose was small with a slight upturn, enhancing
her strikingly magical beauty. This was accentuated by full, pouty lips. Her hair was shoulder length,
usually worn in a ponytail with bangs straight-cut across her forehead.

I was watching Mimi from aimost two miles away in a gazebo at the edge of a cliff that overlooked the
valley where Mimi's kingdom was Jocated. It was known as "Pillage Village” due to the piles of
miscellaneous odds and ends that accumulated around the kingdom, caused by the night marauders
known as the *Tweakers”. These tweakers operated at night, fueled by the drug methamphetamine or
“crystal meth”. Once the drug took effect, they would proceed to raid the dumpsters located in the
back alleys of all businesses in the Oceanside/Vista/Escondido area. Their finds in these dumpsters,
which they would use to trade for the drug, would range from food, clothing, repairable electronica,
furniture, all kinds of off-the-wall shit. Whatever would not be accepted by the local meth-lord, “Patas”
as he was called, ended up in these immense piles around Pillage Village. | lived in a two story, four
bedroom house on the cliff that overlooked Pillage Village. A concrete pathway, which traversed a
beautiful rose garden, led to the gazebo at the edge of the cliff. The ciiff was a sheer 500 foot drop to
the canyon below. At the gazebo, you could sit with a telescope or powerful binoculars and watch the
activities occurring at Pillage Village, as | was now doing. There was a reason | was doing this: when the
action in the village was looking real inviting, | would jump on a mountain bike and race down the trail
which zigzagged down the cliff. This could be a dangerous prospect. If you ran off the trail, especially at
the top, you were in for a straight drop of several hundred feet to the valley floor below. Seeing Mimi
naked walking down the main drag of Pillage Village motivated me to put down my binoculars and grab
the mountain bike leaning against the railing of the gazebo.

Pillage Village: community of the tweaker. This village was positioned southwest of the Oceanside
Municipal Airport.

In fact the trails, leading to Pillage Village ran across the landing end of the lone airstrip of the Prop
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corporate jet type of municipal airport. Although the airstrip was intended for small charter flights, a
747 jumbo jet could land here in an emergency.

It was an eerie scene at night, taking this trail across the end of the unoccupied airstrip, the blue runway
lights disappearing into the pitch black night horizon. Upon crossing this path towards the village, a
large bamboo forest ran along the river boundary for hundreds of acres. This bamboo forest was the
key to the entire scheme going down here: the village, the tweaker citizens of the village, the crystal
meth that fueled Piliage Village!!!

A small opening was cut into this dense bamboo forest. You had to know of its existence to enter off the
beaten path. Otherwise, you would simply continue on to the viliage. indeed, this forest was the
lifeblood of Pillage Village. Once Inside this secret opening in the bamboo, a fantastic labyrinth lay
inside which literally ran for miles in all directions. A tunnel of bamboo would lead into 2 large dome-
shaped room with openings running the entire circumference of the room, each opening a new tunnel
leading to another dome-shaped room with multiple openings. Some of these tunnels led into an
outdoor patio area. The patio area would be enclosed with fencing made of bamboo and slats of wood
from industrial pallets. You could see the sky above; that was all. These patios would be so deep into
the bamboo forest that you would have no view of civilization.

These patios usually consisted of a central fire pit with some lawn furniture. Openings ran along the
perimeter of the patio, leading to new frontiers in the immense maze. Inside this infrastructure, the
large lamp-lit rooms served different functions, depending on their furnishings.

A strange voodoo inhabited the immense inner city, completely unknown even to John and Jane Doe.
Before 1 could present myself to the court of the Queen-goddess Mimi, | must approach her with gifts of
appeasement. Accordingly, | entered the small opening off the beaten path leading into the
underground bamboo city. | followed the initial tunnel through darkness, using a disposable butane
lighter with which to see. Overhead, leaves and broken pieces of bamboo hung from the tunnel ceiling.
As you shuffled along in this dark tunnel, you could hear the different species of wildlife that made their
homes In this bamboo including the space above you in the tunnel — squeak and hiss and rattle. This
wildlife included bobcats, skunks, opossums, sparrows in their nests, scorpions, field mice and the
inevitable snakes including Western Diamondback Rattlesnakes. Yes, this no-man’s land was infested
with rattlesnakes, the Mexicans clubbing them to oblivion with large sticks, riding along on their
dumpster-salvaged bicycles with the clobbered snake hanging by the stick, its rattle hanging limply.
Thase delicacies found their way to a frying pan in Pillage Village, accompanied by sautéed onions and
peppers. The delicious steaks were cut from a razor sharp knife; wrapped in blankets of corn tortillas
and heated on rocks surrounding the campfire.

As | covered about fifty yards in this dark entrance tunnel, | finally entered one of the large, round
chamber rooms with its muititude of new tunnel entrances running alongside the circumference. There
were eight openings to choose from. The path that would serve my purpose for Mimi was tunnel
opening number three from the right. | proceeded down that tunnel, the lighter getting hot.
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| started grabbing pieces of dried bamboo sticks from the floor of the tunnel, lighting the ends of these
tike a torch to guide my path. This particular tunnel took me to one of the open-air patio areas. There
was the customary fire pit, lawn furniture and ice chest that had seen better days. Dead batteries
littered the ground, along with empty beer bottles and soda cans. On the other side of this patio area
were five openings leading back into various destinations Inside this underground bamboo city.

| picked the second tunnel opening from the left side of the patio. 1grabbed a flashlight that was lying
on one of the lawn chairs and proceeded into the tunnel. After about one hundred feet into this dark
tunnel, | could hear the laughter and slapping down of cards on a table.

| was arriving at my destination: the methamphetamine room. As | entered, |1 was greeted with
courteous nods from the group of Mexicans playing poker on a giant cable spool which was now serving
as a table inside this large chamber. Several individuals were scattered at the edges of the chamber,
smoking methamphetamine by placing it on a square of aluminum foil and lighting the thin underside of
the foil. This caused the meth to rapidly liquefy, emitting large tendrils of smoke which were quickly
inhaled with a straw placed near the point of combustion: “chasing the dragon” as it was called.

Whenever | visited this secret chamber to make a purchase, | always brought a pack of cigarettes for
these inhabitants of the inner city. They usually appreciated this because the nicotine in the tobacco
tended to take the edge off the high-strung meth high. 1 had a half-pack of cigarettes with me for this
visit, which | gladly handed over to the crew at the card table. | was one of the few customers here that
paid in cash. Almost everybody that knew about this hidden city of Pillage Village would barter for the
drug. The hot item for trade was D cell batteries, shoplifted from the local supermarkets to be used in
flashlights and radios found throughout the city. Cartons of cigarettes, bottles of booze and expensive
food items were all considered currency here.

| quickly made my purchase, a crystalline powder, pink in color. It had the odor of chemicals used in
photo processing. | was handed a piece of foil with some of the drug in it — & parting gift for the
cigarettes. 1lit the underside of the foil with my lighter and proceeded to “chase the dragon”. | was
high on meth as | exited the inner city of bamboo, proceeding once again on the beaten path leading to
Pillage Village and the Queen of Tweakers — Mimi.
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Chapter 4

My head Is swollen to almost twice its size. Every heartbeat sends it pulsing larger. The carotid artery is
completely closed off, compliments of the ligature | had fashioned from two jail-issue socks | bound
together, the nonslip knot tied as tightly as possible. There is some breathing. However, suffocation is
not the object of this. It is the cutting off of the flow of oxygen to the brain which is being sought—- the
enlightenment of death as can be achieved through self-inflicted ligature strangulation.

The covers of the jail bed are pulled over my head to conceal this event, the jail guard already having
strolled by pursuant to his fifteen minute suicide round as required for maximum security inmates at
Hillsborough County Jail. Many of these segregated inmates are transferees from state prison with
convictions and resulting prison sentences of twenty years or longer. They are awaiting court
appearances for the purpose of challenging thelr convictions, some decades old, under the state’s post
conviction provisions. Many of these challenges constitute little more than exercises in futility, a
vacation from the more harsh environ of a state prison. A chance to pretend, based on their newly-
acquired county jail uniforms that their previous conviction, with its lengthy prison sentence never
happened.

This seif-imposed strangulation, which is certainly not an autoerotic act, was the exact manner of my
fiancée’s death, Elaine was found naked in the street several miles from our home in Tampa, Florida at
approximately 3 a.m. on December 23, 1998. One of the nylon stockings she had been wearing that
night was found tied around her neck in a non-slip type knot. As with my current situation, having these
jailhouse socks tied around my neck, her breathing was not cut off, according to the medical examiner’s
finds. Death was caused by a lack of oxygen to the brain, the stocking ligature tied very tightly around
her neck.

I had made my decision to join her in eternity by the very same means by which she had died. According
to the M.£., Elaine had placed gouges in her neck attempting to loosen the ligature which had strangled
the fife from her. As my eyebalis bulge out of their sockets under the wool covers, | run my fingers
against the socks tied around my neck: they are tied so tightly | cannot grasp underneath. Minutes
pass. | await a merciful slumber to overtake me, so that | will no longer have to endure the survival
reflex that comes with a situation as this. The Hell that Elaine had to endure before unconsciousness
overtook her, | am experiencing this now. For some God forsaken reason, | am not slipping away. Is this
some kind of Biblical curse from the book of Revelation? Death will not come to those who seek it?

Is not death-state before conception the same as the variety found on the deathbed? The world
encased in a huge vacuum, turning as a powerful turblne generator, new arrivals jumping in like children
skipping rope. The departed ejected in the same motlon of this turbine, mankind’s history meaningless
to the coldness and vastness of space, having significance assigned by our ego alone. On the anniversary
of a loved one’s death, we are in the same position in the orbit around the sun as when the dearly
departed had spiritually spun off the surface.

-16- WILLIAM JOHN MONTEZ



The irony of this situation shows in the food packages purchased from the jailhouse supermarket that
are plied In the corner of the cell as 1 lay here strangulating: the Madison Avenue cartoon characters
depicted on the packages of “Zoom-Zooms” and “Wham-Whams”, their happy faces telling the world
that everything is fucking alright. Indeed, doar values are assigned to life: two parakeets for a dollar;
one hundred dollars for a Siamese cat and three million dollars for a star quarterback.

A pervasive schoal of thought controls in today’s society which dictates a corresponding value of a
person’s opinion on matters in relationship to their bank account balance. Your very life extends strictly
to your net worth. Your value as a person, regardiess of your character, is directly proportionate to your
bottom line.

Having survived this act of self-strangulation, | have learned that the most significant personal
achievement that any individual can attain is the ability to call upon your inner strength to get through
the sometimes extremely difficult obstacles that life will inevitably place in your path. | had at one time
held the misconception the wealthy led charmed lives from the cradle to the grave. However, if you
actually take the time and effort to pay attention to some of these individuals describe the adversities
they had to overcome in their lifetimes, you will very likely notice they had to develop an inner strength,
a resilience, which played a significant role in developing character, their character subsequently playing
a significant role in their success stories. Some have come to the conclusion that life itself is a sort of
litmus test for possible advancement into a higher state of existence.

Many religions appear to have adapted this view, as evidenced in the content of their authoritative
texts. It does indeed make sense, this universal logic: Can an individual consistently bring bad upon
others and then expect some kind of good to emerge from it? How does it follow that good can come
from doing evil to others?

However, this is precisely the logic that the criminally insane operate on. Compounding this situation is
the fact that these misguided individuals tend to believe their own bulishit. By committing a robbery,
whether or not it resuits in a violent outcome, they, in their convoluted minds, have achieved a positive
result of acquiring cash and other valuables. Something good has happened to them. Likewise, a sexual
assault, in their minds, ends with the positive result of a gratifying sexual experience. Again, something
good has happened to them. This is animal logic.

Criminal justice and correctional authorities are fully aware if this mentality, having the opportunity to
study and observe this pathology as part of their careers.

in the fifteen years that | have been imprisoned for Elaine’s murder, as of this writing, | have never, not
even once, witnessed a convicted criminal express the slightest amount of empathy for thelr victims; or
anybody for that matter. Never. In fact, these individuals actually belleve that they are the victims for
the simple fact that they had been apprehended for committing their crimes. In their view, their
imprisonment is the injustice. This is evidenced by the flood of post conviction chalienges clogging the
court system, filed by convicts challenging a technical deficiency in their trials, as opposed to a
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demonstration of innocence to the crime for which they are convicted. Recidivism is another example
of this pathology.

This is the dilemma of the wrongfully convicted: the dehumanization.

Prison authorities do not have the time or resources to differentiate between the circumstances of
prisoners. This is where your inner strength becomes so crucial in mattes such as these, whether it
relates to my wrongful imprisonment or your wrongful termination from your job. | had become aware
of the reality of a cold, uncaring, dehumanized environ existing before | ever saw the inside of a prison:
it exists in society at all levels. In that situation, the blessing of a loving family takes on a significance
that a prisoner begins to realize he had taken for granted. It can be a real mindblower to have
absolutely nobody.

If you are caught in this situation of being absolutely alone in the world, with absolutely nobody to turn
to, | reach out to you in the free world and relate from personal experience that such a circumstance can
be remedied. The real tragedy of being alone is not the isolation you are experlencing. It is the fact that
others are not benefiting from the love, the companionship you have to offer, The real tragedy is that
your acquired knowledge, insight, encouragements and qualities that are absolutely priceless end up
going to the grave with you.

| promise you that there is somebody out there, alone as you are, who would grasp onto your
companionship as if it were a life preserver. 1 urge you to become an adoptive “uncle” to a troubled
youth; an “aunt” to a teenage girl with no family ties; 3 “nephew” to an elderly person in a hursing home
who receives no visits,

Some individuals are completely happy to be alone. | am certainly not one of them. However, in my
current state of imprisonment, the resource of my inner strength through spirituality serves as the
power-pack which enables me to continue until that blessed day when | will be that adoptive “uncle” or
“nephew” to someone—to have the ability to view every person in this world as a family member,
regardless of their dispositions.

Life is too valuable to do otherwise. Not some idealistic proposition to save the world. Rather, acquiring
the power to unconditionally love everything living. This must be communion with the universal soul.
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Chapter 5

The bar served decent drinks. The bartender was friendly. It was a place you wouldn’t mind hanging
out at, just to burn up some free time. The jukebox was playing some kind of electronic/disco:
Something you would hear playing as the soundtrack for a bad porno movie.

The owners of the bar intended for the strong drinks being served to act as a soclal jubricant for the
activities available on the second floor of this establishment. Immediately as you entered the front
door, a staircase leading to the upper floors was at your right side.

A massage parlor was operating on the second floor. All of these bars operating in the Hollywood area
of Los Angeles were pretty much set up in such a manner being universal fronts for prostitution. After
enjoying a few drinks, | went up the staircase to the second floor. | had been out visiting with some
acqualintances earlier which resulted in my possessing a half ounce of cocaine, high grade Peruvian flake.
This unique product had the consistency of shale. It was rainbow colored stuff. You didn’t just chop into
it with a razor blade; layers were shaved off sideways from the slab. It was ether-base. | also had an
ounce of Thai sticks, three thousand dollars in cash and a .25 automatic pistol in my jacket pockets.
After sampling some of the coke earlier, my libido kicked in; hence, this visit to the bar/brothel.

Upon clearing the staircase, | was immediately inside a completely different world. All of the walls to
this large upper floor room were completely covered with mirrors, as was the ceiling. The center of this
room was furnished comfortably with overstuffed sofas and love seats everywhere. A hallway led into
the multitude of private “session” rooms. Oddly, a large frosted glass encased shower was positioned
amongst the furniture in this rcom. It was the policy of the brothel that you take a shower before
engaging in sex with your selected partner.

A beautiful, statuesque blonde in a toga greeted me upon my arrival at the top of the staircase. She was
pleasant, assisting me in shedding my clothing and escorting me to the gold-trimmed shower which was
meticulously clean. This was a quality establishment. As | was showering in anticipation of what lay
ahead, | opened the door of the shower just enough to peer out at my clothing piled on one of the
overstuffed sofas. The mirrors on the walls did the work for me.

As | peered into one of the mirrors, | could see the reflection of my gorgeous hostess rifling through my
clothing. This was to be expected. If a prostitute has even the slightest chance to rob you of your
possessions, they will do it without hesitation. As | watched, she first proceeded to reach into my jacket
pockets and pull out the bag of cocaine, setting it aside. Next, out came the wad of cash to her pleasant
surprise. However, as | watched her reach into the pockets a third time, | saw her slowly pull out the
pistol in a pincer-like grip, using her thumb and index finger. This made a believer out of her, She
slowly, gingerly placed the pistol back where it was before. The coke and the wad of cash, every dollar
of it, went back to their proper places. 1grinned with satisfaction, the steam of the shower helping to
remove the cocaine residue from my nose. It appeared that she didn’t want to pull any stunts on

-19- WILLIAM JOHN MONTEZ



somebody that walked around armed. | wasn’t angry about her rifling through my pockets. 1expected
it.

After | finished showering and toweling dry, | padded over to the prospective thief in the toga, informing
her that she need not bring out the stable of beauties for my inspection and selection, that she was my
choice for a private session in one of the rooms in the hallway. She set her fee for three hundred dollars
for an hour of her time. | assured her that we would be partying as a fringe benefit to her, knowing that
she already knew what party favors | had in my pockets. She led me down the dark hallway until we
approached the end rooms, opening a door to our right. The doors actually had numbers on them, like a
hotel. A red light bulb flluminated this hallway which was carpeted in paisley. The inside of this private
session room consisted of a beanbag chair and a queen-sized bed. A rack stood in the corner for
hanging clothing. After handing her some cash, she proceeded to grab onto my already semi-stiff prick
and started to gently jerk on it. After | got more stiffened-up from this personal attention, she began
kissing the underside, popping me into her mouth, simultaneously stroking the shaft while keeping just
the tip between her lips. After this went on for a little while, she took me all the way in her mouth,
gently sucking as if it were a pacifier.

The next stunt that she did compietely took me by surprise. | had never been fellated in such a way:
while | was rooted all the way in her mouth, she filled her mouth with her warm saliva. She next started
swishing the mouthful in-her mouth as if rinsing with mouthwash. The effect this had on me was the
strange sensation of having my cock trapped in a very friendly washing machine during the wash cycle,
This continued on for awhile, the swishing around, swishing and swishing. 1 was getting ready to come
this way but this is not how | wanted to be finished off. | wanted this to be a half-and-half encounter.
As | was receiving the Maytag treatment, | signaled to her that | was pulling out. | pulled out of her
mouth, my rod glistening with saliva as | attempted to reach under the toga she was still wearing.

She brushed my hand away, trying to divert me back to her mouth. | persisted, despite her protests, |
wasn’t paying three hundred dollars for a blow. | grabbed onto the skirt of the toga and lifted up. What
1 saw was a round pair of buns, wearing a jockstrap, the crotch area bulging from carrying the weight of
a man’s scrotum. 1 had just had an encounter with a woman that had a dick and a pair of nuts: a she-
male.

| quickly got dressed and went back down the staircase to the first floor bar. 1 went up to the stool at
the glass counter and ordered a drink. 1think it was a vodka martini. When the bartender brought the
drink, | asked him for an empty shot glass. | took out the cocaine, crushed some of it under the shot
glass, broke out a credit card and proceeded to draw out two huge lines of coke on the counter.
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Chapter 6

After being introduced to Freddy, he began to take on a significant role in my relationship with Mary. In
retrospect, | realize now that my initial meeting with him in Mary’s car was a test by her to evaluate my
reaction to him: whether | would react with ridicule or piety. | had apparently passed this initial test by
reacting with unconditional acceptance of him as a family member—animating him into a living,
breathing phallus duririg our sexual episodes. He never complained or exhibited Jealousy when he was
forced to remaln in his hiding place in the small chest of drawers located against a wall In the closet of
the bedroom, like a game of hide-and-seek with somebody wearing a latex rubber-pussy-juice-suit.

One fine day when 1 was slapping Freddy against Mary’s love buns, raised high in air doggy-style,
alternately slapping the Fredster against the lubricated buns, inserting his entire length into the slippery,
eager vagina, only to slip him out again with another “WHAPPPP111" against her rump, | noticed a bite
mark on the underside of Freddy which appeared to have originated from somebody’s two front teeth.
These permanent indentations into the rubber were located near the tip. This was some kind of a
statement. My theory was that Mary was using Fred as some kind of effigy to vent her unresolved anger
with the men of her past, some kind of whipping boy. When a partner was found to be unfaithful, a
philanderer, there Is no doubt that this sex toy enjoyed the role of being the rebound man for a
retaliatory love affair, simply by virtue of his immense stature and girth. The problem with Freddy was
that he had no balis.

From my point of view, a man retaliates against a woman, especially after divorce with her, by
introducing a new female that would be considered more attractive than the former. The Ex could give
a damp fart less that the guy is screwing the daylight out of this new love. All the Ex cares about is that
the new replacement has prettler hair or a more shapely figure.

A woman retaliates against a man by selecting a “Joe-the-Grinder” type of male replacement: a male
with a larger, much larger shaft and balls than her estranged partner. She then proceeds to describe the
encounter with her “Jody”:

Retaliating female: “Yes; he Is a real manli My legs were in the air. | was helpless—it was jammed in
there. 1 SCREAMED. | COULD FEEL HIM PUSHING AGAINST MY STOMACH. HE SPLASHED ALL OVER MY
OVARIES. COMPARED TO HIM, OUR MARRIAGE WAS NEVER CONSUMMATED.”

| make this statement from a personal experience, as this is precisely what | was told during a falling out
with my partner.

if you think that is bad, some women punish their unfaithful partner by forcing him to watch her get
butchered by Mr. Long-Dong—sometimes with several Mr. Long-Dongs at a time. You get to hear her
yodel like a female Swiss mountain climber. You say: “Oh, yeah; weii, | would knock the shit outta
heril!” Oh no; the fuck you wouldn’t! this ain’t the 1950's where that kind of shit was socially
acceptable: women in bouffant halrdos wearing Wayfarers to cover up their black eyes.

-21- WILLIAM JOHN MONTEZ



There were several occasions where Mary would insert the entire length of Freddy deep inside her, with
my following, the bottom of my stiffy rubbing against Freddy as 1 slid in with him. This is where | believe
that the friction between me and Freddy began, leading to the end of my relationship with Mary.
Freddy was bigger and thicker than me. While inside Mary, where t ended, Freddy continued into
depths | could not experience. | believe that Mary could sense my dilemma, as she tried to reassure me
that a sex toy, particularly Freddy, could not substitute for affection from a loving partner. This pissed
me off even more because | believe she was being patronizing. Anyway, as far as this dual encounter,
Mary was wet enough that | could slide back and forth in nice even strokes. The flat of my stomach
slapped against the rubber stub protruding from Mary, giving the effect that | was indeed the Fred-man.
it never occurred to me that this chick was a fucking hose monster: a “hoze-illa”. | made a mental
picture of Freddy continuing on into the depths of Mary, the pockets and chambers that he was
experiencing that | could not. From what | had encountered inside her, it was obvious that the deeper
one was able to go, the greater the pleasure.

The one tell-tale sign of her magnificent infrastructure was when the full length of Freddy’s twelve
inches almost entered her, at about the ten-inch mark of penetration, there would be a2 sudden
resistance with an equally sudden jolt, where the last two inches of this magnificent rubber toy would
suddenly lock into a new chamber deep inside her: a pocket of sweet tenderness that only the toy could
reach! An incredibly sweet pocket of Indescribable pleasure. When Freddy the love toy was locked into
place, he couldn’t fall out! He had to be pulled out of the pleasure pocket. | soon found out that this
*locked in place” feature enabled Mary to take Freddy to work with her. She worked as a data entry
clerk at a huge company, which made her virtually anonymous amongst the endless sea of cubicles. 1
iearned that she would go into the restroom at work before starting her shift; sit on the toilet; insert
Freddy until he locked into the pleasure pocket and proceed to her cubicle where she would sit at her
desk, working at her computer terminal. This explains why her volce was so sensuous when i called her
at work, the very low gasps she sometimes emitted during our conversation. She was very gently
scooting back and forth on her chair in the cubicle, the rubber stub sticking out of her, rubbing against
the seat, causing Freddy to wobble against her pink walls deep Inside. She didn’t wear panty hose. She
would usually wear black or tan nylon stockings.

Mary explained to me that while she was working in her cubicle, she would kick off her pumps, placing
her feet on cross-members of the chair, which elevated her heels while her toes were on the carpet
enabling her to do her scooting almost imperceptibly. if she was required to walk to another part of this
huge indoor city for a meeting, she simply walked there with Freddy inside her. He was in place. He
couldn’t fall out. | was jealous when | realized that she was fucking Freddy at work: he was spending
more time with her than | was. That bastard was receiving more attention. Worst of all, he was
spending all day in her pleasure pocket, a place | had never been! | decided to do something about this:
| hid the love toy from Mary.
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Chapter 7

As | entered Pillage Village from the east, the dirt trail suddenly led through a gauntlet of plywood
shacks situated on both sides of the trail, some more sophisticated than others. | anticipated the
inevitable: Suddenly, like ghouls, the inhabitants of this section of the village hurriedly left their
structures to pursue me for methamphetamine handouts. These were the “hypes”- those whom inject
the drug.

Based on the chemical composition of this particular drug, the method of ingestion didn’t realty make
any difference. The end result, the effect, was essentially the same. These hypes, however, were
actually addicted to the injection methodology itself: the ritual of preparation and injecting, keeping the
syringe in their arms for lengthy periods of time; getting a collateral high from merely watching their
blood register into the syringe, mixed with meth. They played an anticipation game of the effect that
was to come upon depressing the plunger of the syringe. | despised their sickness.

It was a tragic scene: the emaciated, malnourlshéd individuals, many not bathing for weeks,
approached me as if | was some sort of demigod by virtue of my possessing meth. One woman, at one
time beautiful and full of life, exited her shack towards me with the horrid appearance of an Ethiopian
famine victim. She was skeletal, accentuated by affliction of cankerous sores over the entirety of her
once beautiful body. This was a manifestation of untreated HIV, “Kaposi’'s Sarcoma® caused by sharing
those fucking hypodermic needles with other addicts. She originally engaged in acts of prostitution in
order to support her meth habit. Now, with the appearance of these hideous sores, she was reduced to
begging. Instead of handing her dope, | dug into my pocket and handed her a ten dollar bill. it was on
her if she decided to spend it on meth. As 1 handed her the bill, a black man appeared out of one of the
domed tents next to this woman’s shack, yelling at her to get her "tore-up ass” back into her shack,
under threat of penalty of a belt beating. Apparently, she was the property of this resident of the
bushes.

Another of these residents of the main strip of Pillage Village, a bearded Hispanic man wearing an
honest-to-god muumuu: “Ben” attempted to bum rush me for some of the drug. 1 quickly stepped
aside, using his forward momentum to help him on his way, pushing him on the back of his head as he
passed by, sending him headlong into a pile of pillaged dumpster prizes rejected by the supreme meth-
lord, Patas. His recovery from landing in the pile of staph-infested rot was accentuated by a second
attempt to bum rush, this time resulting in a quick elbow to his nose with a kick to his groin as his head
snapped back. His mind was so far gone that the pain of what he had received did not register with him.
it merely neutralized his aggressiveness.

I led him back to his shack and asked him for his prized syringe and a crushed Coke can. He quickly
produced these items from amongst the piles of rubbish in his shack. | took out the package of meth |
had purchased in the bamboo city and opened it. Ben’s eyes lit up with excitement and anticipation. He
began talking in non-sequiturs, nonstop as | placed a small amount of the reddish —pink powder into the
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can. | drew ten cc’s of water into the syringe, squirting it onto the powder in the concave end of the
can, causing the meth to quickly become an injectable liquid, which | drew back into the syringe, now
ready to use.

Ben's eyes grew wide and he licked his lips in anticipation as | approached him with the syringe. As he
held out his track-laden arm, waiting for me to administer the injection, | held up the syringe in front of
his face and said: “Damn! | forgot to remove the air bubbles. You don’t want those In your
bloodstream, do you?” Before he could answer, | depressed the plunger all the way, forcing Ben to
watch the contents of the syringe empty out onto the floor. At first, he stared wide-eyed in disbellef .
He then proceeded to grab onto his beard with clenched fists, screaming like a madman. He ran out of
his shack, screaming as he ran down the main drag of Pillage Village in his brightly colored muumuu,
pulling out clumps of his beard.

At the end of this gauntlet of tents and squatter’s settlements was a wooden booth with a plywood
overhang supported by a conglomeration of two-by-fours. This structure was the throne of the meth-
lord, Patas and looked almost identical to the “Psychiatric Help - 5 Cents” booth occupied by Lucy in the
Peanuts comic strip. This is where he would sporadically appear to call court for the residents of Pillage
Village. These subjects would approach Patas laden with offerings salvaged from the dumpsters of
North San Diego County. There were also offerings of liquor, cartons of cigarettes, clothing and food
items pilfered from local businesses.

As | approached, Mimi was sitting behind this booth, wearing only her garter belt and fishnets. She was
also wearing a pair of tortoiseshell sunglasses. | went behind the booth to Mimi and broke out my
offering to her. She took out a miniature Ziploc type of clear plastic bag and placed some of the offering
into it. She added some water from a bottle, placing the water into the cap of the bottle and slowly
pouring it in. When this meth-water mixture was completed, she carefully poured the contents into a
nasal decongestant medication bottle, replaced the vaporizer nipple on the dispenser and proceeded to
tilt her head back, placing the dispenser into a nostril. She squeezed the bottle vigorously, the vaporized
contents entering her bloodstream through her sinus cavities just as quickly and as efficiently as the
syringes relied upon by the hypes. | had been through this before with Queen Mimi. The wonderful
thing about this supreme goddess is that when she ingests methamphetamine, she immediately
develops an anal fixation. This is why | watch out for her with binoculars on top of my diff home.

As soon as the meth entered her bloodstream, she instantly grabbed me by the hand, leading me to one
of the grass huts built nearby by the Mexican nationals, very similar to huts bullt by African tribesmen.
We were going to do some serious butt-fucking. For days.

The huts were clustered together in a group of four huts. Each hut was furnished with a mattress, a
chest of drawers and a battery powered lamp. As we entered one of the huts, pulling the flap down
over the entrance and turning on the light, Mimi went over to the mattress and Jay down on her
stomach. | went over to the chest of drawers and removed a bottie of baby ol and a tube of lubricating
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jelly. This particular hut also has a chair with a large mirror seated on it so that | could occasionally
watch what | was doing during sex. 1went to where Mimi lay on the bed. | squirted a small amount of
baby oil onto her buns. 1gently rubbed the oil into the buns and the small of her back until that area
had a shiny, slippery appearance. She next proceeded to lift her love buns into the air while still keeping
her upper body flat on the mattress. 1 gently started sucking on the inside of the buns, the areas to the
sides of her anus, first starting on one side and switching to the other, gently sucking and kissing these
perfectly round buns.

After awhile, she could stand it no longer. She wanted direct attention to her anus. | moved my mouth
over to her anus and gently proceeded to suck on it while stimulating her throbbing clitoris. After some
time spent sucking on the sphincter, it started to relax and open up. | could look deep into her rectum.
It was pink and very clean. | placed my tongue as far as it could go inside. While my tongue was deep
inside her hot rectum,  would make my tongue roll around inside, still stimulating the clitoris. Mimi had
an orgasm this way. After she came, she signaled for me to stop. She got up from the bed, went over to
the chair and climbed on it in a kneeling position, her huge boobs pressed against the back of the chair.
Her buns hung over the edge of the seat, resting on the heels of her fishnet stocking feet. Some of her
toes peeked out from the stockings; her toenails were painted a deep burgundy red.

| quickly got behind her after lubricating my shaft with the tube of clear lubricant. | quickly slipped into
her puckering anus until | was rooted all the way into her sweet rectum. The bottoms of her stocking
feet served as a cradle for my balls, her toes spread wide in excitement. | did not immediately go into in
and out strokes. Instead, | stayed rooted inside the hot rectum, making it throb while sucking on the
back of her neck. | reached down and held firmly onto her toes. We had played this game before. It
gave her the effect that | had complete domination and control over her body, using her in a perverted
way while she was completely helpless,

We both loved this; we were young and horny. She would occasionally whisper, “Yes, master” or “Oh,
oh, master”. This would drive me nuts. The outstanding feature of this was that my penetration deep
into her rectum would stimulate her G-spot on the other side of the wall of her rectum. She would have
the most intense orgasms of her life while we were having anal sex. The benefit to me was that when
she was having this type of G-spot orgasm, it caused the walls of her rectum to go into incredible
puckering spasms along the entire length of my shaft. This benefited her because she was receiving the
simultaneous sensation of my shaft throbbing uncontrollably inside her, squirting very large volumes of
hot sperm while she was having the orgasm. This would cause her to scream, her boobs wobbling
against the back of the chair. Sometimes, she would fart while having one of these orgasms. This hot
rush of gas passing over my shaft and blasting onto my pelvis caused me to explode so hard that my
balis would go into painful cramps. Keeping in mind that | was high on the meth | smoked on the tin foil
back at the bamboo city, which turned me into a 24 hour sexual demoniac, we stayed in that hut for two
days, butt-fucking nonstop . :

There is more....,
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Chapter 8

| had seen a real ghost only one time in my life. When | was a small child, the room | shared with my
younger brother began to rapidly drop in temperature one night. Not unusual during winter. However,
this was a summer night. A strange gel-like substance began dropping from different spots on the
ceiling, landing on the fioor. Then the ghost suddenly appeared. It didn’t have a head or arms and legs,
only the clothing it wore was visible, which was very brightly shining as if lit by a lantern underneath the
clothing. It entered through a wall on one side of the room, crossed the room quickly, without
hesitation and exited the room through the wall on the other side of the room. Everything quickly
returned to normal except for the fact that | had the shit scared out of me for years after.,

The Hare Krishna have developed a very accurate depiction of a human life from its genesis at
conception, following to the zenith of mature adufthood, to the decline of the geriatric years, to the
debt paid to nature resulting in skeletal remains. The process is depicted as starting over and over
again, their depiction resembling something akin to a roller coaster ride. These material depictions,
carnality with spirituality serve as the motor driving this process.

If the Hare Krishna reincarnation model is a physical and spiritual component of the universe, the
concept of “balance” inherent in the universe applies to the reincarnation phenomenon; hence, the
qualities of the universe itself.

Applying the principle: The “Schriidinger’s Cat” principle of quantum mechanics is based on the pretext
that without perception of an object, It cannot exist. Accordingly, our existence serves to validate the
existence of matter through perception of it. The currently expanding universe must be balanced by
something. The logical balance would be a contracting nuclear universe, going in opposite direction of
the expanding universe. The elasticity of space forces these two opposites to come back together again.
A balanced reaction to this return collision would be an interchange in the polarity of the opposites, the
expanding universe now becoming the inverse, contracting universe and vice-versa.

The tremendous energy generated by this interchange is stored at the center point, where the polarity
reversal takes place, the energy dispersed where required. The main feature of this phenomenon is that
billions upon billions of years are compressed into milliseconds during this process, where milliseconds
expand into billions of years simultaneously. As a result, every time this impact and reversal of polarity
occurs, with its new “Big Bang”, a kinetic change in movement occurs, one frame at a time, in the same
manner as the individual frames that constitute a motion picture,

In other words, your movement, such as reaching for a glass of water, occurs one frame at a time due to
the one-frame oscillation caused by the rapidly occurring interchange between the micro and macro
realities, facilitated by the feature of expanding and contracting time, inherent in the fabric of the
universe,

The implication of this is that everything that occurs in your life is pre-ordained. This explains the
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amazing accuracy of the prophets in various religious texts. They receive the gift of seeing into the
future because the future consists of a material reality which disappears and reappears through the
perpetual interchange between the contracting and expanding universe.

At the time of your death, you are dispersed to the center point of this collision, also known as “Heaven”
to be relocated where you are required.

Is this theory controversial? Sure it is. Everything is subject to controversy.

The point of this exercise is to remind you that the answer to your basic spiritual questions comes from
within you.
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Chapter 9

The cliff residence where | lived at overlooking Pillage Village consisted not only of my abode. | aiso had
four bungalows situated at the east of my house. | rented out these units to the prostitutes that
serviced the young marines on nearby Hill Street. The bulk o f their business was conducted on the
weekends at the motels that lined that main strip through downtown. As a service to the residents and
their guests, 1 had sectioned off one of the bungalows for use as a detoxification center. Those so
inclined could resort to working out any paranoid episodes caused by any potential misadventures
resulting from the use of crystal meth.

This zone, known to the residents of the bungalows as the “Detox Chamber” was designed to afford
those afflicted with methamphetamine psychosis an attempt to give themseives some seclusion while
the drug worked itself out of their system. All of the walls were covered with thick furniture pads. Thick
curtains covered the windows. There was absolutely no furniture with the exception of a futon-type
chair which folded out to a sleeping mat. No radios; no television; no telephone. The kitchen had only a
refrigerator stacked with hard liquor and beer to assist in the come-down.

I was consulted before admitting patients into the detox chamber. After each use, | cleaned the place
and restocked the refrigerator. Sometimes, during a freak-out by one of the psychosis patients, the
padding on the walls would get ripped off as the patient clawed his way through some imaginary
obstacle,

Each bungalow contained a wall in the center of the interior, separating the building into two sub-units.
This enabled me to rent out space for six tenants, both spaces in the detox chamber remaining
unoccupied for its purpose.

It would appear that | was some sort of enabler for tolerating drug use on the property, even providing
accommodations for overdose through the detox chamber. However, one thing you must realize before
passing judgment, is that almost the entire city was using this drug. it was not unusual for residents of
the city to be mowing their lawns at 3:00 a.m., their front yards llluminated like daylight with kiieg lights.
People were doing their grocery shopping at 1 a.m. on a weekday, the store packed with customers as if
it were daylight. Business owners in this area, keenly aware of this mass-methamphetamine
consumption of the populace, kept their businesses open 24 hours a day. Everybody’s pupils were
dilated from use of the drug.

When 1 returned to my cliff house after butt-fucking Mimi for two days, | was filthy. My clothes were
dirty; my hair and skin were greasy, coated with sweat and breakdown chemicals of the meth secreted
through my pores. My cock smelled of ass, coated with lubricant and particles from Miml's rectum. |
took a long, hot shower. While | was sitting at the recliner in my living rcom, reading an interesting
book while drinking a beer, there was a knock on the front door.

A very attractive woman, probably in her mid-thirties () never asked her age- usually a bad idea) was at
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the door. She had a mountain bike parked against the railing leading to the doorway. She introduced
herself as “Cathy”. Whether that was her real name, I'll never know. She explained that she had seen
me in my front yarg a few days earlier and decided to introduce herself. | went out the door to talk with
her. We proceeded out to the lawn area by the side of the house.

Cathy was barefoot, wearing blue bun-huggers and a white tank top with a blue bathing sult top
underneath the tank top. Although her face appeared to be middle-age, her body was rock hard. Her
buns, sticking out from under the shorts, had no dimples or cellulite whatsoever. Her legs were tan and
very shapely, the calves well-formed as someone who works as an aerobics instructor. Her hair was
natural, not from a bottle: a “dirty dishwater” shade of blonde. Her eyes were biue. She was just as
impulsive as she was beautiful.

Other than the bungalows several feet away, | had no other neighbors for approximately one mile in
each direction. The privacy | enjoyed was incredible. As soon as we arrived at the lawn area, she began
to walk around the perimeter of the property in her gorgeous bare feet. Her toenails were not painted.
She was behaving exactly as a large cat does when surveying its territory. The only thing Cathy did not
do was piss on the bushes to establish her territorial boundaries. Consistent with her cat-like behavior,
she returned to where | was sitting and proceeded to roll around on the lawn. | was waiting for her to
roar like a big cat.

After establishing her territory, she went over to me and slipped her tongue into my mouth, clamping
her teeth over my tongue and sucking it into her own mouth, where she proceeded to suckonitas if it
were a cock. She fucking got me. | had never been kissed that way. It caused me to shoot pre-cum into
my boxer shorts.

As strange as this encounter was, suddenly getting intimate with somebody | never met before, she was
too damned attractive for me to turn away. She placed hickeys all over my neck for purposes of
establishing me as her territory.

After about an hour of this, she informed me that she was going to return at the same time the
following day. She quickly jumped onto her mountain bike and rode off as quickly as she had arrived.

| never would have known that the “Cat” as she was already known in Pillage Village (| never saw her
there before) would eventually challenge the fabulous Queen Mimi for the throne of Pillage village.
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Chapter 10

Mary went to the chest of drawers in the closet for purposes of placing Freddy in her purse for the trip
to her cubicle at work. Freddy wasn’t there. She became frantic when she couldn’t find him. She tore
the house apart looking for him. She tore the car apart, even going so far as to look in the engine
compartment for him.

When 1§ suggested that she buy a replacement for him from the local sex shop, she went into a rage,
accusing me of foul play in the disappearance of her latex love. | maintained my poker face as to my
involvement in the “Freddy conspiracy”. 1 had hid Freddy in a box of Christmas ornaments stored in the
garage.

The next several days at Mary’s house were tense. She was inconsolable over the loss of Freddy.
Sometimes before, when we were sleeping at night, she would lock him in place, sleeping with Freddy
parked inside her all night. There were occasions where she would sit at the padded railing on the edge
of the bed, her feet on the floor, gently grinding back and forth on the rubber stub which protruded
from her. This was a fascinating thing to watch because her long, beautiful blonde hair ran down the
length of her back to her waist while she was doing this.

Eventually though, all things hidden will be revealed.

Freddy was discovered in the worst possible way: dogs have an incredibly powerful sense of smell. |
never factored in Destructo-dog when | hid Freddy. One weekend afternoon, about five days after
Freddy’s disappearance, | was sitting on the living room sofa with Mary, drinking a beer. The sounds of
loud barking came from the garage. When both Mary and | went to investigate, we found the
Destructo-dog sitting like a sphinx on the concrete in the center of the garage. Freddy was resting on
top of his front paws. D-dog was licking the sides of Freddy for the succulent taste of Mary’s pussy. He
also nibbled on the tip of the sex toy: 5o this was what caused the bite marks | had seen on Freddy
beforel

When we approached dildo-dog in an attempt to rescue Freddy, D-dog bared his fangs with a vicious
snarl, Freddy seated in his paws. When we backed away from D-dog, he resumed his licking the shaft of
Freddy for its delicious aroma and juices embedded in the rubber.

| went back to the house grabbed some lunch meat from the refrigerator and returned to the garage,
attempting to strike a bargain with D-dog: the lunchmeat for Freddy. A hostage negotiation with a dog
for the rescue of a rubber dildo! D-dog rejected the offer. Damn! This dog was smarter than | thought.
D-dog continued to lick and nibble Freddy while his red dog-boner extended from its sheath.

When 1 approached D-dog with a plastic waffle bat in an attempt to clobber him and recover the rubber
toy, he gripped Freddy in his jaws and proceeded to run down the street on a weekend afternoon where
most of neighbors were washing their cars, mowing their Jawns or sitting in the front yards on lawn
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chairs, drinking beer and soft drinks.

D-dog made it about four houses down before running into a front yard, Freddy clamped tightly in his
jaws. A family was there, sitting on the lawn chairs with the garage door open, a boom box in the
garage blaring Latin music. Destructo-dog approached a safe distance from the family, which included
grandma, and dropped Freddy on the lawn in front of them, challenging them to take it away. He
barked as the family looked on in amazement at the pulsing veins extending from the thick shaft of
Freddy, his enormous head glistening in the sun,

As 1 ran up in an attempt to retrieve Freddy with Mary following close behind, D-dog promptly clamped
Freddy in his jaws and proceeded to run about a block down the street into another front yard: this
time a young woman in a bathing suit washing her car. D-dog ran within striking distance of the young
woman, repeated his game of dropping Freddy on the driveway in a challenge to steal him back, barking
enthusiastically. After studying the rubber phatlus that lie before her, the young lady attempted to pick
it up, probably to study its exaggerated physiology.

Once again, Destructo-dog snatched Freddy back up and continued to run down the street with Mary
and me chasing behind.

Freddy was now becoming a celebrity in this neighborhood. We could hear laughing and heckling from
the neighbors as we ran down the street in hot pursuit of the Rhodesian Ridgeback.
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Chapter 11

The space race of the 1960’s had a very profound impact upon western consumer society. A clear
example of this was the rocket ship appearance of passenger cars of the era, particularly the “fins” of
the rear taillight areas of many of these immense vehicles, which literally consumed as much fuel as a
Delta rocket.

Children’s toys were lethal, consisting of such items as spring-loaded Cape Kennedy Space Centers which
held service bays and had service vehicles and launch pads that launched space craft, the outer
perimeter of the center guarded by spring-loaded missiles in their launchers (paranoia of the cold war).
The concurrent Viet Nam War inspired projectile firing toys, many of these items considered illegal or
banned at this time.

At the local mini-market, small plastic jet fighters with metal nose clips for stability of flight were sold at
the counter along with the jumbo plastic straws of brightly cofored sugar and other impulse buy candies.
These fighter jets were launched by slingshot, included with the jet. A small hook protruded from the
underbelly of these injection molded warriors, near the metal clip nose which fit onto the elastic of the
slingshot, sending the jet on a surprising powerful trajectory over long distances. This is very likely why
you don’t see these toys anymore. Many times, these contraptions flew so well, they couldn’t be
recovered, sometimes with the sound of glass breaking in the distance if you fired one of these bad boys
off in the neighborhood.

At school, | had encountered my first dealings with a bully. This was a bewildering experience because |
had no experience dealing with such a situation: a person hates you simply because you are alive.
Never mind that this individual doesn’t even know you. You have been singled out. No amount of
reasoning with that person will ever be effective. Appeasement worsens the situation, 3 one step
forward, two steps back type of proposition. This guy was cramping my style, punching me in the back
with no apparent retribution in sight. In a situation like this, you eventually realize that you have
nothing to lose. This guy had to go. An idea struck. Necessity Is still the mother of invention.

After school one day, which had featured a particularly bad time with this bully, | went to the mini-
market and purchased five of those jet fighters. The store clerk gave me a puzzled look but rang up the
sale. The next morning, the bully was waiting for me as usual in one of the hallways. This time,
however, | was ready for him. As he approached me in anticipation of delivering a beating to my back, |
quickly reached into one of my jacket pockets, pulled out one of the fighter jets, notching it into the
elastic band of the slingshot | had palmed in the sleeve of my jacket. | pulled back the fighter jet as far
as the elastic band would allow. The injection molded cockpit of the jet had a miniature pilot in it. He
had an idiotic grin on his face, as if he knew that he was disposable. This was definitely nothing personal
to him,

| fired the jet only three feet away from my intended target. The metal nose clip hit him square in the
forehead at a high rate of speed. This metal clip is what really did the damage. Blood was leaking at a
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steady rate from the forehead of my former antagonist. He was about to fall down, losing his balance
from the unexpected impact.

| quickly notched another jet and fired. This time I scored a body shot, the jet cart wheeling away
rapidly after impact. The next jet missed. It was moving so fast that it lifted off from its original
downward trajectory as aimed at its fallen target, landing about fifteen yards away. However, the
fourth jet struck home.
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Chapter 12

| am serving a natural life sentence for the murder of my fiancée. The State of Florida’s theory was that |
had strangled Elaine with one of her stockings at the home we shared; placed her body in the trunk of
our car and drove several miles to dump her body in the street. (1) The problem with that theory is that
two of our next door neighbors testified that | had not left our residence at the time of Elaine’s death
several miles away. (2) The Medical Examiner testified that she was murdered where her nude body was
found in the street at 3:00 a.m. on December 30, 1998. (3)

There was a .18 alcohol level in her blood while there was no liguor in our house, her body found near a
row of late night bars.

The Prosecutor’s office of Hillsborough County has possession of the cassette tape contained in the
answering machine connected to our telephone, which has the recorded message of Elalne’s killer
arranging to meet her for a date. They refuse to release the contents of the cassette tape to the public
because of its “evidentiary value.” {4) Elaine worked as a 24 hour outcall escort, her picture and phone
number advertised in a local escort service dating magazine distributed in sex shops and pornographic
outlets throughout the Tampa Bay area. (5)

The basis for my arrest for Elaine’s death was that my semen was found inside her vagina, my DNA
found under the fingernalls of her right hand. (6) My defense to that accusation was that | lived with
Elaine and was having a sexual relationship with her. My semen and DNA is naturally going to be found.

The prosecutor’s office successfully forced a square peg into a round hole, resulting in my conviction for
Elaine’s murder after two jury trials. The first trial ended in a hung jury.

The most striking feature of my imprisonment Is the arrogant blatancy of it: that arbitrarily throwing an
individual into a prison cell for the rest of that person’s life, where the government knows that
somebody else committed the crime, is somehow an acceptable administration of public policy.

| do not agree with this position of the government. | personally do not believe that the public at large
would voluntarily allow themselves to be imprisoned as a public service to a war on criminal activity, to
be accepted as an acceptable casualty, same as the military, according to some administrative flow chart
formulated by a government bureaucrat. However, if you study the appendix at the back of this book,
you will see this is precisely the circumstances of my imprisonment.
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Chapter 13

The railroad tracks running along the coast were occupied with mile upon mile of the chemically
disenfranchised: from the northern most tip of North San Diego County all the way south to the
Mexican border. Groups of eerie, ghoul-like individuals, a subgroup of shadow people, many wearing
military issue “cammies” discarded by the military and recovered by these shadow people from the
dumpsters of thrift stores and charitable organizations during their night raids. This earned them the
name of “T'weak Marines” due to their military appearance. Soldiers of the dumpster, This group
included both men and women, the women tying their hair into a bun underneath their ball caps, so
that it didn’t get caught on anything during their midnight dive into a fresh dumpster. These Tweak
Marines wore elastic bands around thelr ball caps in order to hold the Maglites they needed to see the
lucre they were rummaging through in the dumpster, freeing both hands that they might lift repairable
electronics, canned goods, clothing and furniture.

A chapter of the Tweak Marines had an encampment approximately a mile west of Pillage Village. This
encampment consisted of several travel trailers and a motiey collection of five ancient cars and a pickup
truck. These vehicles were communal: if you were a Tweak Marine and needed to get somewhere, you
simply picked a vehicle. The keys were always left in the ignition, and you went to your destination.
There was always a vehicle available to a member of this group.

I knew about the phenomenon of the Tweak Marines because | had enlisted as a reserve. | had several
sets of camoufiage outfits, combat boots, and bill cap with Maglite stored in my bedroom closet. | was
assigned to motor pool. | drove one of the vehicles packed with the tweak soldiers to the various sites
selected throughout the tri-city area. As a reserve, | was able to choose the nights | would go out with

this large group of night crawiers. This was how the chapter of the tweak marines operated:

The supreme commander was a middie-age woman known as "Helen”. She suffered from Lupus. She
owned all the vehicles which constituted the motor pool of this chapter. Some of the soldiers included
“Art”, “Skip”, *"Melissa”, “Katy” (also known as “Little Miss Magic Mouth"), “Bobby”, "Shella” and
“Angie”.

Part of my assignment in motor pool was to run an established route through myriad fast food
restaurants throughout the area. The night managers of these restaurants had an unwritten agreement
with the Tweak Marines. Employees were directed to save all of the heat-lamp expired food in clean
plastic bags, which we would promptly collect at closing time. This was not an act of charlty on the part
of the merchants. Our collection of these somewhat cumbersome bags of unsoid food freed up cubic
yards in the dumpsters, which had weight limits imposed upon them by the disposal contractors, a
sizeable penalty imposed for exceeding the allotted weight.

By collecting these bags of hamburgers, tacos and chicken, we performed the service of saving the
merchants money on assessed overweight penalties, which was a constant expense until the Tweak
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Marines stepped in. | would usually return to base camp with the back of the pickup truck filled with
edible items. There was so much food, we couldn’t eat all of it.

As for the dumpster diving missions, all participating chapter members converged upon Helen’s trailer
shortly before sunset, as diving missions were always conducted at night. At the pre-raid meetings,
crysta) meth was dispensed to all soldiers, the fuel which powered the group mentality of “tweaking”. |
very rarely participated in the actual dumpster diving due to my assignment to motor pool.

I didn’t need to be a member of the Tweak Marines, | had the income from the rental units on my
property. It was my lifelong affliction of insatiable curiosity which motivated me to enlist in the Tweak
Marines: the fact that the Madison Avenue mold of normality did not apply to this absurdity, this
unashamed creepiness.

After the pre-raid meeting at Helen’s place, the entire armada parked outside is mobilized to the back
delivery area of a strlp mall. Upon arrival, the vehicles park in a cluster near the collection of dumpsters
assigned to each unit of the strip mall. The soldiers, with their Maglites shining from their hats, proceed
to their selected dumpsters, lifting the lids and quickly assessing the initial appearance for any kind of
messy slop, tell-tale buzzing flies, sharp objects. The diver proceeds to climb in, wearing gloves for
protection from staph. The more serious divers let the lid of the dumpster close over them, the Maglite
their life line.

While under the effects of meth, with all sensory perception reliant upon the Maglite, the tweaker/
dumpster diver has now entered into a new dimension: a universe of corners and shadows, of circuit
boards and vacuum tubes, plastic bags loaded with possible treasure (in their minds), priceless antique
furniture, tools and valuable secret documents. The outside world, with its demands, belongs to
schmucks.,

Indeed, the divers sometimes stumbled onto something that actually held value. On one of these raids,
we had a soldier find an antique-looking chest of drawers which not only had one thousand dollars cash
in one of the drawers but also had a one carat diamond ring and a necklace with a high grade sapphire
set in it. Some of the Tweak Marines wore either respirators or gas masks obtained from the military
surplus stores. In their camouflage gear and ball caps with Maglites, these Tweak Marines looked like
some kin d of creepy G.l. Joe action figure collection from some kind of nightmare. These people didn’t
go bowling on Wednesday nights — that’s for damn sure.

One of the raids was especially memorable for me: we were in the back of a large chain supermarket
which also had a long corridor of additional businesses adjacent to it. There were numerous dumpsters
in the back. | was about one hundred feet away from the dumpster diving group, sitting in the driver’s
seat of an old Volvo that belonged to Helen. While | was listening to the radio at low volume, the
passenger door opened slowly. 1t was Katy. She was in full camouflage gear with her ball cap and
Maglite attached to it. Without any preamble, she reached over and started rubbing my crotch until it
became a stiffy, running along the length of one of my pant legs. She turned on the Maglite in her hat.
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With the assistance of the light, she unzipped my pants; pulled out the stiffy and popped it directly in
her mouth. We didn’t call her “Little Miss Magic Mouth” for nothing. She placed the entire length of my
shaft into her mouth until her bottom lip was placed against my balls. She then began a strong sucking
action as she lifted her head up out of my crotch, repeating the technique over and over again. This
caused a strange lighting effect in the cab of the vehicle due to her Maglite. My face would alternately
light up and then go dark again. Nearby, Melissa saw this strange effect of the light while she was
dismantiing parts from an abandoned bicycle leaning against a wall at one of the businesses. She came
over to investigate what the hell | was doing. However, she soon found out when she approached me
on my side of the car that it wasn’t anything | was doing. | rolled down the window to talk to Melissa
while Katy was furiously sucking on my cock.

When Melissa realized what was going on, she became fixated on the sight of Katy taking me all the way
in her mouth. Melissa reached down to her crotch and started to rub her clitoris through her pants.
Katy popped me out of her mouth, kissing the underside while she suggested to Melissa that she join us.
I shifted to the center while Melissa entered through the driver’s side door. | now had Katy in the
passenger seat and Melissa in the driver seat. The next thing that happened was nothing short of
fantastic. Melissa and Katy started tongue kissing with my shaft caught in the middle! Their tongues
would wrap around me as they were kissing each other. Katy would put the tip of my stiffy in her mouth
while Melissa sucked on a side of my shaft. 8oth of them would simultaneously suck on opposite sides
of the shaft.

The best part of all this was that they were talking to each other while this was going on: Katy: “Oh,
Melissa, | love sucking on Bil’'s cock. Would you suck on his balls while I'm sucking on his cock? Okay?’
Melissa: “'m gonna fuck him when we get back. C’'mon..let’s both take turns putting it in our mouths. |
can come this way.” Katy: “Bill, make it throb in Melissa’s mouth.” | couldn’t take this kind of dialogue
which included heavy breathing. It caused me to explode all over the dashboard of the car, Katy and
Melissa struggling to catch the flying Jizz in their mouths.
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Chapter 14

The tunnel keeps going on and on and on with no end in sight. The bamboo walls and ceiling light up as
we proceed. The heads of rattlesnakes hang down from the ceiling, an obstacle course, spitting venom
as we work our way around them. The tunnel finally empties out into a large bamboo chamber. The
female members of the Tweak Marines are engaging in an orgy with the male members-women's love
buns lifting up and down on glistening shafts tirelessly. Legs in the air, bottoms of the feet dirty from
walking around in the dirt floor chamber, changing from one partner to the next. Scrotums slapping
against vulva, the sounds of women coming. The furious sucking of cock. Scrotums dangling from vulva.

There are eight openings in the chamber, We enter the third chamber on the right, continuing on in the
tunnel at a high rate of speed. The tunnel illuminates as we run, navigating around pits filled with
coiling, slithering vipers. We enter another chamber with multiple openings to choose from. in the
center of this chamber is a table with beakers, hot plates, Petri dishes and stainless steel utensils: a
laboratory. Working amongst the bubbling cauldrons of chemicals cooking in the glass beakers is a
hooded demon with the face of a skeleton. He is completely absorbed in his work. We enter the third
opening on the left, continuing on as the skeleton laughs maniacally. We continue on in the bamboo
tunnel until we enter into one of the isolated patios. Once in the patio area, we are confronted by a
giant opossum, as big as a grizzly bear. It is standing on its hind legs with its yellow buck teeth bared. [t
charges at us like a bull in a buliring. We throw a blanket over Its head as it charges, stepping aside just
in time to deliver a fatal blow with a sharpened bamboo stake. The opossum squeals loudly in delight
with purple sulfuric acid hissing and smoking from the wound inflicted.

| awaken on the recliner in my living room. There is a knocking at the front door. Sure enough, it was
the cat from the day before: *Cathy” as she made herself known to me. Without any preliminaries, she
entered the foyer. This time around, she was wearing a pair of tan bun-huggers with a white blouse.
She was barefoot, same as the day before. | returned to my recliner, picking up a magazine and reading
it with an eye over the top, keeping watch of cat’s movemnents.

There was a coffee table nearby which had a digital clock radio and some unread books sitting atop it.
As Cathy was talking some kind of small talk about how her day went, she padded over to the coffee
table and started to bend down at the waist as if inspecting the items on the table, While bending over,
she arched her back so that her perfectly round buns boldly protruded outward towards me. She turned
her head furtively towards me to make sure | was watching, Without saying a word, she took her
thumbs and placed them behind her back, digging into the waistband of the bun-huggers, folding back
the waistband until her perfectly round love buns hung over the waistband. This was one of the most
perfect asses | have ever seen. It was shaped like an upside-down valentine. The cheeks pointed
outward with fabulous tiny blonde hairs on them. Even more fascinating was the appearance of a
blonde cottontail rabbit tuft of pubic hair beneath the love buns!

This sight was so fantastic that | instantly leapt from the recliner with an unzipped fly, stiffy at the ready.
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As | rushed up behind her at the coffee table, she grabbed onto my shaft, stood on her tippy-toes,
raising her buns even higher in order to line up her beautiful cottontall with my shaft and guide me in.
She was already wet and slippery, the perfect round buns jiggling against the flat of my stomach as |
slapped against them in a furious fuck. | grabbed onto the buns and spread them open to watch my
glistening shaft, wrapped with her blonde pussy hair, slide its entire length in and out of the cottontail.
Normally, | do not pult out while | orgasm. However, | had to make an exception in this case because |
had to see what this perfect ass looked fike with cum all over it. It was 2 wonderful sight: a large string
of cum bridged across one of the buns, crossing the crack, connecting to the other perfectly round bun.

Cathy was pissed. She asked, “Why did you pul! out?” When | didn’t answer, she pulled up her bun-
huggers and left out the front door without saying a word. She ended up moving in with me.

| was glad because | felt that the place needed a woman's touch. She certainly gave it that. | found out
that she was from Louisiana. Those women treat their men like kings. Howaver, you better carry
yourself as a man to keep their respect. By that, | mean you better hold up to your responsibilities of
the household. That was no problem for me. Despite all my personal flaws, | know what is expected of
me. Cathy Informed me that she was having a relationship with some other dude | had never met.
When she realized 1 didn’t give a shit, she instantly dumped him, committing herself to me alone. |
didn’t give a shit about that either. | was thirty years old at the time. | had been in enough failed
relationships that it caused me to adopt a different view of them. There seemed to be a pattern:

1. Infatuation;
2. Famikiarity;
3. Contempt;
4, Infidelity;
5. Conflict.

This pattern happened enough times that it removed any expectations | would possibly have going into
a relationship that implicated any form of commitment, The expectations are a mother fucker. Cathy
was an extremely intelligent woman who was strikingly beautiful in her extensive wardrobe, her favorite
garb {and mine) being one-piece mini dresses with cowboy boots. Her fantastic legs highlighted by the
boots. Even better she wore no bra or underwear. Her mini dresses clung to her as If painted on. This
would cause everybody to stare at her when we entered a restaurant or any public place. She also had a
large collection of high heel sandals she would wear either with her mini dresses or bun-huggers.

She had one pair of high heels that drove me nuts. It was a spike heel sandal which had a very thin strap

for the ankle. The only other thing holding her gorgeous tanned foot to the sandal was a tiny loop for

inserting the big toe. This left her entire foot open for a man’s inspection of her very shapely legs.

There were no straps to hide her feet behind. Those bad boys were out there for us to behold. When

she walked up to you in the mini dress with those spike heeled sandals on, her nipples poking through

the top of her dress, the first thing all men would do as we walked into a room was look down at her
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