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Disclaimer

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, products, manufacturers, and things that go bump in the night are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events. organisations, locales, or persons living, dead or undead is entirely coincidental.

 

 

Dear Reader,

My story starts with my death—well, almost my death. This was not the first time I had ever come close to dying, and it would certainly not be the last. In fact, one may say that if coming close to death were a job, then I was about to embark on a most glorious and profitable career. The only downside of careers like mine is that most of the time you’re as likely to live a long and fruitful life as you are to win the state lottery without a ticket.

Think of this story as one which you will remember, and one which will subtly modify the manner in which your synapses fire. Immerse yourself and enjoy.

Who knows where evolution will take you . . .

Enjoy.

 

Blaine Wilken, a.k.a. the Blender Butcher

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter - 1

- A Close Call -

 

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!
Jesus Christ!
I thought.

The pounding in my skull was worse than any hangover I’d ever had before. Even as a teenager, with all the all-night parties that a budding young alcoholic could handle, and even when partaking in a little weed now and again for that extra little buzz, I’d never come anywhere close to feeling this bad . . . ever. Come to think of it, I’ve never had a migraine, but for the first time I could really imagine what they feel like.

The sledgehammer pounding in my skull was matched only by the glaring white flashes burning into my retinas, blinding me on every impact.
Dear God, what I wouldn’t give for just one Aspirin!
I thought. As if the combined agony of the headache and blinding lightning strikes in my eyes wasn’t enough, I could also feel my heart thumping so hard and fast against the inside of my rib cage that I thought it would burst from my chest. It wasn’t beating in time with the sledgehammer; it was beating more in time with the wings of a hummingbird.

I don’t tend to complain or exaggerate much—well, I don’t think I do—but this was really starting to annoy me. Putting aside my headache and racing heart, my hearing was totally screwed. I could hear screeching and wailing, which was eased only slightly by a rhythmic, fading in-and-out effect, something like an elevator full of banshees where the doors repeatedly try to close. All this was effectively rendering me blind, deaf, and immobile. Immobile?

It was then that I felt the restraints at my wrists, ankles, and chest. Indeed, I appeared to be securely tied down, allowing only my head to move and fingers to flex. It was at that moment that I felt a really familiar sensation brewing deep inside me. I had to retch, so I turned my head to the side, just in time to avoid soiling myself. With each spasm my body endured, burning fluids erupted from my mouth, along with the remains of my last meal. The foul smell of the fluid burned the interior lining of my nostrils. I mused that perhaps it was even strong enough to burn away the hairs. I gasped in shock as the last of the vomit ran over my lips and seeped into the dry cracks that had formed during my sleep.

As the minutes passed, my memory began to return. Normally a good thing, you may say, but in my case and in this situation it was like getting to know someone intimately for the first time. So along came the memories; then came the personality. The process was more akin to the programming of a device, where function and features are downloaded and then the operating system is updated. For me, I guess it was a complete system rewrite. For a second or two I thought I had died and gone to hell and all that was missing was the devil himself, some fire and brimstone, and perhaps a pitchfork or two. Funny thought.

I’m pretty sure there would not be a gaggle of virgins to welcome me to the afterlife for two reasons. One, I’m in no way religious at all, and secondly, my crimes against God, if he exists or has ever existed, are innumerable. But before I go on, you men out there think for one second, perhaps one very long second, and let the following question really sink in: Would it really be heaven to have so many wives to “help you” throughout eternity, telling you what to do and how to do it? I’ll leave that little nugget with you to mull over, as I carry on.

It was those returning memories that gave me the biggest clue to where I was and what was going on. When earlier I said “innumerable crimes against God,” I was not kidding. In fact, they were the direct cause of my current predicament.

The disco-like interference that was playing havoc with my senses was gradually receding, and with it the clarity of thought and memory returned fragment by painful and horrifying fragment. Then, without warning, darkness came and enveloped my mind utterly in its warm embrace.

Unconscious again, I drifted in eternity. When next I woke, I felt more like the man I knew I was. I was gaining in strength, and my physical world was coming back into focus, each piece coming together like an ornate jigsaw puzzle. The execution, waiting in my cell, the car journey early that morning, and the last moments leading up to my unconsciousness. I could still hear the wailing sirens, though they seemed distant, as if coming from another world.

It wasn’t long before I drifted off to sleep. This time it was a gentle transition, where I felt myself fall through the back of my eyes into a peaceful oblivion. Though the difference between passing out and drifting off to sleep was a little difficult to discern then, I would later come to remember the distinct sensations.

For my crimes against man and God, I had been sentenced to execution by lethal injection. I suspect my employers and at least one sheriff I knew personally had made the arrangements. Here in Florida, I would normally have had the choice between injection and electrocution. Needless to say, injection was for me the most attractive choice—I’ve seen enough deaths to realize that croaking through asphyxiation really sucks. However, I hadn’t been given the choice. I hadn’t even seen the inside of a courtroom, let alone stand before a judge. Maybe it was dumb luck or perhaps fate that the decision had been made for me. All the same, it seemed as if I got my wish after all. At first I would say rightly so, but as my memories returned, so did my personality. I was tempted to use the word “soul” instead of “personality” in my previous sentence, but I sense that perhaps I am lacking this supposedly God-given gift. And so, with the return of my self, a colder, darker, and more malevolent personality took hold and pushed the initial untainted self into the oblivion of nonexistence.

I woke once more, not even realizing that I had fallen asleep again. My vision had returned, and I could make out the blank white ceiling tiles above me. The small room was lit with evenly spaced diffused fluorescent ceiling panels and reminded me more of a hospital private patient’s room than an execution chamber, except of course for the one-way mirrored window above and behind me. To my left, high on the wall was a round clock, white in color with black hands and a red second hand, which made a mechanical ticking sound on each elapsed second.

In the silence of the room, where only the ticking of the clock could be heard, I noticed that the sirens had finally stopped. The only sounds I could make out were the second hand ticking away each second and the faint electrical humming coming from the fluorescent lights on the ceiling. Looking at the clock face, I recalled that I was due to be executed at 6:00 p.m. It was now 3:00 a.m. the following day. Nine hours had passed, and obviously the execution process had been interrupted in some way, as I was still sucking on air and I’d not seen Peter or Satan yet.

To my right I could see the reinforced-steel door that I had entered at 5:30 p.m. yesterday. Straining my neck, I looked to my feet and saw that the viewing gallery was lit and unoccupied. There were four rows of tightly grouped chairs, which were empty, but several had been knocked into disarray. It wasn’t the sight of the irregularly spaced chairs that caught my attention though; it was the smears of blood on the walls and gallery window that piqued my curiosity most of all. Whoever had been in there, was now spread over many of the visible surfaces.

Bringing my attention back to my predicament, I noted that my right arm ached really badly. Turning my head to view the source of the irritation, I saw that the IV was still attached and was held securely in place by white surgical tape. It was this IV’s sole purpose to deliver the killer chemicals to my veins and remove me from this life forever. A clear plastic tube ran from the needle down, and though I could not see it from where I was, it disappeared into a small hole just under the mirrored window behind me. The room where this tube led was the executioner’s room. This is where the executioner would inject the poisons one at a time until the prisoner died—that is, me. From his location, the executioner could operate in relative anonymity, hidden from view behind the one-way mirror, which also allowed him to watch the complete process from beginning to end. The IV tubing was now a ruby red, having partially filled with my blood. The saline solution had presumably run out hours ago.

I tested the restraints that held me in place by struggling and twisting every which way I could, then by trying to pull and push against them, but sadly the prison guards had done a first-class job in ensuring that I was secured to the gurney, and the restraints would not budge. I was set firmly in place and was not going anywhere very quickly. Exhausted through the effort, I exhaled and relaxed back into my static position. The short burst of effort had been enough to cause a thin film of sweat to form and create a small droplet on my forehead. It ran down the side of my head, disappearing into my hairline. I relaxed and tried to focus on the problem at hand and figure a way out of this predicament.

The sound of movement so close to me shattered my concentration, forcing my eyes open in reflex. Something then knocked into the gurney I was currently tied upon. I quickly looked around the room and saw that no one had entered the chamber and wondered briefly if I had imagined it. From what seemed like below the gurney, I heard a low-pitched moan, guttural and inhuman in nature. Pretty sure that I had not made the sound, I remained as quiet and as motionless as possible as I focused all my senses. The moan slowly evolved into a growl, and then the gurney was shoved suddenly to the left with enough force to move it in spite of the wheel brakes. The sudden motion yanked the IV from my arm. I almost yelled out in pain as the needle tore itself free, but I managed to suppress the urge, as I had no idea what was in the room with me.

A hand stretched upwards and gripped the gurney’s edge, and, as I watched in fascination, a prison guard brought himself to a standing position facing me. He staggered slightly to his right, then released his grip on the gurney and slowly turned around. His prison-issued tan shirt was ripped at his right shoulder, and his right sleeve was drenched in blood. It looked dry and clung to his skin in places. A generous helping of what looked to be fresh vomit decorated his neck and spread down to the small of his back. It seemed I must have inadvertently thrown up over this guy earlier while he lay almost directly beneath me. Sadly, even the powerful aroma of the vomit was insufficient to mask the smell of urine and feces that emanated from his soiled trousers. I know a dead man when I see one and this one, though animated, was more dead than the famous parrot from Monty Python.
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