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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
This is my nod to 80s horror movies, as a kid one of my favourite past time was going to the local video library and finding a new horror movie, I loved super natural slashers, demonic possession and of course zombie movies, I loved to watch the mindless blood and gore (and still do) so when I got the opportunity to write my first full book, I could not resist writing my take on 1980s blood and guts horror 
I hope you enjoy














CHAPTER 1

December 12th 1947
Standing in the kitchen of her modest two-bedroom home in the northern Brisbane suburb of Nundah drying the dishes while her husband Robert was washing them Gail Hayes felt a warm wet sensation soak through her underwear and down her legs, for a brief moment she thought she had wet herself, turning to Robert in a state of shock she said
‘Love I think my water just broke’,
Robert was lost in thought
‘Sorry dear’ he said ‘I was a million miles away, what was that?’ but as he turned to face his wife, he knew by the look on her face something had startled her, she was staring at the floor with her jaw wide open, Robert followed her gaze to the floor and there he seen the pool of water surrounding her feet,
‘Oh, my lord” he said is that’
‘Yes ‘replied Gail ‘I think we better head off to the hospital’
‘I’ll back the car out,’ said Robert.
They arrived at the women’s hospital at 6:30 pm and by 9:30 pm Gail was lying in a bed with Robert beside her coaching her along as she screamed through another contraction. After what seemed like an eternity to both Robert and Gail the time had come, Gail clenching her fists suddenly rolled over on to her stomach and got on her hands and knees turning her head up toward the celling, her face bright red and covered in sweat she opened her mouth wide as if to scream yet she made no sound, Robert looked at his wife and found her pose oddly amusing, after about 10 seconds of silence she let out a tumultuous howl, Robert thought he had become accustomed to her cries of pain throughout her labour but this was different this time when Gail screamed there was something prime evil and animalistic about  it, a deep blood curdling howl was the only way to could describe it ,a sound that ran chills down Roberts spine and raised the hairs on the back of his neck.
A sound that will stay will him for his entire life.at exactly 3:33am the baby emerged, Gail fell back down onto the bed, her face buried into the slightly rough material of her hospital pillow, rolling onto her back she looked at Robert who had tears in his eyes,
‘We’ve got a boy honey’
he said smiling very proudly, then from the end of her bed the Dr, after quickly asserting t, the child was healthy placed her new born child on her chest. Feeling exhausted and very much overwhelmed Gail looked at her new born son and whispered
‘Welcome to the world Max’








CHAPTER 2
Max Collins was raised in an outer suburb of Brisbane attended the local primary school in Nundah where he was just like any other boy his age, loved playing army or cowboys and Indians in the streets with his friends, riding bikes and going on adventures, he went on to Nundah high school where he was popular with his peers gaining many friends and catching the eye of many teenage girls.
When Max was 16, he dropped out of school and began working as a builder’s labourer.
He was always good with his hands, naturally strong and was always physically active, so he found the physical work suited him well and he enjoyed being outdoors it was a mindless job but very demanding on the body and after a while, he got pretty fit and grew stronger, as his strength grew the work felt easier, he also liked to go to the gym and usually ran around 10kms every other day.
By the time he had turned 18 he had completely filled out and could easy be mistaken for a guy in his late twenties, at just under 6-foot, jet black hair that hung just over his bright blue eyes, a large chest with rounded shoulders and bulging biceps, he didn’t have trouble attracting the attention of the local ladies and with his friendly attitude and easy to like personality he didn’t struggle to make friends with nearly anyone he met. Max also developed a fondness for boxing and although he never fought professionally, he was still regarded as someone to watch out for in the ring.

Max was never comfortable with women and after a few awkward dates he soon realised he just wasn’t into them the way his friends were and the thought of having a sexual relationship with a woman simply just did not appeal to him so it wasn’t long before   he started to frequent the underground gay clubs and since it was illegal to be gay there wasn’t too many places a gay person could go too and those that did exist were not advertised or easily found  but overtime he slowly became popular in the small underground gay scene and new where every gay club or party was being held . He soon met and fell in love with a man named Alex they got a little unit together and started planning their future. In September of 68 just before his 21st birthday Max had been at work when he had this overwhelming feeling that something was wrong with Alex, Max had learned long ago to trust his instincts as they always served him well, so much so that he had made good money playing in illegal card games around Brisbane since he was 16, he couldn’t explain it but his gut feelings led him to win hundreds of dollars.

He tried to ignore the feelings but his body was screaming at him to check on Alex so at around 11:30 he went up to his foreman and asked if he could go home as he wasn’t feeling well, the foreman looked at Max and could see something wasn’t right Max seemed to be sweating profusely and there was a look in his eyes that the foreman found very unnerving so he agreed and told Max to go home and rest for the day.

As Max got closer to home his instincts were highly tuned acting on reflex  he parked around the corner from his house and walked home from there, as he approached his front yard he noticed a bike in his carport he didn’t recognise, immediately he knew something was wrong so instead of going through the front door he crept quietly around to the back yard and opened the back door, straight away he could hear muffled sounds of moaning coming from the bedroom and he recognized the sound immediately  .
He burst through the door to find Alex in bed with another man, immediately he flew into a rage and started punching Alex and his unknown lover, being as powerful as he was and full of pain, he easily got the better of them, feeling nothing but pure furry and a deep hurt he couldn’t think straight, he still loved Alex but the betrayal he felt over whelmed him and he lost control, both Alex and his lover were to feel the full force of his anger and pain.
A neighbour heard all the yelling and screaming and called the police, when they arrived, they found Alex and his lover both unconscious and badly beaten.
Max was sitting in his arm chair crying like a baby, Alex and his lover were taken to the Royal Brisbane Hospital and released a couple of days later
, Thankfully for Max both declined to press charges.

Later that night Max was sitting on his couch feeling a mixture of  heartache and disgust he was never a violent guy he was strong and a gifted boxer but he actually didn’t like violence, he couldn’t fully remember what he did when he walked into his bedroom but if he closed his eyes and thought about it he would see flashes of the violence he unleashed  in his mind, his last clear memory is of walking in his room and seeing a strange guy laying in his bed eyes shut and a big smile on his face and then he noticed the lump under the blanket going up and down, then his mind erupted and his memories are broken and random, he remembers stomping on Alex’s balls and he has visions of himself slamming Alex’s partners face into the bedside table multiple times then his next memory is being in handcuffs siting in the police station, sitting in the interview room waiting to hear what he was going to be charged with, his emotions had settled and the ragging fire of anger inside had died out and he began to wonder what he would do now, he just never thought Alex would do something like this  when a constable walked in and said
‘it’s your lucky day Romeo, your very lucky those two poofs didn’t want to press charges, now fuck off outa here before I find something to charge you with’ and with that he uncuffed Max and directed him out of the police station.
Feeling a little surprised with the current turn of events Max thought it would be wise to heed the old coppers warning and not hang around any longer, sticking his bruised hands into the front pockets of his jeans he walked home.







CHAPTER 3
A couple of days later Alex rang Max from his parent’s house and told him that he was not in love with him and that he was in fact in love with his new partner and they both were going to get a place together and start a new life he told Max that he wanted to come and see him in person and collect his belongings, Max was totally beside himself, heartbroken and full of burning rage and self-disgust from the way he reacted but he agreed to let Alex come and get his things the following Saturday. He was terrified his rage would get the better of him and was very concerned about what he might actually do when he laid eyes on Alex again, the fact that he blanked out really concerned him, but he thinks to himself “perhaps its best I don’t remember, maybe subconsciously it’s my brains way of protecting myself, sheltering me from the horrible violence I unleashed. He was very restless after the call from Alex and decided to get out of the house and go for a walk. While walking the streets of Brisbane his mind was racing how could he not see this coming ? his instincts were so sharp that he was shocked something like this could have been happening behind his back without him ever having a clue, he had no direction or destination he was just walking and not even thinking about where he was going  he was too busy running over the things that had just taken place and trying to figure out how long Alex had been cheating on him and how the fuck did he not even get a sense that something was wrong. After walking around mindlessly for a couple of hours he found himself wanting to sit down for a rest he spotted a bus stop in the distance and made his way to it , he sat down closed his eyes and focused on his breathing, after a few minutes he was feeling a little calmer he opened his eyes and looked around , he didn’t recognize the area at all, how far had he walked he wondered, he didn’t even recall what direction he had gone when he left his house, it was while he was looking around  trying to figure out just where the hell he was he spied the recruitment office across the street almost immediately and without giving it a second thought he marched over and entered the building and enlisted in the army to join the conflict in Vietnam.

When Saturday rolled around Alex arrived at 10 in the morning with a combi van ready to collect his possessions, he was surprised to find the front door wide open he called out to Max but there was no answer , he went inside to find the house in a complete mess everything was destroyed, every single piece of cutlery was smashed on the floor the two radios where destroyed the couch and arm chair had been chopped up with what looked like an axe and the bed had bed smashed up with a sledge hammer( which was laying on the mattress that looked like someone had taken to it with a large knife) all of Alexs clothes had been cut into rags all the photos had been torn up everything was completely destroyed. All of Maxs property was there and untouched so it was very obvious to Alex that this wasn’t some type of home invasion it was just a very spiteful attack on Max’s behalf.

Realizing there was nothing salvageable and unsure when the obviously enraged Max might return home Alex got in his combi and reversed out the driveway never to return









CHAPTER 4
Max was already on a train and heading to Puckapunyal to begin his 6-week basic training. Being as fit and as strong as Max was, he found he got through basic training quiet easily and was noted by his superiors to have leadership quality and seemingly no fear, he also was very handy with his SLR and sidearm, as much as he had the respect of his superiors and all the other men in the training camp Max felt dead inside, his heart was permanently broken and was slowly being replaced with hatred.

Once he completed his training, he was flown out to Danang and thrown right in the middle of the war, he was placed in the 25th battalion, known for their ability to get things done no matter what the war threw at them. The 25th battalion had a special  platoon known as the Reapers made up of around 15 men reserved only for the toughest of soldiers, in fact back at base camp they were regarded with a mixture of fear and respect , the Vietnam war was a very brutal and ugly conflict for most and it certainly damaged a lot of young men permanently but those soldiers in the Reapers platoon were a different breed they thrived on the violence and their Lieutenant,  a hard man who was only known as Riggs originally from a small town in Victoria was a particularly violent man and there where many rumours regarding the cruelty inflicted on not only the POWs but even the Vietnamese civilians , If Riggs wanted information from anyone unfortunate enough to get caught by the reapers then he was going to get that information no matter what.

Meanwhile out in the thick tropical jungles of Vietnam Max was making a name for himself in the 2nd Platoon of the 25th battalion, he had a natural ability to not only read the Battle field but to also sense the enemies next move which more often than not was able to lead his platoon to victory .One rainy afternoon while out on patrol Max and another private named Sellers were sent on scout duties ahead of the platoon they were probably 3 kms away from the platoon when they heard the gun fire and they both instinctively  knew somehow Charlie got past them without them realizing and their platoon had most likely been ambushed, Max told Sellers to head back to base an report to the base commander what had happened, Sellers was a little reluctant to leave Max and his platoon but before his could protest Max had disappeared into the jungle.
Following the sound of the gun fire Max made his way to his platoon, the gun fire slowly eased until it had stopped all together, Max knew where his platoon would be but was confused by the silence. He made his way to a stream that was between waist to chest deep that ran around the back of the field where he was certain his platoon would be, crawling up the muddy banks of the river on his stomach he was able to see the battlefield, an open field with high waist long grass, which eventually led to the rubber tree forest, in front of that forest and to his shock he could see  that his entire platoon had been taken and  all 15 men and his lieutenant where all kneeling down with their hands on top of their heads and standing on guard around them was around 30 Viet Cong soldiers,  laying in the mud Max was eyeing off the battlefield trying to figure out what to do next he thought about Sellers making it back to base camp and getting backup but that could be hours before the help arrived and Max knew his platoon didn’t have hours to spare. As if on que he seen one of the Viet Cong who seemed to be the one in command barked something in Vietnamese to another VC soldier. who in turned nodded and along with another  soldier  grabbed his lieutenant and marched him up to the Veit Cong commander and force him on his knees in front of a small tree stump he then watched as his lieutenant head was held over the stump and to his disgust he watched the commander produce a long samurai sword and swiftly remove the head of his Lieutenant, the commander then picked up his head by the hair and the rest of his platoon cheered, he then casually threw the lieutenants head aside and ordered his men to then grab the next soldier and march him over to the chopping block.
All at once Max was filled with a mixture of disgust, rage, panic and the most unfamiliar emotion to him of all FEAR! 
Max couldn’t remember the last time he actually felt fear as a kid he remembers being afraid of the little shed on his neighbours property and sometimes late at night he would think about being locked in that scary shed and would spend the rest of the night with his head under the covers eyes squeezed tightly shut trying to think about pleasant thoughts like his favourite comic strip Ginger Meggs, but this feeling was much worse than that and it literally made him start to feel very cold , unsure exactly what to do he  crouched low in the long grass and quietly charged about 50 meters to his left which bought him right behind the enemy from that angle apart from the 3 soldiers guarding his men the rest of them had their backs to him , he slowly raised his head above the long grass he figured his best move was to try to kill the 3 soldiers guarding his men and with a bit of luck he could duck down in the grass before being seen by the rest of the VC and hopefully a couple of his captured men will have the chance to grab the guns from the fallen soldiers who were guarding them and join the fight , they probably won’t win but at least they might take  a few with them. Holding his breath and counting slowly to 3 Max springs to his feet, finger firmly placed on the trigger ready to fire on the unsuspecting enemy when Max spotted an American Medic standing just off to the right
Time seemed to slow down as Max starred at this medic wondering firstly what the fuck he was doing there and secondly why hadn’t the VC noticed him it wasn’t as if he was hiding and he was standing right in front of them just to the right of the stump where his lieutenant had just lost his head. It was at this point that Max looked into the medics eyes and that’s when time froze, the Medics eyes where a bright red and seemed to flicker like flames on an open fire, Max felt as if he had fallen into those eyes and as he fell down the fiery hole of the medics eyes he could watch his whole life play out before him , he sees himself as a new born suckling his mother’s breast he could actually feel the hunger and taste her sweet milk , he seen his first day of primary school and could feel the fear and anxiety of that day, amongst his relived memories he seen random visions of his neighbours tin shed over flowing with blood and could hear the screams of the tortured souls behind those rusty tin walls, then all of a sudden with a clarity and a feeling of heat inside himself he seen a vision of him right now, he watched on like a spectator as he viewed himself springing to his feet and just like he planned he shot the 3 soldiers guarding his men straight between the eyes killing each man before they could even register they were in any danger with their attention focused on the gruesome beheadings playing out in front of them the rest of the soldiers were taken by total surprise, some of them were dead before they even realised the 3 guards facing them had been executed, Max watched in ore as he sees himself springing up from the grass and taking out 2 or 3 VC soldiers then disappearing back into the long grass only to emerge from a total different location and killing more VC and as he hoped a couple of his captured men were quick thinking and grabbed the guns of their fallen captors and joined the fight, while the rest of his men took cover, while watching this play out Max shut his eye’s and through his mind’s eye he could see himself running through the grass jumping up and shooting VC then throwing himself to the ground then scrambling on his stomach up to the next VC, to Max it felt like everyone except him were frozen in time and as such he  could move around freely, he doesn’t know how but his senses were that heightened and sharp he could actually feel where every single man on that battle field was standing , he moved with a speed that was far too fast for the human eye, the heat that burned inside him was incredible the feeling was euphoric in fact he felt so good he even had an erection , at some point he abandoned his gun and began slaughtering his prey with his knife , while his enemy fired their rounds into nothing he would almost casually appear behind them and run his blade across their throat and vanish as quick as he appeared. The heat rose inside max and grew stronger with every kill unit it got so intense that Max felt like he would explode, his vison blurred and went bright red and   got brighter and brighter until all he could see was burning light then just as Max thought his eyes would explode his vision turned black, when he opened his eyes he was standing in the middle of the field his cock as hard as concrete  surrounded by 30 dead VC soldiers and holding the VC commanders head in his hand and screaming in some primeval voice that he didn’t recognize ,the fire that burned so hot inside him immediately died and all of a sudden Max felt very weak , his head was spinning, his ears where ringing and he collapsed to the ground.
In what felt like 10 minutes to him but was actually closer to 3 minutes the entire VC squad was eliminated. All the men ran to him most in shock at what had just played out in front of them they sat Max up and his eyes were the colour of bright burning jade seemed to blur and for a second before returning to their usual bright blue colour , he seemed to regain focus and a wide smile grew across his face, the men returned the smile and laughing together they all  helped him to his feet and he looked around for the medic but didn’t see him, he started asking his men if they had seen him but no one seemed to know who he was talking about, he inspected the bodies of all the dead soldiers but the medic was nowhere to be seen. Before Max could roll this thought over in his mind his surviving men had picked him up in their arms and were parading him around the camp.
After 10 minutes of celebrations 2nd lieutenant and next in line Lt Paul Briggs ordered his men to gather their shit and fall in line so they could hump back to base camp before dark, leaving the battlefield behind them most men’s thoughts were on what had transpired that day and how in a matter of seconds they had gone from certain death to victory all because of the actions of one seemingly normal Private Max Collins, Maxs thoughts on the other hand where of the medic with flaming eyes and that amazing burning feeling,
“Ooooohhh” he thought to himself, that beautiful burning feeling.
About half way back they ran into Sellers and Captain Harris who were coming to their rescue, after Lt Briggs updated them about Max’s heroic efforts Captain Harris approached Max and asked to buy him a drink that night back at base and Max agreed. Briggs and Riggs had been mates since they were kids, they grew up in the same small town in Victoria called Diamond Creek and they had gone to school together and had enlisted together so when they got back Briggs went and met with Riggs and told him what he witnessed today on the battle field.




CHAPTER 5
‘Are you shitting me you mean to tell me that one guy basically took out an entire Vietcong platoon by himself while at the same time saving your sorry arse?  ‘Well fuck me I’d like to meet this man’ he laughed
‘No listen to me man’ replied Briggs
‘it’s not just that it was it was like he was some kind of ghost, I mean I’ve never seen nothing like it in one minute he would spring up from nowhere on one side of the battlefield and shoot one or two soldiers straight in the fucken head then the next minute he’d fucken pop up on the other side of the battlefield and slice Charlie’s throat so fucking deep that the mother fuckers head nearly fell off I mean he was faster than any man I ever seen before that guy was phenomenal out there and I can 100% guarantee that if it wasn’t for that boy Charlie would probably be playing soccer with my fucken head right now, I’m serious man you got to check this guy out  trust me you need this guy on your team bro I hate to give him up but I know a reaper when I see one’
‘ok’ he said ‘on your word ill check him out’.
Later that night Curious to meet this Max Sellers Riggs left his barracks to find Max and hear from the horse’s mouth exactly what took place because if even half of what Briggs had told him were true, he was worth checking out, he also trusted Briggs with his life and if Briggs said that the Reapers need this soldier then that was good enough for him.
After showering and freshening up Max made his way to the camp bar to get that drink that Captain Harris had offered, 
that night the bar was particularly crowded with most of the men either seated with or standing around Lt Briggs listening to him retell the story of Max’s efforts, as with most tales of heroics like this with each telling the story always gets a little more exaggerated but there truly was no need to exaggerate this story as it was too unbelievable as it is and if it wasn’t for the 14 men who witnessed the event it would have been brushed of as bullshit. As Max walked into the bar he spotted Lt Briggs surrounded by them men listen to him retell his tale, he spied Captain Harris standing near the table and thought he’d get that free drink as he approached and the men spotted him they all got to their feet and started cheering and clapping and patting him on the back telling him what a legend he was and how proud they were and before Max could make his way to Captain Harris guys were handing him drinks ,he skulled down the first 3 beers offered to him immediately then once given his fourth shout of the night he approached the table and immediately Private Hatton from the 6th infantry rose to his feet and offered Max his chair, sitting at the table everyone wanted to hear Max retell his story but if the truth be told Max didn’t know what to say he remembered every single second in vivid detail but he could never explain were the rush of energy or even the unbelievable accuracy of his shots had come from, sure he was handy with his gun but never before was he that good.
Max wasn’t comfortable with all the attention either so much to the men’s disappointment he simply said he can’t really remember and it was mostly a blur, at that point Captain Harris pulled up a chair beside him and ordered the barman to put a bottle of Bourbon and two glasses with ice on the table.















CHAPTER 6

The drinks flowed and the laughter rang out into the night around 10:30pm a lot of the men had retired to their barracks but Max, Captain Harris and a few other guys were still sitting at the table drinking when Riggs entered the bar and approached the table, Riggs and Harris were mates from back home and Harris introduced Max to Riggs,
‘Max’ he announced to the room, ‘I’d like you to meet the meanest toughest bastard to ever stalk the jungles of Vietnam, the king himself Riggs’
A big man of 6ft with a large barrel chest and big bulging arms,  weighing in at around 125kg with little fat on him Riggs was quiet an intimidating figure to your average Charlie, with medium red hair that would often look shaggy and un brushed and a thick but short beard and the sleeves cut off of his “Multicam” fatigue uniform shirt he was strangely very suited to the jungles of Vietnam,  but it was when you looked into his steel grey eyes did you really see the hardness of this man, they spoke of pain, strength and cruelty, and invoked a feeling of unease if one was to catch his piercing gaze
Standing up Max shook Riggs hand and immediately noted to himself how firm Riggs’s hand shake was,
“So” Riggs said ‘you’re the crazy mother fucker who took out nearly 30 VC while rescuing your platoon hey?’
‘
Yes, sir’ Max replied,
‘Well now’ he said in an over friendly tone, ‘I’d love to hear all about it’
that’s when Captain Harris piped in and spoke
‘The kid is too modest, reckons it was all a blur’
‘a blur hey’ Riggs said while reaching into his top pocket, ‘well I’ve got just the thing to help unblur your memories’ and with that he produced one of that fattest longest joints Max had ever seen,
‘C’mon Kid he said let’s have a walk n talk’
Max had smoked a little weed before but nothing like this , walking around the barracks he recanted his tale to Riggs of coarse he left out the part about the medic as by now he was certain he must of imagined him, whether it was the pot or just being around Riggs Max wasn’t sure but he felt so comfortable with Riggs, everyone knew and respected Riggs but Max felt more than respect for this man, and Max felt honoured to be in his presence and after finishing his tale Riggs looked Max in the eye and simply said
‘Interesting tale’
he never questioned him or tried to pick his version of events apart he then asked,
‘What do you know about the Reapers?’
‘Only that you’re there the toughest platoon in the whole battalion sir’ replied Max

‘Correct’ said Riggs and ‘how would you feel about coming out in the field with us a few times?’

‘It would be an honour sir’ replied Max,
‘Fucken A it’s an Honour kid but we don’t fuck around out there if you don’t follow an order that me or any superior reaper gives you, I’ll shoot you myself do you understand?’
‘Yes sir’ Replied Max,
dropping the butt of the joint out under his boot Riggs seemed satisfied
‘Ok son he said go back to your barracks and rest up and be ready because in a couple of days one of the reapers will come and collect you, we will see if you’ve got what it takes to be a reaper’ With that Riggs turned and walked off into the night.




CHAPTER 7

Max returned to his bunk his head dizzy from excitement and pot, lying in bed with a big smile on his face he thought to himself “I’ll prove to Riggs I’ve got what it takes I’ll make sure I become an asset to the reapers”

The next morning by 0600 he was  jogging around the outskirts of the barracks sweating his balls off he had two days leave and was hoping to enjoy a bit of a sleep in but he was far too excited to sleep, he had fallen asleep the night before quiet quickly but that’s nothing new to him he always fell asleep within minutes of his head touching the pillow but somewhere between 0300 and 0400 he awoke and was full of energy, it was a hot and muggy night and even at this hour it was still around 28 degrees with at least 90% humidity  but right then he didn’t care the only thing on his mind was what Riggs had said to him the night before, was he really going to get a shot at being in the reapers? how did this happen so fast? he knew what he had done on the battle field was pretty extraordinary but none the less he was still quite flattered that his actions had caught the attention of the most feared and respected soldier in the 25th battalion. Jogging around the barracks in the middle of June in Vietnam isn’t the smartest thing to do even if it was early in the morning Max thought’ it was still stinking hot but it’s a great way to sort out thoughts, while he hadn’t settled on whether or not he thought Riggs was serious or not and if so when would he call for him, he had made one decision and that was at some point tomorrow he was going to go and have a chat with Lt Briggs and see what he has to say about it after all Lt Briggs was Max’s direct commander now that his last commanders body parted company with his head from the blow of a very soon after to be beheaded himself commander of the Viet Congs military issued sword.
After running around the barracks for around an hour or so he decided to go take a shower and get something to eat then see if he could find Lt Briggs
He didn’t have to look too hard before he found Lt Briggs, he was waiting for him in his barracks when Max returned from his shower.
A tall and slender man with a clean-shaven face, short blonde hair and glasses, Lt Briggs didn’t look like a hard man by any means, but looks can be deceiving, hand to hand combat was his favoured style of fighting and to this point no Viet Cong has bested him
‘Private’ he said
‘Yes sir’ Max replied while coming to attention,
‘At ease’ Briggs replied and Max relaxed, ‘so I hear you’ll be leaving me for Riggs now that you’re a big star?’
he said in a half joking half serious way,
‘I guess so sir. I mean if that’s what I’m ordered to do of course’,
‘well’ Briggs replied ‘ if it was up to me I’d still have you in my platoon after the shit I seen you pull out there but it’s not up to me and I know as much as I hate to see you go that you will do so much more for this war with the Reapers than you will ever do with me, I mean most of what they do is classified but between you and me I can tell you for a fact that company Reaper will play a major role in Australia’s campaign over here in this stinking hot shit hole if that means giving you up for the greater good then so be it son, and in some deep south American accent he said now you go and rest up boy  from what I hear the reaper man will be coming for you very soon’ with that he turned and exited the barracks, max dried himself and thought
“Well, that settles that we are on”.
The next couple of days went by pretty slow for max he mostly either worked out, slept or played cards but on the fourth day at 0300 he was awoken by another soldier,
‘Hey wake up princess’
Max opened his eyes he didn’t recognise the man before him, an aboriginal man with medium length jet black curly hair and a black mole just under his left eye, like Max he was dressed in his multicams with no ranking stripes,
“Who the fuck are you?’ said Max,
‘I’m your fairy godmother’ he replied who the fuck else and burst out laughing ‘Nar I’m Whacky he said nice to meet you Max’ a short but stocky man he stuck out his hand, Max reached out and shook his hand, smiling along he said
‘Ok Whacky and what can I do for you on this lovely morning?’
‘Grab your shit brother’ Whacky said ‘we going on a ride, time for you to meet your new family’.

As they approached Riggs’s tent Max felt both nervous and excited all at once, Whack Parted the tent flap and while gesturing with his hand to enter said
‘After you’.

When Max walked in Riggs was leaning over a medium sized table studying a map Max stood to attention and waited for Riggs to address him, after about a minute or so Riggs looked up from the map

‘Ahhhh’ he said ‘The prodigy’ staring Max dead in the eyes, ‘at ease, first things first we don’t have rank in the reapers so no salutes or any of that bullshit and that son explains why a private with so little experience can make it into such an elite core like us ,We don’t give a fuck how long or who’s dick you sucked to get to the top of the shit pile all we care about is skill, willingness and loyalty ,The Reapers follow their own code of conduct, and we administer our own form of punishment’, pausing for a brief moment to let that last one sink in,  
‘Now we are a very tight group and that sort of thing only comes through time and time again proving your loyalty to your fellow Reaper so don’t feel too bad if you don’t fit in right away, don’t let it bother you, we reapers do the dirty work around here so it won’t take you long to prove yourself’
finally looking away from Max and now at Whack who was standing in the doorway
‘Speaking of such, Whack you got point’,
‘Ahh shit man I hate point’
‘Well tonight you can take junior here with you to hold your fucken hand ok, does that make you feel better?’
‘Fuuuuuuck you man’ Whack replied,
‘Ok Whack go and introduce the new kid to the boys then show him to his barracks, get some rest kid and be ready by 0300, Whack will take you out and show you the ropes’.
They left Riggs’s office and headed off to the reapers barracks when they approached Whack turned to Max and said,
‘Just be yourself brother these are real good guys and will treat you like family, all we have is each other, out there we need to be able to depend on each other, out there we need to no our brother will have our back, don’t bullshit and be yourself’, he then led Max into the barracks. The Reapers consisted of 12 men,
[bookmark: _Hlk95489895]
Whacky (Archie Bux) 22 Native Australian from Central Australia

Willy (Alan Henry) 19 Native Australian from Logan Qld

Jango (Edward Holden) 20 Native Australian from Darwin Northern Territory
Football (Dave Tilson) 20 Kiwi originally from Rotorua New Zealand

Jad (Jarryd Scott) 21 Australian, Bendigo Victoria

and slapped Habibi on the shoulder he then turned to the rest of the boys
‘See you boys in the soup and we’ll have a pee together’ he said
bidding them a good night, Max and Whack returned to their bunks, it was about 22:30 when Max laid his head on the pillow and like usual, he was fast asleep within minutes
















CHAPTER 9
Max awoke around 0200 busting to go to the toilet, he dragged himself out of his bunk threw his pants and boots on and ran to the toilets,
‘Ahhhh’ he groaned at the urinal,
“Funny how much you can piss after only a few beers the night before” he thought to himself and after what felt like an eternity, he finally emptied his bladder, making his way back to the bunks he passed Whack who obviously had the same urgent need as Max had a few minutes earlier,
‘Get me a coffee’ said Whack as he jogged past
‘I’ll meet you in the mess hall’,
‘No worries’ replied Max.
He made his way to the mess hall and grabbed a couple of tin mugs and from the old urn in the corner he filled the cups up then went to the table to the left of the ern that had condiments and cutlery because the “Aust issued” coffee was as weak as water Max always added two and a half teaspoons to his coffee, he wasn’t sure of Whacks coffee preference so he thought
“Fuck it he can have the same and if he doesn’t like it, he can make his own”,
sitting at the table he took his first sip of the steaming hot coffee hmmm he thought, tastes like shit but it does the job, just then Whack walked in smiling his broad smile he walked up and sat opposite Max
‘Morning Cuz, he said are you ready for some fun?
By 0300 both Max and Whack where standing in Riggs tent going over the last details of their mission, They weren’t expecting much but this was Nam after all so expect the unexpected was a good rule of thumb  and they weren’t going to give Charlie a helping hand in their demise so they always took the time to go over the mission thoroughly with Riggs even after the briefing no matter how big or small , this particular mission was basically scouting the dense jungle of the outer perimeter to make sure Charlie don’t sneak in, and making their way back to base by midday.
Bumping fists with Riggs they left the barracks and made their way into the jungle apart from the constant rain it was a mostly uneventful night. The jungle around the base was very thick, and took some time to navigate through quietly, but the denseness of the undergrowth offered many a vantage point should Charlie get the drop on them so they had to be thorough.
They crept through the mud and checked claymores around the perimeter at around 0600 Riggs radioed through and told them to head 15 clicks north and hold tight.
Riggs had always heard of these so called underground tunnels and he was certain they existed because he knew how crafty Charlie really was and he knew if he could get in and map those tunnels then they might have a chance of actually winning this fucken war, there were rumours of  underground tunnels leading to a huge underground barrack that then split off into a labyrinth of tunnels all under Vietnam but until now they were only rumours but overnight  a platoon  were slaughtered when they stumbled  across the entrance , only two soldiers made it out and from what they had said Riggs was sure this was the entrance he’d been looking for, After their debriefing Riggs got the two soldiers to show on the map exactly where they had been ambushed , he then Radioed to Whack and after ascertaining his and Max’s position he figured them to be around 20 clicks south of the entrance, so he sent them 15ks north and told them to dig in and wait Slowly making their way through the dense jungle Whack figured they were close to where Riggs wanted them to dig in and wait , eyeing their location he said
‘Ok let’s look around for a good position to dig in’
as they were beginning to start digging Max got this huge overwhelming feeling of doom, immediately all the hairs on his legs and arms stood up he had a cold shiver run down his spine and his guts screamed at him to get down he grabbed Whack by the shirt and instantly pulled him to the ground, lying face down in the mud Whack whispers
‘What the fuck?’
Max doesn’t reply he only lifts himself slightly and aims his SLR into the jungle in front of them Whack does the same but after a few minutes he starts doubting Max,
‘There’s no one there cuz’ he whispers
‘Shhhh’ Max snaps back, although he can’t see Charlie Max knows they are there he can’t explain it to Whack as he doesn’t quite understand himself all he knows is Charlie is there and he is waiting, looking though his scope Max’s heart jumped and he couldn’t believe what his eyes were seeing standing there alone in the jungle was the American Medic.
The medic looked right at Max and smiled Max was shocked how could he just be standing there smiling Max turned to Whack,
‘What the fuck is he doing?’ Max asked
‘Who?’ replied Whack,
‘That fucken Medic standing right there’, straining his eyes and looking in the direction Max was looking Whack couldn’t see anything but thick wet lush jungle,
‘The fuck you talking about Cuz, I can’t see no one’,
‘Are you fucking kidding me, you can’t see the medic standing right there?’
he said pointing at the medic who was still smiling at him,
‘Medic?’ Whack said looking a little frightened ‘I don’t see anyone’, just as Max was about to speak the medic put his index finger to his lip as if to tell Max to be quiet, he then looked down, Max followed his gaze and that’s when he seen slight movement in the jungle, studying through his scope he could just see the two V.C helmets he couldn’t see the soldiers under those helmets from this angle, crawling on his stomach he made his way closer to the soldiers
‘Where the fuck you going’ demanded Whack
‘Shhhh just stay here and don’t move, I got this’ he whispered back.
Looking up he could still see the smiling medic he was now beckoning to Max to keep coming, without even thinking Max kept crawling towards the Medic and when he was about 500m from him the medic raised his hands to say stop, Max waited and watching the Medic through his scope he could see the fire in the medics eyes, again he could feel the warmth building in him slowly rising and increasing in heat, his vision began to sharpen he senses began to heighten all of a sudden he could hear every sound in the jungle , he could hear the grass rustling in the wind he could hear birds walking on branches in the forest canopy overhead and most importantly he could hear every breath of the two VC soldiers that were guarding what Max now suddenly knew in his heart was  the entrance to a tunnel, Max raised himself to his knees and honing in on his instincts he focused on the breathing of the two VC soldiers lying in wait and as if on que he heard each soldier hold his breath and he instinctively  knew they were about to rise , glancing up one more time he saw the medics smile had widened to an un human almost beastly grin at that point Max aimed and fired twice, at the exact time the two VCs guarding the tunnel rose and bought their riffles up to aim but before they could even look down their sites the back of both their heads exploded onto the green jungle behind them, The Medic then turned and ducked into what Max could assume was the tunnel entrance.
Max jumped to his feet and yelled to Whack to stay there he’s going after the medic, and with that he disappeared into the jungle right where the two fallen soldiers lay. Whack laying in the mud had watched this all unfold and just as he was starting to doubt Maxs sanity he watched Max blow the heads of two unseen soldiers, and then scream something about going after a medic and then disappeared into the jungle.
Whack felt as though someone had walked over his grave, Whack had heard the legends of a spirit that roamed war zones feeding off the souls of the dead and dying, being an aboriginal Whack was well aware of the spirits that wondered the earth ,some were good and some were not, Whack had heard all about the legend of the medic in fact he was warned about such a spirit at a ceremony his people had held for him a week before he had set off for basic training  he was taken to his uncle who was his peoples “Kurdaitcha” a tribal elder who acts like a Sharman and leads his people through spiritual issues, a big fire was lit and his uncle chanted and danced around the flames while the others knelt with their heads bowed, after the ceremony was concluded his Kurdaitcha  told him to be careful of the healer and to never accept his help as his price was too high to pay, even if he was dying he was told not to accept the healers help should it be offered,
‘Proudly walk into the spirit world on your own’ his Kurdaitcha had said ‘and you will be safe but if you accept the help of the healer peace will forever allude you and pain will be your eternity’, before Whack could say a word Max had vanished, Whack jumped to his feet and ran to the fallen soldiers ,  as he approached Whack could just make out the small hole in the grass that was the entrance Max had dove into , as he crawled through he could hear random gun shots and after a few minutes there was only silence




CHAPTER 10
After spotting the Medic dive into the hole Max immediately followed diving in head first, it was a bit of a squeeze but when he made it through the opening the tunnel widened a little giving him enough room to crouch , it was dark but that didn’t matter Max could sense every soldier in that tunnel he crept along the side of the tunnel and at every bend could sense what was around the corner , 3 times he was able to sneak up and shoot Charlie before his unsuspecting victim even sensed there was any danger, realizing that there could be a lot of enemies down here that may hear the gun shots he dropped his SLR and pulled out his battle Knife he loved this knife it was an 8” blade razor sharp on one side and a serrated blade on the other, Betty was what he had begun calling it, creeping along the tunnel Max felt himself getting hard again and was getting more excited as he approached more of the unsuspecting enemy, he could actually hear the heartbeats of his intended victims waiting like lambs to be slaughtered, if he wasn’t full of such hatred he might actually feel sorry for them because in this moment he knew none of them stood a chance and as he approached his next unsuspecting victims he could barely control his excitement, he found himself getting harder as he thought of the blood he was about to spill.
He approached the next bend and could sense the tunnel opening up and in his mind’s eye he could actually see the four unsuspecting soldiers sitting in position waiting for him, with his eyes burning green and a huge menacing smile he rounded the corner to face the waiting soldiers.
All four soldiers seemed to freeze when they spotted Max and within a second he had ran his blade across the throat of the first soldier smelling the arterial blood Max flew into a sensory heightened rage he literally bounced off the first soldier and landed straight on the chest of the next one forcing him to the ground, looking into his eyes Max found great sexual pleasure watching his pupils widen as he stuck his blade into the soldiers belly and started to tear it up to his chest disembowelling him while he was still alive watching his eyes widen in shock as his intestines spilled out onto the floor and then dim and roll back in his head gave Max immense pleasure and only helped to stoke the fire that was burning inside him, heightening his senses even more to a point where Max could faintly hear the thoughts of his last two victims within a second Max had pounced on his third victim he heard the man scream in Vietnamize for his mother but Max was unsure whether he had actually screamed or was it his thought that he heard, either way it didn’t matter as Max had plunged his blade deep into the right eye of the now screaming soldier twisting and turning the blade in the soldiers eye socket giving Max even more energy, it was like he was feeding off the death of his victim and at the moment of death Max felt his energy ever so slightly  drop and he felt a twang of disappointment he slowly stood and turned facing the last soldier who although had Max in his sites was so terrified he couldn’t pull the trigger , he was staring at Max and shaking uncontrollably walking to the terrified solder Maxs eyes were burning brightly green and his grin widened so far that he looked inhuman taking the gun from the terrified soldier he said
‘Settle in boy this is going to hurt a lot and it won’t be over for a long time’.

Whack was still at the tunnel entrance, this is suicide he thought going into this tunnel blind with no backup what the fuck is wrong with this guy, he radioed his co-ordinance through to Riggs and told him he was going in to try to find Max,
‘Fucken Bullshit you are’ screamed Riggs hold the entrance,
‘What about Max?’ protested Whack,
‘I’m not sure what to make of him yet but there’s no way I’m risking you over some crazy bastard who we hardly know who’s just took off down a fucken rabbit hole to fuck knows where’,
‘Reapers don’t leave their brothers Riggs’ Replied Whack.
‘We aren’t leaving shit’ screamed Riggs we are on our way and we will all go in and find him but we will do it as a team we don’t know what the fuck is going on down there and the chances are he has stumbled into a nest and he is probably already dead, now stay fucken sharp because if Charlie has Max, then they will be looking for the rest of us, keep the entrance secure and we will be there as quickly as we can, out’
Whack was torn as it just wasn’t in his blood to wait while one of his own was in danger but he also knew when Riggs was serious and to never go against his orders, he knew Riggs was right Max should of never ran off into a hole like that and he didn’t really know Max at all who knows maybe Max has a death wish or maybe he is just stark raving mad and following him down the rabbit hole would most likely get him killed, but he still didn’t like it
Around 30 mins later Whack was hidden in the scrub just on top of the entrance so if Charlie came out, he would have the drop on them when his radio clicked
‘Where are you, Sarge? we are half a click from your co-ordinates, any signs?’
‘No’ replied Whack ‘Nothing’,
‘Ok hold tight’ Whack stood so he could be seen and the reapers made their way over to him, he told them what had happened and how he had heard a few guns shots about 40 mins ago but since then nothing not a peep. This puzzled Riggs because if Max had managed to kill who was ever down there then why hadn’t he came back and if Charlie had of captured or killed Max then surely, they would have sent more soldiers to the entrance the only other possibility is perhaps Max has actually stumbled onto this supposed underground tunnel network,
‘Right boys’ said Rigs ‘form up tight and stay sharp let’s go get Max’.

CHAPTER 11
Swiftly and quietly the Reapers made their way through the tunnel except for Football and Fox they stayed back to guard the entrance. After a few minutes they found their first dead VC, Habibi bent down to make sure he was dead
‘Shot right between the eyes Sarge ‘he said, ‘cracker shot’
about 10 meters later they found the next two dead soldiers and Riggs noticed they both had been shot right between the eyes just as the last one,
‘Fucken A he’s a cracker shot’ Riggs said back to Habibi looking down in a bit of shock Habibi couldn’t help but admire the skill of his new comrade a couple of meters up from the last two victims they found Max’s SLR, Pep grabbed the gun and looked at the sarge as if to say what the fuck? Riggs found this a little unnerving, why the fuck would Max drop his gun, has Charlie grabbed him? There was no blood on the ground but that doesn’t mean much he thought, he motioned to Sammy who was up front to press on, after about another 15 meters Sammy indicated to stop, Riggs passed Pep and Willy and crouched beside Sammy, listen said Sammy, Squinting his eyes straining to hear he suddenly heard what he thought was a faint muffled moan, and with a sickening drop in his gut he knew Max was being tortured, he stood in front of Sammy and with a hardened for he growled
‘This is it Reapers follow me’.
As they made their way along the tunnel the muffled sounds of moans got louder until they reached a bend, there was an eerily yellow glow illuminating the walls obviously from a source of light just around the bend.
“Ok” Riggs thought who ever has max is right around this corner, using hand jesters he told the squad that him and Sammy will take left and right, Pep and Willy to take the centre and everyone else provide cover, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath Riggs and Sammy rounder the corner fingers on triggers ready to unleash hell but what they saw stopped them both in their tracks.
[bookmark: _Hlk96685859]They were standing in the opening of what looked like was some sort of barracks there was a table to the back of the wall will maps and radios and on the floor was matts were the soldiers must of took turns sleeping to the right was and dead soldier with a hole in his eye socket the size off a fist and to the left were two more dead soldiers one was nearly decapitated the other was lying in a pool of his own blood and intestines. Up the back of the room tied to a chair next to the table was what Riggs could only describe as the sorriest son of a bitch he had ever laid his eyes on, he had rope wrapped around his chest securing him to the chair, his arms were dangling by his side and a makeshift tourniquet was wrapped around his left wrist and a bloody rag that must have been cut from the shirt of one of his and now dead comrades shirt stuffed in his mouth.    on the table sat his left hand, four fingers and 3 toes Max was crouched down at the soldiers feet and as Riggs looked down at Max he seen two things, one was Max running his blade across the back of Charlies right ankle severing his Achilles tendon and the other was the bright green glow in Maxs eyes, Smiling at Rigs Max bought his blade across the back of Charlies left ankle making sure that walking will never be an option for this VC again, Sarge also noticed it seemed as though Max had removed Charlies calf muscle from his left leg he then stood just as the rest of the Reapers rounded the corner and ploughed his knife deep into his unlucky victims balls pinning him to the chair and with a muffled scream Charlie passed out and fell silent , looking at the Reapers Maxs eyes seemed to dim down and slowly return to their normal colour Riggs wasn’t sure who else noticed this but he was certain he had seen it, then Max turned back to the table and casually said
‘Look here Sarge Charlie was helpful enough to show us on the maps where the next few waiting parties are hiding and also where a few more tunnels are’.
Looking over everything Sarge was impressed and if this info turns out to be legit well this could very well change the direction of this war but he still needed to have a stern word with Max because running off on your own is something a Reaper never does so Max will need to learn this very quickly if he wants to survive but that can wait until they get back to the barracks
‘Ok men’ he announced ‘we are heading back grab everything and watch for wires; I think young Maxy here just found a gold mine’
turning to the now unconscious VC, Riggs turned to Max and asked
‘Do you think he has anything else to tell us?’
‘Nar Sarge’ he replied and with that Riggs turned and pumped one round into the back of Charlies head.
Loading up they headed out of the tunnel where Football and Fox where waiting,
‘How’d we go boys?’ asked Football,
‘Well,’ answered Riggs ‘I can tell you one thing we have definitely found a new brother, Max will fit in just fine’, a few of the boys patted Max on the back to show their support in what the Sarge had just said and just like that Max was officially a Reaper.
Back at base Riggs was in the officer’s tent going over everything they had recovered with a few other officers, Lt Haig had been in this war since the beginning and at this point nothing much surprised him out here until today,
‘This is a real find Riggs? ’Haig questioned,
‘How did you get Charlie to decipher this?’
‘To be honest’ Riggs said ‘I can’t take any credit at all for this one of our new guys basically captured a bunker by himself and by time the rest of us got there he had already interrogated the prisoner’,
‘Impressive’ Replied Haig ‘and I take it the interrogation was all above board?’
with a slight smile and a wink Riggs replied
‘You bet’










CHAPTER 12
Back in the barracks Whack was struggling with what had happened today, the way Maxs eyes glowed and the way he was able to do what he did Whack didn’t know exactly what that meant but he was sure this medic was the roaming spirit he was warned of and from what his elders had told him this wasn’t going to end good he decided to have a talk with Max and see what he could find out. He found Max alone at the bar drinking,
‘What a day Max’ he said as he pulled up a stool beside him,
‘Yer’ Max replied ‘all’s well that ends well I guess’,
‘But that’s just it’ Whack retorted ‘I’m not sure it will end well’,
‘The fuck you mean by that?’ replied Max, pausing for a second so he could gather his thoughts, eventually he turned to Max 
‘This medic you say you seen, have you spoke with him?’,
‘No’ Max answered ‘but I’ll tell you what, if it wasn’t for him, you and I would have been cut down out there today, he showed me the two VCs and guided me to that entrance, without him we would have walked right into their gun sights’,
‘Listen’ snapped Whack ‘my people, we are the Arrernte People, my uncle is our Kurdaitcha”
‘A what?’ asked Max
‘A Kurdaitcha man, He’s like a shaman throughout my life he would often tell me many tales of the Dreaming’
‘What the fuck?’ said Max,
‘The Dreaming it’s like the afterlife or spirit world’ Max didn’t reply
‘Well as I was saying my uncle would often tell me stories of the dreaming and what he seen there and one tale he told me about was of a healer who wanders battlefields of the living and offers his hand to the dying and from what I was told you must never accept his hand’ Pressing further he asked
‘Do you understand Max?’
‘Fuck off with your hebe gebe bullshit, Whack, I don’t know who this guy is but I tell you what he certainly isn’t the enemy and I don’t think I need to fear him in fact I think it’s the opposite’,
‘I dunno Max but if this guys is who I was warned about I’m telling you stay the fuck away from him, My uncle didn’t just become our Kurdaitcha man because he is a nice fella , my uncle has spent time in the Dreaming  and has seen many things that you and I could never even begin to understand, He has guided many of our people including myself to our life’s path through his visons in the Dreaming and I tell you cousin if my Kurdaitcha told me to never accept this healers help then that’s all I need to hear, I’m telling you man promise me no matter what you’ll never take this healers hand’
‘I don’t believe in ghosts Whacky and neither should you’ Max relied in a humorous tone ‘Ghosts and spirits are two different things and I’m telling you Max stay the fuck away from this healer’, Instantly Max was filled with burning rage he spun around and with his eyes burning green he snapped at Whack
‘Don’t fucken tell me what to do and keep your spirit bullshit to yourself and if you mention this to anyone ill fucking gut you like a fish’,
Whack was in shock, he wasn’t afraid he was just shocked,
‘Sorry cuz’ he said and with that he got up and left the bar, as quickly as it came the rage left him and Max was left wondering why he got so angry and feeling like an arsehole, he knew Whack was concerned for him but he felt that maybe Whack was wrong about this medic but he knew that he still shouldn’t of snapped like that so he thought ill finish my drink and go and apologise to Whack but before he could Sammy and Pep walked into the bar and sat either side of him.
‘Bar tender’ Called Sammy ‘three whiskeys please’ the barman poured the drinks and placed them on the bar, raising his glass Sammy said
‘To the new Reaper’ Max and Pep raised their glass and they all slammed down their drinks, ‘So’ said Pep ‘That was one tough little fucker you met today hey Max?’
‘Tough?’ queried Max ‘why do you think he was tough?’,
‘Well looking at his wounds it’s obvious that it took a bit to get him to speak’, thinking about his knife slicing into that yellow flesh made Max feel warm inside and to his surprise he felt his dick start to go hard,
‘No’ he answered ‘he was a pussy he gave that shit up after I had removed a couple of his toe nails’,
‘Really?’ Sammy replied a little shocked ‘so why the fuck was he so hacked up?’
‘Oh That’ said Max with a wide smile that looked a little too wide as if it was out of proportion with the rest of his face
‘That was just for fun and I had to do something to keep from getting bored while I waited for you guys to show up’,
‘You really are a crazy mother fucker, aint you boy’ said Pep,
‘I wouldn’t say crazy at all Pep’ Max cheerfully replied ‘just bored and it wasn’t like I was hurting a human these VCs are less than dogs so it doesn’t really matter,’
laughing Pep ordered another round.
Sammy sipped his drink and laughed but deep inside he felt uneasy , Sammy was no pussy and was a very capable soldier and nobody here liked Charlie but to do the things that Max did to this soldier even after he had given up everything just didn’t sit right with Sammy to him that was like some kind of serial killer shit, they spent the next few hours drinking and telling Max stories about previous encounters and by the end of the night they were all quiet drunk, they left the bar just after 11 and stumbled back to their barracks as soon as Max’s head hit the pillow he was once again out like a light .











Chapter 13
Two days later Riggs had called for them to muster up, he then proceeded to outline the next mission,
‘Ok boys’ he stated ‘we are heading out into the field tonight and we will be out there for a while, thanks to the intel we got from that bunker we believe we may be able to find this underground complex that Charlie has built and it will be our job to find it, we now know there are quite a few tunnels out there and some will just be make shift quarters like the one we found a couple of days ago but I’m certain there will be at least one or two that will possibly be the entrance to this complex’ pulling out a map and unfolding it on the table he pointed out 6 locations circled on the map, ‘we are going to hit these six holes one at a time and clear them of enemy troops and once cleared  the 49th battalion will follow us a day behind and will move into these holes  with a bit of luck we will find what we are looking for boys and possibly end this war these holes are all in North Vietnam so we will be well behind enemy lines and by the time we get here’ pointing to a circle on the map marked in red ink ‘we will be so deep into Charlies back yard that we may as well be family, so as you’d expect this isn’t going to be easy and some of us may not survive but if we are successful I truly believe we will turn the tide on the clusterfuck of a war, so pack light and tight we are heading out to greet the beast tonight and I can promise you all one thing Charlie will be waiting for us so stay frosty at all times’.
Over the next few weeks, the Reapers were in many battles as they slowly took one hole after another, in that time Max had sighted the medic quite a few times but the medic never even looked at Max, sometimes during a heavy fire fight Max would see him standing just off the battlefield and watching the fighting unfold much like a spectator watching a game of football, other times he would see him knelt down with the dead or dying and he seemed to be whispering in their ears 
Max knew he was the only one who could see him and his instincts told him to shut up and say nothing, he regretted now telling Whack what he had seen that day at the first hole but thankfully it seemed Whack had either forgotten about it which he highly doubted or he had chosen to stay silent which made Max feel a little better but he still wished he had kept what he seen to himself, One thing that Max found troubling was the fact that whatever interaction he had had with the medic in the past had all ceased and if anything whenever he would spy the medic during a battle he seemed to be more focused on Charlie and in fact didn’t even look at Max, During the battles Max held his own and even had a few impressive moves that helped the Reapers secure a victory  but nothing like he had done back in the hole or back on the field when he saved his entire platoon and this annoyed Max as he desperately wanted to feel that hot feeling inside again, he couldn’t describe it but it was like a drug to him and he was now withdrawing .
One evening as they were engaging the enemy at the front of one of the tunnels Max spotted the medic just off to the right of the battle with his back to Max so he decided to sneak up and try to grab this medic he quietly made his way around to the medic being careful to not to alert him but while also staying out of the sights of Charlies gun and try not to be noticed by any of his Reaper brothers. He was about 10 feet from the medic when the medic turned and smiled Max was frozen he couldn’t move, the battlefield fell silent and all he could hear was his own breath and the heavy beating of his heart,  the medics eyes began to  glow bright red and within an instant the world around him turned black then bright orange and Max felt the temperature rise and continue to rise until it felt like he was on fire but it didn’t stop there the searing heat got hotter and not only did Max fell as though all of his skin was on fire but he could also feel a fire burning so hot and deep inside him that it felt like his very soul was burning.
Max tried to scream out in pain but nothing but raw fire came out. The agony was so intense that Max thought he would explode, there was no way to escape this then through the bright orange flames that seem to surround him Max seen the Medic appear and hold out his hand , Max instinctively reached out for the medic and the moment his hand touched the medics it was over and Max was back in the battlefield laying on his back , suddenly he could hear the battle again but this time it was louder than before and the sounds of gunfire seemed to come from everywhere slowly sitting up but still staying low in the long grass Max took in a view of the battle field and to his shock he could see the Reapers were pinned down from every direction , in his mind’s eye he could once again see every man in the fight and straight away he knew what to do , he couldn’t explain it and didn’t even try to understand it all he knew was his guts where screaming at him to move jumping to his feet his eyes burning green he unleashed himself into the battle moving on pure instinct with not a single thought in his mind he managed to clear a path by mowing down around 20 VCs and creating not only a way to get to the Reapers but also a way to get them out he screamed
‘Move’ to Riggs and the Reapers, now Riggs was no pussy and wasn’t afraid to fight but he was also smart enough to know when to fight and when to run , turning to his men he yelled ‘let’s move’ pointing in the direction Max had just came from, he knew they needed cover fire if they were to escape so once the last reaper past him he turned to provide the necessary  cover fire only to discover he didn’t need too, Max had it covered he paused for a moment looking at Max just standing in the open drawing enemy fire and returning fire he even seen a few VCs go down as he was backing up he screamed to Max
‘I’ve got you let’s move’, Max turned to him with a wide smile and eyes burning green
‘No Riggs I’ve got you now GO’,
‘You crazy mother fucker lets go’ he called one last time but Max wasn’t listening as he charged towards Charlie leaving Riggs with no sane choice but to back out
As Riggs was running he could still hear the gun fire and he knew Max was still fighting , he came to a small ridge and dove over it falling down a steep embankment and landing on the banks of a river getting to his feet he could see Football and Jad wadding through the chest deep water heading to the rest of the reapers who were aiming at the top of the embankment in case Charlie came over the ridge it was then that the gunfire suddenly stopped and in his heart he knew Max was gone, with a sadness in heart and a heavy sigh   he entered the water and made his way to the rest of the Reapers , as he got to the other side of the river Deano held out his hand and helped him out of the water
‘Max?’ he asked, looking down Riggs slowly shook his head,
‘No Deano and if we don’t keep moving we won’t be either , we walked into half the fucken VC up there and by the grace of god and that crazy motherfucker Max we made it out now let’s move’ , as they were leaving they heard an explosion , “strange Riggs” thought as the gun fire had ceased a few minutes ago maybe Charlie had stood on his own land mine he thought,   making their way through the jungle Riggs could feel the moral had gone from the group and they all need to rest so once they had made it far enough away from the battlefield Riggs order his men to dig in for the night.
Sammy and Jango spent the next hour setting up trip lines and claymores while everyone else dug in and got themselves comfortable.



CHAPTER 14

Max knowing he had made an escape root for the reapers turned his attention to the enemy every bullet he fired hit his target, he felt invincible charging through the jungle he knew exactly where every single VC was hiding exposing them and unloading on them, that burning sensation inside burned brighter than ever  his senses where higher than ever, he almost casually walked through the jungle somehow dodging every single bullet fired at him while executing Charlie one after the other and when he finally ran out of bullets he resorted to his knife which gave him so much more satisfaction gutting his enemy was his favourite as he loved looking in Charlies eyes as they change from fear to agony then finally rolling back in their heads and with each kill his cock seemed to throb harder and harder until finally just as he thought he was about to cum he felt a click under his boot, within a micro second all of Maxs heightened senses drained away he looked down and said ‘fuck’ just as the ground exploded from under him.
Max woke in darkness he could feel a source of heat but it was faint, then out of the darkness the medic appeared before him.
‘What’s happening?’, he asked ‘am I dead?’
‘Oh, very much so’ replied the medic not only are you dead but you are at the gates of my kingdom’
‘Your kingdom?’ said Max
‘Yes, you got a sneak peek earlier and now I’d like you to come and spend eternity with me’ the medic said spreading his arms and as he did so a wall of fire appeared and parted in the middle like some kind of fire curtain
‘NO’ screamed Max ‘not there please not there’,
‘Well,’ said the medic ‘I can give you a choice you either choose to walk through my gates or you give me a soul to replace you’,
‘Sure’ said Max ‘I’ll give you anyone’,
‘Well replied the Medic the only soul you could trade will be that of your son’,
‘I don’t have a son’ Max replied,
‘Not yet’ said the medic, Max thought for a second and no matter the price he never wanted to go through that gate and being gay as Max was, he was quite sure he would never have children so he quickly decided it was a no brainer,
‘Done, anything or anyone just so long as you don’t take me’ he said
‘Great’ the Medic yelled he then grabbed Maxs right hand and opened his mouth revealing thousands of pointed razor-sharp teeth and bit hard into Maxs hand, Max screamed and pulled back
‘What the fuck?’ he shouted,
Raising a human skull that he seemed to pull out of nowhere the medic said
‘This deal we do in blood I will give you a new life and in return you will deliver me your first born soul and should you try to refuse what you owe I will take your soul and you will suffer as no soul has suffered before’, he then turned the skull upside down and told max to place his now heavily bleeding hand inside Max did so and once the medic was satisfied with the amount of blood that was in the skull he raised it above his head and yelled in a very deep harsh voice
‘The deal is done’ he then bought the skull to his lips and proceeded to drink all of the blood he then placed a hand firmly on the back of Maxs head and brought him in for what Max thought was a kiss, as their lips touched the medic blew green smoke inside of Maxs mouth Max breathed in the smoke and as he swallowed he could feel the warmth of this misty smoke going through his body , he could feel the heat rise inside him ,  he felt it filling his body more and more until he felt it rise back up through his throat and up to his head, he felt so full of this green smoke that for a second he felt as though he might burst, then he heard a tearing sound as his vision filled green, his eyes felt as though they were on fire he squeezed them shut and the pain subsided, when he opened his  eyes again he was laying on the jungle floor, he sat up and looked around he was surrounded by 30 odd VC , inside he felt that beautiful heat again, with renewed energy he rose to his feet, his enemies who seemed to be frozen in fear starred at him like they were seeing a ghost which was basically true , smiling wide Max in a flash had his big knife out and before the enemy could respond he had gutted the closest man to him , in a flash he was onto them his knife in his hand furiously flying through the air faster than any human could see, slashing deep into the throats, stomachs and spines of his victims , some of the enemy opened fire but nothing hit Max he was moving at the speed of light feverously hacking his victims one by one , within a matter of seconds most of them where either dead or dying a couple had managed to sprint into the jungle to escape, Max considered going after them as he knew if he wanted he could catch them all very quickly and easily but he thought why not  “let them go back to their superiors and report what they had witnessed, nothing like spreading a bit of fear amongst your enemies”, he then turned and ran into the jungle to catch up with the Reapers.
Maxs senses where higher than ever before,  he could hear every sound in the jungle, he could see clearer and further than ever before, he could even  smell every scent in the jungle he could even smell his enemies along with his allies, he was moving at an inhumanly speed through the jungle  he could sense his Reapers up ahead so he stopped to gather his thoughts, something had definitely changed inside him he felt as though he could win this war single handedly if he chose too, but now all of a sudden he didn’t give a fuck who won or lost this war all he wanted to do was hear the screams of his victims as he ran his big beautiful blade through their weak paper like flesh, in fact he didn’t care whether it was a yellow white or black victim all he cared about was causing others to suffer, even just the thought of piercing flesh with his blade made his cock hard,
“oh god” he thought “I need to kill”, he thought about sneaking up and butchering the Reapers but he quickly changed his mind as he knew he needed them, he could use them as a vessel for him to freely carry out his work so he thought
‘Best I keep my newfound abilities to myself but use them to prove my worth to the Reapers and I will move up in their ranks and when the time is right, I will take out Riggs and I’ll run this show and I will murder every single fuck in this shit hole of a country”.
Satisfied with his plan he jogged off to catch up with the Reapers.








CHAPTER 15
He found them about 500 meters up ahead, Habibi was taking up the rear position so for a laugh he lightened his step and as quick as lightning snuck up and wrapped one hand over Habibs mouth and with the other held his beautiful blade to his throat, for a split second he considered feeding her but quickly stopped himself and instead whispered into Habibis ear, ‘Gotcha’ before releasing him, yelling ‘what the fuck’ Habibi spun around to face him the first thing he noticed was Maxs eyes
‘What the fuck Max, how the fuck…… what the fuck is wrong with your eyes?’ the rest of the Reapers had by now heard the commotion and all turned pointing their guns at Max.
For a moment everyone was silent staring at Max in bewilderment, they all had noticed his eyes then Riggs repeated Habibis question
‘How the fuck did you get outta that and what the fuck happened to your eyes’,
‘I’m glad to see you too boys’ Max replied, ‘what do you mean my eyes what wrong with them’,
‘Well, they are bright green for a starters’ said Jango
‘Are they?’ Replied Max ‘I dunno they feel fine maybe something happened to them when that mine went off I don’t know’,
‘And speaking of that just how the fuck did you walk outta that bullshit back there without a fucking scratch on you?’ asked Jad,
‘I dunno Jad’ replied Max ‘I guess it was a case of dumb luck and shit shooting from those fucken chinks’,
‘Well,’ said Riggs ‘It’s got me fucked, how you did it but I’m glad you did, we got a busy couple of months ahead of us and I need every swinging dick I’ve got out here’.
Everyone greeted max and either high fived him or patted him on the shoulder and welcomed him back, everyone except Whack, he just stood their slacked jawed staring at Max, Max approached him
‘What’s up your arse Whack? you looking at me like you saw a ghost or something’
‘Maybe I have’ said Whack and turned and headed off, Max thought to himself
“I better keep my eye on that black cunt because if he causes any trouble for me ill disembowel him and stuff his intestines down his fucken throat”.
That night was the first night Max didn’t sleep he didn’t know why but he wasn’t tired at all , maybe it was the adrenalin from the day he thought but he knew better, whatever the medic had done to him he knew nothing was ever going to be the same and this excited him, as for his so called DEAL well as he wasn’t attracted to women he didn’t think he would ever have to worry about handing over his first born and some off chance that did happen well fuck him he thought better you than me, every 4 hours they changed shift, staying up and manning the claymores and keeping an eye out for Charlie, a couple of times Max thought about sitting up with whoever was on post but in the end he decided not as he thought it could raise suspicion so instead he just stared up at the night sky smiling to himself thinking about all the bloodshed and carnage he will be committing in the very near future. Max wasn’t the only person amongst them who couldn’t sleep that night , a couple of meters away from him lay Whack ,he too was staring up at the night sky but unlike Max he wasn’t smiling in fact he was damn near crying , in his ceremonies before leaving Darwin he was warned of this Medic his Elders told him of an evil spirit who wanders the battlefields collecting souls, this Demon goes by many names but to his people it is known as  Diagmu,  once  a living mortal whose wife had died so distraught was he that he made a deal with the ancient spirit of the underworld   to give him his wife back and he will do whatever was asked of him and the ancient spirit agreed and asked but one thing of him and that was to feed him souls when Diagmu agreed his wife immediately came back to life but Diagmu was cursed to forever walk between the living and the dead collecting souls, over time he grew in strength and started keeping the souls for himself and once he was finally strong enough he broke away from the ancient spirit and created his own kingdom in the underworld.
“What has Max done” he thought, he had seen the green eyes of Max and he knew that wasn’t Max anymore he obviously made a deal with this Medic but as for what that deal was and what the consequences were going to be he wasn’t sure but one thing he was sure of was that it was not going to end well, that night he made the conscious decision to distance himself from Max but also too never take his eyes off him.
Diagmu had been collecting souls for centuries, after making his deal he was immediately taken to the wasteyard the place between death and life capturing souls and feeding them to his master and soon learned his master had a very big appetite, whenever the demon needed a soul to feed on Diagmu would get a burning sensation inside that would only get stronger as time went on until it got to the point of agony.  Diagmu soon learned the biggest farm for souls was a battlefield so he tended to stick close to them, his master was unaware of what he was doing so he started to only send his master a small portion of the souls he collected and keeping the rest for himself slowly building his power and bidding his time,  for Diagmu  the trick was to catch them as they cross over before they have had the chance to be sorted , he didn’t know who or what did the sorting all he knew is if he didn’t get to them within seconds of death they were gone and although he never knew where they went in his heart he felt that they had either gone to the cold one or the warm one and instead of letting his wife go naturally he interrupted the natural way and for that he paid the ultimate price there was only one thing worse than that and that was being taken by the cold one and because of him that’s exactly who took his wife when her time came, that was the first and last time he ever saw the cold one Diagmu didn’t belong to either the cold one or the warm one his master was that of another plain his master was born of fire his master lived off the souls of the unchosen he usually only fed off those who cheated the natural order and took their own lives but since Diagmu came along he has been able to feast on so many more souls and with each soul he grows stronger, every now and then his master would have a  particular need for a certain  soul and when this would be the case his master would show him the soul he wanted and allow him to offer him a deal, Diagmu was unsure why he couldn’t just steal these particular souls when they passed but his master said no it had to be their choice, so he did as he was commanded to do
, all the while capturing more and more souls and building his strength and his fortress in a higher plain of the afterlife than his master










CHAPTER 16
The next morning Max having been awake all night was up and ready he could barely contain his excitement for the coming missions, they were deep in north Vietnam and that meant he would have the opportunity to kill on an almost daily basis, it wasn’t long before Max was able to wet his appetite after humping north east for about 2 clicks they stumbled into a strong hold and Charlie was ready within minutes Charlie had out flanked them and it looked as though they were about to get cut to shreds. They had taken position in a shallow ditch where there was barely enough cover and before they could move Charlie had them out flanked the Reapers had been in some hard spots before but nothing like this fire was coming at them from the front and back and sides and all they could do was stay low and return fire knowing it was only a matter of time.
Max turned to Riggs and screamed over the roar of gun fire
‘Cover me’ and before Riggs could respond Max was gone , moving so quickly that Riggs lost sight of him almost immediately, moving at incredible speed Max was able to make his way  behind Charlie who had taken up a position behind the Reapers, Max closed his eyes and in his mind he could see every soldier on the battle field, ,moving at and incredible speed while managing to not make a sound he snuck up on the 7 Vietcong who were unloading round after round on the Reapers, quietly approaching Max laid down his gun and pulled out his knife
‘Time to feed Betty’ he whispered and ran it across the throat of his first victim seeing the arterial blood spray from Charlies neck gave Max an instant hard on he had never felt so alive the heat inside him grew strong, staying unnoticed at this point he approached his second victim and did the same , the gurgling sound and the spray of blood only helped to heighten Max’s pleasure and acting on instinct he knelt down and started drink the blood of his victim straight from the artery, another soldier seen this and froze Max looked up at him with his blazing green eyes and blood running down his chin, the soldier couldn’t move the site of Max with blood all over his face and burning green eyes seem to paralyse him and Max seized the moment and launched at him landing on his chest, Max bought him to the ground and wrapped his mouth around his Adams apple and bitting down hard he silenced his victim before he had a chance to scream Max was actually surprised with the ease he found tearing out this yellow man’s Adam’s apple , he just bit down and tore it out he could feel the gristle of the Adam’s apple in his mouth and it felt amazing but unfortunately he didn’t have the time to saviour it spitting the Adam’s apple out and smiling at the now gasping and about to die VC Max stood  up and stood straight on the dying victims neck adding insult to injury  as he moved towards his next victim , The VC must have sensed him approaching and kept firing as he turned to Max,  Max was surprised a little and had to move fast to avoid being hit one bullet actually scraped the side of his head Max lunged at him and drove his blade deep into Charlies stomach and then running the blade up to his ribs he then pulled the blade out and jammed it into Charlies shoulder which caused his victim to scream alerting the 3 remaining soldiers to his presence , diving his hands into the now screaming VC stomach  he pulled out a heap of his intestines the other 3 remaining soldiers where that horrified at what they saw before them they too froze in horror and this gave Max the opportunity to launch another attack but as he leapt on his next victim Charlie squeezed his trigger and accidently hit one of his comrades blowing off half his jaw bone the third and final soldier had seen enough and leaped out of the scrub and started running, Max barely noticed, his attention was fully focused on the two men he had before him one was laying on the ground in shock trying to scream with half of his jaw blown off and the other was flat on his back with Max pinning him down he was still firing his gun when Max forced the length of his blade across his wrist with so much force that his hand was immediately severed , he then carefully opened up Charlie’s stomach to reveal the man’s intestines almost casually he began removing them while Charlie stared at him in horror screaming, the last thing he saw was Max walking over to his fallen comrade holding his intestines. Max approached the last victim and began tying one end of the intestines around his throat he then went back to the now dead victim and removed the last of his intestine, grabbing the other end he walked back to his last victim and threw the end of the intestine he was holding over an overhead branch and began to pull,  the slack had been taken out and with the intestine acting like a rope began to lift Charlie off the ground he remained silent as he was being hung buy his comrades intestine whether it was the fact he had no bottom jaw or the fact that the intestine was chocking him Max wasn’t sure but he didn’t care all he cared about was the feeling of that beautiful heat inside him staring into Charlie’s eyes he found the utmost pleasure in watching the life drain from Charlies eyes, once satisfied he turned his attention to the VC on the east of the Reapers.
Picking up his gun he put his knife back in its sheath,
‘Rest now Betty he said you will feed again soon’, he had never named his knife before but for some reason unknown to him his knife was no longer just a piece of sharp metal it was now a part of him an extension of his will and to him the name Betty seemed befitting, moving through the jungle with the speed of a cheetah and the silence of a snake he made his way to his next group of victims he managed to make his way up to about 5 meters behind them without being noticed , as much as he would love to feed Betty again he knew it wasn’t practical at this point as there was about 20 VC all lined at the ridge in front of him firing round after round at the Reapers, raising his gun he screamed
‘You who Charlie I got a present for ya’ and squeezed his trigger cutting down every single VC on the ridge before any of them had the chance to respond,
Riggs had noticed the firing from behind had stopped unsure of why but suspecting Max had something to do with it he ordered Lee and Deano to stop firing at their 6 and help out Football and Jango who were returning fire to their west, it was then he heard the familiar sound of an SLR firing to the east of them and within seconds the gunshots had died and the bullets had stopped coming, it was then he was certain Max had solved their problem, still unsure how he had done it but he didn’t have the time to think about it now as there was still plenty of fire coming from the north and west of them but now with the south and east opened up they could manoeuvre more.
‘Sammy, Whack, Habibi, and Pep follow me to the north , the rest of you clean up the south’ commanded Riggs, within a matter of about 15 minutes the firing had ceased and once again the Reapers where victorious , regrouping they were all smiles but no one felt at ease, though no one spoke it,  it was on everyone’s mind what the fuck had happened to Max apart from the change in his eyes there was something else about him a coldness when you looked into his deep green eyes that wasn’t there before and the way he seemed to not only survive the impossible but actually excel in it had them all wondering, but while they had him on their side no one was about to question it no one except Whack for he knew exactly what Max was now and he knew there was a price to pay for Maxs brutal abilities and that was something that scared Whack to his core, What was the price and who was going to pay it, one thing was for sure in Whacks mind and that was there was no fucken chance he wanted anything to do with it so though he intended to keep his eye on Max for now he decided it was safe to do it from a distance
.



CHAPTER 17
Over the next few weeks there was many battles some big some small but the reapers had always come out on top but some of the guys had become a little unnerved with the brutality Max had shown on the battlefields they also noticed he had an unhealthy obsession with his huge knife and the fact he had started calling it Betty didn’t help the uneasiness but the day that changed everything was on October 31st 1974 it was a day that no Reaper will ever forget 
Max had been told to take half the men forward in the early hours of the morning to a village that was helping and possibly housing the North , he was told to interrogate the men of the village to find out how many VC where in the area and how often did they come to camp then to find and stockpile any and all ammunition and weapons they found then round up all the villages and wait for Riggs and the rest of the Reapers to arrive but when Riggs and the rest arrived what they seen would cause them all to never sleep well again, as the approached the village they could hear the screams from the villagers and the first thing they seen while entering the place where about half a dozen dead children all had had their throats cut so deep that their heads had nearly been severed , sickened by this they headed for the sound of the screams as they made their way closer they could smell the sickly smell of burning flesh as they rounded the corner to the centre of the village they were shocked with what they seen, a pile of bodies maybe 20 in all were piled up and well alight , to the right Sammy and Pep where pointing their guns at 6 men who were on their knees with their hands on their heads , Jad Fox Lee and Willy had their guns pointed at the rest of the remaining villagers who were on the other side of the fire watching in horror as Max was pushing a male villager in the direction of the fire Taking it all in Riggs found he was actually shocked with what he was seeing , he’d been in this shit fuck of a war for ten years and he thought at this point he had seen it all and nothing could shock him but he was wrong he noticed Max was pushing this villager towards the fire with some kind of long pole but as they got close enough to the flames that he could feel the heat the villager tried to squirm but Max just twisted the stick a little and the villager gave up and was pushed faced down into the flames burning alive and unable to stand as max was forcing him down with the pole after the villager stopped kicking and screaming Max eased off and brought the pole up in the air and it was then that Riggs noticed it wasn’t a pole it was a pitch folk and Max had driven into this man’s back and had forced him into the fire
, Jesus fucking Christ he thought there had to be 20 bodies in that fire had Max led them all to their deaths with that fucking pitch fork looking around and taking it all in Riggs thought this has to be the most brutal act I have ever seen , there was at least 15 more villagers bodies all seeming to be young females and all of them had no heads , where the fuck are their heads he thought  he stormed up to Max just as he was about to drive his pitch fork into the next poor bastard who was kneeling in front of Sammy and Pep , 
‘What the fuck Max’ he said 
‘What?’ replied Max ‘We were just having a little fun’, looking at Sammy and Pep, Riggs
barked ‘A little fun? you sick fucks what the fuck have you done?’, it was a very pale and
shaken Willy who spoke up, 
‘We were just following orders’ 
‘Who’s fucken orders?’  Riggs snapped back 
‘Mine’ said Max with a big smile, ‘you did put me in charge’ he said and Riggs new Max
was right but he didn’t expect this, 
‘Well, I fucken hope the information you got was worth it’, 
‘Not yet’ replied Max 
‘Not yet?’ Said Riggs sounding a little shocked ‘what the fuck does that mean?’
it was Sammy who spoke next and like Willy he was obviously very shaken 
‘We haven’t begun to interrogate them yet’ he said in a low voice, Riggs turned to face Max 
‘You motherfucker’ he spat ‘what the fuck do you think this is?’ Max sounding very calm in 
fact too calm for someone who had orchestrated this carnage said 
‘We are just putting a little fear in them kinda softening them up for you because I knew you 
would be too soft on them and they would bullshit you and send us into some kind of trap’, 
‘What the fuck?’ replied Riggs, 
‘You heard me’ said Max ‘You are too much of a pussy and your weakness puts us at risk 
and I won’t stand for it’, 	
‘Who the fuck do you think you are?’, 
‘Who do I think I am? listen Riggs I know who the fuck I am but do you know who you are, 
you aunt fit to run this unit your weakness in the past has nearly gotten us killed and if it 
wasn’t for me you and every other cunt in this shit bit outfit would be dead’, that hit a nerve 
with Riggs and partly because it was true something in Riggs snapped and he threw his gun 
down and charged at Max, smiling a wide toothy smile Max still holding the pitch fork 
rammed it so deep into the back of the villager in front of him it actually came out through 
the front of his chest he then casually raised his hand and with an air of ease he blocked every 
punch that Riggs, he let Riggs throw a few more before he decided to put an end the fun, he 
casually lifted his right leg and planted his boot firmly into Riggs chest throwing him back 
about 5 meters and sending crashing to the ground, Jango and Habibi went to help him up 
‘I’m ok’ he said, at this point Max had returned to the now 5 prisoners in front of him 
‘Looks like it’s your lucky day gooks’ he said to them and with a smile turned and faced 
Riggs, 
‘Your right he said ‘it’s your show boss’, something in his smile made Riggs feel very uneasy 
he felt as though he was walking into a trap, he needed to clear his head, there was a small
straw hut just to his left so he walked inside to regather himself but as he walked into to the 
hut the sight before him made him instantly regret his decision
. On the floor in front of him 
were two children around the age of 5 both had been disembowelled and their guts and or-
gans were in a neat pile beside them as if they had been placed there and, on the bed, sat the 
body of a young boy who was no older than 10 he had been decapitated and his head was 
resting in his lap staring up at Riggs with lifeless eyes and a look of horror on his face.
Staring into the dead eyes of this innocent boy was all he could take, he immediately threw 
up, after a couple of minutes he regained his posture, he stormed out to Max 
‘You sick fuck’ he screamed and charged at Max, but before he could unleash his fury Max
hit him hard on the jaw with a right hook that knocked him out cold, the rest of the Reapers
where in shock, then Willy voiced what the others were thinking
 ‘Your fucked now Max you hit a superior’
‘I’m only fucked if one of you open your mouth but be warned if any of you do it will be a decision you will regret’, and no one doubted this, 
‘Get Riggs into a hut and keep an eye on him until he wakes up’ he barked at Sammy, with Deano’s help they carried the unconscious Riggs into the second nearest hut and laid him down on the makeshift villager’s bed, Max then said 
‘Well fuck this has turned to shit’ and raised his SLR and proceeded to shoot the remaining villagers, the rest of the Reapers stood back in silence and watched, the Reapers where very tough men with practically no fear but not a single one of them was prepared to go against Max, they may have been tough but they certainly were not dumb.

Later that evening when Riggs had recovered, he decided to speak directly to Max he could
have reported him but that wasn’t Riggs style he thought it would be best speaking man to man face to face, he found Max sitting buy the now smouldering remains of the charred corpses.
‘
No hard feelings’ said Max and stuck out his hand, staring into Maxs eyes he was hypno-
tized,
‘No hard feelings’ he repeated, 
‘You have already forgotten about today haven’t you’, 
‘I have already forgotten about today’ repeated Riggs, 
‘Good’ replied Max, ‘we had a disagreement 
but you fully trust me with not only your life but this platoon and if something should ever 
happen to you it should be me that takes command’, 
‘Yes’, Riggs replied ‘you take command’








CHAPTER 18

The next day Max and Riggs were going over the maps, Riggs was certain they were getting
close to the main tunnel network, little did he know Max had a clear vision inside his mind 
and if he wanted, he could lead the Reapers straight to it and just as Riggs presumed, they 
would more than likely win this war if they took the tunnels but Max didn’t want that, 
“Where’s the fun in that” he thought, “we could end the war within 6 months but then how
would I satisfy my bloodlust, no we need to keep this war alive, with every day this war 
carries on I get fresh victims so why wreck a good thing?” so instead he suggested them tak-
ing a route that would not only lead them away from the tunnels but also right into a nest of 
Charlies, Max had learnt yesterday that with a little bit of mental persuasion he could manip-
ulate the thoughts of others and now he wanted to see how far he could really press it, unsur-
prisingly he was able to convince Riggs to go exactly where he wanted him to lead the Reap-

ers, it was a two-day hike and Max knew he could use that time to work on his new mental abilities, and bend the thoughts and will of all the Reapers to his advantage.

He started with Riggs just mentally planting the seed that Riggs needed him and, in his 
absence
the Reapers should turn to Max for guidance and leadership, he was surprised how easy it 
was, he merely put the thought out there and pushed it to Riggs who turned to the Reapers
and with a stern look said
‘‘Hold up, from here out things are going to get a little heavy, and we are a long way from
home boys, if at any point we are separated or I’m MIA Max is now second in command you
will obey his every command is that clear?’ shocked the Reapers gaze went from Max to 
Riggs, after yesterday they were obviously taken by surprise with that order, no one was  
more surprised than Sammy who thought naturally he was next in line for command because 
he had been in the Reapers the longest and he was certainly skilled enough plus the boys 
looked up to him, just as he started to get a little annoyed at this last order a strange feeling 
fell over him it felt like cold fingers touching his mind at first gently then suddenly tighten to 
a squeeze followed by a wave of peace trust and acceptance settled over his mind, 
“Yes of course, Max is the right man for the job, no in fact he is the only man for the job” he
thought to himself and now that he thought about it, he actually would prefer Max leading 
him over Riggs, looking at the men’s faces go from curiosity and even obvious disagreement 
to then a very happy acceptance Max knew he had mentally trapped them all, everyone but 
Whack that was, with the small amount Whack knew about Diagmu and what he was capable
Of, Whack was expecting Max to take over soon.
Whack knew to disagree would mean his death so he played along but there was no way he 
was going to let Maxs cold mental fingers control his thoughts, he had felt them trying too in
vade his thoughts so he put up a mental wall, Whack wasn’t sure how he could do this while 
the rest of the Reapers were easily persuaded but he assumed that perhaps because he was 
expecting it that somehow, he had been practising this very move since the first day he met 
Max, he wasn’t sure but looking back he was certainly drawn to Max from the moment they 
met, Whack wasn’t the type to believe in coincidence and after seeing what Max was becom-
ing, he knew he was meant to meet Max but for what reason he wasn’t sure yet.


						



CHAPTER 19
Over the next 24hrs Max spent a lot of his energy mentally probing all of the Reapers, all of 
them where totally unaware of Maxs invasion into their thoughts but he was surprised to see 
how some of them just let him in with no issues and others without even knowing did try to 
block him, but they had no chance, all it meant was Max had to focus a little harder but the 
one person he gave him the most resistance was Whack, from his actions Max could see 
Whack was going along with everything but what concerned him was he seemed to be going 
along with it because the Reapers where and not because Max was mentally pushing him, 
Whack whether he knew it or not was blocking Max and this was something Max would need 
to keep an eye on.

The next day as they approached a valley Max knew it was time to retire Riggs permanently
taking in the surroundings in his mind’s eye he could see everything and everyone there was 
a small platoon right in the guts of the valley they were dug in, nothing the Reapers couldn’t 
handle Riggs said to him what are your thoughts Max, looking through his binoculars he 
could see a small ridge and he knew that was where Charlie was, he also knew of a small fox
hole with two VC’s waiting in it just slightly to the west of the ridge and if you got to the 
ridge without taking out the fox hole you would be cut in half for sure but he kept that to him-
self 
‘Well,’ he said ‘I reckon we split the boys into two and try to flank them from either side and 
you and I tear straight up the middle and take them out’,  
‘Sounds good’ to me said Riggs and began ordering the men into position, everyone take up 
position and, on my mark, let’s cut these yellow fuckers to pieces.
 
The Reapers made their way into position and Riggs and Max went straight up the middle as
planned, w
hen they were in perfect alignment with the centre of the ridge Riggs threw 
a grenade straight over the ridge and the following blast was the signal, the Reapers opened fire from left and right and those who weren’t hit tried to crawl over the ridge where Riggs was waiting , when the first VCs climbed over the ridge he opened fire and at that very second two things dawned on him first was he didn’t hear Maxs SLR firing beside him and second he sensed something behind him , assuming it was Max he kept firing then he felt a fire in his back and at the same time his chest exploded , he didn’t feel any pain in fact he couldn’t feel anything , he then fell forward and landed on his face
, he could no longer hear the sounds of the battle the guns fell silent all he could hear was his own heavy breaths and a ringing in his ears  as he lay there listening to his breath, he felt a nice warm peace fall over him, he wasn’t afraid he wasn’t in pain and as he drew his last breath, he was at peace, what Riggs didn’t know was directly behind him  hiding in a foxhole where two VCs watching and waiting as if they were frozen in time, they watched as two Australian soldiers crouched about 20 meters in front of them , they watched as both men seemed to take up position , they watched as one man slowly started to move out of their peripheral vision and within a second of that solder falling out of their site they forgot he was even there ,then they watched the soldier stand and pull the pin on his grenade still frozen in
place they watched the solder hurl the grenade over the ridge, the watched the dirt fly in the
air as the grenade exploded, the watched the fire from the enemies machine guns from the 
bushes either side, they knew their comrades where under heavy attack and yet they still 
didn’t move.
 By this time Max had moved himself about 5 meters to Riggs left , not enough for Riggs to notice but enough to take him out of the site of the  two VC’s waiting in the fox hole behind him he then clicked his fingers and at that precise time the two VC’s in the foxhole seemed to snap out of their frozen state and immediately open fire on Riggs and filling him with about 20 rounds the second Riggs hit the ground Max opened fire on the two VC’s who had totally forgotten he was there and cut them to shreds, the 
entire fire fight was over in a matter of minutes, the Reapers gathered around Max
who was kneeling beside their fallen leader, 
‘Ok’ Max said I’m taking command unless anyone else wants to volunteer, no one protested
‘right’ he said ‘we are getting him outta here’
 ‘Ten clicks to the south we have an evac point, we will take Riggs there head back to base for restock and be ready to dust off at 0600 then it’s payback time’. Whack wasn’t sure if it was Max probing their minds or whether the boys just wanted revenge but either way, he could see in their eyes no matter what they thought of Max they all agreed with him today. Whack knew he had to stay sharp not only did he have to fight this fucken war but he now had to mentally defend his mind from Max without letting him know about it and on top of that he would need to start teaching the Reapers to do the same, they made it back to the evac point with no problems as they boarded the chopper Whack took one last look back and thought 
“So long Riggs I promise ill make this right I don’t know how but I won’t rest until I make this right”, he didn’t say another word until they were back at the barracks and he knew Max wasn’t around. 
Max had gone to the Lieutenant’s tent to debrief him on the last 3 weeks mission, 
Lt Kilpatric was a no nonsense type of guy and as he sat their unblinking staring straight through Max he was surprised and pleased to see Max didn’t shy away or backdown for one second, when meeting a soldier for the first time Kilpatric did like to try to intimidate them a little just to see how they would react he felt he could gauge them on their reaction and pretty much sum them up within a few minutes, due to his high rank his 6 foot broad frame and cold eyes plus his very impressive war record there wasn’t a lot of men who weren’t intimidated when first meeting him in person but this Max was different he looked at him as if he was nothing special, it wasn’t a look that offended Lt Kilpatric in fact it was the opposite and Kilpatric was finding the more he listened to Max the more he liked him, as Max was obviously finishing up the debriefing Lt Kilpatric cut him off and said 
‘ok Max it would seem by what you have told me that your men trust you and your certainly
qualified for it because Riggs wouldn’t have had you as his second if he didn’t not only trust
you with his life but know you where more than capable of leading should he fall, I mean
fuck aint that the whole meaning of having a second? So, Max I hereby hand the Reapers 
over to your command now show me on this map where and what the fuck do you want to do.










CHAPTER 20

Whack had gathered the rest of the Reapers using the rouse of a drink in honour of Riggs and 
of course, that was what they were doing and that’s why they were down the end of the long 
field where Riggs loved to come down and drink and smoke a little weed on his R&R Riggs 
out of all the Reapers loved Nam he wasn’t a big fan of the war, he also wasn’t politically 
minded so he didn’t care either way but he absolutely loved the jungle fighting aside he 
would probably have chosen to live here permanently, in truth he did see it as a bonus to be get
ting paid to fight in such a beautiful place and whenever he got the opportunity to just sit 
back and enjoy the surrounds of the jungle without having to stay frosty he always came 
down to the end of the field here and turned his back on the barracks and faced the jungle, so 
it was only right the Reapers came down here to say goodbye to their Sarge but for Whack he 
had two more reasons to get the Reapers down here one was so no one else could over here 
them and two if Max came looking for them, they would see him long before he could hear 
what they were discussing, so after everyone had said their piece and raised their glasses 
Whack addressed them, 
‘Ok boys’ he announced motioning for them to come closer in a quieter and more sombre 
tone he said  
‘There’s something else I wanted to talk to yas about’ pausing for a moment to make sure he 
had everyone’s attention  
‘Max’   
The Reapers all seemed to know without saying anything what Whack was getting at, 

over the last few weeks at one point or another most of them had spoken amongst each other 
about Max and how brutal he was becoming they agreed Max was a great soldier and had 
saved all there arses more than once but he seemed to be getting more brutal by the day and 
unbeknown to Whack, Sammy and a couple of the others had nicknamed him The Butcher, 
but not until tonight had they spoke about it as a group They knew they were in a brutal war 
and they accepted that but some of the things they had seen Max do back at the village had 
shocked even them, Whack knew in his heart Max had something to do with Riggs death alt
hough Sammy and Jad said they both seen it happen Whack still wasn’t convinced, the fact 
that Max had set this little ambush up was enough for him but then for Riggs to go down ba
sically right beside Max, while Max not only didn’t get hit but managed to save the day was 
too much for him to accept and Whack may not have been a psychic but knew he didn’t need 
to be Nostradamus to see that thing where only just getting started, he decided to leave that 
thought of Max somehow having a hand in killing Riggs to himself for now, 
‘Ok’ he said ‘I don’t trust the mother fucker I think he his possessed by an ancient spirit’, the 
Reapers always respected Whack and often came to him when it came to matters of the land 
even though Vietnam wasn’t his home land being a child that was born and raised on the land 
he understood things about the land scape and earth that a lot of others didn’t which made his 
knowledge very valuable but when it came to spirits and ghosts most of the Reapers didn’t 
really agree accept of course for Willy and Jango they had both heard of the tragic story of 

Diagmu and his wife while sitting at the feet of the elders when they were kids but neither of 
them actually believed in it but after seeing some of the moves Max pulled in the jungle, they 
were at least now open to the idea that perhaps Max did have some extra gifts 


‘Right’ said Whack ‘whether you dumb motherfuckers believe me or not either way we got to 
watch our new sarge now because who knows what he got instore for us’, 
‘Nar man ‘said Sammy he got our backs bro he may be one cold arse son of a bitch but I’m 
telling you he got us out here’
 ‘Yeah, well you can walk around blind motherfucker but not me and I suggest the rest of you 
to do the same’, 
‘The fuck you mean’ said Jad, 
‘I dunno, man’ replied Whack ‘just stay frosty is all I’m saying’
The next 4 months seen the Reapers deep behind the lines and like usual they made it out of 
nearly every fight unscratched and slowly but surely, they were beginning to map out this ra-
ther extensive underground network of tunnels that Riggs had always believed held the key to 
winning this war. How extensive these tunnels were was still yet to be seen and some people 
higher up the chain simply didn’t want to believe or didn’t care either way thought Lt Kil
patric all he knew was every time he pushed to send out special ops to specifically hunt for 
these tunnels, which in the last 3 years he had done a lot, he usually got told no, until today 
either someone had finally woken up and read his reports or someone upstairs had got sick of 
his borderline obsessive belief of these tunnels that they were finally giving him a special 
force just to shut him the fuck up, either way Kilpatric didn’t care he was getting what he 
wanted and that’s all that mattered. He butts out his cigarette and walked into the Reapers 
Barracks.
‘Attention’ called Max 
‘At ease’ replied Lt Kilpatric ‘I’m here to make you boys an offer’, 
‘Oh yeah’ Said Max ‘and what kind of shitstorm are you dumping us in this time Danny 
boy?’, 
‘Well,’ said Lt ‘just the kind of shit storm you Reapers thrive in, we’ve finally been given or
ders to expose and map the tunnels period, that last opening you boys found back on the Song 
Giang River’,
 ‘Yeah’ said Deano ‘I remember that shit show’
‘The one with that market place partially right on top of the fucken front door,’ said Leeroy 
‘Yeah, I remember that shit hole you aunt telling us we going back there?’ said Willy ‘man 
fuck that last time we went there they basically turned the whole fucken market place on us I 
was getting fruit thrown at me by little old ladies, I mean what the fuck we meant to do about 
that?’.
‘That’s the sweet thing boys’ said Lt ‘you boys can do whatever the fuck you want about it 
because for the next 14 months you boys answer to no one’, after what seemed like hours of 
silence Max spoke up 
‘The fuck you mean no one?’ 
‘I mean NO ONE’ repeated Lt ‘of course you check in with me with updates or anything crit
ical but nothing is to be reported officially, officially you boys are back in Saigon dusting 
crops for the next 14 months’, pausing for a moment to let the Reapers soak it in then added 
‘So, boys I suggest you go and pack your favourite PJs and Teddy bears and be ready to leave 
at 1500 tomorrow’, then raising his voice he yelled ‘Doooooooo you get me’, 
‘We get you sir’ the Reapers yelled back in unison, 
‘Well then boys let’s head to the bar, shall we?’ 
‘Couldn’t have said it better myself’ said Foxy as they filed out the tent.










CHAPTER 21

They boarded   the chopper just after 15:30 and headed straight for the market place, Max 
had briefed them prior to boarding, 
‘W’’We are heading straight for the market boys’ he had stated ‘and when we get there we will 
clear the entrance so company alpha can come in after us and lock it down, once we clear the 
entrance we move straight in we don’t wait for alpha we head in and start tracking and map
ping as usual Foxy will be mapping Jango and Willy will have his back the rest of us will be 
in front clearing the way, Football and Pep will take point’, ‘What if the villagers jump in 
again?’ asked Sammy, 
‘Well,’ replied Max ‘if they are so protective of their land and are happy to help the north then 
as far as I’m concerned, they are to be treated as hostiles, do you boys understand?’, ‘Yes sir 
‘they all repeated but this time not in unison, Max could tell by their response that some of 
the Reapers weren’t too comfortable with treating civilians as hostiles but he didn’t give a 
shit in fact as far as he could reason, if they didn’t have the balls to do what needed to be 
done then they didn’t belong in this outfit and their hesitance could cost them their lives and 
Max wasn’t ok with that as he wanted every Reaper on the same page as him so if they had to 
shed a little weight to sharpen the crew that was fine with him but he thought to himself “If 
any Reaper pussy’s out and costs the life of a good Reaper then I will execute them just as I 
would any VC
They were dropped 5 clicks from the market and had to head through some pretty dense jun
gle before emerging on the village markets along the river, gathering on the east at the clear
ing of the jungle they scoped out the market, having been in a fight here about a year ago they 
discovered a tunnel, they actually weren’t aware of its existence they accidentally stumbled 
on to it and the enemy nearly cut them to pieces and their escape was made even more diffi
cult because the villagers had turned on them, but Max wasn’t going to give them that oppor
tunity this time, this time he had the Reapers strategically place themselves around the whole 
east border so as the Reapers moved in the villagers and any VC had only two options one 
was jump into the ragging Song Giang River and most likely drown or head for the hidden 
opening to the tunnel giving Max and the Reapers the opportunity to storm the entrance and 
secure it for Alpha to set up in there, once a big enough security barrier was set up they 
could run Opps from the entrance and if this is connected to the main underground network 
they may just get a good run at it.
‘
Ok boys’ Max announced ‘on my command shut this shit hole down’, everyone knew what 
that meant and by the looks of his comrades Whack knew they intended to follow 
Max’s bloody slaughter of every single person in this village whether they gave resistance or 
not, Whack just wasn’t prepaid to kill the innocent but he wasn’t prepared to die either so un
like his brothers he wouldn’t be unloading on anything that breathed but he certainly will be 
defending himself if fired upon, each Reaper was crouched low in his position, it was just 
before dusk and there was a lot of shadows starting to settle over the village when Max gave 
the order over the radio, ‘Reapers unleash hell!’ 
As Max stood from his hidden position, he gave each Reaper a mental 
push not much but just enough so they would kill without hesitation, he felt each of their 
minds and found it very easy to influence their thoughts everyone but Whack, Max wasn’t 
surprised by this at night when everyone is asleep Max had found a fun way to pass the time 
since he no longer slept, he would enter the minds of his Reapers and explore their memories 
and find out what made each of them tic, but he soon discovered that Whacks mind wasn’t as 
easy to penetrate it wasn’t as though he couldn’t get into Whacks head it just took a bit more 
of an effort than the rest of them and come to think of it was Whack getting harder to pene-
trate? Was he somehow aware of what Max was doing and trying to block max out? 
“Well,” he thought “I’ll definitely have to look more into this but not now for now I’ll just 
give Whack and extra hard push and maybe that will remind him who he is potentially fuck-
ing with, He sent a very heated thought to Whack and at first it seems to bounce off so this 
time Max turned up the heat and blasted Whacks mind, Whack felt a sudden bolt of pain in 
his brain he shut his eyes and when he reopened them, they were burning green just like 
Max’s eyes, Whack jumped up and let out an almighty war cry und just started to fire on 
everyone in the market place man woman or child it didn’t matter and this in turn spurred the 
rest of the Reapers on and within a second, they were all firing round after round on the  
crowd and nearly every round found its mark.

Football found himself a small mound and threw himself on it and immediately started firing 
his M60 straight into the crowd Screaming at Jad to feed him, from his slightly raised posi-
tion Football had a clear view of nearly the whole market and for him it was like shooting 
fish in a barrel and he wasn’t about to let a few of these yellow bastards get away just be
cause he’d have to stop and reload; Jad always carried a couple of belts of M60 ammo so it 
was quicker to call him, and before he could yell again Jad was laying right beside him ready 
to feed his hungry machine gun and as it was capable of firing 750 rounds a minute it was a 
very hungry weapon indeed, the rest of the Reapers slowly walked in as they were firing 
round after round from their SLRs and nobody was spared, Sammy spotted a young girl hid
ing under a table sheltering two younger boys, he paused for a second as if trying to restrain 
himself then his eyes began to glow a little brighter and a smirk ran across his face as he 
aimed the children up in his sights and fired 3 times blowing the heads off the 3 children he 
stopped and stared and his eyes returned to their normal hazel brown and he let out and al
mighty scream that sounded more like a cry and he fell to the ground and threw up, his 
screams where muffled by the sounds of the gunfire, no one heard him accept Max he not 
only heard Sammy he felt Sammys pain and self-disgust, hmm he thought another one trying 
to block me, he wasn’t sure if Sammy was doing it subconsciously or not but still, he would 
have to keep an eye on Sammy as well as Whack now, 
“ok” he thought ill deal with that later and with that he gave Sammys mind a bit of a squeeze 
and Sammy immediately stood up dusted himself off picked up his SLR and through his 
burning green eyes, he again started picking off civilians, it wasn’t long before most of the 
market goers where dead and those that were still alive and thought they were safely hidden 
only had a couple of minutes left to live as Max knew where every single one of them were 
and he would just mentally let whoever was closest to the particular victim know and they 
would in turn remove them from their hidden place and execute them immediately, looking 
around at the carnage Max and his Reapers created gave Max a very deep satisfaction and 
pride standing amongst the blood and bodies breathing in the scent of death 
“ahhh” he thought “this is what paradise looks like” it was then that he sensed it, he turned 
his head in the direction this sense seemed to come from and there he seen it, a wide smile 
grew across his face and his cock was instantly hard, there sheltered beneath a small trap 
door under a big waste skip was what could only be a terrified family. At this position Max 
couldn’t clearly see but through the ground he could make out 6 figures and two of them 
were taller than the other 4, “great” he thought “now I get to have a little fun”, 
‘Sammy’ he called, go and drag those fucken chinks that are hiding in a pit under that waste 
skip over there but don’t hurt them just bring them to me, 
‘Yes sir’ smiled Sammy his eyes still a bright green, 
‘Whack?’ he called but there was no answer he grabbed his radio ‘Whack where the fuck are 
you’ he hissed but there was no response he looked at all his Reapers they all looked back at 
him with their bright green eyes, 
‘Find him’ he said as Sammy was bringing the prisoners over, Max scanned the battle field 
and there was no sign of Whack, 
‘He must of ran’ said Max to no one in particular, 
‘Hey?’ replied Sammy as he was pushing an older male prisoner to the ground, 
‘Nothing’ said Max but it still irked him to think that even after giving Whack that extra push
he was still able to break free at some point without Max noticing. Max guessed he was prob
ably enjoying the slaughter that much that he probably did feel Whack break the mental link
and he just didn’t care at the time because he was in his moment and at his happiest, so I 
guess I’ll have to even be mindful of that for next time, Whack 
certainly, was beginning to become a real pain in the arse, 
“Well let’s just see how you go after this little exercise Whacky me boy” he thought to him
self as he turned his attention to the trembling prisoners that lay at his feet, and now he could 
see them and they way the two adults were trying to use their bodies as some kind of shields 
over their four children it was obvious that they were a family “Mmmmmmm” thought Max 
“This is going to be a lot of fun”. It was then that Willy called out I found him, Max spun 
sharply to face Willy and Willy was only about 30 meters away standing at a turned over cart 
he bent down out of site and when he re appeared he had his arm around Whack, Whack was 
standing on his own but his head was slumped down with his chin pressed to his chest, this 
unsettled Max why couldn’t he see him behind the cart. Max could see everyone on the batt-
lefield hiding or not yet he couldn’t see Whack sitting a few feet away from him, had Whack
found a way to conceal himself? This was very unsettling indeed   
“Come here” thought Max and gave Whacks mind a little push, Whack shivered a little but didn’t move, Max gave a firmer push, this time Whack swayed a little then seemed to jolt a couple of times but still he didn’t move, 
“Tough guy hey” thought Max and this time he began to squeeze Whacks mind, Whack tried 
to resist but within about 7-8 seconds the pain in his head got too intense he shut his eyes and 
let out a painful scream then reopened his eyes and to Maxs satisfaction they were burning a 
beautiful bright green 
‘Come here Whack I have a present for you’ he whispered, as Whack began to walk over 
Max could feel deep inside his mind, Max had full control but Whack was still very conc-
scious and could see everything he just couldn’t control it, from deep inside himself Whack 
was forced to sit there helpless not only was he unable to stop himself he couldn’t even look 
away. 
‘Ok’ Max said to Sammy ‘grab the old whore’ Sammy grabbed her by the back of her shirt 
and lifted her to her feet one of her Children the older one of the two she was sheltering tried 
to hang onto his mother so Pep stepped in and slammed the butt of his SLR into the boys 
chest hearing a crunch he was sure he had broken a couple of boys ribs and by the way he 
was sucking at air he was now certain of it and to Peps surprise he felt himself getting hard, 
the father tried to grab his now struggling to breath sun and his other daughter while still pro-
tecting his other two youngest son and daughter that were cowering beneath him, but as soon as he moved toward his fallen eldest son Deano smashed him in the back of the head with the side of his riffle, the blow wasn’t 
hard enough to knock him unconscious but it did split the back of his head open and the site 
of this started to turn Deano on a little bit which was something that had never 
happened in a situation like this before, still for Deano it was a welcome feeling, at 
this point Whack was standing beside Max, dreamily he said 
‘Butcher’, 
‘What?’ replied Max, 
‘You are the Butcher’ repeated Whack, still sounding very drowsy ‘You are the butcher who 
tried to cheat the devil, no one cheats the devil’
‘Ooookay’ replied Max ‘I’ll remember that and now I’d like you to remember this and with 
that Whack held out his hand, Max unclipped his sheath with a click of the button and pro-
duced Betty, he held her up to Whacks face and quietly said 
‘She is very hungry tonight; I think you better feed her Whack’ he placed Betty in Whacks 
hand handle first, Whacks fingers began to shake as he wrapped them around the handle, he 
turned and now both his arms were shaking, “Hmmm” Max thought “this black bastard is 
stronger than I gave him credit for after all this he is still trying to resist” he then squeezed a 
little harder at Whacks mind and still slightly shaking but not as much now Whack grabbed 
the young girl who was off to the right of her two youngest siblings, her eldest brother who 
was slowly regaining his breath was on his knees while Leroy held him by the hair with a big 
knife to his throat, tried to grab at Whack so Leroy took his blade and sliced deep across the 
back of his neck instantly severing his spinal cord Leroy felt the dead weight immediately  
and let his hair go allowing him to fall face into the ground the mother screamed and started 
wailing loudly, which pierced Maxs ears, ‘Foxy’ he screamed ‘shut that cunt up’.
Sammy had a firm grip on the back of both her arms and she wasn’t getting away but that 
didn’t stop her screaming and thrashing about but Foxy certainly shut her up by firstly slam-
ming the butt of his gun into her rib cage and smashing a couple of her ribs then raising it and 
slamming it straight into the left side of her face shattering her jaw and sending numerous 
teeth flying in all directions, she went limp in Sammys arms no longer kicking and scream-
ing, she was still making a noise but it was much more pleasant to Max’s ears, this time in
stead of the high- pitched wailing like a wounded pig she now sounded more muffled and had 
a kind of a wheezy hiccup sound.
 As if right on que the father started crying and speaking in a very northern dialect which 
none of the Reapers understood but it was obvious to them that he was pleading to Max, 
looking at the man Max could clearly understand what he was saying in fact to
Max’s ears he was speaking in English.
‘Please don’t hurt my children’ he begged ‘please we are innocent we are not involved we are 
just farmers please I beg you don’t hurt them you can take me but please don’t hurt my wife 
anymore please let her take my children home’ Max just coldly stared at the man and when 
he seemed to be finished Max just shook his head no, he then winked 
at Whack who threw the young girl to the ground and with his left boot he stood squarely on 
her face breaking her nose, she instinctively grabbed at his boot with both hands, Whack 
lifted a slightly trembling right foot and bought it crashing down on her left hand breaking 
her index and middle finger he then stood on her hand and casually bent down and using 
Betty, removed it from her wrist, due to the fact that Betty was so damned heavy and so 
damned sharp and the fact that due to his job as a junior slaughterman at the local piggery be
fore he shipped over to Nam he knew exactly where to slice into the little girl’s wrist and 
where to lift the blade up and over the knuckles of her wrist bones making it a clean and rela-
tively fast job, with his boot still on her face the little girl couldn’t see what was being done
to her otherwise she probably would have passed out but as it was all she could do was
scream a muffled scream under the soul of Whacks heavy boot, this gave the father a bit of
extra strength as he tried to lunge at Whack, Max grabbed the father and spoke to him in his
own northern Vietnamese dialect as he wanted to be sure the man understood him clearly, 
‘Don’t worry he said you will join your family soon enough I promise but until then I want 
you to watch every second of this’.







Chapter 22
‘Whack’ Max hissed; Whack shook violently for a second then raised his boot off the little 
girls face long enough for her to cough out one of her teeth then look at her father and 
whimper, before Whacks boot came crashing down heavily on her face but this time instead 
of standing on her face, he continued to raise his boot and bring it down over and over again 
crushing her skull until there was nothing left but bloody pulp he then stared at the father 
who was now slumped on his knees crying, the bright green in Whacks eyes dimmed to a dull 
green as tears rolled down his face, he then dropped Betty on the ground beside him and
walked back to the overturned cart and sat back down, 
“Yes” Max thought “that will do you for “, 
‘Ok Sammy’ he said as he picked Betty up and put her back in her sheath ‘We’ve got work to 
do, clean this shit up, the rest of you come with me’, Sammy pointed his riffle at the two 
youngest watching them shiver knowing they were old enough to understand made him start 
to get an erection, 
‘When you get to hell tell him The Butcher and his Reapers sent, ya ok kiddies’ he said as he 
squeezed off a couple of rounds into the children’s heads covering their whimpering mother 
with bits of their brains and skulls, 
‘Ok’ he said to the oldest now paraplegic brother ‘because you probably can’t feel anything 
from the neck down I think it would be best if I blow your face of with my shotgun’, which I 
just happen to have strapped to my back, reaching back he unclipped the buckle holding the 
shotgun in place allowing it to fall into his waiting hand, he pumped the gun and pointed the 
barrel at the face of the boy and pulled the trigger blowing his face completely off, he started 
to make a gurgling sound and Sammy couldn’t tell if he was dead or not but either way was 
fine with him because even if the kid had survived the initial blast from the shotgun he would 
most likely be in extreme agony and was bound to die within the next hour or so,  
‘Ok you old cunt it’s your turn’ by now the mother was in deep shock she didn’t make a 
sound she just laid on the ground a bloody mess staring up at the sky, 
‘You watching old mate?’ he said to the father who was still on his hands and knees but now  
had made his way over to his eldest son and was bent over holding him to his chest, because 
the woman’s jaw had been broken it now sat wide open on her face making it 
quite easy for Sammy to press the barrels of his shot gun down her throat she didn’t even 
flinch but looking in her eyes Sammy could feel she was still alive, 
‘Good night sweet love’ he mockingly said as he pulled the trigger and blew the top of her 
head clean off, walking over to the old man he lifted the barrels of his gun and inspected the 
mess the old woman had left on it 
‘Damn ol boy your lucky I’m in a good mood or id make you clean your filthy wife off the 
end of my beautiful shot gun but seeing how I’m such a nice guy I think I’ll do it myself’, 
wiping the barrel up and down the fathers back until he was satisfied it was 
clean enough he grabbed the old man by the hair and raised his head, 
‘I’d appreciate if you looked at me while I’m killing you boy’, he said and pointed the gun at 
the old man’s face he pumped the shells into the chamber, 
‘Give your Mrs and kids my regards he said and with his bright green eyes he stared at his
victim and pulled the trigger, the old man’s head exploded like a rotten pumpkin, wiping the
blood from his face he smiled and ran to catch up with the rest of them. Later that night 
Whack retraced the day through his mind and it sickened him.
Both himself and the Reapers where bad bastards no doubt about it but what they did today
definitely was not the Reapers it was all Max, Max the fucking butcher even now he could

feel the Maxs cold hand gripping his mind but another thing he could also feel was Max’s
grip was loosening, it was barely noticeable but it was loosening all the
same and Whack knew this was the key if he could release Maxs grip firstly over him and 
then the Reapers they may have a chance of ending this storm of violence that was about to 
be unleashed.







CHAPTER 23
Over the next 13 months the Butcher and his  Reapers as they were now known,  rained hell on north Vietnam, they were highly respected by their allies and deeply both hated and feared by their enemy so much so that rumour had it Le Duan , Ho Chi Minh’s successor, had put a very large bounty on the Butchers and his Reapers, rumours had also spread among the north that the Butcher was “Ma Tranh”  a collector of souls who worked for a very ancient demon, a demon that was once a tiger who lived long enough to attack, kill  and feast on the flesh of 100 men  and this frightened a lot of not only the north but also the south Vietnamese, for a lot of their folk law involved tales of a tiger demon, the names and places may differ from tale to tale but the moral remains the same,  no matter what you do never accept the tigers  help or your soul will be taken and you will become “Ma Tranh”, forever owned by the Tigre demon and made to collect souls and a lot of the Vietnamese where very concerned to think an Australian soldier had accepted the tigers help and was now running around their jungle talking souls because to him it wouldn’t matter who’s side you were on a soul is a soul, and that was one thing the north and south did agree on.
Where ever the Butcher and his Reapers went they left a very gory and cruel path of destruct-
tion but it was ignored by the allied forces because as far as they were concerned the
Reapers were getting results. This was partially true they certainly were uncovering a lot of
hidden tunnels and discovering valuable information but the truth was Max knew where 
every single tunnel was and where every single soldier and civilian was and if he wanted, he 
could have ended this war 14 months ago but there was no way the butcher wanted that, he
was in his element here in the jungle talking lives at will to the butcher this was paradise and 
he wasn’t about to hurry this fun time along; he knew the war would end its self in due course 
but until then he intended to have as much fun as he could, but he knew he did have a little 
problem a lot closer to home to deal with and when the time came deal with it he would.

Over the next 13 months through deep meditations Whack had become very good at defend-
ing himself mentally against Max he could now actually not only shield himself from Maxs
mental power but he could also hide his mind from Max which he knew would be critical to
defeating him, he had also managed to get all of the Reapers on board, and was slowly able to
help them strengthen their minds against Max and when he thought they were all strong
enough to repel their evil sergeant they would strike and they would strike suddenly and fur-
iously because they would only get one chance at this.

It wasn’t hard for Whack to convince the Reapers to turn on Max because over the last year
on quite a few occasions Max had let go of their minds at different times and when that hap-
pened each Reaper found himself sickened by some of the atrocities they had committed
while under Max’s grip and once Whack had made them aware of what Max was doing to
them and what he was capable of making them do it terrified them all, these men where
colder than most soldiers but the shit they had done was so far beyond anything even they
could live with and they all agreed it had to be stopped.

November 28th 1972 was the day Whack chose to strike, the war was slowly turning in favour
of the north and he could feel it was going to start wrapping up soon and it wouldn’t be long
before the Reapers would be sent home and there was no way in hell Whack was going to let
that sick fuck go back to Australia to continue his rain of hell, not if Whack could help it. 
Over the last two weeks he and the other Reapers had begun to make plans for Maxs destruct-
tion, they would meet individually with Whack and plan while one or two other Reapers
would try to distract Max both physically with conversation and mentally by letting Max
deeper inside their minds momentarily, the
plan was very simple but done right very lethal, basically all they needed was an opportunity
where Max was in front of them all with no real place to escape and when Whack gave, the
word they would all unload on max and cut him to pieces, and on Tuesday November 28 that
opportunity arrived.
 The Reapers were camped beneath a cliff face all with their backs to the cliff watching the
jungle and waiting for movement when the butcher randomly said

‘Cover me boys I need to drain the lizard’ he walked to the wall of the cliff, unzipped his fly
and began to relieve himself, the Reapers where all basically just about shoulder to
shoulder and they all seemed to sense this was the opportunity they had been waiting for,
they all looked at Whack who just winked and raised his rifle at Max all the Reapers did the
same, there was a second of absolute quietness before it was shattered by the sound of gunfire, all eleven reapers emptied their rounds into Max who after what seemed an eternity to the Reapers fell to the ground and due to the long grass wasn’t able to be seen, cautiously Whack approached the position where Max fell but there was nothing, no body, no blood not even an imprint in the grass then he heard the sound of guns falling to the ground followed by the sound of Max’s laugh from deep inside his mind.

For a long time, Max knew what the Reapers where planning and as much as it disappointed
him it didn’t bother him, he allowed them to think he was losing grip on them so they would
eventually strike. But what did bother him was Whack, that black motherfucker had actually
shut his mind off to Max and although he wasn’t afraid of Whack for, he knew he could not
harm him he still didn’t like the idea of Whack being able to break free from his mental grip
and hide himself from Max, 
““”” Why hadn’t he just killed Whack weeks ago?” he wondered to himself but he could never
answer it, was Whack actually powerful enough to stop Max from killing him? “Oh well” he
thought it didn’t matter now because in a matter of minutes the Reapers would all be dead
and Max would be a hero.

 
Max went into his own form of meditation but unlike Whack he was able to project a visual
image of himself while hiding his physical self, he then went another 25 meters into the jungle and waited for the enemy to pass and when they did Max noted they were a platoon of around 30 north VC all quietly creeping through the jungle once in front
of Max he let his trap spring he cast his visible projection to announce his need to
piss, through his mind’s eye he watched as his Reapers betrayed him and unloaded on him he watched as Charlie reacted to the gun fire and charge and at that moment he let his image fade and he came back to himself and once the gun fire stopped and Charlie was in position he squeezed hard on the minds of the Reapers and forced them all to drop their guns  and at that point Charlie cut his men to pieces and when they had killed them all Max returned the favour and shot every single one of them, he then went to inspect the scene and make sure no one survived.
 After scouring the carnage, he realised Whacks body was nowhere to be seen. ‘You black
motherfucker where the fuck are you?’ he screamed but there was no response he
searched as hard as he could with his mind but there was no sign of Whack, “Well” he
thought “no big deal when he pops his head up, I’ll be there to kick it off”

His plan had worked like a charm he reported back to base that the Reapers had been a
bushed and through a fierce gun fight where ultimately killed but miraculously Max not only
survived but he was able to kill the enemy and escape with his life, an evacuation was imme-
diately ordered and within the hour Max was heading back to his barracks and a week later he
was sent home and awarded a Victoria Cross and declared a hero Whack was never seen
again, and was officially listed as MIA












CHAPTER 24
Returning from war in the Christmas of 72 Max took up residence in Brisbane in a small one
bedroom apartment near the CBD and in the middle of January of 73 he had found himself a
job in a local beef abattoir, the work suited Max and only helped to sharpen his skills with a
knife. Since coming home from war Max had developed a new dress style, he had begun to 
let his hair grow out a little, he certainly wasn’t going to wear it long, he just let it grow e
nough so his natural curls started to come through, just enough to cover his ears and the back 
of his neck, he also started wearing tight fitting black T shirts which helped accentuate his 
large muscular physique, and tight blue denim jeans and to complete his look he wore pointed 
leather boots with heavy silver buckles on each side.
Max was very powerful and was very competent at his job so it didn’t take him too long to
work his way up from knife hand to slaughterman and eventually he became the “sticker” a
name given to the guy who slits the cattle’s throat. a labourer would then shackle its ankle
and through a hook at the end of the shackle would attach it to the chain which would lift the
beast up above their heads so it could bleed, it would then travel along the chain into a 50
meter metal trench full of boiling water then through a tumbler to remove what fur was left
then through a flame box just to be sure all the fur was gone then out to the main floor to be
gutted cleaned and quartered. Max was known on occasion to show cruelty to the cattle for
no apparent reason, things like holding the stun gun on them far longer than needed, kicking
the calves in the stomach as hard as he could, just odd random acts of violence for shits and
giggles, but if he was having a bad day, he would have no hesitation to make the beasts suffer
for it, and more often than not on those particular occasions he would not slit the poor beasts
throat instead he would shackle the unconscious cow or bull and let it go into the boiling
water alive and it was a very brutal and slow way for it to die a lot of the other guys he
worked with didn’t like the way he treated the cattle but no one was game enough to say an
thing for they had learned early on when Max had first started how dangerous he could be
when he lost his temper, the second week Max had been working there was invited by a few
of his workmates to come for a couple of drinks at the Winchester Arms hotel when their
shift had ended. The Winchester Arms was one of the roughest bars in Brisbane at the time
and it was not uncommon for at least one fight to break out every night, it was attended by
not only the guys who worked for the abattoirs but also the guys on the docks and also quite
a few local knock around guys that didn’t mind pulling the odd armed robbery when their funds were a little low, if you didn’t know how to fight, you’d be better off staying clear of the place.
While they were there this particular night 3 big Tongan fellows had come in for a drink,
Max was playing a game of pool with one of the other knife hands named Peter when one of
the Tongan guys for no reason started being a smart arse to Peter because he had long hair,
saying things like 
‘I like your girly hair pretty boy’ and at one point when Pete had bent over to take a shot in
front of them the smartarse Tongan turned to his two mates and said 
‘You know what boys I’m feeling pretty horny at the moment ill finish my drink and take
this little bitch out into the car park and get a blow job and with that Max flew at him and
smashed him on the side of the head with his beer glass he then rammed the rest of the bro-
ken glass into his face, the two other Tongans immediately came to their friend’s defence but
Max was far too quick, as they both came at him, he booted one in the balls and as he was co
lapsing to his knees he kicked him right in the face with his heel breaking the big guy’s nose
and spreading it across his face and the second his foot hit the floor he sprang off it and
launched himself at the last guy hitting him so hard that everyone could hear his jaw break and a couple of his teeth went flying across the bar Max then went back to the first guy who was bleeding from the broken
glass in his face and grabbed him by the hair and said to anyone who was listening 
‘I think I’ll take this guy out to the car park and get him to suck MY dick but I don’t want his
teeth to scratch my cock and with his free hand he grabbed the big thick glass ashtray that
was solid enough to survive many of knocks off the bar without even cracking and began
smashing it into the guy’s mouth repetitively knocking nearly all of his teeth out, at that point
all of his work mates stepped in and basically got between Max and the Tongans and half of
them tried to lead Max away while the others basically
pushed the 3 Tongans out the door and told them not to bother coming back. Over the next
few weeks and after a few more fights with some well-known tough guys at the Winchester
Maxs reputation as a very tough man had become cemented, It wasn’t long before Max was a
regular at the Winchester he liked it there the beer was cold there was always a good fight to
be had or seen and with the crowd the Winchester drew there wasn’t much you couldn’t get
once the other regulars new you, Max had developed a taste for pot while in Nam so it was
very handy for him because everything was for sale in that place and no matter what you
seem to need someone usually was able to provide it.  One night Max bought a lock pick gun
off a friendly fellow bar fly it looked like a smaller version of a 9mm hand gun but on the end
of it was a thin straight piece of metal and along with the little Allen key tool that he got with
it there wasn’t a lock he couldn’t pick; he tried it firstly on his lock because he had only re-
cently purchased a new Lockwood deadlock and the guy who sold it to him (an

other good patron of the Winchester) told him it was totally fool proof that nobody could
break into your apartment with that lock so when he got home that night just as the guy who
sold him the pic gun told him too he slid the end of the pic gun into the top of the lock then
he slid the Alen key tool into the bottom of the lock and applied a little pressure turning it to
the left while he pressed the trigger of the pic gun after only 3 clicks of the trigger his lock
gave way and his door swung open, ok he thought I’ll get my money back from that cheeky
cunt who sold me the lock, the following night after Max had smashed him in the left eye and
rammed his head into the bar the would be lock salesman decided to refund Max his money.  
Between killing cattle and fighting at the Winchester Max seemed to have settled his blood


lust for now and was living a seemingly normal life but around the summer of 78 Max was
growing restless he just wasn’t feeling satisfied he started thinking more and more about kil
ing and the more he would think about it the more he was finding it
hard to resist and on Christmas eve after a few drinks at the Winchester he decided to indulg-
ing
himself in a little Christmas treat, he left the bar around 7pm and jumped in his Black Ford
XB coupe and started hunting, he drove around the valley in Brisbane and it wasn’t long be-
fore he found his prey, a woman was walking down the road with her arms full of shopping
bags











CHAPTER 25
 Max drove past her and thought she will do nicely, he parked about 250 meters up the road
from her and got out and started to walk towards her, the woman seen Max as he approached
her but as Max seemed to be looking the other direction and not paying her any attention she 
wasn’t concerned, just as Max was within a meter from her, he suddenly stepped in her path 
causing her to stop she looked in his bright green eyes and
was frozen with fear, for what she could see wasn’t human, his eyes had an animal look about
them and then Max almost casually clinched his fist and king hit her knocking her uncon-
scious to the ground he then casually bent down, picked her up and threw her over his shoul-
der and took her back to his car, while holding her over his shoulder with one hand he opened
his back door with the other hand and laid her out on his
back seat, he jumped behind the steering wheel started the engine and drove off down the
road nobody had seen a thing, not that Max really cared as he was far too focused about what
joy he was going to have with his prey, now he thought where can I take her, he couldn’t take
her back to his apartment as it was too risky that someone might see them and then there
would be more bodies to hide, so he started to think of a nice spot it was then that he remem-
bered an old fishing spot about 30 minutes south where there was nothing but a salt water 
river and a lot of forest, yes, he
thought that could do nicely, although he hadn’t been there since he was a kid, he was sur-
prised to learn he still knew exactly how to get there and much to his happiness the place
hadn’t changed, it was still a lonely stretch of river in the middle of nowhere he pulled up
near the river, reached over and opened his glove box and their lay Betty in her sheath, ah he
thought beautiful Betty my one true love he stuck the sheath down the back of his pants
hopped out of the car, opened the back door and grabbed the woman out of the car and once
again, threw her over his shoulder and began to carry her through the bushes and down to the
river, he laid her on her stomach on the sandy bank and said out loud 
‘Now to make sure you’re a good little whore and don’t run away from Daddy I’m just going
to snip your ankles’, he pulled Betty out of her sheath and ran the blade along the back of her
right ankle and instantly severed her tendons this sharp pain seems to bring her out of her
slumber and she started to moan groggily he then ran the blade across her left ankle and that
time he was sure he heard the twang of her tendons as he cut them apart and with that his vic-
tim started to wail he kicked her a couple of time in the ribs knocking the wind out of her as
she lay face down in the sand gasping for air, he rolled her over and knelt on her chest, 
‘Now listen here you little cunt’ he said ‘I don’t want to hear that horrible whiny voice an
more and if I do ill cut your fucking tongue out do you understand me?’ he said, still trying
to get her breath back she nodded, he stayed kneeling on her chest but did release some of
the pressure allowing her to suck more air into her lungs, when he was satisfied that she could
once again breath and give him her full attention he held his
knife up to her face so she could clearly see it, 
‘This is my girlfriend Betty, and Betty has an unquenchable thirst for blood and as I’m the
main man in her life, well I guess it’s my responsibility to quench her thirst so to speak and
this my dirty slut is where you come in, you see I am going to kill you tonight and I want
you to make no mistakes about that, you are going to be tortured very slowly and I’m going
to do all I can to keep you alive and conscious throughout the whole ordeal’ in pain and teri-
fied the woman screamed which only caused Max to laugh,
‘What did I say?’ ‘Now didn’t I tell you what would happen if I had to hear that whiny
whinging voice of yours?’, 
‘Please’ she begged ‘I’m sorry please don’t kill me please I have two children who need me,
their father died in the war and I’m all they have now please let me go home to them please 
I promise I won’t tell a soul’
‘Oh’ Max said ‘and what would be the fun in that besides don’t worry about your children
because if it’s true what you say about their father being dead then I can assume they are both
probably at home with the baby sitter and once I’m done with you, I’m going
to go back to my car where I’ve left your hand bag and I bet if I go through your purse, I’ll
find your identification which I again assume will have your address and if so, I will make
my way over there and kill them and the fucking baby sitter just as horribly as I’m about to 
kill you’, the woman now absolutely horrified screamed at the top of her lungs 
‘HELP, HELP PLEASE SOMEBODY HELP ME’ Max began to laugh 
‘don’t you get it you stupid cunt we are in the middle of fucking nowhere and there’s no one
around to hear you look ill scream with you 
‘PLEASE SOMEBODY HELP THIS WOMAN IS ABOUT TO DIE HORRIBLY WONT
SOMBODY PLEASE COME TO HER RESCUE’ but no one heard, Max then smiled and
said ‘Hey baby you wanna make out?’ and bent down and tried to kiss her but she closed her
mouth so he bit down hard on her lips, he could taste her blood in his mouth as he slowly tore
her lips away from her face, he spat her them out and whispered mockingly  
‘Oh, baby that was so good I want more’ he then smashed her in the mouth with the handle of
his knife knocking her front teeth out 
‘That’s better baby now we can really have some fun, do you like being penetrated, he said
and lifted her dress up around her waist don’t worry baby he said you can leave your panties
on I don’t want to have to see your filthy hole he then lent down and began to kiss her but
with no lips or teeth this time she couldn’t stop him from entering her mouth as he did, he
could once again taste her blood and this made him instantly hard, he sucked her tongue into
his mouth and bite down hard severing her tongue which he swallowed whole 
‘Mmmmm’ he said ‘tastes like chicken, now for Bettys turn’ he then slid his blade up into her 
vagina and started fucking her with it, he found the sound she made trying to scream with no 
lips and tongue quiet amusing and he started to imitate her 
‘uuuuughh’ he screamed to her ‘uuuggghhh you cunt’ he hissed he then lent back down and 
while still moving the blade inside and out of her he bit down on her nose but this wasn’t as 
easy to remove as her lips and tongue this he could tell was going to take a bit more work, he 
bit down even harder and started shaking his head back and forth he gradually could feel her 
nose start to tear away from her face which inspired him to keep going grinding his teeth to
gether as he slowly bit her nose off, once he had managed to remove it, he spat it back into his 
hands to show her but to his disappointment she had passed out. He went to the river and 
scooped up a handful of water and dumped it on her face and she started to stir “yes of 
course” he thought “that sting from the salt water should help wake her up” so he did it a few 
more times and she started coming around he waited a few minutes until she was awake 
‘So’ he announced in a somewhat cheerful manner ‘let’s make a little bet, shall we? if your 
ID is in your purse I’ll kill you quickly so I still have enough time to get back to your place 
and slaughter your children and if it’s not I’ll keep you alive until dawn what do you say?’, 
she said nothing, 
‘Ok I’ll take that bet he said, and he hopped up and headed back to the car, the woman lay in 
between life and death staring up at the night sky praying to god that by some miracle her li
cense wasn’t in her hand bag, she could still feel the knife imbedded inside her but she was in 
shock and far too weak to move, it wasn’t long later she heard the heavy footsteps and the 
sound of someone whistling with her last amount of mental strength she prayed to god that 
this was someone going for a late-night stroll in the bushes but it was not to be.
 Max stood over her and spoke 
‘Well now my little lady I think we have hit a stroke off good luck’ and he showed her li
cense to her, ‘looks like you get to punch out now instead of staying on till morning and 
don’t worry about your kids you’ll see them soon enough just let me have a little fun with 
them first,’ he then knelt down and slowly removed Betty from her vagina, he bought it up so 
she could see the blade shinning in the moonlight, once he was sure he had her attention he 
drove the blade right into her left eye, making a circle motion he removed her eye he then re
peated the process on her right eye at this time the woman had either passed out again or died 
Max wasn’t sure nor did he care, he removed his boots and pants and picked her up this time 
in his arms and carried her into the slow-moving river, when he was a little over waist height 
he let he go and she went floating down the river, with a bit of luck the local Bull sharks will 
have a good feed tonight. 
Back on the bank he put his pants and boots back on, he reached into his pocket and pulled 
out the woman’s license, 
‘Righto’ he said in an upbeat voice ‘time to check on the kids’ as he headed back to his car 













CHAPTER 26				
Max arrived at the address on the woman’s license and the house was dark and quiet consid
ering how late it was Max assumed the baby sitter and the children would be fast asleep, good 
he thought that will mean I can wake one at a time and have a lot of one-on-one time with 
each of them before I turn their lights out, it was a small L shaped weather board house,  
Max went around the perimeter checking the windows and he discovered the loungeroom 
window around the back was wide open, he unsheathed Betty and ran her blade around the 
fly screen and removed it completely he then grabbed the top of the window, lifted his legs 
and quietly jumped inside, looking around the house he could tell she was a battler, she had a 
couch and a portable tv on a stand in the loungeroom but not much else, in her kitchen was a 
small gas stove and a small round table with 3 seats and on the right wall was a sink and be
side that was a free-standing cupboard which contained all their cutlery heading down the hall 
the floor boards creaked under his feet “Fuck” he thought this could wake them up and spoil 
all my fun but it couldn’t be helped he surmised “well if that does happen then I’ll have to 
make it a bit quicker’ as he approached the first door in the hallway, he felt the heat rising in
side him again, his senses began to sharpen as he mentally scanned the house for signs of life 
but to his disappointment he could not sense anyone, hmmm he thought as he turned the han
dle of the bedroom door perhaps my senses aren’t as sharp as they were back in Nam but 
when he opened the door, he could see straight away that the room was empty and the bed 

was still made, the rage immediately exploded from him FUCK he screamed as he made his 
way down the hall he kicked the next door open and it was one of the kids bedrooms and just 
like the master bedroom it too was empty and the bed was still made, he was now seething he 
continued down the hall he opened the final bedroom door and again nothing.  He was 
burning with rage by now 
‘FUUUUCK’ he yelled again he had been so excited to get here and now there was nothing
he made his way back to the loungeroom and slumped into the couch, 
‘They must be at the baby sitters house I should have made that cunt tell me’, he said out loud
to an empty house he couldn’t believe she was able to keep that from him while he was tor
turing her he had looked into her mind but all he could sense was terror, either she knew what 
she was doing and was able to keep her thoughts of her children to herself or she was in so 
much shock that her kids never even entered her thoughts either way it didn’t matter much 
now, with all this rage and hatred built up inside him he knew he wouldn’t settle again to
night until he tasted more blood, 
‘Think’ he again said aloud ‘think’ and then it hit him before he went to Nam, he on occasion 
would go to a park just a little north of Brisbane where it was common for gay men to meet in 
the public toilets for a bit of fun so maybe he could satisfy his blood lust there
, he got up and 
walked out the front door and headed for his car but as he was approaching it, he heard a 
voice behind him say 
‘Can I help you mate’ He spun around to see a tall man with broad shoulders standing about 
five feet from him, 
‘No’ Max calmly replied ‘but can I help you?’ 
‘What the fuck where you doing in my neighbour’s house?’ the tall man said, and a broad 
smile appeared on Max’s face perhaps he would be able to have a little fun after all, he sunk 
slightly making himself look smaller and in a quivering voice he said 
‘Nothing, I’m sorry I must have’ and then he trailed off, 
‘What?’ yelled the man, Max mumbled and cowered at the same time
‘Speak up arsehole’ the tall man demanded as he stepped forward, again Max just mumbled 
in a quiet tone 
‘What the fuck did you say’ the tall man asked again as he grabbed Max by the throat, with a 
huge smile Max said in a clear flat voice 
‘I said Betty wants to meet you’ and he quickly pulled Betty from her sheath and drove it 
straight into the man’s stomach, his eyes widened as Max effortlessly ran the blade up from 
his stomach to his sternum, 
‘I said’ repeated Max ‘you should mind your own fucking business’, he withdrew his blade 
and watched as the man’s intestines fell to the ground his bottom lip quivered and his eyes 
rolled back in his skull and he dropped to the ground landing in his own pool of blood and 
entrails, he then heard a female voice call out
‘Grant? Grant what’s going on?’ “Ah “he thought “the wife” he turned and standing at the 
front door of the neighbour’s house was a woman in her nightie, 
‘Grant’ she called ‘are you alright’, obviously she couldn’t clearly see in the darkness what 
was happening so Max seized the opportunity he turned and put his head down 
‘Nothing honey’ he said as he quickly marched towards her 
‘Grant?’ she said again but this time he could sense the uncertainty in her voice, he quickened 
his pace and was on her within a second, she let out a small squeal as Max jumped on her 
pushing her through her doorway, Max wasn’t sure if the scream had woken any other neigh
bours or even anyone else that may be in her house so he stuck betty straight into her mouth, 
staring into her terrified eyes he started turning the blade from left to right, the woman was 
gurgling as blood started pouring from her mouth
He removed the blade and looked around to see if there were any more unwelcomed wit
nesses and seeing no one he stood up, he could see the woman was dying and he knew he 
wouldn’t have much more time to relish in her suffering, his cock was so hard now it felt like 
it would bust, 
‘Goodnight sweet heart well it’s time to go’ he lightly sang as he bought his boot down heav
ily on her face, hearing the crunch of her nose he raised his boot and bought it back down 
again, and again while still singing 
‘Goodnight sweat heart well it’s time to go, I hate to leave you but I really must say good 
night sweet heart good night’ and with the last stomp he pushed as hard as he could and the 
woman’s head actually cracked open he then wiped his boot on her chest and walked back to 
his car and as he sat in his car, he felt a wet patch in his crotch hmmm he thought “I don’t usu
ally cum that quick” he giggled to himself and turned the ignition on “Well” he thought “I’ll 
leave the fags for another time” and he pulled out careful not to run over the man slumped in 
a pool of his own blood and guts as he didn’t want to dirty his car, turning left at the end of 
the street he headed home now satisfied for the time being
















CHAPTER 27	
 Over the next two years Max continued to work at the abattoir he liked it there he enjoyed
the work and got along with a lot of the other workers, he had made somewhat of a life for 
himself and every couple of months he would head out at night and find himself a victim de
pending on his urges and his opportunities he would either make it a fast kill or a slow kill, 
he much preferred the slow kills but due to the noise and lack of opportunity he couldn’t al
ways stretch it out, on those occasions he would pick his victim and when he could he would 
pounce and usually either disembowel them or if he had to be really quiet, he would slit their 
throat but he always stayed to look them in the eyes and watch their lights fade out, Max 
loved watching them die and at the moment of death he would enjoy watching their eyes dim 
, it gave him great satisfaction, when a kill had to be quick and Max couldn’t stretch it out for 
what -ever reason he would try his best to shock the people who would discover the body for 
him being able to mentally scar someone was often as good as the killing, just knowing that 
there are people out there who will never be the same again all because he had entered their 
life gave Max such satisfaction and joy, but there were other times when the kill could of 
lasted a lot longer but Max chooses the mental scaring option instead like the night in June of 
83 he followed a man home from the train station he followed about 30 meters behind as not 
to be noticed feeling that beautiful heat inside him starting to burn knowing he has found his 
kill and when the man entered his home he went to the front yard and peered through the win
dow, he watched the man greet a woman possibly his wife or significant other, watched 
them have dinner followed by a little tv until heading upstairs for bed he watched to see 
which lights were turned on so he could get a bit of an idea of the layout and when the final 
light went out at 10:38 pm he knew which room was their bed room, he then waited exactly 
4 hours, he didn’t know why but all his life he liked to do things in even numbers, it wasn’t as 
if he had to but he definitely felt more comfortable if he did so at 2:38 am with his insides 
burning once again with that beautiful heat he approached their back door pulling out his 
lock pic he unlocked their door with two clicks he waited to see if the sound had disturbed 
anyone and after two minutes he opened the back door and left it open, it was a still night so 
the chance of the wind slamming it shut was minable he crept up the stairs and turned left 
down the small hallway to where his victim lay, he crept into the master bedroom although it 
was pitch black inside the house Max could see quiet well he made his way around to the side 
the male was on, the man was on his back with his mouth slightly open, he knelt down and 
watched the man sleep his cock began to pulsate in his pants he was so turned on at this point 
that he was struggling to contain himself but he had to stay quiet as he didn’t want to wake 
the female he counted slowly to 8 then in a swift motion he placed his right hand firmly over 
the man’s mouth and with his left hand he ran betty deep across his throat, he pushed that 
hard on the blade that it ran straight into the knuckle of his victims spine he tilted the blade 
45 degrees and found the knuckle joint and sliced straight through it, the man made a slight 
guggling sound but that was it and the woman beside didn’t even stir he removed the pillow 
from behind the man’s head so he could open the wound more he then stuck his knife Betty 
up into the open wound and made two slices one either side of his throat severing the tendons 
that hold the tongue he then reached in with his right hand and grabbed the man’s tongue and 
yanked down on it pulling it through the open wound in his throat and laying it out on his 
chest creating a Columbian neck tie, giggling to himself he stood and walked over to the 
woman, he crouched down beside her, he watched her sleep starring at her intently not mov
ing a muscle for the next hour, he had no intention of killing this woman, no he wanted her 
to suffer, he wanted her to wake in the morning to discover her lover lying dead beside her 
covered in blood with his tongue on his chest, he wanted to scar this woman make her feel so 
vulnerable forever knowing that while she slept a man had entered her room and butchered 
her partner, he wanted her to always wonder why she had been spared and did the intruder 
plan to one day come back and finish the job basically he wanted this woman to think about 
him every night she went to bed for the rest of her life. “Oooooohhh” he thought “oh how I 
wish I could be here when you woke just too see her face and hear her scream that would be 
divine” but he had to show strength, this was for the long game, he slowly rose to his feet and 
with a tinge of regret, he made his way out of the home and back to the train station to get his 
car and go home for the night.


Sometimes Max could go for months without murdering and sometimes he couldn’t go for 
more than a week it was all random to him and he never really knew why nor did he care all 
he did know was when the kill was on and that first spark of heat ignited inside there was not 
a thing on this earth that would get between him and his prey.


One time in December of 84 Max was strolling through park and there was a group of young 
people having a BBQ, they had their radio blasting and where drinking and just having fun as 
Max walked past them nobody paid him any attention but Max with the heat burning inside 
and his senses alight, had paid attention to all of them, in fact there was 16 in all 10 males and 
6 females, Perfect he thought as he spied the public toilets no more than 100 meters away  

” With all that beer” he reasoned “it won’t be long before one of those little fucks will need to 
piss” as he made his way over to the toilet block, the entrance to the female toilet was 
around the corner of the toilet block and out of site from the kids at the BBQ, perfect he 
thought once again the universe is on my side as he entered the female toilets, and locked 
himself in the first stall closet to the door he then pulled his black leather gloves from his 
back pocket and put them on, he didn’t have to wait long before two females came in to use 
the bathroom, Max lifted his feet up so as not to be seen when the two girls entered they 
we’re laughing and one was asking the other if she was coming back to her house after the 
BBQ to which the other voice replied 
‘Dunno yet depends if Tim asks me to come back to his or not’
 ‘Wooooow’ replied the other ‘fair enough’ and then he heard them close their doors and 
begin to urinate, he heard one toilet flush and hear the woman exit the stall and wash her 
hands he then heard the electric hand dryer start up after about 20 seconds it stopped, he then 
heard one girl say 
‘Are you alright in there Wendy?’ 
‘Yes’, replied the other girl ‘you go on I’ll be out in a minute’, 
‘Ok girl’ said the friend then Max heard her footsteps as she walked out of the toilet block 
and back to the BBQ. He waited in silence then after a few more minutes he heard Wendy 
wiping then he heard her flush the toilet and that’s when he made his move, he opened his 
door just as Wendy opened hers and he pounced on her throwing her backwards on to the 
floor, before she knew what hit her Max had his hand firmly over her mouth pushing down 
with enough force to make her lips bleed, 
‘shhhhh now Wendy’ he whispered just keep your pretty mouth shut and you will survive
this, he then pulled Betty out of sheath that was tucked behind his back, and said ‘Now I’m
going to take my hand off your mouth but I swear to God if you make a single peep I will 
ram this blade through your fucken eye do you get me?’ 
Starring deep into her eyes he continued
‘Now blink twice if you understand and are willing to oblige’, she blinks twice and Max
slowly removed his hand, the girl was sobbing so Max waved his index finger, 
‘Remember Wendy not a peep’, he then grabbed the bottom of her dress and ran the blade all
the way up it cutting it down the centre exposing her bra and underpants, 
‘Ok’ he said in a very calm and steady voice ‘I just want to fuck you and then I’ll leave, ok?
 Wendy nodded, she couldn’t believe what was happening to her, her parents had warned her 
about rapists who hang around public toilets but she never thought it
would happen to her, the man told her to pull down her panties and as she did all she could
think was “I hope I don’t get aids from him” once she had removed her undies then man pos-
tioned himself between her legs, ‘Oh god she thought this is actually about to happen” it was
then she realised the man towering over her was still fully clothed, how is this man going to
rape me with his clothes on she thought then she felt it, a sharp pain just above her pelvis,
what she thought this doesn’t feel like sex then the pain intensified and began to rise up her
stomach she looked down and could see the man’s blood covered hands gripped around a
black object protruding from her stomach, she watched in horror as the man slowly bought it
up higher and higher until it reached her bra, for some reason she thought her bra might stop
it but it slid right
through it by now her whole torso felt as though it had hot lava running over it, she looked at
her attacker in the eyes and she was amazed at how bright yet at the same time how dead they
were, she seen his mouth moving but she couldn’t hear a thing her ears were ringing, then
her world turned black, Max was burning inside and the moment he stuck the blade into her
navel and watched it slide effortlessly inside her his internal heat rose and as he slid his blade
up her stomach the heat burned hotter and hotter inside he bought the blade up to her rib
cage, and stopped for a moment holding the blade right up to her sternum he stared in her
eyes and watched as the light behind her eyes slowly dimmed, 
‘Good night sweet heart goodnight’ he hummed then he removed his blade and ran it once

horizontally under her sternum and once horizontally across her pelvis he then opened her en-
tire stomach up and placed her intestine on the floor beside her, he stood over
his work for a moment taking in the site for later memories, he then turned washed
his hands under the tap even though he was wearing his gloves he didn’t want blood getting
everywhere, he had managed to get a little bit of blood on his T-shirt but as with most of his clothes it was black  at first glance it wasn’t really noticeable , he removed his gloves put them in his back pocket he then gave Betty a quick rinse and a wipe down with hand paper put her back in her sheath and headed out the door, his car was parked about a kilometre away but in the opposite direction and he didn’t want to walk past the kids from the BBQ again so he headed north for until he came to a street on his left which he walked down and was back on the main road where he began to walk south back to his car , he knew it wouldn’t be long until the girl was
discovered and if someone did pay him a closer look, they may just see the wet stains on his
shirt and make a connection or at least take a mental note to which they could describe him to
police later, but he managed to make it back to his car unnoticed, he looked north in the d
rection of the BBQs he could see people but couldn’t make out what was happening, “oh
well,” he thought “if they haven’t found her yet they soon will” he jumped into his car and
with a turn of the key fired it to life, driving home he was rock hard thinking about all the di-
fferent scenarios of her body being discovered either by her friends or a stranger or a kid.
“Mmmmmm” he thought “the site I left her body would scar anyone but a little kid would
never get over that”, 
‘Oooooooohhhhhh’ he sighed as his cock throbbed

CHAPTER 28

The next 15 years seem to fly by for Max he stayed working at the abattoir and every couple
of months he would go out to the Valley and hunt some prey and when he was done he would
head towards the Gold Coast and dump their bodies in either bush land or saltwater creek
sometimes he would pick up gay guys at the public toilets promising them sex if they cam
home with him but he never had sex with anyone anymore he got his sexual pleasure from
committing murders, for him the act of killing was so incredibly sexual and the orgasms
where far more intense than when he used to cum from sex that he could never imagine hi
self ever fucking anyone again and he was more than happy with that, one thing he noticed
was the more pain and suffering he could inflict on his victims the more intense the orgasms
were.


One warm November night in 92 Max dreamt he was fucking a plumb black-haired woman
gripping her throat as he drove his cock deeper and harder into her until he couldn’t hold on
any longer, he woke himself by yelling and when he opened his eyes, he found himself lying
naked wet with sweat and out of breath, he looked down to see he had cum all over himself, 
“‘”” What the fuck was that?” he thought “a nun! Man, I am fucked up”
Max went to work the next day happier than he’d been since leaving Vietnam, he spent his day slaughtering cattle and singing along
with the radio, one of his co-workers who was hanging the cattle beside him said ‘W “’What’s up with you today Max did you get laid or something last night?’ normally Max would have snapped back to mind his own business but not today, today he was on top of the world 
‘ ‘Yer mate’ he answered I sure did, 
‘’Well, done ol boy’ said his colleague ‘I’d say that calls for a drink at the Winchester this arvo wouldn’t you agree?’ 
‘Yer sure” he said that afternoon max headed down to the Winchester still feeling on top of the world, thinking about last night had made him hard again 
‘Ok Max’ he said quietly to himself, ‘take it easy and don’t shit in your backyard as he walked in the door of the hotel, he made his way up to the bar where he could see a couple of his work mates leaning on the bar drinking, one of them turned and when he seen Max walking up, he yelled 
‘Here he is the sex symbol of Brissy’ and they all laughed and cheered, one of them called to the bartender 
‘Get this stud a beer would you mate’, at which the bar tender winked and smiled and started pouring a nice cold beer he placed it on the bar as Max approached giving him a nod Max grabbed the glass and turned to his mates 
‘Cheers boys’ he said and took a big gulp of beer ‘ahhhh that hits the fucken spot, so who’s up for a game of pool?’ he said, 
‘Yeah, all right’ said Gibbo the red headed slaughterman who not only worked alongside Max at the abattoir but also rented at unit in the same building    
‘I’ll beat ya if you want but you’ll have to wait, the tables being used’ , a little disappointed he’d have to wait Max walked down the bar to where he could see into the lounge and Gibbo was right so Max walked through into the lounge and but his 20cent coin on the edge of the pool table to let people know he was reserving the table for the next game he walked back into the bar and continued drinking about 15 minutes later Max thought he’d check and see how the pool table was going surely they must be nearly finished by now and as he was walking towards the longue he noticed two things one was the pool table was in use and two it was different people playing pool in fact the two new people playing where members of the Dead Outlaws motor cycle club both of them where quiet big and full of tattoos, the one closet to Max had long hair and a full face beard the other was bald with a goatee  , he approached the table and said 
‘Boys what r u doing I put my coin on the table?’ 
‘I don’t see no fucking coin’ said the first guy closest to Max, 
‘Well, I put a fucken coin their mate’ Max said starting to feel a small spark of heat inside, 
‘Oh’ said the bald one ‘On the other side of the table that coin? yeah I seen that and I used it for our game’ he said with a grin 
‘Now fuck off before I shove this que so far up your arse it comes out your faggot mouth’ and that was it the spark inside Max turned instantly into a ragging inferno he swung his right fist straight into the jaw of the guy standing closest to him and shattering it with one blow then moving quicker than most could see he leapt the pool table and threw himself on top of the other guy sending him crashing on his back as Max threw a storm of punches into his face ,Max was smashing him over and over again breaking his nose, cheek bones and  fracturing his left eye socket to the point the guys eye popped out of his head, this made Max immediately stop.
To Max it was possibly the funniest site he’d ever seen this big bald biker covered in tattoos laying on the floor screaming while his eye was hanging out of his head, Max stood up laughing and said 
‘Have a look at you two fuck wits, just have a look at yas, weak as fucken piss’ walking past the biker he first hit he noticed the guy while sitting on his arse holding his jaw and bleeding from the mouth was glaring at him in a menacing way, 
‘The fuck are you still looking at fuckwit?’ he said then booted the guy right in the face knocking him unconscious 
‘C’mon Gibbo’ he shouted ‘rack em up’, Gibbo heard Max call from the lounge he grabbed his pot and walked into the lounge and straight away he noticed the two bikers on the floor ‘Fuck me’ he said ‘what happened here?’  
‘Fucked if I know’ Max replied ‘from the looks of it I don’t think they could handle their piss mate’, both men broke into laughter and as Gibbo was racking the balls into the triangle the barman was calling the ambulance.
 A couple of nights later 5 of the dead outlaws showed up outside his apartment carrying on yelling for Max to come outside, this angered him greatly, if they didn’t shut the fuck up it wouldn’t be long before someone would call the cops and although the cops didn’t bother him he still didn’t want them poking around, at this point the police had no interest in Max and he wanted to keep it that way so he went down stairs to face  these so called tough guys , as he approached the landing at the bottom of the stairs leading to his apartment he was confronted by one of the biggest guys he had ever seen, this biker stood around 7 ft tall and had very broad shoulders and huge biceps from the tribal tattoos over his face Max guessed he was Māori “Nice” Max thought “I’ll take the biggest one out first”
 Two other bikers where standing with their arms folded near their bikes and the another two were sitting on their bikes smoking cigarettes from their relaxed stance Max knew they didn’t really see him as a threat and probably thought this huge Māori would sort it out for them but they were about to find out how wrong they were, the fire had started burning inside Max as he walked out his front door sharpening his senses and raising his core temperature and by the time he had reached the landing his blood was on fire, his cock  as hard as iron and he was beyond ready. The Māori opened his mouth to speak but before he could get a word out Max flew into action, jamming his left hand straight into the Māori’s mouth and using all his strength he yanked down on the bikers bottom jaw actually pulling it away from his skull in that split second Max could hear the muscles tear as he ripped down on the jaw bone, with his right hand he delivered around six king hits into the bikers face , he was most likely unconscious after the first or second blow but due to Maxs speed his legs didn’t actually crumble until around the sixth blow, at this stage the other two bikers set on him, he let go of the Māori and focused his attention on the two that where charging him, out of the corner of his eye he seen the two on their bikes straighten up no doubt they would be dismounting their bikes momentarily so he would keep them in his range of site, the two charging him come at him front on “Nice” he thought and delivered a high side kick to ones throat instantly shattering his Adams apple, the biker fell to the ground holding his throat while making a gurgling sound this distracted the other biker for a fraction of a microsecond but that was all Max needed, he leapt at the man landing with his knees in the his chest  the impact sent the man crashing to the ground with Max still on his chest. From there Max dove his fingers into the man’s eye sockets he jammed them in so deep and hard he felt one of the man’s eyeballs burst, Max heard the pop and he nearly came in his pants, by now the other two bikers had jumped off their bikes and because of how close Max had landed too them when he had leaped at their friend  they were in kicking distance from the moment they dismounted their bikes , they both started kicking into Max one on his left the other on his right the one on his left was mostly kicking his body but the one the right had landed a few good ones to Max’s head and he did not like it one bit, the fact that when he had landed on the 3rd biker right between the two sitting on their bikes and with all the pleasure popping the other guys eye in his skull Max had been too close and momentarily distracted which had enabled these last two Dead Outlaws to get on top off  him, this was a rare feeling for Max he turned all of his rage against the biker to his right leaving himself totally defenceless to the one on his left twisting to his right he drove his knees into the chest of the eyeless screaming biker he was on top of and  sprang himself up into the midsection of the biker to his right, basically crash tackling him into his bike and started raining blows into the man’s face but his hands were up trying to defend against the barrage of heavy blows Max was feeding him, frustrated Max grabbed the man by the wrist and started to pull the man’s arms apart the biker tried with all his strength and he was a very strong man but Max seemed to effortlessly spread his arms apart, he then pinned the bikers hands to the ground beside the man’s head and smiling widely he said 
‘How about a kiss sweetie?’
‘Fuck you’ the biker spat back ‘do you know who the fuck I am?’
‘Yes’ replied Max ‘your my bitch’ he then tilted his head back and  with all his might  smashed his forehead into the man’s nose instantly shattering it, the sound it made mixed with the feeling of the man’s nose crushing beneath him was an unbelievable pleasure for Max, as he repeated the process over and over again in his mind he could visualise himself naked fucking this slightly overweight black-haired woman with each headbutt to the man’s face he sees himself pounding his cock into this woman’s vagina he must of delivered 30 or so blows before finally with a loud long moan he ejaculated in his pants. Meanwhile the biker too his left had used this moment of distraction to go to the saddlebag of his bike and grab his gun as he was opening the strap of his saddlebag, he heard his brother yell 
‘Fuck you do you know who the fuck I am?’ he then heard the guy they had come to kill mumble something back but he couldn’t make it out, he reached into the saddle but all he found was a couple of spanners and screwdrivers “Fuck” he thought “other side” he reached over and grabbed the strap of the saddle on the opposite side and  unbuckled it as quick as he could it was then he heard this wet repetitive smacking sound which oddly reminded him of sex, he dove his hand into the saddle and felt the familiar cold steel as he wrapped his hand around the butt of his 38 revolver and pulled it from the bag, he spun around and cocked back the trigger he heard Max let out a loud moan, he seen him as he laid on top of his mangled brother, stiffen in a sort of arch  with his head up to the sky and when he finished moaning he collapsed on top of the now very dead biker.
“Jesus Christ” he thought “did that sick fuck just cum in his fucking pants?” as he aimed the gun at Max’s back, he heard someone yell from the apartments above 
‘The cops have been called’ he thought fuck this and fired 3 shots into Maxs back he jumped on his bike kickstarted it and rode off as Max was coming out of his orgasm he could vaguely register the sound of a Harley Davidson roaring off,  at this stage he didn’t realise he had been shot his orgasm was so intense he literally felt as though he had gone off into another dimension it was the most intense and erotic sensation unlike anything he had ever felt before,  all his murders and acts of severe cruelty he had inflicted on people in Nam had given him great sexual pleasure but nothing at all like this, what he felt just then was truly from another world and as he lay with his head on this dead bikers chest he couldn’t move all he could do was draw deep breaths and lay in this after sex sleepy haze, as he drifted off two things entered his mind one was “is that the sound of sirens I hear?” and the second “was who the fuck was that black haired woman”
					

















CHAPTER 29

When Max awoke, he was lying in a bed with a drip attached to his left arm he looked around
this off-white room with a radiator heater on the wall at the foot of his bed a window
to his right and a door on his left, a hospital he guessed 
“Why the fuck am I in hospital?”, he thought back to his last memory’s “ah that’s right the
bikers” then wham it hit him like a ton of bricks “the orgasm!!!”
“Oh, my fucking god that fucking orgasm was insane who was that woman with the black
hair?” he thought, deep inside he felt like he knew her but he couldn’t pick it but he was cer-
tain she was the nun he had dreamed of in the past she was a plump woman and she looked a
little younger than Max maybe in her mid-twenties even just the
thought of her made his dick start to come alive 
“What the fuck” he thought “just what the fuck is going on here aren’t I a fucken faggot?
aren’t I usually repulsed by the site of a woman’s vagina?” just then as if on que his door
swung open and in walked a nurse, she had long blonde hair and deep brown eyes with more
than ample breasts to any straight man she would have been very attractive but when Max
looked at her the only thing he felt was disgust and if he had
his way he would cut her head off with a butter knife, 
‘Well at least I’m still not attracted to women” he thought as he smiled 
‘Good morning, sir,’ said the nurse 
‘Good morning” replied Max ‘where am I?’ 
 ‘You’re at the royal Brisbane hospital now try not to get upset as you are fine but you did re-
ceive 3 bullets to your back 
‘What?’ Max asked clearly surprised  
‘Oh, you didn’t know? Well yes sir’ she replied ‘3 bullets were removed
from your back but they must have been fired from a considerable distance because they did
not go deep enough to cause any serious damage just a couple of superficial wounds
really’ 
‘Oh’ said Max ‘you don’t say’.
 Max did not realise he had been shot because he was too deep into the orgasm from another
dimension to even notice or feel he’d been anything at the time, but he thought he knew one
thing and that prick who shot him couldn’t have been too far away when he pulled the trigger
and this helped confirm one thing to him.
Not long before killing the Reapers and leaving Nam him and Sammy had been scouting the
jungle and it was pouring rain and Max was listening to Sammy talk about fucken some little
whore back in Saigon when all of a sudden Sammy tripped on a tree root and as he stumbled
forward his finger touched the trigger for a split-second firing 3 shots one of which had hit
Max in his right triceps had this of been anyone else being hit in the arm at this distance by an
L1A1 SLR machine gun they would have had their arm blown off but not Max instead the
bullet had only gone in about 3cm and as such Max was able to dig it out with his knife and
patch it up with a field dressing and within a few days it had completely healed at the time he
and Sammy just assumed it had to be a dud bullet and just to be safe Sammy discarded the
rest of that magazine and replaced it with a new one but now Max was convinced he ha
somehow managed to strengthen not only his mind, body and soul but also his flesh, “Ok” he
thought “I’ll give myself a week or so then I’ll go and return the favour to my little biker
friend”. 
‘So apart from the shock of your situation how are you feeling?’ the nurse inquired
‘Ok’ said Max 
‘Well then let me just check your wounds and make sure all is well’ she said 
he sat up and leaned forward feeling sure his wounds would be healing nicely 
‘Oh wow’ the nurse said ‘these are healing very well in fact I wouldn’t be surprised if the Dr
says you may even be able to leave in a day or so’  
‘Good’ Max replied ‘that would be nice’, 
‘He should be around later this morning to check on you’ she said ‘but until he does take
these tablets I have here for you, they will help with the pain and now rest up and the Dr will
be here soon enough’ Max obligingly did as he was asked and with that the nurse turned and
walked out the door. Max awoke to two men standing beside his bed from their same col-
oured blue slacks and light grey trench coats he could tell they were cops, probably detectives
and 
‘Good morning, Mr Collins I am detective Shoultes and this is my partner Detective Mc
Cloud we just need to ask you a couple of questions about the other night and show
you a couple of pictures if you wouldn’t mind?’
 ‘Sure’ said Max 
‘Ok can you start by telling us your versions of events from last night?’
 Max tried to look as confused as he could and said, 
‘I don’t really remember the last thing I remember was getting home from work’ he paused
for a second ‘then I took a shower I got out and threw on a pair of shorts then I grabbed a
beer and sat on the couch’ again he paused, this time for a little longer then he said 
‘I don’t know I woke up here I guess’ 
‘That’s ok Mr Collins’ detective McLeod said ‘We have pretty much gotten the story from
enough witnesses’
‘Witnesses?’ Max asked ‘What witnesses, what happened?’
‘You were attacked by a couple of bikers Mr Collins’ Dt McLeod said ‘but from the looks of
things they fucked with the wrong man and as a result one of them is dead, one is blind, one
may never speak again and the other is having his lower jaw wired back to his face, now
these men that attacked you are all members of the Dead Outlaw Motor Cycle Club, we had
more than a dozen people from the units where you live give sworn testimony that you were
attacked and you acted in self-defence now these four men all very well known to us and as
far as we are concerned, they got what they deserved, but unfortunately, we do have to charge
you but with all the evidence and eye witness accounts you will get off on self-defence but in
the meantime once you are released from here, we will put you under heavy surveillance just 
for your own protection just in case the Dead Outlaws come looking to avenge their dead pr
spect’, 
‘Prospect?’ Max said ‘what the fuck is a prospect?’ 
‘That’s what they call a guy who is basically in training to be a member, we have already
spoken with them and let them know we are watching but just to be safe we will have two guys on you around the clock until court’
‘No’ Max said ‘there’s no need I’ll be’ but before he could finish Detective Shoultes in-
terupted him 
‘Max you’re a bit of a legend down at the station after you handed those fuckwits a taste of
their own medicine, they have been a pain in our arse and a blackspot on this town for years and we consider it a privilege to watch your back until this thing blows over’
“Well,” Max thought “that will have to put my revenge plans on ice for a while” 
The detective then began to show Max a couple of photos 
‘We know that the man who shot you is a member of the Dead Outlaws but what we don’t
know is which one it was, do you recognise any of these men?’
 the second photo Max recognised, it was a mug shot of the man who shot him and he was
holding a board with a bit of information on it including his name and date of birth and that was all Max was looking for 
“R. White gotcha” Max thought 
‘Sorry guys’ he said ‘but I don’t recognise any of these people’.
					

















CHAPTER 30
 Max was back at work within 10 days of the shooting he gained a bit of notoriety and a lot
of his work mates were keen to hear all the details, whether he killed them or was it self-defence etc. Max didn’t say much other than he was jumped and he basically came out on top but that didn’t stop the gossip chain, in the end Max just listened to them give their versions of what did or should have happened. One interesting thing he did learn was one of the guy’s Steve Goodman who did the gutting, was a cousin of a Dead Outlaw. Max actually got along well with Steve and they often ate lunch at the same table, they had shared a couple of nights getting hammered at the Winchester together, Max thought it might be worth getting a little closer to Steve and who knows what he might learn
That Friday night at the bar he and a few mates from work,
Steve being one of them were discussing the incident and Steve said 
‘My cousin “Whippers” is a member of the Dead Outlaws and he reckons you’re a standup guy and you never gave anyone up to the jacks’, 
‘Really’? said Max ‘I thought those boys wouldn’t be too happy with me after what I did’ , ‘Apparently they had  a few meetings on what to do with you and this situation and in the end you didn’t kill a patched member and what you did was in self-defence and you never gave anyone up, you didn’t identify the shooter so they are happy to let it go, and besides the way you handled yourself that night impressed a couple of them in fact someone even bought up the idea of trying to get you to join’, 
‘What the fuck’ Max replied in surprise 
‘Yeah’ said Steve ‘I think they respected the way you handled yourself’ 
‘How the fuck do you know all this Steve’? asked Max 
‘Because mate I live with my cousin Whippers and he tells me all the bullshit from the club, he actually said he thinks you did the club a favour because he wasn’t a fan of the prospect you killed’
“Very interesting indeed” thought Max “I definitely will be spending more time with ol Stevie boy” 
Max was charged with manslaughter and a little over 2 years later as predicted did get off on
self-defence apart from the one night he spent in jail while he waited for his bail application 
to go through Max avoided doing any prison time, once, he was certain he wasn’t being 
watched anymore he set about catching up with his old mate R. White.
 

Raze White was the Vice president of the Dead Outlaws and was a very dangerous man with 
a well-known reputation for violence and the Dead outlaws where no pisspot club who were 
just in it to get away from the Mrs on the weekend, these guys where full time bikers who 
were very violent and also very capable of conducting illegal activities in a very professional 
and profitable way and it was for this reason, they had the respect of both their associates and 
enemies alike. 
Over time Max started to ask Steve subtle questions when they were drinking together about the club and its hierarchy rules etc Max pretended to be in awe of Steve for 
knowing these guys and that of course mixed with the alcohol always made Steve feel a 
sense of importance and therefore would brag about how well he gets along with the club and 
how he is respected and if needed the club would have his back.  
One night about 8 months after his court case while drinking with Steve at the Winchester yet
again, his plan paid off on this particular night some bright spark had bought a round of 
Sambuca shots and that was it, before long they were drinking a shot of Sambuca for every 
round of beer, by about the 6th or 7th round in and after some strategically placed statements 
from Max Steve was once again talking about the club and that’s when he said it, the opening
Max had been waiting for he didn’t know how he knew it but he just knew patience would 
pay off, Max learned apparently all is not well in the camp with regards to their V.P 
‘The VP what’s his name again’? asked Max 
‘Raze’ said a rather drunk Steve ‘Raze White’ he continued ‘but I know something about 
Raze that you don’t’ he said and he leaned close to Max looked over shoulder to make sure
no one was eavesdropping and whispered loudly
‘Apparently old Raze was growing some dope with a couple of other members and they
reckoned he ripped them off, so they are going to have a big meeting 
next week to sort it out and I tell you what if Raze has ripped em off, he’s FUCKED’! He 
said as he slammed his fist on the bar, Max found it slightly amusing how Steve suddenly
somehow started taking this alleged act of betrayal so personal, “Too pissed” he thought as he 
let Steve carry on about how he could be a member and how he kicked this guy’s arse and 
that guys arse etc.
 After a few more drinks Max had enough he was ready to go home and get things in motion
he had waited far to long for this and he had been a very good boy he hadn’t harmed a single 
person since he killed that Dead Outlaw prospect and now, he felt he was entitled to reward
himself, he had promised himself that if he was a good boy and stayed clean until everything 
settled, he could celebrate and get himself very dirty, he finished his drink, gave Steve a 
knuckle bump and said 
‘I’m done bro I’m going to bed’, 
‘Yeah righto’ Steve replied ‘I’m not far off leaving me self, I’ll catch ya tomorrow bro’, 
‘Righto’ said Max as he headed out the bar and staggard home. 
When he arrived home, he went straight into his room and collapsed on the bed and fell 
asleep with happy thoughts he knew it was time, finally, and he knew the fact that Steve had
told him that this Raze was in trouble with his club meant he had been given a sign he 
wasn’t sure, who exactly was giving him this sign but he was certainly not going to snub his 
nose at it.






CHAPTER 31

The next morning, he awoke at his usual time but instead of going to work he phoned his su-
perviser and put on a rough voice and told him that he thinks he has the flu so he won’t be in 
for the rest of the week, Max had never really taken any sick leave since he had been there so 
he knew it wouldn’t be a problem and besides Max was starting to get itchy feet and was 
thinking about moving interstate, with all the murders he had committed he knew it was 
only a matter of time before something gave and he could possibly be exposed so he decided 
then and there that once this was done, he would go down to Victoria and check it out, he al
ways wanted to see Melbourne and one of the knife hands had told him about an abattoir in a 
small town in the northern suburbs that was always hiring so he figured he might make his 
way down the coast and check out the south end for a while. He poured himself a cup of 
coffee and started to plan out his next move, after his coffee he took a shower and while do-
ing so he was thinking of the different ways this could go down and he began to get hard 
again, by the time he was dry and dressed his cock was pulsating he knew he was going to 
taste blood again very soon and the excitement of this was nearly overwhelming
By 7:30 that evening he was parked across the street of Raze house, he knew Raze was home 
because his bike was out the front and Raze always rode his Harley where ever he went, he 
spent the next few days watching Raze following him at a distance and apart from the odd 
run to the shops to get a pack of smokes or the bottle shop for some tallies, the only place he 
went was the club house. he’d either go there in the arvo and stay till late or he’d go there 
mid-morning and be home having dinner with his family by 7.00pm.
 Max decided the next time he goes to the club mid-morning that will be the night he strikes.
SUNDAY OCTOBER 2nd 1994
7am Max found himself sitting in his car near the Dead Outlaws club house, they must have 
had a party last night because he followed Raze to the club house around 11 am and lots of 
people have come and gone since then but Raze was not one of them, Raze was still behind 
the gates of the club house Max could feel it, “with a bit of luck” he thought to himself “Raze 
had a huge night and will go home later this arvo and sleep it off”. Max spent the next ten 
hours or so, in a sexual haze sitting in his car watching and waiting, he was so turned on that 
to him this was the highest point of the ordeal, the moment just before striking, the moment 
of anticipation, sitting in the front seat of his XB stroking his unbelievably hard cock with his 
mindful of thoughts and visions of what tonight will bring, he could feel the fire inside him 
burning growing hotter with each passing moment and by the time Raze pulled out from the 
clubhouse on his Fat boy Harley Davidson Max was nearly to the point of combustion, he 
was so excited but he knew he had to keep calm the last thing he needed now was for Raze to 
spot him and ruin his plans for the night, so he waited a few minutes before pulling out, has 
wasn’t concerned if he lost Raze in the traffic he knew if he wasn’t going straight home, he 
wouldn’t be too far away, there was no point of return for Ray now the universe had set his 
fate and delivered him for this very special evening Max could feel it in his bones.
Raze did go straight home and as per usual he parked his bike up under the carport right out
side his bedroom window and when he walked in, he was greeted by the familiar smell of the 
Sunday roast in the oven and his two young Sons Ricky 7 and Chris 9 
‘Daddy’ they called in unison 
‘Boys’ replied Raze ‘how are you and have you been good for Mum today or what’? 
‘Yes’, they said 
‘Yer bullshit’ he replied ‘I know you both far too well, now where’s Mummy at’? 
‘I’m in the bathroom she replied, he walked in and there was his wife Kate bent over the tub 
running the bath for the boys he grabbed her from behind 
‘Mmmmmmm’ he said ‘you might have to bend over like that for me tonight’, 
‘Why do you think dinner is on and I’m putting the kids in the 
bath? it’s an early night tonight’ she said as she turned to face him, she put her hands around 
the back of his head and he put his hands on her hips, 
‘Mummy needs to cum tonight baby’ she whispered as she kissed him softly on the lips, 
‘Yes mam’ he eagerly responded and kissed her back 

Max waited in his car just up the street from Raze’s home until 2am, he did get out a couple 
of times to scout the area and try to get a bit of a view into Raze’s home, though he had never 
been inside with his senses high he could see the layout inside his mind, and by the time he 
was ready to strike he knew every nook and cranny; he grabbed his bag of “tools” from his 
back seat and opened his car door, he had removed the interior globe a while ago so as to try 
not to be seen when opening his car door at night, though it didn’t really matter for tonight 
the street was asleep, apart from the odd front porch light the place was pitch black there
were no street lights to expose him in case someone just happened to be awake and looking 
out their window, perfect yet again he said to himself as he made his way to the front yard, 
he crept up the side of the house to the back door, inserting his pick gun into the lock 
 it was unlocked on the first click he then turned the handle but the door didn’t open, for 
a split-second max thought Raze was holding the door shut but then he noticed the second
larger lock, 
‘Cheeky bastard’ he quietly whispered to himself as he inserted his pic gun this one took 4 
clicks to open, 











CHAPTER 32
CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK
The sound shattered the silence of the night
 “Fucken hell” Max thought “I’d be lucky if I didn’t wake the whole neighbourhood with all 
that racket”, he waited a few moments and heard or felt nothing from inside, smiling to him
self he opened the back door and crept inside.
He made his way straight to the boy’s bedroom; they shared a room with a bunk bed he en-
tered their room and placed his tool bag on the floor he bent down and opened the bag and 
sitting on top was beautiful Betty, he pulled her out and whispered 
“it’s time my girl”
 he approached what appeared to be the eldest child sleeping on the top bunk, he placed his 
hand over the boy’s mouth and the child’s eyes sprung open
‘Shhhhhhhh’ he whispered ‘shhhhhhh just be quiet and do as I say otherwise, I will kill you 
and your little brother, do you understand?’ 
the boy nodded beneath his grip, 
‘Ok’ he said ‘I’m going to remove my hand in a second and if you make a single peep’, he 
then lifted his other hand allowing the boy to see Betty glimmering in the moon light, 
‘Got it kid’? the boy nodded ‘Ok now wake your brother up and tell him not to make a sound 
otherwise, he will die’, the boy starring at Max with wide eyes just nodded again and got out 
of bed climbed the ladder to the top bunk without making a sound and gently pushed his little 
brother 
‘Ricky, Ricky wake up’ 
‘Ohhhhh yawned Ricky as he opened his eyes, Max was careful to stay out of the younger 
boys view so he wouldn’t start screaming as soon as he seen him, 
‘What Chris? I’m sleeping,’ said Ricky 
‘Listen you’ve got to do exactly what I say do you get me?’ 
‘What do you mean’ said Ricky a little confused, 
‘Ok listen’ said Chris ‘whatever you do don’t scream’ 
He paused for a moment to make sure he had his brother’s full attention
‘Do you promise me no matter what, you will not scream?’ asked Ricky
‘I promise, I pinkie promise’ Chris replied while holding out his little finger, 
‘Pinkie promise’ said Ricky holding out his little finger, they locked fingers and then Chris
Leaned in close to Ricky and quietly but very clearly spoke 
‘Ok there is a man in the house’
 ‘Ahhh’ gasped Ricky 
‘Shhhh, you promised you wouldn’t scream remember’ covering his own mouth he
looked at his brother after a couple of seconds he removed his hand and whispered back
‘I won’t’  
‘Ok’ said Chris ‘the man isn’t going to hurt us he just wants to take some food and leave ok 
so just do everything he says ok’? 
‘Yes’, answered Ricky ‘but I’m scared’, 
‘Don’t be scared’ said Chris ‘I’m your big brother ill always protect you’.
Giving both the boys a little push with his mind just to help keep them calm Max 
stepped out of the shadows in the corner of the room, he kept his knife hidden at this point as 
he couldn’t have Ricky screaming and waking the house up just yet, Max pointed to the floor 
and Chris said 
‘C’mon let’s go’ they both climbed down the ladder and stood holding hands, 
‘Ok’ Max whispered ‘let’s slowly and quietly walk to Mummy and Daddys room boys and 
when we get there. You’ he pointed to Chris, ‘you wake up your dad ok’? 
the boy looked puzzled for a second 
‘OK’ said Max a little louder and the boy stiffened and nodded, 
‘Ok boys slowly and quietly’, 
Chris while still holding his younger brothers hand opened the bedroom door 
and led them down the hallway to the open door at the end.
 Max could hear snoring it sounded rather deep so he assumed it was the fathers, perfect yet 
again, he thought dead asleep, to Max that was just another sign the universe wanted this as 
much as he did. As they walked into the room Max quickly grabbed the youngest brother 
from behind wrapping his right arm around his throat and lifting the boy up to his chest, with 
his other hand he held betty up to the boy’s face, Chris screamed 
‘DAD’!! but didn’t run, instead showing a huge amount of bravery he turned to his little 
brother, looking straight into his eyes he calmly spoke 
‘It’s ok, its ok calm down everything is alright’, to Max’s surprise the younger brother 
seemed to calm down a little and go limp, Max wasn’t choking him as such but he did have 
his forearm under the boy’s chin and was lifting from there so it wasn’t exactly comfortable. 
The woman having woke up to the noise immediately began to scream while reaching for the 
switch on the wall beside her bed as she turned the light on Raze jumped out of bed at Max, 
Raze was pretty quick considering he was fast asleep only seconds before but he wasn’t fast 
enough for Max and as he leapt up Max simply booted him straight in the chest sending him 
crashing back into the bed, 
‘What do you want?’ screamed the woman, 
‘Shhhhh’ said Max very calmly ‘just shut your mouth for a second and I’ll explain’, holding 
his big shinny Betty up to her youngest child’s face, looking absolutely terrified and feeling 
absolutely helpless the woman again screamed 
‘Please we’ll give you anything just please, please don’t hurt our boys’, 
‘I won’t hurt any of you if you do exactly as I say, comprende’? 
‘Yes, yes, yes anything, anything’, 
‘Ok, now Simon says shut the fuck up and let me speak’, Max tried as hard as he could to 
come across as weak and desperate ‘look I’m sick ok’ he said ‘I’m sick and I just need some 
medicine but I don’t have any money and that’s why I’m here, if you give me the money, I’ll 
leave you alone’, 

‘Are you fucken crazy bro’? asked a visibly shocked Raze ‘do you know who the fuck your 
trying to rip off’? 
Max just stared at him trying to look confused, 
‘Have a look what’s hanging on the end of the bed fuckwit’ Raze spat 
Max looked at the bedpost on the end of the bed and sure enough there was his denim jacket 
with his Dead Outlaw Mc Australia patch on the back, Max 
looked confused for a second 
‘Right’ said Raze ‘I’ll give you a chance to reconsider, let my son go and get the fuck out 
now, run and keep running, never come back to this town again and ill forget this ever hap-
pened, 
Max pretended to think about this for a second then he pushed the blade right up to the young 
boys face 
‘Nar fuck that’ he said ‘you and I both know I’m fucked either way now, so I may as 
well, get some cash or something for me troubles’
‘You cheeky cunt’ Raze hissed
‘I may be a cheeky cunt but I’m certainly not a dumb cunt, am I? 
‘We both know I’m right’ he said, ‘So do as I fucking say and sit up against your bed head’
Raze begrudgingly did so, Max lowered his left arm putting the kids feet back on the floor 
he was still positioned behind the boy but now he was holding him more around his chest and 
not under his chin, squatting behind the boy he placed Betty in his right hand and with 
his left hand he reached inside his back pocket and pulled out a bunch of large cable ties he 
threw them at the woman 
‘Ok tie your husbands hands behind his back please’, 
‘Bullshit’ snapped Raze and with a startled jump a jittery Max yelled 
‘Do it’ as he pressed the knife to the boy’s face, Betty was so clean and so sharp that the mo-
ment, she touched the boys soft flesh she immediately cut into it, not too deep but enough to 
cause the him to bleed, when she saw the blood, the woman snapped into action 
‘Ok ok’ she said ‘turn around Raze please’
 Raze stared at Max with hatred in his eyes, 
‘You’re going to regret this boy he said you’re in the deep end now’, 
Max was sweating and shaking, 
 ‘Just hurry he said so I can get the fuck outta here please’ he said to the woman, “this 
must have been a good performance” Max thought to himself as he watched the woman zip 
tie her husband’s hands behind his back because these two fuckwits have bought it hook line 
and sinker he didn’t even need to give her mind a push, she zip tied her husband’s hands be
hind his back as she was instructed, Max was happy she didn’t try to be stupid and leave 
them loose, instead she had actually zipped them quiet tight, 
‘Ok now what’? 
‘Now his feet’ Max answered ‘I don’t want him running after me when I leave’, the woman 
seemed to agree and bound his feet, once she was done Max motioned to the eldest boy, 
‘Now boy you do your mother’ the boy grabbed the zip ties 
‘I don’t know how’ he said, 
‘That’s ok I’ll show you, put your hands behind your back Mum’ said Max, ‘now wrap the 
cable around her hands and thread the pointed end through the little slit in the other end and 
pull it tight’, the boy did so and as he pulled on it and it tightened for a brief second, he 
seemed pleased with himself for figuring it out 
‘Ok now lay back Mum and let him do your feet’, the woman did so and Chris was easily 
able to tie her feet, Max was pleased to see the boy mimicked his mother and had done them 
tight, once the boy was finished Max said 
‘Now come over and do your brother’, the boy did as he was told and as he was 
zipping up the ties around his younger brothers wrists he whispered 
‘I promise Ricky everything will be fine’, once he had tied his little brothers’ feet he turned
to face Max, 
‘You got it kid your turn now, pass me a cable’
 the boy handed Max a cable and placed his hands behind his back, 
‘Good boy’ proclaimed Max ‘I’m glad you are a smart kid just a few more minutes and I’ll be 
out of here and you can go back to your life’, 
‘I know’ said Chris ‘I promised my brother you wouldn’t hurt us’, with hearing his tender in
nocent voice Max’s cock was immediately rock hard and throbbing it took all his strength not 
to burst into a fireball of rage and unleash his fury but he was so close he knew it was only a
matter of mere seconds before the fun could begin 
‘Ok now mate let me do your feet so lay down next to your brother for me’ the boy willingly 
did as he was told and as Max was zipping up the tie, he heard the boy say 
‘It’s nearly over Ricky he is going to leave once he gets the money, Max stood towering over 
the boys they both looked up at Max and froze in horror.














CHAPTER 33
The Max towering over them wasn’t the same sweating scared looking man he was moments 
before he now looked very hard and very menacing 
with inhumanly bright green eyes that seemed to burn and he somehow even looked taller 
than he was moments ago, he walked over to the drawers beside the bed and pulled out some 
underwear and basically stuffed it in each of their mouths the mother and father tried to resist 
and bite down hard but Max simply squeezed their jaws that hard that it was near crushing 
point and they both opened their mouths and Max forced their underwear
into their mouths, once he had them all bound and gagged, he smiled and said,
‘Ok guys I’ve got a confession to make, I lied heheheh I am going to hurt you, I’m going to 
hurt you all very much and I want you two boys to know that because your daddy is a weak 
rat who shoots people in the back and runs away you boys are going to die tonight so, please
don’t be upset with me for I’m only doing what your father set in place’
he then grabbed the eldest boy Chris by the hair and lifted him off his feet, 
‘Are you watching Mum” he yelled then turning to Raze, and while staring deep into his eyes  
he ran Betty up the left side of the boy’s face then across the forehead and down the right side
of the boy’s face, for a moment the skin held but only for a moment then Max could not only
feel the skin on the back of the boy’s head start to tear away from his skull he could also hear 
it, and with what sounded much like a rubber band snapping the boy flopped straight to the 
floor, squirming in a pool of his own blood, Max still holding the boys scalp began to laugh 
hysterically, something about the way the boy looked thrashing around on the floor gripping   
the top of his now hairless and very bloody head reminded Max of a balding little old man, 
‘What do you think Raze, I’ve given him a glimpse into his future’, Max then placed a boot 
on the kids head which stopped him thrashing around 
‘Calm down baldie’ he said to the boy ‘I don’t want you getting all excited 
and bleeding to death too soon and besides the fun is only just beginning, he took his boot off 
the boys head, looking down he could clearly see the boy’s exposed skull, he then wiped his 
boot on the boy’s chest and walked over to where Raze and his wife were sitting on the bed, 
he reached down and unzipped his fly and pulled his now throbbing hard cock out of his 
pants, what do ya reckon Raze should I fuck your bitch in the arse or should I try and fit this 
bad boy up your other sons arse’, he turned to Ricky 
‘What do you think little man, do you think you could handle this he said as he waved his 
cock around or what about your whore Raze, do you think she would like it more’? 
Raze was red in the face screaming, the hatred in his eyes was astounding, 
‘Hmmmm Max said, ‘If looks could kill, from the look in your eyes Raze, you look like some
one who if given the chance would try to do me harm and unfortunately for you, I can’t have 
that, no that wouldn’t be smart of me at all, Now seeing as I can’t trust you the next best thing 
would be to break you, wouldn’t you agree?’ Raze could only give a muffled yell in response, 
‘So how to break you hmmmmmm oh I know how about I let you choose who I’m going to 
fuck in the arse’, Max seen a slight change in the bikers eyes, he still had a look of hatred but 
now Max could see the beginning of defeat, and his cock spasmed 
‘Mmmmmm’ he said aloud ‘fuck I think I’m going to cum soon, hurry up and make your
choice’, Raze refused to look at him,
 ‘Ok Raze’ he said last chance either you choose one or I fuck them both, Raze staying silent 
continued to stare at the floor 
‘Okie dokie looks like you won’t die a virgin after all little man’ he cheerfully said as he 
walked over too Ricky who was lying on his face with his eyes jammed tight, he couldn’t
hear anything as his ears where ringing but even with his eyes jammed tightly shut, he still 
couldn’t erase the vision in his head of this scary monster holding his brother by the hair and 
scalping him, the panic had become too much and he was now in a state of shock he didn’t 
even know he had wet himself, 
‘Jesus Christ’ said Max in disgust ‘don’t you toilet train your kids Raze? the little 
cunt has pissed everywhere and I’ll be fucked if I’m going to clean it’, he began to 
laugh uncontrollably, once he got himself under control, he turned to Raze with his hard erect penis in his hand, 
‘You ready to watch me deflower your boy?’ as he reached down and cut the back of the boy’s pyjamas open exposing his underpants, Raze started screaming and bouncing up and down on the bed ‘Are you trying to talk to me Raze?’ Raze started nodding his head furiously ‘Oh so now you want to talk?’ Max said in a sarcastic tone, ‘a couple of seconds ago you wouldn’t even look at me but now all of a sudden you wanna chat like we are best mates”, Max then paused and rubbed his chin as if expressing deep thought on the matter he then smiled and spoke
‘I’m a very kind man, in fact my own mother used to say I was too forgiving of folks, and well I guess I’m guilty of that so, I’m going to take the shit out of your mouth so we can have a chat, but if you so much as raise your voice your family’s punishment will be swift and severe, you with me’? Raze nodded his head; Max walked over to the bed and removed the garment in Raze’s mouth but as he did so, and without saying another word he walked around to
the wife’s side of the bed and leaned over her purposefully rubbing his cock across her face,
‘No’ Raze pleaded ‘Please don’t hurt my family I’ve got drugs I’ve got cash I’ll give you an
thing you want’ Max roared laughing 
‘You weak cunt’ he said, ‘I though you bikers where meant to be tough ‘oh please don’t hurt 
them PWEESE’ Max said in a childish voice, ‘Pweese Mr tough man I’ll do anything you say 
just don’t hurt us’ it was right at this point Max felt the fire inside intensify to another level,
he leaned in close to Razes face, gritting his teeth he could barely contain the rage, shaking
with anger he looked directly into to the bikers eyes and he was truly sickened by what he 
saw 
‘Fuck me, you make me sick’, he hissed ‘you go around in your gang standing over the weak
but as soon as someone with a bit of balls shows up at your home and starts to butcher your 
wife and kids, you turn to shit,’ he then spat in his face ‘now you fucking weak dog 
perhaps we can cut some kind of a deal but you will have to be honest with me because if I 
for one second think you are lying again the punishment will be swift and serve do you 
understand?’ 
‘Yes’, answered Raze sounding like a man who has been defeated 
‘Ok now look me in my eyes and listen to what I say very carefully and when you reply you 
think very hard about whether it’s actually worth lying to me at this point, OK?’
pausing for a moment before continuing ‘now I know you have plenty of cash hidden around 
this shithole so depending on how much you give me right now you and your family might 
actually, make it out of this alive, looking over at his now scalped eldest son, 
‘Oh, don’t worry about him he won’t bleed to death, besides I had to show you I was serious, 
so, the quicker you give me what I want the quicker you guys can get him to a hospital ok? so
how about it Raze my boy are you going tell me where all your cash and drugs are? so I can 
scamper off into the night leaving you and your pathetic family to lick your wounds, what do 
you say?’  looking into Maxs bright green eyes Raze had no idea whether or not Max was
 lying, and reading people’s eyes was something Raze considered himself quiet 
good at and it had served him well over the years especially for a man in a criminal bike club  
but all he could see when he looked into this man’s eyes was green fire and nothing else, no 
emotion and no sign of human life at all, staring back into Raze’s eyes Max gave his mind a 
gentle nudge “ah” he thought “that’s it give daddy what you got” Raze suddenly came to the
realisation that he was beat and if giving this evil prick all of his wealth meant his family may 
actually, survive then he was going to take that chance, 
finally, he looked away from Max and said 
‘There’s a safe in the bottom of our bed room cupboard’,
 ‘Go on’ said Max, 
‘There’s a little over $280 grand of cash in there, take it its yours, just please don’t hurt my 
family’
‘Deal’ Max replied ‘as stupid as you are Raze, I doubt that even you are stupid 
enough to leave over 200 grand in an unlocked safe so what’s the combination big boy?’
‘let one of them go as a sign of good faith and I’ll give you the combination’ surprisingly this
didn’t anger Max in fact he enjoyed watching the man try and assert some power into this
situation, 
‘Nice try’ he said flatly ‘but remember this little man you are not in any position to make any 
deals so either you give me the combination or I will cut one of your younger sons balls off 
and feed them to his mother, comprendo’? 
‘Ok ok’ said Raze ‘its 12-17-23-08’, repeating the numbers Max stood and walked over to the 
cupboard and slid the door open and sure enough right there on the floor was the safe, Max 
knelt down and turned the dial, with each digit he spun the dial too he could hear a click, on 
the final click he turned to Raze and said 
‘Moment of truth sunshine’ and opened the door. ‘Well fuck me’ Max said ‘looks like you 
weren’t t lying after all’ dropping his tone he mumbled ‘to bad I was though’.
Max had never seen 280 thousand dollars before in his life but judging by the stacks of 
cash wrapped in rubber bands Raze had bundled into the safe Max reckoned it must be pretty 
damn close, grabbing as many bundles he could carry at one time he walked into 
the hallway and placed them in his tool bag, repeating the process five more times before he 
had emptied the safe, in fact as he added the last bundles of cash he wondered if he’d actually 
fit it all in, in the end he managed to re arrange his tools and fit it all in, he then zipped up the 
bag and lifted it trying to gauge its weight, 
‘Wow heavy’ he said aloud, placing the bag back on the hall way floor so on the way out
with all the dizzy excitement of the night distracting his thoughts he wouldn’t forget to take it
walking back into the room he stood staring at Raze while tapping his chin with his index finger for a moment. Finally, he spoke 
‘Now where were we? Oh, that’s right I believe you were saying something about how you’d prefer me to fuck your pretty wife in the arse instead of your son?”  Shocked Raze didn’t answer at first 
‘Ok then’ Max said and turned back to the boy 
‘No wait, you promised not to hurt them if I gave you everything’ Raze yelled
 Max turned and at an in- human speed, pounced on him and stuck betty into his mouth, 
‘What did I say Raze? I said keep your fucking voice down now that’s your first and last 
warning, you didn’t really believe me did you Raze? Fuck you are even more stupid than you 
look’.  
‘Now who is it going to be? I want you to say it, he removed Betty from Raze’s mouth 
‘C’mon buddy just give me a name in 3,2,1’ Raze shut his eyes. his bottom lip trembled and 
his eyes filled with tears 
‘Ohhhhh’ he moaned ‘I’m sorry Kath forgive me’, 
‘Don’t be sorry Raze’ Max said ‘when I leaned over before, my cock was rubbing your Mrs 
or Kath as it would be, on the face and between you and me, mate she was loving it’
 he then turned and looked at Kath,
‘Ok then let’s get the party started, you boys wanna watch me take your Mumma to brown 
town or what?’ he said looking down at the two boys, the youngest still had his eyes jammed
shut lying face down in a pool of his own urine, the eldest one was lying face up with his 
eyes shut motionless in a pool of his own blood, concerned the boy may have died of shock 
Max bent down and felt for a pulse, feeling the beat of the boy’s pulse he smiled and stood up 
‘Oh, the little bloke is all tuckered out, not to worry we’ll let him have a rest because he has a 
big night ahead of him, now on with the fucking’ he announced as he grabbed Kath by her 
right shoulder and right arse cheek he flipped her onto her stomach, he lifted her night gown 
up high on her back, he then slit the back of her underpants and tore them off her expositing 
her white flesh and rounded cheeks, 
‘Yuck!’ he yelled, ‘Why do all you women stink? can’t you all wear air 
fresheners down your pants? I mean what the fuck! all you whores have rotten cunts its 
fucken disgusting, how the fuck am I meant to fuck that, Raze?  I mean really, it’s disgusting, 
don’t tell me you fuck that? you disgust me Raze, that’s filthy’, after pausing for a moment 
he began again
‘Well, I’m not usually one to go back on me word ol son but honestly, I think I’m going have 
to fuck little pissy pants down on the floor I don’t think I can fuck your whore after all 
‘No’ whimpered Raze ‘please no’
. ‘And there its is’ said Max ‘the broken look, ahhh how I love the look of a broken man I tell 
ya what ol son’ he continued ‘just to prove I am a nice guy I won’t fuck pissy pants and to be 
totally honest with you, I couldn’t put my dick anywhere near your filthy fish market of a 
wife so how about we compromise, we let Betty take your wife to brown town while us guys 
sit back and enjoy the show?’ Max could see the confusion in his eyes, he slapped Betty 
against Kath’s arse then held it up so Raze could see just how sharp and shiny she was, 
‘Raze meet Betty’ he then flicked her across Raze’s right eye slicing it open horizontally 
‘Ahhhhhh!’ screamed Raze and Max grabbed the garment from the floor and stuffed it 
Straight back in his mouth 
‘Now what did I tell you? tiss, tiss, tiss looks like ol Kath over here is going to have to miss 
out on the lube and sweet Betty here will have to go in dry’ and with that he slid betty into 
Kath’s anus she immediately stiffed up and screamed a muffled howl 
‘Sh sh sh’ whispered Max ‘the worst is over I’ve broken then seal 
now just relax let the blood act as lube, stay calm and go with it’ he said pulling the blade 
slowly out then pushing it slowly back in 
‘Oooooohhhh yeah baby’ he said ‘Betty is loving this’ in and out over and over he pushed 
Betty, the thought of rapping Kath’s arse actually made him feel like sex for the first time
since meeting the Medic back in Nam 
‘aaaaahhhh’ he said staring at Raze who was watching this horrific spectacle playing out be
fore him with the look of a man who believes he is dreaming, pounding Kath’s arse with
Betty in his right hand he started stroking his cock with his left hand smashing the knife over 
and over and going deeper and deeper into Kath’s anus he hadn’t noticed she had passed out 
he was far too deep inside his own head  
‘Ooops’, he said with a giggle and began slowly pulling the blade out of Kath’s anus one last 
time  
‘Hey Raze I’ve got a naughty idea’ he rolled off the bed and still holding a now very bloody 
Betty in his right hand and stroking his tremendously hard cock with his left, he walked 
around to Raze’s side of the bed 
‘Now that the Mrs. is taken care of how about we have a little fun’? and with his left hand he 
bent down and lifted Raze up by the throat and threw him face down on the floor beside the 
bed, Raze was only wearing a singlet and a pair of jockeys Max kicked his shoes off and re
moved his shorts and undies and sat on the back of Raze’s legs, 
‘So, Raze, are you ready for this?’, he cut open the back of his jocks revealing his hairy 
arse, ‘mmmm I like bears’ Max said with a smile, he then spat in his hand and wiped it on his 
pulsating cock, 
‘Ok you fucking faggot are you ready?’ he asked ‘of course you are’ and with that he pushed
his cock into Raze’s anus, there was a little resistance but Max never let a tight hole stop him 
so, with a little more force his cock slid deep into his anus 
‘Ohhh that’s it fag take daddies big cock’ he said come on slut show me what you got; he 
could feel the warm sensation of blood running down his balls and legs as he pounded Raze’s 
arse 
‘Wooh a virgin well I’ll be, I haven’t popped a cherry in a long time! wooo hooo what a 
night’ Max cheered as he continued to rape Raze until finally with a huge moan of relief he 
came, collapsing on 
Raze’s back he breathed heavily, 
‘Was that as good for you as it was for me you dirty little Faggot’? Max whispered into his 
ear, ‘Do you know how little I think about sex these days, let alone have it? perhaps I don’t 
kill you, perhaps I keep you as my cock slut what do you think of that faggot?” Raze muffled 
something back which Max ignored 
‘Well, we will see’ Max continued ‘depends how good you are tonight now how’s the fish 
market going’ standing up he walked over to the bed, 
‘Woooow’ he called in a high-pitched tone, turning to Raze and dropping his tone to a far 
darker pitch he said  
‘What a messy cunt, told you they are disgusting Raze look at the mess she 
made when she was fucking Betty now look at the mess you made when we made love, see 
the difference? You had a little bit of blood sure but look at this cunt she has covered the bed in blood’ instantly the rage burnt bright inside him, his eyes burned green he grabbed Kath by the hair and yanked her head back snapping her neck, just to be sure he ran Betty deep across her throat from ear to ear. Max was starting to get angry; he couldn’t believe Raze had just made him cum now he didn’t have the same passion as he did before he came, in fact now all he wanted to do was go home and lay on his couch, he put his close back on 
‘You fucking cunt’ he said looking at Raze ‘you filthy fucken rat , how fucking dare you turn me on like that you dirty little slut how fucken dare you’ he screamed, the rage inside Max was explosive, the anger and hatred he felt for Raze at this point for robbing him of drawing this night of pleasure out was beyond anything he could stand he marched over to the youngest boy who was still lying face down in his piss with his eyes jammed tightly shut and drove his boot down into the boys head, over and over crushing the boys skull into the carpet and spraying the walls with pieces of the child’s brain and blood, he then stormed over to the eldest boy who he had scalped earlier he knelt beside the boy , the boy was still unconscious he knelt down and bit into the boy’s face, the boy immediately awoke and tried to scream but with a pair of his father’s underpants jammed in his mouth it was a little difficult, Max ground his teeth tighter catching the boys whole nose in his mouth twisting his head side to side he began tearing the boys nose from his face, feeling it starting to tear loose he dropped Betty on the floor and put both his hands on the boys bare skull he then pulled his head back with all his might and tore the boys nose off his face, the boy still wasn’t able to scream with the undies wedged in his mouth but that didn’t stop him trying and as such, a whiney gurgling sound started coming from the hole in his face that was once his nose, immediately Max began to feel sick , 
‘Ah shut the fuck up kid, your making me feel sick’ he said, as he picked Betty up  and rammed her into the hole in the boy’s face he then started twisting and turning the blade the boys legs started to spasm then suddenly stopped a heap of blood squirted over Maxs leather gloved hand, and as he drew Betty out of the hole in the boy’s face more blood squirted out covering the front of Maxs black T shirt staining it dark and giving it the appearance of being wet 
‘Little cunt’ he said as he stood back up and walked over to Raze who was laying on his right side with his hands still firmly tied behind his back and naked from the waist down 
‘Now my little lover boy what am I going to do with you’ he queried, ‘you were a good fuck and all but to tell you the truth I’ve had better and besides I don’t want to be tied down to one person, I want to be free to explore my options, you can understand that can’t you?’  he then sat on the floor besides Raze, ‘Thanks for being a good sport about it, you gorgeous little faggot’ he said with an obvious mocking tone to his voice he then reached down and grabbed Raze by the balls and pulled down on his scrotum while at the same time running Betty across the top of his ball sack instantly severing his balls, he then lifted his hands allowing Raze to view his now detached scrotum, once he was satisfied Raze had soaked in what he was seeing he turned the scrotum inside out allowing his balls to spew out, 
‘I knew it’ he said with a smile ‘I knew you had balls they are just really, really small’, he then rammed Betty deep into his left eye and twisted it anticlockwise Raze stiffened and when Max removed Betty from his eye socket, he went limp. Max went into the bathroom and washed the blood from his gloves and then stuck his feet under the shower washing the blood from his boots, stopping in the hall he picked up his tool bag and took a hoodie from it, he removed his T shirt and put the hoodie on he then went and washed his T shirt out in the laundry sink.
Once when he was satisfied, he had removed as much blood as was possible, he rang it out until it was no longer dripping wet and put it back in his tool bag, he then cleaned Betty under the laundry sink dried her off with a towel and put her back in his tool bag, he slung his bag over his shoulder and walked backed to the master bedroom, 
‘I hate to leave you but I really can’t stay’, he sung as he switched off the light and headed back down the hall, ‘good night sweet heart goodnight’, he sung as made his way out the backdoor and crept back to his car it was still quite dark outside and even if someone did see him leave, he was confident they wouldn’t be able to clearly identify him, he made his way back to his car, once inside his car he slammed his steering wheel, 
‘Fucken idiot Max’ he scolded to himself, ‘see what thinking with your dick does, you’re a fucken idiot’ he turned the key in the ignition put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb, making a left at the end of the street he headed home for the night.

         					













CHAPTER 34
The next morning Max was sitting in his loungeroom staring at a blank tv screen, his hand down the front of his shorts running his fingers lightly up and down his hard throbbing cock, lost in deep thought reliving the moments of last night when suddenly his thoughts were broken by the loud roar of a Harley pulling into the car park of his apartment, “Great” he thought  “the fucks have already found their VP and figured out it was me”, this alone didn’t really bother Max but it was what would come of it that could make his life a little difficult, if he had to kill every fat fucking biker that came around looking for revenge for their fallen brother and his family that was fine in fact it sounded like a bit of fun, but Max knew it wouldn’t end there, it wouldn’t take the police long to realize the club was no longer active and before long one way or another Max would come under their gaze, He stood up and walked to his front door 
‘Okie Dokie’  he said to no one  ‘let’s get this going then’  he opened his front door expecting to find a big fat hairy biker standing on his door step but instead there was no one, he walked out into the open air hall way and looked over the edge of the railing that ran parallel to the rooms , he could see the bike parked down stairs in the car park but the was no sign of the biker , sinking into his mind he scanned his surrounding and there was nothing , ‘Hmmm’ he mumbled ‘mustn’t be for me after all, but just how long would it take for these hairy fat fucks to figure out that their brother and family had been slaughtered and it is I who is responsible’ he walked back in his room and shut the door behind him, he went to the fridge and grabbed a can of beer
Sitting again on his couch this time with a beer in his hand watching the television Max was still thinking about his latest efforts when his thoughts where suddenly interrupted by the sounds of 9 quick loud beeping sounds of the breaking news report on the TV  
‘A biker and his family slaughtered overnight in what police believe is the possible beginnings of a biker war’ announced the news reader, Max drowned out the sound of the TV and began to think about his future options.  As evil as he was on the inside on the outside Max looked like your typical happy young man, he looked nowhere near his 47 years of age due to the fact that since that magical day he met the medic in the jungle he physically hadn’t aged a day, so it would seem he would forever look in his 20’s.  
He was naturally good looking and also very strong, and had what a lot of women would describe as a hot body, and along with his impressive physique and alluring chiselled looks Max could easily disarm his victims. He had a presence about himself that made both women and men naturally feel at ease with him, add the fact that he would give their minds a little push and it really was like shooting fish in a barrel, Max was always careful when committing his duties as he liked to call it, he wore gloves when necessary and left no trace of himself on the bodies. Over the years around two dozen of his victims had been discovered but so far, the police had no clues as to who killed them and there where so many more that still remained undiscovered. Max knew with the growth of the state eventually some of the land where he had disposed of his victims would be sold and cleared for housing development possibly exposing more bodies for police to investigate and by 1994 DNA technology was starting to advance, he knew it was a matter of time before something came up that could identify him, since returning from Nam Max had been living in the same place and working at the same place, speaking out loud again to himself he said 
‘I think it’s time for a well-earned holiday Maxi my boy’, and after a brief pause, he continued ‘Yes a nice national tour if you would’
 It had been a while since Max had checked his bank account but being that he wasn’t a big spender he felt secure that with whatever was in his bank plus Raze’s generous donation he was pretty sure he’d have enough cash to fund his lifestyle for quiet some years into the future. He decided to hang around for another week just so it didn’t look too obvious that it was he who slaughtered Raze and his family, so a week to the day of the murders  he went down to the Winchesters arms and announced to all his friends and colleges that he will be handing in notice tomorrow and heading down to Victoria, when asked why he told them his father had passed away suddenly from a heart attack and he needed to go and help his mother, most people in the bar that night at one point or another gave Max their condolence and bought him a drink and by the end of the night Max had drank more beer in one night than he’d usually drank in a week, giggling  to himself he thought “Nice call Maxy my boy we’ll have to remember this  helping mom story next time we want a free night out”. 
The next morning Max left home at the usual time but unlike every other morning, today he had an extra spring in his step, after leaving the pub last night he had gone  home and spent the night mapping out his “Australian Tour” as he had begun to call it and by the time had had finished, not only was he satisfied but he was actually excited, his plan was to head south and basically follow the coast line until he made his way all the way back around to Queensland killing as many people as he could. When he arrived at work instead of going to the locker rooms and getting changed into his work clothes he went to the main office where he found his floor manager Barry and the owner Michael having their morning coffee and discussing the days kill, 
‘Excuse me fellas’ said Max ‘Unfortunately I have some bad news I need to discuss with you both’. Max repeated the same story he told in the bar last night and Barry and Michael were very understanding to his plight in fact so moved was Michael that he wrote Max a cheque then and there for all that was currently owed to him from the abattoir, he told Max he didn’t need to give notice as he didn’t want Max to have to miss his father’s funeral and wished him well. Barry gave Max his condolences and told him if he ever needed a job, he was always welcome back. Shaking both their hands Max thanked them and left without saying good bye to his other colleges, fuck them he thought I’ll probably never see them again anyway. Max returned home and spent most of the day just lying on the couch stroking his cock thinking about Ray and his family and how he had butchered them, over and over in his mind’s eye he relived their murders until, after hours of reliving it all his thoughts became muddled and in his mind’s eye he could no longer see his victims , now all he see was black dust swirling faster and faster creating some kind of black tornado before him, slowly the black tornado began to form the shape of a woman and as the vision focused he began to make out the woman’s features , “It’s her” he thought “the black haired woman I saw the night I was beating those bikers”, she walked towards him naked staring into his eyes as she lay down on her back before him, Max dropped his shorts and exposed his hard throbbing cock. He climbed on top of her and drove his extremely hard cock deep into her pussy, he could fell her warm juices all over his cock lubricating it as he drove his cock harder and faster into her pussy over and over again he pounder this chubby black haired woman while squeezing her large breasts, never before had a woman turned Max on but for reasons he couldn’t explain he found this particular woman to be unbelievably attractive and  totally irresistible, suddenly  felling a gentle warm stir in his balls Max knew he was about two strokes away from cuming pounding her as hard and as deep as he possibly could Max let out a load beastly roar and he filled her with his semen, shutting his eyes he collapsed on top of the woman, after he got his breath back he opened his eyes to find himself alone sitting on his couch still fully clothed and no sign of the mysterious black haired woman, reaching down into his pants he felt the warm sticky cum , 
‘What the fuck?’ he said as he pulled his hand from his pants, examining the cum all over his fingers ‘would you look at that’ again he stated to an empty room ‘that looks like a year’s supply in one load’ laughing to himself he went to the bathroom and washed his hands. He didn’t bother going to the Winchester that night as far as he was concerned he had told enough people he was leaving so it didn’t look like he just vanished the same night Ray and his family were butchered so most people would just see it as a coincidence and nothing more “Ok” he thought “time to get this train moving” , he went to his bedroom and knelt beside his bed  although Max never slept he still enjoyed laying on a nice comfortable bed and besides if he ever did have guests over it would seem strange if there wasn’t at least one bed in the whole house, feeling around he felt the handle of his suit case, pulling out from under the bed he stood up and placed it on the bed and opened it up, perfect size he thought as he went to his drawers and started collect his clothes, he made sure to grab a his black hoodie to go with his black T shirts and blue denim jeans, because from what he had heard it can get pretty cold in Victoria and south Australia and even though it was coming into summer and he didn’t plan on staying in the southern states all that long it was still best to be prepared and with that thought in mind he grabbed his fur lined denim jacket from his closet and threw that in his suit case as well, once he was satisfied he had grabbed enough clothes he went into the kitchen and grabbed his tool bag still jammed full with all of his new found wealth and slung it over his shoulder he then went from room to room double checking there was nothing left behind he didn’t want and once he was satisfied he had everything he needed he grabbed his suitcase and headed out the door, leaving behind his bed, couch TV and a few knickknacks to whoever came next
He opens the boot of his beloved XB Ford Falcon and threw his suit case along with his tool bag full of cash into it, closing the boot lid he turned to his former flat and yelled 
‘See ya later fuckers’ he then turned and headed to the driver’s side, opened the door, jammed his key into the ignition turned the key and gave the car a good rev as it roared to life, putting it in drive he pushed the accelerator to the floor and took off with a loud screech as his tyres firstly spun then began to take traction on the tar sending him fish tailing up the road. once again, he yelled out to no one in particular 
‘So long fuckers’ as he took off into the night. 

















CHAPTER 35
He headed south down the highway he decided to stop in Victoria first and perhaps take a life or two before heading west, he had no plans of stopping at Sydney though with its extra vibrant night life and of course the infamous Kings Cross he thought it would probably wouldn’t be hard  to find a couple of easy targets but it was off the main highway so he’d have to turn into the city and from what he’d heard Sydney’s roads were a nightmare to navigate if you’ve never been there before and to be honest he couldn’t be bothered getting lost in Sydney but not long after passing the Gosford exit he started to feel this urge to go into Sydney. With each passing kilometre the urge to go into Sydney got stronger until finally he decided to give in to his urge and take the exit to Sydney, something was drawing him like a magnet and he wanted to know what it was, Max went on instinct without thinking he drove , not knowing where he was didn’t seem to matter his hands and feet seemed to be controlled by something else, left and right he turned stopping at red lights obeying speed limits, at one point he realised he was traveling over the Sydney Harbour Bridge and straight into the city turning left and right at random intersections going through roundabouts until Finally he came to a stop, he put the car in park and looked out his side window and there he was parked right out the front of a of a long building about two stories high built of brick it had an odd appearance, to Max at first glance he thought it was a small factory but then he noticed all the archways along the top section of the building followed by the bell tower and finally the big cross on the steeple, no wonder he didn’t recognise it at first he was actually parked on the side street and not out the front, staring at the deep green coloured door he wondered what the hell led him here “ a fucking church” he said out loud to himself “ a fucking church” he repeated again but this time with more of a laugh,“ just what the fuck am I doing sitting in my car across the road from a fucking church, what, am I meant to go and confess my sins?” immediately after the words left his mouth he began to chuckle he didn’t know why but the thought of him sitting in a confession box going into great detail of every sin he had ever committed seemed very funny to him and before he knew it he was in a fit of laughter” roaring with laughter he yelled ‘could you imagine the priests face’, this made him slap the steering wheel and laugh even harder then something  like the sound of a whip cracking in the still of the night pierced through his ears and he spun his head and focused on the green side door of the church, staring at the door intently he began to perspire, within moments his hair was wet and he could feel the sweat streaming down his face stinging his eyes , then the door opened and out walked a nun, she closed the door behind her walked to the footpath and turned right, as she walked up the road Max still in his car could only stare as she walked past him on the opposite side of the road. He was in a trance his cock was again as hard as a rock and all he could think of was holding her down and ramming it deep inside her, in and out over again and again, once she was a few hundred meters up the road he slid out of his car and closed the door as softly and quietly as he could. He walked very quickly to catch up to her and as he got closer, he lightened his feet and gave her mind a little nudge to distract her while he made his move, still holding her mind in his mental grip he came up behind the Nun and put his arm around her and whispered ‘don’t move or I will slit your throat before you can say Jesus, do you understand?’ ‘Yes’, replied the nun, ‘good girl’ replied Max ‘I don’t want to hurt you Sister but I need to confess my sins’
‘yes’, replied the nun once more, ‘Thank you he said, they walked together with Maxs arm around the nun’s shoulder neither one of them speaking they rounded the corner and walked another 200 meters or so before Max stopped them out the front of a vacant lot, ‘please sister ‘he said ‘I need to confess’ ‘There is a priest Father Sargeant back at St Annes he can hear your confession, only he can absolve you of your sins I can’t do that,’ said the Nun. ‘No sister I only want to speak with a nun I don’t trust Priests’ he said as he led her into the vacant block , There were over grown bushes along the font of the lot with plenty of long grass to block the view from the road but it was the middle of a bright sunny day and something about this man had captured her attention she felt a strange family like closeness to this man she had never met before so she didn’t resist as he led her to a clearing in the centre of the block and asked her to sit with him , she sat across from him on her knees the ground the soil was soft and didn’t hurt her knees at all, she looked across at the man in front of her and she looked into his deep hazel eyes , something drew her to this man she found herself captivated by this man. Also, on his knees Max was staring into this woman’s eyes Max had never been attracted to women when he was younger, he had kissed a few of them but he never enjoyed it he never found them attractive in fact the thought of a woman’s vagina made him feel ill but yet here he was staring at this woman his cock pulsating and all he could think about was fucking this nun and planting his seed deep inside her. Mentally he could see her with her dress up around her waist, the small mound of pubic hair above her pussy and his own cock ramming deep inside her over and over again, without even realizing it her leaned forward and put his hand behind the nuns head and gently pulled on her veil and with surprising ease her entire headpiece came off revealing her long black hair, suddenly stunned Max said “ It’s you, you’re the woman from my dreams” and before the nun could respond he pounced forward and bought his forehead smashing down on her nose breaking it instantly and almost knocking her unconscious, she fell back and laid on the ground her eyes watering and her ears ringing, struggling to stay conscious he vision was suddenly blinded by black fabric, in her dazed state it took her a moment to realize it was her own skirt that was covering her vision then she felt, a pain in her vagina like she had never felt before and it was then that she realised she was being rapped, she began to feel warm liquid running down her legs and instinctively knew she was bleeding heavily. She froze up she couldn’t even scream let alone fight back , she just lay there perfectly still , after a few minutes her dress slipped away from her eyes allowing her to see this man that had initially captivated her on top of her  but when she looked at him she could not see the man she had just been sitting with, now all she could see was an animal in human form, this beast with bright green eyes and face covered in blood staring not at her but through her as he brutally forced himself inside her over and over again, shutting her eyes she repeated the lord’s prayer over and over
Max had totally lost all his sensors, before he knew it he was on top of the nun with his raging hard cock throbbing in his hand, not having any experience with a woman’s vagina he wasn’t exactly sure how to get his cock inside her so he just aimed for the middle of her vagina and pushed hard at first there was a little resistance but then his cock slid down a centimetre or two and he could feel the warmth of her opening on the head of his cock so he gave another hard push and suddenly he was fully inside her, it felt so good and so warm around his cock , he drew his cock back and forced it straight back in , he began speeding up, in and out at first it was a little dry the suddenly he could feel her warm blood streaming out of her vagina and all over his cock, he pulled his cock up and ran his hand over her vagina covering it in blood he licked the blood from his fingers, “oooooohhhhh” he moaned “sooooo sweeeeet” he then shoved his cock back inside her, pounding her harder and harder at one point her dress slid away revealing her face and the look of horror in her eyes only served to turn Max on even more, he grabbed her hips and began thrusting himself even harder and faster into her, she shut her eyes and began to mumble over and over, again Max couldn’t understand what she was saying and no did he care the only thing he cared about at all right now was delivering his seed into this creature, pounding and pounding away at her blood covered vagina he could start to feel the build-up in his balls, growing stronger and stronger until finally he could not hold back any longer and with a loud primeval roar her came, exploding over and over again inside the nun, Once he had finished he looked down at her and felt immediately disgusted “what the fuck” he said as he got himself off her
Standing up his pants still around his ankles he looked at the nun with hatred 
‘You disgusting whore’ he spat ‘what the fuck did you make me do’ he bent down and pulled his pants up
Once he had his pants back on, he turned to the woman still laying on her back and said “I hope your happy cunt” and kicked her in straight in the jaw knocking her unconscious, he calmly walked back to his car not even caring if anyone was watching he was too distracted at being disgusted with himself for sticking his cock inside a woman, sitting behind his wheel he shoved the keys in the ignition turn the motor over and headed straight out of Sydney never looking back
















CHAPTER 36
WHACK
Whack was staring at the spot where Max had fallen but there was no body and no blood.
+Whack was shocked he had seen every bullet tear through max yet there was nothing not
even a drop of blood, then it hit him, it was a trap. He turned to alert the reapers but as he 
turned his vision went black and his ears began to ring, he clamped his hands over his ears 
and collapsed to the ground but instead of landing he fell through the ground. Tumbling over 
and over in darkness until he landed with a thump on what felt like sand. He opened his eyes 
and found himself laying on a familiar landscape in front of a large fire but the flames were 
not the traditional red and blue colour they were a very bright green and out of the flames 
stepped his Kurdaitcha
You can’t defeat Diagmu he said, I’ve seen it in the flames, there is only one who can do that, 
and you will need to guide him ‘who’ asked Whack, without answering he turned his atten
tion to the flames, ‘you need to return to our land’ was all he said before vanishing into the 
flames. The next thing whack knew he was floating in a river. ‘What the fuck’ he thought 
‘Where the fuck am I?’ but after looking at the jungle either side of the river he knew exactly 
where he was, he was back in Nam, he swam to the eastern banks of the river and dragged 
himself out, laying in the muddy bank of the river struggling to catch his breath Whack knew 
it was time to return home. Once he had got his breath back, he stood up and reaching to the 
sheath at his hip he pulled out his hunting knife, on the end of the handle was a compass, he 
wasn’t exactly sure where he was but the one thing, he was sure of was he definitely didn’t 
want to head north so after establishing north he turned in its opposite direction and headed 
south.
Whack spent the next week trekking through the steamy jungle by the third day he was so 
hungry we would have eaten a rat and thought it was steak. He hadn’t slept at all, the only 
thing he was focused on was returning home but now he could feel himself getting weaker 
and he knew he would need to eat soon. On the fourth day he spotted smoke in the distance 
and started to make his way to eat, he wasn’t 100 percent sure of where he was and whether it 
was his connection to the land or just a gut feeling he was sure he was in south Vietnam and 
relatively safe lands. About an hour later he discovered the source of the smoke he had spied 
in the distance it was coming from a fire in what looked like a farm. Staggering up the path 
that served as an entrance to the farm he made out three huts he made his way to the first hut 
where he could hear voices inside, ‘Hopefully they aunt with the north’ he thought to himself 
but he was so hungry at this point he didn’t care.
Speaking in Vietnamese 
‘Mon an’ he said as he entered the hut, Mon a Lam on’ (meaning 
food please) the two old farmers who had only just been sitting on their matts discussing their 
days plans over some boiled rice, quickly jumped off the matts and grabbed Whack from ei
ther side and guided him to the matt on the left, once they had him seated on the floor one of 
them handed him their bowl of rice, Whack gulped it down in under a minute, laughing the 
other farmer passed his bowl to Whack, slightly bowing his head to say thank you he began 
to eat the second bowl of rice but this time having quieted his stomach’s ragging protests for 
food, he ate it at a more normal pace. After his meal he lay back on the floor and shut his 
eyes and rested.
He awoke about 3 hours later alone, for a moment he was confused as to where he was but 
slowly his memory returned, yawning as he walked out the open entrance of the hut he hoped 
he could find the farmers who had fed him and gave him a safe place to rest, to not only 
thank them but to ask if they knew a way he could get out of the country.
Heading down the dirt track towards the second hut Whack heard a female voice coming 
from inside, unsure if the woman was aware of his presence on the farm or if either of the old 
farmers had neglected to tell her he slowly entered the hut with his hands raised. Inside the 
small hut was a woman who was in the middle of scolding a young male who looked around 
ten. From the pitch of her voice Whack could tell the woman was angry 
‘Xin chao he said in a calm voice, spinning around the woman faced him her cheeks immed
ately began to heat as she blushed obviously embarrassed, she bowed her head and walked 
out of the hut calling for who Whack could only hope was one of the farmers. Thankfully 
enough it was one of them the one who gave him the second bowl of rice in fact, the farmer 
approached What and gestured for him to come to back into the hut, they both sat on matts 
opposite each other. Whack thanked him for his generosity and asked if the man knew any
way out of Vietnam, laughing the farmer said 
‘Certainly, see American GIs they can take you anywhere’
It was a good idea he thought everyone knew the best way to smuggle anything out of
Vietnam was through the army but Whack instinctively knew to stay hidden from the 
Australian army in case Max discovered he was still alive and came looking for him. Up until 
now Whack hadn’t considered the Yanks.
“Now there’s an idea” he thought 
‘but those greedy bastards will want something in return for their troubles’ he said to the 
farmer, smiling the farmer said come with me.
After about a 45-minute walk through fields they came to the jungle once again where they 
proceeded in a south west direction for another 20 minutes or so, deep in the lush jungle and 
practically buried by the ancient tropical fauna they came to a well-hidden cave entrance. 
‘Stay’ said the farmer as he headed into the cave alone. About an hour later just as Whack 
was starting to wonder if the farmer had either played some kind of trick on him and left him 
standing in the middle of the jungle for no good reason or maybe ran into some kind of trou
ble in the cave, the farmer and another man around Maxs age ventured from the cave. Speak
ing in a dialect Whack didn’t understand the young Vietnamese man looked at Max obvi
ously unsure of what to make of him, after about 5 more minutes of conversation the young 
man, finally approached Whack and in a surprisingly good English accent said 
‘You’re a very lucky man, a group of Australian soldiers saved my grandfather here and my 
two cousins from death at the hands of the Communists and ever since that day he has wished
he could somehow repay the favour and with you just appearing on his doorstep from out of 
the jungle he believes this is his ancestors granting his wish so for that reason we will take 
you to Da Nang and there you will meet with our American friends where they will get you home’ 
‘Why would they do that for me?’ asked a sceptical Whack 
‘Because our American friends have come to rely on our heroin deliveries we are in the best 
position to ask a favour and if they want their next shipment, I’m sure they will oblige us’
The next couple of days Whack spent his time helping around on the farm and catching up on 
some well needed rest. On the fourth night the young Vietnamese man who Whack had met 
in the tunnel came to his hut and said that two men will come in the morning and was to go 
with them and they will take him to meet the GI’s in Da Nang
True to his word around sun up a small American Jeep with two Vietnamese men and one 
American Arrived, the American a young slender man in his twenties and dressed in his mili
tary fatigues hoped out of the back of the jeep, in a deep southern accent he said 
‘You the Aussie trying to get home?’ 
‘Yes mate’ replied Whack ‘that’s me’
After about hours wait on the tarmac, the plane finally took off, Whack was surprised at 
how hospitable the Americans had been with him, seated on the plane and heading into the 
sky Whack laughed to himself and thought 
“the little fellow was right; those Yanks sure do like their drugs”
After his landed in L.A he was greeted on the tarmac by a young man who saluted Whack 
who saluted back. ‘Good morning, Sir, Private Connerly’ he said ‘I’ve been told to take you 
to the port and get you aboard so you can get back to Australia’
‘Thanks’ replied Whack 
‘No need to thank me’ replied the young soldier ‘I’m just following orders’ as they jumped 
into another Jeep
CHAPTER 37
The ride to the port was relatively short and quiet, when they arrived and exited the jeep the 
young soldier told Whack that he was taking him to meet the captain who will see him the 
rest of the way home. They bordered the large ramp which took them on to the main deck and 
waiting at the end of the ramp where to men dressed in their navel uniforms, Private Con-
nerly saluted both men and Whack did the same stepping forward the man on the left who 
judging by the very serious look on his hardened sea weathered face and the three golden 
lines insignia on the shoulders of his freshly pressed and extremely white uniform Whack 
could only assume was the ship’s captain 
‘So, you’re the Aussie wanting a lift?’ inquired the captain 
‘Yes Sir’ replied Whack ‘ok mate’ replied the captain in a very poor attempt at an 
Australian accent, Whack wasn’t sure if the captain was being a smart arse or not but seeing 
how this was the only option he had at this point to get home he decided best not to push it 
and so, he just smiled back at the captain 
‘Righto’ the captain continued ‘I’m Captain Walker’ 
and nodding his head at the man beside him ‘and this is Commander Cody, Basically I’m do
ing this as a favour for a friend and I don’t know your story and frankly I don’t want to know 
your story,’ pausing for a second or two before continuing ‘the less I know the better, in fact 
don’t even tell me your name, Commander Cody here will take you to your cabin and from 
there I’d prefer it if you stayed low apart from toilet and showers try to keep the tourism to a 
minimum and I’m sure you agree the less people see you the better.’ Turning to commander 
Cody, he said ‘see to it that someone from the kitchen bring this man his meals while on board 
and preferably have the same man do it’ 
‘Yes Sir’ replied the commander, turning back to Whack his face softened just a little and 
the corners of his mouth turned up very slightly in what Whack could only assume was the 
captains attempt at a smile 
‘Welcome aboard son stay out of everyone’s way and we’ll get along just fine’ 
‘Yes Sir’ replied Whack. 
‘Commander Cody would you please take this man and show him to his quarters’ 
‘Sir, Yes Sir’ replied the Commander and motioned for Whack to follow him, Whack saluted 
the captain and began to follow the commander.
January 3rd 1973
The journey took ten days but to Whack it felt like ten weeks, he had taken the captains ad
vice and spent most of his time on his bunk either sleeping or staring at the celling, for a man 
that was practically raised in the bush confinement felt like a form of torture so when they fi
nally docked in Queensland and disembarked Whack could barely restrain himself from run
ning around cheering and yelling and perhaps even kissing the ground. But to avoid attention 
he restrained himself as he headed through the terminal.
After arranging the details of his connecting flight to Darwin he headed outside the airport 
where he spied a row of four pay phones along the wall, two were being used so Whack took 
the one on the end, 
‘Cmon Koen be home’ he whispered as he dialled his brother’s number
After 4 rings the phone clicked and a familiar voice spoke 
‘Yeah, who this?’ 
‘Who this?’ replied Whack ‘who this,’ he repeated ‘I’ll tell ya who this is, it’s your big brother ya mad bastard’
‘Whack’ his brother screamed, ‘what the fuck! where the fuck are you?’ 
‘I’m in Brisbane’ replied Whack, ‘I’m heading home mate, can you pick me up at Darwin air
port?
‘Yeah, mate what time?’ an obvious excited Koen replied 
‘I’ll be landing at 7:30 so just wait for me in the car park and I’ll come straight out to you’
‘Righto brother’ Koen said ‘see ya tonight’








CHAPTER 38
With a violent thud Whack was woken out of his sleep, his first thought was a grenade had 
gone off, and instinctively he tried to jump to his feet but was instantly restrained at the 
waste, he opened his eyes and looked around immediately remembered where he was and by 
the vibration of the plain he knew they had just landed and he was finally home, 
“Fuck I don’t even remember taking off” Whack thought to himself “I must have crashed out 
the moment I sat in the chair” after his mentally arduous journey across the pacific Whack 
was glad he was spared the final four hours of his trip strapped in an airplane staring at the 
back of the seat in front of him.
Having nothing but a small back pack with a small number of supplies inside it didn’t take 
Whack long to get off the plane and out the front of the airport, he looked around and thought 
“Fucken typical I bet the cunt is late” then he heard the sound of a car horn followed by the 
voice of his brother, 
‘Oi’ Koen called, looking across the road Whack spotted him standing beside the open door 
of a white Volkswagen beetle ‘Ya coming of what’ he said with a wide smile across his face.
Whack nearly cried as he crossed the street and headed towards the car park, had forgotten 
how much he’d missed his not so little brother, 
‘What the fuck have you been eating Koe?’ 
‘Whadya mean’ his brother replied curiously, 
‘Relax’ laughed Whack, ‘I just meant you’ve grown a lot in the last couple of years.

Instead of heading straight back to Koens house Whack suggested they go into Darwin and 
get something to eat and Koen said he knew just the place. Ten minutes after leaving the air
port they pulled into the car park of the “Grand Old Duchess” hotel, before getting out of the 
car Koen turned to Whack and said 
‘So whadya reckon, we get a feed first then go into the bar for a couple of beers? 
‘Nar mate’ replied Whack ‘no beers tonight just a feed besides I’ve 
got something I wanna talk to you about’  
‘Ah ok then to the green room it is’ he responded, 
‘lead the way little brother’ replied Whack

Walking inside Wack took in his surroundings, a long room rowed on both side by concrete 
columns painted green with about a dozen or more round cane tables with glass tops and each 
table had three cane chairs with green cushions, they sat down and Koen could tell by the 
way Whack was staring at the counter bar that he was ready to order straight away so he 
stood up and spoke 
‘My shout brother, what you want’ smiling at his younger brother he replied 
‘Steak’, 
‘Whoa’ Koen protested ‘big spender with my money eh’ a little taken back by 
the comment Whack was momentarily lost for words, then Koen broke into a laugh that im
mediately told Whack he was only teasing him, 
‘Don’t forget the pepper sauce smartarse’ Whack taunted back
They ate in relative silence only broken by the occasional question from Whack regarding old 
friends from the area where they grew up or the wellbeing of family members
After the waitress collected their empty plates, Koen looked Whack dead in the eyes and 
asked 
‘So, what’s going on mate, what is it you want to talk to me about?’
‘I need to get down to see our uncle’ 
‘Which one?’ asked Koen, staring straight back into Koens eyes Whack replied  
‘Kurdaitcha man’ surprised by his brother’s response he pushed 
‘Wow whadya wanna see him for’ After moments pause Whack replied 
‘Do you remember the tales we were taught of the wondering healer?’
‘What about it’ replied a now more interested Koen  
‘I think I encountered him in the jungle’ 
‘Tell me you didn’t accept his help?’ Koen interrupted, 
‘No but I know someone who did’ 
‘Are you sure?’ Koen pushed
‘Yes, I’m sure, the things I seen that sick bastard do I can’t repeat but trust me this man went 
from being a good friend to an evil creature that made me feel like someone was dancing on 
my grave every time I was near him, basically overnight, and while that evil bastard is still 
[bookmark: _Hlk160038716]breathing, no one is safe, I need to see Kurdaitcha straight away, any chance I can borrow 
your car for a few days?’ Whack asked, 
‘Of course,’ said Koen ‘take it, do you want me to come with ya?’ 
‘No that’s ok’ Whack responded ‘I need to go on my own, how long until your gonna need 
the car back?’ 
‘Take ya time mate I aunt got anywhere I need to be’ he paused for a moment then looked di
rectly into his older brothers eyes, the same big brother who looked out for him all his life, 
the same big brother who went off to war and fought for his country, the same big brother
that he loved more than anyone else on this planet he drew a smile 
‘Just be safe ok’ ‘Felling a warm tinge in his heart at his younger brother’s obvious concern 
for him he smiled 
‘Of course,’ Whack answered with an unconvincing laugh, ‘well if you don’t mind im gonna 
leave bright an early in the morning?’ 
‘Yeah mate’ agreed Koen ‘it’s about a 16-hr drive give or take so if you’re going to leave in 
the morning, I suggest we head home now so you can get some sleep aye’, 
‘Spot on Ko, great minds think alike’ chirped Whack as they both stood to leave.
On the drive home they sat in silence both deep in thought about the same situation that Whack will now be facing. Finally, Koen broke the silence,
‘How far you taking this Archie?’, it was obvious to Whack that his little brother had been thinking heavily about the current situation, nobody ever calls him Archie, ever since he can remember he was called Whack on account that as a little boy he would 
constantly whack someone or something if he annoyed and one day while playing at 
the neighbour’s house he got the shits with one of the other boys and he hit him the boys  
mother jokingly said 
‘Oh, whacks at it again’ and since that day it stuck, only his family ever 
called him by his real name and only on very rare and mostly serious occasions, 
‘I’ll take it as far as I have to little brother, if you had seen what I’ve seen you would agree, 
this twisted soul must be stopped’ 
‘Uncle told us some pretty heavy stories about that healer, now you think you’ve met him, do 
you think those stories where all true?’ asked Koen, 
‘If anything, Ko from what I saw I think they may have been watered down, me and 12 others 
guys where in an elite commando force where basically we did what we wanted in the jungle, 
my friend Max who was a great guy and was a hard bastard like the rest of us, he was as loyal 
as they come and I have no doubt he would’ve taken a bullet for any one of us,’ he paused for 
a moment before continuing ‘One day while out on patrol we got into a huge fire fight and 
our path was blocked but Max the crazy bastard laid out the cover fire and gave us an exit, on 
the way out we heard a landmine go off and the gun fire cease and at that point we were cer-
tain Max had given his life but he had allowed the rest of us to escape

Yet a little while later Max appeared without a single fucking scratch on him, he gave us 
some bullshit story about getting out, but his eyes had changed man’ 
‘What do you mean by that?’ enquired Koen, 
‘They had gone from blue to fucking bright green, and I’m telling you there’s no way that 
mother fucker could have survived that shit show, it was a fire storm and no man could have 
made it I don’t give a fuck who they were’ 
‘What the happened to his eyes?’ asked Koen 
‘Fucked if I know man all I know is from that day on I couldn’t stand to look at those burning 
green eyes and if I did make the mistake of making eye contact with him it 
felt as though my very soul was screaming in horror,’ 
‘Fuck brother, are you sure I can’t help you?’ 
‘No little brother, the only person who can help me know is our Kurdaitcha’.
Whack awoke in the darken room, he felt more refreshed than he had ever felt in a long time, 
he slept deep last night he didn’t even dream as far as he recalled, he checked his watch and 
it was 1pm. 
“Fuck me Ive over slept” he thought to himself as he hoped out of bed and put his 
shorts on, he walked out into the lounge room to see Koen watching the TV, 
‘Fuck brother’ said Koen you must have needed that’ 
‘Yeah’ replied Whack, ‘first time I’ve slept in a real bed since I shipped out’, 
‘So, what’s ya plan?’ asked Koen, 
‘I think I’ll have a shower and a coffee and then I’ll take off if ya don’t mind?’ 
‘Go right ahead, there’s clean towels in the hallway cupboard and be patient it takes for ever for the hot water to kick in and when it does it’s only a trickle’
When Whack came out from his shower, he could smell bacon and all of a sudden, he was 
starving and immediately his stomach grumbled as if agreeing, 
‘Thought you might like a feed before you take off’ said Koen, nodding towards the kitchen, 
Whack followed the scent and headed into the kitchen and right in the middle of the table was 
a big plate with a couple of fried eggs sunny side up a nice pile of bacon, some buttered toast 
and some fried tomatoes on the side and a cup of hot coffee, 
‘Oh, brother what have I done to deserve this?’ asked Whack somewhat surprised, 
‘Just my way of saying thanks for everything’, 
‘That’s beautiful little brother and much appreciated’
Whack scoffed down his breakfast and basically skulled his coffee, 
‘Ok brother its time I made tracks, do you want me to do the dishes before I go?’ 
‘Nar mate I’ll do em after dinner tonight’ replied Koen, as he got up from the couch and reached into his pocket, ‘don’t put a scratch on her’ he said as he fished the keys from his front pocket ‘, 
‘ha’ laughed Whack, ‘You wouldn’t be able to tell if I did’,
‘Yer bullshit I know every scratch on her mate’ laughing again as Koen handed him the keys ‘No worries, mate, I’ll see ya when I get back’ replied Whack as he headed out the door.














CHAPTER 39
Belting down the Stuart Hwy in his brothers beat up 1963 Ford Falcon XL he hoped the old 
car would make the journey; Koen had assured him it would make it there and back a 
thousand times but the tapping sound coming from under the bonnet didn’t inspire his confi-
dence in the old Ford
Driving through the night and into the morning Whack was feeling a little worn when he ar-
rived at his uncle’s property and as he drove towards the small dwelling where his uncle had 
lived for his entire life, he spotted him just off to the side of the old shack standing by a small 
camp fire. Whack parked the car and got out and walked straight to his uncle, 
‘Kurdaitcha’ he called 
‘Archie’ replied his uncle ‘I’ve been expecting you, come I have much to teach you’. 
Whack was taken back a little ‘Expecting me, I haven’t been here for about 7 years, how did
you know I’d be visiting?’ ‘I have seen it in the fire’ his uncle replied in a nonchalant 
tone, ‘I have seen many things in my visions from the fire and I know what troubles you, you 
have encountered Diagmu’s slave’ 
‘Yes, I have, will he come for me?’ asked Whack, 
‘It’s not you he seeks but should you get in his way he will not hesitate in sending you to the
darkness’. 
There was something in the way his uncle said it which sent a chill down Whacks spine,
‘What’s the darkness?’ he inquired not really sure if he wanted to know the answer, 
‘The darkness has a lot of names, to us it means to never enter the dreamtime, white fellas 
call it hell, what you call it means little but what is important is that you understand the cost 
of facing Diagmu’s soul collector’ 
‘Soul collector?’ replied Whack 
‘Yes, an evil being who was foolish enough to accept Diagmu’s deal now must collect souls 
for his master until his flesh begins to rot and is no longer able to hold its body together, 
when this happens Diagmu simply consumes it and goes on the hunt for another collector, Di
agmu needs souls, it’s their torment that gives him his power’ 
‘Is Diagmu the devil, the one the Christians call Satan?’ asked Whack, 
‘No’ replied his uncle ‘no he is not the one they call Satan; he is what they would call a de-
mon, one who is from a different layer of darkness, a layer that is more suited to him, a layer 
where he can rule, but should he lose his strength he would plunge deeper into the darkness 
until he had reached the bottom layer ruled by the King of darkness and once there a soul can 
never leave no matter how strong and Diagmu’s biggest fear was to be a lap dog of Satan to 
Diagmu serving at the foot of the lord of all darkness is his version of hell, so as long as he 
can keep collecting souls he is safe, harvesting souls can be heavy work and this is a trait that 
doesn’t suit Diagmu so he simply employs other souls to do his work for him, but not any 
soul can join his army, only those with the right amount of darkness in their souls are worthy’ 
‘Army? you mean to tell me there are more than one collector?’ an obviously shocked 
Whack asked, 
‘Yes’, replied his uncle ‘Diagmu has more than one soul collector, I don’t know exactly how 
many but at least 5 at any time wonder the earth taking lives, and it would seem your friend is 
one them’. 
‘I knew this Kurdaitcha but I don’t know how to stop him he is very powerful’ 
‘Powerful indeed’ replied his uncle ‘very powerful and there is only one who can stop him a 
soul even more powerful than he’ for the first time in a long time Whack felt hope, 
‘What soul who’ his voice growing louder, ‘how do I find him?’ 
‘You must wait, this soul isn’t of our world, yet’ growing frustrated with his uncle’s cryptic 
sentences Whack raised his voice 
‘What does that mean? just tell me how to find this soul’ 
‘The soul has yet to be created’ snapped his uncle, 
‘Patience Archie, I know how you feel but you have a role to play here the fires have 
revealed to me your fate, you are to watch over this soul and when the time is right and your 
friend comes to collect it will be your job to face your friend and protect this special soul’ 
‘Special? Why is it special,’ asked Whack 
‘This soul is the offspring of your friend, conceived 
in violence but born of purity this soul is the perfect balance of light and dark and is ex
tremely powerful and Diagmu wants this soul, for it will collect more souls in one year than 
all of his collectors could do in an eternity, giving him the power to stay from the darkest 
layers of hell and keep him in his position of power for an eternity’ 
‘Ok’ said Whack, ‘So how do I defeat Max? he is far more powerful than me’ 
‘First, we clean and prepare your spirit, once we have cleansed your soul you will be ready to 
begin your training, rest now tonight we will begin the ceremonies’ he led Whack into his
shack which was basically two rooms both having a mattress on the floor, pointing to the 
room next to the one they were both now standing in his uncle said 
‘Rest now I will come for you when we are ready to begin’ whack walked into the room and 
lay on the bed and within a minute he was asleep.
Whack awoke later that evening feeling very refreshed, looking up at the tin roof he began to 
play though everything that had happened from the moment he met Max until right now.
 “its fate” he thought to himself, “and you cannot run from your fate, so C’mon Archie boy 
let’s get up and see what and face this fate bitch head on” and with that thought he sat up and 
rolled off the mattress and made his way to the door.

Walking out into the night he seen his uncle ceremoniously painted chanting to the rather 
large fire he had created. He approached his uncle and stood in silence beside him. After a 
moment his uncle ceased his chanting, in his hand he held a small steel cup he bent down to a 
pot that was sitting in the coals and scooped up some of the contents and handed the steel cup 
to Whack, 
‘Drink Archie’ was all he said, without pausing to think Whack grabbed the cup 
from his uncle and drank the warm liquid in one mouthful. Whack didn’t know what he had 
just drank, but he was certain it wasn’t water and the musky after taste he was beginning to 
experience only helped to confirm it. Turning to face the fire once more his uncle began to 
repeat his chanting, staring into the fire while listening to him chant in ancient dialect a form 
started to appear in the flames, surprised he rubbed his eyes and the image became clearer un
til it revealed itself to him. It was Max, eyes glowing green slashing a knife back and forth 
towards Whack, the image began to blur and then alter into a scene of death, dead bodies 
flashed in and out of the flames screams of terror pierced his ears then the vision calmed and 
morphed into the form of a boy, a boy with bright blue eyes, the vison showed the boy grow
ing from a small child to a man, from a grown man it transitioned back to Max smiling 
covered in blood with a menacing look in his eyes and then it was gone. 
Feeling overwhelmed by the vision a slightly pale and visibly shaken Whack turned to his un
cle and spoke 
‘What the fuck Kurdaitcha? did you just see that?’ smiling his uncle merely nodded 
‘What did it mean?’  he queried, 
‘I suspect it was a vision of a possible future, every move we make has an effect on 
our future and that was possibly one future where you chose not to act’ the image disturbed 
Whack. To him it gave him a sense of loss that perhaps Max had killed the boy with the blue 
eyes, the boy who he was now certain was this “special soul” his uncle had spoken of earlier. 
‘Help me Kurdaitcha, I must defeat this man’ he pleaded, 
‘I will train your mind and I will prepare your soul but you must train your body and you 
must never forget that your old friend is no longer a man, he is a tortured soul bound to serve 
his master until the day he is consumed, or worse, this will be the hardest battle you will ever 
face and I do not know your fate, the flames have not revealed that to me but one thing I’m
certain of is it is your fate to fight him and at this moment time is on your side, your battle is 
many years ahead.















CHAPTER 39
Over the next five years Whack stayed with his uncle learning his ancestor’s ancient soul 
cleansing rituals, through these rituals he was able to enter the spirit plane which gave him a 
far greater sense of reality and every soul’s place with in it, along with that it also gave him a 
far better insight to other souls to a point where it seemed he could predict the future by the 
way he was able to predict every move a potential opponent would make, although he was in 
a pretty isolated part of the country there were still many Arrernte people in the area for him 
interact with and over time he was able to apply what his uncle’s rituals had been instilling in 
him not only to humans but to all living creatures and by interacting with as many species as 
often as he could he was able to identify patterns in the way every species reacted to certain 
situations and this gave him the advantage of being able to be certain as to how a soul be it 
man, or beast would react to any issue it faced, and being able to predict that meant he was
able to counter any move than made before they could even make it. 
Whack got so good at reading souls that if he focussed hard enough, he could visualise what 
the other was thinking and he learnt very quickly that a soul was very easy to read and could
not hide its true feelings and given the right push would expose its every thought and feeling 
to him. Finally, there came a time when his uncle and the rituals had no more to teach him, 
‘I have helped you strengthen your spirit and your mind, now you must train your body, take 
with you that you have learned, train your body and when the child’s soul reaches maturity
you will be ready. 
Jumping into his brothers beat up 63 Falcon it suddenly dawned on him that he hadn’t started 
the thing in about five years, turning the key in the ignition he said aloud,
 ‘Cmon ol girl don’t let me down’ to his relief she fired straight away, ‘well I’ll be fucked’ he
said to himself as he drove down the track that led to the end of his uncle’s property. 
About 3 weeks into his stay with his uncle he decided to contact Koen but his uncle had no
phone so he had sent a letter to his brother stating he would be staying a while and to let him 
know if he wanted his car back. Koen never replied back so Whack assumed he had no urgent  
need for his car, and as tempting as it was to begin tracking down his former brother in arms 
he knew he must return back to his brother and drop the car back,16 hours later he pulled into 
his brother’s driveway










CHAPTER 40

October 4th 1994
Angela Stapelton had decided at a very early age to devote herself to Christ, by the age of 
sixteen she had taken her vowel of celibacy and poverty by the age of 20 she had taken all her 
vowels and was a fully-fledged Nun. She had taken up residency in The Sacred Heart Monas-
tery in Sydney and by the age of 22 she was helping with a drug rehabilitation programme 
ran out of St James Church just not far from where she lived and every Tuesday and Thurs-
day she would walk to St James in the morning and help the Priest Father Mackay set up, 
making sure there was plenty of coffee, Tea and biscuits for the days meetings and by around 
1:30 she would head back to St Marys. On this particular sunny Thursday afternoon there 
was something evil lying in wait. With the meeting over and all the chairs put away she bid 
Father Mackay good bye and headed out the door to return to St Marys about 250 meters up 
the quiet and momentarily empty street Mary met evil for the first time in her life as Max 
sprang from the overgrown and unkept bushes of the vacant block next to the church car 
park.

With lightning speed Max leapt and almost crushing her windpipe he grabbed her by the 
throat and pulled her through the thick brush, landing on her back and struggling to swallow 
air she starred up at Max and froze in horror, mesmerised by his burning Jade eyes, eyes that 
she later referred to as hell its self.
After her attack she just lay in the dirt sobbing, she could hardly comprehend what had just happened to her and after about two hours she got to her feet and began to straighten her clothes and dust herself down, she tried her best to straighten herself up and began the painful walk back to her church, she had managed to clean herself up a bit but she couldn’t hide the blood stains that covered her thighs. Once back on the grounds of Sacred Heart she tried to avoid bumping into anyone but she was not successful, as she was heading to her dorm she ran into Sister Katlyn and sister Diana both looked truly startled at seeing her 
‘My poor child what has happened’ asked a very concerned Sister Katlyn, unable to answer she just broke down. Sister Katlyn took her to her room and helped her into the shower while Sister Diana went to get the bishop.
Once she was cleaned and dressed Sister Katlyn took her to see the bishop. From the get go
Sister Angela knew the bishop didn’t believe her, and over the next couple of weeks she could sense a lot of the other sisters had their doubts with her story.
One Friday morning after breakfast she was sitting in the church gardens at her favourite spot 
on the wooden bench seat in the middle of the grassy patch in front of the small pond, staring 
at a mother duck and her ducklings floating around the green water, just soaking in the 
morning sun and watching what she believed was one of gods most beautiful creatures, a 
mother, she felt almost at peace for the first time since she was attacked but it wasn’t too last
Sister Katlyn placed her hand on Angela’s shoulder, 
 ‘Sister Angela’ she said ‘I thought you had dozed off’ and like that her moment of near 
peace was shattered, ‘Now stop your daydreaming and report to the bishop,
‘When now?’ replied Angela 
‘Yes of course, now’ replied sister Katlyn ‘and I don’t think he is in a very good mood this 
morning, apparently someone didn’t remove the old out of date milk in the fridge in the com-
mon room and it wasn’t until he had nearly finished did, he realise the lumps in his coffee 
weren’t due to the fact that he hadn’t bothered to stir it, and it wasn’t long until his stomach 
cried out in disagreement and had him stuck on the toilet all morning forcing him to skip 
morning mass’.
 Angela knew better than to laugh but that wasn’t to say it was easy for her to 
do so, biting her inner check she turned and headed for the bishop’s office.
Sitting in his high-backed leather chair, tapping his fingers upon the extra wide dark mahog-
any arm rests, Bishop Peter McMillan was disgusted, 
‘How dare you fornicate and break your vowels to almighty god in the empty lot beside our 
place of worship and then try to say you were rapped’ Shocked at what she was hearing An-
gela couldn’t respond, all she could do was to stare blankly at the Bishop and use every ounce 
of strength she had to not break down, 
‘At least have the decency to own up to your sins instead of lying too not only me and every
one here but to Jesus himself’ taking a deep breath he waved his hand ‘get out of my site 
and if you are with child my dear, I expect you’ll do the right thing by it and by God and give 
it to the church so it may have a chance of finding a more suitable family’ he paused momen
teraly and stared directly into her eyes and giving her a look that he hoped would show his 
full level of disgust, ‘Now close the door on your way out’ feeling numb she headed to her 
dorm.

While she may have lost her faith in the church, Angela still believed in God and would de
vote her life to him but she vowed to never enter a church again, the pain and humiliation she 
felt from being attacked was bad enough but for the bishop and the church to not only doubt 
her but to even suggest she give her unborn child away was, in her eyes unthinkable
After taking all her clothes out of the drawers and placing them on her bed, feeling thankful 
she didn’t own much; threw them all in a garbage bag and throwing the bag over her 
shoulder she walked out of her room at Sacred Heart Monastery never to return
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6 months later on July 18th she gave birth to a baby boy, holding her child in her arms she 
was amazed how bright his blue eyes were, staring into his bright blue eyes she whispered, 
‘Welcome to the world Sonny’ and it wasn’t just her who noticed in fact quite a few nurses 
and a doctor had commented on his eyes 
‘With beautiful blue eyes like his I think he will break a few hearts’ one nurse had said.
After leaving the church, Ange which is a slightly foreign name to her after all those years be
ing addressed as sister had reached out to her old school friend Kelly who she always kept in 
touch with and as soon as Kelly heard of Anges predicament, she insisted that she come and 
move up to her home on the Gold Coast, as much as Ange tried to protest in her heart she 
knew she didn’t really have any other option 
‘And besides’ Kelly had said ‘this house is too big and lonely for me it would do me good to 
have someone to talk to’ and finally Ange agreed.
After a while Angela had got a job at her local super market, it wasn’t a huge pay cheque but 
it was enough for them to scrape through and even put a little savings aside and eventually 
when Sonny was around three, she was able to get herself a nice little two-bedroom aparment 
right on the beach and as much as she knew Kelly had no problem with her and Sonny stay
ing, she longed for a place she could call home for her and Sonny, and this Highrise apartment 
with ocean views certainly offered that.
Although she had turned her back on the church, she had always remained very devoted to 
Christ and instilled the Lord’s teachings on Sonny, Every night after his homework and 
chores where done she would have him read chapters from the bible to her and by the time, 
he was ten he practically knew every line in the bible by heart. Sonny attended the local gov-
ernment school and with his very easy going and caring nature had become quite popular 
amongst his peers. At the age of 13 Sonny had become a bit of a local hero, on his walk to 
school one morning he noticed smoke coming from one of the houses he passed on his walk, 
immediately he sprang into action and ran to the front door and tried to open it but it was 
locked, without another thought he ran around to the back door which fortunately was un
locked, inside he found a woman asleep on the couch he woke her up and helped her to the 
door as he got her outside her senses kicked in and she started screaming my baby is in there 
please get my baby. Sonny ran back into the house which by now was fully alight he didn’t 
know the lay out of the house much less where the baby was and with all the smoke, he 
couldn’t see two feet in front of himself, crouching low he was running on pure instinct, his 
body seemed to move without his direction through the kitchen and down the hall his eyes 
squeezed tightly shut his body took him straight to the child’s room, although he couldn’t 
physically see his body knew exactly where to go, he scooped the screaming child from the 
cot and let his body lead him back outside to safety. Sonny made the local news and later that 
year received an award for his efforts. Sonny seemed to be naturally gifted when it came to 
sports and had plenty of trophies and ribbons to show for it but it was just after his 15th birth
day did, he discover his true passion Mauy Thai. One afternoon while walking home from 
school he had decided to go and get a bucket of chips at the local shops and while waiting for 
his chips to cook he had noticed a couple of guys going up the stair case behind the fish and 

chip shop. His curiosity getting the better of him he followed them up the stairs and at the top 
was a white door and crudely written in black ink that looked like it was drawn with a very 
thick magic marker was the words “Jakes Gym”
Hesitantly he opened the door and stepped inside, it was quite a spacious room with boxing 
bags of different shapes and sizes running along the east and western walls and in the middle 
of the room was a boxing ring and the back wall was full of training pads, in the ring two 
guys were sparring and another guy was on the outside of the ring giving instructions to both, 
and spread around the room where other guys training, some hitting the bags and others 
 holding pads. The room had a strange odour which somehow attracted Sonny, 
he wasn’t sure what it was but something about that salty sweaty smell, made Sonny want to 
train. Standing at the door way taking in the aroma of the gym he noticed a stocky bald man 
covered head to toes in tattoos heading over to greet him, from the tattoos on his face and 
body Sonny assumed this man was a biker, Sonny personally didn’t know anyone who was 
in a motorcycle club but from what he had heard they were mostly groups of criminals who 
stood over the weak and sucked younger kids into doing their dirty work, so he didn’t really 
want to know any, but to turn and walk out now would be very rude and one thing Sonny 
didn’t like to be was rude or offensive to anybody who hadn’t been rude to himself first so he 
smiled as the menacing looking biker guy approached him


‘G’day mate’ the tattooed man said with a smile ‘you interested in training?’ he asked 
‘Not sure’ replied Sonny ‘I was just curious as to what was up here’ 
‘Well, you here now take your shoes off and come with me’ he led Sonny to the back wall 
And passed him a pair of gloves 
‘Here mate throw these on, oh and by the way I’m Jake ‘ 
‘Jake I’m Sonny he, said as he stuck out his hand, Jake made a fist and said, 
‘Make a fist, first lesson is how to shake hands here, 
he then bumped his fist into Sonny’s and said ‘nice to meet you mate, now let’s see what 
you’ve got’

Wearing hand pads Jake ran Sonny through some basic combos and was surprised by his 
strength and skill, 
‘Have you ever trained before?’ inquired Jake 
‘No ‘said Sonny ‘never’ 
‘Well mate you’ve got a good punch on you and you are picking the moves up quite easily, 
you don’t open up much and seem to naturally keep your guard up, I think with a bit of train
ing you would do alright in the ring’ 
‘I dunno about that but thanks’ replied Sonny feeling a little flattered.
Over the next 12 months Sonny and Jake became very good friends although Jake was 25 and 
Sonny was only 16 Jake found Sonny to be more on his level than most his mates that were 
his age, and Sonny began to become very fond of his trainer and friend, 
‘Never judge a book by its cover’ was something that ran through Sonny’s mind nearly every 
time he was with Jake. His first impression of Jake being a scumbag bikie couldn’t be further 
from the truth in fact just like Sonny, Jake wasn’t too fond of bikies either. Sonny’s passion 
to train and become better re invigorated Jakes natural love of the sport and together they 
trained long and hard, perfecting their skills, Jake could see the raw ability Sonny had, his
reaction was lighting, his counter punching was un matched, his power was incredible and his 
speed was like nothing Jake had ever witnessed but his one flaw , his Achillies heal was his 
anger, if a fighter managed to hurt him his emotions would take over and he would loose all 
control, if often ended in him winning due to his raw brutal strength and natural abilities but 
Jake could see in those moments of rage he would loose all his focus and Jake knew it would 
only take a smart fighter to see this and use it to his advantage, quite often Jake would try to 
tell Sonny 
‘No matter how strong and skilled you are if you can’t maintain self-control eventually some
one will always use this against you’
Jake knew Sonny could be a world champion one day all he needed to do was get that anger 
under control and no one could beat him. 
July 18nd 2011
It was Sonny’s 16th birthday and he and Jake hit the town to celebrate, Sonny had Matured
physically faster than a lot of guys his age and as such had no problem getting into bars, his 
plan was to have a few celebratory drinks with Jake and then try to find a nice local girl for a 
bit of fun but after a few tequila shots that plan went to shit pretty fast and they spent the en
tire night in the bar doing shots until the publican called lights out and they both staggered 
out the door. Jake asked if he wanted to try to get into Farrallers night club which was only 
500 meters down the road but the moment the night air hit Sonny he started to feel the full ef
fects of the alcohol so he decided to decline Jakes offer and make his way home to bed.
Sonny didn’t manage to make it all the way to his bed but he did make it to his front yard 
where he found a nice place in the garden to vomit up a fair amount of the night’s alcohol and 
rest his head for a few hours.
Sometime in the middle of the night he thought he heard his mother scream; he lifted his head 
off the ground for a moment before passing out again. A little while later he thought he heard 
the front door close, still feeling the effects of the alcohol he opened his eyes, his vision was 
quite blurry but he could make out a figure walking past him in the garden, he reached out to 
grab the persons foot but was still too drunk and his motor functions still weren’t working 
correctly, the stranger kicked his hand away and bent down so he was inches away from 
Sonny, 
‘Thanks for the feed boy’ the man said, ‘I’ll be back for you later’ with that he stood 
back up and kicked Sonny straight in the jaw knocking him unconscious. He awoke a few 
hours later with the sun in his eyes, taking a moment to gather his thoughts he looked up at 
the clear blue sky, his head pounding and his eyes burning from the sunlight.
 ‘Fucken hell’ he said out loud as he sat up, ‘what a night’. Making his way to his feet he dusted his pants off and headed inside for a shower. Walking through the front door and down the hallway he noticed the house was a little quiet but didn’t think much of it, he passed his mother’s room and her door was shut, 
“Must be still sleeping” he thought to himself as he passed her door and headed through the kitchen to the back bathroom. After a long hot shower, he felt a little better and was ready for a coffee, he turned the kettle on and grabbed a mug from the cupboard 
as he did, he glanced at the clock it was 10:30 am, 
‘You up mum?’ he called but there was no answer so he called a little louder ‘Mum’ and this 
time when he called the left side of his jaw hurt and at the same time, he had a flash back 
from last night of a man with very bright green eyes crouched down beside him in the garden. 
Those eyes were so bright they were like green torches in the night, and the man’s hard chis
eled face with a cruel smile staring back at him. 
“Did I dream that” he thought and immediately he felt a horrible sensation in the pit of his 
stomach 
‘MUM’ he screamed as he burst through her door

The scene that confronted him was so shocking that at first, he was sure it had to be some 
kind of sick joke, his mother, naked lay flat on her back on the bed her chest and stomach 
opened wide, all of her organs and intestines had been removed and placed in a pile at the 
foot of her bed, her eyes wide open and her face contorted as if she was screaming in agony 
at the moment of death. 
‘NO’ he screamed ‘somebody please help me’
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After her funeral they had a wake for her at the local tavern, about 20 mourners arrived and 
they spent the evening drinking and exchanging stories about Angela. It comforted him a lit
tle to hear some of the things people had to say about his mother, it was nice to know he 
wasn’t the only one who loved her.
At the end of the night Jake approached Sonny and offered him a place to stay if he needed, 
‘Thanks bro’ replied Sonny but I need to go home, 
‘Ok’ Jake said if you need anything let me know. 
‘I seen him’ replied Sonny, 
‘Seen who?’ asked Jake 
‘The man who killed my mother, I’ll never forget that face’ Jake turned so he was facing
Sonny 
‘Listen bro I’ve got you, if you know who this sick fuck is let’s go get him’ 
‘I don’t know who he is but I guarantee you I’ll never forget his face and I know I’ll find him 
one day’ 
‘Well, when you do make sure you call me,’ said Jake.
Sonny knew Jake was serious and he loved him for that but he also knew if he ever seen that 
man again, he would kill him on the spot no matter who was around. Every morning when he 
woke and every night before falling to sleep, he could clearly see his mother’s killer, over 
time he memorized every line, scar and scratch on that face, it was burned into his mind and 
he would never forget.
Before Sonny turned 19, he had won over 20 fights in the ring and was making a bit of
money from the sport. He and Jake had pooled their funds and rented a bigger space just 
around the corner and opened J & S Fight Pit, they had on average around 20 to 25 students 
show up each night and once a month they hosted fight nights from their gym.
About a week after his 19th birthday an older guy who was probably in his late 40s showed up 
at the gym looking to train, Jake was busy running some combos with a few of the younger 
students so it was up to Sonny to go and introduce himself and see if they could gain another 
student. 
‘G’day Mate I’m Sonny’ he said as he approached the man, the man held out his fist 
and said 
‘G’day I’m Whack’
There was something about this guy that made Sonny instantly like this man, 
‘So are you looking to train or are you just checking the place out’ with a big broad smile Whack replied
‘I’m here to train brother’.
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July 18th 1983
Sitting in the change room at the Sydney Opera House after the fight Whack was on top of 
the moon, he had just won the heavy weight champion ship belt for kick boxing and was 
about to go out and celebrate, 
‘So, what do you wanna do now’ said Les his Trainer, 
‘I’ve been thinking about this mate’ replied Whack ‘and I’ve been talking to this guy I know 
and I’m going to give the belt 3 defence fights then no matter the outcome I’m going to leave
kickboxing and go and give Kung Fu a shot’ 
‘Kung fu eh’ Les said ‘I know a Sifu who runs an academy in Cronulla if you’re inter-
ested?’ 
‘Definitely’ Whack said 
True to his word by June 1984 Whack had successfully defended his title 3 times and was 
now a yellow belt training in the art of Tong Long Kung Fu under Sifu Mathew Hansen.
Then in 88 while still training in Kung Fu he began doing a bit of Brazilian jujitsu with one 
of his other class mates and discovered he had a very natural ability and by 2014 when 
Whack walked into J & S Fight Pit, he was a Sifu of kung fu, the former Australian heavy 
weight kick boxing champion and held a black belt in Brazilian jujitsu
It wasn’t by luck that Whack walked into the gym that night, somehow since leaving his 
Kurdaitcha all those years ago Whack had been connected to Sonny, he was aware of the 
child’s birth and could always sense where he was and how he was doing so when it was time 
to find the boy although he couldn’t explain how, he knew exactly where he would find him. 
Sonny was very impressed by Whacks fighting abilities even though he was getting on a bit
he was just as fit and just as fast as both himself or Jake, naturally he was eager to train him 
and to Sonnies satisfaction Whack was eager to learn
July 8th 2015
While sparing with Whack, Sonny knew something wasn’t right, all night long Whack had 
been off in his own little world, distracted by his thoughts so much so that he had barely 
checked any of Sonny’s kicks and was actually starting to show bruising on his legs. Finally, 
Sonny had had enough and threw a fast left hand at Whack which landed flush on his jaw and 
sent him straight on his arse. 
‘The fucks wrong with you tonight, Whack? all night you’ve been 
off with the fairies while I’ve been chopping your legs like a tree lopper’
Whack shook his head and held his hand up to Sonny, 
‘Sorry boss’ he said I’ve just got a little on my mind,’ 
‘Anything I can help with bro?” inquired Sonny 
‘Nar’ Whack cheerfully replied ‘just women bullshit mate’ 
‘Say no more, now can we put pussy out of our minds and get some rounds done bro?’ 
Sonny said while throwing a playful jab at Whack who blocked it and countered with a little 
rip to Sonnys ribs, though still playful but with just a little more power in it, letting Sonny
know he was ready.
Later that night while lying on his bed Whack couldn’t sleep, he knew that he only had two 
years to prepare the boy for what was coming. Whack had decided long ago to not burden the 
child with the knowledge of his future and allow him to live a life of happiness in ignorant 
bliss, and although he couldn’t tell the boy of what was coming, he was certain he could men
tally train him to make the connection when the time is right.
Over the next 6 months Whack was in the gym every day training with either Jake or Sonny 
and of late he had even been given the chance to train some of the new kids that came in the 
gym which gave him a great amount of pleasure perhaps it was just getting a chance to watch 
them slowly transform over time into good little fighters, he wasn’t sure but all he knew was 
he enjoyed it.  One night after training he was sitting in what accounted for Sonny and Jakes 
office a small table and four plastic chairs that looked like they had been donated from the lo
cal tip planted in the corner just beside the toilets and change room, when he decided it was 
time to teach Sonny how to not only use his body but also his mind and his soul, 
‘You ever got into meditation’ he asked Sonny who was seated across from him with his 
chair tilted back and his feet on the table, 
‘Actually, funny you should ask but I have been thinking about that and wondering if it could 
be beneficial in the ring,’ 
‘Spot on you is my brother’ said 
Whack 
‘It can be very beneficial indeed’, 
‘Why do you know something about it?’ a now quiet curious Sonny asked, 
‘Mate I am Arrernte what you call meditation I call a visit to dreamtime 
but either way you get the same result’, 
‘And what is that’ Sonny pushed, 
‘Peace brother inner peace and inner power’, 
‘don’t have to twist my arm cousin, where do I sign up’ Sonny said with a laugh, 
‘If your serious I am happy to teach you the way’ suddenly Sonny stopped 
smiling and with a stern look showing Whack he was serious he said 
‘I’m serious bro’, 
‘Come with me ‘Whack said
The drove in Whacks jeep down to a quiet beach just over the Queensland border in a town 
called Fingal.
They parked on a quiet street that was darkened by the night and lack of street lights, as they 
left the car Whack grabbed a small back pack from the back seat and threw it over his shoul
der, 
‘Through here’ he said as he pushed across the fonds of the smaller palm trees lining the 
edge of the surprisingly thick and dark forest, revealing a small barely visible in the black 
night sandy track leading into the heart of the forest 
‘Fuck me Whack’ said Sonny in a quiet voice ‘I’m glad you know where the fuck you’re go
ing’, about 500 meters in they came across a sand dune and as they made their way over the 
dune Sonny began to hear the pleasant sound of the rolling waves of the ocean crashing on 
the shore, 
‘Nearly their cousin,’ said Whack.
 Another 500 meters or so the forest began to thin out until it gave way to a beautiful 
stretch of coast line about 2kms long with big cliffs either side that went out into the deeper 
part of the ocean forming a small inlet that gave the beach a sense of privacy, 
‘Wow’ breathed Sonny in awe, ‘this place is beautiful, how’d ya ever find this joint’ inquired 
Sonny, 
‘My great grandfather had come down here when he was a young man and spent time with 
the Yugamba people who care for this land and while there he met and fell in love with a 
girl who was the daughter of a very respected hunter of their tribe, that woman was to be
come my great Grandmother, when she gave birth to her first son, my grandfather they both 
decided to make the long journey back to my great grandfather people the Arrernte people, 
the birth of my grandfather created a bridge for both tribes to be connected’ and growing up 
as a kid we would go and spend time with the Yugamba and they would come and visit us,
and as they were more coastal people and we were inland people we had a lot to learn from
one another and our linking of tribes was very beneficial for both sides’
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On the beach they built a huge fire with the old dead branches that were scatted along the 
sand dunes that marked the end of the forest fauna and the beginning of the b Sonny 
had been getting the fire started while Whack had gone off into the forest still wearing his 
backpack and when he emerged, he was holding a small tin full of what looked to Sonny like 
a mixture of green berries, dry leaves and bark, 
‘What you got there’ Sonny inquired
‘A very special drink for you’ 
‘For me?’ Sonny replied in a childlike voice ‘after stumbling through that nearly 
pitch black jungle getting scratched up by prickly fucken branches I think I deserve a fucking 
drink’ laughing Whack said 
‘Yeah, perhaps but this aunt no four-x bullshit you drink, this my boy will 
show you the universe and beyond, but it must be drunk hot so gets those coals going so we 
can begin’.

Placing the tin with his concoction in the coals he began to chant, Sonny staring at the fire 
while listening to Whacks chanting began to relax, he closed his eyes and started to see vi-
sions of green flames, as the flames burnt brighter, he began to feel the heat of those flames, 
as the heat travelled through his body, he began to get a tingling sensation flow through him 
warming his very soul and just as he was drifting off, he heard a loud scream from deep 
within his mind instantly snapping him back to reality, he instantly opened his eyes and 
jumped to his feet, standing before him was Whack holding a cup full of foul smelling 
liquid, 
‘Fuck Whack’ he snapped half startled,’ what the fuck are you doing bro?’ 
‘Just pouring you a cup’ replied Whack pushing the cup to Sonnys face, 
‘It fucken stinks what the fuck is it’ Sonny protested, 
‘It’s a link to the spirit world, my ancestors would drink this when the tribe needed guidance 
and their Kurdaitcha would lead them into the dreamtime and show them what they needed to 
see, now drink’ he said once more pushing the cup towards Sonnys face, without further hesi-
tation Sonny grabbed the cup from Whacks hand and began to drink, 
at first the smell made him think he would not be able to finish it but once the liquid hit his 
mouth and his taste buds exploded he tilted his head back and swallowed the whole lot in one 
go, the after taste was even better than the initial taste leaving him with a sweet berry flavour 
in his mouth, 
‘Sit down’ said Whack and watch the fire, the last thing he remembered was 
watching the flames burn and hearing Whack from somewhere close behind him chanting 
and yelling before his eyes became too heavy to keep open and he drifted off to sleep.

He woke the next day in his lounge room to the smell of bacon cooking, he got off his couch 
and stood up and he immediately began to feel a little light headed he sat straight back down
on the couch and tried to gather his thoughts when Whack came from the kitchen holding a 
plate off bacon and toast, 
‘His up’ announced Whack in his cheerful voice ‘and just in time for a feed’
‘What the fuck?’ asked a confused Sonny 
Eat cuz’ replied Whack ‘eat up and once you have a full belly I’ll explain 
what happened’
After breakfast they washed up the dishes and sat back on the couch
‘Ok’ said Sonny ‘care to tell me what happened last night because the last thing I remember 
you gave me that hot juice thing and then I must have blacked out because I can’t remember a 
thing’
‘Don’t worry I only gave you the power to contact me in the dreamtime’ Whack assured him
‘Ok’ sonny replied cautiously ‘and why did you do that’ 
‘Trust me cousin I hope you never need to know’
Whack replied in a melon collie tone, 
‘Don’t sound so chirpy next time Whack’
Whack turned to face Sonny and for a brief moment Sonny thought Whack was going to say 
More, but then his face dropped a little and he said, 
‘Mate my Kurdaitcha’ 
‘Who the fuck is that’ interrupted an ever-growing impatient Sonny, 
‘He is my uncle my uncle but he is also my peoples guardian in the dream time, he has 
shown me many things, some of what will be and some of more possible outcomes, all 
we did last night was open your soul to the spirit world and should the day come when you 
find yourself lost in that world you will be able to call me’
‘Right’ was the only response Sonny could muster
‘I don’t expect you to understand now, but one day you may, Whack replied in a more sol
emn tone
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Life went back to normal and by the Easter break of 2015 the space next to the gym had 
come up for rent so Jake and Sonny decided to take over the lease, the previous tenants ran it 
as a nuts and bolt suppliers but when they moved, they took almost everything in the place  
with them, all that was left was a big open space, a toilet block in the far-left corner and desk 
about 2 meters in from the front door about three meters long and one meter high. This is per
fect, they had both agreed, and by the start of June they had set up a nice fitness centre with 
plenty of weights and weight lifting equipment and they also had a small area dedicated for 
cardio workouts which included a few treadmills and exercise bikes.
With J & S Fight Pit and now the fitness centre came a revamp of both buildings, the insides 
were both painted a very pale blue and both had floor to ceiling mirrors installed along the 
back walls of both buildings and the outside they painted jet black and at mid height they 
painted a band of orange and red that gave it the look of fire around the entire two shop mak
ing it look as one big building and along the top in a deep blood red was the new company 
name Viper Fitness

Just before Christmas of the same year Viper fitness had over 250 paying members and began 
to hold fight nights every fortnight as opposed to every month and on the last night of the 
business year they held a special xmas fight night, designed more for fun and to try to intro
duce new clients. The main event on the card was a 23-year-old guy from Viper fitness and a 
25-year-old guy from Brisbane, both only every had sparing sessions and neither had a
 professional fight but both had already built-up solid reputations as hard trainers and very dedicated to the sport, Unfortunately the night before the fight Sonnys fighter who rode a motorcycle and had crashed it on the way home fracturing his right leg leaving him unable to fight. 
With all the promoting Sonny Jake and Whack had done in both neighbourhoods over the last 
two months they were expecting a huge night and with less than 24 hours before the fight 
they had no hope of finding anyone ready to take the fight, so with no other option Sonny 
volunteered to take the fight and since it was just for fun they didn’t need to bother with 
changing much Sonny simply rang Greg Forbs who was the trainer for the other camp and let 
him know what the situation was and Greg said he had no problems as long Sonny took it 
easy on him, not too easy of course but don’t knock his block off and really hurt him to which 
Sonny gave his word

By the middle of the second round, it was Sonny who was starting to wish that perhaps Greg 
had given his ‘don’t hurt him’ speech to his fighter and not Sonny, although Sonny was far 
more experienced he couldn’t believe not only how quick this guy was but also how hard he 
could hit and Sonny had to step up a bit as to not let this guy get a sly right hand in and put 
him on his arse

By the end of round three Sonny could see his opponent’s inexperience come through and the 
guy was exhausted, so round four Sonny just toyed with him and mistakenly allowed the guy 
to get his second wind because when he came out of his corner at the beginning of the fifth 
and final round he was full of energy and ready to give everything he had to knock Sonny 
out, Sonny admired his opponent’s spirit and found himself wishing he had this guy in his 
gym, but he had no time for distracting thoughts right at that moment as his now rejuvenated 
opponent came at him with devastating leg kicks that made Sonny wonder how many more 
 it would take before this guy actually broke his shin, launching at Sonny with a spinning el
bow that he only barely managed to avoid, Sonny made the decision to end the fight before 
this kid gets one in because with this guy’s power Sonny knew that he had the potential to do 
some real damage and while Sonny was able to avoid most of his attacks he was smart 
enough to realise it only took one moment of distraction and that could change everything so 
when his moment came and his opponent left himself open by dropping his hands while per
forming a side kick aimed straight for Sonny’s head, Sonny leaned back far enough to mi
nutely avoid his opponents’ right foot and springing forward with a right hook that knocked 
his opponent straight out, Greg and his team jumped in the ring and while everyone was tend
ing to the guy in the white shorts laying in the centre of the ring snoring Greg leaning into
Sonnys right ear whispered 
‘What the fuck Sonny I said go easy’ 
‘You should have mentioned that to him instead mate’, Sonny snapped back and walked to his 
corner, when the decision was announced Sonny was glad to see the guy was ok Sonny gave 
him a hug and said 
‘Well done mate that was a great debut, and if your ever over this way again feel free to call
in for a bit of a training session’, smiling widely his opponent stuck out his hand and said 
‘I just might do that’
Later in the shower Sonny ran the fight over in his mind and two main points stuck with him 
first was he really hoped that fighter comes over as he has amazing potential and would 
make a great addition to Viper and two what the hell was the guy’s name? in all the rushing 
around preparing himself for the unexpected fight Sonny had forgot to take note of his oppo
nents name.
By the end of June of 2016 that fighter whose name was Ashliegh McLeod was a member 
and regular face around the Viper Den as it was more commonly being referred to by its pa
triots and Sonny had been spending a lot of time with Ash training and honing his skills of 
course Jake and Whack were always there too but they spent their time with the other stu
dents and only ever got to see Ashleigh’s improvements on occasion when all the other stu
dents had left and Ash and Sonny would stay back training late into the night and on those 
occasions Whack or Jake would sometimes hop in the ring and do a round or two with him 
and both were always impressed with his abilities and strength
Later in the year Sonny was looking at setting up a title fight for Ash, since arriving at the 
Viper den Sonny had already arranged three fights for Ash and was shocked to see how 
quickly Ash destroyed his opponents both fights lasted less than two minutes so for the next 
few months leading up to the fight Sonny had asked Whack if he could stay back every night 
and help him train Ash to which Whack happily agreed the first night sonny had asked Whack to do a couple of rounds with him and even though they were only sparing the 
kid had heavy hands and Whack had to keep his guard up at all times but what surprised and 
unnerved Whack the most was the gleam in Ashleigh’s eyes and the smirk on his face he 
wore when sparing him, Whack hadn’t noticed it before and he didn’t like it, to Whack it felt 
as though Ash was just playing with him like a cat does with its prey before finally killing it, 
and on the night of July 16th while sparing Whack had dropped his guard and turned his atten
tion to Sonny to ask him what time they were all meeting at the pub on Friday night and Ash 
caught him with a left uppercut that hit him so hard he was asleep before he hit the canvas, 
running into the ring Jake and Sonny knelt beside Whack, Sonny was holding his upper body 
in his arms while Jake was lightly tapping his cheeks trying to bring him around, when he fi
nally did come back to reality he looked up at Sonny and simply asked  
‘What the fuck happened’ 
‘Ashleigh here got a little excited and clipped you on the chin when you dropped your guard’ 
he said while giving Ashleigh a stern look to let him know he wasn’t impressed. 
‘I’m so sorry bro’ 
said Ash ‘I hope I didn’t hurt you’ 
‘It’s ok man I shouldn’t have dropped my guard’ on the surface everything sounded fine but
inside Whack felt very uneasy, it wasn’t about being 
knocked out that happens in the fight game but there was something familiar in those eyes 
and that smirk that had Whack on edge. 
The next morning Ash called and asked him if he was alright and offered to buy him a 
few drinks later that evening which made Whack feel a little easier, 
maybe he was just being paranoid he thought Ash is ok he is just a little gung-ho and I’m 
quite sure he didn’t mean to connect, still a small voice in the back of Whacks mind still 
questioned it.
After Training Ash had invited Jake and Sonny to join him and Whack for a few drinks at the 
local tavern, Sonny declined as it was his 21st tomorrow night and he wanted to have a quiet 
night and Jake said he had a date and if it ended early, he would come down but everyone 
knew that was unlikely, and by 1130pm Whack had found he’d had enough and was ready 
for bed, lifting his half full pot of beer and tilting it towards Ash he said 
‘Cheers to you mate’ and skulled down the remaining beer ‘I’m heading home’ Ash stood
back from the table and drank down the last of his beer and said 
‘Yep, me to mate, I’ll walk with ya’
Stumbling out the door they made their way down the road and when they turned the 
corner and headed past the park that ran parallel to the street Ash announced 
‘I need a piss’ and stumbled off into the darkness of the park after a few minutes Whack 
called out to him but there was no reply, thinking Ash may have passed out Whack ventured 
into the park following the path the led to the centre, 
‘Ash’ he whispered as loud as he could ‘Ash, where the fuck are you man’ 
‘I’m right here you black cunt’ a chillingly old but still very familiar voice 
said right behind Whacks left ear, spinning around startled by how close he was Whack 
smiled and said 
‘Fuck cuz you frightened the shit out of me’ Ash smiled and in the darkness of the 
park with only the half crescent moon to lighten the night Whack could see Ashleys face 
move, it was like his skin was rippling as it began to change appearance and as quick as  
Whacks mind could take in what he was viewing Ash had transformed into Max. 
‘You’ Whack spoke in a deep and threatening voice, ‘I’ve been waiting for you’, 
‘So have I’ replied Max as his eyes began to glow bright green ‘So have I’.









CHAPTER 46
After Raping the nun a now quiet disgusted in himself Max headed into Sydney , Kings Cross to be precise , He drove down Darlinghurst road not really taking in the sites his mind was so confused about what had happened earlier, Max had known long before meeting the Medic that he wasn’t into women but in his heart he knew how turned on he was when he was fucking that nun, every thrust of his cock felt like a minor orgasm and when he finally did came he literally seen stars, it was the most amazing and intense feeling he had ever felt, and without even thinking he had jumped in his car and headed south, he wasn’t even sure if the nun was dead or alive, though he was sure if he had killed her he’d remember as that’s a memory he would of liked to replay in his mind for a while but after he came he can’t really remember much, it was all a bit of a blur and it was only the last hour or so heading into Sydney that he started to snap out of this foggy state and actually think about what he had done and the thought of fucking that disgusting servant of god had made him feel sick to his stomach  that’s when he decided to call into the Cross and find a guy and try to cleanse his mind of the filth that filled it now, not that he was horny and felt like sex all he felt like was finding a man to remove the scent and taste of the nun , she was on his clothes and in his skin, he could even taste her in his mouth.
He turned left and headed down the road looking for a car park and found one almost straight away only 100 or so meters from the corner, steeping out he felt the chill in the air, it was cold and damp nothing like the weather in Queensland and after his time in Vietnam Max had grown accustomed to the heat so when he came back to Queensland he didn’t have to climatize too much as Queensland was a warm and tropical state but south of Queensland the weather was a lot colder and Max was starting to regret his southern trek 
Walking on to Darlinghurst rd. he felt a tang of excitement, Kings Cross had something for everyone and Max knew exactly what he wanted, after scanning the opposite side of the road he immediately found it The Chameleon, from the bright colours on the stairs and rainbow flags lining the staircase to the bright pink front door, it was obvious to Max that this was a gay bar.  He walked up the stairs and past the doorman who gave him a nod and straight to the bar an ordered a straight bourbon, within 5 Mins a guy in his 30s wearing a black singlet and tight velvet pants had started to chat him up, he was definitely Maxs type masculine, muscular with short dark hair and a 5 o’clock shadow running along his cheeks , but Max didn’t feel anything and this concerned him, not so much that he wasn’t attracted to the guy chatting him up but the fact the nun had actually turned him on made him feel very concerned, interrupting his new friend Max just bluntly said ‘do you want to fuck’ pausing obviously a little shocked he stared at Max for a moment before a big smile widened across his face
‘Well, you don’t muck around, do ya?’ and before Max could answer the guy grabbed him by the hand and said ‘C’mon I only live around the corner’
They walked about 500 meters down Darling hurst road to a small lane rower with a wooden fence either side and every so often was a gate, they stopped at the third gate and Maxs new friend simply smiled as said 
‘Here we are’ while pushing the gate open revealing a short pathway leading to a set of 7 or 8 stairs, up the stairs the Man rumbled through his pockets until finally finding what he was searching for, the key, he slid it into the lock and turned it as he pushed on the door stepping in, he felt to his left and found the light switch and with a flick if lit the darkness revealing
 the small one-bedroom apartment and Max could see this guy was a clean-living guy his apartment was spotless 
‘So handsome I never got your name’ called the man as he headed into the kitchen,
‘Max’ he replied ‘and you, 
‘Wow bad memory, I told you my name back at the club and what, you’ve already forgotten?’ Max was caught off guard a little as he usually has a very sharp mind but since that incident with the nun his thoughts have been a bit distracted, thinking quickly he answered ‘Sorry I’m slightly deaf and find it very hard to hear in loud places plus I was a little distracted by how hot you are’ obviously Max’s new friend likes compliments because immediately his mouth widened into another big smile, 
‘Oh, flattery will get you everywhere, Peter but everyone just calls me Pete’ walking into the kitchen Max approached him from behind, wrapping his hand around his waist Max began to rub Peters cock while simultaneously grinding his own cock up and down Peters arse, 
‘Like I said you don’t muck around’ Pete breathed as he turned and embraced Max, after kissing for about 10 seconds Pete began to lead Max to the bedroom, once on the bed Max stopped kissing Pete and said strip off, Pete obliged and Max followed suit as they were undressing Max casually said
‘I hope your walls are thick enough that the neighbours don’t hear’ 
‘Oh, don’t worry about that’ Pete replied ‘the two units upstairs are vacant the woman on my left is about 100 years old and couldn’t hear you if your screamed in her ear, and the couple on the right are away for another week so guess who has to feed their cat?’ 
‘I’m guessing you; answered Max, 
‘Yes of course they ask me, I thought they knew I didn’t like pussy’ he said with a giggle as he stepped in close to kiss Max again
After a minute or two of kissing and touching Max could feel Pete starting to get hard, yet he himself felt nothing not even a tingle, he grabbed Pete by the shoulders and spun him around and bent him over the bed, 
‘I’ll say it again you sir definitely don’t muck around’ groaned Pete now feed me that big cock, rubbing his cock up and down Pete’s arse it was very clear to Max that sex with Peter wasn’t going to get him hard, so he laid on top of Pete and started to lightly * his neck and shoulders, 
‘Mmmmmm’ moaned Pete, Max started to kiss harder and Pete groaned louder, for a moment the harder Max kissed him the louder Pete moaned until finally Max opened his mouth and buried his teeth into Pete’s shoulder, he immediately tasted Pete’s warm blood in his mouth and straight away he could feel his cock getting hard, it was so wonderful for Max to feel the heat building inside himself once again because for a moment he had actually wondered if fucking that nun had somehow diminished his power  , letting go of his grip on Pete’s shoulder he raised he head and laughed in triumph as he spat blood and tissue from his mouth, Max was enjoying this so much he barley registered the sounds of Pete screaming, 
‘Shut up you fucking faggot’, hissed Max as he wrapped his hands over Pete’s mouth and buried his teeth back into his shoulder, bitting and grinding his teeth into Pete’s flesh Max begin to feel that beautiful heat rise inside himself and at the same time his generously big cock began to harden, 
‘You’re in for a treat boy’ he whispered into Pete’s ear, as he rubbed his hand over his shoulder covering it in blood, he then began to rub the blood over his cock,
‘Don’t worry Pete’ Max said with a menacing grin, ‘if its short, fat, long or thin it doesn’t matter the blood will get it in’ and with that he shoved his cock into the now whimpering Pete. ‘Oh what’s a matter tough boy and I too big for you’ he laughed as he began pounding Pete’s arse, throughout the ordeal Max would bite a rather big chunk out of Pete’s shoulder and neck, and that would make Pete thrash more which in turn turned Max on more so he would fuck him harder, after a few minutes Max slowly forced his index and middle fingers of both hands into each of Pete’s ears, it was hard at first but using his brute strength he managed to shatter the skull bone around the ear allowing him to insert his fingers deep into Pete’s head holding them in he continued fucking, feeling the heat inside him reaching its climax he ripped his fingers out of the bloody holes in the side of Pete’s head that were once his ears and drove the same fingers straight into Pete’s eye sockets, forcing them in deep he felt Pete’s  left eye immediately collapse under the force and burst between his fingers, but his right eye managed to withstand the initial impact and under the pressure it slipped from under Max’s fingers and momentarily bulged out at the corner until finally after making a loud pooping sound came out of his head and flew about 2 meters across the room  and that was enough for Max he pulled Pete’s head backwards by his eye sockets nearly breaking his neck and roared a deep howl as he came, and once done he casually got of Pete who to Maxs surprise was still breathing and got dressed and left, walking back to his car the thought of Pete deaf and blind trying to explain what happened made him laugh out loud
He walked back down Darlinghurst road and kept his hands in his pockets so no one noticed the blood on them and turned the corner to his awaiting car. ‘Fuck Sydney’ he said as he pulled out and headed for the Hume hwy. He arrived in Victoria by 7am and went straight into the city, back in Nam Sammy had gone on and on about this little coffee store in Flinders lane, so he thought may as well try it, walking up flinders lane he had no problem spotting the place with its neon red sign reading Timpano Coffee, he walked in and was greeted by a small Italian man who looked to be in his 70s, 
‘Good morning, sir what can I get for you’ the shopkeeper asked in a friendly tone, 
‘Just a cappuccino with one sugar bro’ 
‘No problems sir, anything else?’ 
‘Nar mate’ replied Max, Timpano coffee, you slippery wog all that time it was your families coffee shop you were promoting thought to himself, when the shop keeper returned with his coffee Max looked right into the older man’s eyes, 
“Yep” he thought to himself “that’s definitely Sammys dad”.
Max was becoming aware of changes he was going through, he certainly felt more physically powerful than ever before but inside things were changing, sometimes if he was sitting back and just relaxing, he could feel his body go totally limp like his bones turned to jelly but as soon as he would move, they would harden back up again, he wasn’t sure exactly what this meant but he could feel in his heart that whatever was happening to his body now would only help to benefit him. Exiting the coffee shop he headed straight for the mall.  Sitting in the Bourke street sipping his coffee and reading a newspaper he had only moments before purchased from a street vendor he turned to the back and scrunched through the paper until he reached the classifieds, and there third add down was the heading he was looking for
SLAUGHTER MAN WANTED
Perfect he thought as he tore out that section of the paper and threw what was left of his coffee in the bin,
“Remind me to slit Sammys throat if I ever see that slimy prick again, that was the worst coffee I think I’ve had” he thought to himself as he walked back to his car.
Turning the ignition on in his car he felt the familiar rumble of her big 351 v8 engine and he started to feel good, a big smile widened on his face 
‘Hurstbridge abattoirs aye, let’s see what fun I can have there
CHAPTER 47
When Max arrived, he seen the big shed to his left which was obvious to Max the kill floor and to his right was a small portable which was being used as a make shift office, he approached the woman behind the counter and with a big smile sha asked 
‘How may I help you? Max lifted the torn newspaper page up and said 
‘You looking for a slaughterman’ 
‘Ah replied the woman as a matter of fact, we are looking for a few, hang on one sec and I’ll get Baz for you’, she left her desk and went into the room behind her, he could hear some muffled talking for about 30 seconds then a man who stood about 5’8 came out and introduced himself as Barry, 
‘So’Barry Inquired ‘have you had any knife experience?’ 
‘Yes’, replied Max, ‘I’ve just moved down from Queensland but when I was up there, I was employed in the Brisbane Abattoirs and I know my way around a kill floor’ 
‘Ok, said Barry that’s all I need to hear, be here tomorrow at 5 am we will start sticking at 530 and ill have you up the front with Lee, don’t worry he’ll show you how we do it down here’. Having no fixed address Max opted to stay in his car of a night and would often just park in the car park at night and watch the place
Max settled in well and most of the guys he worked with were pretty friendly, One particular guy Mick offered Max a room when he had heard Max was sleeping in his car, Max took him up on the offer and both men would often stay up late into the night drinking beer smoking dope and shooting shit, as much as killing pigs was satisfying it still wasn’t scratching Max’s itch, Max had liked to go out driving on weekends and try to find hitch hikers that he could inflict his torture on, some weekends were successful others were not and after about 5 years Max thought it was time to move on so one morning he got up as per usual and jumped in his car but instead of heading to work he opted for South Australia not even bothering to inform his employer or his roommate he simply got in his car and left
He spent a few years in Adelaide, and much like in Victoria he kept his killings to hitchhikers and the odd homeless person basically no one that would be noticed, one night while torturing a homeless woman that he discovered he could shape shift, it was a Wednesday night around dusk and he was laying in the long grass in a field next to a railway bridge, having been here before he was aware of the woman who slept under the bridge and had heard the rumours in the bar how she had no teeth and would suck your dick for ten dollars and from what some of the guys in the bar had said she was pretty good at it, so Maxs plan was to act a little drunk and approach the woman claiming to want to pay her for a blow job and when she knelt down he would bash her skull in but as he was lying in wait for the darkness to fall he felt his body go to jelly, instead of moving he lay perfectly still , his body started to ripple like there were waves under his skin, from head to toe he could feel the wave going through his body back and forth until it hits its peak then it slowed down until finally stopping and it was then that Max noticed he had breasts 
‘What the fuck’ he yelled a little startled by what had happened , he jumped up revealing himself from his hidden place in the tall grass, the woman froze when she saw him her jaw almost touching the ground , Max approached her and as he did he realised he was wearing the same clothes as her, he stuck his hand down his pants and instead of the familiar bulge, he felt a slight rise oh his unfamiliar pubic bone followed by the warm moist feeling of an opening, he removed his hand and smelt his fingers and immediately dry reached, 
‘What the fuck bitch’ he snarled at the homeless lady, 
‘You fucken stink you dirty cunt’ he spat at her, 
‘How’ she said in a quiet trembling tone, ‘how is this possible?’ walking up close to her he said 
‘Well, isn’t it obvious? looks like can shape shift now as well’ he laughed, the woman still in total disbelief continued to stare at him, ‘What the fuck are you staring you filthy cunt?’ Max spat at her, 
‘It’s me is all she replied and continued to stare at Max which was starting to make him feel a little uncomfortable, 
‘Fuck this’ he said and with that he king hit the woman so hard her jaw bone actually dislodged from her face leaving her toothless mouth gapping wide, laying on her back she didn’t say a word she just continued to stare in disbelief as if her brain just couldn’t accept what it was seeing, 
‘Ok doe kay’ Max said ‘I’m already bored of you’, looking around under the bridge he found exactly what he was looking for. A small boulder weighting around 8 kgs, he approached the woman who was still laying in the dirt with a trickle of blood coming from both sides of her wide-open mouth and calmy spoke
‘I don’t think you’ll run off but just in case’ he then casually lifted the boulder over his head and bought it crashing down on her left knee, she whimpered slightly as her knee was crushed under the force of the blow but she never actually screamed which strangely enough Max found very rude,
‘Listen cunt if I go to the effort of hurting you, I suggest you acknowledge it otherwise things are only going to get worse for you do you fucking understand me?’ the woman only continued to stare at him wide eyed, 
‘Right, you fucken mutt’ he yelled as he lifted the boulder again and using all his strength, he bought it crashing down onto the woman’s right knee, and this time he heard a loud crunching sound as the boulder made contact with her leg and as satisfying as it was, it still didn’t ease his tension as the homeless woman just continued to stare still not making a sound
‘Why won’t you scream?’ he yelled but the woman only lay on the dirt trembling and staring at him as though she was looking at a ghost, 
‘Fuck this, this is bullshit, fuck this and fuck you, you crazy cunt’ he said as he bought the boulder down onto the woman’s face, hearing her cheek bone shatter gave he some pleasure but without the screams of agony and terror what was the point he thought,  he drove the boulder into the woman’s face over and over again until there was nothing left of her head except a pile of bloody goo, after he had expelled his rage he casually stood up and dusted himself down and walked back to his car and as he passed a group of shops on the road he caught a glimpse of himself in the reflection and just as he expected he was a carbon copy of the woman he had just killed, not only did he look exactly like her but he was wearing the exact clothes she had been wearing, 
‘Interesting’ Max said as he approached his car
He slid into the front seat and adjusted the rearview mirror so he could get a good look at himself, staring back at him was the reflection of his latest victim
‘Very interesting indeed’ he laid back in his front seat and wound the seat back as far as it would go and began to relax, after about a minute or so he began to think about changing back to himself and as he did that wave started to ripple across his body, he shut his eyes and felt the ripple intensify to a certain point and then start to settle, when he opened his eyes he could immediately see his black slightly dusty boots and the faded denim of his familiar in much need of a wash jeans, and he instantly knew he was back to himself, 
‘Ok’ he said out loud to no one, ‘I think I’ve got this, it’s a case of I think therefore I am, hmmmm this will come in very handy’, he smiled to himself as he turned the key in his ignition once more and headed for Perth
He spent about ten years in Western Australia, at times taking  work on the many  cattle stations scattered across the unforgiving red land other times he would just do some labouring work for local builders, he was settled there and with all the back packers he found he was able to quench his blood lust without drawing to much suspicion but then one day in late September of 1994 Max had this intense urge to travel back to Brisbane , he didn’t know why but he did know by now to listen to his gut and right now his gut was screaming at him to head back to Queensland so that’s what he did
Driving across Australia Max could feel the familiar heat rise within himself and with every kilometre he drove the feeling grew and as he finally crossed the Queensland border, he could barely contain himself, again not fully knowing where he was going, he let his subconscious lead him
He arrived at a small home on the Gold Coast at around 3am he parked across the road and quietly got out of his car and made his way to the front yard, there was a young man lying in the garden who seemed to be asleep,  by the smell of alcohol he is most likely passed out Max thought as he approached the young man, looking at the young man sprawled out before him it hit him like a ton of bricks, he may not know exactly where he is but he does know why he is hear, sleep tight son he whispered as he walked towards the back door and turned the handle
To his pleasure the door was unlocked so Max stepped inside and headed straight for the master bedroom and as he entered the room the familiar smell made his dick go instantly hard, he stripped off quietly beside the bed staring down at the nun who was now dressed only in a thin, He leaned in close and whispered 
‘Wake up lover I’m home’ the nuns eyes snapped open and Max watched as her pupils adjusted, it gave him great pleasure watching he expression turn from confusion to great terror as she began to recognise the tall intruder before her and before she could scream Max smashed his open palm over her mouth and whispered in her ear, 
‘Shut the fuck up you miserable cunt or I’ll go outside and gut your little boy who is passed out in the garden like the pig he is, nod if you understand’, the nun nodded and Max slowly removed his hand 
‘Good whore’ he said, ‘Now I’m going to be completely honest here and I hope for your sons sake you believe me, now I am going to kill you tonight, I want you to fully understand this’. Pausing he took a deep breath and yelled 
‘YOU WILL NOT SURVIVE THE NIGHT, but if you take your medicine like a good little slut then I give you my word I will not lay a hand on your son, again don’t speak but nod if you understand’ once again the woman nodded, ‘Good’ he said, looking beside the bed he spied her bed side table, opening the top drawer he smiled, ‘Perfect’ he whispered as he removed a pair of thick explorer socks and jammed them straight in the nuns mouth, 
‘It’s not that I don’t trust you’ Max said with a scary grin on his evil face, ‘It’s just that this is going to get very painful for you and I plan to drag it out for as long as I can and I’d hate you to accidently scream out and maybe alert your son to my presence because then I’d have to make you watch as I brutally torture him before your eyes, and with that he pulled out his trusty knife Betty kissed her blade and ran it straight up her nightie, 
‘Still as sharp as ever hey girl’ he whispered to it, with his cock fully erect and slightly throbbing he unzipped his pants realising it and pushed it inside the nun, 
‘Now I know what dry as a nuns nasty really feels like’ he laughed, ‘don’t worry love you’ve got the best lube any way’ he said as he ran the razor-sharp edge of his blade over the nuns clitoris slicing it clean up the middle the nurse moaned, 
‘Feels good hey’ Max said, ‘now, give it a second to let the blood do its thing, staring intently at her vagina Max was so excited he started to breath very heavily until he began to pant like a dog, 
‘Ok ‘Max said with a smile ‘time for the coota gra’ he yelled as he smashed his very large penis into her now bloody and still quiet dry vagina ‘don’t know what it is about you bitch but you get me hard every time and you know it don’t you? Hey you fucken dirty little cunt’, he venously spat at her, ‘Tell your god when you see him that I’m your daddy bitch not him, I’m the one that plants the seed not him’ he hissed his voice growing louder and louder, ‘ I’m your daddy cunt it’s my cock you crave’ now basically screaming while all the while he was pounding his cock into her now quiet bloody vagina and all Sister Angela could do was hope someone would hear the commotion and come to her , but that was not to be the case, Max stiffened up then let out a tremendous animalistic growl and slumped on top of her breathing heavily,
‘Thank you my darling truly spectacular as always but sadly now it is time for us to part ways and although in our previous encounter I left you with a gift, this time you won’t be having the pleasure.
Looking into his green eyes as he lay on top of her Sister Angela knew this man had been sent straight from hell, never before had she seen such horrific evil in a person’s eyes as she did right now, then there was a flicker and her tormentors eyes somehow  got even more sinister she sensed her time was coming ,her ears where ringing and she could hardly hear what he was saying and she didn’t really care, she had given up at this point and she knew there was no one coming to her rescue, as she was beginning to make her peace with god she felt a hot tear flair from her pubic bone through her stomach and up to her chest, the pain was so intense she thought she might pass out , she could hear a female screaming and it took her a couple of seconds to realise it was her that was screaming, the sock had come out of her mouth and she was wailing like a wounded banshee, she wondered what he had done to her , she knew he had burnt her with something but she didn’t know what, Max leaned in close so they were cheek to cheek, 
‘Ok my love, are you ready’ asked Max with a smile, 
“Ready for what” she began wondered but her thoughts were quickly distracted by the forceful pain she felt deep in her stomach, she tried to scream but nothing came out, looking down she couldn’t see what Max was doing but she could see his shoulders moving and it seemed to coincide with the pain she was feeling then as Max arched back, she could see what he had done, staring at Max in total shock and disbelief her last mortal thought 
“Is that what my insides look like” flashed threw her mind just as her world darkened
Once finished Max pulled his pants back up, looking down at the dirty black denim he said out loud 
‘Damn boy you need to get to the laundry ha ha ha’, He adjusted his pants then stood back and admired his handy work.’ I’m sure I should’ve been an artist’ laughing to himself once more as he walked out the door, making his way across the yard he walked up to the figure laying on the ground, looking studying the young man had tapped his face with the tip of his boot and the young man stirred, 
‘Hey’ said Max the boy opened his eyes and stared straight into Max’s eyes and immediately Max’s suspicions were confirmed, the boy on the ground was his, ever since making the deal with the medic he wondered about this day and how he’d feel about sacrificing this innocent young man for his own soul, looking down at the blind drunk semi-conscious young man his question was finally answered, 
“No” he thought “looking at you now, ahhh I couldn’t really give a fuck, better you than me” he bent down and spoke directly to the young man 
‘Thanks for the feed boy’ he then stood to his full height and turned to leave when the semiconscious guy surprised him and reached out and grabbed his boot, it wasn’t the fact the boy grabbed his boot that surprised him it was the strength this semiconscious young man had in his hands when he grabbed at Max’s boot , Max had to kick his hand off using a lot more strength than he would of expected, “interesting” he thought then turned back to his son and said ‘ I’ll be back for you later’ and walked across the yard and out the front gate.
Turning the key in his ignition Max felt as though he’d accomplished something, they way this woman had been able to turn him on had bothered him since the night he first rapped her but tonight felt, in some strange way like he was getting closure, yes, she got him turned on and made him cum again but by disembowelling her and watching her life drain out on the floor it filled him with a huge a sense of empowerment, to Max it felt like he had faced his fear and won, 
‘Now with that done’ he said to himself ‘I think we are in need for a little holiday Maxie boy and I think Cairns is looking good, and within 10mins he was on the M1 and heading north





CHAPTER 48
Max arrived in Cairns and the moment he hoped out of the car he felt amazing, the sun beating down on him, it was the middle of winter and it was something like 26 degrees, 
‘Now this is what I call winter’ he said with a broad smile across his face, ‘ok now time to build a life and how do we start doing that? by going to the pub’ heading into the bar he ordered a beer and went and sat in the corner. He liked sitting in the out of eyesight places especially in public bars, it can be very interesting to hear what other people talk about when they think no one else is listening, but Max is always listening and today he is especially thankful for his natural ears dropping abilities because the conversation he had just started listening in on was becoming very interesting
It was between a man who seemed to be in his mid to late 30’s discussing camping and fishing spots with two younger guys who were probably 22 at best, the older guy was saying he was up from Adelaide with his son, taking him on a camping trip and wanted to know the best places,
‘The Mowbray’ the taller of the pair responded, 
‘The Mowbray?’ the older man asked 
‘Yes ‘replied the younger man, ‘get back on the road and head up to Port Douglas, about 10 mins south of the port Doug turn off you’ll cross a bridge over a river, that’s the Mowbray river, then take your next left and follow it up for about 10 or so Kms and on ya left you’ll see a big clearing, set up there mate and you and ya boy will be fine, plenty of fire wood laying around and plenty of barra in the river’ 
‘Ok great we’ll head out there tomorrow, thanks boys’ he said to the two younger men and walked back to his table where a young man obviously his son sat eating a bowl of chips,
“Hmmmmm’ Max thought to himself, “Setting up a new life may have to wait, it seems the universe has given me another offering and like my daddy always said never let the grass grow under your feet boy” 
‘Yes Daddy’ he quietly said to himself as he skulled down the rest of his beer. Outside the pub he found exactly what he was looking for a camping supplies shop directly across the road, in fact he hadn’t noticed when he pulled up but he had inadvertently parked in front of it
“Pauls Camping Supplies, yes we are open”  the  big white sign on the door read, Max pushed the door open and immediately heard the sound of the  little electronic  bell set there to alert the clerk that a potential customer has arrived every time the door opened or closed, “Fuck Paul and his camping supplies” he thought to himself as he made eye contact with the store clerk behind the counter a young male with blonde hair and a long fringe that covered one half of his face while the other half was draped with a miserable I’m so over this day, look  
“Poor bastard has probably heard this bell so many times now he is hearing it in his sleep”
And with a grin he turned and exited the shop only to take two steps then turn and come back in looking at the clerk who now looked obviously annoyed. 
‘Sorry Mate, I thought I forgot my wallet’ Max said with a big smile, looking down the aisle Max could see there was a big range so to save time he approached the miserable looking teenager at the front counter,
‘Excuse me mate, were can I find your single person tents?’ Max asked in a cheerful manner, without even looking up from whatever magazine the rude prick was reading from he answered 
‘Tents in isle one and swags in isle 3’ and that was it the flame inside Max roared to life and within a flash he had reached out, grabbed the teenager by the throat, dragged him over the counter and had him dangling with his feet about an inch off the ground, bringing the boy in closer Max said 
‘Get off your fucken arse and show me’ and as quick as it came the rage left and Max let go of the kid causing him to fall to the floor gasping for air.
Max looked around but the shop was empty, 
‘Now get up and show me these fucken tents, and don’t try to fuck me on the price, I don’t need anything to fancy just something that will keep me dry if it rains’ 
‘Ok sir’ the now shaking and visibly pale young teen replied, Max held his hand out and lifted the boy to his feet
Along with a tent Max purchased an axe, fold up chair, fishing rod and a couple of other camping supplies, not that he really needed any of it but Max was in a playful mood and decided he wanted to have a bit of fun with this one so the camping gear was a part of his charade, it would help sell the story and alleviate any doubts
It was getting close to sunset when Max arrived at the location and as the two younger guys in the bar had told the older gent earlier, it was very easy to find, impossible to miss so Max knew his new friends would have no trouble finding the place.
By 8 o’clock he had set up his tent lit a fire and had made a nice little camp spot, he then began to clear the site just across from him hopping to entice his new friends to set up their camp site right across from him, when he thought he had made the spot as inviting as possible he then went back to his site and sat in his chair, now for the cherry on top, thinking back to one of his last kills back on the west coast a smile grew across his face, it was such a fond
memory, thinking about the look of absolute horror and betrayal on old Davids’s face warmed his heart


















CHAPTER 49
David King and his wife Betty ran a cattle station out west and they had given Max a job as a farm hand and because of their remote location Max had to stay on the property which was fine by him , Dave as he liked to be called and his wife Betty were lovely people , Betty was a short plump woman only around 5 foot tall  with long dark hair that she usually wore up in a bun  and very large breasts, Dave was taller than his wife standing around 5-9 with very strong looking forearms a stocky pigeon chest and a roundish face with a thick covering of snow white hair, the Kings were both  hard working but also very caring, over the years they had taken on many farm hands most of which were mostly back packers or local aboriginals just looking for a place to stay and some warm food in their bellies for a while before moving on to whatever their lives have in store for them and through meeting such a broad range of people Dave and Betty had become very broad minded and considered themselves very good judge of characters, and it was this belief that would cost them both their lives.
The night when all their beliefs on character judgement turned back to bite them on the ass was a night like most others, all the chores had been done and Betty was drying the last of the dinner dishes while Dave and Max were in the lounge room having a beer and watching the news, making the odd comment to each other regarding the headlines when a story came across about a man police were looking for who had escaped police custody while in hand cuffs, 
‘Well, he’s screwed’ said Dave, 
‘What’d ya mean’ replied Max in a slightly mocking tone, ‘the reporter just said he got away so screwed isn’t the first thing that comes to my mind, more like laughing if you ask me’ 
‘Oh yeah smart arse,’ Dave taunted back ‘and how the fuck is he going to get the cuffs off, he can cut the chain but without the key those cuffs aunt coming off him any time soon and it’s kinda hard to blend in when you’re wearing hand cuffs for bracelets’
‘Easy’ replied Max, hand cuffs are bullshit, anyone can get out of them, fuck I’ve got out of them heaps of times’ goateed Max ‘Id of thought a bloke who’s been around like you would know that trick’ 
‘Fuck off what trick?’ a now intrigued Dave responded,
“Snap gottcha” thought Max, ‘Ok I’ve got a pair amongst my things ill grab them and show ya, 
‘What the fuck are you doing with a pair of cuffs’ Dave inquired 
‘Sometimes I like to use them on the ladies’ 
‘Ladies? Out here what fucken ladies? only ladies out hear mate are the cows and the only thing you’d need to fuck them is a step ladder not a pair of hand cuffs’ 
‘Speaking from experience, are we?’ teased Max as he left the room to get his cuffs
‘Get fucked’ laughed Dave as he took another sip of his beer.
Max appeared a few minutes later, 
‘Took me a second but I found them’ he announced, ‘now hear’ he said to Dave to show it’s not a hoax you can cuff me’ 
‘Ok’ Dave replied ‘if you insist’ as he took the cuffs from Max’s out stretched hands and quickly inspected them, ‘ok they seem to be legit’ 
‘Right then cuff me ‘Max said with a grin, Dave placed the cuffs around Max’s wrists and gently clicked the locks in place being careful not to accidently hurt Max, 
‘Satisfied?’ asked Max, 
‘Yep ‘said Dave then look into my eyes, As Dave was looking into Max’s eyes, he was sure that for a brief moment those cold green eyes actually lit up as though there was a small flame behind them, then he felt the thud on the top of his foot and looking down to his surprise was the hand cuffs, he looked back at Max’s bare wrists as if to confirm it, stunned he looked at Max, 
‘How the fuck’   laughing Max bent down and grabbed the cuffs 
‘Here I’ll show you, hold out your hands’ and the moment Dave held his upturned wrists out Max struck, with the speed of a tiger he locked one cuff to Daves left hand and then dragged him by the cuff to the wall on the far side of the room and slammed the other cuff straight across the water pipe of the radiator used to heat the place on the odd cold winter night. Max had Yanked him so hard that he had ripped Dave’s arm straight from his socket causing him to scream which in turn alerted Betty, stepping out from the kitchen her eyes fixed on her husband slumped ne the floor with his left hand cuffed to the radiator she could see the look of pain on his face 
‘Dave?’ was all she managed to say before Max pounced, with his cat like reflexes Betty didn’t have a chance Max was on her before she even seen him move, he snapped out his right hand and caught Betty right on the Jaw, and she was out before she hit the floor.
Dave was cursing Max begging him to un cuff him so he can fight him fairly to which Max just chuckled and went about securing Betty to the rocking chair, going into the kitchen he spied the draws beside the sink and just as he assumed the second draw was full of loose household items and again just as he assumed there was a roll of tape but not just clear tape this was electrical tape which was a lot more suited to what he needed. He dragged Betty over to the chair and lifted her into it, he tapped her ankles around the bottom of the rocker first then went on to tapping her hands to the armrests, just as he was finishing tapping up her hands she started to come around 
‘Wakey wakey, eggs and bacey’ Max said gently as Betty began to open her eyes, it took her a minute to figure out what was happening
‘Max’ she said in a confused voice ‘what are you doing?’, 
‘Well Betty ‘Max replied in a cheerful voice ‘if you really must know I’m going to kill both you and Dave, but if we are being honest here, which I know I am, I’m going to torture you in front of Dave’ 
‘Please’ Dave yelled ‘please don’t hurt her Max please just let her go’ 
‘No, we won’t have any of that Davo, besides where’s the fun in that?’, ‘now you just sit there Betty as I have a friend id like you to meet’ Betty wasn’t sure what Max meant by a friend but something about the look on Max’s face made her stomach flip and she knew in her heart this was to be her last night on earth, she looked over to Dave and said 	Comment by jason finn: 
‘No matter what happens Dave, I love you and I always will’ Daves initial anger had now turned to terror, he struggled against the hand cuffs but it was no use, he was stuck and he knew it
Max walked back into the living room holding what looked to Betty like one of the scariest looking knives she had ever seen. It was about 9” long one side had a razor-sharp edge that glistened under the lounge room light and the other had sharp serrated teeth that looked like they could cut through bone
‘Betty’ Max said in a somewhat proud tone, ‘meet Betty’ and he flicked the knife at her face and nicking her just under her right eye, 
‘No, you piece of shit’ cried Dave ‘let her go and kill me. Please I beg you let her go’ Max sat on Bettys lap so he was facing her and looking right in her eyes, and he liked what he saw, instead of fear in Bettys eyes she had a look of anger and hatred, 
‘Mmmmmmmm you’ve got some fire in your belly there Betts, careful or I might just open you up and let it out’ 
‘Fuck you’ Betty spat at him, Max was starting to like this woman, when most people face their end Max was usually a little disappointed in the way most people went out crying and begging but not Betty, Max could tell she will stay staunch till the end, 
‘I like your attitude Betty but I do wonder if you’ll stay defiant till the end’ he leaned into her left ear and whispered ‘I really hope you do’, he then grabbed her left ear and ran the edge of his blade across the side of her head severing her ear completely, Betty winced but didn’t scream, ‘Tough girl, mmmmm I really like it’
After watching Max slice Betty’s ear off Dave was hysterical, screaming at Max to stop, he’d go from begging Max to stop to threatening to kill him to back to begging him, Max still sitting on Betty’s lap starring into her eyes had finally had enough, he stood up off Bettys lap and walked over to Dave, standing over him he stared into his face blankly and said
‘You’re breaking my concentration David and id like you to quiet down so I can complete my work’ 
‘Fuck you ‘ Dave hissed, ‘you let me out and fight me like a man and leave my Betty alone’, ‘Fight you like a man’ Max replied in a mocking voice, ‘my dear David , I am no man I am god’ and he thrust his hand straight into Daves mouth smashing out a couple of teeth as he did so and grabbed hold of Daves tongue and yanked it straight out of his mouth and sliced it clean off now Dave tried to scream but what came out was a more muffled sound, which Max found to be far more pleasant, 
‘Ok dokie’ he said as he dropped Daves tongue on the floor and walked back over to Betty who sat perfectly still starring at Max with nothing but venom and hatred in her eyes
He effortlessly ran his blade from the bottom of her night gown all the way to the top exposing her jelly white flesh and oversized sagging breasts, 
‘Nice titts’ Max said as he started to massage he right breast with his left hand, Betty didn’t break her stare, ‘oh you are a fighter, nothing like your old man over there crying in the corner’ he said as he gripped down on her nipple squeezing very hard as to get a firm grip, he then leant in and kissed Betty on the cheek and at the same time he ran his blade over the top of her breast exposing the fatty tissue beneath, Betty groaned but didn’t scream as Max ran his blade straight through her breast removing it completely, Bettys eyes rolled in her head and for a brief moment Max thought she may pass out but she hung in there, before losing momentum he dropped her butchered breast to the floor and repeated the process on her left breast, while staring straight into her eyes, still conscious she glared back at him,
‘Oh, if looks could kill’ he laughed he had removed he left breast a lot quicker than her right which was a small blessing for Betty but he didn’t do it for her he only did it quick as he thought if he took his time, she would have definitely passed out and Max didn’t want her doing that just yet so he showed a little mercy and removed her breast in one quick motion, he jumped off her lap and said, 
‘So, tell me Dave, are you and arse man or a tit man? for your sake I really hope you’re not a tit man’ he said as he stepped aside allowing Dave to clearly see what Max had done,
Tapped in the rocking chair Betty sat slightly slumped, her blood-stained night gown divided down the centre hung open on either side showing Bettys mutilated chest with two round bloody patches where her breasts only moments ago sat, all Dave could do was cry as he stared into his wife’s eyes 
‘I’m sorry’ he tried to say but without a tongue all he could do was make a muffled sound he looked over to Max with pleading eyes, 
‘Sorry ol mate’ Max said ‘if you’re looking for mercy I’m fresh out’ now back to work he said as he crouched down in front of Betty and began to whistle a tune as he removed her toes, with his trusty blade Betty always kept razor sharp he had removed all of her toes with little to no resistance, Betty had managed to stay conscious throughout the ordeal but her brave façade had given way and left her a quivering moaning mess, Max was starting to bore so he went out back and filled a bucket of water and returned to the lounge room with it, he put the bucket down beside Betty and proceeded to cut all her fingers off on her right hand, and by time he had finished she had passed out, 
‘Brave girl you got there Davo, you should be proud of her, she hasn’t cried once unlike you, I bet once I’m done with her and I start on you, you won’t last as half as long as her’, If that was meant to scare Dave it didn’t have the desired effect, staring at his unconscious and badly mutilated wife Daves heart was breaking, watching the love of his life being tortured in front of his own eyes was far more painful than anything Max and his big knife could do, as if on que Max said 
‘Well as much as this has been fun my lady, I must now bid you farewell but rest assured once you are gone, I will begin my work on your lovely husband Dave and just between you me and the lamp post he is going to suffer a lot more than you did’ he then turned to Dave and said
‘Say your good byes Davo, Bettys about to check out’, staring into her eyes Dave screamed a muffled scream, Betty simply looked back at him with a mixture of defeat and exhaustion in her eyes
Smiling with his evil grin Max slowly plunged his blade into Betty’s stomach just above her pubic bone and slowly pulled the knife up until his blade hit her chest plate, opening her right up and allowing her intestines to spill on the floor. It gave Max so much satisfaction to hear Betty breath her last breath as her stomach fell to the floor. 
‘Ahhhhh’ he sighed ‘that was beautiful don’t you think’ he asked Dave, getting no response he walked over to Dave who was now slumped against the radiator with tears streaming down his face, he knelt down in front of him and leaned in close,
‘Don’t worry Dave’ he said in a calm and caring voice, it just a few hours you’ll be seeing Betty again but I’m curious to see who had the higher pain threshold, if I was a betting man id put my money on the late great Betty but then again you just never can tell with some folks and you my fat old friend may just surprise me’ Dave looked at Max with nothing but pure hatred in his eyes, ‘that’s the spirit’ Max said I like to see some fire in your eyes, and with that he threw his forehead straight into Daves nose smashing it across his face, ‘and he we go’ Max said
Ahhhh Max thought such beautiful memories, Betty had proven to be the strongest and Max couldn’t help but feel mild admiration for her whereas Dave had passed out mere minutes into to it and from what Max could tell he must have suffered a heart attack while unconscious and never opened his eyes again essentially robbing Max of his pleasure, now sitting in front of his tent relaxing in his chair he leaned back and spoke out loud   
‘Not to worry  it won’t be too long before I can make some new  memories when my friends arrive tomorrow so I best get into character , he closed his eyes and poured all of his thought into Dave  and when he opened his eyes and looked down at his oversized gut sticking out from an opened flannelette shirt with the sleeves cut of he knew he had morphed into Dave, he spent the rest of the night in character so by time his new “friends” arrived he had Daves character down pat, in fact he believed if anyone who knew Dave met him they wouldn’t be able to tell the difference
9am Max was sitting in his camp chair with his line in the water when he heard the familiar sound of car tires on gravel, he turned to see a big red Toyota Hilux pulling in the site, Max turned and smiled a big broad welcoming smile and when they hoped out of their car Max got out of his chair and went up and introduced him self
‘G’day’ he said as he held out his big hard land working hand out, the young father took his hand and shook it saying 
‘Hi there’ replied the man ‘my name is Pete and this is my son Darren’ 
‘Well, hello there boys my name is Dave and it’s a pleasure to meet you both, can I offer you a drink?’ Max asked ‘I have cold beer and soft drinks’ 
‘Sure, why not’ replied Darren, Max hobbled off to his esky that was in his car and returned moments later with two beers and a can of coke, 
‘Sit back and relax boys’ Max said ‘and wet ya whistles on these’ he said, 
‘No worries’ Pete answered as he took the ice cold can from the friendly old fellow  
‘I’ll grab us a couple of seats’ he said as he headed to the back of his Hilux
Returning momentarily with two-fold up chairs, gesturing all around with his left hand he said 
‘Make yourselves at home boys’. Sizing up Pete Max knew this was going to be an easy kill as Pete was probably only 5 and a half foot high and from a guess he would have to say Pete would be lucky to be 70kgs, a thin man with soft features brown beady eyes and a clean short back and sides hair cut Max picked him for what he was a divorced father who works in an office all year never seeing much sun, getting paid a pretty sum decided now his wife has left to take his boy outback and try to build some type of bond with him and after about an hour of getting to know you chit chat Max had learnt he was spot on, Pete worked as a high end executive for a telecommunications company, earning a huge salary but sacrificing a lot of family time to get to the top of the corporate ladder and finally after five or six years of barely being home his wife divorced him and had moved in with a single father she had met through their sons school. Max was however surprised to find that Pete held no anger towards his now ex-wife and her new partner and all he cared about now was spending as much of his free time he has with his son
‘Well, you sure picked a good place to bring your boy if he wants to learn about the great outback’.
After they had drank their beer and soft drink Max offered them a hand to set up their camp to which Pete was greatly appreciative, 
‘Thanks mate’ he said ‘I’ve actually never been camping in my life’ 
‘Well then’ Max responded with a warm smile across his face ‘Its lucky for you that I have, so don’t sweat it, I will help ya out’
‘Thank you so much’ replied Pete, 
‘Why don’t we set yas up in that clearing across from me, that way I’ll be right here if you need any help’ 
‘If you don’t mind having neighbours we’d love to’ 
‘Done then. Now let’s get yas set up then after lunch well see what we can catch in the river for dinner’ 
‘Sounds like a plan’ replied Pete ‘whatcha reckon son, you happy to pitch up here?’
‘Yeah for sure’ an excited young Darren replied, almost immediately Darren felt comfortable with this old man with a big stomach, something about him reminded Darren of farmer Joe a character in a book he had read, Darren was a big reader and at the young age of ten he had probably read more books than most boys his age, he loved reading and it became very helpful before his parents’ divorce when he would hear them arguing , he would just grab a book off the shelf, it didn’t matter which one as he had lots of books and had read most of them at least once, open the page and immerse himself into the words on the paper until he could practically see the characters come to life, and to Darren, Dave was exactly how he had pictured Farmer Joe in his book, Short solid man with a big tummy sticking out from his flannelette shirt with blue yakka shorts and old work boots with the steel cap expose after years of walking around the farm. While helping them set up camp Max and Pete exchanged the usual getting to know you questions and by the time they had finished Max knew all he needed to know about his two new victims, Pete was an IT executive working for some big mob out of Canberra whose wife had left him the previous year and moved down to Victoria making it hard for him to see his son on a regular basis so he decided to take a month off work and take his son on a trip around the north east and west of Australia, Pete didn’t really have any friends since the split not for any other reason than due to his job he never really had time to make a social life and Darren only rang his mum every couple of days and due to bad mobile coverage in some areas it wouldn’t seem out of place if she didn’t hear from him over a 5-6 day period.
After everything was set up Max returned from his tent with a seemingly fresh loaf of bread, a tub of butter and a jar of vegemite 
‘Lunch anyone’ he called as he placed everything on the small fold out dining table Pete had only erected five minutes before.
After lunch and true to his word Max took them down by the river and showed the boy how to set up his fishing rod with a running sinker and a brand-new size 2 hook followed by how to bait the hook, he had offered Pete assistance but not wanting to look to hopeless in front of his son he declined stating he knew what he was doing but Max did notice Pete constantly sneaking a look in with his beady little eyes trying to pick up a bit of what Max was teaching his son
After about 20 mins Pete yelled 
‘I think I’ve got one’ Darren dropped his rod and sprang out of his chair and stood behind his father ‘ 
‘Bring him in dad’ he said 
‘I’m trying’ replied Pete but straight away Max could see what he had caught
‘It’s a snag mate’ he said 
‘A what’ replied Pete 
‘A snag’ Max replied with a chuckle ‘I reckon there’s a log just out in front of us and you’ve just caught it’ letting the pressure off his rod Pete was instantly both disappointed and embarrassed, 
‘Horseshit’ he said  as he hoped out of his chair and walked into the river, as he got about knee deep in the muddy brown water his foot hit something solid and judging by where the line was in the water this was obviously the infamous log, he ran his hand down the line until he felt the swivel then he started to jiggle the line trying to unfree it, while he was focussing on retrieving his hook he had failed to hear the slight sound of water movement across the river, but Max with his highly attuned senses heard it loud and clear he looked across the river and spotted the familiar slide marks in the muddy bank and knew immediately what it was, he paused for a moment unsure whether or not to let nature take its course, and then just like a light bulb illuminating suddenly in the dark he had an idea, he leapt to his feet quicker than lighting and grabbed Pete and threw him back on the river’s edge, 
‘What the fuck?’ Pete protested, ‘what in the hell is wrong with you?’ 
‘Shhhhhhh’ Dave whispered as he pointed to a spot about two meters in front of the log  
 ‘Look bubbles’ staring at the spot where the bubbles rose Pete had a sudden cold chill down his spine 
‘What is it?’ he whispered 
‘A crock’ replied Dave and before Pete could respond and as if on que the croc floated to the surface only exposing its yellow reptilian eyes and round bulbous snout  
‘Shit’ said Darren in a dreamy voice, normally Pete would of chastised his son for swearing but not today as Pete was just thankful his son spoke before he did otherwise he would of said something a lot worse, looking at the croc made Pete feel very uneasy, to him he felt as if the croc was staring straight through his soul, menacingly staring at him Pete found he couldn’t look away , it was like he had been hypnotised, and a terrible feeling of dread filled his gut and made its way up to his throat where it escaped his mouth in the form of a deep exhale, just as the croc slowly resubmerged under the dirty brown water and out of site
‘How did you know it was there? A now visibly shocked Pete asked, 
‘I heard it slide into the river’ Dave replied in a rather non shallot tone, 
‘Jesus’ sighed Pete ‘I’m sure glad you were here because I didn’t hear a thing and even if I did, I would not have even realised it was a croc’, 
‘Yer you’ve gotta have your wits about ya’, you just never know what’s around the corner up hear’ something about that last comment ran a chill up Pete’s spine for the second time that day but he merely shrugged it off as just weird reaction to today’s events. Later that evening after cooking the 3 big barramundis both Max and Darren caught, the three of them were sitting around the fire each lost in his own thoughts when Darren piped up seemingly out of nowhere 
‘Will that croc walk up here when we are asleep and try to eat us?’ he asked Max, 
‘Nar I wouldn’t think so mate we are far enough away from the water’s edge but just to be safe id zip me tent up tonight if I was you’, 
‘You don’t have to tell us twice’ Pete interjected ‘how big do you think it was?’ he asked while staring into the flames of their fire, thinking about it for a moment Max replied
‘I reckon judging by the size of its head it’s probably around 4 meters which is more than big enough to kill you’ 
‘Damn’ said Pete still not taking his eyes off the flames licking the tip of the last piece of wood that Max had thrown on it a few minutes before, 
‘I reckon that would have to be the worst way to go’ Pete continued still starring at the flames like he was in a trance, ‘I couldn’t imagine a worse way to die than being eaten alive’ and with that Darren shuddered as a cold chill ran deep inside him, ‘are you sure we are safe ‘he again asked Max, 
‘Positive’ lied Max in fact he has probably moved on by now, 
‘Really?’ inquired Pete looking away from the flames for the first time since dinner, 
‘Oh yes’ Max continued to lie, they are not territorial and are in fact easily spooked. 
‘That bastard we seen today didn’t look to spooked to me’, Pete chimed in  
‘Well, I guess if he is hungry enough, but after seeing that there was more than one of us, he would have turned tail and be four or five kms downstream by now’, 
‘So would it be safe to swim’ asked Darren 
‘Yeah, sure mate’ Max replied ‘but it’s not warm enough to swim now’ 
‘I know but if it’s hot again tomorrow I’d like to go in’ 
‘Well, that’s between you and ya dad mate’ turning to his father who had gone back to staring into the flames as if hypnotised barely whispered back 
‘We’ll see’
When returning to his tent after saying goodnight to Pete and his son Max could barely contain his excitement, the heat inside him had risen to a near boiling point and Max had stripped down  to nothing, laying on the floor of his tent , Max had returned to his true form  sweat was pouring out of him as he envisioned what he was going to do tomorrow, his cock was as hard as a rock and he was leaking so much pre cum that he could actually feel it running down his throbbing shaft and over his shaven balls to where it dripped on the floor of his tent, staring up at the roof of his tent he let out a small cry far too quiet for his neighbours next to him to hear, while his body trembled violently as if trying to contain a massive V8 engine revving at high speed inside him.




CHAPTER 50
The next morning Darren woke before his father and got up straight away excited to see if the weather looked good, as he exited the tent, he was not disappointed, the morning sun was beating down on him instantly warming his flesh, 
‘Yippie’ he screamed causing his father to stir as he ran out of the tent and up to the fire where Max was standing with his back to him, 
‘Morning’ he said cheerfully as he approached but Dave didn’t reply, he reached out and touched Daves forearm but as he did, he realised that the man before him definitely was not Dave, 
‘Hel’ was all he managed to say before the figure before him spun around and snatched him up in his arms with a vice like grip, the boy obviously taken by surprise managed to let out a high-pitched scream before Max smashed his hand across the boy’s mouth splitting his lip while silencing his scream
‘Shut up boy and you just may survive this’ he hissed into the boys’ ears, just as Pete called 
‘You boys ok out there?’ 
‘Shhhhhh’ he whispered into the boy’s ear, 
‘Darren?’ Pete called, ‘you boys out there’ being met with silence Pete’s stomach instantly filled with dread, he leapt out of bed and out of the tent without even dressing.
He froze dead in his tracks as before him stood a very tall man with a big frame and bright green eyes, the man had one arm across his sons chest and Pete could see he had a very firm grip on Darren and with his right hand he reached behind his back and after a brief moment Pete heard the sound of a button pop like on a pair of jeans then Maxs hand returned holding the biggest hunters knife Pete had ever seen, frozen and unsure of what to do he just stared as this menacing figure bought the massive blade to his sons bare chest before slowly lowering it down to the boys pelvis where he pushed the razor sharp point into the boys soft flesh causing Darren to wince and managing to draw a small trickle of blood from him.
‘Stop’ Pete screamed ‘please what do you want? I’ve got money you can take our car our food, anything just please don’t hurt my son please, he is all I have, please tell me what you want’
‘All I want is for you to go for a little swim’ Max replied with a wide grin across his face giving the appearance of a demented mad man whose features where out of proportion.
Standing at the water’s edge Pete turned back to Max, 
‘Please’ he protested ‘please don’t make me do this we have cash and food; you can have it all just please let us go’
‘I promise I will let you both go if you swim to the other side and back’ replied Max in a very flat tone as he was growing tired of Pete’s reluctance, pushing the tip of his knife into the boys stomach, his  soft white flesh resisting the blade for a micro second before giving way to the razor sharp point of his fearsome blade Betty, with a hi pitched yelp the boy voiced his pain and immediately a thin but solid trickle of blood ran down the boys stomach and began to soak into the top of his blue shorts.
Seeing his son bleed shocked Pete back to reality, he spun back to the water with his hands distinctively in the air and began to walk into the murky river, he was surprised how warm the water was, it was actually quite pleasant, 
‘That’s it ‘ordered Max ‘keep walking’.
The river was surprisingly shallow only mid waste deep but it was very dirty, looking down he could not even see his legs in the water beneath him  and by the time he was half way across he was only just over waste deep and for no reason  he felt a lot better about his prospects for survival because if that big croc from yesterday was still around Pete was sure it would of tried to attack him by now and if it did Pete felt sure that he could stay on his feet and get back to the bank 
“hopefully” he thought to himself “the river doesn’t get any deeper” he took another three steps and on his fourth step the river floor dropped away, he tried to touch the bottom but it was too deep and his head momentarily submerged under the water, he sprang back up out of the water and began to swim to the other side, it wasn’t long before his feet touched the muddy floor of the river again, touching the edge of the river bank he was still chest deep and he felt very vulnerable, there was something very eerie about this side of the river and it sent a chill down his spine, it was only then did he notice the big croc basking in the sun about 10 meters to his right and only a few feet from the water, the giant reptiles eyes were shut, 
“had they always been shut’ Pete wondered to himself, “perhaps it hasn’t seen me yet, I was careful not to splash or make noise while I was crossing, if I’m lucky enough I can make it back to the other side without disturbing it” 
Slowly Pete turned in the water to face Max who was still holding the knife to his son’s stomach, 
‘That’s it ‘ called Max ‘come back and get your son’ cringing at the sound of Max’s voice Pete turned to see if the croc had heard and to his horror it seemed it had, the massive reptile was no longer laying on the muddy bank eyes closed and seemingly sunbathing , it had turned to face him, that was all the motivation Pete needed as he started swimming as hard as he could across the depth of the river and within seconds he could touch the floor of the river, knowing he had crossed the deepest part Pete felt a slight relief as he felt a lot safer in the shallows before he began his final sprint across the muddy waist deep water and to the safety of the land he turned one final time to see what the croc was doing and what he saw made him stop dead in his tracks
To his surprise the croc was no longer there, for a brief moment he began to wonder if it was even there to begin with, had he perhaps imagined it, he began scanning the muddy water for any signs of it but saw nothing, 
‘I’d get a move on if I where you mate’ Max called, and those words seem to snap Pete into action as his tried his hardest to run across the river, he was only about ten feet from the bank when his foot hit a submerged log and tripped him up, crashing into the water with a loud splash, he went to stand and begin his final sprint but he had got his left foot wedged in between the log and its branches turning to try to free his foot he seen it, the giant head of the croc only a few feet from him, staring at him through yellow reptilian eyes, there was something very unnerving about the way this relic of a dinosaur starred at him, almost like it was smiling ,like it knew he had no chance to escape so it allowed him to try if only to bring it some amusement, much like a cat would play with  a mouse before finally devouring it, in the less than the two seconds it took for those thoughts to swirl through his mind the reptile had closed the distance , Pete was still tangled in the branches and laying on his left side in the river as it swam right up to his face , it was so close max could smell the stench of rotten fish on its breath and see the huge teeth sticking out either side of its closed mouth, thoughts flashed through Pete’s mind, 
“how did it get to this? We were only having the time of our lives moments ago how did it end like this he wondered , while turning to face his son one final time the croc seized the moment and lunged snapping its jaws and latching on to Pete’s right shoulder crushing his collar bone and chest plate as it clamped down hard ensuring its prey could not escape, the beast began to death roll Pete but to his luck the shallowness of the water combined with the log and branches Pete had got caught up in made it too difficult for it to drown him  as it could not fully submerge its prey , the croc let go determined to get a better hold on Pete but the build-up of lactic acid ran through its muscles making it temporarily unable to move, while trying to drown Pete with a deathroll the croc had managed to free his legs from the tangled branches that had first bought him crashing down into the river, Pete felt the moment the beast had released him from his vice like jaws, it had crushed his shoulder and shattered a few of his ribs causing one rib to splinter off piecing his lung making it very hard to breath but when the croc had released him it allowed him to painfully suck air into his lungs which then kicked his adrenalin gland and gave him the strength to stand at least for the moment, facing his son he looked directly into Maxs green eyes, who in turn winked back at him and blew him a kiss as he plunged the knife handle deep into the boys soft white belly, the boy opened his mouth to scream but nothing came out, Max then almost casually ran the blade up the boys stomach only stopping when it hit the chest plate, the boy didn’t move or make a sound , he just stood there with his mouth wide open in horror staring at his father as Max reached inside the new cavity in his stomach and yanked his intestines out onto the red sandy river bank, the boy stood for a moment starring at his father with his mouth wide open before finally crumbling to the ground falling face first into his own entrails
‘NOOOOOOOOO’ Pete screamed causing blood from his now slowly filling lungs to spirt out of his mouth and over his chest with his last strength he tried to run at Max but only managed to take a step or two before crashing back into the river, with his good arm firmly planted on the muddy river bed Pete pushed himself up allowing his head to lift above the water only to come face to face with the giant croc once again, now the lactic acid that had built up in its muscles had subsided  the giant reptile was able to move again
The last thing Pete saw was the giant white fleshy mouth rowed with teeth that led to a dark black hole that looked too small for him to fit in, as the croc lunged straight at his face seizing him by the head and taking no chances this time, the old dinosaur took him to the deep water of the river where it began to roll over and over ensuring its meal would not escape this time
Max was exhilarated, never before had anything been as satisfying to witness, 
‘Well,’ he said out loud ‘north Queensland you’ve really gone above and beyond to impress me, so I think I’ll find a nice little place to rent near a river and see how much fun I can have while I’m a guest in the tropics’ packing up both campsites Max loaded Pete’s car with all his and his sons gear, noticing Pete had left his car keys dangling in the ignition 
‘See there’s your problem right there’ he mumbled to himself ‘you were just too trusting ol mate’ and with a laugh he jumped in the driver’s seat and started Pete’s car
Red Toyota Hilux’s where plentiful up in north QLD but still Max would prefer to stay out of site as he planned to stay up here a while so he didn’t really want any attention from the local police so he stayed on the dirt track and headed west as it ran basically parallel to the river about ten kms up he spied a stretch in the river where it looked like it was deep water so he drove down and parked the par only meters from the river’s edge, looking around he quickly found a branch that seemed long enough, picking it up he walked to the edge of the river bank and started probing the water with his stick and just as he suspected he could not find the bottom, smiling to himself he walked back to the Toyota, 
‘Ahhhhh ol Maxie boy looks like things have gone our way again’ he opened the door reached in put the Hilux in neutral and released the handbrake, due to the slight downward lean the ground took toward the river’s edge the big 4 wheeled drive began to slowly roll towards the water, then Max walked behind it and pushed with all his strength against its tailgate giving it much more momentum as it rolled straight into the river, its nose dropping down into the dark muddy water momentarily raising its rear tires out of the water and with the strong current the car rotated anti clockwise before the whole thing disappeared under the water with a gurgling sound, he then looked around to make sure there were no pesky witnesses and feeling satisfied he was alone he began to head back to his campsite to collect his gear then he headed into town to begin his next chapter
It didn’t take long for Max to find work, there was a chicken from just north of Port Douglas that was always putting people on the publican at the central hotel had told him and to Max’s delight he was right and Max took a roll as a boner, after spending a week or so living out of his car Max found a nice little fibro home just out of town right beside one of the branches of the river that flowed from the Daintree rain forest and with plenty of back packers coming and going Max was able to satisfy his burning urges without drawing any unwanted attention and on quiet a few times he would lead a trust worthy back packer back to his home with the promise of work and shelter only to feed him to the crocs and one particular aggressive male possibly drawn by the expectation of an easy feed  had taken up residency on Maxs stretch of river  and over time Max had come to view it as a pet and would often feed it legs of pork he’d buy specifically for it when there was no trusting back packers to be found
Max really was happy there but the time was coming when he would have to leave to fur full his part of the bargain, 
‘Perhaps ill pay the rent up and just tell the real estate I’m going on holiday for a month or so, that way I can come back when I’m done and who knows maybe I’ll spend my days out here just boning chickens and feeding back packers to my croc whom he had now started to call Henry
June 2016 after paying two months advance on his rented home Max once again jumped in his beloved XB Coupe and headed down the highway to fulfill his debt to the medic




Taking the form of  “Ashleigh” a guy he had killed in a public toilet in Adelade, Max had noticed him sitting outside a public toilet when he entered as he came back out he looked at the guy and gave him a smile and walked back into the toilets, a minute later the young fit specimen of a guy walked in and Max pounced on him and started kissing him as he led him to the  only cubical right beside the urinal, the place smelled of stale piss and the thought of guys actually fucking in this filthy place made Max sick, looking at this sexy young man Max felt nothing but disgust. The younger guy put his hands on Maxs shoulder and applied some slight downwards pressure and Max followed his direction and went to his knees, the young man unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock which to Max seemed far too big in comparison to the guy who had grown it, 
“Shame” Max thought, “I would have liked to try this”, 
‘Nice ‘he said as he took it in his hand and looked up at the guy who looked back with a smile and said
‘Tastes good too’ closing his eyes in anticipation for Max’s mouth but Max as quick as lightning had removed  Betty from her sheath and in one quick swipe cut straight through his cock, the young man opened his eyes to see Max standing before him holding a cock in his hand he looked down and to his horror his cock had been cut straight off and he was haemorrhaging blood profusely, he opened his mouth to scream but before he could make a sound Max had rammed his cock down his throat and he was actually choking on his own cock , he tried to reach out and grab Max by the face but due to his rapid blood loss  and no oxygen all his strength was gone and now it was him being pushed to his knees and as Max forced his dismembered organ deeper down his throat all he could do was gag as he choked to death on his own cock


















Chapter 51
Coming out of the bushes Max revealed himself to Whack,
‘You’ Whack said ‘I’ve been waiting for you’, 
‘So have I’ Max retorted ‘so have I’ a wide smile grew across his face as he calmly said
‘Fucken aye it’s me you dog, what did you think you would never see me again,
‘Well, I was kinda hoping that yeah but now that you’re here I guess I’ll have to just kick your arse’ Max smiled again and raised his fist and took a right foot forward stance, Whack did the same, facing each other Whack stuck his fist out, with a giggle Max tapped his fist against Whack and it was on. Whack began to circle Max in an anticlockwise motion, but Max was far too quick and cut him off with a very powerful thigh kick that for a split second made Whack wobble slightly, the strength in the kick surprised Whack but he did his best to act as if he barely felt it but Max knew better but instead of backing it up with a few solid punches Max backed off allowing Whack to recover, Whack went again for the anticlockwise wise move but when he took the first step sidewards as his right foot hit the ground he immediately sprung from the ball of his right foot and at the same time cocked back his right hand and as he spun from his right foot he threw out his right hand putting all of his energy into it and landed his fist directly on Maxs left jaw causing Maxs head to snap to the right, any other time a right hand like that would of knocked an opponent clean out but to Whacks surprise Max turned back to him and with a smile said 
‘I expected better from you, you’re a fucken disappointment Whack but I shouldn’t be surprised I seen your yellow streak back in the jungle, you never had the balls to make the hard calls and when it came down to the end you ran an abandoned your brothers and let them get cut to pieces out there’, 
‘FUCK YOU’ screamed Whack as he launched a new offensive and just barraged Max with a mixture of left and rights hooks and uppercuts and as he was getting in close to Max, he fired off a great frontward kick designed to not only force him back but to also knock the air out of him, it did take him back a couple of steps but as far as Whack could tell Max still had plenty of air in his lungs.
Whack fought harder than he had ever fought in his entire life but nothing seemed to even look like it hurt Max, Whack felt the first signs of fatigue and new he couldn’t keep up this pace for ever and what he found to be most unnerving was that he had thrown just about everything he had at him and Max hadn’t show a sign of even beginning to tire in fact it was quite the opposite, every time Max wasn’t able to block and one got through he would smile and his eyes would light up just like a kid at Christmas and the more Whack thought about it the more he was beginning to believe that Max was only toying with him and was waiting for the right time.
He shut his mind off to those negative thoughts and dug as deep as he could, and came at Max with  two spinning right foot kicks followed by a returning left elbow closely followed by a right knee to the thigh and finishing with a forward elbow ,he squared Max up for the side kick to the head and as he launched it something caught his eye, it was a glint of light in Max’s eye and it was at that precise moment Whack realized he could never defeat Max, no one on earth could, then Max let fly with a multitude  of punches and kicks onto Whack so fast that to the human eye it literally looked like a blur where in one second Whack was fighting and his clothes where fine then within a second a blurry whirlwind seemed to surround him like a cloud and moments later his clothes where soaked from top to bottom in blood. But inside that whirlwind that was Max he had seemed to slow time down and both he and Whack could see and feel every single devastating blow, he didn’t use al his strength at first because he wanted Whack to feel the punches but he still used enough strength to do some devastating damage the first punch shattered Whacks jaw bone and knocked nearly half his teeth out, the second caved his right  eye socket in with such force that it popped his eye out of his head and cracking his cheek bone, Max then threw a direct punch straight into Whacks nose hitting it that hard that whack began to choke on the cartlidge, the final punch caved in the left side of whacks head, although servery bashed much to Maxs pleasure Whack was still standing so Max stopped with the punches and began to tear the flesh straight from Whacks face and head until he had skinned him down to his shoulder. Just by grabbing Whack by the face and with his vice like grip began to tear the flesh straight off of Whacks head  For what felt like hours Max peeled every shred of skin off and with every single tear of flesh Whack would let out a blood curdling howl which Max found immensely satisfying when finally all the skin had been torn from Whacks head  he stared in to whacks dying eyes, watching Whacks quivering lipless mouth breath out his final breaths gave Max an instant erection, he stood and watched as the light went out in Whacks eyes and his body crumbled to the ground
Standing over Whacks lifeless body Max put his hands down his pants and started stroking his now very hard and throbbing cock 
‘Tomorrow’ he whispered ‘tomorrow’, removing his hand he looked up at the night sky ‘‘Ahhhh life is good’ and with that he stomped his black pointed leather boot down on the quivering bloody head of Whack smashing it open spilling his brains out on the ground. With a few ripples through his body, he seamlessly morphed into Whack




CHAPTER 52
18/07/2016
6:30 am
Sonny wakes to the sound of knocking at his door, 
‘Hang on’ he called as he sat up in bed stretching his arms high in the air, he straightens his fingers and lets out a big and very satisfying yawn, ‘Ah’ he said to the empty room and throwing the blankets aside he sprung to his feet and almost simultaneously the door began knocking again ‘bang bang bang, bang bang bangs the knocking continued 
‘Alright fuck’ he yelled ‘relax I’m coming’, walking down the hallway toward the front which consisted of a wooden frame about 150mm wide around the edge with the centre made of frosted glass and through that frosted glass he could see a shadow of what looked to be a man, a chill suddenly ran down his spine and his palms got all clammy, he paused at the door wondering if he should open it then he heard a familiar voice
‘Hurry the fuck up birthday boy’ as quickly as it came his feeling of doubt vanished and he opened the door
‘Whack, the fuck you doing here so early?’  
‘It’s your 21st birthday bro and I’ve got a very special gift for you, so are you going to let me in or you going to leave me out in the cold all fucking morning?’
‘Come in bro’ Sonny said with a warm smile, ‘you want a coffee?’ he asked
‘Nar man’ replied Whack a little distracted as he toiled with something in a plastic bag that Sonny up until this moment had not even noticed him holding, again Sonny felt a ripple of paranoia run through his body followed by a huge feeling of dread
“What the fuck is going on?” he thought to himself as he made his way to the lounge, 
‘I’m just going to sit down for a minute mate’ he said but before he could take another step whack blocked his path 
‘Hang on bro, check it out its your gift’ though feeling a little light headed and wanting to sit down he didn’t argue with Whack, 
“After all Whack was only trying to be nice” he told himself as he looked down to Whacks out stretched arms and, in his hands, he held what looked to be a very sharp hunting knife, once side of the blade had its razor edge and half of the other side held serrated teeth shaped steel guaranteed to cause as much trauma as possible.
On closer inspection Sonny could see what looked like specials of light rust on the blade as he studied the blade more it dawned on him that it may not have been rust at all in fact it may have been blood, he looked at Whack 
‘What the fuck bro what is this’ staring back at him a very wide grin grew across Whacks face and as he smiled his eyes began to glow a very bright and rich green colour momentarily hypnotising Sonny, staring into those horrible green eyes that resembled more of a serpent’s eyes than a humans Sonny was paralysed, and Whack seemed to know this and with his wide grin that was just too big for his face he said 
‘Sonny id like you to meet Betty’ and with that he drove his blade straight under Sonnys chin and forced it up causing it to pierce through the roof of his mouth momentarily impaling him, leaning in closely he wanted to reveal himself to the boy but the look of hurt and betrayal in his eyes was too good to let go so he looked right into his sons eyes and said nothing as he pushed harder on the blade lifting Sonny off his feet, holding him up in the air he  twisted the blade fifteen degrees to the left and then fifteen  degrees to the right, back and forth , over and over until finally certain the kid was dead he flung the body to the now bloodied lounge room floor, 
‘Well, is that it?’ he called out to the empty room with no response he shrugged his shoulders and gave a little grunt, looking around at the bloodied room he smiles and with a sense of satisfaction he headed for the front door and as he approached the threshold an old familiar face appeared before him
‘Ah give me a moment’ he said as he reverted back to himself back to Max the only body he’d every truly be comfortable in, it was fun to morph into others but a lot of the times you pick up their biggest memories, it’s as if something in their life had that much of an impact on them it’s actually printed on their body and when Max replicates the body the memory is a part of it so it often is replicated too and to Maxs surprise he finds a lot of the memories are happy ones and that disgusts him and distracts him, so reverting back to Max is always a welcoming decision for him.
‘Our deal is done’ spoke the medic in a quiet tone, ‘it is time for you to come with me and complete our arrangement’ 
‘Yeah, about that’ Max said and paused momentarily before continuing with his statement ‘How about fuck you yeh, I’m the best killer in the history of killers and you want me to retire?’ 
‘You are not the one, you are a means to an end and nothing more, did you actually think this is about you?’ the medic then began to laugh in a mocking tone causing Maxs blood to begin to boil, 
‘Don’t laugh at me you piece of shit’ 
‘Please boy calm down I only ever wanted your seed never you; I kept you because you were a willing student but don’t ever for a second make the mistake of thinking you were not expendable’ 
‘What the fuck are you talking about?’  a very angry and now a little confused Max asked ‘And boom there it is, you may be strong but you certainly are not smart, your seed you dumb worm, your seed is the one he will hold the power not you; you are strong yes but your seed carries half of me and half of the holy one.’ 
‘The fucking nun ‘Max spat, the medic just smiled in return and before he could react Max jumped forward and spun     catching the medic off guard he slashed across his throat and bought the blade in deep, so deep that it hit bone, moving with lightning-fast reflexes he grabbed the medic by the hair and run his blade across the back of the medics neck once again hitting bone he instinctively ran his blade through the knuckle of the spine and severed his head. Holding the severed head of the medic up he kissed its dead lips and then casually drop kicked his head back down the hallway towards the bloodied loungeroom, 
‘Fucken aye our deal is done’ he said to the headless body laying crumpled on the loungeroom floor
Stepping over the body and out the front door he looked around 
‘Well, that was a lot easier than I thought’ he whispered to himself as he made his way across the yard and back to his beautiful black XB Coupe turning the key in the ignition he laughed to himself 
‘Ah Maxie boy there’s no one to stop you now they world is yours and everything in it’ driving down the main road towards the highway he thought about stopping and tasting some local treats for the night but something inside made him head north and a few turns and red lights later he was once again on the highway heading back to Cairns, he promised himself if he didn’t find a hitchhiker by the time he got to Townsville he would grab a tourist there
Meanwhile back in Sonnys house the headless body of the medic stands and walks down the hall where it is met by the head which came rolling out of the loungeroom, picking it up he basically plugged it back into his body like it was a brick of Lego snaping back onto another brick with a loud clicking sound
Smiling now he walked towards the front door 
‘Just as I hoped’ he said before vanishing into the morning sunlight













Chapter 53
Sonny plunged in total darkness, down and down he fell for how long he couldn’t tell, it could have been weeks it could have been months he had no idea he had lost his sense of time almost immediately after he began to fall, he couldn’t remember why he was falling or what led him to be in this predicament then it hit him. 
“Whack you son of a bitch what have you done”
Beginning small, firstly as an uncomfortable feeling in the pit of his stomach and rapidly growing until he was at the point of hysteria, Sonny thought his anxiety would actually burst out of his chest with a fiery blast, falling into darkness he began to scream uncontrollably feeling as though his head would explode at any minute, he screamed and screamed as he fell until finally, he landed and for the briefest of seconds he felt relief, but that didn’t last
Landing wasn’t the impact Sonny expected, it was almost as if he was caught by a soft hand, made of soft gel but his relief was very shortly lived no sooner had he landed had the heat and pain began, mild at first until it built to agonizing heights, he opened his eyes which immediately started to boil in his skull yet he could still see clearly, he was submerged in a green thick necroplasmic gel that seemed to boil and burn all at once.
The agony was beyond anything he could ever of imagined, his body was racket with pain his skin constantly bubbled and boiled from the heat of the gel, along with the terrible burning alive sensation he could also feel what he could only describe as sparks of electricity shocking his body continuously, burning holes in his flesh, not only was his body being tortured but  his mind was under attack as well, the anxiety he felt during his fall was minimal compared to what he was experiencing now his brain was overloaded with fear and the louder he screamed the worse it got
This torture went on for what felt like centuries unable to move and seemingly unable to defend himself Sonny was defeated but not out, continuously trying to fight the gel to free himself, despite the agony he refused to give up and all of a sudden, the torment in his mind stopped and for a brief moment he could think 
‘Whack’ he screamed loudly both externally and, in his mind, so loud that it felt as though the universe shook, the green gel melted away and all that was left was air and a blue sky, Sonny felt as though he was floating, all around him above and below was blue sky
Then forming out of nothing but the air was Whack, taken back and still quiet hurt Sonny asked 
‘Why did you do this to me Whack?’ Sonny could see the pain and hurt in Whacks eyes, 
‘I never did this mate, you were murdered by the same thing that took my life, 
‘No whack’ Sonny interrupted ‘it was you’.
‘No Sonny this thing, who goes by the name of Max, it was he who killed both you and I, this entity that killed us both is a shape shifter and can take many forms, you met him once before’ and just like a light bulb switched on in his head he seen Maxs face, seeing Maxs face hit him like a punch in the nose,
‘No’ he gasped,
‘No’ he repeated this time the shock had gone from his voice and was replaced with a dry dark tone, which did not go unnoticed by Whack, still confident the boy was strong enough to resist the anger but also keeping a wary eye for signs he isn’t up to the task, for losing him to the Medic could have bad consequences for both plains, he pushed on   
‘Yes’, Whack said ‘now you see’ he paused for a moment allowing Sonny to take in what he had learnt before hitting him with the metaphoric right hook
‘You need to brace yourself Sonny for there is more’
Staring Sonny directly in his eyes and not shying away for a moment he continued
‘This Max is as you now realize the man who murdered your mother, but what you did not know is Max is also your father
Stunned but strangely not surprised Sonny asked 
‘Why, why me, why my mother’
‘Max thinks he is doing all this out of choice but he isn’t, he is just a puppet and the one pulling his strings is the Medic, the healer, 
‘The Medic?’ Sonny asked curiously ‘who the fuck is that?’ 
‘He is the one who now has your soul, 
you are very special Sonny , your soul is very rare and very powerful, your mother an extremely light soul  held the holy egg in her womb and was meant to be blessed with the holy seed of another extremely light soul but instead the Medic sent Max and when Max’s seed invaded your mother’s womb you were created, you have the power of both plains, the light and the dark, and when taught you will become very powerful but you mustn’t give into your hatred because that’s exactly what the Medic wants, no matter how hard it is no matter how much you want to destroy this Medic never let your anger lead your decision, 
‘I don’t understand what you’re saying Whack, just what the fuck is going on here,
‘Ok’ Whack agreed 
‘It’s a lot to swallow but I really need you to pay attention, I will tell you all 
‘The Medic is a master in the underworld	
‘The underworld’ Sonny spat  
Whacks eyes darkened as he took a step closer to Sonny, staring straight through him his face only centimetres from Sonny in a calm voice he said
‘You need to understand this and accept this very quickly, I know it’s all new to you but this is real and if you can’t accept it, you will spend eternity in that green hell’
Without stopping he continued
‘You are dead and your soul was given to the Medic long before you were born, the Medic hunts the earth looking for souls, the more he collects the stronger he grows for they are what give him his power, the green jelly world in which your soul is currently entrapped is his world and that jelly eternally feeds off the trapped souls and the worse the torment for the soul the more power he gains, 
His kingdom is so large now that he can no longer just spend his days reaping souls, he is guarding his world from the other dark forces that exist in the underworld’
Sonny could only listen in stunned silence as Whack continued 
‘The underworld has many possible worlds who knows how many but one thing is for certain they are all ruled by the Dark One.
‘The Medic is merely a puppet for the Dark One, he and all the others like him in the underworld unwittingly feed it, for its their worlds that give the Dark One its power, they are bound together, yet all fear the Dark One, little do they know they hold the key to its destruction, The Medic may not know what the dark one is but he does know that horrible pit in his throne room is the door way to him and believes it is there just waiting and one day the Dark One will come through calling for him, and he foolishly believes collecting souls will give him the power to defend himself against it’
 
He uncharacteristically paused for a moment taking humour in the situation and having a quiet chuckle before the intensity returned to his eyes
‘the world is full of what we call grey souls, these are your normal peaceful souls that just lived their lives and tried to be decent people, throughout these grey souls there is always a light sprinkling of dark and light souls who serve there purpose for good or bad in one or the other plains but every now and then you get an extremely dark and extremely light souls who serve a higher purpose, to get two of these opposing souls on the same plain at the same time is rare but to get these two souls to breed is nearly impossible  yet this is exactly what happened the night your father met your mother and the result is you Sonny a perfect mixture of both, you must walk a straight line and maintain balance less you fall and plunge into darkness’ he warned, ‘you must control your anger’  pausing again allowing Sonny to grasp the depth of his sincerity before continuing  
‘Long ago the Medic learnt to recognise these extremely dark souls and he found that they had two great qualities first one was in his green hell their torment was far more intense than a standard soul but the other perhaps more valuable thing he leant was those extra dark souls make very enthusiastic soul collectors and having a few of them running around the earth collecting souls for him is an amazing asset but unfortunately they are a rare thing, some dark souls are easy to pick others hide very well and are a lot harder to pick but there are signs 
Max was definitely harder to spot and as such  had gone unnoticed until the day he gave into his anger and reacted so violently to seeing his lover betray him, that rage sent off sirens to the Medic drawing him to Max and on closer inspection the Medic discovered Max was not just a dark soul but he was almost a black soul, a very rare treat and something the Medic just knew would wreak havoc, a soul as dark as Max’s would naturally take absolute delight in killing, he would never tire of the violence and the torment, constantly finding new and more horrible ways to kill his victims ensuring the Medic is constantly supplied with the most tormented of souls’ 
He paused again for a moment and when he spoke it was as though he was speaking more to himself than anything
‘Every soul serves a purpose, but I’ve yet to see a purpose for a soul like Max’ turning to face sonny and fully engage him again he continued 
‘So the Medic began to watch Max a lot more closely, watching him perform his duties in the army, watching his soul ripen amongst all the violence, all he needed to do was wait and when the time was right he would be there to offer Max the bargain, While watching Max the Medic could clearly see the extremely powerful darkness in Maxs soul but even more so he could sense something else. A Spark deep inside Max’s loins ,something that actually made Max an anomality so incredibly rare that the Medic seen it as a sign that a new power may exist a power stronger than even the Dark One and if he could have this power he would not only hold his kingdom but possibly take the Dark Ones Thrown,  a spark in his loins that given life could be the one true power and through Max he has the opportunity, all he had to do was find a light soul of compatible breeding age and he would have what he believed to be his perfect defence now although finding the light and dark souls amongst the grey is hard, it’s not impossible but it’s the dark souls that are the hardest to find as they tend to instinctively hide whereas light souls tend to stand out much more easily, and who knows perhaps he had already found your mothers soul and was merely keeping his eyes open on the rare chance that a dark soul would come along, but to discover the spark within this dark soul truly must have astounded the Medic’ pausing for effect he then added
‘You Sonny, your that spark, the offspring of extremely light and dark souls, you are truly an amazing soul and far more powerful than even the Medic realises but you must remain focused and never give in to your temper, it will destroy you’ he warned again   
Before your father was the evil entity that he has become he was a soldier in the Vietnam war, that’s how we met, your father Max was an unbelievable soldier and a very skilled killer but one day he got hit and went down and that’s when the Medic sprang offering Max a chance to live forever in exchange for the soul of his unborn son,
you Sonny’
Sonny felt a surge of tingling energy flow throw him, as Whack continued
‘He makes the deal knowing he is getting a double deal not only getting a very strong soul and very enthusiastic collector in Max but also the opportunity for owner ship of a soul so powerful that in the least the Medic would never need fear the Dark One again’
‘You have the power to free yourself and defeat the Medic, I will teach you how to unleash this power but you must make the right choices, remember Sonny never give in to hatred, revenge or anger, you must only keep balance once you return, once we finish here I will no longer be able to help or guide you so pay attention, now I will teach you how to free your soul’
CHAPTER 54
 His eyes snapped open and taking in his surrounds Sonny could see he was still in the green necroplasmic gel but much to his happiness he could move, and although his flesh still burned, he could no longer feel any pain and the torment in his head had subsided, he had no idea how long he had been training and meditating with Whack for, could have been a month, a year, he really had no perception of time, but to him it felt at least as long as his lifetime if not even longer, Whack had not only retrained him but through what Whack referred to as “joint meditation” it was as if he had been born again and Whack had given him other worldly skills as basic instincts, he had a complete knowledge of the universe and everything in it, he understood the meaning of life, he knew every secret and he knew exactly what his father and the medic were and even more he knew what was beyond them.   
Pushing his way through the fiery gel he instinctively knew which way to go, he passed countless other souls floating in the gel, all in their own personal nightmare while their flesh continuously seared and burned, feeling pity and acceptance for them all as he knew exactly what they were going through but he also knew there was nothing he could do for them but perhaps there will be a way he could stop his father sending anymore innocent souls to this Medic
Eventually he came across a very large staircase with very broad steps roughly 3 meters wide and the gel only seemed to go up three steps so he pushed his way up and climbed out on to the stairs
Clearing the gel, he climbed another two steps and paused as it dawned on him he could hear a low constant noise like cries and as he focused on the sound it occurred to him that he had been hearing this sound ever since he landed in that terrible gel but perhaps due to his own cries he had never actually acknowledged it until now, he turned to face the green gel and the sound of the constant noise, it was at this point that his stomach dropped with the realisation that the sounds he had and could still hear was the muffled sound of the countless souls forever trapped and tortured in that green hell, feeling sick to his bones the sound now suddenly drove a surge of raw anger through his body, forgetting all Whack had said about controlling his rage he turned his back to green gel and the muffled screams within it and began to bound up the staircase ahead of head with a new found energy, running on rage he climbed and climbed until finally reaching the top where he was greeted by to large doors, he approached the doors and tested them with his hands,
‘Locked’ he laughed and with a powerful right kick he planted the soul of his foot in the middle where the two heavy wooden door frames met and smashed the doors wide open straight away the muffled screams of the damned gave way to a new sound as his ears where assaulted by the sound of heavy music, he halted and took in these new surrounds, standing in a cobbled brick hallway with  bluestone walls and roof making it feel like a tunnel, towards the end of the hall it curved to the right, there was green light illuminating from around the bend it also appeared to be where the sound of the music was coming from and Sonny was sure that’s where he would find the source of this cruel torment. As he walked down the hall the music grew louder, he didn’t know the band but it was definitely human music which he found slightly odd as he rounded the bend the music grew even louder and the source of the green light was revealed. The hall way lead to a room with no door only a very large arch way walking through much to his surprise he found the source of the green light in the centre of the room sitting on a large golden throne there was what could only be the Medic a large creature that was humanoid in shape that wore a green long robe that was wide open revealing the green and yellow scaly body with no obvious sings of genitals and his whole body illuminated a bright green glow strong enough to light the dark room and adjacent hallway yet still subtle enough that you could look at it and still clearly see the creature beneath  , 
‘You’ Sonny bellowed.
 Rising from his thrown the Medic smiled and spoke 
‘Shhhh, listen to the lyrics they are very fitting for our arrangement. Against his better judgement he paused and listened
“I am the devil’s advocate a salesman if you will
You know my name
You know my name
‘Now pay attention this part concerns you’ he said with a slight grin as he put his index finger to his mouth
Sonny was a little hypnotized by the music and continued to listen to the singer
‘I met your father years ago and gave him what he’d please
He called my name
And you’ll do the same’
‘Now this is the important part so pay attention closely’ the Medic said in a darker tone
Once again Sonny couldn’t help but listen intently to the singer belt out his raw vocals over heavy guitars and smashing drums
‘I’m claiming what is mine by right
It’s time to close the deal
Your bought and sold bought and sold’
Suddenly the music stopped and the Medic stared straight into Sonnys eyes
‘Not a Megadeth fan?’ he asked, Sonny had no idea what the creature was talking about
‘Huh’ was all he could manage 
‘I always wondered how Dave got those lyrics so precise, it’s almost like he has met me before
‘Enough’ Sonny roared as he began running straight at the medic Sonny dove on him and sent him falling back into his thrown, he rained blows down on the Medic every punch seeming to hit harder, to the Medic it was all a bit of fun at first , but Sonny seemed to get quicker and hit harder as the fight went on and the Medic soon found he was hard pressed to defend himself, he had planned to let Sonny win but not this quick, the fight was slipping away quickly, the Medic dared not fight back as he needed Sonny at full power but he didn’t realise that the boy would be this powerful, this he found both encouraging and unnerving  , 
“This boy will become a great asset but I cannot damage him if he is to do my work” the Medic thought as he blocked blow after blow, with every punch Sonny threw the Medic could see Sonny’s extremely bright blue eyes glowing brighter, “good” he thought “good the anger is rising, soon he will fall”
After a while Sonny had lost his inhibitions and it was at the exact point that Sonnys rage took him and he was lost   
“Perfect just as I suspected, like his father he can’t control his anger” the Medic proclaimed to itself, “besides if I let this go any longer, he could actually destroy me and ruin everything, now it’s time to catch the fly”,
‘Ok’ screamed the Medic ‘I’ll let you return I’ll let you return’
‘And what of my father?’, 
‘What would you like’ inquired the Medic 
‘I want you to send him here where you keep him for eternity’ 
‘I can’t do that, I can’t just take him, you must send him’
Wrapping his hands around the Medics throat, Sonny leaned in and tightened his grip
‘Take me to him’ he snarled
Snap the trap was sprung the Medic smiled and somewhere on a higher plain Whack cried out with a broken heart
‘I’ve failed’. 
With the snap of his fingers Sonny was back on earth. Instantly his lungs filled with beautiful air he could feel the warm sun shining on his face 
‘Ahhhhh’ he said out loud while taking in his environment
He was standing in a front yard facing a small white fibro shack with a brown front door, ‘Nice place’ he said to no one and then he heard a scream from behind the door, without even thinking he ran to the door and kicked it in and looking down the blood soaked hallway he spied a young woman perhaps in her mid-twenties lying face down at the end of the hall , the young woman with slightly curly blonde hair was wearing navy blue bikini’s but her skin was so very pale, as he approached her he could see why she was so pale, both her legs had been cut off below the knees he knelt beside her and rolled her over and she fell into his lap with trembling lips she whispered something but she spoke so softly that Sonny couldn’t hear her then her eyes rolled back and she was gone, 
‘What the fuck’ he said in a defeated tone and as if reacting to his voice, then he heard a thud in a distant room he got up and looked around, to one end of the hall was the open front door to his right was a kitchen to his left was a lounge room he walked in there and seen another young woman lying on the couch with what appeared to be a fire stoker imbedded deep in her vagina  he went in closer to see if she was alive and as he did he noticed both her hands had been cut off , then again he heard a thump it was coming from a room directly behind him, he ran out of the loungeroom and back into the hallway  he turned to the door on his right and opened it and was not expecting what he saw

CHAPTER 55
There Max was kneeling on a young woman’s chest in the midst of decapitating her when he suddenly stopped what he was doing and turned to face his son, the young woman still alive but in dire straits as Max had already begun to hack at her throat before Sonny had interrupted them lay strew on the couch with nearly half her neck hacked open trying to suck air through the gaping hole in her throat while her lungs filled with her own blood, 
‘Sorry sweetie you’ll have to wait, I have more pressing issues to deal with’ kicking his right leg over her body he leapt to his feet.
‘Well, boy after all this time you decided to come and visit your daddy’ Looking around at the carnage Sonny thought 
“This sick fuck is still killing; how long have I been gone and how many innocent souls has my father sent to the Medic?” Sonny’s blood began to boil  
‘You motherfucker’ he yelled as he charged at Max who was smiling widely 
‘Bring it on boy’ he said as his eyes began to glow green
And in the depths of the underworld sitting in his throne high above his green lake of fire the Medic began to laugh. Both men crashed into each other with tremendous force but Max was stronger and sent Sonny back into the plasterboard wall Max lunged jumping on Sonny and sending them both through the wall and onto the floor of the adjacent room. On his back but using momentum Sonny managed to roll Max off of him they both jumped to their feet, facing each other Sonny lunged forward but Max seen it coming and stepped aside just enough so Sonny missed him and continued forward allowing Max a brief gap to pull Betty out of her sheath and plunge her straight in Sonnys back, the blade went deep, so deep in fact it punctured his lungs struggling to breath he staggered back to the wall, Max didn’t waste a second he lunged at his son while  slashing at him with Betty, on the first and second swing Sonny could hear they blade slicing the air but he was backed up against the wall and couldn’t escape, the third swing hit the mark running straight across his chest cutting him to the bone, Max then changed trajectory and plunged the blade into his ribs, punching the blade viciously into Sonnys ribs and abdomen over and over with such force Max thought he might snap the blade, he backed off the assault and watched as Sonnys eyes rolled back in his head and he slid down the wall and slumped to the floor, he then grabbed the semi-conscious Sonny by the hair and said
‘Your nothing like your old man boy’ as he ran Betty across Sonnys throat, watching the blood drain from his arterial vein Max felt very satisfied, he started singing 
‘Aint nothing gonna break my stride, nobody gonna slow me down’ as he turned to leave.
Sonny felt his life drain out of him as he fell into darkness then it was like he landed in live electricity wires, his whole body began to tingle, the coldness his body felt began to warm again until it became a source of heat, he felt as though his body was burning from the inside but not in a bad way in fact this fire was rejuvenating him, his eyes snapped open and he sprung to his feet, 
‘You’ he bellowed ‘where the fuck do you think you’re going mutt, we aint done’ he charged at his father who was momentarily caught off guard, Sonny leapt and landed square on Max’s chest and bought him straight to the ground landing flat on his back and from there he immediately began to reign blows down on Maxs face and head. They were very heavy punches and Sonny could already feel the very early stages of tiredness tugging at his muscles.
Sonny doubled down his efforts and gave everything he had to smashing Max’s face in, Max had blood coming from his mouth and nose but strangely enough after all the blows Sonny had managed to land, he was not able to break any bone. Sonny found this concerning 
“With the power I’m hitting this piece of shit with I should have caved his head in but no, it’s like this prick is made from steel” he thought to himself, and as if right on que Max caught Sonny’s next two punches in his hands, looking at him Max said 
‘Ok now boy its time I show you what real suffering is’. Max caught both of Sonny fists in each palm and now he closed his fingers and thumbs, gripping his hands in a crushing vice like grip as he effortlessly sat up and began to stand. Screaming out Sonny felt Maxs grip tighten and begin to crush his hands, then Max stood still holding Sonnys hands slowly applying more and more pressure and as he stood Sonny fell to his knees
Max looking down at Sonny laughed and said 
‘I don’t know why he thinks you’re so special, but I’ll show that fuck who the real warrior is here’ With that he bought his right knee up with tremendous force smashing it directly into Sonnys left jaw bone just down from under his ear, the force alone should have shattered his jaw bone but to Maxs surprise it didn’t, Sonnys eyes briefly rolled back into his head after the blow but he was still conscious. Max was infuriated, letting go of Sonnys now crushed and shattered hands he grabbed Sonny by the back of the head and began to ram his right Knee into Sonny’s head, over and over again like a piston with the force of a sledge hammer at full swing, Max could feel every blow and the heat inside was rising but much to his concern the boys head had not caved in, apart from his nose Max had not felt a single bone break , had this of been anyone else their head would look like mash potatoes and sauce by now 
“This boy is strong, obviously not strong enough but certainly strong none the less” Max pondered as he changed from using his knee to using his fist, trying different angles and approaches Max started to get a bit of a rhythm up, now he was satisfied with his physical attack he decided to attack him mentally as well
Sonny still on his knees was unable to thwart off Maxs punches, blow after painful blow assaulted his face head and neck yet he was still conscious, he didn’t understand why and with the pain getting worse and worse he really hoped Max would just knock him out and get it over with but no matter how many punches and knees Max gave him Sonny was still conscious and feeling every bit of it
‘You miserable little cunt’ Max spat into his face, ‘how dare you waste my time, you are no challenge you are worthless, you whore mother put up more fight than you
The mention of his beautiful mother reignited the small flame inside him that had actually settled some as Max had begun to beat him, Max seeming to sense this, foolishly pushed the point. 
‘Did you know that whore came on to me?’ He taunted ‘said she’d never felt a man in her mouth before, begged me to cum in her mouth, the dirty cunt’
The small fire inside Sonny rapidly began to grow again but this time the heat was much more intense
‘Did you know I went to go down on the filthy bitch and I got as far as her stomach and I could smell her rotten cunt, I don’t think that disgusting whore had scrubbed her muck hole in years, so instead I put her in doggy and fucked her from behind so I didn’t have to look at the ugly bitch’
Max had been so in the moment of beating and mentally torturing Sonny that he had failed to notice Sonnys eyes beginning to glow blue, slight at first but rapidly getting brighter with every word
‘After making the filthy thing cum for the first time in its miserable life, I took my big cock out of her stinking pussy and smashed it straight up her arse, I did this to hurt her but the dirty cunt backed right up on my cock and started riding it, she fucking LOVED it’ he laughed
It was at this point that the fire that burned inside Sonny exploded like a volcano, his vision turned slightly blue and suddenly Maxs punches and knees had no effect, his hands began to tingle as his bones mended bringing feeling back to his hands the next punch Max threw it was now Sonny who caught it and began crushing Maxs hand
‘Ahhh what the fuck’ Max yelled in genuine surprise
Sonny still holding Maxs left hand began to crush it in his palm as he stood just as Max had done to him moments ago
Starring into Sonnys bright glowing blue eyes, Max began to snarl Sonny staring back into Maxs eyes could see the brightness was beginning to dull rapidly. Pulling him closer Sonny caught him with a left hook that shattered his jaw on impact
Stunned Max tried to block the next punch but Sonny was to strong and his punch went straight through Maxs defences and shattered his right cheek bone, letting go of Maxs now completely shattered hand Sonny threw a devastating right hand that cracked Maxs left eye socket causing his eye to pop out of his head and forcing him to fall on his back
Sonny jumped straight on his chest, the rage inside of him was so hot if felt almost sexual, it was the most intense felling he had ever felt, this blue hot power inside him was barely containable, he felt more stronger and more powerful than he had every felt in his life, at this moment he knew there wasn’t a human on earth that could defeat him, his lust grew as he started thinking of all the men he could destroy in and outside the ring, 
“Oooooohhhh’ he thought “no one could stop me” then like a cold slap to the face he heard Whack’s voice inside his mind 
“don’t give in stay strong” he looked down at his pitiful father and said 
‘You aunt worth shit’ and began to stand but as he did Max grabbed his shirt with his one good hand and lifted himself to Sonnys ears and whispered 
‘You know after I fucked her in the arse she let me mouth fuck her with my shit stained cock, the dirty cu’ but that was enough for Sonny whatever restraint he may have had went straight out the window along with any chance of saving his soul,  the heat inside him boiled over into a force like nothing before, with one hand he picked Max up by the throat and rammed him through the wall and into the front room and now running he slammed Max through the front wall and out to the front yard where he picked Max up above his head and slammed him into the earth, he then knelt down on top of Max and began to viciously attack Max punching and elbowing  Maxs face , he sped up to a speed that was too quick for the human eye, Maxs head was very strong but not strong enough and eventually it gave way to Sonny’s brutal punishment
When Maxs head finally caved in and his brains began to spill out the heat inside Sonny had reached melt down point and as he punched into Maxs head and began to feel it giving way his point of sexual lust was at its peak and when Max’s head finally did crack open Sonny ejaculated in his pants, leaning back closing his bright blue eyes he roared a loud and powerful roar sounding very primal and animalistic he then opened his eyes, his glimmering bright blue eyes now replaced by deep florescent green eyes shining  brighter than Maxs had ever been, feeling a terrible cold shift flash through his soul and realising his fate was sealed he looked up to the sky with his burning green eyes and yelled 
‘Noooooooooooooooo’
CHAPTER 56
Sitting on his throne the Medic laughed as Max landed on the floor before him. 
‘Thank you’ he said ‘but our deal is now complete and you are not needed here no more’ rising from his throne he grabbed Max by the hair and began to drag him across the hard bluestone floor to what looked like a very ancient pit, the feeling of terror rose in Max, he didn’t know why but that hole he was being dragged too evoked a fear in him like nothing he had ever felt, and the smell of decaying flesh was too much to bare and  as he neared the edge an ancient primal fear grew inside until he was hysterical, crying  he begged the Medic 
‘Please no please, I’ll do anything please don’t put me in there’
The Medic didn’t even react as he dragged him to the edge of the pit, to which Max could now see there was eight steps around the edge of the well leading down to a vile and terrifying hole
Max was screaming so loud at this point that he failed to hear what the Medic said as he was pushed off the edge, Max rolled to the very last step
Pushing Max into the well the Medic said 
‘I have my prize now; he can have you’
He looked down at Max with disdain, then began to smile as the beasts now rose from the depths to claim him for their master
A Black creature, so dark it was barely visible with 5 snakelike limbs with oversized mouths full of razor-sharp teeth wrapped around Max, he tried to resist but they were far too powerful, he looked up to the now smiling Medic and opened his mouth to roar obscenities at him but the moment he did one of the snakes like arms coiled back and sprung down his throat

Muffling his screams, his eyes bulged as they filled with blood until they ruptured exploding out of their sockets, the other arms of the black beast tightened their embrace around him and dragged him into the dark abyss without another sound
THE END……
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