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PROLOGUE

	The Bone-Shattering Bass

	 

	 

	Open the door…

	Before there was music, there was vibration.

	Before language, there was pressure.

	Before memory, there was a body trying not to disappear.

	His sisters were everywhere—knees, elbows, hair, breath—too many bodies in too little space, all of them suddenly aware that the rules had changed without warning. One second, they were just driving. The next, gravity had been reassigned.

	The first signal Amir ever learned to read wasn’t a melody or a radio wave. It was danger moving through infrastructure. Steam knocking through iron. Pipes ticking warnings into walls. A building breathing under stress. He learned young that systems always speak before they break—if you’re quiet enough to listen.

	“Don’t, Mom! Don’t!”

	“No, Mom! No!”

	The voices were thin, sharp, stacking on top of each other, ricocheting off the glass. Panicked birds in a cage that doesn’t harmonize. It spikes. The sound filled the van like needles and steam. Amir felt it register as pressure, not sound—his chest tightening, his breath shortening, his jaw locking.

	Most people are too loud.

	They mistake motion for progress. Noise for life. Packaging for safety. They trust saints. They swallow lies because the lies come wrapped in ceremony and reassurance. Popularity meant truth. Money meant leader, genius.

	The Monster Parent didn’t turn around.

	She leaned forward, both hands locked on the wheel, jaw set, eyes fixed on the road like it was something that needed to be punished. Her voice came out steady, almost conversational, as if she were reading from a recipe card.

	“I’m going to kill us all.”

	She said it once.

	Then again.

	“I’m going to kill us all.”

	Not shouted.

	Declared.

	Amir didn’t have that luxury.

	He learned to listen for what didn’t make sense. For the off-tempo knock. The pressure spike. The hum that never shut off. He learned that silence wasn’t the absence of sound—it was a weapon you earned.

	The van fishtailed, tires slipping sideways, the back end swinging just enough for the trees to tilt in the windows. Amir felt the math immediately. Speed plus gravel plus drop-off equaled disappearance. No report. No witnesses. Just a hole in the ground and a story no one would ever finish telling.

	They called him hyperactive. Difficult. Broken. A problem to be solved with pills, prayer, or punishment. They tried to sand him down until he fit the furniture.

	He didn’t think.

	He calculated.

	This was not bravery. This was accounting. Angles. Bodies. Weight. Distance. He understood, without words, that the van itself was now a projectile and that everyone inside it had become unsecured cargo.

	They missed the architecture.

	Systems don’t break people by accident.

	They break people because broken people are easier to manage.

	He launched.

	Stretching his body across the pile of smaller bodies, ribs pressed into spines, arms wide, legs hooked, covering four, reaching for a fifth, unable to reach one sister. His back took the angle of impact before it happened. His skull tucked down. Chin in.  He flattened himself into something wide enough to matter.

	A human firewall...

	The fog rolling off the San Francisco Bay in 1999 didn’t just smell like salt and diesel. It carried weight. A hundred thousand nervous systems locked into a shared trance, breathing in time with a machine they didn’t understand but trusted with their biology.

	Amir stood on the plywood lip of the main-stage trailer.

	The ground wasn’t vibrating—it was interrogating him.

	The bass hit at forty hertz, a blunt instrument tuned to bone and marrow, trying to disassemble his skeleton and recompile it into something more obedient. A million watts of electrical aggression surged through the earth, and the earth passed the message straight up his legs.

	The screaming kept coming, but now it came through him—vibrations traveling bone to bone, breath to breath. He could feel hearts hammering against his sides like trapped birds. He locked his muscles and held. This shouldn’t happen to anyone but if it’s going to happen to anyone it should happen to him. These were the girls.

	The Golden Gate Bridge loomed behind the stage—rusted, indifferent, a structural witness to the end of a century. Steel cables sang back at the sub-woofers. Fog thickened into a dampener. The city surrendered its nervous system willingly.

	This was the Last Sport.

	To the carpet of bodies stretching into the mist, Amir was something else entirely.

	He was the Architect of the Frequency.

	A digital god in a powdered wig and a silk officer’s coat.

	Every kick drum was law.

	Every drop was doctrine.

	They came to be dissolved.

	He was the solvent.

	Inside, it was uglier.

	His heart ran jagged and off-grid, scrambling to keep up. The Sledge—a high-frequency chemical racket—was already chewing through his sense of linear time, melting minutes into slurry. Cause and effect were loosening their grip.

	In the wash of fifty thousand candle-watt spotlights, his hands went translucent. Purple. Ghost-hands. Sensors more than flesh.

	He knew the math.

	Three minutes to peak.

	Three minutes to blackout.

	The body would stay.

	The body always stayed.

	It would finish the set with machine precision while his mind slipped its leash and retreated to a dark, quiet room in 1974—a room with pipes knocking warnings into the walls and no one listening.

	He noticed small things. The way one sister’s fingernails dug into his sleeve. The smell of vinyl heating under friction. The sound of gravel changing pitch as the tires searched for traction. The way time stretched—not slowed but thinned.

	The bass wasn’t music anymore.

	It was every Monster Parent screaming at once, routed through a Shima Seiki processor and weaponized. Trauma amplified. Authority without accountability. Faith without consent.

	Amir held the Master Key to a six-hundred-sixteen-million-dollar ghost ledger. He commanded an empire built on oscillation, chemistry, and belief.

	And he had never been more alone.

	The Monster Parent laughed.

	***

	This book is not a confession.

	It is not a recovery story.

	It is not a redemption arc.

	It is a forensic record.

	A chain of signals traced backward from the moment everything finally went quiet. A map of how a mistake of a child became a frequency, how a man became a mask, and how a mask became a liability.

	It is the story of how power seduces before it destroys.

	How belief rewires biology.

	How chemistry turns faith into leverage.

	How rhythm becomes governance.

	And how silence—real silence—costs more than noise ever did.

	If you’re looking for comfort, stop here.

	If you’re looking for truth, slow down.

	The signal is already playing.

	 


CHAPTER 1

	The Time Traveler

	 

	 

	The bass didn’t arrive as sound.

	It arrived as movement.

	Before ears could register rhythm, bone gave way. Marrow shifted. The body complied. Low-frequency pressure moved through steel and tendon alike, translating memory into force. Concrete remembered being liquid. Metal answered like it had been waiting for this exact question.

	Sound replaced language.

	This was not a concert.

	This was physics.

	Amir stood in the shadow of the main stage trailer, the ground beneath his boots vibrating with a force that felt like it was trying to rearrange his DNA.

	It was 1999.

	One hundred thousand people helped generate two hundred million dollars in revenue that month as they screamed into the foggy abyss of the Golden Gate Bridge. The bass was bone-shattering—a low-frequency hum that didn’t just hit the ears; it translated memory into force, rattling marrow, bending steel, concrete, capital, and bodies around the same signal.

	Two days. Two nights.

	No traffic. No city.

	Just frequency.

	As he watched the sea of bodies move in a synchronized trance, Amir felt the vibration in his chest sync with the sub-woofers. The crowd didn’t dance so much as organize itself, a single organism responding to pressure rather than rhythm. The bridge groaned under the load, as if it understood it was no longer infrastructure but instrument.

	This was the Last Sport.

	This was the pinnacle of the Ubiquitous era.

	To the world, he was the architect of the chaos—the man who owned the frequency. The soul of the essential mix. 

	But inside, he was Time Traveling.

	They would later call it the world’s largest concert.

	They would call him the world’s greatest DJ.

	They would argue over which records had been broken, which ceilings erased. Which notes sampled. Did he crack the Shima Seki?

	None of them would understand that what moved that night wasn’t music.

	It was commitment.

	The drugs were beginning to Sledge. Laser lights cut through the Marin fog, and the bass stopped being music. It became a voice—old, intimate, merciless. The Monster Parent rode the subwoofers into the present, amplified through a million watts of power. The feeling of no feeling cracked open.

	Behind the barricades, systems moved without him. Runners spoke into headsets he hadn’t approved. Numbers shifted on ledgers he hadn’t seen. If the show didn’t collapse, it meant someone else was carrying the load. He registered it the way he registered everything now—not emotionally, but peripherally. Pattern recognition without attachment.

	He knew the symptoms. The world blurred at the edges, faces smearing into oil paint. Tingling. Bees in his body. The beginning of lift-off. He looked at his bodyguard, Abasiama—a seven-foot tower of muscle, calm as bedrock—the only thing tethering him to Earth.

	Somewhere near the production offices, a woman spoke quietly into a phone. She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t look at the stage. She spoke as if the night already belonged to her. She had gained his father’s trust months ago. That mattered more than it should have.

	Amir felt the familiar pressure in his chest—the same paralyzing weight that had lived there for forty years. He thought he could outrun it tonight. He thought peace might be found in chemical silence, in velocity high enough to fold time.

	But as the first blackout pulled him toward the shadows, a voice hissed in his ear.

	It wasn’t the music.

	It was a dining room table.

	The smell of rubbing alcohol.

	Breath leaving a body too fast.

	The grid of a blue tennis racket.

	He understood then that escape was conditional. If he believed he could outrun the monster, he might. If he believed it always won, the outcome was decided.

	Money was moving beneath the noise floor. Accounts mapped. Permissions assumed. Ownership turning theoretical.

	No one told him.

	The blackout didn’t arrive like violence.

	It arrived like a switch.

	The 6502 logic pulled the plug. Memory collapsed into pressure. When he came back, time had jumped. The bridge was still there. The crowd was still there. He was still standing.

	The moment was gone.

	He was at the top of the world.

	And he couldn’t remember how he got there.

	...there would be an airplane.

	A patterned rug underfoot.

	A hum just below panic.

	Window shades pulled down like eyelids.

	Lots of Sledged blow. 

	Women but mostly the Sledge. 

	He would stand in the aisle, hand on a seatback, trying to locate himself in time. Someone would offer water. Someone would say rest. The bodyguard would still be there—mass, certainty, gravity in a narrow tube. Rooster taillights and smudged paint in the shadows. At brown out. 

	There would be another blackout.

	It would feel administrative. A routine...

	The fluorescent lights in the interrogation room hummed at a frequency that made Amir Monzbaucher’s teeth ache: he was chewing aluminum foil while listening to two crows fight over a french fry in an empty room made of tile. 

	He sat across from the Sergeant, his hands—purple and translucent, like thin glass—resting on the scarred wooden table.

	“You’re a ghost, Amir,” the Sergeant said, leaning into the pool of light. “I’ve looked at the files. Before you hit Montana at eighteen, there’s nothing. No records. No tickets. No arrests. No school grades. Just a blank space where a boy should be.”

	Amir didn’t look away. His voice was deep, resonant, pulled from the diaphragm and drug over vocal cords—a vibrating voice built in a radio booth thousands of miles away.

	“It was a trade, Sarge,” he said. “My silence for their paperwork. They sealed the Little Tiny Fool, the bald-headed idiot, the stupid mf-er in a vault in California and sent a ghost to Montana. You want to know what’s in that blank space? You aren’t going to like the math.”

	The lights hummed.

	“You want to know why I don’t remember?” Amir asked.

	The Sergeant didn’t answer.

	“The frequency does that,” Amir continued. “When it gets high enough, time folds. Memory collapses into pressure. You stop living forward and start ricocheting. Time traveling.”

	The Sergeant leaned back.

	“A hundred thousand people,” he said. “Two days. The bridge shut down. You don’t just forget that.”

	Amir smiled without humor.

	“That’s the thing about the Last Sport,” he said. “It doesn’t care what you remember. It only cares that you’re committed to consistency.”

	Six hundred sixteen million dollars would surface later.

	Missing, but not lost.

	Displaced like energy under load.

	The Sergeant already knew this wasn’t a theft problem.

	It was a source problem...

	Back in the shadow of the main stage trailer:

	The ground vibrated.

	The bass rattled the marrow.

	The crowd moved as one.

	The Sledge penetrated. 

	The drugs Sledged.

	The Monster screamed through the bass bins.

	Time folded.

	Again—but not as repetition. As confirmation.

	The Sergeant closed the file.

	“You built something too big to disappear...” he started.

	Amir nodded.

	“That’s why I’m here,” he said. “The frequency always collapses back to the source.”

	The fluorescent lights hummed. Outside the room, the world kept moving. Inside, time stayed folded.

	“You asked what was in that blank space,” Amir said softly. “This is it. Pressure. Frequency. Survival.”

	The Sergeant stood.

	“You’re telling me this all starts here?”

	Amir looked down at his hands.

	“No,” he said. “I’m telling you this is where it finally got loud enough for anyone else to hear. Just like in my art I see the images and bring them out for you to see. I do that with the music too. It's always been there you just couldn't feel the music until I came along.” 

	Release. 

	Hesitation.

	It takes roughly one to two milliseconds for a single neuron to fire an electrical impulse to another neuron.

	The vibration spiked and Amir did what he always did when the signal threatened to overwhelm the carrier.

	In one millisecond he ran a check.

	Not on the crowd.

	Not on the money.

	On the environment.

	Hell Looks Like Heaven.

	HLH.

	Saints with credentials.

	Permission without consent.

	Care packaged as control.

	He didn’t label it out loud. Naming a thing gives it gravity. He just noted the signature the way you note static interference on a clean channel. Same pattern as always. Same smell. Same silence where questions should be.

	The system wasn’t broken.

	It was operating exactly as designed.

	He let the bass take him back under and stayed with the signal.

	Euphoria.

	Then the Split broke free.

	SYSTEM INITIALIZATION:

	“I am Amir. The 6502 Processor is powering UP.

	The Sledge is leaning against the wall.

	0Hz ACHIEVED.”

	The bridge groaned.

	The bass roared.

	The drugs held.

	He was at the top of the world.

	And he couldn’t remember how he got there—again.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	The Pigeonhole

	 

	 

	The Boy didn’t know he was being profiled.

	He only knew he was being erased.

	The classroom was not a place of learning. It was a sorting mechanism. Rows of desks under fluorescent lights that hummed just loud enough to enforce stillness. Posters promised encouragement but functioned as warnings. The air smelled of floor wax and stale incense. At the parochial school, holiness had a scent, and it mixed poorly with fear.

	The Boy sat at a desk that felt like a cage. His legs wouldn’t stop moving—small, rhythmic taps against the floor, involuntary, mechanical. The tapping drove the nuns into a quiet, holy frenzy. They didn’t see a child vibrating with the terror of what happened at the dining room table the night before. They saw a problem.

	“Sit still.”

	“Focus.”

	“Try harder.”

	Each instruction assumed choice.

	Every time he shifted, someone wrote something down.

	He wasn’t disruptive.

	He was observable.

	Movement became evidence. Fear became pathology. Silence became suspicion. The teachers didn’t ask questions; they filled out forms. They tracked posture, eye contact, volume, speed. They called it evaluation. The Boy felt it as pressure—pressure in his legs, his hands, his throat. The same pressure that would later appear in his chest before blackouts, before acceleration.

	“You’re a retard, aren’t you?”

	The word wasn’t a question. It was a brand.

	It was the same word the Monster Parent used at home while pinking shears tore jagged paths through his hair, leaving him looking like a lawnmower accident. Different room. Same verdict.

	The school doctors didn’t look for monsters under his bed or the Monster in the hallway. They looked at a clipboard. They saw a boy who couldn’t focus on phonics because he was too busy listening for the sound of a belt hitting leather. They saw tapping legs and missed the vigilance. They saw distraction and missed the alarm.

	They put him in a pigeonhole.

	Not officially.

	That was just the effect.

	Once placed inside it, everything he did made sense to them.

	He was labeled Hyperactive.

	Then Oppositional.

	Then Delayed.

	Each word narrowed the aperture through which he was allowed to exist.

	The first file was thin.

	The second was thicker.

	By the time the Boy understood something permanent was being built around him, it already had a name.

	They fed-exed his childhood to a laboratory.

	Because his brain wouldn’t stop vibrating and his legs wouldn’t stop tapping, the adults decided to speed him up so he would “slow down.” They called it Ritalin—meth’s legal cousin, sanitized and dispensed with concern written in cursive.

	In first grade, while other children learned phonics, the Boy rode out a gagger line of legal speed. His heart tried to hammer its way out of his chest while a spinster nun told him to sit still or be “bad.” The drug confused him. His nostrils flared. His scalp crawled like ants were nesting under the skin. He became quiet in the way broken machines go quiet.

	They believed they were fixing his brain.

	They were only silencing the alarm system of a child in danger.

	When he wasn’t on the pills, he felt so alive he wanted to explode into the world—but the pigeonhole was already built. He was the “Special Ed” boy now. The one pulled from class to jump on trampolines and hammer wooden pegs into holes while psychiatrists watched him like a lab rat.

	They looked at his brain and saw Attention Deficit.

	They never looked at his home life and saw the Monster Parent who threw him across rooms or choked him until his ears rang.

	He wasn’t hyperactive.

	He was a child who had learned that peace only existed in the happy place of his pillow—rocking, banging his head gently until the world went away.

	The Monster Parent spoke this language fluently. She used it the way other people used tools—precisely, professionally, without leaving marks. She attended meetings. She nodded at the right moments. She brought binders. She quoted policy. She never mentioned what happened at home. That would have complicated the narrative.

	The system preferred clean stories.

	The Boy learned to watch adults the way other kids watched cartoons. He tracked shifts in tone, posture, breathing. He learned when sympathy hardened into irritation, when concern turned into paperwork. Pattern recognition became survival.

	The checklist appeared without ceremony.

	He never saw it in full, but he knew it by heart.

	Bed-wetting.

	Aggression.

	Withdrawal.

	Hyperfocus.

	Lack of eye contact.

	Excessive imagination.

	Defiance.

	Fear over responses inconsistent with environment.

	Boxes were checked quietly. The system didn’t ask why the boxes applied. It only needed enough of them filled in to justify the next step.

	And there was always a next step.

	Once labeled, the Boy stopped being a child and became a case. Once he was a case, his body stopped belonging to him. His movements were interpreted. His resistance reframed as proof.

	The teachers spoke about him in the third person while he sat in the room.

	“He doesn’t respond to traditional instruction.”

	“He struggles with authority.”

	“He lacks impulse control.”

	No one asked what he was responding to.

	The classroom wasn’t just a room.

	It was a factory.

	A system designed to remove variance.

	A system designed to convert movement into pathology.

	A system designed to teach the Boy that survival required stillness—even when stillness meant suffocation.

	By the time the bell rang, the file was sealed.

	The system moved on.

	New children.

	New checklists.

	The damage did not.

	The Boy learned something no curriculum taught:

	that the safest place to be was inside himself,

	and that anything visible could be taken, labeled, or punished.

	The pigeonhole wasn’t where they put him.

	It was where they taught him to put himself.

	 


CHAPTER 3

	How to Build a Serial Killer

	 

	 

	This does not accuse the Boy.

	It audits the machine.

	The mistake most people make is assuming violence begins with desire.

	It doesn’t.

	It begins with pressure.

	The Boy learned early that rules were not laws. They behaved like weather systems—unpredictable, localized, and capable of turning lethal without warning. Praise did not accumulate. Safety did not compound. There was no learning curve, only recalibration. He wasn’t raised inside morality; he was raised inside volatility.

	A child raised this way doesn’t study right and wrong.

	He studies signal drift.

	He learns which footsteps mean impact.

	Which silences mean escalation.

	Which moods mean vanish.

	This is not pathology.

	This is pattern recognition.

	The gift.

	At home, love was conditional and retroactively billed. Surveillance replaced affection. Correction replaced guidance. Every gesture was audited for intent after the fact. The line moved because movement itself was the point. Stability would have ruined the lesson.

	You begin the build here:

	Teach the child that reality is unstable.

	Teach him that safety expires without notice.

	Teach him that attention is dangerous.

	Then punish him for adapting.

	At school, they did not see fear. They saw motion. They saw tapping feet, restless hands, eyes scanning instead of locking. They called it disorder. They labeled it hyperactivity. They treated the symptom because the cause lived somewhere inconvenient.

	Hypervigilance looks like hyperactivity if you’ve never had to survive anything.

	They did not ask what he was listening for.

	They did not ask why his body refused stillness.

	They asked how to quiet him.

	And they did.

	Medication flattened the waveform. The alarm system went offline. The room became quieter, which they mistook for success. They congratulated themselves on containment.

	“The system didn’t audit origin — it audited outcome.” 

	This is Step Two:

	Isolate the child.

	Separate him from the herd and give him a name that follows him like a shadow. Explain his distress with acronyms instead of context. Never investigate the environment generating the signal. Drug the smoke alarm and praise the silence.

	The Boy learned something precise and dangerous:

	Pain followed visibility.

	If he was seen, he could be targeted.

	If he was loud, he could be corrected.

	If he was still, he might survive.

	So he learned to disappear without leaving.

	That was the Split.

	Anger arrived later, but not the kind adults expect. Not theatrical. Not explosive. That would have been punished immediately. This was compressed anger—folded, stored, densified. Anger without outlet becomes gravity. Gravity bends rooms.

	He learned to hold eye contact just long enough to unsettle.

	He learned to weaponize silence.

	He learned that fear travels faster than explanation.

	No one taught him this.

	The environment did.

	This is Step Three:

	Reward control.

	When the child stops crying, call him mature.

	When he stops asking questions, call him smart.

	When he stops needing anyone, call him strong.

	Confuse dissociation with resilience.

	Label shutdown as growth.

	Rejected children can sometimes overcome abuse by finding ways to soothe themselves, as no one provides it for them. 

	The Boy soothed himself the only ways available. Rocking. Pressure. Repetition. He discovered that compression quieted the static. That sensation could be regulated, even if reality couldn’t.

	Impulse wasn’t violence yet. It was pressure. 

	Pressure needed somewhere to go. 

	This is where the checklist enters.

	The system loves lists. Lists absolve curiosity. Lists replace inquiry with compliance. The Boy learned the list the way other kids learned multiplication tables.

	The authorities didn’t care why the boxes were checked. They only cared that they were.

	A mark was a mark. A pattern was a pattern.

	Once the list was complete, the conclusion arrived automatically. 

	No one asked about the source of the pressure.

	No one asked about the architecture producing it.

	They measured output and declared destiny.

	This is where people get confused.

	The Boy did not want to hurt anything.

	He wanted the pressure to move.

	The danger wasn’t the cut. The danger was the relief.

	Containment felt like mercy. Compression felt like order. The body learned before the mind could moralize.

	The body will seek discharge long before the mind understands ethics.

	This is how the blueprint completes:

	Unstable rules create hypervigilance.

	Isolation converts fear into identity.

	Punished expression teaches suppression.

	Rewarded silence teaches control.

	Unprocessed rage searches for a language.

	Give that language speed, strength, or authority—and the world calls it success.

	Remove it—and the world calls it pathology.

	Hurt people, hurt people.

	The Boy was not becoming a monster.

	He was becoming functional inside a monstrous system.

	That distinction matters.

	Violence doesn’t start with hatred. It starts with pressure and no exit. 

	Serial killers are not built by evil.

	They are built by repetition.

	And repetition was the only constant the Boy had ever known.

	Speed would become the valve.

	Structure would become the disguise.

	Sound would become the weapon.

	But that comes later.

	Here, in the audit phase, the system finishes its work and congratulates itself for the silence.

	The alarm is gone.

	The fire remains.

	 


CHAPTER 4

	The Bullet Garden (8th Grade)

	 

	 

	While his mother reigned as the Head of Curriculum and Grand Jury leader in the affluent halls of the county, she treated her own home like a labor camp.

	The “Grand Jury” had reached its final verdict when he was only seven: Amir was the “Little Tiny Fool,” the “Carl Downing Fool,” and the “Bald Headed Idiot.” He wasn’t a child to her; he was a defect. Language was her first weapon. Titles stuck. Names hardened. Once spoken, they became law.

	Fear in that house did not come in episodes.

	It came as infrastructure.

	The pilot light on the wall heater burned constantly, a small orange eye that never slept. Amir learned early that it wasn’t just heat. It was a signal. If it was on and the pacing started, something was coming. The house trained him to read vibration before language, to measure danger by timing instead of tone.

	At six years old, to avoid the “monster ball” that lived at the base of the stairs, he would climb out second-story windows and pee on the roof. The cold shingles cut his feet. The night air bit his skin. Stillness indoors was more dangerous than exposure outside.

	The physical trauma was surgical.

	The weight of her hand holding him underwater in the bathtub until the world turned grey.

	The “happy place” pillow becoming a weapon of suffocation.

	The blue tennis racket.

	When the swinging began, Amir would retreat into a corner, holding his foot up as a shield to protect his face. The racket didn’t break his spirit, but it ruined the mechanics of his foot for sports forever. Damage delivered cleanly. Nothing that couldn’t be explained away later.

	His sisters survived through disappearance. One learned to build a nest under piles of clothes in her bedroom, becoming invisible because sleep was looked down upon if the Monster Parent was awake and pacing. Survival strategies diverged early.

	Then there was the road.

	Not the event—the lesson.

	Speed could be weaponized.

	Reality could be revoked mid-sentence.

	Adults could reset afterward and no one would ask why.

	That understanding stayed.

	By eighth grade, the fear no longer spiked outward. It folded inward. The vibrations condensed. Amir didn’t want chaos anymore. He wanted control. Silence. Predictability.

	Order.

	That was when the bullets appeared.

	Amir and Cass Monkey started stealing .22 rounds from the Pay ’n Save downtown. Not boxes. Singles. Drops. Ammunition that had slipped out of packaging and into the anonymous margins of retail. Guns were tracked. Serial numbers mattered. Lead did not.

	Lead was clean.

	At night, Amir would sit on the floor of his room and lay the bullets out in precise lines. Rows. Columns. Binary order imposed on noise. Each round identical. Each one obedient. Nothing moved unless he moved it.

	This was not a plan to shoot anyone.

	This was containment.

	The bullets didn’t scream.

	They didn’t lie.

	They didn’t change rules halfway through.

	They stayed where he put them.

	In a house where nothing else did.

	He dreamed of silence. Not peace—silence. The absence of vibration. The moment when the Monster Parent would no longer be able to reach him because the system had finally been out-mathed.

	Each bullet became a promise, not of violence, but of reversal. Next time, I won’t be the one absorbing the impact.

	The garden grew slowly. Never enough to trigger suspicion. Never enough to demand explanation. Just enough to hold the pressure in place.

	Adults noticed things, but not meaning.

	They noticed behavior.

	They noticed lists.

	They never asked why a child would need this much order. They only cared that the boxes were being checked somewhere. Aggression. Withdrawal. Fixation. The checklist didn’t ask about pilot lights or tennis rackets or bathtubs.

	It only asked if the pattern existed.

	And Amir understood something no one else wrote down:

	Violence doesn’t start with hatred.

	It starts with pressure and no exit.

	He wasn’t becoming dangerous.

	He was becoming stable in an unstable system.

	The bullets waited.

	And for the first time in his life, so did he.

	 


 

	INTERLUDE

	Sarge: Interview Room

	 

	 

	The tape clicked.

	The Sergeant didn’t look up. He’d learned that looking invited performance. He let the room do the work.

	“So,” he said, finally. “The bullets.”

	Amir’s hands were folded. Not clasped. Aligned.

	“They weren’t for firing,” Amir said. “They were for stopping.”

	The Sergeant made a note he wouldn’t keep. “You’re telling me a kid steals ammunition and that’s… prevention?”

	“I’m telling you pressure needs a shape,” Amir replied. “Or it finds one.”

	The lights hummed. The kind of hum that pretends it’s neutral.

	“You lined them up,” the Sergeant said. “That’s what the reports say. Rows. Patterns.”

	“Binary,” Amir said. “Before I knew the word.”

	The Sergeant leaned back. “And the medication?”

	“That was their version of order.”

	“Worked?”

	“It muted the alarm,” Amir said. “Didn’t put out the fire.”

	A pause. The Sergeant flipped a page, then stopped himself.

	“Explain something to me,” he said. “You’re describing two controls. One chemical. One mechanical. Why did one stick?”

	Amir didn’t answer right away. He tracked the question. Where it wanted to go.
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