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THE 18-WHEELER barrelled along the dual carriageway like it had been recently stolen, but in fact, it was just being driven by an idiot. It raced up the inside lane and swung out recklessly into the outside lane anytime there was a vehicle to overtake. Drivers blasted their horns and swore from behind their windscreens at the giant hunk of speeding metal that narrowly missed them and continued its journey north.


The weather was cold, but it had been kind enough not to rain—which would have ensured a major accident and almost certain death for the fool behind the wheel, who struggled to see at night and had never driven on Welsh asphalt before.


The courier looked like a genuine truck driver but was actually just a degenerate dope fiend who drank more than the average pub landlord and ate far too much deep-fried food. He smoked and snorted cocaine while steering what was essentially a giant murder weapon, glugging giant gulps of beer from can after can of high-strength wife beater. Techno music with an insanely high BPM blasted from the speakers, causing them to shake the whole cab. The courier would occasionally beat his fist on the roof and sound the horn at moments of uplifting chirps and bleeps.


The cab looked like he’d been living inside it for months, but the journey had only started hours earlier. Time meant nothing to the courier at this point. Cocaine, alcohol, and exceeding the speed limit had occupied his mind for several hours, and all he could focus on was his destination—Bangor. The fact that Bangor is the oldest city in Wales and one of the smallest, with a population of less than 14,000, meant absolutely nothing to him. All he cared about was getting the job done while being as drunk and high as humanly possible along the way.







The A5 took him to the end of the line at the Port of Holyhead just after 3:00 AM. He found a car park that could accommodate the giant rig and then made his way to the bus station on foot. Inside, he found the bank of lockers he had been told would be there and deposited the holdall into lucky number 69.


Fortunately for the courier, there was nobody else about at this time of night, as he had made no effort to cover his tracks or hide his face. If his employer had seen his actions, it would have certainly meant a quick death and an unmarked grave somewhere in the Welsh dirt.


Satisfied that he had completed stages one and two of his assignment, the courier made his way to the hotel, where a room under a false name had been booked. Back in the rig, he found the forged documents required to drive the vehicle and check into the hotel.


The courier walked unsteadily from the bus station, dreaming of a luxurious five-star hotel with 24-hour room service that could be billed directly to his employer. He used his scratched and battered gold Zippo to light a fresh cigarette. His fat fingers, all bearing heavy gold rings that matched the thick gold bracelets adorning his wrists, reflected the flame and the subsequent cherry glowing in the cold, silent night air.


He took a few drags and surveyed the empty streets around him. The courier was not impressed with the oldest city in Wales at three o’clock on a Wednesday morning. There was no life whatsoever, and he suspected it wouldn’t be much different at three o’clock in the afternoon either.


He continued his uneven steps in the direction he thought his hotel was situated. The map he had been given was marked with only what he needed to know in order to complete the mission. The car park, bus station, and two other locations had been circled in red. The third location was the hotel he was currently making his way toward.







When he opened the door to his room, his heart sank even further than it had outside the crumbling establishment and again in its dusty foyer—something he thought would be impossible. The cramped room held only a single, barely standing bed and a small dresser that was also on its last legs.


The view from the prison-sized window looked out onto a brick wall less than a foot away, shaded by curtains thinner than a 90-year-old’s skin. The only real source of light came from a single bare bulb hanging from the centre of the ceiling, which was blotchy with multiple damp patches.


The courier’s giant frame, clad in a white nylon tracksuit and black leather jacket, filled the tiny doorway. He dropped his backpack in front of his white trainers and shook his head, his battered white baseball cap barely concealing his frustration.


“Welcome to North-fucking-Wales…” he muttered, his thick English accent trailing off, unable to put his disappointment into words.


The courier was originally from the north of England, and his distinctive accent stood out a mile where he now lived in London—even more so in his current location. He decided it made no difference; he probably wouldn’t be speaking to many people other than those he had business with.


Calling it a night, he opted for a morphine hit, injecting himself while balancing on the edge of the nearly collapsed bed. His obese body pushed the mangled springs and rotting frame to their limits, but they held—just barely. Moments later, he collapsed back, sinking into a warm and fuzzy dream.







Two whole days had passed, and the courier was yet to receive the call he was expecting. The majority of that time had been spent within the confines of the hotel room, as his phone lost almost all reception once he was on the ground floor or outside.


In the 48 hours he’d spent in the Northern Angel Hotel, the courier had managed to turn the floor into a mini dump, now littered with takeaway containers, empty booze bottles, drug paraphernalia, and cigarette packets. The damp air was thick with smoke, carrying a slight tinge of rotting food and stale alcohol.


By day three, it had become too much for him to take. He had started to develop cabin fever and needed to get out of the shithole excuse for a hotel and see other people. The courier struggled to fit through all the doors, both inside the hotel and leading out of it, much to the owner’s amusement.


The ancient manager had recommended a pub two streets over, claiming it would be to the courier’s taste as it was where “his kind” went for a drink. The courier—now going by the name Benjamin Reed on his new fake ID—hoped that “his kind” meant fun-loving, drug-taking party animals. But upon arriving at the small, desperately in-need-of-a-makeover pub, he realised “his kind” simply meant sad, lonely men with nothing better to do of an afternoon than sit in a smoke-filled bar, sipping warm beer on rickety stools guaranteed to give them piles.


The courier sipped his pint and attempted to play a solo game of pool on a table covered in stained felt, thinner than the curtains back at his hotel room. By his third pint, he decided enough was enough—action had to be taken.


Benjamin wandered outside, waving his phone around like a broken magic wand until he finally picked up a weak signal. He dialled the only number saved in his phone and lit a cigarette while waiting for his employer to answer.


Even after the call was accepted, no one spoke. The courier broke the silence.


“It’s me.”


Silence.


“The cash is safe.”


More silence.


“Just checking in is all.”


A sigh.


“Showing initiative lik—”


"You were told to call only in an emergency." His employer’s voice was forced calm, barely suppressing rage.


“Well, I’ve been on my own for three days! Nobody’s called me. I’m bored, man! I need some action! I need some life! I need a party! I need to fuck something!”


The courier’s voice had now risen to a bellow in the mid-afternoon city street, dotted with shoppers and office workers.


"Are you fucking this up?" asked the cold voice.


“Can’t we hurry this up? Then you wouldn’t have to worry about me fucking things up, would you?”


"Do I sound worried to you?"


“Right. I mean, no. Shit, it was just a joke is all. Nothing’s getting fucked, which is why there’s no need for anybody to worry. I was just joking, man. Just trying to—”


"Wait for the call."


The line went dead.


The courier shakily put the phone back in his pocket and dragged heavily on his cigarette.


“Fuck!” he exclaimed nervously.


"Thought you’d never ask," said a playful, camp voice from behind him.


The courier snapped his head around to see a bleached-blond mop of hair atop a chubby white face, perched on an extremely fat, mid-twenties male dressed in clothes designed for an anorexic.


The courier smiled a gold-toothed grin.







His third night in Bangor was a blur of hard drink, hard drugs, and hard fucking.


Benjamin and his new blond friend did shot after shot of tequila, alternating between jacking up heroin, snorting lines of coke, and engaging in deviant sexual activity. The small room’s smell shifted from damp and dirty to sweaty and dirtier.


The frustration of being locked away alone for so long had turned the courier into a powerhouse—a porn star in overdrive. He ground and pounded like never before, with no care for the consequences.


At some point in the night, other guests at the so-called five-star Northern Angel Hotel began banging on the walls and ceiling to complain about the noise. The courier figured it was just the music disturbing them, not the sounds of sex. Benjamin solved this issue by putting on his earphones and cranking the volume even higher. Then, he snorted another line of cocaine and got back to fucking his new friend in the ass.


Blocking out the sounds of the outside world allowed the courier to slip further into his drug-addled fantasy—where he was a golden god. He lost himself in a world of hard fucking, barely noticing when the tiny bed collapsed beneath them. He didn’t notice at all when his blond companion died of a heart attack.


The courier continued to pound away, high on drugs, drunk on alcohol, and seemingly permanently erect thanks to the little blue pill he had swallowed earlier in the night.


By the time the sun began to rise, the courier was fatigued, flaccid, and ready to sleep—but not before one last hit of heroin to drift into a beautiful dream state that would last until the sun went down again.


Unfortunately for the courier, that sleep would be his last.


The night of indulgence proved too much for his body to take. As the emptied syringe hung limply from his vein, it left a silent message for whoever would find his corpse: Here lies a dead degenerate junkie—no need for an investigation into foul play.
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THE CAR IDLED with a deep rumble, letting anyone within earshot know just how powerful the engine really was. Most of the body and interior had been stripped to make the vehicle lighter, while the engine itself had been beefed up, making it far more powerful than originally intended. The combination of a lighter body and a stronger engine made for a beast of a car—one that required a skilled and fearless master at the wheel.


Or a lunatic with a death wish.


The driver was both.


A heavy door set back into the wall opened, and the client approached. He was middle-aged and wore a decent suit. As he stepped closer, he scanned the lamp-lit street before bending down to look at the driver, who stared straight ahead, unblinking. The client waited for some form of acknowledgment, but after what felt like an almost awkward length of time, he gave up and broke the silence.


“Hey, are you the guy?”


The driver slowly turned his head, gold-rimmed sunglasses catching the light as he regarded the client.


“Does this look like a taxi?” he asked.


The client stood upright and studied the rumbling muscle car in front of him. He bent down again.


“Can you fucking see anything with those things on?” he asked, wagging a finger in front of his own eyes to indicate the driver’s sunglasses.


The driver didn’t miss a beat.


“You’ve got mustard on your collar. Either that, or your boyfriend needs to go to the clinic.”


The client checked his collar and spotted the yellow stain, crusted over. He smiled, nodded, and let out a high-pitched whistle. A second man appeared from behind the heavy door, carrying a large, weighty bag.


The driver pulled a lever, popping the boot. The second man opened it, deposited the bag inside, then stood guard, scanning the empty street for any unwanted guests. The client leaned in close and offered the driver a small piece of paper.


The driver read the address. One nod.


“Take it. When the job’s done, burn it.”


The client started to extend his hand into the car—but the driver slid the beast into first gear, the clutch and accelerator going from biting point to flat-out, balls-to-the-wall go-time.


The rear wheels spun and screeched before the car shot off like a bullet from a gun. The driver took the first available corner, getting out of the client’s sight as quickly as possible. The address was now committed to memory, and he calculated the fastest route.


The car drifted around corners, weaved between traffic, and outran a police cruiser so quickly the piggies didn’t even have a chance to call it in.


He did it with ease.


He drove the way a samurai fought in battle—fully prepared to die in a brutal and violent way, blood and guts spilling in the wake of sharpened steel.


Less than 30 minutes after receiving the package, the driver brought the beast to a screeching halt outside the address. He put the gearstick in neutral but kept the engine running, waiting for whoever was supposed to retrieve the package to show themselves.


The delivery spot was a narrow back lane behind a row of shops, just outside the city centre. There was very little light here, and even less once the headlights were switched off. The driver sat rigid, staring straight ahead from behind the black lenses.


Minutes passed.


Then, the door to the address opened.


Two giant men stepped out, their bodies wreathed in muscle, thick with throbbing veins that looked ready to burst. They swaggered toward the rear of the car.


The driver popped the boot and watched in the rearview mirror as one bodybuilder retrieved the bag while the other dropped a small package inside. As soon as the boot was shut, the driver floored it. The rear wheels spun noisily for a moment before finding traction, and then the beast lurched forward once more.


The job was done.


But he still drove at breakneck speed.


Not because he had to. Because he wanted to.


Forty minutes later, he pulled into the basement of a tower block of shitty flats. He parked the car inside a small garage, then locked the metal shutter that hid it from unwanted attention. A car like this always turned heads. It had outrun countless cops in and around the city.


He rode the urine-soaked lift up to the twelfth floor, then walked along the exterior balcony. From here, he had a decent view of an almost derelict part of town.


Each step he took caused his shoulder to dip like a ’70s pimp, thanks to his damaged leg and pronounced limp.


When he reached his unnumbered door, he lit a cigarette and retrieved his key.


There was no joy in returning home.


No joy in a job well done.


No joy in the view over the city.


And no joy in his eyes, still hidden behind black lenses, held in place by a gold frame bearing the initials TCB.
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OFFICER OWEN HAD drawn the short straw.


Even though he was the newest guard, his colleagues had still insisted he participate. None of them wanted to deal with whatever madness might unfold deep within the belly of the beast this morning. The news to be delivered could send the recipient in either direction, and that was unlikely to be positive when dealing with a lunatic.


He had been placed in the cell furthest from the rest of the prisoners—for the safety and well-being of everyone who lived and worked within the grey walls behind the razor wire. Most of the prison was grey, a colour that suited the atmosphere of the place.


But the cell Officer Owen was heading toward wasn’t grey.


It could have been entered into the Tate Modern.


It had once been dull and drab, like the rest of the prison, but after housing its current occupant, it had transformed. Its walls were now covered in crude graffiti, all featuring the same demonic images and eerie writing. It freaked the guards out—Owen included—every time they had to look at it. The prisoner had used whatever he could get his hands on to make his twisted art. Chemicals. Ink. Blood. Even faeces. He had even scratched some of the markings directly into the concrete with stone.


No matter the method, the imagery remained the same.


Rabbits.


Officer Owen’s towering six-and-a-half-foot frame cast a long shadow across the cell floor, stretching onto the wall opposite the bars that separated him from the lone prisoner inside. Most cells had heavy metal doors with hatches that could be opened and closed. Not this one.


This one was different.


It wasn’t even supposed to be in use anymore, but the occupant had caused so much trouble and set so many traps in ordinary cells that the warden had decided it was the best place for him.


This cell had no fourth wall. Instead, there was only a giant opening, sealed with thick, unbreakable bars. A single gate, secured by a massive locking mechanism from the seventies—the era when the prison had first been built—was set into the bars. This space had once been used to contain the worst of the worst before being deemed inhumane and taken out of service in the eighties.


But the warden had made an exception for this prisoner.


Every other option had been exhausted.


And who was going to challenge it? No human rights group would ever find out about this place. And even if they did—who would care about the comfort or well-being of a multiple murderer? A cannibal? A serial killer who had dealt drugs and ended the lives of dozens of innocent people?


Nobody ever visited him.


The warden had even been told, off the record, that this guy was a special case. A person of personal interest to the government.


Lock him away and forget about him.


That was the message.


But today—right now—Officer Owen had to deal with him.


Usually, interactions with this prisoner were kept to the bare minimum. Provide food. Allow some outdoor exercise. Occasional medical check-ups, if necessary.


But today, the prison board had requested to speak with him.


As Owen stood there, staring at the prisoner sleeping on his cot, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the convict somehow knew he was there.


Like he could smell the guard’s fear.


Owen tried to brush it off, convincing himself it was just his imagination. Just paranoia fuelled by the surroundings and the prisoner’s insane reputation. But his telescopic baton trembled slightly in his grip.


It shook because of nerves. Because of adrenaline.


He knew he could handle himself in a fight. His training had prepared him for that. And physically, he had the upper hand. The man inside the cell was skinny, mid-twenties, and currently dribbling onto his pillow.


But still… something didn’t sit right.


Owen took one last glance at the disturbing images scrawled across the cell and wrinkled his nose in disgust. The prisoner hadn’t just covered the walls—he had somehow managed to put them on the floor. And even the ceiling.


Why would you want to be surrounded by this madness?


Owen shoved the thought aside and braced himself for whatever lunacy was about to unfold.


He raised his nightstick and rapped it against the bars.


“Sixteen-zero-three-zero-eight!”


His voice was as brave and authoritative as he could make it.


“Rise and shine!”







He was slippery with sweat.


Even with no clothes on, he sweated profusely. In the jungle, the heat made a man sweat all year long. Even during the rainy season, the humid air kept the temperature so high that you could never tell if your skin was wet from the water falling from the sky or from the water leaking out of your pores.


He also sweated from fear.


The fear of the unknown.


He used to know. He used to be 100 percent sure.


But now, he didn’t know anymore.


Were they still his friends? He couldn’t be sure.


He stalked them all the same.


If he didn’t hunt them down, they would surely do it to him. And if that happened—who knew what the outcome would be? At least this way, he had the upper hand.


He had followed their fluffy white tails for miles, always careful not to divulge his presence. Not to alert them. Not to signal that he was onto them.


But what would he do once he got close?


That depended on them.


He still wanted to be friends—after all, they had done him a solid in the past. But now, here in the jungle, things were different.


The natives refused to venture this deep into hostile terrain. They had all heard the stories—the ones that chilled them to the core. Even in this heat, the tales of tall rabbits froze men’s souls.


He had tried to hire guides, trackers, hunters—even killers—but all had refused to help him on his mission into the depths of the jungle.


He knew they would be deep in the heart of the greenery.


Waiting for him.


And now, here he was.


Naked—save for his damp and dirty underwear.


Naked—save for the spear he had fashioned from a tree branch.


Naked—save for the thick layer of sweat coating his skin.


He crept forward through the trees.


And then—to his surprise—he came to a clearing.


The tree line ended abruptly.


He now stood at the edge of a massive circle covered in low grass.


No trees—just grass.


It looked bizarre after weeks—maybe months—of hacking and squeezing through dense jungle. It unnerved him.


He could even see the sky clearly—a brilliant blue. It was amazing after such a long time under the canopy.


For a moment, he just stood there, soaking in the sunlight and the breeze. A fleeting moment of relief.


Then—across the clearing, as clear as day—he saw them.


They stood perfectly still. Shoulder to shoulder. Heads cocked to the side. That same demonic look on their faces that they always had.


He froze.


They were staring right at him.


Waiting.


They weren’t startled. They weren’t surprised.


They had been expecting him.


Was that a good thing? He could only hope.


There was no praying—he didn’t believe in that kind of thing. Who could, after everything he had seen? After everything he had endured?


He stared hard at the two figures across the clearing.


Who will make the first move?


Maybe it should be him.


But what move to make?


Friend or foe?


He had to believe they were still his friends.


He decided to be friendly first—deal with any hostilities later.


He smiled.


They stared.


He reached for his trusty Zippo and pulled a slightly soggy spliff from one of the vines wrapped around his biceps.


They didn’t move.


He put the joint to his lips and sparked the flint.


And in an instant—they were there.


Like magic.


Like something out of a fucking horror movie.


They were right before him.


Close enough to feel their breath on his face.


But they didn’t breathe.


They just stared.


He took a few hits and held the joint out for them to take.


They didn’t move.


He smiled again.


They slowly shook their heads from side to side.


And then, in unison, they spoke: “Time to go to work.”


The sound of their voices was like hearing the voice of God.


He thought his head and heart would explode simultaneously.


And then—everything went black.







His eyes opened with a jolt that almost knocked his eyebrows off his face. The rest of him didn’t move. He knew immediately that he was back in reality. He was back on his cot, curled up and facing the crude images of the two cottontails he had just encountered in his dream. He had finally caught up with them, but it had not gone as he had thought it would. They had spoken to him. He hadn’t even known that they could do that. It left him feeling very confused. What had they meant by “time to go to work”?


“Open it,” Officer Owen said into the mic attached to his lapel.


The sound of the lock turning was loud and menacing—a high-pitched mechanical ratcheting that got on his nerves. The guards had learned over time that it was better not to cuff him. He would either come of his own free will or cause so many problems that they would end up locking him back in the cell anyway. Restraints were just extra work and extra headaches.


The convict didn’t stir; he just lay on his cot, looking like he was still asleep. Officer Owen started to feel the fear rising within him. Surely, the prisoner’s lack of response was a forewarning that he was not to be approached today? If only the board would see it that way.


“Come on, Casper.” Owen put as much bass into his voice as he possibly could. “Board’s waiting.”


The prisoner still didn’t move or respond. Owen could tell that he was fully awake now from the difference in the sound of his breathing—and that meant he was not going to come easily.


“Now!” the guard bellowed, attempting to take control of the situation and the convict.


Before Officer Owen could finish the one-syllable command, Casper was off his cot, on his feet, and nose-to-nose with the big black guard dressed in a crisp grey uniform. Owen looked down at the almost naked, skinny white prisoner standing before him in only his filthy shorts.


“What for?!” Casper barked into Owen’s chest.


The guard stepped back—not quick enough to have stopped any attack, but quick enough to display a lack of interest in getting into any shit this morning.


“I’m barely over a year into my stretch!” he added.


Owen took another step back and tightened his grip on the nightstick in his hand.


“What the fuck do the board wanna see me about?!” the Welsh accent screeched at the wide-eyed guard.


“Early release,” the officer stated meekly.


Casper was the one to take a step back now. He tried to wrap his head around what the prison guard had just told him. He was sure he was awake. Being in the jungle searching for the rabbits had been the dream. This had to be reality! But how could he know for sure? They had locked him up and thrown away the key!


Officer Owen kept a couple of paces back, still gripping his raised stick firmly in his right hand. Every heavy step in his prison-issue black leather boots took him closer to the goal. What would happen when they got there was anybody’s guess.


Prisoner 16-0308 was the least stable mind in the entire building—possibly the entire country, as far as Owen was concerned. He had caused mayhem ever since he had been locked up behind the high walls of Her Majesty’s most brutal gaol. Apparently, when he first arrived, he had wanted nothing more than to be left alone, but some other prisoners had made the mistake of testing him like they did with all new fish.


Prisoner 16-0308 had reacted differently from most other convicts, new to the system or not. Usually, those kinds of tests ended with someone needing urgent medical attention—nothing unusual in a prison. But not that day. That day, the walls had literally been painted red.


And the first rabbit murals that adorned the grey walls of the first cell he’d been housed in appeared. Many more cells would follow, as well as many more murals, daubed from the blood and viscera of other prisoners.


From that day forth, the legend of Casper started to be written on those prison walls.


Officer Owen kept a sharp eye on the back of the prison-issue blue uniform that the prisoner now wore. Owen had been thankful that the convict had voluntarily gotten dressed and hadn’t insisted on meeting the board in just his dirty drawers.


When the news had come in that Casper was due for early release, everyone thought it was a joke. He was the last prisoner in the world who should be considered for any kind of release.


They had sentenced him on multiple counts of some of the most heinous crimes known to man. They had made an example of him within the system by sentencing him to life—and literally meaning it. He was never to be due a parole hearing or receive any kind of leniency for good behaviour.


Basically, he was to be locked in a cell and left there until the day he died—the sooner, the better.


The media had wanted to make as big a circus out of it as possible when the story first leaked, but someone high up had decided to sweep the details under the carpet, and a full media blackout had been enforced.


Surprisingly, the media had done as they were told. The news reports of a serial killer cannibal ceased. The very few mentions, early in the proceedings, of the killer being caught stopped being aired or written about. News came and went.


This prisoner’s story was forgotten.


None of the prison staff could believe it. They all had to sign documents stating that they would never speak of the prisoner outside of the prison grounds. As far as the system was concerned, he was a ghost—a myth only to be whispered about from now until eternity.


And then, suddenly, that morning, news of his release came to them.


News that the board wanted to speak to Casper the Unfriendly Ghost about early release.


Impossible.







The room was empty except for a large table, three chairs for the board members, and a single chair on the opposite side for a prisoner. The potential for weapons was kept to a minimum in this room, as this was where prisoners were told whether they were being set free or sent back to their cells. All the tables and chairs were bolted to the floor, and the lights were housed behind secure Plexiglass.


The three board members—white men in their fifties, dressed in drab suits—sat further back from the table than they usually would. Normally, in one of these meetings, they would have folders containing the prisoner’s details laid out before them, along with notepads and pens. Today, there was nothing.


The three men sat nervously, staring down at the table’s surface and occasionally glancing at the guard posted by the door for reassurance.


Casper sat in the chair opposite them, waiting to hear what they had to say. Yet, nobody spoke to him.


“So, what’s with this early release shit?” He believed the likelihood of it being true to be even less than the guards and other prison staff did.


“There was an error,” one of the suits finally muttered. He followed it with a faint smile, trying to show that this was actually good news—delivered to a prisoner with a reputation for eating human flesh.


All three suits peered down at the prisoner’s wrists and again wished the guard had at least tried to put restraints on the madman.


Casper smiled and nodded smugly at his audience.


“I fucking knew it!” he suddenly barked. “I knew it! You’re just pulling my strings!”


He slid forward on the chair, causing the crusty men to push their backs harder against theirs.


“Showing me who’s in control, yeah?” He leaned forward. “Making sure I know that you’ve got total fucking control of my physical being!”


Casper knew that the guards liked to fuck with prisoners’ heads. He knew that prisoners were used for psychological experiments.


“Well, you may break my body”—he jumped to his feet—“but you’ll never crack my mind!”


“Sit the fuck down, convict!” Officer Owen pointed his baton at Casper as he yelled at him from across the room.


Casper spun to face the guard, who was almost twice his size.


“FUCK YOU!”


Casper gave the oncoming prison guard the finger as he stood on the chair and began stripping off his prison-issue blues.


Before Owen could get too close, Casper started kicking the air between them wildly, looking like some mentally challenged football player.


Officer Owen wanted to do his job. He wanted to rush the prisoner and body-slam him onto the table. He wanted to show that he was in control.


He also wanted to see his family again.


So he stayed back and waited for the lunatic to calm down of his own accord.


“Please sit down,” one of the board members spoke up. “You misunderstand.”


“SIT THE FUCK DOWN, CASPER!” Owen tried to regain control of the situation, just like his training had taught him to do. “AND PUT YOUR FUCKING CLOTHES BACK ON!”


Casper was back down to his dirty underwear and was close to removing them between kicks.


Owen recoiled in disgust at the skinny, pale, white body covered in scars and tattoos.


Owen knew that he could easily overpower him at any time. The problem was the consequences that would follow later down the road. Casper was a patient prisoner and very gifted at setting traps—for both the other convicts and the guards.


Then his pants started to slide down his thighs.


It was too much for the prison guard to stomach.


Officer Owen rushed Casper, wrapping his giant arms around the matchstick legs that stank of sweat, grime, and urine, knocking him off his perch between retarded kicks.


Casper came crashing down onto his back, sprawled across the table before the prison board.


The three suits tried to lean as far back as possible in their chairs. They all wanted to get as much distance between themselves and the naked, crazy cannibal before them as humanly possible, but all were too scared to move their legs.


“You’ll never break me, motherfuckers!” Casper yelled, sandwiched between Officer Owen and the table. “I’m here for a physical cleansing!” He informed the board that he had decided being locked up was a good way to detox his system. Originally, he had continued his drug habit inside, but one night, the rabbits had suggested he get clean—by way of refusing to smoke a spliff with him during one of his dreams.


The rabbits were never to be ignored.


“You’re free, Mr. Jones,” the first suit mustered the courage to speak again. “There was a mistake on your paperwork,” he managed to force the words out from behind parched lips.


Casper and Officer Owen froze.


They no longer tussled for control.


They both just stared in disbelief at the board member who had uttered the crazy words.


“Mistake?” Casper couldn’t believe his ears.


He didn’t want to believe his ears.


He was only a couple of months into his detox. The amount of drugs he’d flooded his system with over the years would take far longer to leach out.


“But I’m not clean yet,” he said, bringing the board up to speed.


“Yes,” the third board member decided he should elaborate on the good news, “your sentence was actually only for one year, not one lifetime.”


“What?!” Officer Owen broke from professionalism. It was too much for him to hear.


The three board members all nodded their heads in unison, wearing the same bewildered expression as both Officer Owen and Casper.


“Bullshit!” Casper yelled—which was also what they were all thinking.


It was obvious that something was going on.


Just like the original sentencing and subsequent media blackout, his release was completely off the books and undisclosed.


There was nothing legitimate about any of it, and they all knew it.


Someone was manipulating the system. Someone had taken control of Casper’s life and was now pushing him in a new direction.


Casper suspected he knew who it was. But he had always figured that the twat would have rather had him killed than locked up.
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