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A skeleton they leave me,

an empty vessel left behind.

Living like a puppet 

and trying to navigate through fire,

only to be burned all over.

With my pain defining me,

morning never arrives.

Night is forever.

A young boy born with a dark mind, carrying a gray cloud as he grew. His mind never allowed him to dream and so he lived in a nightmare.

That dark mind produced pain, which turned into anger and would later become grief to all of his victims.

Gregg Thorton managed to live his life in anger and force hurt onto others.

In Gregg’s story you’ll hear how a young boy’s anger horribly changed the lives of those he claimed to love. 
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“Good morning Mr. Thorton, I appreciate you taking the time to speak with me.”

“I’m sitting in prison on a few life sentences, I have nothing but time on my hands. No need to try and chit chat with me, we can just get right into it.”

“I completely understand where you’re coming from, I just want to always make sure my participants are comfortable.”

“There isn’t much comfort in prison and especially not for an old man.”

“No, of course, I get it. We’ll jump right into the interview and begin with your introduction. Where and when were you born?”

“Tampa, Florida in 1961.”

“Were your parents together when you were born?”

“My parents had been married for six years when I was born and they remained married for another year after.”

“Do you have any idea as to what kind of relationship they had before you came along?”

“From my mothers perspective, she and my father hated each other for most of their relationship. To her recollection my father was abusive and a very hard man to deal with. While my father states that she was just dramatic and didn’t understand a good man. I’d have to say that the two were probably both right in their own way.”

“How did it affect you as a young boy to not have both of your parents in the household?”

“I was fine until my mother decided to remarry, my father has never married anybody else.”

“Not having your mother at all times was probably strange enough for you and then all of a sudden you’re introduced to another man. What were your exact feelings when your mother remarried, if you can recall?”

“I was just angry. Some random guy was telling me what to do and my mother had started a new family for herself, while I was off with my father. I guess this was where my hatred for her began.”

“I’ve read many stories about you and in each one there is mention of you having two sisters that unfortunately died. But not many of the stories go into detail for obvious reasons. Could you state both of your sisters' names for the record?”

“Stephanie Wilson and Georgia Wilson.”

“Before your two sisters came along, did you enjoy being your parents only child?”

“It didn’t matter if I was the only child, I just didn’t want my mother to be with some guy.”

“How did you feel when Stephanie was born and your mother introduced you to her?”

“I hated her as I hated my mother. They were both just taking up space and I didn’t like how their presence made my father feel.”

“How did your father feel about your mother moving on and then having more children with someone else?”

“He was obviously furious and he had every right to be. My mother should've stayed with her first family, a woman shouldn't leave her family.”

“You it very clear during your trial that you’ve always had murderous thoughts even as a child. Did any of those thoughts steam off of how you saw your father behaving?”

“I don’t know. I’ve always wanted to hurt or kill stuff. I used to imagine how I’d kill our dog and nobody ever made me think that stuff. I just really wanted to kill our dog.”

“How soon after your sister Stephanie was born did you begin to have thoughts of killing her?”

“Right away. She had to go as soon as she got here and it angered me to see my mother so happy with other people. That happiness should’ve only come from my father and I, she had no right to find it elsewhere.”

“How old were you when you killed your little sister, Stephanie Wilson?”

“I was six years old.”

“How did you kill Stephanie?”

“My mother and her husband were off doing whatever, so they left me to watch my sister. I was watching her for a while as my mother checked on us and then suddenly she stopped checking. I realized this was my opportunity to fix a problem and so I handed Stephanie a few small pieces of lego while she laid on her belly in a crib. I helped her get the lego in her mouth and then for twenty minutes, I watched her choke on them. So my mother didn’t suspect me, I put my toys down and turned my attention to the tv. My mother and her husband came back inside almost two hours later, obviously it was too late.”

“Stephanie died in 1967 and that would have to mean you were only six years old when you killed, making her your first kill. Murder at any age is terrible, but for a six year old to do something like that is extremely unfortunate. Why was it so easy for you to act on your murderous thoughts as a child?”

“It was easy because my mother didn’t pay attention and the man she chose over our family didn’t like to pay attention either. Nobody stopped me and nobody knew so it was ridiculously easy to act on it.”

“Did your mother act differently towards you after Stephanie died?”

“Are you asking if she knew I did it?”

“More so, did she blame you for it?”

“No. She was upset with herself, she placed all the blame on her and her husband. My mother didn’t suspect I did anything bad until Georgia died the same way, while I was also in the room.”

“Fast forward to 1970 and your mother once again welcomed a little girl, this time named Georgia. Is it safe to assume that you felt the same about Georgia as you did Stephanie?”

“Of course.”

“Did you plan Georgia’s death from the moment you met her as you did with Stephanie?”

“No. It kind of just crossed my mind the day I did it. I thought if nobody caught me killing Stephanie then they might not catch me killing Georgia. I hated Georgia too, but I really just killed her to see if I could get away with it again and I did.”

“Fast forward again and it’s 1971, you’ve once again killed your little sister by suffocation. As you said this time your mother began to suspect you had a hand in their deaths. Why do you think she started to suspect you?”

“I guess because I wasn’t sad. But probably because I was there both times and the suffocation was caused by one of my toys for both of my sisters. My mother will tell you that I had an evil vibe to me as a child and I often scared her. I am the reason my mother stopped having children after Georgia, she was scared to see more of her kids die at my hands.”

“How did your mother begin to behave around you after Georgia’s death?”

“She wouldn’t come around me for a few weeks and when she did finally come back around, we were never alone. My mother spoke to me less and eventually she forced my father to put me in therapy. To this day she’s convinced that I’m the devil.”

Gregg chuckles

“How soon after starting therapy did your parents become aware of your disorder?”

“It only took a month of therapy for the therapist to decide that I was bipolar and needed to be on medications.”

“What makes you say decided rather than diagnosed?”

“I’ve always thought that everybody just wanted a way to not blame themselves for me being a terrible kid. But in reality all the things I’ve ever done is because nobody was watching. If my mother had been there for me, I wouldn't have had to kill my sisters and she could've had more children with my father.”

“Did knowing you were bipolar affect you as a child?”

“No, I didn’t care about the diagnosis. But I did whatever they wanted me to so they’d leave me alone. Knowing I was bipolar didn’t change my life, I don’t think.”

“Once you got older and your parents could no longer make you see a therapist, did you make attempts to deal with your issues?”

“I didn’t and still don’t care. I’ve never felt like my issues were serious enough to spend money on ‘help’.”

“When did your animosity towards all women fully develop?”

“Probably the moment my mother introduced her husband to me and events after that just made me angrier. But I wouldn’t say it’s an animosity towards all women, it’s just directed to the women that feel it’s ok to leave their families.”

“This is my final question for the introduction. How did you fund all of the families you created? As I’ve read you never actually worked the jobs you claimed to have.”

“My father died when I was 16 and all of his possessions went to me, he had quite a lot left for me. My mother also sent me money through the years and still does. She has said it’s the only way she knows how to apologize for not being there for me. My parents made it possible for me to live the way I wanted to.”
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“We have now finished with your introduction and made our way into the first section, where you’ll recap your first heinous act as an adult. To begin I’d like to know if you planned on getting into relationships with women and then brutally taking their lives.”

“I never planned to kill them, but I always had it in mind to take care of them if they didn’t act as they were supposed to. It wasn’t premeditated as many people think.”

“Did you know who the women were before you met them?”

“I spent a few days familiarizing myself with them and making sure they were the type of woman I was looking for. They had to be nothing like my mother, but there was no real way for me to know that.”

“Your first marriage happened in Tampa and your wife’s name was Porsha Clark. How did you meet Porsha Clark?”

“One day I decided to go to a grocery store I knew she shopped at and after watching her through the aisles, I approached her. She was so gorgeous and she was still beautiful the day she died.”

“How old were the two of you when you first met?”

“I was 19 and Porsha was 22.”

“Reading the statements the families made they often referred to you as a different name and altogether a different person. Did you use different identities with the women you married?”

“Yes. I had no plans on hurting them, but I knew what would happen if they stepped out of line and angered me. The different identities were so I didn’t have to get caught up as I moved on with my life.”

“What identity did you use while in your relationship with Porsha Clark?”

“I introduced myself as Porter Davis. He was an old man that lived in my neighborhood as a kid and I figured with him being dead, using his name wouldn’t cause me any problems. Porsha thought I was a car salesman, from time to time I would leave for a few hours to make her believe I had a job.”

“For those few hours you were gone , what were you doing to pass the time?”

“I don’t remember.”

“You don’t remember anything that was done during your time away from Porsha? Do you have any idea why you can’t recall?”

“I’ve always had blackout moments and sometimes they last hours, to the point where a whole day can’t be remembered. That’s a part of the reason why Porsha’s death was my last confession and the hardest to remember. During my time with Prosha the blackouts were the worst and I don’t recall all that much from our time together.”

“During the two years that you and Porsha dated, what was the relationship like? From what you can remember.”

“Like all of my relationships, everything was great in the beginning until Porsha began to act strange. She went from the perfect woman to someone that felt the need to challenge me in every situation. Porsha became combative and refused to do as I said, so that two years was all over the place.”

“It sounds like the two of you just had regular arguments that people have in relationships. The two of you had different opinions and you were both set on how you felt. What I’d like to know is why you felt like she should've just let you win arguments and do as you said.”
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