

[image: Illustration]





[image: Illustration]









 


SPHERE


First published in Great Britain in 2024 by Sphere


Copyright © Emma Kenny 2024


The moral right of the author has been asserted.


All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


A CIP catalogue record for this book
is available from the British Library.


ISBN 978-1-4087-3190-1


Sphere


An imprint of


Little, Brown Book Group


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


An Hachette UK Company


www.hachette.co.uk


www.littlebrown.co.uk










Contents


Prologue


1.   Parker Ray: Twisted desires and the toy-box terror


2.   Jerry Brudos: Shadows of a disturbed childhood


3.   Ted Bundy: Unmasking the monster


4.   Richard Trenton Chase: The thirst for blood; the Sacramento nightmare


5.   Robert Hansen: A deadly game


6.   Israel Keyes: The predator’s blueprint


7.   Robert Maudsley: The shadow behind the glass


8.   Gary Allen: Blood and water


9.   David Smith: Decades of deceit


10. David Fuller: Grave secrets and the twisted double life of a killer


11. Dorothea Puente: Evil wearing a benevolent mask


12. Tamara Samsonova: The Granny Ripper; an unlikely murderer


13. Juana Barraza: The Mataviejitas


14. Aileen Carol Wuornos: Vulnerability to vengeance


15. Joanna Dennehy: Deadly charms


Epilogue


List of Named Victims


Acknowledgements


Sources










Prologue



In the still of the night, just beyond the veil of ordinary existence, there is a realm where shadows shift, and what was once familiar becomes an emblem of dread. The stories we are about to embark upon are not for the faint-hearted. They delve into the most sinister enigmas of humanity: serial killers. You might want to lock your doors, but what if the danger has already seeped through your walls and into the fabric of your seemingly normal, everyday existence?


Every morning, as you collect the newspaper from your porch, or wave to the elderly woman tending to her roses, you’re living alongside a plethora of stories. Most are benign: tales of ordinary lives, of loves lost and found, or of dreams nurtured or broken. But some tales are crafted in the darkest corners of the human psyche. These are stories that, when told, make us question our sense of safety and shatter our belief in the inherent goodness of humanity.


Who lives next door to you? Perhaps a friendly postman with a perennial smile, a teacher who shapes young minds, or a businessman in a sharp suit? They are faces you recognise, people you’ve exchanged pleasantries with, individuals as ‘ordinary’ as you or me. But it’s in the very depths of this ordinariness that a frightening anomaly could lurk. For within some of these seemingly normal souls lie desires so dark, they are almost impossible for the majority of us to comprehend.


The allure of the serial killer in popular culture combines both fascination and repulsion. What drives a person to not only take a life, but to do it repeatedly, ritualistically and without a shadow of remorse? To dwell on this question is to toy with a madness that lies hidden beneath the surface of civility. These aren’t monstrous creatures displaying outward signs of their depravity for everyone to see. Often, these demons are indistinguishable from the rest of us; masters of disguise, concealed behind masks of normality. Perhaps that’s what terrifies us the most. It’s the notion that someone you know, someone you’ve invited into your home, laughed with, or maybe even loved, could be leading a dual life: part light and part unspeakable darkness.


How many times have neighbours of captured serial killers uttered in disbelief, ‘He was so normal’ or ‘I would never have suspected her’? Well, evil doesn’t always appear as we expect it to. It doesn’t announce itself; instead, it sidles up quietly next to us, sometimes even sharing our bed. It exists by our side because that is exactly where it feels safest and most powerful. It is, in fact, in these very shadows of normality that these frightening predators wait for their unsuspecting and often trusting prey.


As you turn these pages, you will be brought face to face with humanity’s darkest side. You will venture into the chilling, methodical minds of individuals who committed heinous acts, often while being integral parts of their communities. From the infamous to the lesser known, the stories herein will challenge your perceptions, test your understanding of human nature, and make you question every casual interaction you’ve taken for granted. By the end of this journey, you may find yourself watching a little more closely, listening a little more intently, and wondering: Do I really know who lives next door to me?


It is precisely this enigma, this idea of seemingly ordinary people leading horrifying secret lives, that sparked my interest in serial killers. Reading account after account of apparently gregarious, friendly, intelligent and socially functioning members of society leading heinous double lives made me question how and why this horror can often metastasise almost right in front of us. I soon discovered I wasn’t alone in this contemplation and that there was a whole community of like-minded individuals out there asking the same questions.


Unravelling the minds of serial killers requires a fortitude to delve into the darkest recesses of human nature. My foray into this chilling realm was not a product of mere curiosity, but rather a path shaped by years of engagement with young offenders and victims As a psychological therapist my time working closely with individuals who have committed crimes served as the crucible within which my fascination and determination to understand serial killers was formed. Each chapter of this book will journey into the minds of enigmatic and terrifying figures who slipped under the radar, not to glorify their heinous actions but to attempt to understand their psyche, their motivations, and perhaps to recognise the signs of a potential perpetrator before it’s too late.


In the confines of my therapy room and the projects I ran, I was granted a rare and invaluable perspective, witnessing first-hand the complexities and paradoxes that define these individuals. These encounters demanded a departure from the black and white perceptions that often dominate public discourse, pushing me to grapple with the grey areas and the nuanced realities of their existence.


Engaging with young offenders on a human level, striving to comprehend their motivations, triggers and vulnerabilities, I was confronted with the daunting task of reconciling the seemingly irreconcilable. How does one make sense of the coexistence of banality and brutality? What drives an individual to repeatedly commit acts of unspeakable violence? I found myself grappling with the fundamental question of nature versus nurture, contemplating the extent to which these individuals were products of their environment, genetics, or a confluence of both.


These questions became the fuel for my relentless pursuit of understanding, driving me to delve deeper into the psychological, sociological and biological underpinnings of serial murder. The process has been punctuated with moments of profound disquiet, as well as breakthroughs and insights that illuminated the factors contributing to extreme criminal behaviour.


The depth of my engagement with offenders laid the groundwork for a nuanced appreciation of the human capacity for violence and the potential for redemption. It instilled in me a conviction that understanding serial killers is not an exercise in glorifying their actions, but rather a necessary endeavour to prevent future atrocities and honour the legacy of their victims.


I have also had the privilege of working for many years with victims. Engaging with those who had endured unspeakable pain and loss provided a vital counterpoint to my interactions with perpetrators. It offered a stark reminder of the human cost of crime, grounding my quest for understanding in a deep-seated commitment to justice and empathy.


Speaking to victims and their families introduced me to resilience in its purest form, showcasing the strength of the human spirit in the face of adversity. It underscored the importance of providing a voice to those who had been silenced, ensuring that their stories were heard and their experiences validated.


This work also sharpened my awareness of the long-lasting impact of these crimes, highlighting the ripple effect of trauma that extends beyond the immediate aftermath. It underscored the significance of fostering healing and support networks, as well as the imperative to advocate for change and accountability.


As I transitioned into the world of television, presenting shows about true crime, the insights gleaned from my years of immersive experience served as an invaluable foundation. I found myself in a unique position to bridge the gap between the public’s fascination with true crime and a nuanced, informed perspective on serial murder.


My commitment to giving a voice to the voiceless has been further amplified by the incredible community that has rallied around my work in the television and digital space. The gratitude I feel for the people who have followed my true crime shows, subscribed to my YouTube channel and engaged with the stories I bring to life is truly immeasurable. Their passion for justice and empathy for the victims has created a space where these stories are not just told, but are heard and felt, fostering a sense of collective responsibility and awareness.


As this book unfolds, I carry with me the stories of both the victims and the perpetrators, as well as the voices of the community that has supported this journey. Together, we explore the complexities of serial murder, and the unwavering belief that every story deserves to be told and heard.
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Parker Ray: Twisted desires and the toy-box terror


We will begin our journey looking at some of the most deviant criminals in America: a place where, although death is often the punishment for murder, the worst of humanity are not deterred from committing the most heinous acts.


Here, in the shadows of the American Southwest, amid the breathtaking landscapes and the serene beauty of the open skies, there lies a haunting, twisted tale.


Within the barren expanse of the New Mexico desert, the town of Elephant Butte held a monstrous secret. Among its inhabitants was a man who would become the embodiment of nightmarish fantasies: David Parker Ray, notoriously dubbed the ‘Toy-Box Killer’. But to understand the beast, one must first delve into the tragic journey of the boy.


Every story has a beginning, and Ray’s early years were a tapestry woven with violence, abuse and psychological torment. On 6 November 1939, in a world at war, David Parker Ray was born to unstable parents Nettie Opal Parker and Cecil Leland Ray. His younger sister, Peggy Pearl Ray, would arrive three years later, and the two unfortunate children would experience a difficult and draconian childhood in the desert. Horrifyingly, one of them would emerge a demon.


The dysfunctional Ray home lacked love and comfort, and the children found themselves in a household dominated by a controlling, abusive, alcoholic father and a drug-addicted mother. Even when Cecil divorced Nettie, taking custody of his two children, things didn’t improve. It wasn’t long before he abandoned them to the care of their grandparents, where they found themselves at the mercy of a cold and cruel grandfather: a strict disciplinarian and fundamentalist. Any dissidence resulted in physical punishment, and tactility was seen as a weakness. Nettie had abandoned them, and the children’s formative years certainly lacked the nurture of a mother’s love.


Although their father had left them in the hands of their grandparents, Russell and Dolly, who were first-generation ranchers, he would still continue to visit his children. A perverse and cruel man, these visits were something his children must have dreaded and were undoubtedly the root cause of his only son’s twisted and deviant psyche. Cecil was a violent, misogynistic drunk and would bring Ray horrifying ‘gifts’ each time he visited: collections of violent and pornographic S&M magazines that would help shape this horrifyingly impressionable young man’s view of women and catalyse his metamorphosis into a monster.


Little is publicly known about Ray’s parents or sister, but fragments of his childhood stories speak of unfathomable horrors. It is said that Ray’s father meted out unspeakable acts of abuse on him, a torment that sometimes had sadistic sexual overtones. The lessons this ruthless father taught his son are beyond comprehension for normal parents and included killing and having sex with animals. One can only shudder at the thought of what little David saw and experienced. These were the formative years that perhaps instilled in him a perverse understanding of pleasure, pain and power.


Unsurprisingly, Ray was not popular among his peers. Shy and introverted in others’ company, especially around girls, he was often teased and bullied by his classmates. Despite this, and his horrendous background, he was not known to be a troublemaker. As a teenager, however, he began to abuse alcohol and drugs, and developed an unhealthy fetish for broken bottles, which he kept in a hideaway he had built in the woods.


Such traumatic experiences during these crucial, impressionable years often leave scars that are far too deep to heal. Ray’s experiences, unfortunately, planted the seeds of a perverse curiosity. This was the foundational bedrock upon which the future ‘Toy-Box Killer’ would build his empire of terror.


One thing Ray excelled at, from an early age, was building and fixing machinery, a skill he would later use for evil, rather than good. After a short stint in the US Army, he became a maintenance man for the New Mexico Parks Department, where these skills would be honed in preparation for the horrors to come.


As he grew into a man, Ray’s life was unsettled at best. He married multiple times and, although he had children, he never really settled down; spending a few years on the road, enjoying a hippie lifestyle, before finally returning home to his third wife, where he lived as an apparent ‘family man’ for a decade. This, however, was a facade, because as he matured, so did his sexual desires. But these weren’t the typical yearnings of a young man. No, these were dark, insatiable urges that merged pain with pleasure. Sexual paraphilia, a condition involving atypical sexual desires or behaviours, manifested strongly within him. And Ray’s predilections bordered on the macabre. He didn’t merely crave the act but was obsessed with the very idea of domination and control. Cries of pain, pleas for mercy – they were music to his ears. His veneer of respectability, therefore, hid a sordid reality; his love of S&M had morphed into something monstrous and he was probably torturing and murdering women for years without detection.


The true depravity of this demon’s capabilities would only begin to come to light on 22 March 1999, by which time he had almost reached the age of sixty. The horrors that would unfold after residents of Elephant Butte reported a naked woman, covered in blood and wearing a metal slave collar and six-foot chain padlocked around her neck, running along a dirt road, would be incomprehensible to even the most disturbed minds.


The woman turned out to be twenty-two-year-old Cynthia Jaramillo, who was desperately running for her life, having escaped the clutches of Ray. Working near her home in Albuquerque, she had been approached by Ray when he offered her twenty dollars for oral sex. She had then naively agreed to go back to his RV with him; a decision she would live to regret for the rest of her life.


At this point, Ray’s fourth marriage had ended in divorce and he was in a relationship with Cindy Lee Hendy, a woman with desires as malevolently perverse and depraved as her partner’s: she too enjoyed raping and humiliating women. On arrival at his RV, Cynthia would come face to face with this second monster after Ray produced a police badge and advised her that she was under arrest for soliciting. As he proceeded to cuff and gag her, the horrifying truth began to dawn on Cynthia: this was no police sting, it was a kidnapping. Even in those moments of utter fear and panic, as he drove the 150-mile journey away from the safety of her home, however, she could never have imagined the grotesque horrors that awaited her.


As his desires had intensified, Ray had begun to cultivate a haven for his twisted fantasies: the ‘toy box’. This chilling trailer was a chamber of horrors equipped with an array of tools and devices designed for torture and murder. It was a testament to Ray’s meticulousness and epitomised the depths of his depravity. Inside, victims would find themselves in a world of pain.


The euphemism and childish innocence of ‘toy box’ was a deliberate juxtaposition, a mocking nod to the childhood games and innocence that Ray himself was robbed of. This trailer was his perverted playground, and the savage nightmares that unfolded within its walls were the games he played. The residents of Elephant Butte, a quiet town with just 1,300 residents, where nothing interesting ever happened, had no idea that a monster was walking among them in plain sight.


On arrival at their gruesome destination, Cynthia was taken into the back of the twenty-five-foot-long, windowless trailer and chained to a post. If she was wondering what fate awaited her there, she would not have to wait long, because the diabolical demon had a recording set to play that would reveal her terrifying fate in all its gory detail. All she could do was listen to the words of a depraved monster and anticipate the horrors to come with dread as he recounted her sickening fate . . .


‘Hello there, bitch. Are you comfortable right now? I doubt it. Wrists and ankles chained. Gagged. Probably blindfolded. You are disoriented and scared, too, I would imagine. Perfectly normal, under the circumstances. For a little while, at least, you need to get your shit together and listen to this tape. It is very relevant to your situation. I’m going to tell you, in detail, why you have been kidnapped, what’s going to happen to you and how long you’ll be here . . . Now, you are obviously here against your will, totally helpless, don’t know where you’re at, don’t know what’s gonna happen to you. You’re very scared or very pissed off. I’m sure that you’ve already tried to get your wrists and ankles loose and know you can’t. Now you’re just waiting to see what’s gonna happen next. You probably think you’re gonna be raped and you’re fuckin’ sure right about that . . . ’


Ray made a number of horrifying tapes during his reign of terror that he would play to his terrified and helpless victims. The pleasure he derived from his victims’ knowledge of the horrors to come was despicable and his foul plans were certainly inspired by his cruel father’s twisted lessons. Cynthia would have been under no illusion about the fate that awaited her, as she listened to his chilling words:


‘I’m going to rub canine breeder’s musk on your back, the back of your neck, and on your sex organs. Now I have three dogs. All of ’em’s male, ’cause I don’t need any fuckin’ pups. One of ’em is a very large German shepherd that is always horny, and he loves it when I bring him in the house to fuck a woman. After I let him in the house, he’ll sniff around you a little bit and, within a minute, he’ll be mounting you. There’s about a fifty–fifty chance which hole he’ll get his penis into, but it doesn’t seem to bother him whether it’s the pussy or the asshole. His penis is pretty thin. It goes in easy, but it’s about ten inches long and when he gets completely excited, it gets a hell of a knot right in the middle of it. Now I’ve had slaves tell me that it feels like they got a baseball inside of ’em.’


Cynthia would later tell police that Ray had treated her like a dog, making her eat from the floor and even bathing her like a dog. On one occasion, he had even inserted gravy into her vagina, while she was restrained, so that his dogs could remove it against her will.


Exactly how long Ray had been kidnapping, raping and torturing young women is still unknown but what is certainly clear is that his victims’ fates became even worse after he met the diabolical Cindy Lee Hendy and introduced a number of his ‘select’ friends into his warped games.


From capture, every moment of his victims’ time in the ‘toy box’ would be monitored and recorded. Every victim would be raped multiple times a day, and would be expected not only to satisfy Ray, but also his deviant friends and girlfriend. A particular fetish was the use of dildos, and all his victims knew exactly what to expect, because his cruel recordings would leave them in no doubt:


‘The dildos are gonna be used a lot, more than anything else, and consequently, what you’re going to have the most trouble with. Many of them are long, very large in diameter and very painful while they’re being forced in. Your mistress will use them in your pussy and I like to use them in both holes.’


While being held prisoner in the ‘toy box’, Ray’s victims were expected to be subservient and show total respect to both him and Cindy – they were required to start every sentence with ‘master’ or ‘mistress’. The narcissist particularly enjoyed the title ‘Dungeon Master’. Any failure to follow the rules would be punished in a variety of ways, from whipping to the use of electric shocks, horrifyingly articulated in the recording he would play them:


‘Each time you fuck up, I’m gonna press a little button and send a few thousand volts of electricity through your nipples, right down into your tits. You are in training, so it will just be a quick blast. I’m not going to hold it down and torture you. But each time you screw up, it’s gonna be a little bit worse.’


Surprisingly, perhaps, Ray did not kill all of his victims. The tapes callously explained how, once he was finished with them, their bodies would be thoroughly cleaned to remove any DNA evidence, then his prey would then be plied with a cocktail of drugs designed to confuse them and create a state of amnesia. This would ensure that they would be unable to implicate him to the police. Again, this was chillingly explained in his own words:


‘I get off on mind games. After we get completely through with you, you’re gonna be drugged up real heavy, with a combination of sodium pentothal and phenobarbital. They are both hypnotic drugs that will make you extremely susceptible to hypnosis, autohypnosis, and hypnotic suggestion. You’re gonna be kept drugged a couple of days, while I play with your mind. By the time I get through brainwashing you, you’re not gonna remember a fuckin’ thing about this little adventure.’


Cynthia would later divulge the horrifying depths of the torment she faced under the ministrations of this deranged demon. After capture, she was tortured for several days, continually raped and humiliated with a range of horrifying sex toys, medical instruments and an electric-shock machine. Then, having been threatened that things were going to get even worse, and that she was going to be taken to another secure room, where the pain and degradation would be magnified, she became determined to escape. Surely nothing could be worse than remaining where she was, waiting for the next horrifying ordeal? Incredibly, Cynthia would tell police, just as she was losing hope, an opportunity to escape presented itself.


It transpired that, leaving Cynthia chained to a pole in his trailer, Ray had left for work. In an act of brash stupidity, he left the keys to Cynthia’s slave collar nearby and, seizing her chance, she managed to reach them and unlock her padlock. Noticing a nearby phone, she even managed to call 911, before Cindy returned, disconnected the call and smashed her over the head with a table lamp. A struggle ensued, where Cynthia fought for her life, finally managing to stab Cindy with an ice pick and make a desperate bid for freedom.


Blood pouring from her head injury, naked and still wearing her chain and collar, Cynthia miraculously managed to escape. Convinced her captors were in hot pursuit, she desperately attempted to flag down passing cars. Yet drivers were unwilling to help this naked, hysterical and bloody woman. Salvation finally showed itself, however, in the shape of Darlene Breech. Regularly leaving her trailer home unlocked, in this quiet town, she was shocked and appalled when a wounded and weeping Cynthia burst through her door and pleaded for help. Finding her a robe and trying to calm the distraught young woman, Darlene called the police, who were already en route, having received Cynthia’s earlier 911 call. Although she had been cut off, the vigilant operator had heard the ensuing struggle and immediately acted upon it.


When Cynthia recounted her personal horror story, the police in this sleepy neighbourhood were sceptical; talk of a horror chamber, a sex slave and bestiality seemed fantastical to say least. They obtained a search warrant, though, and were horrified by what they found: a fifteen by twenty-five-foot horror chamber, kitted out with implements of sexual torture, from cattle prods and shock sticks to giant dildos and whips. Chains and pulleys adorned the walls and there was even a coffin-sized box that Ray would sometimes cruelly encase his victims in.


Ray’s innocuous-looking trailer turned out be a horrifying prison of torture. Inside its claustrophobic, windowless walls, its victims would remain permanently restrained, either suspended on pulleys or strapped to a frame, their legs straddled in irons, while Ray and his girlfriend satisfied their perverse and grotesque desires. There was even a gynaecological examination table with a mirror fixed above it, so that his powerless prey had to watch the horrors that were inflicted upon them.


Despite the overwhelming evidence against Ray, the bespoke torture chamber and Cynthia’s testimony, the police knew it would be difficult to prove that she was an unwilling victim. She was a sex worker and Ray was well known within the community as a polite man who had held down a full-time job and was respected as a mechanic. He also had a clean record.


Fortunately for Cynthia, however, her case was strengthened when the police found a video-tape recording of an unknown victim suffering similar abuse. Police managed to trace the victim after they released footage from the video and it was recognised by her mother-in-law. The unknown woman turned out to be Kelli Garrett and her mother-in-law recalled her going missing for several days. When she was found unconscious on the side of the road, she was described as dishevelled and confused. Having tried to explain to the police and her family exactly what had happened, no one had believed her. Instead, they had assumed she had been unfaithful, got high on drugs and tried to cover up her actions. As a result, she was asked to leave by her family and her husband subsequently filed for divorce. Ray had not only raped, humiliated and abused her, but he had also destroyed her life as she knew it.


Kelli had been telling the truth all along. Ray had kidnapped her and raped and tortured her for several days, then drugged her, driven her to a remote location, slashed her throat and left her to die. In spite of having been drugged, she was able to corroborate many of the details of Cynthia’s story. She also confirmed that Ray’s daughter, Glenda Jean ‘Jesse’ Ray had been responsible for drugging her at a local bar, taking her to Ray’s trailer and helping to restrain her.


News of this kind was unheard of in Elephant Butte, and the appetite of the press was insatiable. Not long after the story broke, another victim, a woman named Angelica, came forward to say she too had been abducted, raped and tortured by Ray and Cindy after she had called at their house to borrow cake mix. After days of captivity, during which time she was raped, humiliated and degraded, she managed to persuade her captors to release her. They agreed, then drove her to a remote area of the desert and dumped her there. Shockingly, after Angelica reported the horrific ordeal to the police, they had decided not to take action against Ray and his girlfriend. Once Cynthia’s ordeal made headline news, however, police finally realised they had a serial rapist and potentially a serial killer on their hands.


Faced with mounting evidence and witness statements against her, Cindy began to panic and, aiming for a plea deal and a reduced sentence, began to cooperate with police. It transpired that she had moved to New Mexico to avoid being prosecuted for a number of offences, including drug possession, where she had embarked on a relationship with Ray, who was twenty years her senior. It was then that the sordid and horrifying details of his reign of terror fully emerged.


Cindy claimed that Ray had horrifically tortured and murdered a minimum of fourteen women, dismembering their bodies and discarding them in various rivers and ravines around the local area, including in Elephant Butte Reservoir. She also implicated Ray’s daughter in these heinous crimes, as well as one of his friends, Dennis Roy Yancy, claiming they both played a part in the disappearance of twenty-two-year-old mother of two Marie Parker.


During questioning, Yancy proved extremely cooperative, revealing exactly what had happened to Marie. He alleged that Ray and Cindy had abducted the young mother, then raped and tortured her for several days, before calling him. He alleged that, on his arrival, Ray had ordered him to strangle Marie with a rope, and that he had acquiesced because he was terrified of Ray. He also asserted that Ray photographed the whole sordid murder. Later Yancy would try, unsuccessfully, to lead police to her body. Tragically her remains, like so many victims of heinous predators, would never be found. Justice prevailed, though, and Yancy was found guilty of second-degree murder and conspiracy to commit first-degree murder and sentenced to thirty years in prison.


Jesse, Ray’s daughter, was found guilty of kidnapping and criminal sexual penetration, and sentenced to just thirty months in prison, with an additional five years to be served on probation. Cindy had the charges against her reduced to five counts of being an accessory, because she cooperated with police, and she was given a sentence of thirty-six years.


The courts decided to put Ray through three separate trials: one for each of his surviving victims. He had a number of health problems and suffered a heart attack just as his first trial was beginning, while police were searching for more victims. Staggeringly, in his trial for crimes against Kelli Garrett, two jurors thought her story was unbelievable, and believed that any sex acts she experienced had been consensual. Nevertheless, he was eventually found guilty on all twelve counts of kidnapping, sexual abuse and conspiracy in a retrial in 2000. Inconceivably, though, he was never convicted of murder.


Ray’s next trial was cut short when he agreed a plea deal with prosecutors. In return for a lenient sentence for his accomplice daughter, he pleaded guilty to all charges. He was sentenced to 223 years but, in a cruel twist of fate that meant true justice for his innocent victims would never be realised, he had another heart attack, which killed him, in May 2002. He was sixty-two years old.


Tragically the truth of the Toy-Box Killer’s victims was taken to the grave with him as, although he had agreed to show authorities where he had buried many of his victims, his untimely death prevented this from happening. Following his death, the infamous ‘toy box’ was opened up to the public, and hundreds of items belonging to alleged victims, mostly jewellery and clothes that had been taken as mementos, were displayed in the hope that they would be recognised, and their owners identified. Sadly, this was not the case, and, with no new leads, the case came to an end.


It is clear that the world will never know the true extent of this heinous murderer’s reign of terror or how many innocent young women never lived to tell the tale and escape the horrors of this depraved psychopath’s ‘toy box’. Ray had miles of abandoned land to dump his bodies in, and he had his choice of sex workers and drifters at the local Blue Waters Saloon bar, where it is believed he targeted many of his victims. Although he had admitted to police, before his death, that he had made money selling videos of his raping and torturing of victims online, this has never been verified.


Indisputably, Ray epitomised a sexual sadist and personified evil in his paraphiliac behaviour. For a diagnosis of sexual sadism disorder, patients have to have been repeatedly and intensely aroused by the physical or psychologic suffering of another person, and to have specifically expressed this in fantasies, intense urges or behaviours. Patients also have to have acted on their urges with a non-consenting person. The condition also has to have been present for at least six months. In extreme cases, like that of Ray, sexual sadism can become criminal due to an overwhelming desire to find unwilling victims, leading to rape and murder. For this monstrous individual, it became a way of life.


Ray enjoyed the feelings of power and control gained through the infliction of physical and psychological pain and humiliation, allegedly spending one hundred thousand dollars on his torture chamber alone. Although he meticulously diarised his nefarious activities, and allegedly told his first wife that he had kidnapped, tortured and murdered his first victim as a teenager, we will never know the full extent of his crimes.


It actually transpired that one of his first victims was an ex-business partner, Billy Bowers, who was found in Elephant Butte Reservoir, with a bullet hole in his head, by two fishermen. Later, Cindy would tell authorities that it was after this incident that Ray had learned to slit the bodies of victims and fill them with cement, to avoid them floating to the surface. No doubt this is why his victims’ bodies have never been recovered. It is believed he murdered over sixty people in his lifetime, all the while living a double existence as a respected member of his community.


What turns a boy into a depraved monster? To say that Ray’s childhood experiences directly led to his crimes would be a simplistic assertion. Many endure childhood traumas without turning to a life of crime. On the contrary, many lead determinedly better lives as a result. But, in Ray’s case, the fusion of his early life experiences and an inherent predisposition towards sexual paraphilia created a deadly concoction. Ray didn’t just seek sexual gratification; he yearned for power. This was not just about physical dominance, but also about psychological control. His victims weren’t merely bodies to him; they were souls to be broken and spirits to be crushed. Every scream, every tear, every drop of blood was a trophy, a validation of his omnipotence.


One can’t help but wonder how such a monster was born from the womb of humanity. Was he a product of his environment, a child scarred beyond salvation, or was there an inherent darkness, a lurking beast waiting for the right moment to unleash its fury? In the end, one is left pondering the fragility of the human psyche. How fine is the line between man and monster? And how easily can it be crossed? David Parker Ray’s story serves as a chilling reminder of the depths to which humanity can sink, given the right – or rather, wrong – set of circumstances.
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Jerry Brudos: Shadows of a disturbed childhood


Against the backdrop of mid-century America, in the bustling neighbourhoods of Portland, Oregon, lurked a killer. Not just any killer, but one with a dark fetish and a thirst for power and control.


To understand the mind of such a frightening individual, one must travel back in time, to a world where family dynamics, societal expectations and personal desires tragically converged to give birth to a monster. Delving deeply into Brudos’ psychology, there is an undeniable link between his childhood experiences and the horrific crimes he committed as an adult.


Born to Henry and Eileen Brudos on 31 January 1939, in Webster, South Dakota, Jerome Henry Brudos was the younger of two sons. From the earliest days of his life, young Jerome, who became known as Jerry, was caught in a tumultuous relationship with his mother. His birth had not been planned and she had always hoped for a daughter. This unexpected pregnancy cemented her desire for a girl, and her desperation for a daughter grew throughout her baby’s gestation. Tragically, the birth of another son created a chasm of disappointment, as she now faced the knowledge that this yearning would remain forever unfulfilled.


This longing for a daughter did not subside over time and, instead, played out in both subtle and overt ways. She would sometimes dress infant Jerry in feminine clothing; a gesture that, to many psychologists, seemed to underline her rejection of him as a son and would certainly have confused the impressionable young man, making him feel both different and an outcast.


Young Brudos knew his place; he was fully aware that he was an unwanted baby and felt unloved and unworthy from the outset. Cruelly, his mother made no attempt to hide her disappointment about bearing a second son and failing to conceive the daughter she craved. From the moment he was born, he was denied his mother’s love and affection, and her selfish feelings of resentment would come to frame his world. As a boy, he faced both physical and emotional abuse from the person who should have loved, protected and nurtured him the most. His father, often away with work, was unable to redress this emotional deprivation and cruelty, and left him at the mercy of this uncaring woman. Even more devastatingly for Brudos, though, was that this maltreatment did not extend to his brother, whom she showered with love and attention. This would have been a further blow to his low self-esteem and must have exacerbated his feelings of inadequacy.


Added to his unhappy and tumultuous family life, Brudos faced the instability of his family moving around the country for several years, before settling in Salem, Oregon. As he grew, the deep-seated need for his mother’s approval intertwined with his emerging identity. By the age of five, Brudos had developed an unusual fetish for women’s shoes, especially high heels. Finding a pair while playing on a rubbish tip in Portland, he took them home, fascinated by them. When his mother discovered him wearing them, she cruelly reprimanded him, said that he was ‘wicked’ and demanded that he take them back to the dump. Disobeying her command and desperate to keep the thing he most coveted, he hid them. She soon discovered their hiding place and burned them in a fire, humiliating her young son both verbally and emotionally.


Undoubtedly her callous and unempathetic response unlocked something in Brudos. Instead of accepting his unusual behaviour as childish curiosity, she treated him as disgusting and depraved. Considering her previous dressing of him in feminine clothing, this seems ironic at least, and must have further confused his impressionable young mind. For this cold and callous mother, though, anything sexual was aggressively disapproved of, and this would certainly come to influence Brudos’ development into a man, as well as his evolving attitude towards women.


As Brudos grew older, his family continued to move, and when he was around seven they settled in Riverton, California. His fixation with women’s shoes was unabated, and he attempted to steal a pair of his first-grade teacher’s shoes; he was thwarted when another child informed her. At this time, he also began taking his mother’s shoes and was consistently punished verbally and physically on discovery.


Unsurprisingly, because of his eccentric behaviour, Brudos’ school years were plagued with isolation. A socially awkward child obsessed with his own internal world, his peers saw him as an oddball. He’d often be caught stealing women’s shoes, further alienating him from his classmates and ensuring that they would mercilessly tease him. These initial instances can be seen as the embryonic stages of what would become a horrifying obsession.


Brudos’ troubled childhood and sad home life was further exacerbated by two more moves between the ages of eight and twelve: first to Grants Pass, then to Wallace Pond, Oregon. Here, as puberty struck, his desires escalated, and he began breaking into homes and stealing not only shoes but also the underwear of his neighbours’ teenage daughters. On one occasion, he even tried to remove and steal a pair of shoes from a sleeping teenage family friend. She awoke to catch him in the act and the consequence was humiliation once again.


As Brudos experienced puberty, his mother’s disapproval of sex became clear, and her treatment of her son became even more cruel and unsympathetic. After experiencing a wet dream, he was reprimanded and forced to scrub his sheets by hand. Being forced to associate shame and guilt with a completely natural occurrence helped mould Brudos into the monster he became.


Understandably, Brudos’ aberrant behaviour resulted in him being sent to psychiatric hospitals during his teenage years, where he was diagnosed with ‘adolescent adjustment disorder’, meaning he had a difficult time transitioning from childhood to adulthood: a fact that was clear to anyone who observed his actions and inclinations. This was unsurprising, given that his mother constantly emasculated him and filled him with feelings of shame. It is likely that no treatment would ever have been able to undo the lasting damage caused by his abusive upbringing at the hands of his cold and heartless mother.


As he grew, Brudos’ behaviour became more alarming and began to foreshadow the horrifying path he would choose. In his neighbourhood, he gained a reputation as a peeping Tom, often hiding and watching women undress, then breaking into their homes to steal their shoes and underwear, which he kept in a personal collection at home. As his behaviour escalated from offences against property to offences against people, he began stalking local girls, knocking them unconscious or choking them until they passed out, then stealing their shoes. He would later admit that even at the tender age of seventeen, he had developed a fantasy of abducting a woman, forcing her to obey him and having her beg for mercy.


When his family moved to Corvallis, Oregon, he made this sickening fantasy a reality. First, he prepared his lair, digging a hole in a hillside where he planned to keep his ‘sex slaves’. Then, wearing a mask and armed with a knife, he attacked and abducted his first victim. Threatening to stab her if she did not satisfy his sexual demands, he forced her to strip naked while he took photos of her. He wore a mask for the entirety of her confinement and, when he eventually let her go, he approached her, unmasked, claiming he had been abducted and held captive by the same perpetrator. Fortunately, his story failed to convince authorities and, following his arrest, he was sent to the Oregon State Hospital for nine months.


Here he shared details of his warped sexual fantasies, discussing his desire to keep sex slaves and his fantasy of freezing dead bodies into different sexual positions. Unsurprisingly, it became clear that these fantasies centred around his hatred of his mother and, subsequently, women in general. He was diagnosed with borderline schizophrenia.


In spite of the months spent in hospital, Brudos managed to graduate from high school in 1957 and went on to join the military in 1959, at the age of nineteen. He was discharged after only one year, as it was deemed his character was unfit for service. Having failed in the military, he was forced to return home, further undermining his self-esteem. Once there, he was cruelly made to sleep in a barn, like an animal, and continued to be treated as the family outcast and deprived of the help he so clearly needed.


Somehow, however, amid all the chaos, there were glimmers of normalcy in Brudos’ life. He managed to become a skilled electronics technician and began working at a radio station where he met his future wife, seventeen-year-old Darcie Metzler. He married her in 1961, and they moved to Portland, Oregon. Here he fathered two children and held down regular jobs, finally becoming a fully functioning member of the community and hinting at the man he could have been had his dark desires not overpowered him. Sadly though, beneath this veneer of respectability, Brudos’ darker desires never really waned, and his sexual fetishes pervaded their family life. He would often make Darcie do the housework wearing only high heels and take voyeuristic photographs of her. She also caught him wearing lingerie and found photos he left around the house of himself wearing women’s clothing. Although Darcie found this strange, she tolerated his unusual behaviour.


Brudos appeared to be a respectable family man to the neighbours, who thought they knew him so well; but despite having a son and a daughter, being softly spoken and neither drinking nor smoking, his paraphilias were driving him to become violent and would soon come to control him. In fact, the basement of his family home had become a personal sanctuary where his dark fantasies were allowed free reign. Here he collected troves of stolen shoes and lingerie. His wife, bound to obey her husband by the societal norms of the time, was instructed never to enter this underground lair without first notifying him via an intercom.


By now, Brudos had begun experiencing crippling migraines and blackouts. Controlled by his aberrant urges, he would often use these as an excuse to leave the house at night, falsely claiming that the fresh air helped to relieve the pain. The reality was, however, horrifyingly different. Rather than using the time to recuperate, he spent it prowling the streets, looking for opportunities to steal women’s clothes and underwear. This escalation in his behaviour coincided with difficulties in his marriage, as his wife had become intolerant of his peculiarities and began focusing her time and attention on their children. As his relationship deteriorated, he was left free to pursue his darkest desires. He was not shocked to find himself virtually alone again, as it mirrored his childhood experiences. However, it likely magnified his hatred of women; the two people he felt should have loved and supported him, the most significant female figures in his life, had both let him down.


By 1967 his paraphilias had overwhelmed him and he began stalking a woman in Portland because he was attracted to her shoes. He followed her home, waited until she had gone to bed, broke in, strangled her until she passed out, raped her and stole her shoes. Although he took his victims’ shoes home with him, and slept with them, he was not connected to the crime straight away. What is certain, though, is that the arousal he felt when confronted by the limp and helpless body of his victim would play out in his fantasies after the event and foreshadow worse that was to come. For Brudos, this was the prelude to even more heinous acts. His subsequent victims would not escape with their lives.


In 1968, Brudos’ dark fantasies took an even more sinister turn. His shoe fetish merged with an urge to dominate, and this marked the beginning of his transition to serial killer. His first innocent victim was nineteen-year-old Linda Slawson. Living with her mother and siblings in Aloha, Oregon, Linda was earning money selling encyclopaedias door to door. On 26 January 1968, she made the fatal mistake of choosing Brudos’ door to knock on.


Luring Linda inside by feigning interest in her wares, Brudos then brutally attacked her and strangled her to death, all while his wife and children were inside the house. Once he had murdered Linda, he was able to play out the warped fantasies that had been building to a crescendo throughout his life. He took her to his lair, had sex with her corpse, then dressed her up in items of underwear and mementos he had previously stolen from women he had stalked. After photographing her body, he then mutilated it, cutting off her left foot and keeping it as a trophy; the first of several he would keep from murdered victims. He would later assert that he kept the foot in a freezer, so that he could use it to model shoes. He then dumped her body in the Willamette river and, like so many innocent victims before her, it would never be found.


The monster later told authorities that, after his first murder, he dressed up in high heels and masturbated. This is a ritual that would be repeated after his subsequent murders.


Later that year, a stroke of misfortune sealed the fate of twenty-three-year-old Jan Whitney. While driving from Salem to Albany after celebrating Thanksgiving with her family, her car broke down. Spotting her at the side of the road, Brudos offered her a lift to his house, where he assured her she would be able to contact a garage. She naively accepted this apparent good Samaritan’s offer and did not live to tell the tale. As with Linda before her, Brudos strangled her to death, had sex with her body and took her to his lair. There he had sex with her corpse before hanging her from a pulley on his ceiling. Over the next few days, he returned to molest and photograph her body. He even placed a mirror beneath the pulley, something he would live to regret.


This time the gruesome trophy was one of Jan’s breasts. He removed it, filled it with resin and had the audacity to use it as a paperweight. He then stuffed Jan’s mutilated chest with brown paper towels before callously disposing of her body in the Willamette river. To ensure she would not be found, he attached a piece of metal from a railway track to her corpse. By now Linda’s foot was so badly decomposed that he disposed of that too. Jan’s abandoned car was discovered later at a rest stop along Interstate 5.


Just over a year after taking the life of his first victim, on 27 March 1969, at the age of thirty, Brudos claimed his third. Police had received reports of a man dressed in women’s clothing acting suspiciously outside the Meier & Frank department store in Salem earlier that day, but sadly had not found him. This would prove fatal for nineteen-year-old university student Karen Sprinker, who was due for a lunch date with her mother later that day. Sadly, she would never make it, as Brudos, dressed as a woman, abducted her at gunpoint just after she had parked and exited her vehicle. Her locked and abandoned car was later found on the store’s rooftop car park.
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