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Before you open this book an honest warning
 
This isn't a book full of stories. In the following pages, you'll find precise profiles of real serial killers—from their birth to their death or execution. You'll learn where they grew up, how they developed, what they did, and the gruesome traces they left behind. Each case is a record of horror. Unsparing, fact-based, without omissions. No fiction, no dramatization—just the cold reality of the depths of human nature. This book shows how seemingly normal people became deadly perpetrators. It examines motives, patterns, violence, and madness. It investigates perpetrators who brought fear to the cities. It investigates victims whose names must never be forgotten. It's not about shocking. It's about looking. Only those who understand how serial killers are created can grasp how vulnerable our society truly is. These case files come from all over the world. But they have one thing in common: They show how deeply rooted evil can be—and how cold people can become when nothing can stop them. If you're ready to peer into this abyss, then open the book. But be warned: What you read here won't soon be forgotten.
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Armin Meiwes
The Rotenburg Cannibal 
￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]
Meeting someone online and having them over for dinner sounds like a perfectly normal story of modern dating, but when Armen Meiwes met Bernd Jürgen Brandes on a message board, neither man was simply looking to uncork a bottle of wine and begin a romance. What transpired after that meeting turned out to be a fascinating case, blurring the lines of fantasy, morality, and the very nature of consent. 
Armin Meiwes was born on December 1, 1961, in Kassel, Germany, the last of three boys. As a child, he was obsessed with the fairy tale Hansel and Gretel, a German story about a witch living in the woods who tries to cook and eat two abandoned children who trespass into her candy-coated cottage. Meiwes’s family moved to a massive thirty-six-room farmhouse in Rotenburg where he ran around with his brothers, rode horses, and played on the huge estate. He described his early childhood as ‘lovely.’ 
According to Meiwes’s recollection, when he was eight years old, his parents divorced and his father left the family, taking all their money with him. He remembers seeing his father drive away, and running after him, screaming for him to stop while his father stared straight ahead and ignored his young, distraught son. When Meiwes’s two older brothers also left the home, he began dealing with deep feelings of abandonment, and tremendous pressure to be the ‘man of the house.’ 
Meiwes recalls creating an imaginary brother he named Franky, to whom he would tell all his darkest secrets. He desperately wanted someone to be with him forever, someone who could not abandon him, and he frequently had fantasies about consuming others’ flesh so they would always be with him. 
His mother, now thrice divorced, was domineering and extremely overbearing. She berated Meiwes in public and would go with him everywhere. If women were ever interested in Meiwes, she would chase them away. She lived a rich fantasy life, dressing up in medieval costumes, and decorating her expansive estate to match. 
At eighteen, Meiwes joined the army, where he did exceedingly well, and was promoted several times. He had a community, a real brotherhood, for the first time in his life, and his fantasies of consuming people subsided for the twelve years that he served. Despite his successes, he was eventually discharged from the service. He went to live with his aging mother in the farmhouse where he had grown up and started working as a computer technician. 
In 1996, Meiwes’s mother was injured in a car accident. He was already her 
caretaker, but she became almost impossible to live with once she was practically bed bound. She became more demanding after her accident.
In 1999 she died, leaving Meiwes alone in the expansive and remote family home. Free from the structure of the army, and the tyranny of his mother, Meiwes was finally able to do what he wanted. He began looking at brutal torture and pain pornography. Despite the graphic nature of the videos he watched, he was still not satisfied. 
His childhood fantasies of consuming others were still lurking in the back of his mind. Eventually, Meiwes made his way to websites and message boards devoted to finding people who wanted to be killed and eaten. 
In 2000, Meiwes posted on the website Cannibal Cafe that he was ‘looking for a young, well-built man aged 18 to 30 years old to slaughter and consume.’ Meiwes later alleged he received around two hundred serious applicants for his post, all willing to be killed and eaten. He met up with several young men wanting to experience being killed and eaten, but most left the meetings after getting cold feet. 
Meiwes never wanted to do anything without the person’s enthusiastic and free consent, however, so whenever one of his potential victims hesitated even slightly, he lost interest and let them go. 
A hotel worker by the name of Dirk Moeller later testified that he had met with Meiwes, who had chained him up, and per Moeller’s request, pinned pieces of paper to his body that denoted what cut of meat each section would be, as you would do to an animal before butchery. Moeller changed his mind about being killed and was freely let go by Meiwes without any trouble. He only wanted willing victims. 
Meanwhile, Bernd Jürgen Brandes, a forty-three-year-old computer engineer, was also perusing Cannibal Cafe, looking to be eaten by a cannibal.
His post read ‘Dinner—or your dinner’ in which he promised the reader they’d get ‘the chance to eat [him] alive.’ Brandes had a troubled life. His mother committed suicide when he was five, and his father had shut down and refused to discuss it. Later, when Brandes came out as gay, Brandes alleges his father stopped talking to him. 
Brandes had a significant pain fetish and would pay sex workers to satisfy his needs. One man said Brandes had offered him all his belongings and money for him to bite his penis off.
On February 14, 2001, Brandes got a message from Meiwes, replying to his post on the message board. 
 
The pair exchanged messages for a few weeks, discussing boundaries, and detailing how Meiwes would kill Brandes, how he would eat him, and what should be done with the rest of his body afterward. 
On March 9, 2001, Brandes took an early morning train from Berlin. At 11:14 
a.m., he got off the train and met the man who would eventually kill him. Meiwes recalls being ‘nervous and excited’ when he first laid eyes on Brandes, and later described him as ‘a very nice, lovely man.’
The loud, busy train station made for an awkward first meeting place. The two yelled their hellos as best they could over the hustle and bustle of regular people taking their everyday train journeys who could have no idea about the sinister reason these two seemingly normal men were meeting. The hour-long ride back to Meiwes’s home gave them time to relax in each other’s company. Brandes was apparently very comfortable by the time they reached their destination, as he stripped naked almost as soon as they entered the house. Meiwes recalls that Brandes wanted him to ‘admire dinner.’ On the second floor, Meiwes had constructed a ‘slaughter room’ complete with a bed, a butchery table, and a meat hook. They lay on the bed chatting and touching one another. Meiwes said they had sex because Brandes wanted to, but neither of them was that enthusiastic about it. 
 
Brandes quickly realized Meiwes didn’t have the strength or inclination to inflict the pain on him that he really needed.
After that disappointment, Brandes seemed to change his mind about the whole thing. Meiwes was once again facing the possibility of having his fantasy slip through his fingers, but he was not at all interested in forcing anyone to do anything. As soon as consent was removed, Meiwes soured on the situation and no longer wanted to go through with it. He agreed to drive Brandes back to the train station.
At the station, though, Brandes changed his mind back.
He requested they stop in town for some sleeping pills and cough medicine that he thought might dull his sensation and calm his mind enough for Meiwes to be able to go through with the original plan.

Back at the farmhouse, around 6:30 p.m., Brandes anxiously said to Meiwes, ‘I can’t stand it anymore. Cut it off.’
Meiwes set up his camcorder to record the night and set to work attempting to remove Brandes’s penis. The first knife he used was too dull. The second did quick work of the amputation. Meiwes said Brandes ‘screamed horribly,’ but it only lasted twenty to thirty seconds.

Meiwes’s lawyer Harald Ermel, who later had the macabre task of studying the four-hour video made that night, said he could tell that Brandes was very much enjoying the fountain of blood spurting out of the open wound where his penis used to be.
The two men had already agreed that they would share the member as Brandes’s last meal. Meiwes cut it in half, blanched the pieces, and pan-fried them with salt, pepper, and garlic powder. Unfortunately for them, the pieces shriveled up and became inedible.

Around 9 p.m., Brandes began feeling very cold from blood loss, so Meiwes ran him a hot bath and went to another room to read a Star Trek novel while waiting for Brandes to pass away. Hours passed, and Brandes was still alive. Meiwes went to check on him at about 11:30 p.m. to find him woozy but ‘happy, because he was lying in his own blood.’ 
Eventually, Brandes wanted to get out of the bath. He was so badly weakened he could barely stand, and he soon collapsed onto the floor. He spent the next several hours in the slaughter room coming in and out of consciousness.

At around 2:30 a.m. on the morning of March 10, Brandes once again collapsed to the floor unconscious after trying to get out of bed. The tape of the night showed Meiwes distraught and clearly unsure of what to do. He picked up and put down a knife several times. He later said he thought about calling for an ambulance but was stopped by how close he was to the fulfillment of his lifelong desire to butcher and eat a person. 
Meiwes even prayed for guidance on what to do next, though he admits he didn’t know if he ‘should pray to the Devil or God.’ He also says he asked God for forgiveness for what he was about to do. After a lot more hesitation, Meiwes eventually cut Brandes’s throat, finally bringing his life, plagued with morbid sexual fetishes and dark fantasies of being eaten alive, to a sobering end. 
Meiwes was now free to fulfill his equally dark fantasies. The internet had provided him with all the information he needed to butcher a human. Meiwes decapitated Brandes, hung him on the meat hook in the slaughter room, removed his organs, and cut his body in half. The pieces were cut into meal sized chunks, with Meiwes mentally labeling the pieces as if you would a cow in a slaughterhouse. 
His first meal made from Brandes’s body consisted of ‘a piece of rump steak—a piece from his back,’ which he ate in a candlelit room, on his best dinnerware, along with a lovely red wine, potatoes, and Brussels sprouts. He kept the rest of the body in a false-bottom freezer in his kitchen, underneath cuts of other, non- human meat. 
Meiwes said Brandes tasted ‘like pork, but stronger’ and that he very much enjoyed the flavor. However, the taste wasn’t all he was interested in. Consuming another was always a pathway to true bonding and a deep connection. He said later, ‘I was getting the feeling that I was actually achieving this perfect inner connection through his flesh,’ and that since consuming Brandes, ‘he is always with me.’ 
Meiwes buried the inedible parts of Brandes’s body in his garden and set out to 
find another willing victim as he worked his way through the meat in his freezer. Again, he posted on Cannibal Cafe, and again, he got a lot of interest.
In November 2002, an Austrian student got in touch, curious about Meiwes’s history and experience. Meiwes didn’t go into detail but told him that he ‘wouldn’t be the first.’ The student got a weird feeling that Meiwes was actually telling the truth and was keeping a dark secret, so he called the authorities. 
On December 11, 2002, police raided the farmhouse and found fifteen pounds of Brandes’s body still untouched in the freezer, as well as the videotape Meiwes had recorded that night.
On July 17, 2003, Meiwes was charged with murder and brought to court, after being judged sane and fit to stand trial. The case proved difficult for prosecutors because cannibalism is not actually illegal in Germany. The tape, and the correspondence between the two men, also clearly showed that Brandes was a willing victim who seemed to enjoy what happened to him. 
Meiwes pushed for being convicted of ‘killing on demand,’ a kind of euthanasia that, while not totally legal, only carried a five-year jail sentence. He said, ‘I wanted to eat him, but I didn’t want to kill him,’ and reiterated that ‘Bernd came to [him] of his own free will to end his life.’ 
On January 30, 2004, Armin Meiwes was convicted of manslaughter and sentenced to eight and a half years in prison.
In April 2005, the prosecution called for a retrial, claiming Meiwes should have been charged with murder. During the trial that began on January 12, 2006, lawyers argued that Brandes could not have consented to the acts due to his level of intoxication and that there was no way around the fact that Meiwes was the one who ended Brandes’s life. 
 
This time the verdict was not so lenient. Meiwes was convicted of murder and given a life sentence. 
Meiwes says he regrets what he did and would not do it again given the opportunity.
To people with similar inclinations, he gave this advice, which seems to imply that he was not satisfied by carrying out the macabre dream he had wished for his entire life: ‘The wishes, the fantasies you have can never, ever be fulfilled, and everything that you dream about will always remain a dream.’ 
Sources say he is now a vegetarian. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Missy Bevers
and the SWAT Murderer 
￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]
On Monday, April 18, 2016, Missy Bevers woke in the very early hours to get ready and drive to Creekside Church in Midlothian, Texas. She arrived at 4:18 a.m. and began hauling exercise equipment into the church’s indoor classroom. The wife and mother of three girls were setting up a popular 5 a.m. Camp Gladiator bootcamp class. Those who attended her class regularly said Missy was an energetic and motivating presence that made them look forward to the early exercise classes. 
Students began arriving just before 5 a.m., but instead of finding Missy ready to give her beloved students a dynamic workout, they found her lying face up on the floor of the classroom, surrounded by broken glass from an unknown source. The frantic students called 911 at 5:06 a.m., but there was nothing that could be done; Missy was already dead. 
Police immediately began an investigation, and it wasn’t long before an extremely promising lead presented itself. While, unfortunately, the cameras in the church’s parking lot had been out of service for some time, the interior of the church was equipped with motion-sensor security cameras. 
At around 3:50 a.m. that morning the cameras had been activated. They caught a clear picture of the murderer wandering the halls.
The individual was dressed head to toe in black police riot gear, complete with a black face covering, a helmet with a light attached to it, and what looked to be a bulletproof vest with large white letters spelling out POLICE across the back and chest. They seemed eerily calm and in control as they stalked the halls of the church, checking doors and breaking things with the hammer that was clutched in their left hand. The medical examiner later said, ‘the wounds on Missy’s head and chest were consistent with the tool the suspect was carrying,’ though police have not released exactly how Missy died. 
The authorities studied the tape to get an accurate profile of the suspect. They said the individual was between five feet two inches and five feet eight inches and walked with a distinctive gait; with their toes pointed outward, and a slight limp or lilt to their walk. Interestingly, the authorities said the walk had a ‘feminine sway’ and, considering how short the suspect was, they could not rule out the possibility that the killer was a woman. 
Because the security tape showed that the suspect was already in the building by the time Missy arrived, the first theory was that she had accidentally interrupted a burglary in progress and was murdered in a panic. 
However, this wasn’t a so-called Mega Church known to use expensive AV equipment or be raking in huge donations. Creekside was a relatively small church, especially by Texas standards, that served the small town of Midlothian. Maybe a desperate person looking to do a quick smash-and-grab would target a church for whatever they could find, but the person caught on camera did not look like a frenzied small-time criminal. There’s also the fact that nothing of value was taken. Church officials said none of their equipment was missing, and even Missy’s jewelry was left untouched. So, if it wasn’t a robbery, what was it? Was Missy specifically targeted? 
 
Of course, the police did what they always do in these cases and turned their attention to Missy’s husband. Brandon Bevers fully cooperated with the police. He gave them access to everything they needed and didn’t seem to be hiding anything. Brandon told them his twenty-year marriage had been solid, and he didn’t know anybody who even disliked Missy, let alone anyone who would want to kill her. Brandon also had an airtight alibi for the night his wife was murdered. He was on a fishing trip in Mississippi, which police were able to confirm through receipts and surveillance footage. 
On April 22, four days after the murder, the authorities thought they had a massive break in the case. A man had taken a white, blood-stained, woman’s long-sleeved shirt into a dry cleaner in Midlothian. He claimed it was canine blood from a dog fight he’d broken up in his daughter’s backyard, after which he’d had to take his dog to the emergency vet. 
The dry cleaner knew of the shocking murder that had occurred just four days before. He called the police, not only because he was suspicious of the man’s story, but because that man was Randy Bevers, Missy’s father-in-law. What was a member of Missy’s family doing with a blood-stained garment only a few days after her murder? 
Speculation spread wildly as the public got its hands on this information. A theory sprung up that Brandon and his father were working together, and Brandon had just taken his fishing trip as a cover for his whereabouts while his father committed a crime, they knew Brandon would be suspected of. Others thought Randy had worked alone to try and get Brandon out of a bad marriage without losing any money or custody of his daughters in a bitter divorce. 
It didn’t help Randy’s case that he also matched the physical description of the suspect from the surveillance footage to a T. He was a shorter, stocky man, and walked with his toes pointed outward; the same distinctive gait used by the suspect in the surveillance footage. 
Unfortunately for those who thought they had solved the mystery, all of Randy’s alibis checked out. He had been on a golfing trip in California on the morning of 
Missy’s murder. His daughter Christie also confirmed that a dog fight had happened in her backyard, and there was surveillance footage from the emergency vet that showed Randy did indeed take his dog to be treated after the fight. 
People in the community held out hope that the blood on the shirt from the dry cleaner would still come back a match to Missy’s, or at least become another promising lead, but it was confirmed to be canine blood.
The family bore no ill will toward the dry cleaner or the community who speculated about the Bevers’s involvement in Missy’s death. In fact, they held a press conference and thanked everyone involved for bringing whatever they could to the authorities. They encouraged people to keep looking out for anything suspicious that may lead to a suspect. 
When the police received the records back from Missy and Brandon
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