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  ONE


Teddy Korak hated early morning shifts. 
Being a security officer was already a stressful job, having to work twelve hour shifts day in and day out, yet every time somebody quit he got fucked. His supervisor, a guy who had little to no actual experience in security, knew that Teddy was the kind of guy who wouldn’t put up an argument about having his schedule changed. After all, he rarely puts up an argument about anything in general.
Now, Teddy had to work an early morning shift for the foreseeable future. Night shift was the best shift, he could sleep during the day and work through the night, keeping a keen eye on everything around him. Early mornings were the worst times for him and having already worked a full evening shift the day before, he wasn’t eager to suffer through the bustling daytime. To make matters worse, he’d only got around an hour of sleep.
Sleep. Teddy liked to sleep. Sleeping was almost as good as fucking, especially since he got more sleep than he got laid, being single and his days packed with nonstop work. All the money in the world couldn’t make up for lack of company, but jobs were scarce and it wasn’t like he hadn’t fought to get the job. 
Sitting at the desk with a cup of hot black coffee, Teddy sat back in the black rotating office chair and watched the sun break over the horizon in the distance. Way too many people loved the morning sunshine, it was just trash to him, he was a night owl through and through. He sighed, sipping the coffee, probably best not to bitch about it anymore.
The early shift workers came up to the gate and Teddy begrudgingly walked out to open it up, doing his best to pretend to be cheerful. Some drivers waved, some just drove through without looking at him and some decided to greet him. One large fancy black truck came through, the driver’s window was rolled down and the older man in an orange hardhat chuckled, “Wake up, got a long day ahead of you.”
“Yeah,” Teddy grumbled, the image of an ice pick rammed in the man’s fucking eye was suddenly on his mind as he waved the guy off. Some people just needed to shut the hell up. It was bad enough he had to work mornings, but now, he had to put up with the people’s bullshit. Maybe it was in good humor, but frankly, Teddy didn’t care. 
Returning to the guard shack, Teddy returned to his seat and took a hard sip of his coffee. The hot liquid burned going down, but it was a wake-up call he gladly accepted for the time being. Still, he was feeling the exhaustion of not sleeping enough. After writing down the names of those workers coming into the lumber mill, Teddy leaned back as a brief alarm sounded on his phone, a thunderstorm was coming his way. 
Rain, glorious rain, the best weather to sleep in. He wouldn’t have to wait the miserable twelve hours of daylight to catch up on his sleep. Finishing up his cup of coffee, Teddy watched through the window as the sky turned a sour gray and his eyelids grew heavy, a feeling of rest coming over him. Just a nap.
A nap would be good.








  
  TWO


“Teddy, wake up!” 
Teddy opened his eyes, wiping the sleep away with his hands, looking up to see who was talking to him. He already knew. It was his coworker, Steve. Steve was a piece of shit who Teddy had helped get a job at the security office and now, Steve was sucking up to the supervisor left and right. As for gratitude, Steve had managed to get Teddy in trouble twice by collecting complaints from workers in the mill about minor mistakes. 
“Hello,” Teddy replied, “What’s up?”

“I came to check the schedule and here I find you passed out,” Steve replied, a smug look of cuntiness on his face, “Good thing Marc didn’t find you. He’d probably give you the boot.”
Teddy chuckled, getting up from the chair and stretched, “I doubt it.”
“Don’t be so sure,” Steve replied, taking a picture of the schedule with his phone, “I heard he’s pretty annoyed with those complaints he got. Hearing that you were asleep would probably be the nail in your coffin.”
Teddy nodded suspiciously, looking at Steve’s phone, a smile breaking through his face. Lifting his coffee mug to take a sip, he swallowed and spoke candidly, “You get a picture?”
“Huh?”

“Don’t play stupid,” Teddy whispered, “You got yourself a picture of me sleeping, didn’t you?”
“I don’t like what you’re insinuating,” Steve replied, sliding his phone in his back pocket, “You got a problem with me?”

Chuckling, Teddy rolled his eyes, “No? Show me your camera roll.”
“Uh, fuck you bro,” Steve shook his head, turning to head out the door, “I’ll see you later.”
Teddy gripped the handle of the mug tightly in his hand, quickly dumping the cold coffee into the trash and swung the mug across the back of Steve’s balding head. The mug shattered as it came into contact with the man’s cranium and forced him to grab the back of his head, “Wha’ the fuck!”

Acting quickly, Teddy kicked the back of Steve’s knees and forced the man down to the floor of the shack, shoving him forward to send Steve’s face into the metal door. Looking to his side at the counter, Teddy gripped one of the small steak knives he’d brought several months earlier and stabbed the blade down into the small of Steve’s neck. Steve screamed in pain as Teddy wildly stabbed and punctured the back of his hated coworker’s neck. Teddy thrust the blade into the side of Steve’s neck, grappled the sides of the man’s head and started thrusting it up and down into the floor.
Steve’s screams began to die down to whimpers as his face crushed into itself against the floor. Teddy slammed harder and harder, yanking out the knife from the man’s neck. Standing up from the crumpled carcass of his former coworker, Teddy raised up and repeatedly brought down his steel-toed boot against the crushed skull. Blood, brains and bone began to splatter against everything around him.
Teddy growled, “Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! You ungrateful, cocksucking, piece of fucking garbage bitch!” 
Steve was most likely dead at this point, but Teddy was nowhere near finished and took the knife in hand. Facing elsewhere, Teddy began slashing and slicing up the man’s corpse, paying special attention to mutilating the fucker’s genitals. Fuck cigarettes and fuck sleep, this was the best way to let out some much needed anger, carving up garbage like a butcher at play. After letting out his last bit of frustration, Teddy reached down to pull out the corpse’s phone, opening up the camera app.
Just as he thought, a picture of himself sleeping in the office chair was right before the picture of the schedule he’d snapped a shot of. Deleting the image from the phone, Teddy took the phone and slammed the screen down on the corner of the desk, shattering it completely. Now it was just as worthless as its owner had been. Teddy chuckled, “Guess you’ll learn to tell me the truth next time,” and brought the steel-toe of his boot down into the demolished remains of Steve’s ballsack. 
Reaching down into Steve’s other pocket, he pulled out the man’s cigs and lit one up. It was against the rules to smoke in the guard shack, but it was also against the rules to murder your coworker, so it wasn’t a big deal for Teddy. Looking down at the blood stains all over the walls, door and floor, Teddy couldn’t help but laugh. He’d snapped, obviously, there was no doubt about it. Hell he was smoking and he’d quit nearly two years ago, despite having sworn to never light up another one. 
Looking at the list of workers in the mill, Teddy took a slow drag from the cigarette and scanned over the names. These motherfuckers had been complaining about him, fucking with him, even having the gall to laugh at his exhaustion. They needed to die. He’d already eliminated one problem with murder, it would prove to be an ideal ending to every problem, especially since a lumber mill could be a fun place to get up to shenanigans. 
Ashing the cig against the blood-soaked remnant of Steve’s fucking head, Teddy grabbed a hardhat and headed out for the mill, his first problem already chosen.








  
  THREE


Walking down through the buildings of the lumber mill, Teddy made his way into the first ideal place, the headsaw. The headsaw was a large machine that held a conveyor belt for logs to ride into a massive saw that hacked them down to compatible sizes for further preparation into pliable lumber. At least, that was the ideal use for them. Teddy, on the other hand, had other plans for the headsaw. 
Especially as he saw the foreman, Jack Fortney, standing on the platform and managing the controls. 
Putting in his earplugs, Teddy made his way towards the stairs to the platform and watched the logs running on the conveyor belt towards the large saws, fascinated with the way the saws carved down the thick hunks of wood. It was really ingenious, especially the way people had found to destroy nature and turn it into usable materials for bullshit. He couldn’t help but smile.
A sound of annoyance broke through the whims of the saw and he looked up to see Jack staring at him, his mouth moving. Teddy couldn’t make out what was being said, but he knew it was aimed at him and Jack did not look pleased to see him. It could be the fact that Teddy was there during a shift. It could be that Teddy was not wearing safety equipment. 
It could be that Teddy was covered in Steve’s blood and brains.
It didn’t matter, Teddy quickly rushed up the steps to the control panel and swung his fist into Jack’s face, forcing the man to move back against the railing. The break of sanity became clearer as Teddy grabbed a crescent wrench from the control area and swung it into Jack’s jaw, the vibration of a sickening crack was felt. Teddy swung the wrench again and again, knocking off Jack’s hardhat. The man hadn’t really caused much issue for Teddy, but he was part of the bigger problem in general and needed to be dealt with. 
A stepping stone.
Slamming the wrench into Jack’s temple, Teddy grinned in pure sadistic bliss as he saw Jack’s eyeball plop out of its socket. Jack was screaming now, shocked and frazzled from the pain he was enduring. Teddy threw back the wrench, reaching up and grasping hold of Jack’s eyeball, ripping it out of the man’s skull. Fluid and blood ran freely from the eye socket as Teddy shoved Jack hard.
Jack fell over the side of the railing, falling onto the conveyor belt, his limbs flailing as he headed directly into the saws. Teddy watched, giving a two-fingered salute as the man caught into the saws and was instantly ripped to pieces, the bright crimson splashed around the chunks of wood that had been carved up. Jack was completely demolished, his limbs and viscera scattered into the pit. Teddy slammed his hand on the red button forcing the saws to shut off and turned







