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In the stillness of the early morning, the streetlights cast long shadows over the quiet stretch of Lower Buckeye Road, their flickering glow reflecting off the damp pavement. Mark Goudeau leaned against the side of an abandoned building, his figure concealed by the overhang of darkness. He could see the snack truck parked across the way, steam rising from its roof as the night air cooled. The air was thick with the lingering scent of grease and fried food. Two women were working inside, Romelia Vargas and Mirna Palma-Roman, moving in sync as they prepared for the next rush of early-morning customers. But at this hour, before the city awoke, the world was empty and silent, save for the occasional hum of a passing car.

He had been watching them for hours.

The way they worked, the ease with which they smiled at each other between bites of conversation, the comfort of their mundane routine—it stirred something in Goudeau. At first, he wasn’t even sure why he had stopped here. The snack truck was unremarkable, no different than a dozen others he’d passed by that night. But something about these women drew him in, their unsuspecting movements feeding a gnawing compulsion deep within him.

In the distance, the soft drone of the city hummed faintly—a reminder of the world outside this narrow moment. But here, in the half-light between night and dawn, it was only him and them. His heart beat a slow, deliberate rhythm against his chest. A pulse that had started softly when he first spotted them, but had since grown louder, quickening with each passing second.

They couldn’t see him. They didn’t know he was there. They were oblivious, chatting quietly, their voices low, carried away by the wind. But Mark Goudeau was fixated. He felt it—the pull. The way it settled in his bones, the way it clawed at the edges of his thoughts. He had been down this road before, feeling the surge of power that came with the hunt. It was as if he were watching them from behind a glass, a spectator in his own body, disconnected from the man he was supposed to be.

There was no plan. There never was. Goudeau’s crimes were born out of moments like this—when the rest of the world faded, and only the compulsion remained. He hadn’t come to Lower Buckeye Road with the intent to kill, not consciously anyway. But the darkness inside him had brought him here, drawn him to these women as it had drawn him to others before.

His mind buzzed, a low hum of thoughts swirling in a chaotic mess that he couldn’t quite control. He tried to focus, to bring order to the jumble of impulses that churned inside him, but the compulsion was too strong. It took over, guiding his movements as surely as if it had a life of its own. His hands clenched and unclenched at his sides, a slow, deliberate motion, as though trying to ground himself, to pull himself back from the edge of something he couldn’t name.

But the edge was already too close, and his grip was slipping.

From across the street, the women were still unaware. Romelia bent over to wipe down the counter inside the truck while Mirna stood outside, leaning against the side of the vehicle with her arms crossed, her back to him. He watched her silhouette, the curve of her shoulders, the way her hair shifted slightly in the breeze. She looked so ordinary. So human. But to Goudeau, she was something else—an object, a means to an end, a vessel for the compulsion that he couldn’t explain but couldn’t resist.

He took a step forward, silent, measured. His breath came slow and shallow as he felt the familiar rush beginning to build, the adrenaline mixing with the undercurrent of something darker. The mask he wore—the mask of the friendly neighbor, the hard-working husband—slipped away entirely now. In these moments, he wasn’t Mark Goudeau. He wasn’t anything but the craving, the need. He existed only in the pursuit of it.

His eyes stayed locked on Mirna, the smaller of the two women, as she stood just outside the truck. She was laughing about something—he could see her shoulders shaking slightly—but the sound didn’t reach him. All he could hear was the pounding of his own heartbeat, faster now, louder. His mouth felt dry, his palms damp with sweat. Every muscle in his body was coiled, ready to spring.

There were fleeting thoughts—distant echoes in the back of his mind—that told him to stop. To turn around, to walk away, to go back to the life he had built, to the facade of normalcy he had crafted so carefully. But those thoughts were drowned out by the roaring in his head, the compulsion that had taken hold of him completely. He was past the point of no return, past the point where reason or morality could intervene.

He didn’t know if he wanted to kill them, not yet. The thought hovered, just out of reach, unformed but present. What he did know, what he felt in every fiber of his being, was that he wanted control. Control over their fear, their lives, their bodies. That was what it always came down to. The power. The thrill of watching as they realized what was happening, as they understood that there was no escape. It was intoxicating. Addictive. And once he started, there would be no stopping.

Mirna moved back inside the truck, and Goudeau's body tensed, his feet shifting on the pavement as if readying for a sprint. His hand brushed against the cold metal of the gun in his waistband, a reminder of the finality that waited just beyond the edge of this moment. But he didn’t reach for it, not yet. He wanted to savor this, to draw it out for as long as he could.

He took another step, closer now, his movements still deliberate, still slow. The women were so close, so completely unaware of the danger that stood just a few feet away. He could hear Romelia’s voice now, soft and tired as she spoke to Mirna. The exhaustion in her tone was palpable, but it wasn’t something Goudeau felt. His own energy was sharp, alive, electric.

It wouldn’t be long now.

There was a part of him that knew this wasn’t just about these women. This was about something deeper, something buried far below the surface of his consciousness. But that part was distant, drowned out by the immediacy of the moment. The logic, the rationale, the why of it all didn’t matter here. All that mattered was the compulsion.

He was so close now. One more step and he could touch the side of the truck. One more step and they would know. They would feel his presence before they even saw him. And then the moment would come—their terror, the confusion, the realization that they were not going to leave this street alive.

But not yet.

Mark Goudeau stopped, just short of the truck, his breath coming in shallow gasps, the gun still untouched in his waistband. He could hear their voices clearly now, see every detail of their faces in the dim light. This was the moment he lived for—the stillness before the storm, the silence before the screams.

He waited, poised on the edge, savoring the last seconds of anticipation before everything shattered.
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Mark Goudeau, later infamously known as the Baseline Killer, was born on September 6, 1964, in Phoenix, Arizona. Goudeau’s early life was shaped by a confluence of personal challenges, familial instability, and a series of misfortunes that foreshadowed his later descent into criminality. To understand how Goudeau’s life unraveled into a violent crime spree, it is essential to explore the turbulent environment in which he was raised, his early struggles with the law, and the emotional scars that appeared to form during his upbringing.
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A Troubled Family Background
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Mark Goudeau was born into a family that struggled with numerous social and economic challenges. His parents, Willie and Alberta Goudeau, had 13 children—seven boys and six girls. Goudeau, the second youngest, grew up in a household marked by drug and alcohol abuse, factors that would haunt not only Mark’s life but also those of his siblings. Many of his brothers and sisters encountered their own brushes with the law, creating a cycle of dysfunction that would come to define the Goudeau family.

Willie, Mark’s father, worked as a lot attendant for car dealerships along Camelback Road in Phoenix, while Alberta, his mother, was employed as a maid. While both parents held jobs, their employment did little to shield the family from the harsh realities of poverty. Life in their modest Phoenix neighborhood near 12th Street and Southern Avenue was difficult, and the Goudeau children were often left to fend for themselves in the absence of strong parental guidance.

Court records from later years would reveal that six of the 13 Goudeau children eventually became felons, with at least four having served time in prison. One sibling was still incarcerated as of Mark’s later trials, and another had his probation revoked just a month before Mark’s arrest in 2006. This pervasive involvement with the criminal justice system hinted at deep-seated issues within the family, issues that stemmed from both environmental and familial influences.
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