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About the Author

Today I found a head in my locker at work. It's kinda weird that some people just have a head in their work locker. My day only got stranger and stranger. First of all, let me date this 'cause I might forget and bang, gotta Momento it and tattoo it on my dick. That's the first thing I look at in the mornings—pee pee time. Anyways, I regress or digress, whatever... So after the head in my locker, there were bloody gloves in my car. Who the fuck is this bitch in my locker, tucked away in a bowling bag of all the goddamn clichés in the world? I’m left holding the bag... LOL... that’s for me... 

I’m going to have to look up his dental records or something. I’m way too hungover to remember what I did last night. Regurgitating whiskey and something sweet with a hint of ashtray. God only knows how many packs I smoked last night. When I go on benders like this, I chain-smoke—turning one on with the one I’m putting out. I tend to drink rum, but this tastes like some nasty sour mash garbage made in a bathtub, aged in a sugar-coated ashtray full to the brim with butts.

I need to stop drinking like this.

I just lose myself and can’t control it. Like Jekyll and Hyde. Some nights I just smoke weed to calm the voices and the nerves. I shake sometimes and don’t know why—even the doctors don’t know what’s wrong with me. They have run every test from endoscopy to colonoscopy. They have run every blood test and urine culture you can name. Everything comes out fine every time. I’m lost and frustrated, to say the least. I stopped drinking for years, so this last time was a fluke—nothing special, nothing I shouldn’t be able to handle. I feel like a bag of smashed assholes. My head is throbbing, I have cold sweats and chills, I feel cold, and the best part is the taste I'm burping up. Fuck, I don’t even want coffee—just water. The voices must have been extra annoying last night to get this fucked up.

Still, whose head is this in my locker, inside a brown and blue fake leather bowling bag?

See what I mean? I was going to date this, but I ended up rambling... Anyways, today's date is 12/03/2024. I have been dealing with these fucking voices in my head since I was a kid. Nothing I do makes them go away; they just get quieter and quieter with every distraction. I try to stay busy and keep noise going on around me, such as music or television. 

If I give the voices an inch, they take a mile. Then it's hard to shut them up again. It’s like having something scratching at the back of your skull, urging you to do something, and you can’t feel normal again until you do it. It causes me physical symptoms as well, like an uneasy, sick feeling. Once I do what the voices tell me, or I sedate myself to the point I can ignore them through the drug fog, I can be me again.

Until the next mental breakdown...

This motherfucker probably did something to piss me off, and I went full-on postal. It’s surprisingly easy to take a person's head off. Once you cut through all the soft tissue, only the tendons on the spine are a bit tough. But still, I usually will just end up in a fight. It takes a lot to set me off because I have learned to calm the voices. Still, we all have our limits. Now I need to figure out who this son of a bitch is and also get rid of any evidence leading to me.

First things first, I need to clean my car and see if I can find anything to spark my memory of last night's events. I'm going to leave this bag in my locker for a bit. Hopefully, it doesn’t start to smell. I’ll throw a few of these black ice pine tree air fresheners in the bag. The raw meat smell made me hungry, though. I’ll take a sick day—diarrhea to the rescue. Now I need to shit my pants and walk into my boss's office. She has always been pretty cool.

I like her style of “We are all adults and know what we need to do.” She is also always there for you if you need a shoulder to cry on or just need to talk things out. She never gives advice, only listens, which is pretty cool.

I shot her a text: “Hey boss, I’m really sick. IDK what made me sick, but I’m here in the office, just in and out of the restroom. I think something I ate hit me really bad—probably bad chicken, IDK. Can I take the day?”

She replied: “Yes, take the day. Keep me posted on how you feel and if you need more time. Go get a sick note from the company's medical provider, please, to justify this absence—you already know, CYA. Rest up and hopefully you feel better soon.”

I reply: “Thanks, boss, I’ll head over there now.”

She replies: “Thanks, and drink plenty of water.”

I reply: “Thanks, boss, I will, trust me.”

I take off, making sure I say hello to everyone on my way out so they can say they saw me. Once in my car, I quickly take a look around but don’t want to draw attention to what I'm doing, so I pretend to talk on my phone as people pass by my car, going into and leaving work. I decide it will be better to do this under some sort of cover. I just make sure as I leave that nothing falls on the ground. The head will be fine. I take a slow drive on the way back to my house, looking around, hoping something would spark my memory. I crash into the car in front of me as I get a flash of last night's events. I was at Shady-Nastys. 

There is an ebony goddess who works there, and I love her. But that’s not what I just saw. I saw myself talking with some guy, but I can’t recall what he’s saying—but it's definitely the head in the bag. What could have driven me to remove it? I shake back into my body as the dickbag in front of me is walking towards my car, screaming some racist shit. Fucking rednecks, man! I get out of my car and put two in his fucking face! Then I quickly get the fuck out of there. I hope no one got my plate.

So what the fuck was I doing with the head at Shady-Nastys last night? I don’t even need to describe Shady-Nastys; everyone knows what it is. But for those of you who don’t know, it’s a jazz club and everyone in town goes there. It’s said that if you are looking for someone, they are probably at Shady-Nastys. I go there because Tasha, or Miss-T as she prefers, works there. We have been talking about ditching this town and starting over in the mountains. She has a dream, and it just so happens to be my dream as well. We want to live in the mountains and grow weed and crops and have some livestock, maybe a baby or two, whom we will homeschool. Wasting our days together on the front porch in rocking chairs, watching the stars, smoking some dank-ass weed we grow together.

Fuck, nothing sounds better right now...

I finally made it to my house one fast-food burger later. I needed the Coke to calm my nerves. Even though I'm used to it, the adrenaline of killing someone and taking off makes me shake when it wears off. The Coke helps the sugar levels in my blood to not drop as the adrenaline wears off. The food also helps—especially its high carb, sodium, and fat content. Perfect meal for right after a fight-or-flight experience. Trust me! I kill people for funzies... Nothing satisfies the hunger within like a cold Coke, lots of ice, and a double cheeseburger with large fries. Also, killing! This hunger makes me want to kill, fuck, and eat, piss, and shit—but never sleep.

I can’t sleep for days at a time. Normally, three days of the week, I won’t sleep. Fuck me, there is a sound coming from my trunk, and I didn’t even notice it. Here I am fantasizing about Tasha and a fast-food meal, and I didn’t even notice the fucking sound coming from the trunk of my car. It’s like a rolling watermelon or something, but I have yet to check my trunk. I pull into the garage and close the door. I pop the trunk, and there is the bowling ball—but where is the body of the head?
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[image: ]


FUCK! SHIT! FUCKING COCKMASTER ASSHAT SON OF A BITCH MOTHERFUCKER!

I was really hoping the head's body would be in there and not the fucking ball belonging to the bag the head is currently decomposing in—my locker back at work. FUCK! I hope that in my drunken state, I was aware enough to cover up my tracks, but I doubt it, seeing as how I regained consciousness in the locker room and can’t recall last night. The good thing is I can no longer taste it. Now I have that warm cheeseburger with a Coke taste in my mouth. I go into my house after finding nothing in the car—no fucking clue. Inside my house, it was a totally different story. It already looked like someone had fucked it up and burglarized all my valuables.

But nope—that's how my place looked all the time. I hate cleaning, so I’m not dirty, just messy. There is a difference. I search around, looking for anything out of place. It's a total mess, but I know my mess, if that makes sense.

Shit on a cracker! I find Mr. Head’s wallet in the kitchen fridge. I say kitchen fridge because I have two other fridges. There's the red living room next to my side of the couch mini fridge. Then the dark green one is right next to my bed in my bedroom mini fridge. I only kept drinks and ice in those two, and the kitchen fridge was for food. Not that I buy much food. I mean, how much food do I really need?

I tried eating like a fat pig once, but the health problems that come with sloth and gluttony are not fun and suck balls big time. So, clean eating and drinking water. After a while, you don’t even miss it, and if you taste the junk food again, it tastes too salty or too sweet. However, I was a candy killer. I would smash through all my candies on Halloween night. Fuck a tummy ache—I think I went into diabetic comas. I’m honestly surprised that I’m not diabetic. I love me some Skittles—the spicy or tropical ones. I love the fake banana Quik and any chocolate milk with mint.

I can lose myself in a plastic tub of Red Vines while watching a shitty movie on the weekend. I can eat any kind of pie, no problem, and I don’t mean a slice—I mean the whole pie. Meat pies are one of my favorite foods as well. Like a great tasting, warm, fresh-out-the-oven bierock. Fuck me, one of those fresh doughnuts all warm and fluffy and the glaze still runny and super sticky. I'll get
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