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Every desire should be subjected to this question:
what will happen to me if what I seek through my desire is fulfilled,
and what if it is not?
Epictetus

––––––––
[image: image]


Tonight, I will do it. I will absolutely commit this insane act—destroy the black cat created by Edgar Allan Poe. This beast, a symbol of absolute darkness, has tormented me for far too long. With its filthy claws, it tears at my skin; with its sharp teeth, it rips chunks of flesh from my body. Its ghastly shrieks shake my heart, and my thoughts twist into the most monstrous images the human mind can conjure.

Curse you, Edgar Poe! Why did he write that story, The Black Cat? And why did I read it in my youth? It seems this genius writer knew that, even if a criminal manages to cunningly conceal their deed, in the end, they will still have to answer to that relentless cat...

Every appearance of the black cat drives a person to commit another crime. The most terrifying part is that it always happens at the moment when the murderer has already hidden all evidence and, reveling in their triumph over justice, believes themselves untouchable.

In my case, the cat appeared a few days after I heard the words that confirmed my innocence:
“Michael Carpenter, the investigation has uncovered no evidence that could cast doubt on your account. We have no grounds to suggest that your wife’s disappearance could have brought you any benefit.”
Those were the last words the detective said to me.

Of course, they couldn’t find a motive for the crime. There were never any serious arguments between me and my wife. Neither of us was drawn to alcohol, I had no mistresses, and she had no secret admirers. Most importantly, her disappearance couldn’t possibly have brought me financial gain. That’s the first thing the police always look into, but in my case, money was out of the question. After all, what kind of fortune could a woman working for a cleaning company, called in for jobs by a phone call, possibly have?

So why would I kill her and hide the body?

But I did it!

Imagine this—I actually did it. And I managed to fool the New York detectives.

I did it because I’ve wanted to kill for a long time.

*****
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My dear Marie... We lived together for almost twelve years. Can it be said that there was love between us? Yes... yes, there was. I loved her. Of course, she loved me too. We were alike in temperament... And now it’s incredibly hard for me to talk about this. But the rest of my story will explain why I resolved to take her life.

I first saw Marie at a party hosted by my old high school friend, Frank Setter. Back then, she was stunning. The granddaughter of a French immigrant, she instantly sparked a subtle but powerful attraction in me. Petite, blonde, with a graceful figure. Her round face was adorned with sparkling green, cat-like eyes and artfully defined full lips.

I’m a cautious man, indecisive. Always afraid of making mistakes. Before doing anything, I’d weigh the pros and cons for ages. So, while I was mulling over how to approach Marie, other young men had already beaten me to it. That evening, I didn’t muster the courage to talk to her. I’m a coward... I admit it.

Some time passed after that evening. My initial feelings for Marie began to fade. But a chance encounter changed everything—it marked the beginning of our life together.

That day, I was having lunch with Frank at a McDonald’s. At some point, Marie walked into the restaurant with two friends. Frank invited them to join us at our table, and the conversation over lunch was light and cheerful. When we said our goodbyes, I finally overcame my hesitation and asked Marie if she’d like to meet up the next day. To my delight, she agreed without a moment’s hesitation.

After that meeting, things took their natural course. We grew accustomed to each other, and a few years later, we got married.

Yes, Marie was beautiful. What captivated me most about her were her eyes. True cat-like eyes. In a black dress, they shone especially brightly...
“You’re my black cat,” I used to tell her.
I remember a few times I even saw her in that form in my dreams. Back then, those dreams only amused me...

We settled in a small one-story house in the Bronx, in a two-bedroom apartment, and led an ordinary life, like most middle-class families in America. We didn’t have children. Our income wasn’t substantial, but it was enough to cover our basic wants and needs.

I worked as a mechanic in a small auto shop, as I still do. Marie changed jobs several times over the years: she was a waitress in a small restaurant, a saleswoman in a clothing store, and in her final years, she worked as a cleaner for a company on Manhattan. In her last days, she was cleaning offices in the Twin Towers...

Now, neither my dear Marie nor the Twin Towers are here anymore.

But the thought of killing her didn’t come to me right away. That horrific plan was the last of all the crimes I had ever imagined in my mind. Marie was the last person I wanted to kill...

*****
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Ever since I was in school, I thought about murder. The first on my list was my math teacher. I imagined showing up at his house one day and killing him. What I enjoyed most was choosing the method of the crime.

Reading countless detective novels and crime stories filled my mind with all sorts of murder techniques. Sitting at my school desk, I’d stare at the teacher and mentally rehearse every possible way to end his life. Here I’m slitting his throat, there I’m stabbing scissors into his temple, and now I’m blasting his head apart like a ripe watermelon with a double-barreled shotgun.

All these scenes existed only in my imagination, and they brought me pleasure. The teacher was a quiet man; he never clashed with me. All this madness was born in my head simply because I hated math.

Over time, my fantasies about murder methods grew more varied and elaborate. In my mind, I chose victims from all walks of life: peers, old people, random strangers. Gender didn’t matter. Sometimes the urge to kill came without any reason—just because I felt like it. For me, it turned into a game.

I became an actor playing the role of a killer, and it made me feel incredibly free. Why I enjoyed these thoughts so much, I couldn’t explain. But they brought me joy. The moment I imagined brutally disposing of someone particularly vile, my mood would instantly lift.

And yet, common sense always prevailed. I understood that murder was a crime. This realization kept me from turning my thoughts into reality. I managed to control my desires. I didn’t let the inner killer break free. And that brought me a strange sense of calm...

I proved to myself that I wasn’t a maniac. Not a psychopath. We know that psychopaths, when committing murder, act without fear of consequences. That trait belongs to animals. But to humans, the Creator gave something more—consciousness.

It’s this gift that allows a person to analyze their actions and make choices.
Take Mark Chapman, for example—the man who killed John Lennon. He planned his crime for years. He studied the musician’s routine, knew where he went, how he spent his evenings. He carefully chose a weapon—one that wouldn’t give his victim a chance to survive. Even the day, the hour, the place of the murder were selected so that no one who could stop him would be nearby—only Lennon’s wife, powerless to protect her husband. Chapman’s plan was nearly perfect. And he carried it out without the slightest difficulty.
At first glance, he seems like just a murderer. But there was one crucial detail. Chapman didn’t even try to escape. An ordinary criminal would have fled the scene immediately, destroyed evidence, melted into the crowd. Chapman didn’t think of that. He didn’t run, didn’t hide, didn’t resist. He simply stayed—to surrender to the police.

That’s what sets a psychopath apart. They don’t think about consequences. They think only of passion—of killing for the sake of killing.

But I’m not like that. I never was. Unlike a psychopath’s mind, mine always knew fear. Every time I thought about murder, I was terrified of the consequences. The electric chair or life in prison... And most of all—life in prison.

The thought of ending up in jail horrifies me. Being beaten, raped by cellmates... It’s inevitable. I wouldn’t be able to defend myself. I’m not strong. I’ve never been strong. I’ve always been a coward.

Who did I inherit this cowardice from? I don’t know. My parents didn’t seem like cowards. My father shot a drug dealer who cheated him and was gunned down by the police. My mother, after his death, worked the streets and was stabbed by a pimp. But I wasn’t like them.

And yet... I wanted to kill. I wanted to kill... but not fall into the hands of justice.

What was my only way out? I had to create the perfect plan.
One that would leave no traces. One that wouldn’t lead back to me.
Or better yet—one that would leave no traces at all.
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For years, I deeply contemplated how to commit the perfect murder. Any information on the subject fascinated me. I spent hours in the city library, studying books on solved and unsolved crimes.
How do you plan a murder? How do you create an alibi? How do you carry it out?
These questions constantly occupied my mind. My scientific approach led me to one conclusion: a murder consists of four key elements—the killer, the crime scene, the murder weapon, and the victim.

These elements are inextricably linked. If an experienced investigator thoroughly examines even one of them, they will inevitably uncover the others, piecing together the entire picture of the crime.

Thus, in my pursuit of perfection, I decided to meticulously plan each of these elements.

The killer—one of the four key components of the crime—is, without a doubt, me. The other three—the place where the body is hidden, the crime scene, and the murder weapon—could lead investigators to the killer, that is, to me. Therefore, before proceeding, I had to ensure that these three components would never fall into their hands. This triple safeguard became the foundation of my plan. If all conditions were executed with utmost precision, the likelihood of remaining uncaught approached one hundred percent—barring unforeseen accidents, of course.

In short, after the murder, the body must vanish without a trace, the crime scene must remain a mystery, and the murder weapon must never reach the police.

Let’s consider the first key factor: the victim is the most valuable source of information. They provide investigators with critical clues: the method of the crime, the identity of the killer, and the nature of the victim. If the crime scene and the location where the body is found are the same, the chances of quickly solving the case increase dramatically. By analyzing the place where the body was discovered and studying the circumstances of the murder, the investigation can reconstruct the events and develop theories about the killer’s identity and their connection to the victim.

From this, I drew an important conclusion: if the body is securely hidden, the victim’s identity might eventually be established, but everything else—the crime scene, the weapon, and the method of elimination—will remain a mystery.

If the body is hidden, that person will be considered not murdered but missing. The reasons for their disappearance could be tied to countless possibilities. Investigators might assume the person was killed or died in an accident. Alternatively, they could be alive, hiding somewhere—perhaps fleeing justice after committing a crime or simply choosing to cut ties with their family. It’s also possible they lost their memory due to trauma and are in a hospital under a different name. This multitude of theories greatly complicates the investigation, and typically, until the missing person is found, no single hypothesis takes precedence.

Thus, after the murder, I decided to hide the body. The corpse must not remain at the crime scene. With this in mind, I began searching for a suitable place to conceal it, and soon, I found one.

Not far from where we lived, in an old part of the neighborhood, stood an abandoned factory. A neglected road branched off the main highway, leading straight to the building. After the factory closed, the road became obsolete, turning into an overgrown path.

One night, I drove down that road in my car. I needed to check if the police patrolled the area. Confirming the path was clear, I parked near the factory. For a few minutes, I sat inside, as if hesitating to get
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