The time I got arrested
One day I decided to go to a dance club called “The Evil Leprechaun’s evil magic Dog”. On my way there I encountered a hooker named Zelda Boobsalot. Being the inquisitive type I immediately asked, “Will you pull my finger?” She quickly replied with “Fuck off!” and gave me a dirty look. Now my feelings were a little hurt, but I didn’t want to be rude so I didn’t say anything. I just went home, grabbed a ratchet, came back, hit her in the head, and ate her brains. I know you’re not supposed to eat people’s brains, it was my first time. I just saw them on the concrete, all bloody and gooey. I just couldn’t resist the temptation. I put her body in the trunk of the mayor’s car and I put one of his election pins on her. Then I called the cops and told them that “I saw the mayor hit a hooker in the head with a ratchet when she refused to pull his finger and then I ate her brains and put her dead body in his trunk as evidence of what he had done”. And then I told them about the time that “I bit the heads off a bunch of kittens and then sewed the heads of puppies onto their bodies and threw them at people’s windshields as they drove under the bridge I was standing on, and there was this one convertible where I threw a really bloody one down this girl’s shirt and it was sweet.” Then the cops came asking about the hooker, and they wanted to arrest me. I said “no”. They said “yes”. I said “no”. They said “yes”. I said “no”. They said “yes”. I said, “blow me”. They said “yes”. I said, “Ha tricked you!” Then they beat the crap out of me. But I let them beat me up, so it’s okay.

I woke up in jail. I didn’t like jail very much but I made lots of new friends. There was this one guy named Pimpmaster Deeds who offered me a job working the street. I told him to fuckoff. And then he did. It was pretty gross. And then he wouldn’t stop. I said “Hey stop” and then he said “no”. So I went to sleep. When I woke up I found that I had been nasally raped. It was really gross. Then a guard came to get me. He said, “Okay buddy, let’s go.” I said “where to?” He said “To your trial.” I said “but I didn’t get my one phone call.” He said, “I don’t give a shit.” So then I blew my nose on his shirt. He was really pissed off. Then I laughed.

My trial was pretty neat. There were like five people there. It’s not like television. The judge was a hot red headed chick. The judge asked me “How do you plead?” then I said, “What the fuck does plead mean?” then I gave her the finger. Then I whipped it out when the judge wasn’t looking. When I was on the stand I got asked a bunch of questions. They asked, “Did you kill the hooker?” I said, “What’s a hooker?” They said “Don’t play dumb with me.” I said, “What’s a what?” They said “What?” Then I said “Exactly.”

They asked me for an explanation for my actions and I told them “It was because of a bucket of chicken.” Then they’re all like “What the fuck are you talking about dude?” So I gave them the low down…

It’s really the fault of my evil twin brother’s evil clone’s evil twin’s clone’s evil pet cat’s evil twin brother’s evil clone’s evil owner’s evil bucket of evil chicken from an evil fast food restaurant is full of evil fried evil chicken that contains sodium benzoate (which is also evil). Sodium benzoate (especially evil sodium benzoate) causes irrational behavior including paranoia, Satanism, aggression, confusion, attention deficit disorder, hallucinations, foamy diarrhea, and a craving for raw brains. Now I didn’t eat this chicken, as you might be expecting, oh no my friends. It was Ghettobooty the homework robot that I made in grade six who stole the wallet of a man named Bernie Whatchachuck who’s wallet happened to contain a winning lottery ticket. The lottery ticket wasn’t for a normal lottery, oh no my friends, when I cashed it in I was surprised when I found out that the lottery was a big scam. All winners of the lottery never get their money. I was thrown in a tiny cellar and forced to wear weird leather clothes. They called be “The Gimp.” We had some laughs, but eventually I escaped, sacrificed my captors to myself. That’s right all that time in the cellar gave me time to think, and I made up my own religion in which I worship myself. It’s similar to Satanism, but involves me instead of Satan. After escaping I started a cult. I have roughly sixty five thousand members around the world and they worship me through my occult website. Being a famous religious figure leads to a lot of unusual attention. People would send me things and just start bowing at me if the saw me in Wal-Mart. I went to see the dahlia llama to find out how he deals with it. He told me to suck it up and stop being a pussy. So I put a roll of quarters in my hand and punched that idgit out cold. Then his posse of super ninjas attacked me. I ran away, but they have been following me ever since, attacking me at every turn. I haven’t slept in six years. And at every attack I become stronger. Do to my being worshipped by people around the world, for some odd reason I think that their collective mental energies have been developing within me and giving me supernatural powers. But to allow my body to contain these powers I must condition my body just right or else it will explode in a powerful eruption of green boogers and protoplasm. So I have to drink three liters of gravy a day. And one day when I was in KFC to buy my normal bucket of gravy I saw the mayor, eating chicken with my evil twin brother’s evil clone’s evil twin’s clone’s evil pet cat’s evil twin brother’s evil clone’s evil owner!

Now they didn’t believe my whole occult story but the mayor was found to have eaten chicken and is now in an asylum for the criminally insane and I’m off the hook. And on top of that the cops who I tricked legally did have to blow me. And that was pretty cool.

