
LOST in DARKNESS (Part 3) By D.E. 

*The Beast Returns*

The whole week I scanned the local and surrounding 
area papers, looking for anything, inwardly praying 
I'd find nothing. It wasn't til the following weekend 
when a female companion told me I'd hit a deer after 
dropping her girl friend off. You would think that 
should have rung a bell with me. Even my blackouts 
didn't phase me. After all, I reasoned, I wasn't 
drinking every night. I didn't have a problem.

During my internet escapades I stumbled upon 
various peer to peer programs and black web search 
programs. Once I had faster connection speeds I 
discovered how to tweak my system for faster 
downloading while protecting myself for any pirated 
uploading.

When I think back on it now, it was like watching a 
car crash. I was fascinated, consumed by the things 
I found. Videos of accidents, It wasn't that I got 
enjoyment out of the fact someone got hurt or even 
killed, it was the extreme act of the accident itself.

It was the same thing for me with the things I found 
on the net. Believe it or not it was not the eroticism 
of what I found, but was the extremes of everything 
involved.



The "normal" act of sex for example was not what I 
searched for, it was the bizarre, the out of ordinary, 
exceptional things I hunted for and the more I found 
the more I searched, the domino effect.

Me and a guy I once knew would compare the things 
we found, placing bets on who could out do the 
other. I've seen everything you can think of, not just 
sexual things, the bets were no limit extremes, 
murders, violent robberies, suicides, car wrecks and 
every form of pornography imaginable (or so I 
thought). Again, I was in continual search and 
download mode on 3 different search engines 
running 24/7.

*The Beginning of The End*

I can't rememeber the first time I'd heard about it, but 
I do know it was on the news how someone was 
caught downloading child pornography on the net.

No way! I thought, are you kidding me? I'd seen 
every kind of porn there was, I mean everything, 
there is no friggin way what I heard was real, it had 
to be fake, some kind of prop or something.

So me being who and how I was changed my 
search parameters and what I found destryed my life 
(and alot of the peoples lives who knew me) forever.



I'd never seen anything like what I found in my life, 
just like watching a car wreck and again as I said 
before the more I found the more I searched. 
Mentally I was spiralling out of control.

The night before my sons 8th birthday I went to a 
mandatory overnight Christmas party, meaning if you 
came you had to stay the night. Everyone had to 
turn their keys in and no one could leave once they 
were inside.

Well me being the 'genius' I was had an extra set 
under the bumper. I remember wondering (while I 
was surrounded by everyone at the party) what all 
the search engines were picking up and what was 
downloaded.

So...after most everyone had fallen asleep or 
passed out (which is the same thing right? which is 
what I used to think.) I got into my truck and 
attempted to drive home. Keep in mind I'd almost 
killed myself just 6 years prior basically doing the 
same crap.

At some point (which I do not remember) I pulled 
over into the emergency lane, stopped and literally 
passed out with my head on the steering wheel. All I 
can remember is hearing the 'tap, tap, tap,' of the 
state troopers flash light on the driver side window.



I guess he had asked me to do some field sobriety 
test and from what he said in court I had asked him 
"whats the point," got out of my truck, staggered 
back to his cruiser, opened the door and sat down in 
the back seat.

I was arrested at 4:45AM and thrown into a drunk 
tank for the night.

No words can describe the absolute loathing I felt for 
myself when they released me the next morning. As 
I walked home (over 4 miles) I thought of my sons 
b.day party, having to face my mom, dad brothers, 
the community. Busted AGAIN for drinking?!?!

The shame continued when I had to call my mother-
in-law (who hated me) to see if she would pick me 
up and take me to an ice skating rink for my sons 
8th birthday party. I just had to be there, no way I 
was going to disappoint my son and daughter by not 
showing up, its all we'd talked about for weeks.

I looked like hell, up all night in a drunk tank, no 
doubt smelling even worse than I looked, everyone 
looking at me with disgust in the eyes. I absolutely 
hated myself, just one more thing I will never forgive 
myself for.



So, what does an addict do when he's home alone 
without a license and a fast internet connection? 
Answer: Rides his bicycle four and a half miles to the 
state store to get his Crown Royal and surf the black 
web till he passes out.

I was online literally all the time when I didn't have 
my kids, finding more and more things I knew would 
land me in prison if I was caught, constantly thinking 
I was alright, after all I wasn't uploading anything. 
(rationalizing is another thing addicts are great at).

I ended up finding chat rooms where I could talk with 
others with the same debaucherous mindset. In my 
opinion pornography is an addiction that attacks the 
mind like a drug. It destroys personal morality and 
mentally blocks you away from healthy relationships, 
legal in one sense with a very slippery edge to the 
extreme and illegal.

During this time for the most part I was living a 
solitude life other than my court appointed visitations 
with my kids, being a good dad with them but a 
terrible dad without them.

Eventually I got my license back and became deeply 
involved with my kids activities. I coached every 
sport they were in, baseball, basketball, football, 
soccer, even swimming, even volunteering at the 



YMCA. Outwardly I appeared to have changed to 
everyone, even my ex mother-in-law was impressed, 
looking like an angel on the outside but looking at 
and imagining what he devil loves on the inside.

(To Be Continued)


