                                               RULING

    The imam left the house and I was left to carry out his orders. My mother and sisters looked at me with eyes filled with tears and fear. In truth mine were also wet. I had been given a horrible task. I have two sisters, one just eight and the other fourteen. I am now sixteen and with the death of the family am now the man of the family so the task falls to me. The older had been caught with a boy. Not only a boy but a jewish boy. They had been kissing and his hand was inside her robe when they were caught. If it had been just some normal person perhaps she would have been only beaten but it was elder Sharrif that caught them so the matter was taken to the junga of elders. Imam Jareef brought their decision to us and I was to be the one to carry it out. We had no choice. The honor of both the village and my family were at stake. If we did nothing we all would suffer. 

    Sara was dressed in a loose robe with nothing under it. Her face was veiled as I led her to the place I had been told about. It was a small courtyard behind a goat shed past the edge of the town. There I found a grave already dug and a head high post set in the ground. Nearby were a pair of prayer mats and a sleeping pallet. We both knelt in prayer as was proper. Once done I removed her robe and my clothes. She was beautiful as she stood before me. I had often seen hints of what was under her clothes but never before had I dreamed of her perfection. She had green eyes and black hair. Her breasts were still forming but were still perfect to my eyes. Lowering my gaze I was thrilled by her belly with its wonderful navel. Below that were her mound and its thin covering of dark hair. Her legs were long and slender ending in small feet with short toes. By the ruling of the junga her body would be mine. You see virgins go straight to heaven. Her actions with a Jew were so serious that the junga felt she should not die a virgin yet they were unwilling to force her to lie with just any man. So as the head of the household I was ordered to deflower her. 

    We went to the pallet and I arranged her on her back. She was trembling and tears were wetting her cheeks as I looked at her. There were two ways to proceed. I could just fall on her and take her with no thought for her feelings of comfort of I could take my time and try to make love to her. It was no decision at all. She was my sister and I would not hurt her any more that I had to. 

    We kissed as I explored her body wit my hands. She willingly spread her legs at the touch of my fingers on her mound. She knew what I wished and was able to respond instead of just lying there. She was being very brave. She too knew there were only two ways but I doubt she realized that the imam was watching us. I knew he was behind the goat-shed wall peering through a knothole. Perhaps not a dignified thing for a imam to do but necessary to ensure the orders were carried out. 

    She helped me prepare myself for I was having trouble. She was my sister and I kept thinking of what was to follow out joining. The feel of her bare skin and her warmth soon had me ready. I had heard about pleasing a woman with your mouth and I thought it might make it easier when the time came for me to enter her. I placed my face between her thighs and looked at her slit. She was freshly bathed but I could smell her musky scent. I opened her lips and gently ran my tongue between them. The taste was something I cannot describe but it was wonderful. As I used my tongue and fingers to work her open I could feel her relaxing under me. I was her big brother and I would protect her as I always had, she trusted me. My fingers felt the barrier inside her. I thought about trying to open it but a man’s member is the proper tool for that job so I did not. When she was as wet and relaxed as I thought she would get I slid up her body. Stopping to kiss and fondle her wonderful breasts on the way to her mouth. As we kissed I positioned myself at her entrance. She moved and spread her legs. When her knees were high in the air I pushed gently into her. 

    When I ran into her hymen she tensed but I just pulled back and used short strokes until she relaxed once more. It was so wonderful to be inside her that I almost forgot everything else. With a sudden push opened the way to her depths. She gave a small squeal of surprise and pain as the way was torn open. Within seconds I was buried as deep as I could go and my pleasure was multiplied many fold. She was still allowing me to take my pleasure without any resistance from her and in fact she was trying to move such as to increase it. Finally it was too much and I spurted my seed deeply into her. We lay tightly together until I stopped spraying and fell out of her warmth. We both were now crying because of what we must now do. 

    I led her to the post. Alongside of it was a small box for her to stand on. Once she was on it I passed the rope around her thin neck and through the two holes in the post. Once the rope was snug around her throat I tied it in a tight knot that wouldn’t slip. Her hands were tied behind her back. She was crying freely and begging me but my duty was clear. A last kiss and the box was kicked out from under her feet. I later found out I had in my ignorance failed her badly. Like a fool I had not crossed the rope behind her neck before running it through the holes. This allowed her to twist and turn as she hung and by doing so she was able to breathe some. Had I done it right her air would have been cut off no matter what she did. The result was that instead of strangling to death within a minute or two it took her a long time to die. I was forced to watch as her slender body kicked and twisted. Her face was contorted with her agony. My ears were filled with raspy sounds and whistles as her lungs tried desperately to get the life-giving air they needed so badly. I wanted to turn away or better yet run away but I could not. Part of it was the need to stay with her until the end but another part of me was thrilled by what I was seeing. To my shame my member was growing hard as I watched her struggles. Somehow it was even more thrilling than the union I had just shared with her. It was all I could do not to stand on the box and enter while she was being killed. The only reason I did not was the eye behind the knothole. 

    Finally she slowed and went limp. Her piss wet the ground below her as she died. I allowed her to hang for one hour before I cut the rope and rolled the body of my sister into her unmarked grave and covered her up with dirt. She would have the goats to keep her company. I knelt in prayer and asked Allah to be good to her and for him to forgive my excitement as I watched her strangle. 

    Allah has his will as always. I never got over the thrill of killing my sister. The imam took a hand and sent me to the pasha. It was clear that Allah had plans for me for the pasha made me his executioner and I have held that post for two hands of years now. Allah’s blessings upon me have allowed me to relive the thrill of my sister’s killing many times and with his blessings many more. 

    Now young one are you ready to meet your death?

