                                     STEEL AND LEAD

EXECUTION

    Jenny was already stripped, chained and cuffed. Her pubic hair was shaved off and the blindfold on. Led from her cell next to the execution chamber into the place where she was to be killed she was unsteady on her feet. Perhaps it was being blindfolded, perhaps it was fear. The floor was cold under her bare feet. The air smelled of disinfectant. She could hear and sense others there besides the two men holding her arms and guiding her steps. One of those unseen people was going to kill her and there was nothing she could do to stop it. She didn’t even know how she was to be killed, only that it would be very soon perhaps even within seconds. He could be standing behind her with a gun aimed at the back of her head and she would never know it even as he pulled the trigger. Maybe she would see a white flash as the bullet blew her brain apart, maybe she would feel the impact from the slug, maybe things would just stop existing for her as if a switch was opened. There could be a noose hanging just in front of her. Or a sword was waiting to sever her neck. Wires waiting to deliver a fatal jolt to her body. A jolt that would fry her brains and stop her heart. Her mind raced through these thoughts and others. Was this breath to be her last? Maybe the next or the one after that.

   She was stopped and turned around. A couple of steps backward brought her up against something cold and hard. The edge of a steel table maybe. Hands moved to change grips and before she could react she was lifted a little and sat upon the cold surface. Not steel though, maybe cement or stone. Hands lifted her legs while others forced her lay back. She recognized the position even before her feet were locked into the stirrups. A stone examine table but with the extra straps that quickly prevented any movement from her. 

    Maybe they were going to plug her ass and piss hole so she wouldn’t make a mess when she died. They did that to people, right? Something on squeaky wheels was rolled close to her down there. Some fumbling sounds. Then something round and cold entering her pussy. Something that felt about the same size as her only lover’s hard-on. Cold, round, and smooth. It wiggled some as there were more odd noises from between her legs. Finally they seemed happy with whatever they were doing and everything grew quiet. The only noises were her own breathing and the pounding of her heart. Then a voice. “ Jennifer Johnston you have been found guilty on a capitol charge, sentenced to death, exhausted all appeals, and has had your death ordered for this day.  By the power vested in me by the merciful government of our great country I will not carry out that sentence. May the Lord have mercy on your soul.  The only mercy for you here is a quick death instead of the long painful one you have earned. Prepare yourself, it is time.”

    She sucked in a deep breath as a few metallic clicks came from between her legs. She was going to die any second. The thing stick inside her wiggled a tiny bit. Another louder click and with a roar the world ended. There was just time for her to feel her guts explode and to feel that last breath being driven from her lungs. Then nothing.

    Her killer nodded in satisfaction as her slender body gave one large jump against the straps. He thought he had seen her belly swell for just a split second as the shotgun charge exploded into her. He knew without looking that the speeding pellets had shredded her inside, each pellet doing its own little bit toward killing her. Doing its own damage but even more damaging was the hot expanding gasses that followed in the path of each pellet. Spreading the pathways, ripping the tissue, blasting to Jell-O the organs that supported life. Inside she was now pulp from her crotch to her shoulders. He watched as the red mist expelled from her mouth by the blast settled slowly onto her skin. Already the opening around the gun barrel was leaking red goo. 

    “ I must look at her file” he though as he looked at her corpse for the last time. “ Just what did such a pretty fifteen year old girl do to earn a death like this?”  He turned away, there was a lot to do before the next one. Busy, busy, busy.  

