                                      FINAL PAYMENT

Suicide by hanging

    How did I get here? Look at me. I’m standing on a ladder in an old barn. There’s a rope knotted around my neck with the other end tied around the big beam that holds the roof up. I am naked and lone. I am here to die. 

    How did it come to this? I guess it started when I was seven. Uncle Fred used to watch me two afternoons a week. He would remove my clothes and have me sit on his lap while he was wearing just a pair of nylon shorts. He would kiss me and make me slit back and forth on top of the bulge in his shorts until he would start jerking and I would feel a wetness in my crotch. We would clean up and he’d give me a dollar for being such a good girl. I understood that if I ever told anyone how I earned that dollar the world would end and I would be sent away to a place where they sent little girls that couldn’t keep secrets. So i told everyone that I helped clean the house and nothing was ever said. That ended when I was ten and Uncle Fred died. Heart attack I think. 

    When I was eleven Carl and Johnny [next door kid and my older brother] built a tree fort back in the woods. Of course I wanted to be allowed to play in it but in order to do so they made me lick and suck their things every time I wanted to play back there. I of course new this too was a always keep secret and I did always keep it. Of course boys being boys they wanted more and they got it. By thirteen I was a pretty good piece of ass. This ended when the boys got too old for tree forts and found other girls to screw although John did screw me from time to time afterwards. I was thirteen when the boys started to leave me alone and it was also the year I was raped by Mom’s latest boyfriend. Another secret to keep. Several times. 

     It was the day after my sixteenth birthday that the whole football team screwed me after the big game. I was a little drunk and nobody listened when I tried to stop them. I became very popular after that although only after school. During school nobody seemed to want me around. 

    I went for a ride with some guy I met on his Harley. I was seventeen when the whole chapter of bikers made me pull a train. I was fucked in every place I had way too many times to count and I ended up with a case of the clap. I hung around with them for a few months but when a couple of the other women started to threaten me I split. 

    The summer I graduated I was kidnapped, raped, tortured, and almost killed by these two guys. It was a rough three weeks before I got away. They gave me HIV. 

    You know what’s really sad? All that sex and not once did I ever feel anything except something poking me followed by a flood. That’s it, just something sliding in and out, no fireworks, no good feelings, and not even a tingle. So I figured what the hell, I’m going to die from AIDS anyway so why stick around so somebody else can stick his dick in me. Enough. 

    I can see the sun out the broken window and I wonder what will happen to my body. I hope this barn is remote enough that by the time somebody finds me I’ll be too far gone for even the most confirmed necro lover to be gagged. With my luck though there’s some creep watching me and he’ll get to use me anyway. Oh well at least I won’t notice. Here goes.

    Damn that hurt when the rope pulled tight. I had hoped it would break my neck but as usual my luck stinks. Oh shit the rope has twisted around under my chin and I can still breathe a little. How long is this going to take anyway? Shit I can’t even kill myself right. I must have done something to deserve this shitty luck. I can’t get the rope around where it belongs. I’m just going to have to hang here until I die of thirst or something. Where’s that damn necro guy anyway?

    What the hell? There’s a weird feeling down there in my cunt. Feels kind of warm and wet, did I piss myself? I’ve heard people do that when they die but I’m not dead although its getting harder to breathe every minute. My whole belly feels all tingly and nervous. My nipples are hard too and feel real tender. Shit its getting hard to inhale, maybe I’m starting to hang to death. To my amazement my legs are kicking. When did they start that?  It feels good as my pussy lips rub together. My cunt is burning and clenching, my tits are flopping around as I twist and turn fighting for air. The burning in my guts is getting hotter and I can feel liquid running down my legs. My vision is getting blurred and dark around the edges. My arms are too heavy to lift but I find the strength to feel my nipples and to explore the heat in my pussy. There’s a constant stream of slippery juice running out of me. As things get darker I remember a girl once telling me about how wet she got just before she climaxed. Is it possible that I’m going have my very first orgasm just as I die. Sure looks like it. I manage to touch my clit and for the very first time my touch is rewarded by a blast of intense pleasure. Goddamn I’m cumming. 

    I’m blind now and the pressure of the rope seals off my throat but the blast of my first orgasm lights my body in rainbow colors. I can no longer move anything but the waves of pleasure continue to run through my guts. There’s a roaring in my ears that has a loud drumbeat to it, is that my dying heart I hear. The climax is fading as the blackness rises to claim me. I had to die to get my first orgasm and it was a fair trade. Its over and I surrender to the night. Goodbye cruel world, goodbye.

