The following story is a purely fictional account. Any relationship to any real person living or dead is absolutely coincidental. The narrative deals with torture and slaughter of innocent human beings. The author in no way condones or promotes such acts. This is the world of fantasy and fiction where the hidden corners of the psyche may be explored. The author believes that exploring such subject matter in this realm keeps it from ever needing to be explored, and much less fulfilled, in real life. There is violence in all of us. Otherwise there would be no crime, no war, no

destruction. We must acknowledge the beast inside of us if we are to tame it. To ignore it and repress it is to invoke its appearance in our midst. 



A special note of caution. Those of you who may consider making such fantasies as are invoked here a reality should certainly seek psychiatric help or counseling.



This material should not be read by anyone under the age of eighteen.







					Cori’s Gift





Prologue



	“You said no limits, right? Is that what you said, bitch?”

	Master’s eyes drilled her intently.

	She was naked, black leather slave collar around her neck, the chain clipped to the collar’s ‘o’ ring dangling down between her small, ring-pierced, pink-nippled, tattooed tits, arms pulled back, her hands cuffed behind her.

	“I heard you right didn’t I?”

	Her cunt drooled - drooled with need, hot and wet for Him.

	She nodded tentatively, looked up, her big hoop ear rings dancing, emerald eyes dripping tears down her gaunt cheeks, her face, like her pussy, dewy, moist,

flushed.

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“We just want to be clear on this, scumbag. We want to be sure you know what the fuck you’re in for.”

	Her hair was dyed blonde - a intensely sleazy bleached shade of blonde - it was cut short, to the nape of her long neck and it hung in fine straight strands.  The words etched on her chest garishly proclaimed her newly acquired status.	

	‘Slut’ emblazoned garishly over one tit, ‘Pig’ on the other.

	She did not look up at Master but hung her stupid bleach-blonde head submissively, red-lipped mouth slightly downturned.

	Stupid young bitch, meat for the killers.

	The five men stood around her, naked, jerking off with slow languid strokes, in a tight circle.

	His friends.

	They had short lead-tipped dogwhips in their free hands.

	Two of the men wore black hoods.  The others had seriously intense faces. One was a bald man with a monstrously huge battering ram cock.

	She caught her breath, controlled the urge to sob and spoke deferentially.

	“I know what it means, Sir. No limits. I belong to you and your friends now.

I’m here for your pleasure.”

	“On your knees, scumbag. We’re gonna take turns fuckin’ your dumb face first. Knock yourself out. Show us how much you love us.”

	The men laughed darkly.

















1.

	Love.

	It would start with love, at least from her perspective, and it would end that way.

	That’s how it always was with young dumb cunts like Cori.

	He saw it as nothing but opportunity.  He was a predator, well schooled in the art of seducing young girls. Choosing the most likely candidates and seducing them. Using them. Breaking them. Killing them. He was an expert. A true bitchmaster. He’d been doing it for years, even before medical school. And he knew

he’d be doing it until he signed out.

	Cori was only sixteen.

	Small breasted, not very street-smart.

	Didn’t even know how to walk properly in the white high heel sandals she was wearing that first night. But beautiful. Blonde and gorgeous.  With a kind of opaque expression on her face - trying hard to be cool though underneath she was as innocent and impressionable as they come.

	He knew how to pick ‘em. And how to work ‘em. Just the right shit to say.

He worked her from the minute he met her at Tavern West. Her dangling ear-ring pendants had caught his eye - cheap, tasteless K-Mart trinkets. She wasn’t supposed to be there.  He could see that on her face. She was trying to be naughty but she really wasn’t very good at it.

	Tavern West was a lowlife singles place he sometimes prowled for meat.  It was the kind of place that was safely anonymous and it was frequented by a lot of the girls at Dover Wells State College a mile down the road or the high school in town, girls, who, like Cori, liked to be ‘bad’ now and then, liked to explore what all that was about without their parents’ consent.  Only Cori wasn’t gonna get away with it like the others. This little high school junior was going to pay a very high price for her little slumming expedition.

	He moved in.

	It took him less than an hour of conversation and a couple of shots of tequila,

before his hands were moving up her warm slender thighs under the table, up under her short dress. She smiled, responded sensually to his touch. He stroked her, whispering dirty words in her ear while the club music thundered around them, watching her cheeks blush as she smiled and tried to avoid his eyes, goose pimples coming up on her bare arms and legs - it didn’t take him long to get the stupid young bitch in one of the stalls in the men’s bathroom.

	Yeah. Cori was a fucking natural.

	But he’d suspected that. He had an eye for it.  He’d known from the way she moved and spoke, from the short blue dress and white high heels she wore, from the frosty lipstick, and from her cheap girlish perfume, from her short straight hair, and from her blue-glazed finger and toe nails - and unquestionably from those stupid little K-Mart baubles dangling on her ears.

	But it was mostly her dark green eyes that gave her away.

	She was a little girl trying to act all grown up - a lost little girl.

	Hell, she still had babyfat on her cheeks.

	He liked lost little girls.  He knew just where to lead them. He knew how to talk to them, knew the words they needed to hear. He knew how to touch them, how and where to put his hands on them to guide them toward what he wanted. They were like moist clay for him to mold.

	Like a lot of his victims she was probably ignored at home by apathetic or neglectful parents so caught up in themselves they had no clue as to what could be happening in their child’s life.  She was starved for love and attention and driven by the fresh heat of hormones, lulled by the mindless droning of pop music and the glossy fantasy of movies and television.

	With a young slut like Cori he knew his approach would not fail and

when he gripped her warm blonde head and slid his cock into her warm silky

mouth her eyes smiled up at him, welcomed him.

	“Oh yeahh,” he growled. “That’s real nice, honey.”

	She sat on the piss-smeared vynl seat, her chunky handful boobs bobbing in the low cut dress as she tried to choke herself on his meat, leaning forward, her high heels cocked against the sides of the toilet.

	It was undeniable that she’d had some experience.  She definitely knew how to suck cock.  She knew all the right moves.

	Earlier, at the table, she’d told him she loved S&M.  Her previous boyfriend had broken her into that, drawn her submissive nature into the open.  Paved the

way, so to speak.

	“I love to be used,” she’d told him. “To be - uhm - owned.”

	“Really?”

	 His fingers had continued to gently probe under the edges of her panties. 

	Maybe there was a little more to this puppy than just the average neglect and apathy.  A bit of incestuous business maybe. Some childhood trauma.  That would make her an even better candidate for his extended exploration.

	He’d watched her bite her lower lip and smile invitingly.

	She has no fucking clue about what she’s getting herself into, he’d thought to himself. But she’ll learn. He sensed a strength in her.  She would bear up well under

a prolonged assault.

	Now in the restroom stall he wanted, just for the hell of it, to see just how far the little blonde bitch would be willing to go and he said:

	“Get on your knees and lick the floor.”

	She looked up at him breathing fast, his cock dangling in front of her face,

her smile gone, the little silvery hearts on her ear lobes swinging back and forth out of sync with each other. If she didn’t have what it took this moment would end it. 	There was only the slightest hesitation and then wordlessly, she sank down to her knees on the dirty linoleum and bent down to do his bidding.

	He stroked himself and watched her lap at the smears and pissdrips in front of the bowl and he made her lick the bowl itself, all around the rim guiding her head by her hair. 

	“That’s right, sweetheart - good girl - all the way around for me. Get it nice and shiny.” 

	When she started to gag he made her rub her pretty face on the ground in front of the toilet between his hiking boots enjoying her abject submission. 

	The little whore was amazing. One of the best he’d come across. As she pushed her cheek to the floor she looked up at him as if seeking approval.

	Eventually he pulled her up by her hair back to his cock and he fucked her smudged-up face for a while, rubbed his cock on her dirty cheeks and smeared her lipstick and mascara then he pushed deep down her throat throttling her and pinching her nose shut.  

	She drew her hands against her sides and did not fight him.

	He liked that. Submission was definitely on this little pig’s program card. She was his kind of girl alright. His kind of girl all the way.

	She had a row of tiny rings pierced through the upper half of the shell of her right ear.  They twinkled as he face-fucked her and the little silver heart pendants danced against her shoulders.

	Men shuffled in and out of the restroom and he soon realized that, given the

speedy developments between him and this trashy young pig, he was going to require more privacy.

	“You’re coming home with me right now,” he told her, his cock still in her

throat, his fingers still pinching her cute nose. With his other hand he tugged on one dangling heart earring playfully. She looked up at him redfaced, her eyes already blank and servile. She was ready to begin her journey.  There was no sense in drawing out her initial seduction any further.

	Slowly he withdrew his frosted-lipstick-coated prick and stuffed it back in his pants.

	“Yes, sir,” she gasped as he released her.

	He sneered contemptuously and walked out into the club. 

	She followed. She drew curious looks from other men as she stepped out of the john wiping her face with the back of her hand and moving meekly through the crowded bar out to the parking lot staying a step or two behind him, her hair and makeup in disarray, a tiny stream of drool oozing down her chin.

	Oh yeah. Cori was one fucking amazing natural alright. Ready and eager.

	He was gonna have lots of fun with this little Tavern West neophyte. He was going to take her as far as she could go.

	“Take your panties off,” he told her as he leaned against the driver side door of his BMW.

	“Here?” she asked.

	“You heard me.”

	She obeyed matter-of-factly leaning down awkwardly to do as he asked.  The little heart earrings caught a glimmer of nearby streetlights.

	“Turn around,” he ordered.

	He took the police handcuffs from his jacket pocket and pinned her wrists behind her, trapping them in the metal rings, taking the soft garment she’d just peeled down her legs from her small long-nailed hand.

	“Am I under arrest?” she joked.  The little slut was fearless.

	“Shut up, smartass,” he said tersely. “Don’t speak unless spoken to.”

	He walked her around to the back of the car and unlocked the trunk. He pushed her toward it.

	“Get in there,” he whispered hoarsely.

	She teetered on her white high heel sandals - looked stupidly back and forth from him to the open trunk as if expecting him to change his mind - then silently turned, swung one leg into the dark space and slid clumsily into the car.

	What was the expression Ted Bundy had used about the women he’d killed?

	Baggage. Used baggage.

	That’s all this sixteen year old cunt was. That’s all she would ever be.

	Used fuckin’ baggage.

	“Good girl,” he said softly as she lay in the narrow space on top of the spare

tire, her short blue dress hiked up to her hips and off one shoulder.  He reached

down and probed her young pussy finding her hot and moist, her shaved bare muff smooth to the touch.

	“What’s your fuckin’ name again, bitch?”

	“Cori,” she moaned. “Cori Massey.”

	“You’re in for the night of your fuckin’ life, Cori Massey,” he told her and he pushed the silky panties she’d given him right into her pretty mouth.

	“Ghhmm,” she moaned.

	Headlights swung by.  He heard voices nearby in the parking lot. Laughter.

	But no one saw.  No one noticed. No one around the sleazy club ever did.

	 And after a few moments he slammed the trunk lid shut and drove away with her.



						~

	

	She still had her panties stuffed between her lips as she stood naked in his carport, under the buzzing fluorescent lamp still in her white high heels, so pretty, handcuffed, arms pulled behind her, her blue dress on the floor around her ankles.  He’d hauled her out of the trunk after the garage door had slid shut and he’d unclasped then unzipped the skimpy garment letting it slide off her.

	When he slapped her the first thing he saw in her eyes was anger.  That was natural. It was the expected reaction.

	“No, no, no,” he told her firmly. “I don’t want to see that when I hit you.

Understand?”

	She glared at him.  He stared back coldly until her expression softened.

	“I want to see acceptance,” he told her. “Acceptance, you hear me?”

	She nodded, huffing for breath, nostrils flaring. The little silver heart pendants

danced. The tiny rings glinted.

	“That’s what this is all about, sweetie - acceptance. I give. You take. Get it? Otherwise I’ll send you home right now.”

	She nodded tersely.  He knew damned well she didn’t want to go home. Deep inside she wanted what he had for her.

	“I’m gonna hit you again now.  Are you ready for it?”

	She nodded again, still looking at him, confusion in her eyes, not ready at all.

	He reached into her mouth and slowly pulled out the spit-soaked, cunt-scented panties.

	Then he slapped her again and harder.

	“Oww!” she cried.

	For a brief moment there was anger again but then it was gone.

	So pretty, he thought. So goddamn pretty.

	But so incredibly vacant.

	He smiled. This girl was a vacancy in need of filling. And he was gonna fill her all the way.

	In the dim glow of the single bulb her young blue eyes glimmered wetly then

locked longingly with his.

	“Do you like to hit me?” she asked softly. 

	“Yes, bitch. I do.”

	“Then - hit me again. Please.”

	Not bad, he thought.

	He didn’t hesitate to comply.

	The blow swung her face to one side but when she turned back there was

nothing in her teary eyes but what he wanted from her.

	“That’s better,” he snarled.  “Much better you stupid cunt.”

	And he slapped her again - still harder - getting a choked whimper from her before stuffing the panties back into her mouth and pulling her by one wrist up the steps to the doorway that led into the house.



						~







	“First thing you’re gonna learn is that I own you. You’re my meat. I am

your God.  Nothing else in your life matters. Only my pleasure.”

	He had her in the kitchen kneeling on two chairs.  He’d placed the chairs

apart and made her climb up on them, one knee on each chair seat.  Then

he’d pulled the chairs even further apart so that she teettered on them spread-legged, panty-gagged, still wearing her white high heels, her arms still handcuffed behind her,

	She had a beautiful ass, full and creamy and he wanted to mark it - to establish immediate ownership over it.

	Marking his teenage whores was always the first urgent priority for him.

	He unbuckled his belt and slipped it off.

	She heard the slither of leather against cloth and looked back over her shoulder.

	“No need to eyeball me, slut. I won’t be far away. Keep your fuckin’ face forward.  Keep your eyes on the floor in front of you.”

	She turned submissively away and waited on him.

	She heard the loud whoosh of the thick belt and then the sharp dry

smack against her left buttock.  She gave out a muffled cry in response to this first blow and her legs kicked up but she managed to keep her balance.

	“Keep your hands out of the way,” he instructed and she raised them

obediently, clenched them together as he hauled back and swung the belt viciously across her creamy assglobes.  Her high-heel-shod feet wiggled.

	“This is just a little warmup, bitch,” he growled and smacked the belt

harshly across the backs of her thighs.

	“Ugggh!” she grunted.  The chairs rattled against the tiled floor as she bounced.

	“Just a simple little warmup.”

	He swung again hard across both her asscheeks.

	Again the chairs rattled.

	“Remember - acceptance - acceptance is what it’s all about. Learn to love the pain I give you.”

	He went to her and pulled the chairs apart another couple of inches.

	“Uhg -” she uttered, huffing as her thigh muscles strained apart.  Cori had briefly joined the cheerleader squad at school, although she didn’t take it too seriously and had dropped it after a couple of months. She was somewhat athletic and a good dancer. Because of that and because she’d spent some time on the track team her long legs were shapely and strong.  

	He knew those legs could take plenty of punishment, and he was gonna make sure they got it.

	She looked up at him as if expecting pity.

	Instead he grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back to look down

into her face.

	“Don’t you fall offa there, you hear me?”

	She’d never been slapped or spanked or struck with a belt.  Her boyfriend Tim had tied her up once, with some old rag-strips, and he’d fucked her. Clearly, she now realized, she was just a beginner.  And yet her heart was beating fast, pounding in her temples and her cunt was sopping wet.  Something about the

way this man treated her, the way he spoke to her absolutely destroyed her inside.

He went right to her core.

	He let her go and stepped back behind her.

	He waited and watched her.  This young pig was going please him deeply.

He sensed it.  She was going to be one of the few memorable ones.

	She made small whimpering sounds in her throat.

	He began to beat her again.

	As the belt swooshed through the air it fluttered the drapes on the kitchen

window a few feet in front of her.  Its impact was deafening in the tiled room. 

It blew her short hair into disarray. Warmth and pain spread on her cool smooth flesh.

	She caught a glimpse of a severe plain white clock high up on the wall.

	It was just after eleven.

	She was supposed to be home.

	At eleven forty five she was still on the chairs.  Her hips hurt and muscular

spasms were racing painfully through both her legs.  She was bathed in

sweat - spit trickled from her panty-gagged lips - snot from her nose - but most significantly, hot cuntjuice was dripping down the inside of her tense thighs.

She was sobbing and groaning and every time the beltstrap swung across her

butt or her legs she screamed hoarsely because now he was using the buckle

end on her.  A beautiful design she could not see of hot red line-welts and squarish bruises marred her buttocks and upper thighs.  Darker purple smears adorned her

hips and flanks and the sides of her trim belly where the belt had wrapped

around her.  And gradually he had begun to beat her exposed pussy lips with

the hard metal buckle drawing sharper high-pitched shrieks and making her

bounce the chair legs against the floor as she rocked and twisted helplessly unable

to bring her whipped thighs together, her high-heeled feet kicking. She’d pleaded with him to stop, her voice muffled and distorted by the wadded-up underwear in her mouth. Tears of helplessness and pain blurred her vision. She tried to tell him she couldn’t take any more but he’d ignored her and continued and after a while she discovered she could take more - in fact she discovered she wanted more - and needed it.

	Eventually he came around and gathered up her short toussled hair in his fist again, unzipping his fly.

	His erection poked up out of his slacks, red hot swollen manmeat.

	It excited her even more to know she was the source of this man’s sexual arousal, the focus of it.  It made her feel special, unique - even priviliged.

	“Suck,” he ordered tearing the panties from her mouth and tossing them

aside.

	“Aa-ahhhh,” she groaned and leaned way down to take him.

	He was so big and hard.  She had made him that way by taking the pain

for him and that thrilled her and now she wanted desperately to give him more.

	She looked up and he was smiling down on her, a cruel heartless grin.

	“Go for it, pig,” he growled. “Take it in your throat - hold me in there while I whip your back.”

	She absolutely loved the way he treated her, the names he called her. She was glad to have his hard manflesh in her mouth again.  She’d been hungry for it ever since she’d gotten a taste of him in the bathroom back at Tavern West. She loved the way if filled and stretched her lips and lodged against her tongue and the roof of her mouth.  She wanted to choke on it - to swallow it into her throat - to butt her nose right up against his pubic mound.

	Now he was swinging the belt again and the metal buckle was thudding against her spine.

	“You little bitch,” he spat. “Fuckin’ - little - bitch -” Each word

punctuated by a sharp cut of leather and metal. “You like to suck cock - don’t

you? - Huh? - You like that? - you - piece - of - shit -whore -”

	She was supposed to be home but she was a bad girl, a nasty girl - a pig, a slut, a whore, just like this brutal stranger said - and she was getting exactly what she deserved - she was pleasing him with her mouth and with her aching body, with her humiliation and with her pain.

	She was accepting...

	Cori Massey was taking to acceptance like a fish to water.

	It was nearly one o’clock in the morning when he emptied his first load

into her.  She was still up on the chairs and he was hilt-deep up her ass.  He sawed in and out of her, standing behind her and over her, his legs wide apart, jerking himself off with her anal orifice, in and out, hard and fast paced, until a quick orgasm spent itself deliciously in his aching rod.  He did not pull out right away but flooded her asshole with his cum, enjoying the slimy heat around his shaft.

	When he finally finished with her she slid off the chairs to the floor

and lay in a crumpled heap by the kitchen sink sobbing softly a gummy gob of cum

leaking out her ass.

	 He stood over her and leaned down to clip the leash to her collar’s ‘o’

ring, his cock oozing cum-streamers down on her beaten backside.

	“Up,” he urged tugging on the leash and pulling her on her knees, leaning

down to free her from the handcuffs.  

	“No rest for the weary, sweetheart. You still got a long night ahead of you. Open your mouth wide for me.  Your cunt, your ass and your mouth should always be wide open for me.”

	As she did he hocked and spit in it.  The taste of his cock and his phlegm mixed against her tongue.

	Then he yanked her by the leash toward the stairs that led up to his

bedroom.

	“Stupid bitch,” he muttered half to himself but loud enough for her to hear.

	“I’m gonna take you apart.”



						~





	In the bedroom he had an oddly customized garment rack with metal

manacles bolted on each end.  It was a cart on wheels with upside down

U posts on each side and a pole between them.  There were chain lines

dangling from the ceiling over the bed and next to it and there was a wooden cabinet with glass doors full of torture implements, whips, canes, ropes, knives.

	The room smelled of him. The smell made her dizzy.  It made her young belt-beaten cunt tingle. 	

	The bedroom was spacious and lit by recessed spotlights on faders.  The king sized bed was unmade, a rumpled quilt tossed across it. A large dresser was on one wall, opposite the door to a large bath with a sunken tub. On the wall opposite the bed there was a large plasma-screen TV.

	Cori had no clue about how this cruel man she’d met at Tavern West made a living but he was obviously doing well at it.

	She’d crawled on all fours up the wide staircase after him and now he led her to the bed and unclipped the leash from her slave collar.

	“Get up on there, bitch.”

	He was already hard again.

	As Cori obediently dragged herself up on the plush bed and lay on he back she saw the large mirror on the ceiling above the bed.  It was framed in filigreed

brass.

	He stepped up on to the mattress making it rock disruptively under her and he straddled her between his legs sliding down to sit on her face.

	“Suck my ass,” he ordered.  “Ahh - yeahh - get your tongue in there.

Lick me good.  Rub your face in there goddamn you. Fucking hoochie pig.”

	He pushed his weight down on her suffocating her and she tried her

best to obey him laying there submissively, arms stretched upward on 

either side of her head, her knees up, her high-heels digging into the sheets.

	There was now no option in her mind of struggling against him or

fleeing. He had taken her over completely. She’d lost all sense of time or place - she was defeated, vanquished, and she lay there aching, her body smarting from his belt-whipping. She struggled to breathe under him, licking his acrid-smelling asshole and the undersides of his sweaty hairy ballsacs, his strong thighs squeezing against her cheeks.  It was totally clear to her that she would do anything this man demanded of her. Anything. She would follow him anywhere he wanted to take her.  Even throw herself off a high building if that’s what he wanted, if that’s what would please him. Whatever her life had been before he’d come along now was unimportant - completely irrelevant.

	“Stupid stinking girl - mmm - lick - lick - yeahhh - gonna cut you

up, scumbag - you’re gonna bleed for me tonight...”

	His words made her heart race with terror.  There was no escape for

her.  She was his now and he would do as he liked with her and there was

no telling where it would lead.  She fought to control her fear and confusion and concentrated on pleasuring him with her lips and tongue.

	Her life up until that day was now over. She’d crossed that line when he’d taken her in  the bathroom at the noisy club.  There was nothing else for her - no other future now possible other than the future he would impose on her. That was

irreversible.  He was perfect. So masterful. So brutal. He was right.  He was her God, just as he’d told her, and the sooner she accepted it the better.

	She wondered if she’d even survive this night.

	Maybe he would torture her and kill her with those tools in the cabinet...

	Her parents would report her missing.

	She’d never see them again.

	She began to sob and whimper suddenly overcome by fear.

	He rose off her and straddled her torso sitting on her tits raising his arm

high to slap her brutally across her young frightened face.

	“Quit that snivelling!”

	He slapped her again then put his hands around her throat.

	“Listen to me.  I’m gonna use you up and toss you out in the woods in the morning.  It won’t be as bad as you think.  You may walk funny for a few days that’s all.  And there’ll be cuts and bruises. Lots of them.  But you’ll be ok.  You’ll tell them you got raped.”

	He was squeezing the breath from her and her lips formed a wide ‘o’

as she tried to suck in air.  He only squeezed harder.

	“You hear me, pig?”

	She nodded silently trying to grasp what he was telling her, trying to calm down.

	“Good girl.  I’m not gonna kill you tonight. Not tonight.  I want to enjoy

you for a while.  A few months maybe.  When the time comes I want you to give yourself to me.  I want you to want it. Understand?” His voice scaled down to a hissing whisper - “I don’t want you to be afraid of it... I won’t snuff you until you’re ready.”

	His words gave her chills - her ears buzzed hotly.

	She nodded again. She didn’t think she would ever be ready for what he was asking - and yet - the idea made her head swim.  That word  - snuff - echoed inside her, hollowed her out. It was such a dirty horrible word, a word she’d seldom

heard used the way he used it, a word she’d rarely seen or heard in her everyday life - it had connotations of criminals and psychotics, of dark sexual violence, pornography.  And yet it went to something deep inside her, something undeniable.  	He squeezed harder. Leaned down to lick her lips. Spoke again.

	She loved his nasty evil voice.

	“Yeah. You’ll tell them you got raped. Gang thing.  Some guys picked you

up in a van and drove you out of town. Shit like that.  That’s what you’ll do.  Then

in few weeks we’ll do this again.  Ok? Huh? Whatta you think?  Yes, we will.

You’ll come back to me. I’ll leave my cell number in your locker at school. You’ll find it, sweetie, don’t worry about that. You’ll meet me at Tavern West again. In the parking lot this time. Don’t want anybody to remember us, do we?”

	He leaned down and smeared his lips on hers still choking her quietly.

	“Mmmm - you’ll come to back me all pretty and sexy - all ready for me -

won’t you, cunt?  I’ll be a bit harder on you then. I’m always hard on girls that come back for more... Afterwards - when I dump you off that time you may not be able to walk at all.  And then after that - a month or two later maybe - when you recuperate - you’ll come back again. I know it’s hard to believe what I’m telling you now but you will come back to me. You most definitely will.  And then we’ll have ourselves a real good time.  Maybe eventually you’ll meet some of my friends. Whatta you think about that? Sound good to you, sweetie? Yeahh.  You’ll meet some of my friends and we’ll have a big party. I don’t do shit like that with just

anybody - only special girls like you.  Now I’m gonna let go of your pretty little neck and you’re gonna tell me you love me. Ok? You’re gonna tell me you love me and there’s no one else in the whole wide world for you but me.  You’re gonna tell me you’ll be mine forever - you better fucking tell me that or I’ll cut your little cunt out of you before you can take your next breath, you stupid little fuck.”

	Slowly his fingers relaxed their steely grip.

	“I - I - l-luhh - love - you -” she panted. “I -l-love - you - sir - there’s -

no - no one - no one else in the world - ughh - in the whole world for me but you...

ugh - please - please fuck me, sir - fuck me - fuck me - fuck me -”

	Roughly he moved down her body grabbed her thighs and pulled her legs

up and apart.

	“Beg for it some more,” he spat. “I like to hear my girls beg.”

	“Pleease - pleease - fuck me - fuck me - fuck me - fuck me -”

	“I am gonna fuck you, pig.  But I’m gonna need to whip your little cunt first.  Yeah - I’ll need to whip it until it bleeds for me.  I never fuck fesh pussy until it’s been beaten raw.”

	He put his prick to her pink slit and rubbed the knobhead against her

swollen clit and labia.  His belt had marked the outside of her sex but he

needed more - he needed to savage her sweet pinkskinned fuckmeat - to make it

burn and hurt and drool red.

	“You’re gonna take what I give you,” he whispered hoarsely. “You’re gonna take it all, you dirty little bitch - little hoochie cunt...”

	She groaned eagerly.  He was big and hard and so mean and she did love him. She did. With all her heart. Even though she’d just met him - even though, or especially because, he was so crude with her - the feeling of love was overwhelming and irrational - and somehow calming. She wanted only his pleasure.  Only that and nothing else in the world.  She felt small - tiny - before him - like a toy - crushable - vulnerable.

	When he leaned over her and slapped her face viciously leaving her ears

ringing all she felt was a dizzying white-hot yearning.  She could feel all the

welts and bruises his belt had left on her.  Her asshole ached from the anal

rape that had followed the whipping - and it all felt nice - so nice - it

made her all trembly inside.  She still could feel his strangling fingers around her throat and her cheeks burned and smarted from his harsh blows - it all only made her love him more - and need him - need him with every fast shallow breath she took.  Maybe acceptance was possible after all. Total unquestioning acceptance. Maybe she could go where he said she would eventually want to go.  He seemed to know what was inside her even better than she knew herself.

	He released her suddenly, stepping off the bed, and she watched him roll the oddly customized garment rack toward her swiveling it around until it straddled the wide mattress. She looked up into the mirror in the ceiling and saw herself lying across the sheets, the thick metal bar of the garment rack over her, bisecting her, dividing her.

	“Reach up for me,” he ordered indicating the manacles on each end of the

wheeled rack. “Put your hands through there.”

	As she sat up on the bed and complied he tightened the leather manacles

and buckled them around each of her wrists snugly, trapping her arms wide apart to the metal bar crosspiece.  Her blue-nailed fingers reached, flexed, and stretched.

	What would her mom think - or her dad - if they saw her like this? Willingly trapped. They would be horrified. Absolutely horrified.

	She watched anxiously as he brought two strands of rope from one

of the cabinets.  After peeling off her high-heel shoes and tossing them to the floor he looped one strand around each ankle three times tightly.  Tugging up on the slack he raised her barefoot legs up off the bed and hoisted them up as

he ran each rope through eyelets on either side of her manacled hands.  She

grunted as she felt herself lifted off the bed by her splayed limbs finally hung on

the garment rack,  helplessly and humiliatingly spreadeagled.

	Her head slid back languidly and she saw herself bound to the steel bar from above in the overhead mirror.

	Guess I’m not mommy or daddy’s little girl anymore, she thought.

	He stepped back to look at her.

	“Nice,” he uttered sneering. “Real fucking nice.  Got myself a real fucking

nice piece of hoochie cunt here. Fresh fucking piece of meat.”

	Her manacled wrists and roped ankles now took the brunt of her weight

and it took only seconds for her discomfort to begin.  He stood watching her,

pumping his fat hard cock as she gasped, grunted, turned her head from side to

side or arched it backward to study herself in the overhead mirror, her bluefrost-

painted fingers and toes wriggling, the garment rack tottering a bit with her

shifting weight.

	 Cori, Cori, what’s the story? - the little singsong raced through

her head senselessly - a memory from when she was only seven - a group of girls

laughing and splashing in the public pool.

	Now pulling on the rack he rolled her slowly away from the bed and toward the center of the bedroom.  The wheels of the rack creaked as they rolled across the carpet and her bound body rocked back and forth slightly.

	She felt like a piece of raw beef hung for display.

	She started to cry silently, her eyes tearing up as he went to the cabinet

and got a long sleek single-tail whip which dragged along the floor as he padded slowly back toward her.  In his other hand she saw a thin wooden cane,

a dowel, at least three feet long and a quarter inch thick.

	She saw him pull up a chair and drop the whip beside him.

	When he was sitting in front of her, between her spread-open legs tapping the

wooden dowel against the palm of one hand she blurted:

	“Uhm - I don’t know if I’ll be able to - if I can take -”

	“You will,” he said bluntly.  “I have faith in you.”

	He reached up to steady her, his left hand on the flesh of her right thigh-back and he looked fixedly up into her tear-wet blue eyes.

	“Suffer for me, Cori,”he said emotionlessly and he drew back to strike. “I know you can do it. Its in you to do it. Give me what I need.”

	The rod whistled thinly and then thumped against her gapingly exposed cunt.

	Her eyes widened and her lips drew back.

	The pain was searing. A sharp biting heat that ripped quickly through her and

before she could let out the first scream he had already swung the dowel again.

	She sob-screamed and he just looked at her and smiled and whacked her cunt

and her asscheeks with the rod.

	“That’s it - Cry, sweetie,” he told her between cuts. “Yell. Let it all out. It’s ok. Nobody’s gonna hear you in here.”

	He let go of her thigh and moved his hand to his cock to stroke himself

slowly as he punished the blonde teenager giving her swift, harsh, unmitigated cuts of the wooden dowel right on her cunt, his eyes sliding down off her face to study the damage he was causing.  She bounced on the garment rack, which

creaked with her weight and she shrieked with shrill energy to the hard swats

of his punishment rod.

	“Bet your boyfriend didn’t do this to ya, did he? Huh? Huh? I bet not.”

	Wackk! - Slassh! - Smackk! -

	“Bet nothing in your fucking life’s ever hurt this bad.”

	Slisshh! - Whhpppp! - C-cracckkk!

	“Yeah, baby, scream - that’s it - come on - louder -  come on! Let me hear it! Give, Cori! Give! Give me everything you’ve got.”

	Red-faced and hysterical she looked less like a slutty teenager now than a little girl bawling her heart out.  He liked that.  He liked the way pain brought her down to who she really was, erasing all pretenses, wiping out all falsehoods.

	 Cori, Cori. What’s the story? -

	The little heart earrings danced about her face as she pleaded with him to stop, kick-stretched her legs, tried to yank her arms out of the manacles but he only went on relentlessly.  He struck at the meaty clit-hood, at the wrinkled petals of her labia.  Slishhh!  Whppp!  Smackkk!  He poked at the pink inner folds of her cuntmeat - poked into her rectal orifice.  He swung the cane into the flesh of her thighs moving up toward the kneehollows with rhytmically delivered strokes, pacing the blows to cause her as much grief and anticipation and pain as possible. Occasionally he would raise the rod as if to strike and then stop to watch her flinch and shiver with expectation. Then he would hit her elsewhere. He swatted at her calves moving slowly up toward her roped ankles then returning to the pulpy swollen flushed meat of her vulva.  Again he attacked the legs, wacked at the sides of them, at her hips, at her flexing thighmeat, struck her bare footsoles a few times and  again returned to her cunt.  He concentrated his efforts there for what seemed forever swatting angrily at her slit and mons and at the insides of her thighs until ugly purplish lines crosshatched all over the tender area.

	He stopped for a moment and leaned in close to touch her beaten sexmeat,

to pry her bruised cuntlips open.

	“Shit. No bleeding yet -” he said and leaned back in the chair, working his cock as he continued the cunt-pounding punishment of his dangling teenage victim.  

	Pushing back away from her, dragging the chair with him he gave himself

more swing-room and he began to whack the rod brutally into Cori’s glistening

sexmeat, taking his time, giving her one good hit every thirty or forty seconds,

waiting between cuts to study her anguish, to hear her beg and sob, she drooling

spit and dripping tears.

	“Oh God Oh God Oh God!” she blurted.

	WHHHFFFFF!

	“Aaaawwhhhhh! God oh God please no more please no more oh God -”

	WWHHPPPPPP!

	“AAIIEEEEEEE! I can’t! I can’t! Please, Sir no more no more no more no more no more -”

	SSLLISSHHHHH!

	“AGHHH IT HURRTZZ SO BAAD PLEEEASE PLEEEASE - ugh - GOD, PLEEEASE!”

	“I don’t care how bad it hurts, pig. I’m gonna beat that cunt until it bleeds for me. That’s just the way it is.”

	He liked it when they were down to this point, begging, thinking they won’t make it. Stupid teenage hoochie bimbo bitches.  He knew how to take them exactly where they needed to go, even when they didn’t want to go there for him.

	Oblivious to her agony he continued to strike and strike and strike again at

her girlsex, wounding and bruising, occasionally taking a cut at her belly or legs,

once or twice at her little titties, although he wanted to save those for later, for the next time maybe.

	Again he leaned in to look.

	“Goddamn, bitch.  It’s still not bleeding.  I’m gonna have to get serious with

you.”

	Leaning down he put the tip of the rod to her asshole and forced it up into her, jammed it inward.

	Then pushing the chair out of the way he picked up the single tail whip and

took a couple of steps back from his garment-rack-hung victim.

	“Guaranteed: you’re gonna bleed now...”

	“Nnaaa!” she wailed.

	He lifted the whip back off the carpet and swung.

	She heard the whistling whoosh as the lash blurred down toward her.

	 The pain was unspeakable, like a flash of fire in her cunt.  Her body spasmed to it and she arched her back and yelled at the ceiling and he smiled.

	The single tail whip he’d chosen had three tiny steel barbs on the end of it and as he swung down again he noticed he’d already cut her open.

	Expertly, he flayed her cunt - fifteen savage blows that ripped at her labia

and clitoris, at her thighs and belly, striping her and leaving thin blood-oozing

cuts.

	“Now that’s more like it,” he sneered and gave her five more. “Love the sight of blood - just fuckin’ love it...”

	With the last blow her asshole contracted expelling the wooden rod.

	He tossed the whip on the bed and stepped up to her and put his hard erect shaft to her devastated sex.

	She made sobby little noises and wriggled and heaved and he pressed the

head of his organ against her bloody hot cunthole.

	“What do you say to me, pig?” he asked. “Come on. Focus. What do you

say to me?”

	“ - ugh - uwh - p-pleeze - pleeze -”

	“Please what, fuckface?”

	“ - pleeze - f-fuhhckk - mmee -”

   	“That’s right. That’s what I need to hear. But I’m not ready to fuck you just yet.”

	Cori looked at him in stunned silence - how much more would he make her take? How much more could she take without passing out?

	He gripped her slashed legs at the knees, caressed the sides of her thighs, returned to the knees enjoying the sensation of her welted flesh against his palms.  She was breathing fast, hyperventilating, dizzy with fear and with the hot need of him and he teased her cruelly rubbing the knobhead of his prick softly against her whip-torn blood-gorged clit.

	He stepped away and her body swayed tensely, suspended on the rack.  She continued to make small whiny pleading sounds.

	By the time he returned with the bottle of oil and the black rubber dildo she

was humping in mid-air, mouth wide, eyes dilated. 

	“ - pleeze - f-fuh - fuh - fuck me - S-Sir - pleeze - pleeze -”

	“Shut up, bitch. I’ll fuck you when I’m good and ready.”

	She whimpered and bit her lower lip.

	He slid down on one knee in front of her dangling body opened the plastic

flask and tipped out a gob of oil on her whipped cunt.  She closed her eyes, moaned and trembled as he rubbed it into the beaten sexmeat.  Any contact was heaven-sent for her down there now, even if he’d decided to scrape her cunt with a wire brush.  He put the oil bottle down and picked up the dildo. Gently and firmly he worked the oil into her between her torn labia and up into the crack of her ass, stroking her shithole with it, poking his fingers in there and then putting the tip of the fat black rubber cock to her anus.

	“Ever had anything this big up your ass, little girl?”

	The object was much thicker and longer than his cock - it was as thick as the

fat end of a bat.

	“N-nuh - no - n-no, sir -”

	“Good. Then it should hurt.”

	Looking up into her face he thrust the dildo brutally into her and she screamed as the bullet-shaped hard rubber butted past her sore sphincter and nearly four inches up her rectal passage.

	“It needs to go deeper, scumbag.”

	He continued to press the shaft upward, ever inward.

	Cori felt as if she were being split open and she screamed again and rocked

her head from side to side her short blonde hair and her little heart-pendants and the row of tiny silver rings flailing against her sweaty face.

	When he had most of the ten inch monstrosity inside her he leaned in and

began to tongue-stroke her pussy.

	“- uhhgg - m-my - G-g-godd!” she wheezed.

	He lapped slowly at each of her whipped oil-slick pussy lips, his head moving

up and down, his eyes closed, making a hungry moaning sound in his throat

as he used his mouth on his teenage captive.  Chills ran through her and she looked

down at him, his short-haired head between her bruised, flinching, upstretched thighs, as his tongue explored the edges of the dildo stuffed in her asshole.  His tongue was long and hard and it snaked knowingly now against the entrance of her cunt.

	His face was like the snout of a feeding wolf.

	“Aghhh Godd pleeeeze!” she begged, her leg-muscles twitching, her whipped feet flexing.

	He pushed his tongue up her and was rewarded by a gush of girljuice which

oozed out of her mixed with oil.

	He chuckled and pushed two fingers up into her lovehole as he probed her

whipped clit with his tongue.

	“You like what I’m doing to you,” he said, gently working his fingers in

and out of her quivering pussymeat. “Don’t you?”

	“Ahgg yezz - ogodd yezz -”

	“That’s because you’re a worthless hoochie pig.  Say it for me.”

	“Ahg - uh - I’m a w-orthless h-hoochie pigg -”

	Again he leaned forward taking her labia in his hands to open and spread her cunt obscenely open and he began to nibble on her sex organ, to bite, to suck on the bloodwhipped meat, to push his face into her, growling, his words distorted against her punished oil-moistened skin.

	“You’re mine, pig. This cunt is mine.”

	“Yesssir - ugh - yourzz - agh - yourzz -”

	Slowly he got to his feet still holding her labia, peeling her wide, his

fingers pinching her tender meat hurtfully.

	“Gonna put my cock up in there now - as far up you as I can go.”

	She nodded and sobbed, eyes half open, her head leaning on her right up-flung shoulder.

	“All the way up inside you.”

	She tightened her hands into fists, her blue-frosted nails poking into her flesh

as she watched him step up to her, legs wide apart.

	His eyes bore into hers.

	“I am your God. Your cunt is mine. Your blood is mine. Your life is mine.

Say it.”

	In a weak hushed voice she repeated each phrase then hung her head unable

to look into his intense hateful glare.

	With a savage grunt he entered the defeated teenager and she sob-gasped and

bled down his thighs as he began to fuck her.

	“Love me, pig,” he snarled.

	He bit her neck and licked her face and spat on it then he kissed her brutally.

	At first she just hung there slackly but eventually she began to kiss back and

to rock her hips against him.

	Blood trickled from her cunt and down his balls and onto the insides of his hard taut thighs.

	He gripped the garment rack bar above her head and fucked her brutally, pistoning his hips relentlessly, sliding all the way out of the suspended teen and pounding back in to the hilt, fucking her breath out of her, using his cock like a weapon.  And she welcomed each brutal thrust eagerly, careening toward orgasm with each pelvic stab, dizzy with slack-jawed vertigo, hurting for him, open for him, giving to him.  Waves of hot pleasure, unlike any she had ever imagined possible, blasted through her and she sob-shrieked and tossed her head back and went stiff as he slammed in and out with hard wet smacks of meat against meat.

Inside her she felt his massive cock ram against the hard rubber shaft that was

halfway up her intestines.  She felt him pummel against her uterine wall, as deep

as anything could possibly go without killing her then his hands slid down

from the rack bar and wrapped around her neck to choke her tightly. Her eyes

bulged and her mouth gaped.  He was in her face.

	“Take it - Take it - Take it - Take it - Take it - Take it -” he growled.

	And she did, fading to the very edge of unconsciousness as the feverish pulsing orgasm raged in her belly and hips, her tongue lolling and her cheeks flushed hotly.

	She made groaning gurgling sounds and her eyes rolled back and

he watched her closely, continuing to pound her as her cunt spasmed against his

impaling rod, relaxing his grip on her neck to let her breathe then re-asserting it

to keep her on the verge of passing out, relaxing it again as he felt her climax ebbing.

	Then he was stepping back away from her, his cock raging red standing straight up against his belly.

	“Something I want you to see,” he said moving toward the large plasma

screen on the other side of the room.

	Her head swimming she fought to breathe, hung there and watched him pop

a disk into the DVD player.

	The screen came to life.

	The image, shot with a digital video camera, shimmered in the room.

	A young dark-haired woman knelt on the ground in a wooded area.  It was either early morning or late afternoon. The sunlight coming through the surrounding pine trees had an orange hue.  

	“Terry,” he explained. “Nice backwoods North Carolina girl.”

	The woman’s arms were outstretched and nailed by the wrists to a slat of wood.  Blood dripped from the spike wounds. Her fingers were outstretched.  Her body was covered with striations and bruises. The back of her head rested against the board.  One of her breasts had been sliced off and a bright circular blood-red meaty area was all that was left.  The nipple of the remaining breast had been burned black.  As the camera circled around her she looked into its lense with a forlorn wasted expression, as if she were high.  Drool glistened on her lips and chin. One eye was swollen shut and black and blue bruises splotched her face.  She had shoulder length reddish hair which fell in tangled strands and wads of mancum were spattered in it and on her face, oozing down on her beaten eye and on her swollen lips.

	Men’s voices were audible but indistinguishable.  They were talking and laughing.

	A naked man’s lower body came into view, a glimpse of tattooed arms. He

was jerking off as he stepped up to the woman.

	“Look at me,” the man snarled, though his upper body remained out of the

camera’s range.  His cock was a monstrous ramming rod.

	Obediently the kneeling woman looked up at him and opened her mouth wide.

	The man grunted and shot off into the kneeling woman’s face and mouth.

	“Yeahh!” the unseen men chorused on the DVD as the camera went in for closeups.

	Cori continued to watch raptly.

	“Way to go, dude!” another voice shouted gleefully.

	Then as that man stepped away another man stepped into view.

	“You ready?” that man now asked the kneeling woman.

	Cori knew that voice.  It was the voice she’d been hearing all night. It was the voice that had growled at her and urged her on.

	“Terry was a nice girl,” he said from across the room.  “She was a public school music teacher.”

	On the screen the tortured woman nodded, tears brimming in her eyes.

	As Terry rose awkwardly to her feet Cori noticed a couple of things.  The girl was pregnant.  Very pregnant.

	“Knocked her up good, didn’t we?” he chuckled.

	On screen his voice repeated the question:

	“You sure you’re ready?”

	“Yes sir,” the pregnant woman said softly.  Blood dripped from her nailed

wrists.  She was having trouble staying on her feet and she was half leaning against

the trunk of a tree.

	“I’m ready...”

	The second thing Cori noticed was the shotgun in the man’s hand.  Now that the camera angle was higher his back and side were in view.  He was the same man who’d picked Cori up at Tavern West that night.  The same man who’d beaten and hung her on the garment rack and fucked her and broken her and whose name she didn’t even know.

	“Well if you’re ready bitch so am I,” Cori heard the man on the DVD say.

	On the screen Cori watched the man who had become her sexual master raise the shotgun to the tortured woman’s belly and squeeze the trigger.

	The whiteflash blast tore the woman open and blew her off her feet and back

into a tangle of bushes.  Her scream was accompanied by a manly shout from the

other unseen assailants followed by stunned expressions of approval - ‘goddamn’ and ‘jesus’ and ‘holy fucking shit’.

	Whoever was holding the camera went in for closeups again.

	Terry, the North Carolina music teacher was still alive, gurgling blood, her fetus and intestines blown out,  a charred tangle of bloody tatters spilling across the carpet of pine needles around her twisted body.

	“Nice shot,” someone commented as the camera focused on the ghastly

hole in the woman’s abdomen.

	Cori felt cold all over. She was having trouble breathing.  She could still feel

his hands on her neck and his cock inside her.  

	On screen the camera panned up the dying woman’s body.  She was pale

and trembling, nailed arms outstretched, as if to embrace the sky, as the shotgun’s barrel appeared and hovered over her beaten face.

	“Beg for it,” he said.

	“Please,” Terry moaned.

	“Lick it.”

	The gun was held to her lips.

	Terry obeyed.

	The second blast was bight enought to blank out the screen momentarily because the camera was so close.  

	When the image flickered again there was blood on the lense and the men

were laughing.

	Terry’s head was a smouldering splattered mush of meat bone and brain.

	Cori watched him come to her from across the room as the screen went blue.  Behind him the horrible disk rewinded on auto-loop.  

	He was untying her legs, freeing her hands from the manacles.  She slid down to her knees off the garment rack and he tugged her by her hair out in front of the plasma screen.

	“I want to cum in your stupid mouth,” he said. “I wanna cum watching that.”

	She had her back to the screen and she looked up to see him viewing the

images behind her and stroking himself languidly, his face an emotionless mask.

	“Get me off while I watch.”

	The sounds began again as the CD replayed.

	“Get me off.”

	The men’s voices.

	His voice.

	Terry’s.

	Cori wrapped her lips around his enormous meat and raised her hands

to his heavy balls.

	“Take me down your throat,” he told her softly.

	She moaned and slid forward on him as far as she could, fighting her gag reflex, wincing and coughing.

	“Terry loved me,” he said darkly, staring at the screen as if Cori wasn’t even

there.

	“We beat the living shit out of her - mmm - burned her nipples and her

cunt - cut off her tit - uhh -  My friends like that shit - fucking lunatics.  They like it almost as much as I do.”

	Cori puked up spit and bobbed on his prick, licked and kissed the knob and

impaled herself deeply on him again.

	“Ahh - Shitt - that’s nice Cori - real fucking nice - maybe if you’re a good

girl you’ll end up just like Terry... you like that idea? Huh? You like that concept, pig?”

	“You ready,” his voice said on the CD.

	Am I ready? Cori thought with a shiver.  That poor woman.  He destroyed her.

	 Cori, Cori. What’s the story? -

	“She was a nice fuck,” he said pinching Cori’s earlobe with one hand to

guide her back and forth on his shaft.  The little heart pendants danced as she

slid back and forth on him, looking up at him - Briefly she remembered holy cards she’d seen as a child of the Virgin Mary looking up at Jesus on the cross. She imagined that same expression now on her face. This man had become her God,

despotic master and ruler of her world. “A real nice fuck - just like you. Gettin’ her pregnant turned out real nice for us.  Killing a preggo is always a special fuckin’ treat.”

	A preggo? That was so heartless. His cruelty was stunning. Am I ready? She

thought, the question posed on the video now haunting her - Ready for Him? Truly ready? The words raced through the teenager’s dazed mind. She was full of him taking his cock, pushing her nose finally into his dark pubic curls as the first shotgun blast went off on the screen behind her.  Both her hands moved down into her own pussy which was still throbbing from the orgasm minutes before.

	She loved that he was so heartless, his cruelty so pure. 

	He grabbed her skull in his strong hands and bore down into her and she didn’t fight him.

	“I like this part,” he said. “When I make her lick the gun...”

	Yes, Cori thought. Yes. That was awesome - that a woman would do that - that she could be made to go that far.

	“Beg for it,” his recorded voice said. “Please,” Terry’s voice replied.

	Terry’s submission was - no other word came to Cori’s mind - beautiful.

	Cori heard the second shotgun blast and she felt his balls clench and his

hips spasm.

	“Uhhh shittt yeahhh!” he shouted.

	“UHHHHHHH!”

	As his hot cum exploded in the back of her throat Cori moaned and imagined the last moment of Terry’s tortured life, baby-belly blown out, lying there and waiting in a haze of agony and blood, the gun at her lips, his finger on the trigger - Terry looks up and sees sky and sees her mean and angry God and the tattooed men with sick greedy faces.  She can still taste their cum in her mouth.

	Yes, Cori thought - what could be more beautiful - what could be more

perfect than to die like that - for Him - for Them - to give your life - and she choked and tried to swallow his cum but some of it sprayed out her mouth and down her chin and neck.

	He stayed in her mouth until his erection began to wane then he slid out of her and stepped back.

	She knelt there, coughing, puking up cum and spit, looking at the floor while the DVD began to play again.

	“Look at me,” he said after a few moments.

	When she raised her face he drew back and punched her.

	She swung off her kneeling legs and crumpled against the dresser.

	When she came to she was lying in the tub and he was standing over her.

	“Open your mouth,” he said.

	What could she do but obey?

	Her cunt, her ass and her mouth needed to be open for him.

	Always.

	When she did she watched him lean over her.

	“Drink it.”

	And he began to urinate on her face and in the ‘O’ of her bruise-swollen lips.

	Afterwards he made her crawl back through the house to the carport and into the trunk.  He tied her up, painfully ball-gagged her and blindfolded her.  

	After he shut her up in darkness it seemed an eternity before the car came to

a stop again.  She smelled trees and heard birds twittering and a breeze moving

through low branches as he lifted her bodily up into his arms and carried her

for a ways.

	She was trembling more with fear than from the cool morning breeze.

	Was he going to kill her?

	“You’ll come back to me, won’t you?” he asked.

	She nodded quickly at the sound of his voice.  Her front teeth were sore and she tasted blood, piss, cum and vomit.

	“You’d better.”

	“Ghaghh,” she groaned.

	“Pig,” he growled and she cried out with surprise as he dropped her.

	Under her the ground was wet and slimy, cold, prickly with leaves.

	She heard him walk away, heard him put the car in gear and drive off, and then she heard nothing but the woods.

	Heartless.

	Something rustled in the bushes nearby, maybe a squirrel, or a possum.  She hoped it wasn’t a snake.

	The sun’s heat came down on her beaten body. 

	 Cori, Cori. What’s the story? - She’s only seven and the other girls are making fun of her because she’s lost the top of her bathing suit in the water.  She’s blushing and mortified but the water feels nice against her tiny pink nipples, against the tiny red marks there.

	Birds flew by overhead, she heard their wings.

	She thought of Terry, arms nailed, pregnant body tortured beyond belief

then blasted to pieces - Cori cried, kicked out her bound legs.

	Sometime later she rolled over on her belly and peed herself, hot urine

pooling under her whip-slashed thighs.

	Time moved slowly.

	 the story the story the story - what’s the story? -

	Eventually there were voices.

	“Jesus,” a young man’s voice called. “You think she’s dead? 

	“Fuck. Call 911.”

	Later there was the whoop of sirens and then the helpful hands of the trained paramedics removing the ropes, the blindfold, the ball gag. Then she was wrapped in a sheet and rolled on a gurney.

	“I’m ok,” she told the young EMS woman who kept looking at her with a mixture of professional interest and thinly veiled shock. 

	“Really,” the blonde teen repeated weakly. “I’m ok.”

	Then she was in the ambulance, the doors were slammed shut and as the siren screamed the woods receded. Suburban homes began to dot the landscape, turnpikes, buildings and streets thick with late morning traffic.

	By then Cori was nodding off.













2.

	He walked up to her matter-of-factly, betraying no emotion, not even the faintest hint of a smile.

	His first words were:

	“What did you tell them?”

	Behind him cars moved by on the dark street.

	His presence made her breath catch.  Only three weeks had passed but she realized her memory of him was nowhere near the reality.

	“I told them four black guys got me and raped me in a van and dumped me

out there.”

	“Really?” He looked her up and down.  “Good story.”

	She smiled sexily, tilted her head, clasped her hands behind her back and banked slightly from side to side like a little girl. 

	He didn’t smile back.

	“Open your mouth. I want to see if you followed my instructions.” 

	She was trembling with anticipation.

	She popped her lips wide and stuck out her tongue.  The shiny metal stud

glistened moistly.

	“Very nice.”

	She wore a one piece leprechaun-green sequined minidress and matching green high-heel sandals and green finger and toenail glitter.  Her makeup was extreme.  She wore a white lace choker and a cluster of cheap plastic bracelets on her left arm.  And the small heart pendants still dangled from her ears.  She hadn’t wanted her parents to see her looking like that so she’d left the house with a shopping bag and changed at a gas station restroom. She’d applied the green mascara and dark gothic lipstick while staring into a dirty mirror under a flickering fluorescent lamp.  The finishing touch was the big ball stud on her tongue which she put there to replace a smaller black one that had been less noticeable. A man pumping gas into a pickup truck had whistled as she’d left the restroom and swaggered past him a sly smile on her face.

	Her first night with the Tavern West man had been less than one month before and here she was again in the parking lot of the nightclub. She’d found his number printed on a piece of yellow legal paper folded and stuffed in her locker at school, just as he’d told her she would, just as they’d agreed, though she had no idea how he was able to pull that off. Maybe he had a contact in the school, someone who knew her. 

	There was a note scribbled under the phone number. ‘Get your tongue pierced,’ it said. 

	Finding the piece of paper had made her go weak in the knees.  He was a powerful man, much more powerful than she could even imagine. Minutes later she was calling him to confirm the rendezvous, his terse voice making her wet almost

immediately so that she’d had to press her legs together as she’d held the cell phone

to her face in the girls bathroom. She was much more of a fallen angel now than when he’d first met her, already well on her road to nowhere - the road he’d put her on. The bruises on her face were almost gone but he’d scarred her emotionally

and psychologically, completely gutted her self-esteem. 

	She’d gotten her tongue pierced a couple of days later in preparation for

meeting him that weekend. 

	Now she stood before him while the night traffic buzzed around them.

	“I hope you made your story believeable,” he said.

	“I did, sir. I really did. I even cried.”

	She pouted slightly to emphasize the point.

	He smiled. He remembered punching that mouth.  He was going to enjoy punching it again. Punching it harder. Pissing on it and in it.

	“No shit?”

	“No shit.  What they didn’t know is that I was crying cuz I wanted to see you again.”

	His dark eyes revealed nothing.

	“Did you wear that stupid outfit for me?” he asked.

	She’d wanted to look as whorish as possible for him, to degrade herself that

way for his pleasure.  She’d been planning that almost from the day she left

the hospital.

	“Yes sir.”

	“Well you won’t be wearing it for long.”

	“I know.”

	He drew her to him and smelled her cheap familiar scent.

	“What did your parents think after the cops found you?”

	Her voice dropped slightly and quivered now that he was up close.  He liked that. He liked the effect he had on his young slave-cunts.

	“They thought like everybody else. They believed what I told them.”

	“Fooled them all, did ya?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Well, you don’t fool me. You know that, don’t you? You don’t fool me one goddamn bit.”

	“I know, sir. I don’t want to fool you.”

	“Get in the car.”

	He drove into a dark maze of streets a few blocks from the center of town, a deserted area of warehouses and old brick buildings.  He drove silently without even

looking at her.

	This time was going to be worse than the last one, she thought.  A lot worse.

He had warned her it would be.  Instead of deterring her it had only made her yearn for it more.

	She smiled and rolled the stud on her tongue against the roof of her mouth.  The fresh piercing was still slightly sore.  She liked the way it felt.

	She looked at him peripherally, afraid to turn and stare.

	He was so handsome - so powerful - She could barely breathe and her heart

was thumping in her ears.  He was all in black, black shirt, black jeans, black boots.  Short black hair. Black like the night whisking by outside.  And his stern face.  She had dreamed every single day that past month of seeing him again. That cold hard face.  His eyes coal-black.  His profile against the blurred backdrop of passing streetlamps was hawkish, predatorial.  His jaw was set. Determined.

	This night might be her last, she thought, though he had told her different.  He was like a coiled cobra, full of pent up meanness. There was no trusting where that ugly meanness might lead. Her hands shook and she pressed them between her knees. She had seen where it could lead on the video he’d shown her.

	She continued to push the stud on her tongue against the roof of her mouth

wondering what it would  feel like to suck him and press it against his big hard cock. 

	“So you think you’re ready for me?”he said.

	That’s what he’d asked the doomed pregnant girl on the video - ‘Are you ready?’ He’d asked it coldly, impersonally - the same way a doctor might ask a patient before pushing an IV needle into a vein.

	Almost clinical.

	“Y-yes.”

	“Yes what, pig?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“That’s more like it. Don’t you forget that.”

	“No sir.”

	“You’re a stupid piece-of-shit hoochie whore and I’m gonna give you what you deserve.”

	“Yes sir.”

	She knew she deserved the worst he could give.

	His right hand reached out and clasped her thigh.

	“Spread ‘em.”

	She opened her legs for him and his fingers probed under the edges of her 

white lace thong.

	She was already wet and his touch made her feel hot all over.  She put one

hand on his forearm.  His flesh was taut, hard.  She felt his tendons moving as his

fingers worked her and she moaned as the dark urban landscape blurred by outside the car window..

	“Tell me what you are, bitch.”

	She leaned back against the headrest and closed her eyes.  

	“I-I’m just what you say - ahh - just what you say I am, sir - you know me better than anyone -”As she spoke her words of submission her cunt oozed slimy spurts of lubricant and her mascara-caked eyelashes fluttered. “Ahh - You see right through me. I don’t know how - but - you know me so well. I - I’m a stupid - p-piece-of-shit - hoo-hoochie - cunt - ugh - can’t fool you - I can’t fool you -” He smiled as she clenched her vulva around his moistened fingers.

	“Filthy animal,” he growled.

	 She felt the car swerve as he made a couple of turns and then he slowed down to a stop and started to pull his hand from her.  She clung to his arm.

	“More,” she whispered. “Please?”

	“Oh you like it?”

	“Mm-hmmm.”

	“Dirty twat. Don’t worry, you’re gonna get plenty tonight. Now let go of me and get the fuck out of my car.”

	He wiped his hand on her dress and the pungent smell of hungry cunt drifted up to her. 

	They were in a tight small alley, and he’d pulled up near a dumpster. As she

stepped shakily out of the BMW he came around the car toward her.

	“On your knees.”

	“No handcuffs this time?”

	“I don’t need handcuffs for you.”

	He unzipped his pants.

	“No sir.”

	“Probably didn’t need ‘em the first time either.”

	“No, sir. Probably not.”

	“No. Because you’re a little filthy animal whore and you want what I’ve got to give. Open your mouth for me. Wide. Come on. Wider. You remember what I told you?”

	“M-my cunt, my ass and my mouth should always be w-wide open for you.”

	“Got that right, bitch.”

	His cock was already powerfully booming from his unzippered pants and she thought he was going to push into her lips.  Instead she was surprised when a hot hissing stream of urine sprang from the slitted cockhead.

	“Uwhg!” she grunted.

	“Keep it open! Stupid bitch...Make believe you’re a toilet.  I’m sure it won’t take too much imagination.”

	He grabbed her head as she looked up at him.  His face was unreadable in the

dark shadows.

	His piss gurgled in her open lips and overspilled rolling down her chin and neck underneath the green glitter dress, down her chest and belly.

	“I’m gonna push it into your throat but I’m gonna keep pissing, understand?”

	“Gwh!” she nodded.  The taste of his urine was foul and salty and she fought

the nausea and the lurching need to vomit.

	He drew her to him and she winced as the spurting penis slid past her lips, the pressure jet shooting into the back of her throat.  The stud on her tongue ached

and burned with the urine and the pressure of his invading shaft.

	“Suck me while I piss inside you. Use that tongue on me. I want to feel that

metal stud moving on me.” 

	She tried not to choke but it was impossible and as he grabbed her by the ears and filled her mouth she gagged and gripped his thighs and urine bubbled up into her nose and spewed from her nostrils. 

	“Ye-ahh - that’s all you’re good for. You know that? That’s all you’re fuckin’ good for...stupid pisswhore...Let go of my legs. Put your hands behind you.”

	She obeyed immediately and swallowed and swallowed but there was no way she could get it all and it filled her oral cavity and trickled out past her tight-lipped grip on his shaft.  Still she managed to begin bobbing back and forth on him and her hands moved to her crotch, under the piss-soaked fabric of the dress and the thong. to the heat in her shaved pussy that needed to be stroked - more than stroked - beaten. Simultaneously she began tongue-stroking him with her studded tongue.

	He was right. This was all she was good for.  And she wanted to be very good.  She wanted to be the best...

	“Ahhh - Good girl,” he growled. “Good pig.”

 	Eventually, after he’d emptied his bladder she licked and sucked him and took him in her throat, moaning urgently, still gagging and choking, one of her hands moving up to tweak her nipple through the wet seqins, until he drew her back, slapped her face and let her finally puke against the side of the dumpster.

	“Get up,” he said.

	She rose up on her glittery shoes and he slapped her again so that she

ended up leaning against the BMW.

	He seized the top of the piss-soaked dress and ripped it roughly all the way down to her waist.

	She half-turned and he spun her back, grabbed her black brassiere between

the cups and yanked the wet garment off her.  Brutally he grabbed her by her small slippery tits and lifted her off her feet to drop her across the BMW’s hood. Her plastic armbands clattered against the metal surface. When she lay stunned, sprawled atop the vehicle he ripped what was left of the dress and her thong down her legs to toss it into the dumpster.

	One of her shoes slipped off and clunked to the street.

	She watched him walk around to the driver’s side of the car.

	“You better hang on, pigface,” he said bluntly, opening the door and climbing into the car.

	Then she heard the engine growl under her and felt the vehicle jump forward.

	Panicking she rolled on her side and grabbed the inside edge of the hood and the motion spinned her on her belly.  She was slippery with urine and she slid around on top of the metal surface.

	She looked into his face as he sat behind the wheel and she felt the car speed

up and turn.  She cried out as her naked body lurched from side to side, her one

glittery high-heel shoe kicking against the hood, legs splayed wide.  She pressed the side of her face against the windshield smearing it with makeup and closed her eyes.  Wind rushed through her hair whipping it around.

	He looked demonic, a sadistic sneer on his lips, as he steered the BMW

through several turns in the shadow-world labyrinth of alleyways, Cori hanging on for dear life.

	It wasn’t the first time he’d taken a naked slut for a ride on these deserted back streets.  It was a little game he enjoyed.  He enjoyed it even more if they happened to fall and break a bone or two.  That was always an added bonus.  But this little shit was managing to hold on pretty good.  She hung on right up to the end as he took the last bit of straight road, no turns, speeding up to about forty miles an hour after he passed the open gate and then hitting the brakes as the wall of the MEDCOM SYSTEMS warehouse loomed ahead.

	Unable to hold against the considerable centrifugal force Cori skidded off the front of the car.  She flew-tumbled several feet and side-slammed into a row of trashcans and empty crates, her naked body crashing to the ground in a pile of debris, breath and consciousness blown out of her, her other shoe gone.

	He stepped out of the car nonchalantly and grabbed her by one ankle to drag her to the warehouse entry doorway.

	“Better wake up, slut,” he said thrusting his key into the lock and opening the metal portal. “Better snap out of it.” The hinges squeaked and she flickered in and out of awareness, feeling herself being pulled along the rough cold concrete floor.  The taste of his urine filled her mouth.  Her left side, which had taken the brunt of the impact. ached from her shoulder to her hip and she gasped for air and coughed.

	He closed the heavy door as they entered the building and continued to drag her along the floor, her arms up over her head, hands trailing along, plastic armbands scraping and jiggling against the ground.

	“Somebody I want you to meet,” he said, not even bothering to look

back at her as he turned into a half-lit hallway.  There was a half-open doorway at the end of the hall and dim yellowish light was streaming from it.

	“You’re gonna like her.  She’s a piece-of-shit hoochie whore just like you. Both of you should feel right at home with each other.”

	Cori’s head swam as he pulled her to the door and then her eyes hurt as they adjusted to the overhead lights of the room.

	“Hey, Andrea,” he called dropping Cori’s leg. “You got company.”

	Cori achingly forced herself up off her back propping her weight on her arms.

	The girl called Andrea was not much older than Cori.  She was a lovely

brown haired beauty with sky blue eyes and she hung high by her wrists, naked in a corner of the dimly-lit room, her ankles rope-bound, feet off the ground.  She wore a big black leather slave collar that kept her neck perfectly erect and she was sobbing softly, spinning in slow circles and staring down at them.

	“Pleeeze,” Andrea groaned. “Let me doowwn! Let me dooownn! Pleeze-

I can’t feel my hands anymore...”

	“I’ll let you down, cunt,” he said.  “I’ll let you down so you can play with Cori. How’s that sound?”

	“Yezz - awhg - anything - I’ll do any-anything you want.”

	“You better fucking believe you will, cunt.”

	Cori watched in stunned silence as he slowly stripped off his shirt.  

	There wasn’t much furniture in the cavernous room - an ancient hospital bed with rust-spotted white metal head- and foot-posts and a gray-striped mattress on it that was torn and dark-stained - a couple of old tables, one long elegant one that was probably an antique, its surface smudged and scratched, the other an ancient chrome-legged formica-top dining room table from the sixties, with only two matching chairs, including the one he now which stood away from the table and near the black-painted wall - a wooden crate on the opposite end of the room - some old wood benches.  Several strands of rusty chain hung from the  high ceiling and old leather cuffs hung on the ends of the chains.  Strands and loops of rope and wire were strewn about the floor.  The walls were brick, and they were shiny either with a verneer of black enamel paint or moisture, and there were no windows, only two large vents on either side in the ceiling.  There was one row of five hanging lamps, flared cups around naked glaring bulbs giving off stark colorless light.

	It had been in Cori’s mind that he would take her back to the house - what she assumed was his house - where he’d first taken her.  She’d never expected he would take her anywhere else, or that anyone else would be involved.  He had mentioned ‘friends’ - but she thought that was still in the future for her. And she’d thought in terms of other males - not females.

	 She felt a slight twinge of jealousy toward the lovely collared brown-haired teen who hung by her wrists. Cori thought the girl was beautiful and her body was flawless, unmarked, apparently unblemished, except for the chafing of the cuffs around her slender wirsts.  Cori wondered how long Andrea been made to hang there and wait for their arrival.

	“From here on in -” he began, after tossing his shirt on the chair near the wall and bending down to pull off his boots. Cori realized he was speaking to her though he never even looked in her direction. “You will refer to me as Master, since that is precisely what I am. I am your Master and your God.”

	Cori realized that she already thought of him exactly like that.  Since that fateful night nearly a month before she could think of him in no other way.  He

had merely put it into words for her.

	“Andrea here knows the drill, don’t you scumbag?”

	“Y-yes, Master.”

	She watched him, now naked, move to the door and close it, drawing the

lock-bolt shut.  He then padded slowly across the room to the suspended

female. 

	Andrea was up high enough that her hips were level with his big broad shoulders. Cori watched the girl’s ribcage fill out and deflate as she breathed.

	Master reached out with his left hand and took Andrea’s ankle and spun her to face him, looking up into her face.

	“Miss me, pig?”

	“Yes, sir,” Andrea replied in a soft dull voice. Then almost a whisper: 

	“ - yesss -”

	Master untied the rope around her ankles and drew her legs apart.

	“Well, I’m back.”

	Without warning he slam-punched the suspended girl’s shaved cuntmound.  	The fleshy sound of the punch startled Cori.

	“Ughhh-ahh!” Andrea grunted, her body tensing, her freed legs bending at the knee.

	“More?” Master asked.

	“Yes, sir, pleeze -.”

	Master punched her three more times waiting between each blow and studying his victim’s angelic face as she hung helplessly, waiting each time for

her nod before he struck her again.

	“ - th-thank you, Master,” the suspended girl grunted each time she was punched..

	Cori could see that Andrea was as addicted to Master as she herself was,

if not more.  Just as addicted as the girl Terry who had probably adored Master

right up until he aimed the shotgun at her and blew her life to pieces.  The memory

of the DVD Master had played had been etched in Cori’s memory and had

nourished her masochistic fervor for the past few weeks.  All she could think

of was returning to him to be used and broken.  School and all her other interests

became meaningless. All she could think of was that image of Master holding the shotgun and posing his question - Are you ready? - 

	Cori had become despondent and lethargic and everyone assumed it was because of the ordeal she’d been put through.  No one, not her best friend, Carolyn, not her mother - not even the rape counsellor the police had provided, Cori thought, could possibly suspect the truth.

	But Cori knew that Andrea knew the truth - knew it intimately.  As Cori watched Master punch Andrea’s hotly flushed sexy little cuntmound a fourth time she knew Andrea was as far gone and as much in love with Master’s brutality, as absorbed and fascinated, traumatized and mesmerized by it as Cori herself.

	That was obviously why Master wanted to pair them off.

	Cori had never been with another girl though she’d toyed with the idea. 	Once Carolyn and she had gotten drunk and giggling they’d watched porno movies on the Internet at Carolyn’s house while her parents were out and even kissed, just to see what it felt like.  But that hadn’t really meant much. Now Cori was eager to explore what Master wanted though her side still ached and her knees and elbows were scraped raw from her fall against the crates outside the warehouse.

	“Get over here,” Master called out.

	Instantly Cori got on all fours and crawled to him.

	Master had taken Andrea’s ankles and drawn her legs together, his beautiful cock between her small dainty feet and he was using the suspended girl’s limbs to stroke his hard meat.

	“Get your mouth on the end of my dick, slut,” he barked at Cori. “Use that damn tongue-stud on me - And put your hands down behind you.”

	She rose up on her knees and he fed her his prick as he continued to stroke its length between Andrea’s tender feet the soles of which brushed against Cori’s face and hair.  Lovingly Cori opened her lips wide and pressed her metal-tipped tongue against the bottom of Master’s fatly-domed glans looking up at him to gauge whether she was pleasing him sufficently, but he was unreadable.

	To Cori Andrea smelled fresh and clean, as if she’d bathed recently with scented soap or shower gel.  The rope had left deep reddish striations on the suspended teen’s slender ankles.

	“I’m gonna have both of you on that bed,” Master said, his voice tense and controlled as he looked into Cori’s eyes. “I’m going to whip you while you make love to each other. I’m gonna beat both of you to blood.”

	Master’s words made both girls moan weakly.

	Andrea sobbed softly.

	Cori closed her eyes and clasped her hands together.  Cuntjuice spilled 

down the inside of her thighs.

	“I l-love you, sir,” the suspended collared female groaned weakly. “I love you. I love you. I love you.”

	“You love me? Ok. We’ll put that to the test tonight, sweetheart. We’ll see how strong your love really is.”

	Master let go of Andrea’s ankles and she went on rubbing his cock gently

between her insteps and pushing the tips of her toes against his balls while Cori licked and sucked on the knobhead.

	“That’s nice,” Master growled roughly. “Keep it going. Both of you...”

	Andrea looked down on him, her tongue arched against her lip.  She was half sobbing half panting with mindless arousal.

	Master stared back up at her.

	“You’re a little hoochie pig, aren’t you?”

	“Yezz - uh - I’m a little hoochie pig, sir - your pig, sir - your pig -”

	“Isn’t Andrea cute?” Master asked Cori, shifting his gaze down to the blonde teen slave again as she sealed her lips around his meat. “This is her fourth visit with me. Yeah, that’s right - her fourth time.  She’s quite a bit more advanced than you - quite a bit further down the shitpole - Mmm -  Last time she came to me I shared her with my friends - you know - the ones you saw on the video I showed you...keep sucking like that, honey - ahh - lick the underside - yess - very nice - lick and suck at the same time - use that little stud on your tongue- mmm - good girl - yeahh - that’s why I made you get it... We busted up Andrea pretty good didn’t we?”

	“Yessir,” Andrea moaned.

	“We broke both your legs and burned your ass out pretty good.”

	Andrea sobbed.

	“Beat the fucking shit out of you literally didn’t we, girl?”

	“Yessir -”

	“That was what? Five months ago.  You’ve healed real nice. Not a mark on

you. You earned your fucking slave collar - that’s for sure.”

	“The doctor - he said I would never be able to - to have babies,” Andrea said looking down at Cori.  She seemed somehow proud of that terrible fact.

	“Well you won’t need to worry about it, will you? A little worthless hoochie slut like you wouldn’t know what to do with a fuckin’ baby - and anyway you won’t live long enough for that to matter much. It is a shame I won’t be able to knock you up like I did that bitch Terry, though.  Maybe I can put one in Cori’s oven before I send her on.  Yeah. That might be nice.”

	Cori trembled.  His words were so terrible, so inhuman and final.  And yet she hungered for him, wanted nothing more than to feel his brutality.  She longed to be at the level Andrea had reached, to earn her own slave collar.  The brown-haired youth had been savaged by Master and his friends and she’d come back for more.  She’d probably been hanging by her wrists for hours waiting for Master’s return.

	Cori felt a twinge of jealousy for the suspended girl but also overwhelming

physical attraction.  At the same time Cori felt sure she would be able ultimately to outdo Andrea’s submission - she might even give Master the pleasure of a pregnant

body to torture, just like the North Carolina music teacher Terry had done. The preggo, Master had called her.  That was something Andrea would now never be for him.  And it was something Cori understood Master deeply enjoyed.

	Master suddenly reached out and took Cori by her hair to pull her back away from his cock.

	“Stand up,” he told her.

	As Cori got up, her side and limbs still aching from her fall off the BMW’s hood, Master stepped away from Andrea.  The brownhaired teen, her slender curvaceous body deliciously suspended, pressed her thighs together and groaned.

	“She has the most beautiful legs and feet, doesn’t she?” Master remarked.

	Cori nodded slowly in agreement.  Andrea’s limbs were smooth and perfectly proportioned.  It was hard to tell she’d ever been beaten and broken like Master had said although Cori was sure Master was not lying or even exaggerating.

	“I want you to bite those fuckin’ legs,” Master said.  “And her feet too. Go on. Do it hard. Sink your fucking teeth into ‘em.”

	Master stepped in again and grabbed Andrea by the ankles and raised her wriggling limbs up toward Cori, bending both legs back.

	Cori couldn’t believe Master’s cruel intention - the suspended girl had just pleased him with her feet. Now he wanted Cori to hurt Andrea there. How was it possible for Master to know so well what was in Cori’s head? How did he understand so well the jealousy Cori instinctively felt for the more experienced girl in order to exploit it for his own purposes?  He was giving Cori the perfect opportunity to vent her rage, frustration and helplessness on the suspended captive.

	Cori stopped thinking about Master’s uncanny vision.  Instead, she leaned down and opened her mouth. Tentatively she fastened her teeth against Andrea’s rope-marked right ankle just above the heel.  She’d never done anything like this, never hurt another person - and certainly not in this animalistic way.

	“Go on,” Master urged. “Bite hard, slut. Give it all you got. I know you want to. She can take it.”

	“Do it,” Andrea urged from above. “Do it hard. Make me bleed. Spill my

blood for him.”

	Cori took Andrea’s leg in her hands from Master and sank her teeth obediently into the brownhaired teen’s sweet-smelling limb, right around the rope-marked ankle.  She pressed down against the bone hesitantly at first,  then with more pressure feeling the skin yield. She released, licked, bit down harder and then moved down to fasten her mouth around the knobby heel and bit again.  Andrea squealed shrilly as the blonde growled ferally and ground her incisors into the meat of the suspended teen’s right foot.

	“Harder,” Andrea gasped. “Harder, Cori! Come on! Don’t be afraid! Tear me up!”

	Cori felt a rush of mixed sensations.  She was simultaneously Master’s slave and Andrea’s punisher and she reveled in the violence that blossomed suddenly inside her.  She was at once tormentor and tormented and she grinned and bared her teeth viciously as she clamped down again and again on Andrea’s small well-shaped feet.  As Master watched and stroked himself Cori bit into Andrea’s tender furrowed soles and worked her way down to the toes.  She’d never allowed herself to feel like this before and the sensation was intoxicating.  She was leaving small dark-red marks all over the collared girl’s shapely limbs and above her Andrea sobbed each time Cori’s teeth found a target.

	Master stepped away, though Cori didn’t notice until she saw him return

with the flogger in his hand.  It was a multi-tongue flogger, fifteen or twenty

thin long strands with tiny knotted tips dangling from a black leather handle.

	“Keep biting,” Master intoned. “Bite her calves too.”  And he drew

back and began to swat the flogger on Cori’s shoulders and back. He began to circle around both girls, swinging up at Andrea’s dangling legs, then down at Cori’s hips and ass and thighs.

	The blonde teen winced and quivered under the blows of the lash.

	“Come on, bitch!” he urged whipping Cori hard across her lower back.

“Draw blood for me.”

	Cori gasped excitedly, moaned with pain, twitched and jerked as Master struck her and clamped down on Andrea’s calve, pushing down right into the muscled meat until the skin broke and she tasted rust.

	“Yeeeahhhh!” Andrea keened.

	“Mmmmm,” Cori responded pressing her studded tongue against the wounded girlmeat.

	Cori moaned feverishly, gasped as Master’s whip landed across the back

of her thighs, bit down again and felt the trickle of Andrea’s blood reach her

fingers where she gripped Andrea’s ankle.  Cori went up on her toes to pull

Andrea’s bitemarked heel against herself grinding the torn flesh against her

hot swollen cuntslit.

	Master circled slowly striking out at both his teen captives and Cori bit

Andrea’s other leg and drew blood.  She bent down to chomp on the dangling

girl’s toes making Andrea’s cries go shrill.  The suspended girl tried to kick

her leg away but Cori hung on steadfastly and ground her teeth into

the small flesh-stubs and then into the top of the foot and then up further

into the meat of the upper calf.  The taste of Andrea’s blood and skin was

making Cori dizzy.

	“That’s enough,” Master barked finally. He had to forcibly tug Cori away by her arm.

	“Get over there by the bed.”

	The dazed blonde teen, mouth smeared with blood, went across the room and watched him turn a crank on the wall that lowered Andrea to the floor.  The collared girl was crying softly and she slid to her knees and crumpled into a fetal position. When Master released her cuffed wrists she reached down to massage her bitten legs.

	“Get up, pig,” Master ordered.  “I want you both to face each other.  You -” he indicated Cori. “ - on the headpost.”  Andrea rose weakly and he took her by an arm and guided her to the other side of the bed. “You - here.”

	The girls stood against the scratch-smudged white metal posts of the old hospital bed, the bare bloodstained mattress between them, while he rope-bound their ankles to the thick crosspiece bars near the floor, their legs slightly apart. Pulling their hands back behind them he roped their arms together at the wrist, elbow and near the shoulders. He then ordered both girls to open their mouths and he bound their studded tongues together with a long strand of thin wire.  He clipped the midpoint of this wire to a strand of chain that dangled over the bed and as he pulled on a crank the girls were drawn forward and up on their toes, bent over the metal head and foot posts of the hospital bed, mirror images of bound female meat facing each other. 

	“Yeah...That’s how I like it. Just like fuckin’ bookends,” Master commented picking the flogger up off the floor where he’d dropped it and going to the crate on the other side of the room to get a long wooden punishment dowel.

	When he returned he began wordlessly with Cori giving her several strokes with the flogger across her back and asscheeks before swatting the back of her thighs repeatedly with the wooden rod. The blonde teen took the cuts stoically, her eyes tearing up.  She made no sound of pain, however.  She instinctively knew this

would please Master. ‘For you, sir,’ she thought to herself. ‘For you.’ He moved to Andrea and repeated the punishment at the same unhurried pace making both females tug against each other by their captured tongues; Andrea too was silent and resigned.

	“That’s nice girls,” he remarked. “Quiet is nice. I like it quiet. Plenty of time

to get noisy later.”

	He moved from one girl to the other, circled around the bed, to slash wickedly at each bound victim, welting and marking them, striking harder and

harder, making the girls enter into a tacit competition to see which of the two

would break first. The two teens stared smoulderingly into each other’s eyes, studded tongues tugged out between their lips. Knowingly, Master slashed at the tender areas, kneehollows, upper thighs. He cut the wooden rod across Andrea’s bitten calves going down on one knee to swat at her brutally. The brownhaired teen’s eyes flickered.  He prodded and swatted at Cori’s small tits and at Andrea’s fleshier orbs, at their nipples and then he began flog-swatting their cunts between their open legs.

	“Good,” he said. “Admirable. Lets see how long you can keep this shit going.”

	The wet smacks of whip and rod echoed in the high-ceiling of the warehouse.

	Sweat beaded up on the girls’ faces and dripped down their trapped bodies.

	Master ass-whipped each captive, cane-stroked their trembling asscheeks to

rub his inflamed cockhead on the punished meat smiling at the sensation of

hot beaten girlflesh against his prick.

	Tough little hoochie sluts.  He was gonna enjoy them to the limit tonight.

	He whapped the cane against their trapped feet, slashing hurtfully until

the girls shut their eyes tightly to keep from screaming, their brows arched, tears

pouring down their flushed cheeks, mouths gaping around their pink wire-tugged tongue-tips.

	“Mmm,” he grunted. “So fucking cute...” And he moved to the crank

on the wall and turned it pulling the wire that bound the girls’s studded tonguemeat

upward, forcing them to grunt and arch their heads up and push against the

hospital bedposts as the wire tugged on their captive mouths painfully.

	He returned to them to whip them more brutally now, slashing alternately

with flogger and cane, making his teen bitches dance and gasp and grunt

under a hail of punishing blows.

	He went to the crate and took a single-tail bullwhip.

	“Quiet time’s over.”

	The first two slicing cuts landed on Cori.  As the third blow came she

was already sobbing and screaming.  He moved to Andrea and struck

with precise viciousness.

	When both his tonguebound teens were shrieking and babbling he

smirked with pleasure.

	“Let it all out now, girls,” he grunted, slow-stroking himself as he swung the

long thin lash.

	Hard leather sliced into soft girlflesh. 

	“Scream your guts out!”

	Piece of shit hoochie whores.

	They were gonna bleed tonight.



						          ~



	After the bullwhip came the dart gun, compressed air powered, dry-coughing as he pressed the trigger, shooting small tiny black darts into his helpless captives, into bound legs and whip-flushed asses.

	He took his time with it, making his wailing captives wait for each piercing

smack, welted, bruised bodies writhing, dumbass young whores tugging at each

other’s heads by their tongues.

	Whufff!

	Into Cori’s plump buttcheek.

	Shhlufff!

	Into Andrea’s firm thighmeat.

	He enjoyed punishing two victims simultaneously - the counterpoint of motion, emotion and reaction.

	“Nuughhh!” Andrea shrieked yanking back on the wire.

	“Waaaaaghh!” Cori keened in response.

	Thuddd! Whuff! Shhhlufff!

	He loved the sound the darts made when they impacted.

	He shot darts into their feet, into their shoulders - reloaded - shot into their

calve-meat - into their backs - into the palms of their bound hands.  Strong youthful female bodies needed to be pierced, violated, punctured, bled, violated.

	The darts thudded deep, impacted muscle, tendon and nerve - went to the core of them.

	He caressed Andrea’s lovely, tear-soaked face with the cold gunbarrel.

	“Maybe I should put out those pretty eyes,” he told her stepping back.

	“Nuh! Nuh! Nugh!”

	He smiled and shot her in the forehead.  She yanked agaist the wire tugging

Cori with her.

	He turned and fired two into Cori’s tits and one at close range into her cheek.

	He pushed the gun up into their twats teasingly and they scream-babbled and shook their heads.

	Smiling he didn’t shoot but stepped back and pumped several darts into their meaty rumps instead.

	Then he was untying their wired tongues and roped arms and releasing them from the bedposts.

	He wanted to feel his cock inside them and he made them get on the bed

side by side, on the edge of the bloodied mattress, their legs up in the air wide

so that he could plunge alternately into each captive.  He sank his meat into

their wet pussyholes, sank deep into each groaning girl, gripping upflung, whipwelted, dart-pierced legs to fuck-stroke punishingly.  Looking down into their pleading faces he rammed deep, smeared his lips on their pretty mouths, bit their necks and shoulders, spat in their eyes.

	“Fuck me,” he growled. “Squeeze my dick.”

	And they did. Each girl did everything he asked pinned to the bed under him,

his hands holding her arms wide apart by their wrists,  one at a time, taking

his angry, unbridled violence, trading places, each girl rubbing her cunt and spreading her pussy lips wide to tease and tweak engorged clits while waiting her turn.

	He made them get on their knees and fucked them doggy-style, making

one wait while he plundered the other. yanking out the darts to leave blood-trickling wounds on their legs and buttocks, tits and faces.  He made them kiss each other

while he fucked them.

	He fucked Andrea’s asshole while Cori licked at his shaft and his balls.

Taking his prick out of Andrea’s heavenly tight shitchute he dipped it down into Cori’s upturned tongue-studded mouth.

	He fucked Andrea’s face, tugging the dart out of her forehead while

Cori passionately licked his balls and asshole.

	He throat-fucked both girls,  sodomized both girls, slamfucked both girls

punching and slapping them as he did so, taking them to a point of panting

exhaustion.

	Two victims. Double the pleasure. Double the fun.

	Then he stood over them.

	“I need more now,” he stated flatly.

	Hc came for them with two metal double-ended dildos mounted on leather buckle straps.  Wires dangled from an ‘o’ ring where the dildos were attached to the straps.

	He made each girl take one end of each double ended shaft in her mouth while they lay sprawled across the old mattress.

	“Open up wide for me,” he told them as he slid the metal cocks down their throats and buckled the straps tightly.  They submitted unquestioningly.

	He connected the wires to terminals on a box strapped to the

bottom of the bed and they looked up to see him holding what looked like

a remote control switch on a cable that returned to the box.

	Cori and Andrea looked like bizarre birds with dildo-beaks, metal proboscis

projecting from their mouths.  The other end of the dildo prodded deep down

into their throats making them gag.

	“Fuck each other,” Master then said bluntly. “Cori on top first.”  And he picked up the single-tail bullwhip from the floor.

	The girls instinctively understood what he wanted.

	Andrea lay on her back and Cori swung around and straddled her so that Andrea could push her dildo-beak up into Cori’s cunt.  At the same time Cori slid her own probing metal penis into Andrea’s lovehole and both girls began simultaneously to bob their heads, sixty-nining each other.  As they pushed the shafts into each other’s twats they realized that the pressure made them impale their throats on the opposite end of the double-headed dildos.  They were simultaneously cunt-fucked and throat-fucked by the well-designed devices.

	But that was not all.

	When Master pressed the remote switch a burst of electrical energy shot

into both gagging girls making their sweaty, whipped blood-streaked bodies jump and jiggle on the old creaking hospital bed.

	“C’mon on!” Master urged. “FUCK each other!”

	He made the bullwhip sing and burn down on them.

	Cori gasp-shrieked, gagged by the electrified shaft in her throat, her hands

clenched on the sides of the mattress as she dove down against Andrea’s heaving

slimy twat.  The burning whip laced around Cori’s flanks and tore at her tits and belly.

	Just when she thought she wouldn’t be able to take another cut Master

shouted, “Andrea on top!” and the girls switched position.

	“That’s it, you stinking hoochie whores!” Master yelled slashing now

at Andrea’s back and ass with the single-tail.

	“That’s it!”

	Now and then the end of the lash would rip into Cori’s legs or sides.

	Master alternated giving his teenage slaves electrical torture and whip-pain,

sometimes both simultaneously.  He made them switch positions repeatedly, making

sure both victims got plenty of lash, crude abrasive downstrokes, enjoying their

wild, weird passion-dance, brunette and blonde wrapped in feverish suffering agony

on the hospital bed for his sadistic pleasure, making no effort to escape the

cruel punishment.

	“Filthy animal tramps,” he growled swinging down on them angrily. 

	Each time he pressed the remote switch he enjoyed the surging, flexing

reactions, the screams, the gasping breath, the kicking legs.  They were his

little fuckpuppets dancing mindlessly for his enjoyment, hurting, punished,

beaten, conquered.

	He had taken them from the world, from their homes and

their communities, spoiled them, turned them into human garbage and taken

posession of their lives.  They belonged to him now and would never go 

anywhere else. They would never be anything except meat for his enjoyment.

They would play no other role but the one he’d taught them.

	After a while he removed the dildo-shafts from them and fucked them

again a harder, slower, meaner fuck - a crude, masterful rape-fuck - fuck-reaming their assholes and their punished throats, sitting on top of each beaten gasping sobbing victim to choke her with his cock - owning each victim, making each girl suck his asshole and lick his balls - making both girls lick his shaft between their kissing mouths - finally making them both lie next to each other on the bed to piss all over them, standing over them, guiding the hissing stream over beaten bellies, thighs, cuntmounds, tits, crying faces, mouths, eyes - covering them in piss - soaking them as they lay there on the piss-soaked mattress the long night of torture moving

toward fierce culmination.



						~



	

	Andrea and Cori knelt on the urine soggy bed, dripping wet and stinking,

battered and welted.  

	Cori still had the white choker she’d decided to wear for Master around her neck but it was smeared with blood and soaked with piss.  One of her little heart pendants was gone.

	Andrea leaned against the headpost still wearing her slave collar - her brown hair was tangled in wet strands. A drop of blood snaked down from the dart wound

on her forehead and into her eyesocket.

	“I believe Andrea has a gift for me,” Master said. “Don’t you, sweetheart?”

	“Yes, master,” the brown-haired teen responded softly, face respectfully downcast.

	“Get up,”Master said.

	Andrea slid off the bed and got to her feet.

	“You too,” Master told Cori.

	“Back to back,” he told them. “Stand up nice and straight for me.”

	When they stood as he ordered he removed Andrea’s collar and bound the two girls together by their necks, drawing the rope tight enough to make them totter dizzily.

	He tied Andrea’s wrists to Cori’s and her wrapped several tight loops of

rope around both beaten girls, around their waists.

	“You have any idea what that gift might be?” he asked Cori.

	“No, sir.”

	The blonde teen was confused and dazed.  She had no idea what he could be talking about.  What was this gift and why had it not been mentioned before?

	Master went across the room. Cori saw him pick up a thin red metal stick

with a bulbed tip on the end.

	“Master told me what he wanted,” Andrea said. “H-he told me and - and

I got - I got it for him - be-because I love him.”

	Could that odd stick be what they were talking about? Cori thought.

	“Go ahead,” Master said returning to them, standing with the odd stick in his hand in front of Cori. “You can tell her.”

	“It’s - uhm - it’s a little girl.”

	Cori’s mouth gaped.

	Master smiled held the stick up to Cori’s left breast at the nipple and pressed a switch.  A searing shock exploded through Cori’s small whipcut boob and almost knocked her off her feet.  She wrenched against Andrea, choking as the ropes around her neck wrists and waist drew tight and Cori went nowhere.

	Master stroked his cock with his free hand.

	“This is my cattle prod by the way,” Master said. “Andrea knows all about my cattle prod, don’t you sweetie?”

	“Yessir,” Andrea sobbed as Master walked around to face the brown-haired

teen.

	“Is she a pretty little girl?” Master asked. “The one you got me -”

	“Yessir.”

	Master touched the cattle prod to Andrea’s cuntmound and gave her a stinging burst.

	“Owwghhh!” Andrea cried grimacing with pain.

	Master came around to Cori.

	“You’ll have to provide a little girl too when your time comes...one way or another...”

	He teased her with the cattle prod tracing the circumference of her right breast  with the bulbed tip.

	“I really like little girls.”

	He touched the prod to Cori’s belly button and pressed the switch.

	“Awhggg!” Cori shrieked.

	“The littler the better,” he snarled and pressed the switch again.

	Cori cried out and twitched.  It felt like a hot poker had been pressed into her guts.

	“Little boys too, now and then - pretty ones...feminine ones.”

	Master circled around and faced Andrea.

	“How young is the one you’ve brought me, pig?”

	“S-six, sir -”

	Master smiled broadly, put the cattle prod to her cheek and fired it.

	Andrea’s skull smacked back against Cori, both girls choking as the rope

tugged on their throats.

	Master moved the tip of the punishment rod to Andrea’s welted thighs and gave her three sharp jolts.

	“Six is real nice, pig.  Is she pretty?”

	“ugh - yessir - v-ery pretty -”

	He gave her another poke pressing the prod to her cunt and holding the

switch down until Andrea’s eyes bulged and her teeth chattered.

	“Is she prettier than you?”

	The prod hovered threateningly over her face.

	“Yessir - I’m nothing - I’m an ugly piece of shit hoochie whore, sir -”

	“That you are.  How did you get her?”

	“She’s my friend’s little sister.  I picked her up at school - t-told her she didn’t have to take the school bus home.  I told her - uhm - that her mom had told me to pick - t-to pick her up.”

	“That’s real fucking smart, pig,” Master replied. “It’s also extremely devious and traitorous.” He pressed the prod to Andrea’s shoulder and fired.  The brown-haired teen farted and screamed simultaneously.

	“Your actions make it crystal clear that you are a lowlife lying scum, betraying your friend’s trust for your own sexual gratification.”

	“Yessir,” Andrea sobbed miserably.

	Leaving Andrea in a haze of pain Master moved to Cori.

	“I’ll expect a gift from you too, pig...when your time comes.”

	“Yessir,” Cori groaned.

	“You think you are capable of providing a little one too?”

	“If that - if that’s what you want, sir.”

	“Yeah. That’s exactly what I want. I want you to sink as low as Andrea - if not lower, although that seems difficult I know.”

	Master teased Cori with his rod. He touched it to her tits and to her belly

and to her face and then to her thighs and cunt but did not fire.

	“I do believe you’re capable of much more than sweet little Andrea here...

Where do you want the cattle prod to hurt you, pig?”

	“On my cunt, sir.”

	“Yes. That’s most appropriate. Beg me.”

	“Please give me the cattle prod on my cunt, sir.”

	“Good slut. You’re learning fast. Spread your legs apart.”

	She did so looking up at him pleadingly as he put the rod to her bruised

cuntlips under her cleanly shaved mons.

	“Come on, wider. As wide as you can get ‘em.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Tell me you love me.”

	“I - l-love you, sir.”

	She continued to look at him with a mixture of adoration and pleading as if

by just holding his eyes in hers she could somehow stop him from giving her the terrible pain again.

	She should have known better.

	He put the rod snugly up against her labia and fired.

	

	

						~



	Cori crawled slowly down the hallway of the warehouse. Her cunt ached and burned inside and nausea made her head swim. Andrea crawled ahead of her leading the way.  Master walked behind them.

	Cori’s hands and knees scraped on the cold concrete as she moved.  Her plastic bracelets jiggled against each other on her arm.

	The sound of flesh against stone was hypnotically repetitive, delightful for

the owner of the two young females.

	Confused and hurting Cori dragged herself on.  The sense memory, the sharp tingling shock-bite of the cattle prod bristling on her flesh, was imprinted forever in her mind.  And the revelation concerning Andrea’s gift had stunned her.

	Could Andrea have really brought a child down into this ugly darkness?  Was it possible to sink so low as to provide a man with an innocent child victim, to become an accomplice in kidnapping, sodomy and sadistic murder?

	Part of her shrunk from the ghastly thought but part of her was attracted and darkly aroused by it.

	Master was so overwhelmingly powerful - so perfectly evil.

	His naked form moving behind her through the dark hallway stirred the deepest neediest self-destruction in Cori.  She had watched him through tear-blurred

eyes as he’d used the cattle prod on both of them again and again leaving them

quivering and trembling like leaves in a storm.

	His words and actions had seared into her mind.

	She longed to have his big cock buried down her throat, gagging the life out of her, or deep in her cunt pounding into her, smashing her, grinding her down

to nothing. Because that’s all she was now, nothing. An aching empty nothing-hole for Master to use - maybe that was all she’d ever been.

	Andrea came to a closed door at the end of the hallway on the right and looked back at Master.

	“Sh-she’s here,” the brown-haired muttered.

	Master moved to the door and opened it.

	The room was lit somewhat less brightly than the room they’d just come from and as Cori looked past the doorway she immediately saw the little girl adrift

in the lurid shadows.

	The child hung naked upside down bound by her ankles, four feet off the floor, her hands bound behind her at the small of her back on a strand of rope tightly wound about her waist.  Her long dark hair spilled downfurled. She’d been gagged and blindfolded with duct tape.  Her colorful clothes lay in a heap next to a pair of pink tennis shoes on the floor by the wall.  A dildo strap lay discarded a few inches away.

	Cori could only imagine the child’s confused terror when Andrea had turned on her, brought her to this terrible place, stripped her naked and tied her up.  Andrea had probably had to fight the unwilling child and struggle with her but Cori knew the little one had been no match for the older girl. 

	Master strode into the room leaving his two beaten teenage slaves waiting

on hands and knees at the door.

	“Mmmm,” he said as he stepped up to the dangling child running his right

hand down the side of her leg, down her little rump to her hip and down her

side to her shoulder.  Her skin was cream-white and smooth as fresh snowfall.

Master licked his lips obviously pleased with Andrea’s living gift.

	The child made gurgling sounds of terror and kicked her legs and the rope line she hung from creaked against a pulley hook above.  Her small pretty bound feet wriggled, toes curling and uncurling.

	“Did you fuck her?” Master asked Andrea without looking at her, moving

his hand gently over the child’s chest, tweaking her small pink nipples.  Cori watched as his long fingers drifted up to the little girl’s pussy and he angled his head down to investigate.

	“Yessir,” Andrea answered, head downcast. “I did just what you t-told me

to do - p-put the d-dildo on and -”

	“Did you make sure you hurt her?”

	Andrea nodded.

	“Yessir. I hurt her bad.”

	“Front and back?”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes, what, pig?”

	“Yes, sir. I fucked her front and back. Hard, sir. As hard as possible. For you.”

	“Mmm - it looks like you’re telling the truth.  She’s very irritated...Not only did you betray your friend’s trust - you kidnapped, abused and violated her six year old daughter - Proud of yourself, pig?”

	“N-no - sir - I’m horrible.  I deserve to die for what I’ve done.”

	Master turned to Andrea and Cori.

	“That’s the truth and I’m sure we can arrange for that to happen. Now get the fuck in here and close that door. Both of you.”

	As the two beaten girls crawled into the room, Andrea pushing the door shut behind her, Master moved across the room to an old mahogany dresser and pulled open a drawer.  He came toward his two teenage captives and Cori saw the thick double-headed phallus in his hand.  The three foot length of the rubber implement was studded with bristly rubber barbs.

	“Lie down on the floor,” he instructed.  “Both of you. Straddle each other, cunt to cunt. On your sides.”

	He pushed one end of the barbed dildo into Andrea’s savaged slit and the

other into Cori’s then he roped each girl’s ankles to the other girl’s neck and

one girl’s wrists to the other girl’s thighs and left them there on the floor

crudely bound to each other and unable to move, both impaled on the same

hurtful dildoshaft - a true captive audience.

	“What’s the little whore’s name?” Master asked as he moved back to the

dresser.

	“Pam,” Andrea grunted.  Cori’s feet framed her face just as her own

feet framed Cori’s.  Neither girl would be able to move their legs without

strangling the other.

	Across the room the gagged, blindfolded child sobbed and kicked helplessly in midair.

	“Pam,” Master repeated.  Cori saw the single-tail whip in his hand as 

he moved from the dresser to the dangling six year old.

	“That’s a pretty name... It’s gonna be nice to hear little Pam scream.”

	He reached out and yanked the duct-tape from the child’s mouth then he

snatched the second strip off her eyes.

	“Hi Pam!” he said glaring into the child’s suffering face.

	“Waaaaggghh!” the child sobbed in terror.

	“Aww,” Master commiserated.  “It’s ok. Poor little Pam’s been hanging

there for so long. Haven’t you? Was auntie Andrea mean to you, pumpkin?

Huh? Was she bad?”

	Cori and Andrea watched entranced as Master coiled the whip in his hands and stepped back from the lovely six year old.

	“Dooown!” Pam shrieked. “Dooownnn!” She kicked and swung pendulously trying to lift her head, unable to keep it up, struggling against gravity.

	“I’m afraid you’re not gonna come down. You’re gonna have to stay up there just a little longer, sweetie. And what Andrea did to you was nothing compared to what’s coming your way now.”

	Master unfurled the long whip and slung it back behind him, taking a combat stance.

	Cori and Andrea began to grunt and move against each other riding the

dildo between them pressing themselves on to its punishing barbs.  They realized

the child was about to be seriously brutalized - they both knew what that

was going to feel like, they’d both just been under Master’s lash and they both

felt simultaneously horrified and sickly aroused at the prospect that a child Pam’s age was about to take such awful punishment. 

	“Baby Pam’s gonna have to hang there just a little longer...” Master uttered.  “...so I can cut her sweet little body to pieces...”

	“Dooownnn!” Pam yelled mindlessly.

	Cori and Andrea moaned simultaneously as Master swung the lash hard up

off the floor.  He sliced it across the air and slashed it across little Pam’s

bare belly.

	Little Pam screamed shrilly and her small hands, wrist-bound behind her

to a rope tightly wound around her waist, clenched and unclenched.

	Heartlessly and without a word Master proceeded to flog the helpless preteen.

	He thrashed the whip meanly across the small white body of the little

girl taking aim and coldly ascertaining the precise amount of damage with each blow.

	As the long black leather tongue slaked through the air Cori noticed the

tiny gleaming metal slivers on the end of the lash - small sharp blades that cut

into Pam’s swinging inverted body tearing the skin. This whip was similar to the one Master had used on Cori’s cunt that first night in his home, only this weapon had blades instead of barbs. 

	Both bound teenagers  looked on as Master sliced a pattern of cut-lines down the back and sides of Pam’s chunky little thighs, from the knees to the hips.  The child danced and screamed desperately for Master, her cries going from long held shrillness to hoarse whooping staccato gasps and coughs.  She pleaded with her tormentor at the top of her voice to no avail, tossed her raven-haired head, her face

flushed dark red,  her lips drawn back from her cute teeth, one front one gone.

	“Ughh Godd,” Cori groaned impaling herself on the barbed dildo against

Andrea.

	“Hurt her,” Andrea growled viciously pushing back against Cori. “Hurt her!

Hurt the little shit!  Killlll herrr!”

	For a moment Master ceased the beating and stepped up to the hysterical

six year old to press his cock against her cute painflushed face.

	“Lick me, you stupid little weasel,” he snarled and after a few seconds of

compliance, little Pam lapping at his shaft robotically, making whining noises in

her throat, he was stepping back again and drawing the lash up from the floor.

	“Nuh!” the child sob-gasped. “Nuh! NUH! NUH!”

	He now rained slice-cuts down on the front of Pam’s little body from

the tops of her thighs to her pink nipple-buds.  The six year old voiced fresh

unbearable agony at the top of her lungs.

	Cori and Andrea watched the white-pink flesh being torn and speckled

with fresh childblood and they both longed for the pain they knew Pam was

feeling - they yearned mindlessly for it and lived through her agony vicariously

from their captive dildo-impaled vantage point on the floor of the windowless chamber. 

	Again Master ceased the whipping and stepped up to his small victim.  He

dipped his head down to lick the blood from the cuts his bladed whip had left

on the child’s belly and chest and shoulders.  He pressed his cock again to Pam’s

angelic face and told her to open her mouth so he could push his wedge-shaped glans into it. He allowed her to please him as she bled from the whipcuts he’d put on her, held his babyslave to his shaft, pressed the handle-butt of the whip against her hairless pussy penetrating her and leaving the lash in her.  He turned his back to her, crouched slightly forward and made her lick his asshole unexpectedly farting on her face, making her grimace as he chuckled and stepped away again taking the lash

from her little cunt.

	Pam choked up and puked up a yellowish stream of vomit that dripped down

her face and hair.

	“N-nagghhh! Nahhh!” she screamed hoarsely as she saw Master drawing

back to resume the whipping.

	“I’m not done yet, sweetcakes. I’m - just - getting started...”

	Cori and Andrea closed their eyes, listened to Pam’s screeching cries and

humped eagerly against each other, half strangling each other as their neck-bound legs tugged and stretched.

						~

	

	After the bloodwhipping, Master laid Pam on top of a stack of wooden crates that were up against the wall.  The child’s wrists were still bound behind her.

	Master freed Cori and Andrea and made them take turns strapping on the

dildo Andrea had already used earlier that day forcing both teenagers to fuck the beaten little girl who lay unresisting, almost catatonic, on the rough wood.

	He stood beside them watching and urging them on using the bladed

lash on the two teenagers as each young slave leaned over the bound six year old to

hold her little whipped legs high and apart and to thrust the strapped-on black rubber shaft up the child’s twathole or up her little poopchute.

	While each teen slave awaited her turn with the dildo they were made to kneel before Master and service him.

	Cori groaned and stuffed her throat full of Master. She loved the way he tasted, all aroused, his dick smeared with pre-cum. She licked and sucked

his balls and crouched down to tongue his asshole.  When it was her turn

to do so she thrust the dildo into Pam’s little body vehemently slamming

it home with jabs of her hips and watching Andrea pleasure Master as the

whip danced and tore across Cori’s own back and shoulders.

	It didn’t take long for the two teenagers to be as badly cut up by Master’s

whip as the child that lay sobbing and half-conscious on the stack of

crates.

	Pam’s babypussy bled.  Bits of faeces leaked from her bloody asshole.

	When Master had his fill of the repeated childrape he made Andrea and Cori go to a closet on the other end of the room and drag an old black barbecue grill out into the room.

	He dumped charcoal from a bag into the grill, sprinkled it with

lighter fluid and lit it with a match.

	As the flames wooshed upward toward the ceiling and gradually subsided Cori watched Master place several steel skewers in the ring of heat atop the grill.

	Gray smoke smouldered up from the coals and Master made the

two teenagers pick up the six year old and hold her spreadeagled between them.

	“I wanna fuck ‘er one last time,” he growled.

	Pam offered no struggle whatsoever.  Held between the two older

girls for Master she looked up in a daze as he gripped her by her asscheeks

and put his massive erection up to her.

	“So cute,” he whispered. “Little cutiepie slut...”

	“Fuck ‘er, sir,” Andrea said hoarsely. “Break the little pig.”

	She was staring down at Pam, eyes slitted, brows furrowed.

	“ - finish her -”

	“Oh God yeahh,” Cori heard herself say, her voice disembodied, her one remaining heart pendant swinging crazily against the side of her face, the small silvery rings still adorning her other ear.

	Master peered up at his teenage slaves.

	“Watch me,” he said smiling.  “I like to be watched.”

	The girls looked down to see his big cock press inward against the child’s

already savaged sexmound.  They felt Pam surge and stretch against them as

they gripped her by ankles and wrists.  The six year old mewled and turned her head from side to side looking up at them searching for pity.

	There was none.

	Andrea spat on the child’s face.

	Cori watched Master’s cock disappear slowly into the screaming victim’s

overfilled sexhole and she licked her lips.  Her tongue still ached from when it had

stretched out on the wire bound to Andrea’s.

	“Uhhh,” Master groaned. “She’s - soo - fucking - tightt -”

	Behind him the flames blazed on the grill in the center of the room and danced in Cori’s eyes.



						~



	Master worked himself up with Pam but did not cum inside her.

	Instead he took the child from his two teenage slaves and after he untied her

he raised her skinny rope-chafed wrists up into leather cuffs that hung on chains between two pillars at the opposite end of the room, away from the blazing

grill.

	“It’s playtime, cutiepie,” he told the little girl.

	The child drooled.

	“ - muhmmiee -” she moaned. “ - muhh - mma -”

	Cori saw him go to the dresser and get the torture devices from the drawer:

studded steel straps that fit over his knuckles and buckled to his hands.

	Cori stood spread-legged as Andrea knelt under her.  Andrea was licking

Cori’s cuntpit slavishly, eyes closed.

	“Piss on that whore,” Master told Cori. “It’s what she fucking deserves.”

	Andrea moaned and as Cori watched Master move toward the wrist-hung

child she let go of the pressure in her bladder and leisurely spurted a hot stream of 

urine on the brownhaired teen’s face.  Andrea opened her mouth to drink

Cori’s expulsion and she craned her head back and forth to let it spray

all over her face and hair.

	Master stood in front of Pam.

	The child looked down on him, head tilting forward weakly.

	She babbled incoherently.

	“Ohh Godd,” Cori groaned as Andrea pressed her lips against the standing blonde’s clit, sucking and nibbling while piss still trickled from Cori’s urethra.

	“ - muhmmmmaaa!” Pam croaked.

	“Fuck you and your momma, bitch,” Master growled.

	Cori watched entranced as Master began the savage spike-knuckled beating of the six year old.

	The sight of the powerful naked male punching his studded fists into the belly,

ribs and pudenda of the helpless, screaming, unprotected child made Cori dizzy with

masochistic lust.  She gripped Andrea’s head and smeared her cunt against

the kneeling teen’s mouth.

	Master punched the little girl’s thighs as she kicked her legs and tried to

bring her knees up.  He gut-socked her and landed one-two punches in her

thorax snapping ribs and winding the child.  He circled around her and 

punched her in the back gouging her already welted skin with the steel studs. He

grabbed her legs by the ankles and punched her calves bruising and wounding,

pounding with fierce rage.  He cuntpunched Pam until he crushed her chubby

mons and shattered her pelvic bone.

	Cori slid down to the floor and both she and Andrea watched the destruction

of the six year old on their knees with gaping awe, Andrea’s hair piss-soaked and

matted against her cheeks.

	Leaving the child dangling, puking up and pissing blood, Master moved to

the grill and picked up the first two skewers.  

	He approached the child with the smouldering metal spears.

	Andrea and Cori simultaneously began to masturbate, spreading wide,

still on their knees, their hands on their cunts stroking, both of them 

weeping with a mixture of horror and pleasure.

	The sound of the skewers rupturing through little Pam’s gutsac almost made

Cori cum.  The child went stiff, spine arched, head craned back.

	“Get under her,” Master told Cori and Andrea.  “I want both of you in her blood.” 

	Master got two more skewers as Cori and Andrea crawled to Pam.

	Master thrust into the six year old’s slender neck and spurts of hot pulsing blood jetted down on the masturbating teenage slaves and on to Master’s bare chest.

	“Yyghhhhieee!” Pam wheezed.

	The child looked up at the ceiling, green glassy pupils wide.

	Master smiled and slammed a skewer through one eye.

	Cori drank the blood that spilled from Pam’s crushed cunt.

	Andrea kissed Cori under it.  It flowed down into their masturbating hands.

	“Ahhhh,”Cori groaned, tilting her head back.

	“Mmmmm,” Andrea echoed as both girls embraced under the skewered

child.

	Pam turned her head from side to side, the skewer sticking out of her eyesocket.

	Three more hot skewers went into little Pam’s back, one through her lung, piercing all the way through to the already stuttering left ventricle of her heart, another through the middle of her small kidney and a final  one into the nape of her neck crushing her medulla and terminating her instantly.  The child went limp like a useless wet rag her little bloody feet oozing bloody drips on Cori and Andrea’s hair, blonde and brown, spattered darkly.

	Master dipped his head down and bit the dead child’s upraised arm right to the bone ripping out a chunk of her flesh to eat it.

	The two teenagers were lost in each other, washed in blood, unaware of what Master was doing as he moved about the room, both of them caught by surprise when he said:

	“Andrea.”

	They both looked up to see him, hammer in one hand, a two-by-four and

some metal spikes in the other.

	Andrea stared into his eyes and then slowly raised her hands high over her head and slid down to lie flat on her back on the floor.

	“Hold her hands for me,” Master told Cori. “I’m gonna nail her.”

	Master positioned the two by four under Andrea’s upstretched arms, between her limbs and the floor beneath and with three sharp smacks of the hammer on each spike he nailed Andrea’s hands to the wood while Cori crouched over the grimacing brown haired teen and held her hands down.  Cori watched the metal nails gouge through Andrea’s palms.  The prostrate teenager screamed at the top of her lungs and sobbed in agony but made no effort to escape the hammer’s crushing blows.  

	The two-by-four Master had nailed Andrea to had a metal eyelet in the center

of it. Master yanked Andrea up by her hair and walked her to a strand of chain

that dangled from the ceiling to hook the two-by-four on a metal clip-hook attached

to the chain.

	Now the whipped, beaten, blood-bathed, brown-haired teen hung by her

nailed blood-oozing hands and Master was circling her.

	Cori remembered the girl Terry on the DVD Master had shown her - that girl too had her arms nailed.

	“You ready?” Master asked. He massaged his brass-knuckled fists, clenched and unclenced his big strong hands.

	Cori’s cunt throbbed and she swooned at the ominous question.

	....Cori, Cori, Cori, Cori - what’s the story, Cori, Cori?

	“Yessir,” Andrea moaned, head hanging, hair spilling down over her face.  “I’m ready.”

	“I’m going to kill you, pig.”

	“I know.”

	“Tell me what I need to hear. Say it nice and loud.  I want Cori to hear it so that she knows what will be expected of her when her time comes.”

	“Yessir - I love you, sir.  I - I love you w-with all my h-heart and - with

all m-my soul.”

	“What else, whore?”

	“My body is yours. My blood is yours. My cunt is yours. I’m yours...I belong to you - all to you - only to you -”

	Then she raised her eyes to him one last time and hissed softly:

	“Waste me...”

	 Still wearing the bloodied knuckle-barb straps on his hands Master stepped up to his brown-haired victim and began executing her wish with a calculated rhythmic pounding of her belly and cunt, using the hand-hung teen like a punching bag.

	Cori leaned back against the wall and lifted one hand to her mouth, bit on her index finger and rubbed her other hand against her slit and over-stimulated clitoris, little Pam’s blood still dripping into her eyes and down off her chin.

	With merciless savagery Master now attacked Andrea as he’d done with little Pam, gouge-punching legs, tits, arms, knees, ankles - circling around to punch-snap the wailing brown-haired teen’s spine and slam her shoulderblades breaking her collar bones. Andrea’s blood spattered the floor and wall. It spattered hotly against Cori’s legs. Master ground his steel-knuckled fist up the brown-haired teen’s cunt and then up her ass, pushing into the keening female almost up to the elbow grabbing her viscera and tearing them out of her, rectal passage and intestines, uterus and bladder,  punching, pounding and ripping until after a long wailing cry the young bitch suddenly stiffened and went slack then hung dead, like the lovely guiltless child she’d brought to him,  motionless and inert - both females now crudely slaughtered.

	Master reached out, took the dead girl’s bloody foot and rubbed his cock against it, up and down, along the instep, against the toes, then he turned to Cori.

	“This time you won’t be getting out of the hospital for a while.”

	He walked to her.

	He held his blood-covered fists out for her and she licked the steel knuckle straps clean.

	Reaching up he ripped the one remaining heart pendant from her ear.

	A small throaty girlish cry came from her.

	Effortlessly he reached down and lifted her off her feet and on to his cock,

impaling her as she straddled his strong hips, walking her across the room 

as he fucked her.

	Her head fell over his shoulder, her cheek against his hot bare flesh.

	He was so powerful.

	So perfectly powerful.

	He reached up and took the rope noose and slipped it over her head pulling

on the free end until she was choking.

	He fucked her like that for a while then he swung-pushed her off him and she

stood tippytoe, dizzy on the end of the taut chokerope.

	He pulled her arm up away from her body and yanked on it hard.

	The loud snap was followed by a sharp wave of pain that almost made her faint.

	Bluish spots danced in her eyes as she saw him take her other arm.

	No! she thought - then

 	yesss -

	Again the dull wet snap and the horrific pain.

	Both arms hung at her sides, dislocated and jiggling.

	Useless.

	Across the room Pam and Andrea hung bloody and dead.

	Maybe he’ll go too far and I’ll be joining them soon, Cori thought.

	Maybe this is how it will end.

	She watched him pick up the hammer he’d used to nail Andrea to the two-by-four.

	He went down on one knee in front of her, looked up at her, smiled and swung the hammer down on her left foot - right down against the big toe.

	She shrieked and gagged on the rope as flames of agony raced up her leg erasing all further thought.

	He continued to stare at her enjoying her suffering then grabbing her hip to steady her he smacked down on her other foot.

	Leaving both toes broken he then gripped her right leg and crashed the hammer against the middle of her slender shinbone.

	The meaty crack was followed instantly by her mindless hoarse screaming.

	He stroked himself watching her then he grabbed her other leg to hold it still and smashed it with the hammer.

	Choking on the rope and in a hell of pain she couldn’t stand up anymore and

she tottered like a broken ragdoll.  She knew she was on the verge of passing out but she tried desperately to stay conscious for him - to please him.

	He moved around behind her and she felt one of his hands spreading her asscheeks apart.  He pushed against her and his massive cock squeezed inward and entered her anus sliding upward and filling her snugly.

	He had her from behind by one hip and she looked down and saw the hammer out to her right.

	“Don’t worry, cunt,” he said in her ear. “I know my work. I’m doing you just right. The doctors will put you back together good as new.”

	The hammer swung, a silver blur that crunched into her hip, and she

opened her mouth wide but screamed soundlessly consumed in unbearable suffering. She did not believe such torment was possible.  And yet there was for her something atrociously beautiful about it - something astoundingly fulfilling.

She wanted to take as much as she could for him - to go as far as her body

would permit - to bear all that he could give.

	He was sliding in and out of her - in and out - the hammer on the other side now.  She hungered for its decimating impact.

	“Yeahh - They’ll put you all back just fine...”

	“ - aghhgggaahh -” she sob-gasped urgently. “ - b-break me - pleeeease! BREAK ME!”

	Hammer swinging, crushing, shattering - she felt like she was being snapped in half, the rope pulling hard against her throat - no sound, no air - his voice behind

her, his breath fast as he pumped her harder.

	“Stinking hoochie cunt - you’ll come back to me - you’ll come back - just

like Andrea - just like all of them - uhhh - tell me you’ll come back - come on, pig -

tell me -”

	But everything was fading and she couldn’t find her voice.

	“Come on,” he urged. “Come on!  Tell me!”

	His cock is so big inside her - she is filled with him.

	Filled.

	“B-backk -” she hears herself grunt. “Yezzz - be - back - f-for - you.”

	Out of the corner of her eye she can see him smile and then his face is slack

as orgasm overtakes him.

	“Fuckkk! Fuckkk! GODDAMN BITCHHH!”

	She feels a heat inside her but doesn’t know if it’s his spunk or her guts

ripping apart and her breath is finally finished and blue depths rush up to drown

her, a whole dark river of purple blue.

	Final words come from her lips - she hears herself as she loses consciousness,

flushed and faint.

	“- lo-love you - love you - love you -”

	And then his heartless reply.

	“Fuck you, whore.”

	And then nothing.



























































3.

	Her mother was crying.  The machines in the hospital room were beeping,

a chorus of electronic sounds - a hissing sound like a pump - a tube down her

throat.  Doctors came and went. She drifted in and out, flew on high powered

pain medication.   Her father stood over the bed, her mother in the chair.  The doctors bent over her working, speaking medical jargon to each other. Disconnected thoughts and images danced in Cori’s head. Nurses and orderlies moved in and out of her range of vision, faded in and out like ghosts in a shadow play.  Briefly she thought she saw the little girl Pam standing naked in the doorway dripping blood.

	There were no windows, no way to tell day from night.  As the days wore on she was slowly weaned from the more intense pain meds. Eventually when she was better she was able to receive visitors. Carolyn came by. Josie and Frank and Mike from school.  She had nothing to say and couldn’t talk to them even if she’d had any words.

	They looked at her with pity, spent scant minutes in the room and vanished.

	She had no interest in them.

	All she could think of was Master’s big strong cock rising up into her

and filling her from behind and his hammer pounding into her bones and

breaking her.

	Her memory of him pounding his steel-knuckled fists into the child and then into the helpless teen made her dizzy with desire even though she was in traction,

hanging from metal bars, weighed down with casts and strapped to mechanical

devices.

	She was shattered for him, the way she needed to be.

	Now she needed to heal, to prepare herself for more.

	Days melted into weeks.

	Mother and father came and went, prayed over her, read to her.  

	Rarely she pretended to listen. Most of the time she was listless.

	The police came by eventually and her rape counsellor - Alicia Robles, a short Puerto Rican woman who wore bright red lipstick and business suits - the

same woman who had dealt with her the time before.

	Alicia Robles looked at her differently from the others.

	“You say it was the same people that attacked you?” she asked.

	Cori nodded.  It was hard for her to talk even after the tube was removed

and she was breathing on her own, out of the ICU and suspended in traction

in the hospital room.

	Alicia’s eyes fixed the youngster and did not waver.

	“The same people Cori?”

	Cori nodded again. Looked away.

	They were alone. Cori’s mother had gone down to the cafeteria to get coffee.

	“That’s bullshit, sweetheart, isn’t it?”

	Cori looked at the counsellor, tried to appear pitiful and honest.

	“Wh-what do you m-mean?”

	“I mean you’re lying, hon.  I know you’re lying.  The department knows you’re lying.”

	“Lying? Why - why w-would I lie?”

	“I don’t know.  To protect somebody. Somebody who threatened to kill you if you talked maybe.  Look.  We’re not gonna tell your folks, ok? We won’t tell anybody.  Just tell us who the bastard is.  We’ll take him off the street.

He won’t hurt you again.”

	Cori turned her head away.

	“Was it your boyfriend?”

	“I don’t have - a boyfriend.”

	“Was it a teacher at your school? Someone else maybe. Someone you know. Another family member maybe.”

	“I told you who it was. Four b -”

	“Yeah. Four black guys in a van. That’s BS, Cori. Let me level with you.  If you’re protecting somebody who  is doing this not just to you but

to other girls you could be an accesory.  You know what that is, right?”

	“Accesory?”

	“Don’t play dumb with me.  I know you’re a very smart girl.  Straight A’s until two months ago.  Your grades haven’t been so good lately. Look at me Cori. You were seen hanging around Tavern West.”

	Cori swung her head back on the pillow to look at the rape counsellor. She

wondered how much the woman might know. 

	“Like I said, we won’t tell your parents if that’s what you’re worried about, ok?  I know girls your age go through this bullshit stage. You want to be bad.  You want to check out the fast lane.  I did the same thing.”

	Cori looked at the Puerto Rican woman’s mouth.  She had a pretty mouth.

	I bet Master would put this spic bitch in her place real nice, Cori thought.

	“I told you,” Cori said. “Three black guys grabbed me on Wendell Road. Yes. I did go to Tavern West but I was on my way home.”

	Alicia Robles looked into Cori’s eyes.  

	She knew the teenager was lying.

	“Does it turn you on?” she asked suddenly.

	“W-what?” Cori said, her breath catching.

	“The pain, Cori. The beating. The torture.”

	“Turn me on? Are you serious?”

	Alicia put her hand on Cori’s gently.

	“Do you like it when he hurts you?”

	Cori’s mind raced wildly.  She was suddenly tempted to pour her heart out to this woman.  Maybe she wasn’t lying.  Maybe the police wouldn’t tell her parents.  Maybe Cori would be able finally to confide in someone who would not be judgemental or critical of her newfound love.

	Then again, maybe this was just another way to get to the truth. Police tactics.

	“Uhm -” Cori said. “That’s - sick -”

	“Yes it is.”

	“You think I went to - to someone who - did this to me - on - on purpose?”

	Alicia said nothing.

	“That’s sick, Ms. Robles - how could you think -?”

	Then the rape counsellor smiled, blinked once and said:

	“Pain’s not a bad thing, child.  There’s no light without darkness, is there?

Sometimes pain’s better than pleasure.  I know.”

	Cori looked at the Puerto Rican woman - there was something there

that she hadn’t seen before - something unexpected.

	Then Alicia got to her feet, her hand slipping away from Cori’s.

	“If somehow your memory of what happened - uh - changes, you’ll let me know, won’t you?”

	“They - those men - had me blinfolded in the van I don’t know if I -”

	“Ok, sweetheart. Save it.  Someone will come by and take your statement officially. I’m not going to waste any more time.  You have my number.”

	At the door of the hospital room Alicia turned.

	“You know Cori, next time - if there is a next time - you may not end up in the hospital.”

	The blonde teenager stared unemotionally at the latina.

	“Next time you’ll end up somewhere in a shallow grave - we may never even find your body.”

	Alicia turned and exited.

	Cori’s eyes filled with hot tears.

	She remembered Andrea and Pam and the girl she’d seen on the DVD.

	Death was not a possibility - it was a certainty.

	Cori’s mother came back in the room.

	“Did that woman upset you, dear?”

	The teenager nodded and allowed herself to be comforted.  Megan Massey stroked her young daughter’s hair, dabbed at her tears with a tissue.

	“That’s ok. You don’t have to speak to her again if you don’t want.”

	Megan remembered the way Cori had looked when they’d brought her in. The police said that someone, a woman, had called  911 telling them Cori had been left in a dumpster.  When her mother saw Cori on the gurney coming into the hospital she was horrified.  Cori was all bruised and swollen and twisted.  Something wasn’t right.  There had been a torn white cloth choker around her daughter’s neck - and that stud in her tongue - the kind of things trashy girls or hookers might sport.  	At home that first week after the police found Cori, Megan had found some eyeshadow and lipstick and some clothes that she didn’t think belonged to her daughter - slutty stuff in Cori’s dresser.  Maybe Cori had fallen in with the wrong crowd at school.  Maybe she was spending time with weird friends and in weird places and that’s why she’d run into those black men.  She’d have to have a talk with her.  But not now.  Not while the child was so vulnerable.

	“It’s ok, honey,” Megan voiced soothingly.  “It’s ok.  You’re safe now. You’re safe.”

	Safe? Cori thought.

	That’s a laugh.

	She felt sorry for her mother.  It had been years since the two of them had any real communication.  And now Cori was certain it would never happen.

Mother and father seemed like strangers to her - two people she’d once known,

two characters in some distant fairy tale.

	Cori closed her eyes and as her mom caressed her she let the memory of

Master’s mean scowling face take over.

	Are you ready? she heard him ask.  Are you ready for me?

	He had that sneering smile, contemptuous, hate-filled.

	Cori remembered his black BMW speeding through the dark alleyways as she clung to the hood.

	How many people ever experienced anything like that, she thought?

	Most people lived neutral lives with no extremes, no highs and lows.

	More and more, day by day, Cori was drawing closer to the reality of the answer she would give Master - she was preparing herself for it - letting go.

	I’m not ready yet, sir - she answered in her mind.

	Not quite yet.

	But I will be.

	When the time comes, I will be.

	After a few moments, as her mother stroked her hair, she fell into dreamless sleep.

	



						~





	One night weeks later when Cori was alone and her parents had gone home Master came to her in the hospital. He had disguised himself as a doctor.

	He’d leaned over her and kissed her awake.  At first she thought she was dreaming.

	“Sticking to your story?” he asked. A strand of his dark hair hung down over his forehead.

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Good slut.”

	He kissed her again, his hand moving under the sheet to press against her belly, to pinch her bruised nipples - moving down to carefully cup her sore vagina, her legs still up in casts on wires - his strong hard hand taking posession of her.

	He tasted so good.  She was lost in the taste and smell of him.

	“Whose cunt is this?” he asked softly.

	“That’s your cunt, sir. It belongs to you.”

	“That’s right. Don’t fucking forget it.”

	“No sir. Never.”

	She was breathing fast as his finger began slow circles around her clit.  Responsively she wriggled her bandaged-up toes which poked out of the long full-leg casts and she clutched the sheets in her hands.  As the muscles in her legs

tautened to his caresses echoes of pain sparked through her.

	She remembered suddenly that she needed to warn him.

	“S-Sir? uhm - we can’t meet at Tavern West again.”

	“Really?”

	Slow tender circles, her belly warm, her cunt lips swelling. He slid his finger into her, pushing in deep.

	His cunt. All his.

	“ - the police know - uhh - they saw me there...”

	“Well thanks for the heads-up, pig.”

	The way he talked to her triggered the full force of her sick masochism.	

	“Ahhh,” she groaned. “I need to hurt for you again, sir - I need it soo bad.”

	“I’m not going to take you again until you’re all healed up. And even then...you’ll have to wait for it. There’s more you need to learn and experience.”

	He kissed her long and deep until she couldn’t breathe pushing each of his

fingers in and out of her, wetting himself with her,  taking his hand out from under the sheets to bring it to her face, making her lick his fingers clean, putting his

hand back under the sheet to slow-tease her.

	His cunt. Unquestionably HIS.

	He pulled back from her face and looked at her pretty mouth.

	“They took the stud,” he said.

	“Yes, sir.”

	“You’ll wear another one for me?”

	“I will.”

	“I want you to get tattooed as well.”

	“Yes. How?” she asked dreamily.

	“On your ass. On your tits. I’ll leave the details up to you. Just make sure they’re big and noticeable - and nasty.  And get your belly button and your cunt lips and your nipples pierced and ringed.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	The idea of being all marked and pierced for him excited her. His fingers explored the edges of her cuntmouth making her shiver.

	“You’ll stop going to school and leave home.  I have an apartment on Raymond street for you.”

	Raymond street was a dangerous neighborhood.  

	What would her parents think? Or her friends?

	She realized she really didn’t care.  Nothing mattered to her except obeying him, pleasing him, belonging to him.

	“Ughh,” she grunted as Master plugged up her cunt with his fingers.

	“I’ll leave you the address in your locker at school.”

	Again he smeared his lips against hers and thrust his tongue into her waiting mouth.  Saliva ran down the side of her face and into the pillow.

	“You little shit,” he whispered. “You love what I do to you don’t you? I won’t be visiting you at your new place but I’ll keep an eye on you, you can count on it.  I’ll expect you to work for me for a while, a month or two.  A stupid little hoochie like you should do alright on Raymond street.  I’ll send some clients your way.  ‘Course you can drum up business on your own as well.  In fact I’ll expect you to.”

	He kissed her again hard and worked her cunt gently but firmly and her broken cast-enveloped legs twitched up on the suspension wires.

	“You want me to - whore for you?” she moaned as he pulled back, her green eyes half-closed and glittering wetly.

	“You’re already a whore, sweetheart. We both know that. And a good one.  I want to make a few bucks off you.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	His hand slid away, leaving her hoping for more.

	“Not that I need that kind of money - but you need the education.”

	Master got to his feet by the bed and unzipped the white orderly uniform pants to pull out his bulging cock and move up close to Cori.

	“You’re gonna get me off and drink me.  I want you to get a good

taste of me - you won’t be getting it again for a while.  I won’t be coming by here again.”

	Obediently Cori opened her lips wide and looked up at Master keeping her

arms at her sides.  She wondered what would happen if someone, a nurse maybe,

came in and saw them.  He was taking a big risk being there with her.  It made

her want to please him even more.

	She thought he was going to fuck her mouth. Instead he jerked off slowly and stared down at her.  It took him a while but she kept her mouth open the whole time and when he was ready he grunted, bit his lip and shot several hot milky jets of cum past her gaping lips. 

	“Here ya go, scumbag,” he said. “Uhh - yeahh - uhh - dirty little shit -”

 	One gob spurted up her cheek and into her eye.

	His hot sperm pooled thickly under her tongue.

	“Don’t swallow until I say.”

	She just kept looking up at him, cum-filled mouth wide,  the cumwad in

her eye dripping down her cheek to her ear and down into her hair.

	“Drink it,” he finally instructed.

	Still looking up at him she drew his jissom down her throat and swallowed it down.  He made her open her mouth to check.

	“Whatta you say to me, pig?” he asked as he put his cock back in his pants and zipped up.

	“Th-thank you, sir,” she moaned.

	“Who do you belong to?”

	“I belong to you.”

	And she did. That was the God-awful truth.

	She was absolutely His cunt. Absolutely and exclusively HIS.

	He sat back down next to her on the bed and he reached into his pocket.  	She saw him pull out a small piece of plastic tubing.  Reaching out he shut off the valve on her IV dispenser.

	“I want a good taste of you too,” he said and carefully pulled out the tube

that led into her forearm IV needle to replace it with the one he’d brought.

	He put the end of the tube to his lips and began to suck.

	She watched her blood rise out of her arm and up the clear plastic conduit to his mouth and she felt dizzy with pleasure, her cunt quivering.

	Sipping quietly, like a thirsty vampire, Master drank Cori’s blood for nearly five minutes, guzzling almost a pint, leaving her weak and trembling before wiping his hand over his lips, removing the tube and replacing the IV flow from the bottle by the bed.

	Then wordlessly he was gone.

	She woke later thinking it had been a dream but the jizz that had dried on her left eye was still there smearing her lashes together and she smiled, wiped her

face against the pillow and went back to sleep.



						~





	She left home after her third day out of the hospital, walking away from the suburban house in the middle of the day, carrying nothing but a small travel bag with some underwear and a toothbrush. She took no pictures or mementos of her former life; she wanted to be free of her past - of mother, father, school and childhood. Cori Massey, the sixteen year old honors student, member of the yearbook staff, cheerleader (for a month), track athlete, hopeful college student and American consumer-to-be had ceased to exist. 

	After three months in the hospital Cori the whore was about to open for business.

	Master had left a note with the Raymond Avenue address and the key to her new apartment in the school locker just as he’d told her he would, though she still had no idea how he managed it.  She’d never given him her locker number

or location.

	5075 Raymond was a walkup tenement building with garbage cans out front.

There was no air conditioner. The place was a one bedroom hole in the wall.  The bedsheets and quilt were stained and torn.  The carpet had cigarette burns and dark mold spotted the shower stall.  There was no television or stereo but twice a week a scrawny black kid delivered groceries in a box which she put in the regrigerator - mostly frozen dinners and frozen pizzas, kool-aid and potato chips.

	After Cori settled in her first stop was a tatoo parlor up the street where Master had made arrangements.

	The tattoos hurt.  It took three hours to get them done.

	‘Slut’ on her left tit.  ‘Pig’ on her right. Both in swirling manuscript.  ‘Animal Cunt’ scrawled garishly across the top of her asscheeks on a colorful red and green scroll.

	The piercings hurt worse.

	Bright gold ringlets on her pink nipples, navel and pussy lips.

	The blonde teen had to spend nearly a week in the dingy apartment recovering.  She was still weak from her long hospital stay and her legs ached

deeply where the bones had healed if she moved around too much. But Master

had been right. He’d known just how to break her so as to make the job

of the doctors in the hospital go smoothly.  She’d been told her how lucky she

was that she’d been hit the way she’d been hit because her bones would mend and heal quickly.  A fraction of an inch in either direction would have meant the loss of

a limb or perhaps life in a wheelchair.

	She marveled at Master’s prowess.

	After a few days the men began calling. 

	Her first client was a tall bald man with cruel eyes who took her in the 

bathroom, made her lie in the tub, pissed on her and then crouched over her to shit on her face.  She surprised herself when the stench and the feel of hot crap on her

cheeks didn’t make her throw up but actually made her cunt tingle.  The man laughed moved over her, crouched low and dumped another turd on her ringed

belly button then he turned and shot off on her shit-smeared tits, right on the

‘Slut’ and ‘Pig’ tattoos.

	Another client blindfolded her and burned her pierced nipples with

a candle flame.  She bit her lip and did not scream.  He made her kneel and

he came in her eyes.

	There was an endless stream of young violent men who fucked her and

slapped her and choked her and shot their cum on her.  

	Scary, violent men who left her bruised and bleeding.

	There were old men some as gentle as grandfathers, some as severe as bishops.

	One distinguished corporate chief wanted her when she was on her period and payed extra for the opportunity.  He would make her take out her bloody tampons and put them in her mouth while he fucked her stinking blood-filled pussyhole.

	There was a group of cruel black men who hired her to do hardcore orgy

sex videos in a dark hall that had once been a movie theater downtown.  They paid Master for the privilige.  They called her nasty names and pounded their long huge ebony shafts into her making her kneel or crouch until her legs throbbed numbly, making her take their impossibly long fuckpoles down her throat until she gagged

and puked.

	There was a man who brought his wife, a plump redhaired woman, to the apartment on Raymond street,  so that he could watch the two of them fuck on the bed.

	A week later he came back with a young black girl.  He made Cori whip the black girl with a riding crop across her big soft brown tits before he fucked 

both of them on the floor.

	There was a quiet skinny guy who liked to have her masturbate while

he pissed on her and verbally humiliated her.

	There was a guy that enjoyed choke-fucking her throat with his twelve inch

prick.

	Some of the men were sent by Master others she lured off the street, just

as Master had wanted her to do.  It was scary at first, walking around half

naked on corners and into bars, parading herself that way.  But the more

she did it the more she realized it was what she truly was underneath.  This

was her true nature.

	She loved the men. Loved the smell of them. Loved to please them. She loved the evil way they looked at her and used her, loved to be there for them in whatever way they chose. The more violent and nasty the better.

	Some felt sorry for her because she was so young.  Some made her talk

like a little girl when they fucked her.

	Some were hard, silent, cruel and impersonal.

	She loved them all. It was as if all of them were extensions of Master,

minions sent out to do his bidding.

	And the men enjoyed her fully - her pierced, tattooed young body.

	They used her for all she could give, for all they could get for their money.

	They enjoyed the words scrawled on her body - Slut - Pig - Animal Cunt -it made it ok to use her, to demean her, to slap her around, to take out their frustrations on her - their shortcomings.  She fully became what Master called her - a little hoochie slut - the kind of female that is meat to be used and discarded, fucked and dumped - used, beaten and desecrated. A scrawny, dirty, skaggy, worthless hoochie cunt.

	And through the constant humiliation her love for Master remained unchanged - if anything it blossomed - and she longed for the day he would come for her, the fateful day he would finally pose his final brutal question.

	Nearly three months after she moved into the apartment on Raymond street he phoned unexpectedly.  He surprised her because she’d been waiting for a call back from a client on her cell and didn’t expect Master’s deep resonant voice.

	“I heard business has been good,” he said.

	She melted inside.

	“Yes, sir. It has.”

	“I want you to come to me this weekend.  My friends would like to meet you.”

	Her heart raced wildly.

	“Where?”

	“I’ll send someone to pick you up.  I have a house in the country.  It’s nice.

Out of the way. Quiet. We’re gonna be rough on you, pig.  Do you want to set

some limits?”

	“No limits, sir.”

	“Are you sure? It’s gonna be extremely rough.”

	“No limits. I want to please you and your friends.  Go as far as you want with me.”

	“I will hold you to your word.”

	“Yes sir, I know.”

	“I’m looking forward to it, pig.  This time there won’t be any hospital.  There’s a ‘recovery’ room out there and I’ll make sure you’re properly cared for.”

	He chuckled meanly and a chill ran through her.

	“By the way - I’d like to know the date of your last period.”

	The question caught her off guard.

	“Week and half - two weeks -”

	“Good.”

	After he hung up she got the call she’d been expecting but for the first time

in the several weeks since she’d moved into Raymond street she turned down the client.

	“Sorry,” she told him. “I’m going out of town.”

	“When will you be back?” the guy had asked.

	“I’m not sure.”

	Probably never, she thought to herself.
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	After she got off the phone she went into the bedroom and lay down across the dirty sheets.

	She needed to rest, wanted to fall asleep but the sounds of the traffic outside

seemed unusually loud and she kept tossing and turning. 

	Why had Master wanted to know about her period, she wondered.  Did he expect her to be clean for his friends maybe?  She knew most men, her

corporate chief client excepted,  didn’t want to be around girls when they were on the rag. She doubted, however, that Master and his friends would be bothered about a little unpleasantness like menstrual blood.

	She decided to take a walk and she put on a pair of jeans and a lime green checkered blouse, regular street clothes that would attract no attention.

	Down by the park a group of black boys were shooting baskets under a

halogen lamp.  An old lady with a shopping cart rummaged through a garbage

can.  People moved by on the sidewalk purposefully going about their lives.

	Cori sat on a bench and leaned her head back to look up at the cloudy

night sky and the tops of the old buildings, the lit up windows.

	A car drove up but she paid no attention. She thought it was probably a john about to ask how much until she heard a familiar voice a few feet away.

	“My God, Cori.”

	The blonde teen’s big green eyes flickered with surprise. It was her mother.  Father sat in the car and looked away when Cori noticed him.

	“My God,” Megan repeated, visibly stunned.

	“Shit,” Cori cursed getting up.  She had to get away.

	“Wait - please -”

	“Shit shit shit.”

	Cori turned her back on her mom who looked completely out of place

in that neighborhood.  Megan. Massey wore a beige one piece dress, pearl necklace and ear rings and expensive high heel pumps, her hair bound back stylishly in a bun, hands clasped nervously together.  She was still intensely attractive though

well into her mid forties.  She and Cori shared the green eyes, the blonde hair, the high cheeks - the same waspy whitebread look Cori loathed.  All her life Cori’s mom had pursued a life where status and appearance were all that mattered and it was only in the past few weeks that she’d become aware that things with her teenage daughter had gone drastically wrong.  Cori’s mom had heard of such things happening but she’d never thought they would happen in her own family. Cori

was a good girl, a smart girl, surely she would snap out of it. Megan Massey couldn’t understand how or why everything had unravelled.

	The blonde teenager now had had every intention of returning to her apartment but her mother’s voice stopped her dead in her tracks. Memories

came unbidden - Memories of birthday parties and picnics, school outings and neighbors, holidays and shopping sprees drifted through her mind. Memories of school, report cards, allowances, lawnmowers purring on lazy afternoons, birds twittering in the backyard - Bittersweet memories that needed to be silenced forever. And other memories - half buried and unclear.

	A car horn blared down the street.  Then the distant whooping call of a fire engine. 

	“How did you find me?” Cori asked without turning around.

	“Jesus, Cori. What’s happened to you?” her mom replied ignoring the question.

	Cori turned to face her.

	“I said how did you find me, mom?”

	The older woman looked down as if she couldn’t bear to look at her daughter. Painfully she raised her face again.

	“Carolyn said someone in school saw you - on the street.”

	“Carolyn,” Cori sneered. “What did she say? She said someone saw me - or she said someone fucked me?”

	The word was like a slap. Shock animated Cori’s mom’s face.

	Cori now took a couple of steps toward her.  Nearby the black boys

that had been shooting baskets gathered at the playground fence to watch, smiling and snickering.

	“Cause lots of people fuck me now. Lots of people. That’s what I do now, mom.  I don’t go to school. I don’t do homework. I FUCK,” Cori shouted.

	“Cori, please. Why did you run away?  Is it what those men do to you? Please come back home with us? We love you.”

	“I’m not going home, mom. Not now. Not ever. I FUCK for a living now. You hear me? I’m a WHORE. and you know what? Huh? You know what, mom?”

	Cori started to unbutton her blouse and the older woman began to back away hesitantly.

	Cori peeled back the flaps of her open blouse and her mom saw the

ring-pierced navel, the shameless tattoos on her pretty daughter’s braless nipple-ringed tits, ‘Slut’ and ‘Pig’ cheaply emblazoned, proof positive of her new identity.

	Cori enjoyed the horror in her mother’s eyes.

	“Yeahh! You see that, mom? You see it? I FUCK NOW AND I LOVE IT! You hear me? I FUCK FOR A LIVING AND I LOVE IT! I FUCKING GODDAMN LOVE IT!”

	The black boys were jumping up and down apelike and cheering Cori on.

	“Yeaah, bitch! You tell ‘er girl!  You TELL ‘er!”

	“Jesus, Megan!” Cori’s father shouted from the car window. “Get back in the car! I told you not to do this. I told you.”

	“Fuck you too, dad!” Cori jeered.

	“I don’t understand, Cori,” her mom sobbed as she staggered backwards reaching for the car door handle.  “I don’t understand, honey.”

	“There’s nothing to understand, mom - Just get the hell out of here - Go

on! Get the hell away from me and don’t ever come back.”

	“Hey!” the boys shouted at Cori. “Hey, bitch! C’mere.  Come on.

We got money.  Come over here.”

	Cori turned to face them.

	“Money?  No need for money tonight, guys. It’s on the house.”

	She peeled her blouse all the way off and tossed it aside as she sashayed toward the gate in the playground fence.

	The boys cheered and jogged toward her.  Cori knew her mother was watching.  She did not turn to see her parents but she imagined them gawking

incredously. Then, behind her, she heard the engine roar and the tires squeal as their car sped away. 

	The boys surrounded her and led her to a space between two buildings.  She sank to her knees and they circled her unzipping their pants.  They dropped the

basketball and it bounded against the wall.

	“Nice tatoos, bitch,” one of them said.  “Got anymore?”

	“Yeah, motherfucker. Got one on my ass.  You can see it later when you fuck me.”

	They laughed and she laughed with them.

	In the dim glow of the halogen lamp yards away their black cocks were

sleek dark clubs of meat. They closed in on her. She took one in her mouth and one in each hand. The others jerked off, laughed, urged each other on and waited their turn.

	Hip hop blared from a car parked down the street, heavy pumping ghettomusic.

	She dove down on each boy, fellating hard black cockmuscle with fast bobbing motions, fixing her lips to slick ebony shafts, deep, impaling herself, choking herself until she didn’t know if the tears in her eyes were from the memory of the hopeless horrified look in her mom’s eyes or from the gagging reflex provoked by the severe throat fucking.

	She didn’t know and didn’t care.

	“Fuck me,” she told the boys. “Come on. Fuck my mouth. Fuck my cunt.

Fuck me up the ass until I can’t stand up.”

	“Skanky little slut,” she heard one of them say.

	Yes, she thought.

	That’s exactly what I am. 

	What I am and always will be.

	Later, when they finished and left her there she would be forced to limp home, disheveled, after staggering around looking for her blouse, finding it crumpled up, blown against the playground fence, her cunt and ass sore, her face dabbed with dirt.

	Back in the apartment on Raymond street she sat on the toilet bowl naked and sobbed brokenly for nearly a half hour.

	Then, finally she dragged herself into the bedroom and fell exhausted across the dirty sheets.
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	She awoke to the beeping ring of her cell phone.

	“Be ready in an hour,” he’d said.

	Somehow she got herself out of bed and into the shower. Under the steamy spray she scrubbed herself clean of the previous night’s gangbang, of the stink and sweat of the young black studs, to make herself presentable and attractive for the harrowing day she knew Master had in store for her.  She let the warm water cascade down as she shampooed her hair. Then she douched and shaved her legs, pussy and underarms and she massaged bath oil into her skin and stroked herself, finding herself already slick with anticipation.  Her fingers probed between her ringed labia as she leaned against the cool tiles, wet skin glowing in the muted light coming from the soot-covered glass pane in the tiny window above the tub, one hand in her cunt the other on her breasts moving from one nipple-ringed orb to the other restlessly, her breath quick and raspy, her mind going blank with pleasure.	

	She’d decided to wear a simple short dark blue dress with spaghetti straps, nothing underneath, and she’d slipped into her stilleto-heeled sandals barelegged.

The sandals had black leather clasps that adjusted snugly around her ankles. She

bent down to pull the tiny belts tight, as tight as possible, hurtfully tight, before buckling them.

	The silky fabric of the dress caressed her nude skin; her cunt swollen and needy.  The ring on her belly-button pushed tightly against the dress.

	In the cracked mirror in the living room wall on one side of the old threadbare couch she posed, viewing herself from different angles, pressing the palms of her hands to her abdomen so that the flimsy dress sharply delineated the contours of her slender body, belly-button and nipple rings clearly traced. The hem of the dress came only to mid thigh and her feet were arched and raised in the high heels, her calves taut.  Faint reddish discolorations were the only evidence on her beautiful legs where Master’s hammer had struck weeks before. Similar and darker marks were evident on her hips, now hidden.

	She decided she needed a few final touches to complete her look - the cheap big hoop earrings and the dog collar - and most of all the big chrome stud through her tongue.  She went back to the bedroom and put them on then returned to look again in the mirror smiling slyly. She opened her painted lips wide and waggled her

pierced tongue at herself.  Yes, she thought.  Master will definitely approve. 

	She wondered suddenly what had become of the plastic bracelets she’d worn the last time she’d been with him with Andrea and the little girl Pam in the warehouse.  Maybe the hospital people had taken them.  Too bad she would have worn them again.  It would have been nice to wear something that would remind her of that savage night.  She wondered what Master had done with Andrea and Pam.  Had he chopped them to pieces and buried them? Had he stored their bodies somewhere in that warehouse? Then, she remembered how he’d sipped on the plastic tube in the hospital, drinking her blood - the memory made her head swim.

	The black stretch limo picked her up outside her apartment on Raymond.  She got only a glimpse of the driver, a silver-haired guy with dark sunglasses wearing a black polo shirt. He didn’t emerge to open the door for her but waited until she got in before driving off.  For the rest of the ride he remained unseen and unheard behind a padded beige panel which separated the front seat from the rear seating section.

	It was a long uneventful drive and she grew drowsy with increasing arousal, occasionally pressing the heel of her hand against her shaved cuntmound, licking her lips with her studded tongue and closing her eyes with the unknown expectation of what awaited her, still puzzled about Master’s interest in her menstrual cycle.  Outside, as the limo pulled on to the super highway the city began to melt away into desolate countryside and finally into mile after mile of thick forest.  

	There was a small refrigerator beside her in a side panel and she opened it to find it stocked with a sixpack of Evian and assorted canned soft drinks.  She helped herself to a bottle of water, sipping on it nervously as the miles slid by. She was hot and thirsty despite the air conditioned coolness. Needily she pressed her thighs together - she was hot, slightly feverish - a hot bitch, eager for whatever was

coming.

	An hour and a half later the limo pulled off the expressway and on to a smaller road.  Another fifteen minutes and the vehicle finally slowed down and veered off on to the grassy shoulder. The driver did not emerge to open the door for her.  He remained behind the wheel in stone-faced silence. After a few moments she realized they would be going no further and that it was time for her to get out.

	She could see a dirt road leading off to the right into the woods.  A steel-bar

gate stood open.  This was obviously where she was intended to go.

	Cori got out of the limo.  The car pulled away the moment she slammed

the door behind her and it drove off leaving her alone in the warm sunny stillness, surrounded by whispering trees.

	She realized walking on the dirt road in her stiletto sandals was going to

be extremely awkward but she knew that was exactly what Master would expect of her and she began to make her way, stumbling and tottering away from the paved  highway behind her, her hoop ear rings glittering as they danced against her cheeks.  As she went on, the dirt road winding through the thick forest, she began to feel more and more vulnerable, smaller, utterly helpless, the cool breeze making goose bumps on her skin, making her nipples erect.  Deer flies buzzed her and

she swatted them away impatiently.

	For an instant she thought of turning and going back to the main road.  Maybe someone would come by and she could get a ride back to the city.   The pain Master had inflicted on her had been atrocious.  She wondered if she would

be able to withstand all that again - and probably more and worse. It was insane - and yet - and yet she could not turn back. His pleasure was her only goal - pleasing

him with her debasement and suffering seemed an impossible need to reject -

her masochistic love for Master was overwhelming.

	She continued down the unpaved path moving deeper into the uninhabited woods.

	If anyone that had known Cori even a year earlier had seen her now,

dressed as she was, nearly fifteen pounds thinner, her face gaunt, her

eyes dull, the dog collar around her neck, they would not have recognized her and, like her mom, they would have been incredulous of what was under the sexy short dress - the tatoos and piercings - the studded slut-tongue - the fading marks of inhuman punishment. They would have been more than shocked still by what was on the young girl’s mind. In the last five months of her life Cori had embraced the darkness in herself fully and she now stumbled on cheap slutty shoes down an unmarked road toward even more suffering and horror.  Her journey had begun with her obscene curiosity in a bathroom stall in a sleazy nightclub and it was now moving further and further from all that was thought of as decent and worthy, all that was considered safe and sane.  And  she realized she needed to continue, to walk on, to face whatever end Master had for her - nothing else counted. Nothing else mattered.

	Around a bend in the dirt road ahead she heard the growl of an engine

and moments later an olive colored jeep with two men in it swung into view. They saw her and pulled in front of her.

	They got out and came for her.

	This is it, she thought. No turning back now.

	“Cori?” the taller of the two asked matter-of-factly.  His face was hard chiseled and his hair was blonde and buzz-cut.

	“Yes,” Cori replied. 

	The other man had thick jet black hair.  Both were young, handsomely athletic, and they wore sleeveless workout t-shirts that showcased their formidable biceps. They also wore tight black Nike gym shorts that bulged at the crotch and hiking boots with no socks.  Their arms and legs and what she could see of their chests were free of body hair and shiny as though slicked with oil.	

	“You’re coming with us,” the dark-haired man said bluntly.

	Master’s friends, she thought.  

	“Ok,” she replied softly as they moved toward her.

	They took her firmly by her arms, one on each side of her, and they escorted her to the jeep lifting her effortlessly on to the rear of the vehicle.

	She did not fight them.

	The dark-haired man got up alongside her and she let him raise her arms

on to a metal rollbar on the jeep. 

	 The rollbar had been fitted eyelet hooks to which thick leather cuffs were attached and the man strapped her wrists into the cuffs securing her to the metal crosspiece, arms up and apart.

	“What if I wasn’t Cori?  What if I was somebody else - maybe somebody whose car broke down and -”

	He yanked her head back by her hair suddenly.

	“Oww!” she cried. It felt like he was going to rip her scalp off.

	He leaned in to whisper in her ear.

	“Any woman coming up this road today is in deep deep shit, sweetheart. So we don’t really give a fuck who you are, long’s as you’ve got a cunt. You’re here. You’re fuckmeat and we’re gonna tear - you - up -”

	Suddenly she no longer felt apprehensive or fearful. The time for punishment had come and she accepted it.  He let her go and her head toppled downward

submissively.

	His other hand moved lazily over her breasts tweaking the ringed nipples then it moved down to the ring on her belly button, then over her flank over the flimsy fabric of the blue dress. Cori winced and bit her lip. The man grabbed the garment at her hip and peeled the hem up over her ass.

	“Hey, Steve, look at this shit,” he jeered.

	The blonde man chuckled.

	“Animal Cunt,” he said reading out her tatoo.

	“Nice, huh?”

	“Yeah. Boss sure knows how to pick ‘em.”

	“Shit. I can’t wait to get started on this one.”

	It was strange for Cori to hear them speak of her as if she wasn’t even there.

	The blonde man got into the driver’s seat and, after releasing Cori, his partner slid down into the front seat beside him.

	The jeep’s engine roared as it swung around in a u-turn and Cori

struggled to stay on her feet.

	“Hang on, bitch!” Steve said gunning the engine. “Wouldn’t want to lose you prematurely.”

	Cori’s hair whipped back and the jeep bounced under her as it took

the dirt road.  She ducked an occasional low lying branch - a couple

of times she got swatted across her face and shoulders and chest and the men laughed at her.  Purposefully, the blonde man swerved from side to side, not only to bring Cori near more branches but also because he hoped to knock the teenager

off her feet, making her pull painfully against her cuffed wrists to keep her

balance.

	“You like to party, Cori? Huh?” the dark haired man shouted over

the roar of the jeep’s engine. “Are you a party girl? Cuz we’re gonna party down, sugarpie. Gonna party all day and all night!”

	Cori said nothing but concentrated on remaining upright on her

stilletto heels occasionally ducking the trees as the short blue dress blew and billowed up off her thighs, one strap dangling off her shoulder the other one beginning to slip.

	She tried not to think about what the man meant by ‘party’; she

was sure she wasn’t going to encounter any of the routine expectations suggested

by that casual word - or even what most people considered an extreme

version of those expectations.  Cori was sure this was going to be a ‘party’

unlike any she’d ever seen before.

	After one last sharp turn the jeep pulled up into a gravel driveway

beside a cedarwood cabin nestled in dappled shade in a thicket of trees.

Several other vehicles including two cargo vans were parked in

the clearing.

	There was one large oak in front of the veranda and a naked boy

hung in mid air by his roped wrists from one of the tree’s thick gnarled branches.  

	The boy was screaming, kicking his legs and crying . Cori thought him to be maybe seven or eight - his sweet baby face was flushed and twisted with pain.   He had dark blonde hair and his back, asscheeks and legs were welt-striped. 

	Clearly the ‘partying’ was already well under way and Cori’s heart raced

with an odd mix of anticipation and dread. 

	A naked black man wearing a hood was flogging the child with

a long brown leather bullwhip. Each time the snake-like lash snapped at him the child flailed his small legs and swung on the end of the rope arms upstretched.  Sometimes he raised both legs up and reared his head back to wail miserably.  The black man worked the whip leisurely, not yet putting a lot of thrust into the blows.  He obviously knew how to handle the terrible weapon and how to make it exact just the right amount of pain from his dangling victim.

	Master sat on the veranda steps.  He was wearing a white terry cloth

bathrobe which hung open and he was stroking himself and smiling as he watched

the beating of the little boy.

	As the jeep pulled up to the cabin Master got to his feet.  His robe

hung open and Cori could see the black belt around his waist, the knife-sheath

and the gun holster on opposite sides, and, of course his club-like cock rising from his shaved pubis, protruding between the folds of his robe, proudly erect.

	The two men who had fetched Cori went up on the bed of the jeep and released the blonde teen from the roll bar then led her down off the back lifting her effortlessly and depositing her on the gravel driveway.  

	The men towered over her on either side as Master approached.

	Behind him the black man continued to slash at his child victim, taking

his time, moving around to strike from different positions, his cock booming

with arousal.

	“Glad you could make it, pig,” Master told Cori.

	“Yes sir,”she said smiling, unable to disguise her excitement.  Finally after three long months - there he was. Her eyes strayed down to his erect phallus and

she tingled all over.

	To the men who had driven up with her he said: “Go on in. Our other guests need entertaining.”

	As the men went into the cabin Master took Cori by her shoulders. He

stared into her eyes until she hung her head then he tilted her face back up by her

chin and spat on it.  He then kissed her brutally, passionately embracing

her crushingly first then pinching up the rings on her nipples and tugging on them through her dress.  Playfully he poked his tongue against hers, against the hardness of the chrome stud, while a few feet away the hooded black man continued to whip the blonde boy methodically.

	“You look real appetizing, pig,” Master growled as his lips moved from her

mouth to her cheek and to her ear. “ - real fucking appetizing -”

	“Thank you, sir,” she said weakly. “I’m glad I please you.”

	His hard heavy cock pressed against her belly.

	“The only thing that pleases me is destroying you, you filthy little piece of shit.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Me and my friends are gonna take all you’ve got to give today.”

	He bit the nape of her neck and then her shoulder peeling the strap of her

dress down her arm.  Behind them the little boy squealed as the bullwhip wrapped

around his belly and thudded against his hips.

	Other sounds came from inside the large cabin’s open doorway.  Sexual moans and grunts, male and female sounds, intermittent high pitched

squeals and sobs, meaty thumps and whacks.  Someone, a child or a young woman

was being beaten in there, a counterpoint to the whipping of the blonde boy that hung outside.  This was the ‘entertaining’ Master had meant, the ‘partying’ the jeep driver had alluded to.

	“Yeahh, pig,” Master growled, licking and biting her. “We’re already

going strong here - but you’re the guest of honor today - aren’t you

lucky -”

	He kissed her hard on the mouth and then pulled her downward by her hair.

	“Bend over,” he ordered.  “Grab your ankles.” 

	He circled around behind her and hiked her dress up to her hips as she

struggled to keep her balance.  Looking down she could see her arched feet

strapped in the stiletto sandals, arched high, toenails painted fire-engine red. 

The coat of glossy red polish on both toenails hid the purple bruises, the last fading remnants of the shattering blows Master had inflicted with his hammer weeks before.  As her weight pressed down she felt the familiar soreness in her freshly healed bones.  She was already hurting and humiliated for him and the day had barely begun.

	She loved the fact that he had made his men go out and fetch her and deliver her as if she were nothing but slavemeat off the auction block.  It diminished her and debased her and she deeply appreciated Master’s destructive intent.

	Glancing sideways she was able to watch the hooded black man slash

at the blonde boy with the bullwhip.  The hooded agressor was swinging

with more force now, his fury fueled partly by the contorted suffering

of his victim, partly by the spectacle of the young blonde female in the sexy blue

dress who had been brought in on the jeep and who was now provocatively bent before her Master.

	Cori felt warmth spreading down her thighs at the sight of the violent

boy-punishment.

	“Spread your legs open you dirty whore,” Master said, his hands on her

hips.

	He rubbed his cockhead teasingly against her pink pussymound and

she moaned yearningly, her smouldering eyes half closed.

	It was already well past noon and the air was hot, even in the shaded

area under the large oak.  The sounds and images of sexual violence all around her

as well as Master’s firm handling were taking Cori over the edge.

	“Spread ‘em wider,” Master urged pressing the wedge of his glans against her soft wet labia.. “Wider, whore. You know how I want you.”

	“Yessir - uhh - w-wide - wide open for you - Always - wide - open -”

	“Do you want me to fuck you?”

	“Ohh Godd yess - pleeeze -”

	“In your ass or in your cunt?”

	“Wherever it - p-pleases y-you most, sir...”

	“Well, it shouldn’t make much difference anymore since both holes have

been well opened up in the past couple of months, haven’t they?”

	“No sir. Ahh - it shouldn’t - shouldn’t make m-much diff -”

	“Shut up, pig.”  He teased her a bit more then he stepped back.

	“I’m not gonna fuck you now anyway.  I’m gonna let Cal here take care of that. What do you think, Cal?  Why don’t you fuck this piece of shit whore.

I want to put my cock in that little blonde bunny you’ve been whipping.”

	“Sure,” the hooded black man replied tossing the bullwhip on the porch

and moving toward Cori.

	Cori was disappointed. After the long wait she’d wanted to feel Master’s cock thrusting deep into her - but she knew she could only abide by Master’s wishes and she watched him walk slowly to the sobbing child.

	He circled the little boy.

	“Aww,” he said mockingly. “Poor little Paulie. Has big Cal been mean to

you Paulie, huh? Has he been mean? Did her hurt poor little Paulie?”

	The boy did not respond but contined to sob and tremble.

	As Cal positioned himself behind Cori Master reached out with one hand

to seize the boy by his throat.  With his other hand he stroked the boy’s tiny

penis gently and stepped close to rub his massive prick against the boy’s

diminutive genitals.

	Cori now felt the head of Cal’s massive phallus pressing against her

asshole and the negro’s big strong hands spreading her cheeks open.  She

was completely mesmerized by the way Master was handling the trapped boy

and she felt a wet trickle oozing down the inside of her thigh.

	“Open it up for me, girl,” he growled.  “Make it gape. I know you

can. My friends downtown said you know how.”

	Her knees went weak and she sagged slightly but he held her up and 

she did as the hooded black man told her pushing out her sphincter until her red wet anus gleamed invitingly.

	It excited her that Cal’s friends had passed on her reputation.  She was proud

of her newly acquired street-whore status so different - light years away from

her old wimpy nice girl self.

	“Thass nice. Real real nice. You’re a real pro hoe, girl.”

	She smiled to herself as Cal peeled her dress up her back almost to her shoulders and he told her to give him her hands. He gripped both her wrists, crossed, behind her at her waist.

	“You like black meat don’t you, white girl?”

	Cori remembered the gangbang in the playground the night before and the video gangbangs in the old movie theater.  The wistful smile continued to play on her lips.  

	“Oh yeahh.”

	“Tell Cal how much you like it?”

	“I fuckin’ love it.”

	“Well then you should luv this.”

	He pushed the head of his impressive cock slowly into the receding fold

of her poophole.  When he’d shoved the knob a third of the way in he said:

	“Beg for it, you stupid white bimbo.”

	And she did, moaning softly, pleading with him to complete the hurtful penetration and watching Master slow-choke the hanging blonde boy.

	Little Paulie had stopped sobbing and was now gasping for air as Master’s

big hairy hand gripped his throat.  He dangled from the tree almost level

with Master, his legs kicking against Master’s strong thighs.

	“Ughhh!” Paulie grunted. “Ghwwhgg!”

	Master grinned, gripped him tighter.

	The sounds coming from the house were becoming more frenzied as if whatever was happening in there was in some kind of sync with what was happening out here.

	Master let go of Paulie, hauled back and punched the boy in the balls.

	The whip-marked boy shrieked, yanked his wrists against the ropes, made the branch above him creak, half twisted in one direction and then in the other. His body was slick with sweat and his cheeks crimson.

	Master punched him in the balls again.

	“Yeahhh!” Cal shouted and he pressed almost all the way into Cori.

	“Ahhh - put it in me!” Cori pleaded. “Ohh pleeeze  - all the way in me - 

all the way - all the way - pleeeze!?”

	She tilted forward on her arched feet.

	Paulie let out a series of strangled cries as Master punched him again in the balls and then three more times in the belly and chest.

	The boy puked up bile, retching spastically all over himself.

	Master stepped away, shrugged off his robe and tossed it on the porch. Cori saw that he was bathed in sweat.  He moved as if posessed back to the boy, cracking his knuckles, moved around him, his eyes seeking targets.

	“I’m gonna beat the living shit out of you, you little fuckk,” he snarled.

	“Do it,” Cal grunted as he slid past Cori’s tight anus.

	“Ahhh yeahhhh,”Cori groaned. “Do it, sir! Do it!”

	Naked, wearing only the black belt with the gun holster and sheathed knife,

Master was the perfect predator, Cori thought.  Perfect. Inhumanly masterful.  She knew what his fists felt like and she would have eagerly traded places with the child although the hooded black man’s cock was now deep and snug inside her and she was being brutally fucked, the way she needed to be.  Cori wasn’t sure what she wanted more - hurting or fucking.  She was sure she was going to get plenty of both in the hours ahead.  She moaned and drooled, clicked the tongue-stud against her teeth, as Cal went up on his toes to fill her, his big black feet flanking her high-heel sandals. 

	“There ya go, white girl - deal wid it.” His sweat dripped on her bare back.

	He was powerful, holding her easily in place as he smacked against her, his fat balls swinging against her twat as he hilted his prick in her.  She thought he was probably stronger than Master and definitely bigger - he was monstrous but

there was something special about the way Master handled her - something she

knew no one else could give her - not Cal nor any of her other clients nor any of

Master’s other friends - something she needed so badly she was prepared to give her life for it.

	Cori thought Cal’s cock must have been at least ten inches long. Most

of it was now lodged inside her.  She pushed back against him and gasped as he thrust forward, both of them watching the punishment of the tree-hung child as they fucked passionately.

	Master punched the boy hard, meaty thumping blows.  He made him

swing pendulously back and forth on the branch each time, waiting for him to swing back toward him to hit him again. After four nasty blows to his bowels the boy

farted up bloody faeces which drooled out of him and trailed down the inside of his thighs. Master smiled victoriously.  Cori could smell the wounded boy - the sharp scent of puke and the foul stench of crap. Without warning Master suddenly caught up his hapless victim, turned him, put his cock to his shit-slimed asshole and entered him from behind.

	Cori watched him unsheath the knife.

	“Fuckk, yeah!” Cal grunted. “Kill the little fuck! Kill him!”

	Cal’s cries brought the guys who had driven Cori in on the jeep, the blonde man Steve and his dark haired companion, out of the cabin to the porch.  Both men were naked.  A third man,  younger still than the first two, bald-headed and powerfully built, with tattoos on his arms also emerged from the shadows.  It was obvious that the men had been in the middle of wild sex, they all sported full-blown erections.  The bald man’s cock was huge.  It was a veritable battering ram of male flesh.

	Cori recognized his tattooed arms.  This was the man who had shot off on

Terry’s face and mouth in the video before Master had wasted the pregnant music teacher with the shotgun.

	Master gripped the blonde boy Paulie by his head and stabbed his flank, then his upper belly but he didn’t sink the blade too deep.  He then planted a few cuts on the boy’s whipped thighs and he slit one nipple in half making Paulie shriek like

a girl.  

	Cori knew Master was enjoying the audience he’d suddenly acquired.

	“I knew that little shit was gonna get it first,” one of the men on the porch said.

	“Dang - Didn’t even last an hour.”

	“You all wanna have a go?” Master shouted.  The child was twisting contortedly against him, Master gripping him by one hip to grind his cock in and out of the child’s super tight rectal passage, lubed with shit and blood.  He stabbed the boy again, pushing the knife tip into Paulie’s smooth round shoulder.

	The boy wailed in frenzied anguish. Blood oozed from the cuts Master had put on him and some of the bullwhip welts were now almost dark purple, matching the ugly bruises left by Master’s fist blows.

	“Come on,” Master urged. “Let’s do him - he’s almost had it.  You first, Cal.

You started the little shit on his way.  Lou, get Aaron out here.  I want him

to get some of this too.” The tattoed bald man disappeared back into the cabin.

	As Cal slid his shit-smeared prick painfully out of Cori Master looked at the slutty teenager.

	“Come over here.  I want you on your knees right here.”

	He pointed to the ground in front of him.

	Cori moved instantly across the crunching carpet of leaves to kneel where

Master had instructed her, at his feet, below the punished boy.

	“Lick,” Master indicated pointing to his cock which was half buried in

Paulie’s bloody shit smeared asshole.

	“And keep your hands behind you,” he added.

	As she leaned forward obediently he sliced a thin surface cut on the boy’s

chest from his neck to his belly button.

	“Owww!” Paulie screeched. “Muhmmieee! Muhhmmaa!”

	“This slut ain’t your momma, boy,” Master mocked and cut the boy again.

	Paulie’s warm blood speckled Cori’s forehead and cheeks and she moaned

as she cupped Master’s big balls in her lips and began to lick at the base

of his penis and at the shitsmeared edges of Paulie’s asshole lapping at both with

the chrome stud.

	“Ahhh yeahh,” Master moaned.  “Good pig...”

	Cal stood behind Cori.

	“Go on,” Master told him. “Punch the little fuck.  Bust him up.”

	“Muhmmaa!” Paulie continued to cry sobbingly. “Muhhmaaaa!”

	“Dammit, boy. Now I know you must be blind. That big black man can’t be

your momma!”

	The hooded negro licked his lips and went into a boxing stance.

	The other men now gathered around the tree.

	Cori noticed another black man, presumably Aaron, the man Lou had gone in to get, had joined the motley group.

	“Hit ‘im hard,” someone said.

	“Yeah, Cal.”

	“Let ‘im have it.”

	All of them were jerking off.  Cori could smell them and feel the male heat all around her adding to the dry, motionless air.

	“Right here,” Master taunted touching the knife tip to Paulie’s uncut nipple.

“Get him right here. Bust his fucking ribs.”

	Cal smiled, breathed deeply and swung.

	The thud of his punch startled Cori.

	“Ughh,” the boy grunted.

	“Yesss,” Master snarled. “Again.”

	Cal moaned softly as he struck, harder this time.

	The boy grunted. His blonde head tottered backward.

	Those blows might just crush his heart inside him, Cori thought excitedly.

	“Again., Cal. C’mon. Give it to ‘im!”

	Thudd! Thudd! 

	Left right and again left right followed by a dry crack and the boy’s

piercing shriek.

	“Good,” Master grunted pushing his cock up into the beaten child as

Cori licked and nuzzled his balls.

	“Give someone else a shot,” Master said. “Lou?”

	The bald man stepped in as Cal backed off.

	“I want his face,” Lou said bluntly.

	“Get yours, my friend,” Master replied. “Make him ugly for me.”

	Lou smiled meanly, took half a step back and cradled his fist in his hand.

	“Fuck!” he spat and swung.

	The boy’s head sprang backward and blood spurted from his mouth.

	“Waagghhh!” he screamed.

	“You get two more,” Master grunted. “Make ‘em count.”

	Cori moaned as Master slid all the way out Paulie’s ass to give her his cock.

She took it eagerly as Lou slammed his fist into Paulie’s nose breaking it.  The taste

of the boy’s excrement and blood, the smell of his pain and terror drowned her

and she heard the third punch, a skull cracking blow, pound into Paulie above her.

	“Goddamn,” Master said approvingly.

	And then Lou moved away and the dark-haired man was taking his place.

	Master reached down and pinched Paulie’s purple-bruised baby cock in his hand and drew it out against Cori’s face. The punch-dazed boy squirmed and gurgled blood in his throat.

	“Bite him, slut,” he growled. “Do him like you did Andrea, remember? Bite his balls too. Hard. He’s not gonna be needing ‘em.”

	Standing over Cori and behind her the dark-haired man spoke up.

	“The little bastard’s got the cutest fucking feet,” he said softly.  “I’d like to use your knife on ‘em.”

	“Go for it,” Master said handing him the weapon.  While Cori began to bite

Paulie’s little penis and draw screeching squeaks of pain from the luckless child

Master put his cock back to his victim’s messy shithole and re-entered him.  Caught

between the two tormentors the child suffered unforgivingly - Master plowed into him roughly and the blonde teenage slave snarled and ground her teeth viciously into the soft pliant meat of his sex until his blood filled her mouth. 

	Stan, the brutish dark-haired man that had earlier accompanied Steve the blonde jeep driver, watched Cori and Master work on the boy for a few moments. Cori’s dress had remained crumpled up over her hips, the ‘Animal Cunt’ tattoo in plain sight.  Stan smiled and grabbed Paulie’s skinny ankle, hoisted his little foot up in the air and stabbed the tip of the knife into the sole of the child’s limb.

	What was happening under the shade of the old oak in front of Master’s cabin was so incredibly evil and sick that it made Cori’s head spin.  She wouldn’t have believed such depravity was possible, much less that she would have so willingly and dementedly participated it it - less still that she would have enjoyed it so deeply.

	Paulie’s cries of terror and pain filled the sunny afternoon as Stan sliced

both the boy’s heels and his achilles tendons.  The sadist gripped the boy’s feet one at a time and carefully sliced each toe open until blood spurted on the dead leaves, on Master’s legs, on Cori’s blue dress and shoulders.

	As Stan let Paulie’s leg drop Cori seized the boy’s balls in her teeth and tore into his genital sac. Blood spumed down the front of her dress and on her tits as the child shrieked frenetically.  Stan pressed his cock against Cori’s face and

scooped up Paulie’s blood on its tip.

	The men cheered.

	The dark-haired man handed back the bloody knife and Master sheathed it.

	“Steve,” Master called. “Looks like you’re up.”

	Steve, the blonde jeep driver who had driven out to fetch Cori now stepped up quietly to the spot his partner Stan had just left. 

	Steve looked at the suffering boy for a long while. He watched Cori, now crouching wide-legged, both hands pressed to her cunt, her jaws working as she pushed her head into the boy’s lower abdomen, and he watched Master ram to the hilt up Paulie’s ass.

	“Hold his fuckin’ head for me,” Steve told Master smiling broadly. “I’m gonna pop his eyes out.”

	Cori wanted to see. She leaned back, blood drooling from her parted lips. She raised her hands to stroke her ringed nipples through the blue fabric of her rumpled

dress.

	Steve pushed his thumbs into Paulie’s bruised eyesockets while Master gripped the scruff of the hapless boy’s neck.

	Steve’s cock hovered by Cori’s upturned head. She leaned further back

and lapped at Steve’s balls from underneath his open legs pushing the hard stud against the divide between them.  She moaned as she heard the liquid squelching of Steve’s thumbs pushing into the boy’s face and Paulie’s piteous cries  and she pressed her thighs together.

	The sudden electricity of orgasm ran through her and she gasped

and pressed her face up against Steve’s balls to mute her cries of pleasure.

	Steve moaned urgently and wiped his bloodied hands on his muscular chest tweak-pinching his nipples.

	Master released the boy’s eyeless head and Paulie bled down his cheeks and puked again.

	His vomit spattered Cori’s head.

	Steve chuckled and stepped back.

	The blonde teenager looked up at the dying blinded boy and quivered in the

aftershock of climax.  She became gradually aware of two women on the porch, two young beautiful oriental girls, one slightly taller than the other, with long silky black hair to their waists.  Cori didn’t know how long they’d been there but she

guessed they had been part of the orgy inside the cabin when Paulie’s killing

began.

	Both girls wore dog collars, wrist and ankle cuffs and they were naked.

	They were both bruised-beaten, the taller girl’s ass darkly streaked with what

were apparently cane marks.

	Cori backed away slightly as Master unsheathed his bloody knife.

	“Time to die, Paulie,” Master growled.

	The oriental girls on the porch leaned against each other, the taller girl

putting her arm around the shorter one’s shoulders. The shorter girl had her

hand over her mouth. But the expressions on both pretty chinadoll faces did not suggest fear or aversion.  In fact, to Cori it seemed that both oriental females were watching the unfolding events with what was apparently fascination, even awe, reactions very similar to her own.  	

	Master drew his arm back and slammed the knife deep into Paulie’s gutsac.

	The boy snorted and flinched his mouth gaping silently - then a

thin high-pitched scream came from him.

	“Yeaahhhh!” the men shouted.

	Cori felt delicious shock waves of a second orgasm rippling through her.

	“Kill him, sir!” she urged wildly. “Kill him!”

	Master didn’t need much prompting.  He yanked the knife out of the 

screaming eyeless blonde boy and slammed it in again right into his crotch.

	The child’s scream was cut short.

	“Wgg-ughhhhhh!” Paulie gasped his little legs drawing up and apart

involuntarily, his cut-up feet twitching.

	Master reached down, lifted Paulie’s small bite-marked penis up against

the boy’s belly as he pulled the knife out of the child’s guts only to ram

it back into the young victim’s scrotal bag, putting half the blade in Paulie’s

bite-marked balls.

	The child jerked upward, half lifting himself on his arms, blood dripping

from his beaten face.

	“Nnn-mmughhhhh!” he yowled.

	“Grab his legs, Cal,” Master shouted.

	The hooded negro moved in and grabbed Paulie’s ankles, lifting the boy’s

stabbed feet upward and spreading his legs wide open as Master retrieved his

knife from the grisly wound in the boy’s balls.  Cal held the boy for Master, held

him steady, while Master quickly cut the shrieking boy’s penis off him and let it fall to the carpet of dead leaves.  Master then plunged the blade into Paulie’s swollen rectum and yanked it out.

	“That’s what you fuckin’ need, you stupid little fuck!” He plunged the knife into Paulie’s asshole again, held it there and tore it out. “That’s what you fuckin’ need!”  Blood and shit gushed out of the boy.

	“I’m gonna make a cunt in him,” Master said and he began to cut a gash in Paulie’s castrated crotch mound. “Fuck him up the ass Cal - it should be real easy to get in there now - I’ll take him from the front.”

	Stan, Steve and Aaron looked on as they stroked themsleves urgently.

	Cori knew they were on the verge of orgasm.

	Paulie pressed back against Cal’s broad sweaty chest as the black man

entered him and he began to writhe hideously, bloody feet wiggling as

Master stepped up to him to squeeze manmeat into the ugly gash cut in

the boy’s middle.

	Cori backed up against the oak’s trunk, to sit and watch, dizzy, breathless,

her bare cunt rubbing against the tree’s ancient roots, its rough scaly bark.

	“Kill him,” she kept whispering. “Kill him - kill him - kill him -”

	Both killers now fucked the eyeless boy brutally between them.

	“Ahh yeah,” Master grunted. “Yeahh - yeahhh - I can’t believe the little fuck’s still alive...he’s a real survivor - Give it to him, Cal. Come on! Give it to him!”

	“Uhnnnhh!” Cal huffed. “Uhhh! UHHHH!”

	Stan, Steve and Aaron closed ranks around Cal and Master their cocks

upraised.

	In beautiful synchrony the five sweat-glossed men orgasmed, bodies

heaving with exertion and masculine tension.  Sperm spattered thighs and

asscheeks, calves and feet and hands, some of it on the dying gasping boy,

most of it on Master and Cal.

	“Goddammmnnn!” Master shouted in gleeful pleasure.

	Laughing and breathing fast the men group hugged.  Stan slipped down

on one knee.  Steve leaned against Master.  Aaron against Cal, brown on brown.

	Cori thought it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.  She hoped

when her time came she would be able to please the killers like that.

	As the men pulled away from the dangling boy, Cori saw he hung

inertly now, drained of life, a limp lifeless doll strung from the tree by his arms, 

dripping blood and cum, a string of guts drooling from his gashed out

crotch.

	He was used up, Cori thought. Done.

	A husk from which the terror-stricken soul had fled.

	The two oriental girls had stepped off the porch and they went to the men, sliding down to their knees to lick cumwads off smooth strong flanks and asscheeks

and thighs, moaning feverishly.  The men spread their legs open and stood in

a semicircle around the hanging boy, their bodies now relaxed as the two pretty

black-haired asians licked them clean.  Soon the women were pushing their

faces between the men’s asscheeks and under their balls, caressing the killers

teasingly, working them back up.

	Cori slid forward on hands and knees and crawled to the group to join in.

	The smell of sweat, cum and blood was thick in the steamy afternoon

air under the oak, aphrodisiac for the eight participants. No longer human but mostly animal the group moved to the chaotic rhythm of released instinct.

  	As if following some primal plan the three females eventually came together on the ground, on their knees, surrounded by the naked males though no words were spoken.  They began to kiss sensually and caress each other, the white blonde teenager and the two lovely ebony-haired asians, tangled in each other.

	Between the two oriental girls they stripped Cori of her blue dress and

they slid down to kiss and nibble on her tatooed breasts and ring-pierced nipples and belly button.

	The men watched them silently for a while and then Master stepped

up raised his cock and began to piss on the three girls.

	One of the hooded black men snickered.

	Then the rest of the men joined in and rained down jets of hissing urine

on the three entwined females covering them, bathing them in hot stinking piss.





						~



	



	Afternoon edged toward evening.

	After the boykill in the yard Master hosed the urine-drenched females down with the freezing spray from a garden hose while his friends jeered and

shouted. Cori and the two oriental girls cowered against the cabin wall and screeched as the stinging waterstream struck their bodies. 

	Afterwards, the five men and the three girls went into the cabin leaving the dead boy dangling off the oak branch, revolving slowly and inanimately, flies buzzing around him and settling on his grisly wounds.  

	Paulie had been a beautiful little boy.  The second grader had run and played with his friends in the schoolyard. He’d brought his mom artwork to paste on the refrigerator at home.  He’d been on Easter egg hunts and school trips, still believed in Santa Claus and the tooth fairy.  Every night he’said his prayers after playing video games and doing his homework.  One of the oriental women, the taller of the two, Aliya, had kidnapped him from the mall when he strayed from his parents in the toy department at Target and she’d brought him to a van in the parking lot where Master waited.  Now the once rosy cheeked, pixie-smile child was an ugly, mutilated, descrated carcass and he would hang on the tree for days until bloated and rotting he would be cut down and dumped with the Master’s other victims in a deep unmarked ditch in the woods.  By then his school picture would be in newspapers and on the internet and his parents would weep sleeplessly for their lost boy, their only child, for weeks, months and years.

	Inside in the air conditioned gloom of Master’s forest cabin a nude woman hung by her wrists, legs far apart and trapped to a metal spreader bar by her ankles.  She was barefoot, forced up on her toes and she leaned back against the wall of the main room, a metal meathook on the end of a rope that hung from an overhead beam snagged in her furry cunt. She was gagged with a black rubber ball and metal shafts had been driven through her big tits, six through one orb, ten through the other, and the shaft wounds bled down her chest.  Cori thought the woman to be in her early thirties.  She had long reddish hair, weirdly tinted and looked like a cheap street whore, the kind of hooker that was several notches lower on the totem pole than Cori herself.  The blonde teenager realized that the woman had been gagged purely for symbolism.  The rubber ball would have done little to mute

her screams. And in any case the isolation of Master’s cabin merited little precaution.

	The whore had been mercilessly beaten. Cigarette burns covered both her

breasts and dark pubic pelt and her body was a mesh of whip-cuts. Both her eyes

were ringed with dark bruise-circles and swelled almost shut. Her lips were

puffy and streams of dry blood trailed from her nostrils. She hung her head, unresponsively as Master approached her.

	“Snap out of it, dirtbag,” Master snarled tugging on the end of the rope

connected to the hook in the woman’s cunt.  The pulley above clicked 

and the woman groaned, fresh trickles of blood pouring down the insides

of her chunky widespread thighs.

	Three doors led from the main room and all but one were closed.  The third

door led to a kitchen and to a back door.  Large windows on the three walls

of the large room let in shaded afternoon sunlight.  The dead boy Paulie could be seen outside beyond the porch railing hanging off the oak by his upstretched arms and twirling slowly on the rope. 

	Cori stood near the door with the two oriental girls watching.  Cal and

Stan sat on a comfortable leather couch across the room from the bound woman.

	Cori watched Steve and Aaron go into the kitchen. When they came back into the main room they were carrying a heavy cylinder between them that looked like a scuba diver’s air tank. The cylinder was evidently too hot to handle since

both men shielded their hands with thick kitchen washcloths.

	  Master picked up a long thin spear that reminded Cori of a gigantic syringe needle; it was hollow, the tip angular.  A thick plastic tube was connected to the spear and Master pushed the open end of the tube into a nozzle on the tank Steve and Aaron had brought from the kitchen.  At the gripping end, the syringe-spear had a black rubber grip that looked like it had come from a bicycle handle-bar and there was what looked like a trigger on the handle’s base.

	“Aliya - Kai -” Master called. “Front and center.”

	The two cuffed and collared asian girls, wet hair hanging down on their

shoulders stepped away from Cori and knelt obediently in front of him.  Their nude hosed-down bodies gleamed slickly.

	“It’s time to cook some cunt,” Master said brandishing the slim spike.

	Aliya raised her face to look worshipfully at Master and opened her lips wide to take his full erection.  Kai slid her face under Aliya’s to suck Master’s balls.  Moisture trickled off their wet bodies and puddled around their knees.	They

were still shivering from the spray-down in the yard.

	“Mmmm,” Master groaned. “Keep that up.  U-ahhh - yeah - keep me

hard. Ahh - Sure gonna miss these two hoochies when they’re gone...”

	The hanging cunt-gouged whore was barely able to keep her gagged head up, her dark swollen eyes glittering moistly as Master put the tip of the spear tube to a spot just below her belly button.

	“Hey - Wanna know what’s in the tank, scumbag?”

	“Auwghhh!” she groaned her arms and legs tugging against the cuff-chains. Her shaft-pierced boobs waggled around as she squirmed weakly.

	“Hot frying oil, fresh off the stove.”

	“We made it nice and hot for ya, pig,”Stan said.  He and Steve tossed the washcloths on the floor by the wall.

	Slowly Master pushed the spear into the whore. She squealed responsively.

	Cori thought she sounded like a nervous mare.

	When the spear penetrated the woman’s belly the killer pressed the trigger at the base of the weapon.  Yellowish fluid flooded up the tube and into the wound in the whore’s midriff and she stiffened.  Her pale skin sizzled and bubbled around the spear’s entry point and she let out a squawking scream.

	“Ye-ahhh!” Master shouted. “Gonna cook you all up inside, pigfuck.”

	As Master gut-tortured his bound victim, urged on by the men on the couch, Steve signalled to Cori, raising one arm, hand extended.

	The teenager swaggered sensually away from the door to the naked blonde man,  her high-heels click-clacking on the hardwood floor. Watching Master

punish the whore with the oil-spurting spear only added to her arousal. The

depraved orgy was taking a devastating toll on the blonde teen.  She felt

more sexual than ever, more primally feminine.

	As she came up to him Steve raised her effortlessly off her sandalled feet.  She threw her wet legs around his hips and mounted him and he held her, penetrating easily into her ring-pierced pussy.  She arched her back and tossed her head back,  lips parted in a low husky moan. She crossed her feet and dug her heels against the blonde man’s thighs. Steve’s long fat cock plied deeply into her and she thrust herself into it to the keening shrieks of the tortured whore behind her. It felt perfectly right to be fucked by the man that had so horribly blinded the boy Paulie outside.  His killing hands gripped her hips tightly.

	On the couch Stan and Cal jerked off as they watched.

	Aaron stepped up behind Cori, rubbed his prick down the divide between her

asscheeks and against her butthole and then, grabbing her by her dog collar he entered her from behind.  Cori’s breath caught for a moment then she groaned and gasped abandoning herself to the double fuck between the two sadists, her big hoop earrings dancing against her face.  She’d been DP’d several times in the past couple of months but this was special.  She was keyed up to the limit and these cruel men knew just how to fuck her.  They took her in a slow sensual passion dance of  thrust and counter-thrust, of gripping hands and hungry mouths.  

	“Ohh - ffuck mee -” she moaned weakly, studded tongue lolling between her swollen lips. “ - fuckk me - ffuckk mee -”

	It was incredibly exciting for her to know that both men now pushing into

her body had just slaughtered a child, a defenseless little boy, purposefully and heartlessly, for sexual pleasure and she ground her hips against them, rocking up and down, kissing and being kissed, biting and being bitten.  These were hard pitiless men, Master’s brutal friends, their rough hands moving all over her, tugging and pulling at her as she rode between them.  These were the men who had shouted victoriously when Terry the music teacher had been blown to pieces on

the video she’d seen at Master’s house.  They loved to fuck and hurt and murder

women and little girls and little boys and now she belonged to them, giving herself up to them willingly.

	“Hit me,” she groaned. “Please - hit me hard - like that kid outside - Punch

the shit out of me.”

	Master looked back at the blonde teenager as the two oriental girls slavishly

worked his cock with their mouths.

	“Give ‘er a taste,” he said. “But save the best for later.  I want get all we

can out of that little whore.”

	“Yeahh,” Steve growled.

	That’s all I am to Master, Cori thought.  A little whore.  A piece of worthless cuntmeat.

	Aaron moved his hand up to grab her head by her hair and held her.  Steve face-slapped her twice then kissed her and bit her lips.  Aaron crammed his long black cock up her ass, sank his teeth into her shoulder and kidney punched her.  Steve gut-punched her.  The men took turns pounding into her and even though the blows hurt she knew they were holding back.  

	“Hey, man,” Stan called from the couch.  “Don’t hog that bitch. Bring her

over here and let me and Cal have some.”

	Aaron slid slowly out of her ass and Steve turned and moved with her toward the couch.

	Master returned his attention to his suspended victim-whore withdrawing the steel spear then pushing it back into the cunt-speared slut right through her belly button, depressing the trigger to inject more hot oil into her.  The whore’s ugly shrieks were accompanied by the eager moans of Aliya and Kai as they deepthroated Master’s hard meat and lapped his fat balls, their spit oozing down

their chins and rolling down his thighs and over his kneecaps.  Occasionally one or both of the black haired oriental girls would lick Master’s legs all the way down to his feet.  They would suck his toes and kiss his thick ankles moving back up to his knees then they would rise to kiss each other, his unyielding erection between them.

	On the couch Cal was ready for Cori, his pole-like black penis standing

stiffly upright between his open thighs as he rested, leaning back.  Steve lifted

her, his strong hands in her armpits, hoisted her off his prick and lowered her on to Cal’s.  She kept her legs wide as she was released on to the hooded black man to kneel over him on the couch and to impale herself for the second time since her arrival on his ten inch member.  She sobbed with pleasure as the negro’s massive meat penetrated her, Cal’s big hands gripping her asscheeks.  Up close she had seen Cal’s big manmeat sodomize Paulie outside, break the child’s little poophole.  She had licked and kissed the monstrous appendage - now for the second time that day it was grinding deep into her, this time into her throbby aching cunt.  Beside her Lou climbed up on the couch and leaned in on her his monster tool in her face; he grabbed her head slapped her and tugged her to his cock.

	“Suck that, bitch,” he hissed.  She caught a glimpse of the colorful

tattoos that ran all over his arms.  ‘Hellraiser’ - ‘Girlgrinder’ - ‘Bitchslammer’ -

the words were scrawled in blue on a swirling red and green background

of ivy and roses.  His cock was almost as thick as her arm.

	As she rushed to please him barely getting her lips around his meat, using the chrome stud on the underside of his shaft, Steve climbed up on the other side of Cal, beside Stan.

	“Do all of us, pig,” he grunted.”

	“Uhh Godd yesss!” Cori groaned taking Stan and Lou’s cocks in her hands to stroke them, riding Cal as he bucked upwards into her.  She leaned first to the

right to pleasure Lou and then to the left to pleasure Stan and Steve, stroking and sucking simultaneously, moving back and forth to pleasure the three killers.  Cal’s hands moved around to grip her small tattooed tits and pinch her ringed nipples.  After a while he began to tit-slap her.  Steve and Stan dipped down to spank her ass, smacking it until it was bright red and she bounced up and down on Cal’s cock in wild abandon. Lou stepped off to one side to watch and jerk off.

	Aaron meanwhile moved next to Master to watch him torture the hanging

whore with the oil-injecting spear.  Kai swung around to take Aaron’s black cock in both her small white hands and lift it to her face to rub it against her flushed cheeks

and on her lips before opening her pretty babymouth to suck him.

	With one hand Master gripped Aliya to his cock to fuck her slant-eyed face and with the other he pushed the thin spear into the screaming witless whore punching deep wounds in the cunt-hooked female’s abdomen.  He moved down the side of the unfortunate woman’s belly piercing repeatedly and depressing the trigger at the base of the spear to shoot steaming oil into his victim.  Continuing in a downward direction he speared and injected hot searing fluid into the whore’s thighs and into her knees. Moving back up he targeted her cuntmound pumping oil into it until it ballooned painfully.  The targeted captive screamed piteously and puked up oily blood which seeped out around the black rubber ball-gag stuffed in her lips.

	Relentlessly Master continued the torture.  He pierced the whore’s breasts

deeply and shot oil deep into the slut’s titbags until they were puffed

up like grapefruits and the bitch was nearly passing out with pain.  He picked

points in the front of the whore’s body at random and pierced into her, his 

face drawn in solemn cruelty.  A few times he gouged right into her nipples

and aureolae. Blood spurted from the spear wounds there. He pierced her shoulders and chest watching his victim’s eyes roll back in her head and her jaw drop and her head sag.

	“Don’t you pass out on me, pig,” he said gruffly.

	Holding the spear stem in front of her face he pressed the trigger and shot

hot oil on her.

	“Wgghheeeiiiiiiii!” she howled as a drop of hot oil burned one into one

of her eyes.

	Master raised the spear over her and shot oil into her dyed hair.  The sizzling

liquid ran down her temples and into her brows burning as it went.

	She shook her head.  Master slammed the spear repeatedly into her belly triggering more and more oil into her.  Her womb swelled out.  She looked

pregnant.  Blood and oil spurted and streamed from the wounds. She puked up

bloody oil and gagged.

	“Whhgggg - ughhrggrrghh!”

	“Let’s rip her goddamn cunt out,” Aaron growled as Kai, the young oriental, slid her red lips back and forth on his cock impaling herself on him to the point of choking.

	“Go for it,” Master replied.  Kneeling before him Aliya stuffed her own throat with Master’s meat almost as if she were competing with her young cousin. “Pull on that rope. Tear the pig open. Then we’ll put her on the spike.”

	“Ngghrr! Nghhrrr! Ngghuuurghh!” the whore grunted, shaking her head wildly.

	“Yeah,” Master said staring at her and thrusting the spear into her swollen

bloody cuntmound. “Yeah. You know all about the spike, dont’cha cunt? Huh?

You know all about it.”

	The whore knew indeed.  Just a few days earlier she had watched two young girls die for Master straddling the terrible device. Now she knew it would be her turn. She trembled and shook her head from side to side as Aaron went to the

rope that led to the pulley above her.

	Master punched the spear one last time into the middle of her bloated

belly sinking it in nearly three inches to give her the scalding oil.  She shrieked

frenziedly and farted and shit blood and smouldering trickles of oily crap.  Her

guts were soaked in the superheated liquid - she was immersed in atrocious pain. 

	Aliya continued to look up at Master as he tortured the whore.  She loved

to see him in punishing mode.  It made her feel weak all over and hot.  

	Master had bought her and her cousin Kai six months before in a cathouse in Hong Kong.  Both girls had been whoring since the age of eight and a string of brutal pimps had trained them for clients with a penchant for S&M.  Some pictures of Kai when she was only ten bound to a chair wearing nipple clamps, her thighs streak marked with cane welts had circulated on the internet and Master had tracked down the source. The two slant-eyed masochist pig-girls were a real find.

	Since the moment she met him Aliya knew there would be nothing else in their lives but the consummation of Master’s pleasure.  She knew both she and

Kai were nothing but fodder for the handsome American and his friends and that one day they would both be forced to die like the victims whose slaughter they witnessed in countless blood orgies.

	For the last few months both oriental girls had been kept in a small cell

at the back of Master’s cabin. They were brought out of the windowless room only to participate in Master’s brutal soirees.  Aliya had also been allowed to accompany Master into the city and to the busy shopping malls to fetch young victims for him.  Both girls had served their owner and his friends well but Aliya knew their usefulness was coming to an end.

	She watched her cousin Kai now circle around Master and put her face between his hard asscheeks and lift her gentle hands to his balls.

	Master spread his legs wide to give the thirteen year old access.

	Aliya reached out to push her index finger up Master’s asshole.

	“Uhh, that’s nice you gook whore - Take your finger out - let your dirty little cousin lick it - ahhh - good girl - lick me , Kai - come on - get your tongue

up where Aliya’s finger was - all - the - way - uh - uh -uh - upp in there...Both of you - uahh - put your fingers upp mee - uh - yeah - yeah - that’s itt! I’m gonna miss you little gook hoochies when you’re gone.”

	Aaron gripped the rope attached to the overhead pulley as he watched Master between the two oriental girls.  The hooded black man stroked his cock and turned his attention to the sobbing torture-whore as Master yanked the spear out of her bleeding belly.

	“Now you’re gonna lose your cunt, slut,” Aaron growled and yanked

down hard on the pulley line.  “You’ve turned your last fuckin’ trick.”

	On the couch Cori swiveled around on the axis of Cal’s cock to watch.

	Steve and Stan pushed in on the excited blonde teen from both sides and she continued to hand-stroke their dicks and deep-suck them one at a time. Lou stepped out in front of her and she dipped down to work his cock too.

	As Aaron tugged on the pulley line the meathook in the whore’s cunt

rose upward hauling her completely off her feet.

	Though she was surrounded by the four agressors Cori could still view the

torture of the whore and she was transfixed as the tip of the meathook gouged out through the punished pig’s swollen cuntmound ripping out her bladder. As the gagged torturebitch screamed with unchecked suffering the men shouted their approval and they urged Aaron on.

	“Yeahh dude!”

	“Rip her fucking guts out!”

	“Tear the bitch in half!”

	Aaron grunted with exertion and the meathook gradually tore through layers

of fatty tissue and muscle. Blood oil and piss poured from the screeching woman.

	“Kill her, Master!” Cori moaned grinding herself down against Cal’s big meat. “Rip her apart!”

	Under her Cal gripped her hips to keep her from slamming down as he

slid his cock out of her cunt and put it to her asshole.

	“Sit on me, you sleazy little shit,” he ordered.

	“Yeahhh -” Cori whined. “Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!” and she slid down to impale

her asshole on the black man’s rock hard member.

	As Cal assreamed Cori on the couch the suspended whore across the room hoarsely whooped.

	Everyone in the room watched as the meathook began to rip all the way through the tortured bitch and oily blood spurted from the grisly gash.  Aaron reached high for the pulley rope and he put his whole weight on it.  The whore’s head flew backward as she wailed and her cuntmeat ripped audibly as the hook finally gouged all the way out.

	Stunned, Cori saw the woman’s cunt tear off her body.

	“Goddamnn!” Master shouted. “That’s fuckin’ amazing!”

	Cori could actually see the woman’s intestines bulging in the ugly wound. Oil

blood and shit drizzled out.

	“Better spike her quick,” Cal said. “Or her guts’ll be on the floor.”

	Aaron went to the closet by the kitchen doorway, pulled open the louvered doors and reached inside.  When he turned back around Cori saw the spike the men were talking about.  It was a six foot long black metal shaft.  The sharp end looked

like an artillery shell.  The device was three inches thick and sharp steel studs 

bristled all around its tip.  Aaron carried the heavy javelin back toward the 

suspended woman.

	Master pushed away from the two kneeling oriental girls who had been pleasuring him and also moved toward the hanging cunt-less torture whore.  He pulled her gag down so that it hung around her neck.

	“Pleeze -” she groaned.  “Aghh Godd pleeze -”

	“Fuck you, scumbag,” Master growled. “ Please nothing. Open your mouth wide so I can spit in it.”

	The woman obeyed moaning and Master leaned in to hawk up a gob 

between her trembling lips.

	“What do you say to me, pig? Huh? What do you say to me?”

	“Luhv you - gghaa - luv you sirr -”

	“Let’s put the spike to this pig,” he told Aaron.  “Let’s show ‘er what she

gets for loving me.”

	His ugly words shot through Cori - What she gets, she thought quivering.

	What she gets...

	He bent down and lifted the spreader bar the whore’s legs were ankle-cuffed

to.  There were eyelets on both ends of the bar which he clip-hooked to two overhead chain-lines effectively raising the whore’s splayed limbs up over her head.

	Lou helped Aaron lift the spike and between them and Master they put the sharp end to the gash in the whore’s abdomen where her cunt had been torn away.

	Aliya and Kai crawled to the couch and began licking at Cal’s cock as it

slid in and out of Cori’s asshole.  They pressed eager mouths against Cori’s

cunt and clit and thighs.  Steve reached down and yanked Aliya’s face to his

cock.  Stan did the same with Kai.

	As the orgy on the couch escalated Aaron, Lou and Master pushed the spike

into the dying whore.  The first six inches drove inward without much resistance

and the whore’s guts oozed out of the bleeding gash. But after that the three men had to grind the shaft into her viscera and upward toward her throat.  The steel studs gashed the cooked gutmeat, sliced her stomach in half and gouged into her esophagus.  The whore vomited oil, blood, shit.

	Cori thought it was a fitting end for a woman that had probably spent most

of her life taking cock.  This was the ultimate penetration - the macdaddy of all

fucks.

	As the spike pushed up into the whore’s chest cavity Cori could see it

bulging against the skin between her lanced swollen titmounds.  She heard

the whore’s ribcage creak and crack.  She saw the woman’s eyes wide

and heard the gurgling agonyshriek.  

	“Ohhhhh,” Cori groaned weakly bearing down on Cal’s cock in her

ass until it hilted in her, leaning down to rub and squeeze the hooded black

man’s big balls. This was the second time the big negro had pleasured himself

with her and she couldn’t get enough of him. The tingling chills of the oncoming orgasm were already starting in her belly.  She imagined herself in the slaughter-whore’s place, the black spike gouging ever upward, tearing gut, muscle and bone, moving unstoppably toward the skull.

	Finally when the whore’s throat bulged and she tilted back her head,  Master, Lou and Aaron stepped back leaving the suffering bitch wheezing and choking but still clinging to life, the butt end of the spike jutting out of her ripped out cunt.

	Master unsheathed his knife and moved in.  He stabbed the woman’s upraised thighs a few times and licked the blood off the blade. He stabbed her

shapely legs again and offered the dripping blade to Aaron.  The black man smiled

as he licked the knife clean.

	“Yughh - uhgghngh!” the whore cry-gasped as the blade thudded into her again and again.

	“We’ve got meat here to last a couple of weeks,” Master said.  He sliced

from the woman’s hip to her knee and leaned forward to lick the dripping

wound.  He then gashed both her footsoles and let Lou suck on the cuts.

	“Pull the needles out of her tits,” he told Aaron.  “Let’s cut her fuckin’ boobs off ‘er.”

	“Shit yeah,” Aaron grunted. “I think we should slice the nipples off first.”

	As she watched the three men work on the dangling female Cori felt the

trilling vibrations of orgasm rocking through her.  Cal knew the blonde teen was cumming and he gripped her by her hips and pistoned rapidly in and out of her asshole - then he pulled out of her anal orifice and drove deep into her pussy - thrust-pounded her as she rode him.  His big meat grazed and rubbed against her sensitive inner cunt flooding her senses with overwhelming pleasure. She was being power-fucked - crudely, lovelessly, the way she needed to be and she was shamelessly climaxing to it. 

	This is what she gets - what she gets - what she gets - the words bounded

and rebounded in her head.

	Meat to last a couple of weeks, Master had said.  My God, Cori thought.

Were they going to eat that woman’s flesh?  She remembered Master sipping

blood from the plastic tube in the hospital.  Maybe she herself would end up like

the whore - torn apart - a flesh-feast for the cannibalistic killers. 

	 What she gets - 

	Cori gasped vainly for breath as the waves of climactic release peaked and subsided and as Cal continued to fuck her she felt a second orgasm beginning to build.

	On either side of her the mouthfucked oriental girls moaned feverishly, hands behind their backs.  Steve and Stan gripped their heads and necks and jab-stabbed their cocks into their squealing throats.  The leather couch creaked against the floor under all the thrusting and rocking.

	“Let’s hurt these fuckin’ gook sluts,” Steve ranted.

	“Shit yeah,” Stan agreed. “Let’s do these Chinagirls.”

	On the other side of the room Aaron neatly sliced one nipple off the dangling spike-fucked whore, pinching up the sliced-off nub as he cut it from her and popping it into his mouth to devour it. When he was finished he handed the knife to Lou who went to work on the whore’s other breast.  The bald tattooed man leaned down to rip the tit-cap right off the screeching whore with his teeth as he half-sliced it off her. He chewed it up and ate it and then gave the knife to Master. The black-haired killer took the weapon and wiping sweat from his forehead and eyes with the back of his hand he put the blade tip to the side of the whore’s plump pierce-wounded, whip-welted tit orb.  Slowly he began to slice all the way around the meaty pap, all the way around and deep to its core, through lactation ducts, fatty deposits, nerve strands and skin.  The whore wheeze-screamed, choked, coughed up blood. Her legs flailed weakly, thigh muscles flexing.  Her severed boob gradually slid off her chest then dropped to the floor and Master stroked himself for a few moments then put the knife to her other breast.

	Aaron grabbed her by her hair to pull her head arched-back head forward.

	“One down one to go, pig,” he told her.

	“F-finish me -” the whore groaned weakly. “Pleeze -ughh dear God - f-uh-finish m-me.”  

	The hooded black man kept looking into the whore’s glazed eyes and agony-twisted face as Master sliced her other breast clean off and poked it up on his knife to show it off to everyone in the room leading the men to shout wildly.  Aaron enjoyed the way the woman’s face reacted to the terminal torture. He smiled as the mutilated bitch kicked and shuddered in mid air and blood spewed from her lips and from the wound around the spike stuffed in her heaving abdomen. After Master had shown off the gruesome trophy he aimed the knife at the floor and the whore’s severed jugmeat slid off the blade and splattered down beside its twin.

	Steve and Stan meanwhile had made Aliya and her cousin kneel on the

floor in front of the couch after clipping their cuffed wrists behind them.  They began to punch and slap the helpless girls, holding them up by their long black manes.  Lou came up and joined in.

	As she continued to ride on Cal’s upright meatpole Cori watched the men slap and punch the pretty oriental girls.  The sounds of the beating made her

swoon with lust.

	Master’s friends weren’t holding back with Aliya and Kai.

	Aaron and Master left the nearly dead, grossly mutilated whore and stepped over to watch the girl-bashing close up.

	The brawny men towered over their kneeling captives.  Steve smacked

Aliya’s face with harsh open-handed smacks and Stan punched the older

girl’s thirteen year old cousin in her belly, thighs and sides.  Then, as if following

some preordained coreography, Steve began punching Aliya and Stan began slapping Kai.  Lou circled around, his strong tattoed arms flexing as he

waited for opportunities to deliver brutal karate kicks against one or the other

of the two kneeling, helpless females.

	Cal’s big hands gripped Cori’s small nipple-ringed breasts and squeezed

hard.  Grunting and huffing the big negro continued to fuck the blonde teen

as he watched his friends beating up the oriental girls.

	“Get ‘em up on their feet,” Master growled. “Let’s all get in the act.”

	“Fuck yeah,” Cal snarled pushing Cori off him.

	The blonde teen slid to her knees by the couch to watch the six killers surround the two oriental captives in a tight circle.  Aliya and Kai stood back to back.  Both of them had bloody lips. They were babbling in their native language in trebly trembling sobby voices, pleading for mercy. In past slaughter orgies they’d never been the focus of the savage male rage and Aliya knew this probably meant that their time had come. Kai’s left nostril dripped blood and one of her eyes was flushed and bloodshot.  Aliya knew that her young cousin would not be able to bear too much punishment and she knew that the thirteen year old would probably succumb first. 

	Cori put both her hands to her flushed swollen womanhood, digging her fingers between the frothy lip-folds, clit-stroking herself as the men began to punch the two  standing girls.  The thudding thumps of hard fists and loud hand-swats followed by the grunts and whimpering cries and sing-song speech of the punished females spun Cori toward another unnerving climax.  Slack-jawed and mesmerized she worked her cunt as Aliya and Kai bounced against the men and rocked against each other, their arms pulled back behind them, unable to defend themselves.  The men cursed their victims and called them names and laughed as they vented their manly rage on them.  Aliya staggered, tried to turn from the blows, bumped against her young cousin.  Kai slid to her knees and was yanked back up on her feet.  The girls tried to turn to face each other but were kept back to back.  The men heel-stomped their victims’ toes, gut-punched them, slapped them, pulled their hair.  Aliya’s nose cracked under a power-punch thrown by Cal.  Master yanked her head back and held it there as Stan, Steve, Lou and Aaron pounded the taller girls’ tits and abdomen then he swung her around and kneed the skinny gook bitch in the cunt.  When she bent forward he punched her bloody face.  Her knees gave out and she toppled to the floor. Now Kai was left to face the six agressors alone, an affront which, just as her older cousin had thought, the slight thirteen year old could not withstand for long.  Punched, slapped and kicked she eventually crumpled beside her cousin. 

	Cori closed her eyes, head  craned backward, a delightful series of tremulous spasms racing through her.

	When the blonde teen opened her eyes again the men were staring at her.

	“Having a good time, slut?” Master asked rhetorically.

	The men chuckled.

	Across the room the impaled whore groaned weakly - Aliya and Kai

gasped for air, moaned in pain and writhed on the hardwood floor.

	“Better enjoy yourself while you can,” Stan told Cori.

	“Maybe she’d like to team up with us,” Steve said. “How about it,

pig? Wanna be a girl killer?”

	Aaron sneered.

	“Yeah,” Master agreed nodding, his eyes sparkling. “Maybe we should give little Cori a taste of what it feels like to be on the other side of this shit.”

	Master strode across the room toward her.  

	“On your feet,” he ordered.  Cori drew her high-heeled feet under her

and pulled herself up, one hand on the couch to steady herself.  Her cunt and

asshole ached and throbbed.

	 As his friends watched, a couple of them slow-stroking, Master tugged Cori by her belly-button ring, walked the teenager around the beaten girls on the floor to the wheezing blood-gashed victim on the opposite side of the cabin’s large living room.

	Master turned to his friends, nodded his head at Aliya and Kai.

	“Take those two outside and start a nice bonfire.  Get the bonebreaker ready.”

	“Yeahh!” Stan cheered.

	“I’ll get our little caged angels and bring them outside after Cori and I take care of this pig,” Master finished.

	Cori didn’t know what caged angels Master was talking about but she

assumed there were probably more victims in one of the two rooms in the cabin,

very young victims most likely.  She knew the men planned their orgies thoroughly

and female blood was going to flow.

	As the men dragged the beaten oriental girls out of the room through the kitchen door out to the back of the cabin Master unsheathed the bloody knife he’d used on the impaled whore and held it out to Cori, handle first.

	“Stab her for me,” he said softly.

	Cori looked at the impaled, footsole-slashed red-haired female.  The tip of the spike bulged at the base of the woman’s throat and she was now having considerable difficulty with breathing. Blood drenched the front of her body and cut-up legs and continued to trickle from her severed breasts which lay on the floor beside Cori’s feet.

	Cori glanced nervously at Master.  He was jerking himself off slowly.

	“Come on,” he urged.  “She’s almost gone anyway.  You’ll be doing her a favor.”

	She knew he was right about that.  Cori wasn’t even sure if the woman was

still truly conscious.  The horrific suffering she’d undergone had probably blown out her sanity.  

	Cori also didn’t really know if the whore had been a willing victim or not.  She knew nothing about the dying female whose fate had suddenly been put in

her hands.

	“Go on, girl,” Master said. “Kill the bitch. Take her out. Look at her. She’s gonna go on her own anyway.  Why not take what’s left and enjoy it?”

	Cori’s ears buzzed and she felt herself blush. An odd anticipatatory shiver

throbbed in her pussy.  The knife felt suddenly heavy in her hand, the long

red-streaked blade unwieldy.

	“Uhm - wh-where?” she stammered. “ - h-how? -”

	“Here,” Master said touching the whore’s flank below the rib cage on the

right side. “Put it in there and push.”

	 Cori suddenly remembered him pointing out a spot on the slaughtered boy Paulie’s chest for Cal to strike.  She became confused by conflicting feelings - guilt and lust. Briefly she was split in two, divided. She was both the high school girl and the tattoo-bearing hooker and she wasn’t sure which one would win out.

	Nervously, Cori lifted the tip of the weapon to the area Master had indicated.

She pushed the blade into the whore’s flesh but it didn’t cut through.  The skin folded inward and the woman made a whiny sound letting Cori know her victim

to be was still very much aware of what was happening.

	“Harder,” Master grunted. “Push it through...”

	Cori obeyed, her studded tongue poking between her lips as she concentrated.  A feeling of power, a heady sense of control suddenly rushed through the blonde teen washing away her hesitancy and she put her weight against the blade.  The knife cut into the whore with a meaty rending sound and Cori let up the pressure as blood oozed from the edges of the piercing steel.

	“No,” Master said, stroking himself a bit faster. “Don’t stop there. Push it

all the way into her.”

	Cori nodded, her tongue retracting, her lips now pressed together tightly as

she followed Master’s command.

	As the blade sank halfway in there was a hissing sound and the wound

bubbled.  The whore mewled and stiffened and her wheezing was suddenly

more pronounced.  Gobs of fresh oily blood spilled from her mouth.

	“You’re in her lung,” Master whispered.  His cock bulged as he worked

it, handsomely erect malemeat that Cori wanted deep in her cunt or in her ass - anywhere inside her.  The sickly aroused teen now pushed the knife all the way in until the handle butted up against the whore’s flesh and she glanced worshipfully at the man who owned her enjoying his depraved pleasure.

	“Take it out,” Master said, his voice slurred. He stepped back.

	As Cori followed his instruction he pointed out a spot on the other side of the suffering whore’s body.

	“Put it in here - in her liver - finish her for me.”

	Cori moved around to the other side and lifted the blade to the woman’s punished body.  This time the teen knew how hard to thrust.  The whore’s

body jumped to the stabbing knife.  As she clit-rubbed herself with her free hand Cori thrust the knife into the dying woman’s guts but her eyes never left her Master’s face.

	“Like this?” she asked quivering. “Is this how you want me to do it?”

	“Yes,” he grunted reaching out to grip the butt of the spike that jutted out

of the whore’s torn out cunt. “Just like that, sweetie - just like that -”

	With a powerful shove Master now sent the spike upward through the

gut-knifed pigwhore.

	Cori let out a little moan as she saw the bloody tip of black steel jut out

through the dying female’s lips.

	“Uhwwrrghhh! F-uh-finnishh meee!” the woman groaned.

	“Stab her again,” Master said. “Give the pig what she wants.”

	Cori tugged the knife out of the woman and plunged it in again into her

side. The blonde teen moaned as she rubbed herself, shivering, her knees weak.

	“Again,” Master said.

	And she did.

	“Again.”

	Deep-gashing into the dying pigcunt’s bellybag.

	“Again.”

	Right into the middle of the pigbody, the knife blade clanging against the invading spike.

	“Raaaaahhhhhh!” Cori shouted, her eyes wild as she repeatedly slammed

the blade into the hanging spike-fucked bitch a furious orgasm exploding in

hot waves that made her almost lose her balance.

	The whore had stopped breathing and a final series of shudders had

already jiggled her knife-torn legs by the time Master pulled Cori away.

	“I want to fuck you now,” he said.

	The whore’s belly was torn open, multiply slash-gouged.

	Master took the knife from Cori and sheathed it.  He led the blonde teen to

the couch and pushed her down on to it.  She raised her legs high and apart for him.  He went down on one knee, spat on her cunt, put his cock to her and entered.

	She groaned and shook - after all the weeks of waiting he was finally in her.

	“Tell me you love me,” he growled slow-pumping her, his hips surging.

	“I - l-love you, sir - ugh - l-ove you so muh-much...”

	He lifted her slightly as he rose up to kneel on the edge of the sofa.

	“How did it feel to kill that pig?”

	Cori’s eyes were suddenly flooded with tears.

	Was she crying from finally feeling him inside her or from intense pleasure mixed with guilt provoked by what she had just done?

	She didn’t know.

	“Nice,” she moaned, looking up at him. “It felt - so - nice -”

	“Now you know why I do it,” he growled.

	His hand went to her throat.

	“Who do you belong to?” 

	“To you, sir. Always. Uhh. All for you. All of me. All.”

	“Mm - I’m using your cunt right now, you know that?”

	“Yes.”

	“Using it to get me harder. Me and my friends have some ‘work’ to do outside.”

	“Those girls?”

	“Yes. Uhh. Your cunt feels real nice, pig.  It’s nice to know a bunch of

strangers have fucked it and used it since I was last in you.”

	“Ngg - I-I’m glad I please you.”

	“You should be glad...a worthless hoochie shit like you.  You’ve been given

a once in a lifetime opportunity here.  My friends and I are going to take our fill afterwards - after the killing.  We’re gonna use you for all you can give.”

	Cori’s heart raced wildly. He continued to hold her by her throat, not tight

enough to choke her but tight enough to make her dizzy.

	He looked down on her.

	“No, pig,” he said reading her thoughts. “We’re not gonna kill you - even though you may be wishing to die by the time we get through with you.  You won’t be going anywhere after today. You’ll be staying here as I told you. No more Raymond street for you.  You’ve made it to the next stage.”

	“Y-yes sir.”

	He slid back almost all the way out of her and then plunged back in.

	He moved his hand from her throat to her mouth and she licked his fingers

with her studded tongue.

	“Ahh - We’re gonna knock you up,” he growled. “Get you pregnant.  It’s

about that time of the month isn’t it?”

	She realized what he was talking about.  That was why he’d asked her

about her period on the phone.  She nodded unable to respond verbally, her arms stretched out on the couch on either side as if she were crucified, her lips

around his probing fingers.

	“Yeah, pig.  My friends and I like pregnant girls and its not always easy for us to get our hands on one.  It’s a lot more fun making them that way ourselves.”

	Master’s hand left her mouth and he half-rose to grip both her ankles tightly and keep her legs wide, her high-heels pointing at the cabin ceiling as he drove himself into her now thrusting deep, pulling back, thrusting deep, pulling back - He was taking her to another orgasm.

	“Cum for me,” he said calmly, his dark eyes devouring her. Then his hands moved to her ringed nipples, tugging and yanking, pulling and stretching her

hard erect nubs, almost ripping them out.

	“Uhgg -” she moaned.

	Across the room she could see the dead woman floating over a puddle

of blood and guts - spike-gouged - knife-slashed.  Outside she could hear the

whiny cries of the two oriental girls and she knew the men had already started in

on them.  

	She wondered about the little caged angels Master had mentioned.  Were they little girls like Pam, the child Master had slaughtered at the warehouse? She

found herself hoping for it.  She had enjoyed watching Master kill Pam.

	And then all her senses were swept up in the fierce pleasure that seethed in

her womb. She heard herself scream and gasp and her body drew itself up in

knots, her pinched up nipples on fire.

	When her breath had slowed and her heart had stopped racing she opened her eyes to see him hovering over her still sliding in and out of her, in and out,

implacably, unstoppably.

	He had let go of her nipple rings and was gripping her ankles again.

	“L-love you -” she groaned weakly. “I - l-love - you -”

	“Fuck you, scumbag,” he sneered, leaned down and spat on her face.





						~



	He slid out of her and went to one of the two doors that led out of the living room.  After he punched some numbers into a keypad by the doorway she heard the lock click open.

	“C’mere,” he said. 

	Outside she could hear the cries of Aliya and Kai and the cursing and exhortations of the men.

	Cori’s cunt and ass ached from all the fucking and she got up awkwardly from the couch and tottered clumsily across the room on her tight high sandals moving past the slaughtered spike-fucked whore’s carcass to the door Master held open for her.

	She stepped in and he entered behind her.

	The unusually large space was lit by overhead recessed lamps and the windows had been sealed shut.  There were cages lined up along the wall, shiny metal cages, the kind used to keep large dogs.  Three of the ten cages housed little girls, two auburn-haired and one brunette.  Cori guessed the children were probably no older than eight or nine and they were gagged with duct tape and ropebound, wrists behind them, ankles together.  Cori realized they’d been tied up there at least all day.  They’d pissed themselves, probably in terror from hearing what was happening in the other room and outside.  Their stink fouled the air.  One of the little ones had also shit herself. Plastic bowls had been placed on the floor in the cages, presumably for food and water but they were empty.  The child captives looked up with horror as Cori and Master moved to the cages.

	“Untie them and take them out,” Master ordered. “Clean them up in there ” he pointed at a small bathroom on the opposite side of the room. “One at a time - This one first,” he said pointing down at one of the brown-haired children. “Jennie. Then this one, her sister, Brooke. And the little spic - what’s her fuckin’ name? Oh yeah - Soledad.”

	Soledad looked up at Cori at the mention of her name.  She had big dark

eyes. She was the one who had shit herself and she knelt in the brown mess

trembling.

	“They’ll probably be thirsty so let them drink in the shower while you bathe them. Then bring them to me over here,” Master moved to a large king-sized

bed. There were no sheets on the bed, just a bare blood-stained matress like the one at the MEDCOM warehouse. “I need to break them in good before my buddies out there get their hands on ‘em.”

	Master sat on the bed as Cori opened the cage door and reached in to

draw Jennie out.

	“We’ll have some fun with them you and me.  Maybe even do one between us - what do you think?”

	Cori felt a rush of fresh sexual excitement.  She ripped the duct tape from

Jennie’s cute little face and when the child began to cry and scream the blonde

teen slapped her brutally.

	“Keep still!” she shouted and then reached down to untie the girl’s limbs.

	Master watched, amused as Jennie scrambled for the door trying to escape

from the slave-collared tattooed teenager.  The door had locked behind him and only the correct sequence of numbers entered into the pad on the wall beside the door frame, the same sequence used outside the cage room,  would unlock it, so there was no chance the child would get out. He watched as the blonde teen grabbed Jennie by her hair struggled briefly with her and dragged her into the bathroom.

	Master heard the shower running and heard the squealing protests of the child followed by Cori’s vexed responses. After a few moments the blonde teen came out of the bathroom leading Jennie to him by an arm.

	“Kneel,” Master told Jennie pointing at the carpet by the bed.

	Cori bore down on the child’s shoulder forcing her to comply.

	Master reached into the drawer of an old pinewood dresser by the wall and brought out a small colorful band which he buckled around the child’s neck.  Then

he sat back on the bed, his back against the wall.

	“Get up here,” he told Jennie unsheathing his bloody knife.

	The child obeyed meekly, climbing up on the bed.

	Cori ogled the nude infant as Master drew her between his legs and began to rub his cock on her flushed cheeks and wet hair keeping the knife in plain view, threatening the child with it.

	“Go on,” he told Cori who stood there stupidly gawking. “Take care of her sister.”

	While Master forced Jennie to fellate him, the child barely able to get her mouth around him Cori went to Brooke’s cage and pulled the preteen out

to ungag her, untie her and lead her to the bathroom.  Jennie’s sister made

no attempt to struggle. She allowed herself to be handled meekly.

	When Cori came out of the bathroom with Brooke she saw Jennie

on hands and knees on the matress, her ass up in the air.  Master was standing

by the bed.

	“Isn’t she cute?” he said. “I want to see you eat her.”

	“Yes, sir,” Cori said salivating involuntarily.  The blonde teen found herself

increasingly aroused by the rough handling of the naked children, by her role

as accomplice in their rape and sodomy.

	“I’ll take baby sis,” Master said taking Brooke by her shoulder.

	Master lay on the bed next to Jennie pulling Brooke to his cock by her wet hair. He slipped a band around her neck just like the one he’d put on Jennie and

while Brooke took up where her sister had left off, struggling to cup Master’s glans in her small red lips,  Cori knelt behind Jennie and began to lick the child’s hairless slit between the smooth moist thighs.  The little cunt tasted sweetly of soap and

the blonde teen pressed the hard chrome stud against the virginal labia, tracing

the circumference of the child’s vulva then slowly reaming it with the tip of

her tongue. 

	Master and his teenage slave used the two sobbing wet-headed neckbanded girlchildren to arouse themselves as the sounds of the men abusing Aliya and Kai in the backyard echoed through the house.

	Master lay on his back and made Brooke lick his balls and asshole and stroke

his cock in her small dainty hands.  She glanced up at him as she did so and the

combination of trepidation and submission made him swell powerfully.

	Cori thrust her fingertips into Jennie’s asshole. She enjoyed the tight grip of the little virgin’s sphincter. Harshly she slapped the child’s rump leaving blistering red handprints on the smooth white flesh. The blonde teenager pushed her mouth against Jennie’s immature sex orifice - Cori’s hips gyrated, her young body sexually posessed, and Jennie stayed put, obediently anchored wide-legged on the mattress, head sagging, sniffling hopelessly.

	After a few moments Master knelt Brooke next to her sister, letting Cori

stud-lick both little girls in their cunts and assholes.  Cori did so as she buried two fingers in her own superheated sex, moaning eagerly, hyperventilating.

	“That’s real nice pig,” Master growled. “Get ‘em good and wet for me.”

	Cori guessed the children had not yet been used by any of the killers. They

were new meat, fuel for the brutal orgy.

	Master stood up 

	“Move,” he said pushing Cori aside. “I wanna fuck ‘em.”

	Cori sat on the edge of the bed, cunt stroking herself, watching as Master grabbed Jennie by her hips put his cock to her spit-wet cunt and pushed inward.  The child squealed and pounded her fists and kicked her feet against the mattress.

	Cori could only guess at the level of terror the children were experiencing.  The idea excited her weirdly.

	“Lick me while I fuck,” Master ordered.

	Cori jumped instantly to the task.

	After Master had worked on one sister for a while he moved to the other.

Cori continued obediently to lap at his hard meat and at his balls from behind him

as he penetrated and violated the two preteen sisters. She pressed the chrome ball on her tongue against his asshole and against the base of his scrotum making him

grunt with furious arousal.  Cori continued to serve him dutifully until he told her to get Soledad out of her cage.

	“Clean up that little spic weasel,” he told her. “We’re gonna take her

apart.”

	Soledad was feistier than the two brownhaired sisters but after Cori

slapped, pinched and kicked the hispanic child into the bathroom and shoved

her under the cold showerspray she became more cooperative.  Cori was

extremely worked up by then.  After Soledad leaned her head back to drink from

the showerhead the blonde teenager forced her down on her knees

in the tub and stood over her. Cori spread her high-heeled feet apart, legs open to make the dark-haired child lick pussy - she then slapped the latino preteen unmercifully and pissed on her face.

	“Thirsty, you little shit?” she groaned. “Drink this.”

	 All through her mistreatment the child babbled in Spanish and pleaded with her dog-collared assailant to no avail.  Cori knew the little spic was gonna get it.  Soledad was never going to leave the cabin alive.

	Out in the room Master had made Brooke lie on her back on the bed

legs raised and apart and he’d forced Jennie to crawl up between her sister’s

thighs to lick her sibling’s ravaged irritated pussy.

	“Keep doing that and don’t fuckin’ stop,” Master ordered. “You hear me?

Stop and I’ll rip your fuckin’ eyes out, you stupid little whore.”

	Cori came out of the bathroom leading Soledad by a shank of the little girl’s long wet black hair.

	“Bring her to me,” Master said reaching into the dresser.  

	Cori watched him take two child-sized leather cuffs and buckle them

around Soledad wrists as she held the child’s skinny arms for him.

	“Had a few of these made special,” he said grinning. “For the kiddies.”

	Master then took the latina and led her to a chain strand that dangled from an overhead beam in the corner of the room.  Raising her arms one at a time he

secured her wrists high over her head forcing the child to stand tippytoe.

	Soledad continued to babble and plead in Spanish as Master moved to the dresser and fetched a black rubber ball-gag harness, also custom-sized, which he forced over the dark haired preteen’s face and into her cute mouth to shut her up buckling it tight around her neck and head.  He then reached into the drawer and pulled out a big rubber dildo on a strap which he tossed to Cori.

	“Here. Use this shit on those two puppies,” he said nodding at Brooke and Jennie. “That thing is not child-sized - so you’ll have to do your utmost to make it fit.” He smiled and took a thin wooden cane from the dresser drawer.  “I’m gonna warm up our little spic bitch.”

	Cori bit her lip and strapped on the massive dildo.  It jutted out in front of her

and made her feel powerful as she knelt on the bed and grabbed Jennie by her hips.

This was what it was like to be a man - a child-killer - she thought - just like this - and she put the black rubber tip to the screaming neckbanded preteen’s wrinkled anal orifice, dug her fingers hard into the child’s flanks and forcibly penetrated.

	Jennie wailed.

	“Yeahh,” Cori shouted. “Scream you little shitt!”

	Master smiled.

	As Cori sodomized the child on the bed Master circled Soledad.

	He’d bought the little spic bunny from a drug dealer in Mexico, a guy who ran some other sideline operations and also occasionally supplied him with females.  The other two girls had been provided by Lou and Aaron but this little fuck was all his and he was gonna get his money’s worth.

	He looked into her sweet face and her big dark eyes.

	“You’re so pretty -” he snarled. “So fuckin’ pretty...”

	Viciously he swung the wooden dowel across Soledad’s perfect round butt.

	The meaty whapp of the rod was followed by the child’s gag-muffled shriek as she spun away from the assault.

	“Yeah - that’s nice. Move for me. Dance the merengue you little spic fuck.”

	Sadistically aroused Master slashed the wooden cane repeatedly into Soledad’s kicking legs from her hips to her ankles laying down a rapidfire

series of strokes that left dark welt-striations, paralell slash lines on the erratically

jiggling child’s soft skin.  He moved in and grabbed one of her ankles to hoist one

leg high and cane the vulnerable sexmeat between her chunky thighs.  He stepped back, cockstroking himself as he slashed at the little latina’s back, at her dangling

arms, reaching out to swing her around to whip her little titties and again her

belly and muff.  Reaching down again he grabbed her leg and trapped

an upraised foot to whip it viciously.

	“No more tacos and burritos for you, missy!”

	On the mattress Cori laughed meanly as she fuck-punished both sisters making them cry. She stuffed the mansized rubber cock in their small holes.  She watched Master whip Soledad following his lead, fucking harder as he struck harder, trying to match the pace of her rape to the pace of his whipping.  Cruel rage fueled her sexual heat, a fierce unstoppable need she had not known possible.  She scratched and slapped the helpless siblings.  She swung Jennie on her back and entered her, putting her weight on her, strangling her, gripping her neckbanded throat in her hands.  She kissed the cute child, pressing her lips on the little one’s mouth, violating it with her studded tongue.  Turning to Brooke she grabbed that child’s head and forced her down.

	“Lick my ass!” she growled.

	As she lunged deep into Jennie’s asshole and drew out she smeared the

shit-covered dildo against  Brooke’s face.

	“Clean it up!” she shouted. “Make it shine you little fuckk!”

	“Feels good doens’t it, cunt?” Master shouted from across the room as he

crudely cane-whipped his hanging dark-haired victim.

	“Oh God yess!” Cori replied. “Fuckk yesss!”

	“C’mere and fuck this little pig up the ass. I’m gonna cut her open.”

	Cori’s hear thumped wildly. The time had come. She slid out of Jennie and staggered off the bed.

	Jennie and Brooke cringed up on the mattress, against the wall, hugging and sobbing fitfully.  Both of them were bleeding from their violated holes.

	As Cori stepped up, balanced on her high-heel sandals to grab Soledad, lift her up off her feet and push the slimy rubber shaft up between the child’s firm canewhipped buns from behind Master picked up his knife from the night table.

	Cori watched him come for the hanging whimpery preteen.

	“Get up way deep inside her,” he told Cori. “Way up as far as you can in her and hold her still for me.”

	Master stood in front of Soledad and the gagged latina looked at him wide eyed screaming fitfully as Cori pushed all ten inches of hard rubber up the child’s

virgin asshole.

	“I love to kill little spic girls,” Master whispered hoarsely.

	He watched the screaming child for a few seconds and then he thrust his

knifeblade right through Soledad’s bellybutton, deep into the hanging infant’s stomach.

	The lovely head-harnessed brownskinned victim squeal-shrieked into the rubber gag.

	Soledad’s legs kicked out and Cori felt the wide-eyed child buck. The blonde teen reached up and grabbed Soledad’s trapped arms to steady her for Master’s attack.

	Jennie and Brooke were screaming and sobbing on the bed as they watched

the man and the teenage girl kill the hispanic child.

	“ - love to cut ‘em open and gut ‘em - fuckin’ spic scumm -”Master growled. 

	He drew out the blade and it came free with a sucking sound as blood

spewed and jetted from Soledad’s little belly.  Cori thrust the dildo hard up the

child’s asshole, hip-slamming her as she dug her nails into Soledad’s forearms.

	Licking his lips and slowstroking himself Master stabbed the child again,

lower down, just above her pubis.  The blade ripped past the child’s bladder

and deep into her lower intestines.

	Cori felt the young victim’s anus clench hard around the dildo and impede

the in and out rhythm of the sodomy. 

	“Wrrruughhhh!” Soledad grunted, head craning back against Cori’s tattooed tits, trapped arms jerking stiffly, one leg bent, the other stretching toward the floor but not finding it, flamingo-like. 

	Master did not push the knife deeper though he probably cut have cut

all the way through. He didn’t want to curtail the anal rape. He wanted

Soledad violated and butchered simultaneously.  Instead he seized the child by

one hip and serrated the blade horizontally opening up her abdomen.

	The gagged spasming infant began to spill her guts.

	Yanking the knife out of her Master went down on one knee and he

began to stab Soledad’s kicking thighs and legs.  Each time the knife punched

into the little girl she screamed and contorted and Cori held her and pounded

the dildo into the female victim.  Dark blood began to spew from Soledad’s gagged lips and she began to go weak, her cries less energetic as Master

continued his stabbing destruction of her limbs stabbing shins, ankles, feet and calves.  A coil of gray intenstine pushed out of the gash in her belly and slithered down to the floor between Cori’s high-heeled sandals.

	“Pull her head back,” Master told Cori getting to his feet. “I’m gonna finish her.”

	“Nnnnyyyeeiiigghhh!” Soledad whinnied as Cori followed the command.

	The child looked up at the ceiling of the cage room in the cabin.  Though she

could no longer form any words, English or Spanish, she was thinking of her mom.  She could see the plump raven-maned woman in the grassy yard hanging up the clothes and the big white sheets sweeping and fluttering around her.  That had been a long time ago, Soledad could not grasp how long.  That had been before crossing the river in the middle of the night and moving through the desert with flashlights and hearing the shouts of American border police.  That had been before the dirty little apartment in the crowded city and the strangers coming at all hours and her

mother dazed out on dope. That had been before she’d been sent back and ended up on the streets of the dirty little border town, prey for the man that lured her

behind the abandoned store and took her away in his car.

	Master stepped up to the child.  He wanted to see the kill up close. He wanted to see this worthless little waif give up her life and her soul and stop breathing.

	Jennie and Brooke cried and huddled together on the bed hugging each

other as the killer put the knife to Soledad’s throat.  They didn’t want to look.

There was no way the two brown-haired sisters could cope psychologically with all this horror.  They’d grown up in Trentwood Bay, a landscaped haven of malls, gated communities, and expensive homes secluded and protected. They’d led sheltered and pampered lives, innocent and unsuspecting, until they’d been snatched away from the supermarket parking lot by Master’s friends.

	Cori held Soledad’s wet black mane tightly and moaned as she saw the

blade enter the child’s horizontally distended darkskinned neck.  Shooting squirts of blood spattered against Master’s chest and face and the child gurgled and fought

and kicked.  Master licked up the latina’s blood as it streamed over his lips

and he smiled.

	“So warm -” he groaned. “ - so sweet - You know these Spanish girls really do taste different. Must be the shit they eat... Hold ‘er tight, bitch. I’m gonna cut

the little pig’s windpipe.”

	He pushed the knife deeper and gouged it from side to side.

	“Die,” he growled.

	Cori stared right down into Soledad’s big beautiful dark eyes.  The

head-harnessed child’s look was full of pleading and terror and loneliness.  She wheezed and gaped, blood bubbling up under the ball gag.

	Cori smiled sickly.  Both she and Master stared down at their defeated victim as she began to cough, gasp and snort, blood spurting from her nostrils and mouth and out the jagged woundmouth around the knifeblade.

	Master pushed the blade back all the way to Soledad’s spinal stem and

Cori hilted the dildo up her gut-slashed belly.  Arching like a ballerina in a climactic

musical moment the child jerked in a trembling rictus and opened her eyes even wider, though she saw nothing.  In her mind the white sheets danced,

violently shuddering in the wind. Her mother was running back to the house as

the storm broke overhead.  When the rain came it was blood, hard

hot pelting drops of blood smearing and staining the white sheets. Mama!

Soledad cried silently. Mamaaaa!  Don’t leave me here! But already the darkness

was folding around her and crushing her.

	Cori felt Soledad’s arms finally begin to go slack and her knifed legs plop down and her little asshole no longer contract against the sodomizing rubber shaft.  Dizzy with numbing pleasure the teen drifted near orgasm and pumped the dildo into the inert child.  She could smell the blood and the butchered viscera and was for a moment revulsed and then weirdly elated.  When she looked up Master was staring at her.

	“Filthy fucking pig,” he sneered. “You just helped me kill a little girl.”

	And I loved it, Cori thought to herself - then a wave of shame and

disgust moved through her and she unbuckled the dildo harness strap and staggered back away from Soledad’s dangling carcass leaving the rubber cock in the

dead girl’s ass.

	Master grabbed the teen by one arm and tugged her to the bed to Jennie

and Brooke 

	“I want you to rub your cunt on their faces until you cum.”

	Master roughly separated the two weeping children and made them lie

flat on the bed then he told Cori to climb up on top of them to straddle them, one at a time.

	“Use them. Make them please you. My friends and I are gonna finish both of them outside later and you won’t get another chance.”

	Cori’s guilt and shame melted away as she felt the small cherubic cheeks and noses pressing against her hot overstimulated fuckslit and clitoris.

	“Ahh yeahh yeahh yeahh -” she moaned weakly, closing her eyes, hips

dancing again, knees dug into the bloodstained mattress on either side of the

pretty girlheads, moving from one to the other and back, rubbing, rubbing,

harder, grinding herself down against smooth tearwet skin while master watched

Jennie and Brooke disconsolately sobbing, muffled, drowned against the blonde

teen’s ring-pierced cunt, babbling for help, for pity, for all that would never be

as the male killer pleasure-feasted.

	They’re both going to get it out there, Cori thought as she moved from

one to the other in urgent ecstasy - both of them are going to be butchered...

the men are going to slaughter them for sexual pleasure!

	And then the blonde teen gave out a sharp yelp and arched and held her head in her hands and rocked, cumming powerfully on Brooke’s little face, kneeling on the child’s outflung arms, rubbing, pressing herself down on the flush-faced 

brown-haired slaughter-baby, pinching and tweaking her own ring-pierced nipples and finally falling back between the two doomed neckbanded sisters.

	The blonde teen lay with her head back over the edge of the bed and she

could see Soledad hanging dead and gutted across the room,  an inverted sacriligeous image, proof of Cori’s own criminal complicity, murderous behavior and degenerate lust. Tears of confusion brimmed in the teenager’s eyes and then Master stepped up to her, blocking her vision, his big beautiful fleshclub poised at her lips.  She took him with an eager groan and began to suck him and draw him deep into her throat where she needed him to be.  She washed his prick with

her studded tongue, prepped him for what was coming...

	“That’s right, pig,” he grunted. “Keep it going. Get me real hard.  I’ve got a long night ahead.”

	After a long while he stepped back, stood over the bed stroking himself

for a few moments looking down at the tattooed teenager and the two neckbanded little girls who still lay on their backs on either side of her, faces smeared with cunt-juice.  Jennie and Brooke lay in one direction, paralell to each other, the teenager in the opposite direction, Cori’s short blonde hair pressed against the edge of the dirty mattress, big hoop earrings tangled in the edge of her scalp.  The expression on

Master’s face betrayed his depraved enjoyment.

	“Get up,” he told his teenage slave. “We’re going outside.”





						~





	Master clipped a leash to Cori’s slave-collar and he led her through the kitchen and out the back of the house.  He drew her down to the ground and made her crawl on hands and knees.  She followed behind him staggering down three concrete steps and on to bare dirt as the storm door slammed shut behind her.	

	The sky above the treeline was going gray in the dusk.  A pond by the barn reflected the amber-orange sky, its surface as unrippled as glass.

	The men had started the bonfire as Master had told them to do earlier and they had wheeled a contraption out of an old barn behind the cabin. This was no doubt the bonebreaker Master had told them to prepare.  Cori had no idea

how it worked or what it would do.

	The bonfire flames danced and leaped and the burning wood crackled noisily.

	Aliya and Kai were hung-bound by their wrists from an ancient oak’s gnarled branch facing each other and the men were slashing at them with long fiberglass rods. Both females were covered with bleeding cut-wounds.  Their bodies and faces were bruised, eyes blackened and swollen.

	Master took Cori to a tree and forced her to straddle a metal shaft which poked up rising nearly two feet from the ground . Two dildo cockheads branched from the shaft’s tip, a larger one meant for cunt at the front and the other, slightly smaller, in the rear meant for her asshole. As Cori slid down she felt herself being doubly penetrated by the unlubricated metal dildos.

	“Push down,” Master told her.  “Take it all. Go down until you’re kneeling.”

	She obeyed silently and when she was completely impaled the way he wanted her he pulled her hands behind the tree trunk and clipped her cuffed wrists together; then with a stretch of rope he bound her by her neck against the rough bark.

	“You’re gonna kneel there and watch,” he told her.

	“Yes sir,” she replied submissively.  The neck rope was tight and it gouged into her throat with choking pressure.

	“When we’re done with them we’ll go to work on you.” 

	Master went back into the cabin and emerged leading Jennie and Brooke on the end of a leash chain attached to the slim colorful neckbands he’d clipped on them earlier.

	“Look at that,”Lou jeered. “School’s out!”

	“Yeah,” Steve replied. “Time to play!”

	The men roared with laughter.

	Cori saw several beer bottles and a big styrofoam cooler on top of a wooden picnic table a few feet away.  Master’s friends had been having themselves a good old time and she knew it was about to get better.

	Master walked Jennie and Brooke out to the men and they stopped beating

the two oriental females to focus their attention on the children.  

	The two little ones were led to another wooden table near the barn.  There they were freed from the leash chain and lifted up on the rough planks.  A savage double rape began and Cori watched as each killer took his fill. Big meaty pricks gouged and stuffed baby ass and cunt.  Little girl screams echoed off the barn wall, specially when Lou slammed his massive meat into each of the sisters laughing gleefully as he destroyed them.  The men punched, slapped and choked the hapless victims as Master watched and urged them on.  Jennie was made to kneel straddling her sister’s face and slashed with one of the fiberglass rods across her belly and titties. Both girls were knelt side by side and asswhipped with the thin whistling rods.

	When the men had worked themselves up they stopped laughing and jeering.

	They became like a pack of hungry wolves, silent, greedy-eyed, grunting.

	“Let’s hang ‘em up,” Master said.

	Jennie and Brooke were carried kicking and screaming to a large ‘T’ pole at the edge of a small pond beside the barn.  There the men hung the two violated, rod-welted kids upside down by their roped ankles, one on each end of the ‘T’. The center of the pole was mounted on a greased axle and after one of the men gave one of the sisters a shove the ‘T’ began to spin and the two neckbanded children catapulted through the air screaming.

	“Shit,” Cori gasped and began to rise and fall slowly, to heave herself

against the double-headed metal shaft, her knees grinding against the hard dirt.

	Aaron and Cal picked up a couple of cruel looking single-tail whips from

a crate near the barn door.  The slim punishment tools gleamed in the fading

sunlight, the whiptails made up of thin metal cables braided together.

	As Cal and Aaron moved toward the spinning children, Lou, Steve and

Stan were untying Aliya’s thirteen year old cousin, Kai from the tree branch.

The men half-dragged the savagely beaten young female to the bonebreaker which

Master was adjusting.

	The contraption consisted of four tall poles framing a wooden platform.

Clusters of six-inch metal spikes protruded from the platform.  The poles were positioned at each corner and rose twenty feet in the air. Cori thought the thing looked like some nightmarishly transformed, supersized Victorian-style canopy bed minus the canopy.  Steel manacles were bolted to hoops on each pole and Cori watched the men lift Kai up above the spikes and hold her aloft, arms and legs outstretched as Master secured the manacles around her wrists and ankles. When the beaten oriental girl hung stretched face-down like a skydiver over the spike-platform the men stepped back to watch and  Master tugged at a lever device on the side of the bonebreaker.  Cori heard the grinding whirr of a motor and Kai began to rise,  pulled slowly upward by the manacles until the hoops butted up against stoppers at the top of the four poles and the motor wound down.

	Cal and Aaron meanwhile had taken up positions on either side of the spinning ‘T’ and as Jennie and Brooke spun by screaming at the top of their

lungs, arms waving wildly, the two hooded black men swung the terrible

whips out to slice the upside down babies.  The sound of the coiled metal

cables tearing into defenseless girlmeat made Cori move up and down against

the probing metal dildos with new agitation.

	The blonde teen watched entranced as Kai, now spreadeagled twenty

feet over the spikes moaned and pleaded woefully.  The whirring grind of the motor

had stopped and Master’s hand had moved to a second lever.

	Steve, Stan and Lou were looking up at Kai expectantly.

	“Three!” they shouted in unison after looking at each other. 

	“Two!”

	“One!”

	Cori saw Master’s hand move on the lever and Kai suddenly dropped

through the air down toward the spikes.  Three feet above the platform the

manacle-loops braked abruptly and the young girl’s body wrenched to a stop.

She screeched piercingly as both her arms snapped and the men cheered.  Master touched the second lever and Kai began to rise again. Bloody drool oozed from

the oriental slaughtergirl’s mouth.

	At the ‘T’ pole Cal gave Jennie and Brooke a fresh shove.  He and Aaron flogged the inverted foot-bound babies with cruel intent slashing at them with the

cablewhips.  Both children were already hacked bloody.  Red streams moved down

their spinning bodies, down their arms and off their outstretched fingers.

	Cori heard Master, Lou, Steve and Stan count off and she watched Kai drop once more this time coming closer to the spikes, one leg cracking loudly, dislocating at the hip.

	“Naaaaa! Nggaaahhgg! Pleeeeze!” Kai was screaming but she was 

already rising again. 

	Cal reached out, grabbed Jennie’s leg and stopped the ‘T’ pole’s spinning motion. He and Aaaron moved in and rubbed their cocks on the faces and lips of the upside-down torture-crazed sisters.  The men pleasured themselves on their screaming mouths.  They drew the girls to their balls and shouted over the hysterical babbling screams of the wounded children, telling them to lick - then they set them in motion again and stepped back.

	Cori rose and fell, rose and fell, fucked herself on the impaling shafts.

	Kai was dropped again. This time the tips of the spikes gouged the shrieking thirteen year old.  Her other leg broke at the knee and both ankle bones and one wrist shattered from the force of the braking manacles.

	In the fading afternoon light the hooded negroes whipping the spinning

twins were like demon silouhettes.  

	The light of the bonfire made naked skin gleam, bloody female

bodies, sweaty manly bodies, a dancing ritual orgy of destruction from which

Cori could not and did not want to escape.

	A final drop on the bonebreaker and a cut-off yelp signalled the beginning of the end for Kai.  The shattered oriental girl quivered impaled on the spikes as Stan and Lou went for Aliya. 

	Master and Steve pried Kai off the platform and tossed her on the ground by the blazing bonfire.  There she lay quivering, bleeding and moaning. Master went to her as she rolled on to her wounded belly.  Taking a two-by-four which leaned

against the wall of the barn he knelt over Kai, placed the board on her outstretched

arms and picking up a steel mallet and spikes he nailed her limbs to the wood.  Placing his foot at the base of her spine he unsheathed the gun from the holster at his waist and aimed it at the back of her head.  Wordlessly he fired.  The gunshot made Cori jump.  Kai’s broken body jumped too and Master fired again.  Kai’s head skull blew open and blood and brains sprayed out on her crucified arms and on the dirt.  

	She kicked out and lay still.

	As Stan and Lou dragged Aliya toward the bonebreaker Master turned toward them, his gun still out.

	“Hold her up,” he snarled.

	“Nooo!” Aliya shrieked, struggling valiantly but uselessly against her captors.  Stan and Lou flanked her holding her up by her arms.

	Master shot her legs, pumping three rounds into each thigh and reholstering his gun.  The bleeding gook whore was then dragged to the bonebreaker, mounted,

and raised.  When the motor stopped and the manacles released, she dropped hard, her arms and shot-up legs violently dislocating with the impact.  Cori watched Aliya’s oriental face grimacing and shrieking with the awful pain as her head craned up between her open arms blood jetting from the bullet holes in her thighslabs.

	Torn and gashed to ribbons Jennie and Brooke were cut down from the rotating ‘T’ pole.  Aaron and Cal dragged the two little girls to the pond’s edge

and dropped them in the water.  Aaron fucked Jennie as she lay face up.  Cal

took Brooke face down drowning her in the mud as he sodomized the infant

one last time.  Blood blossom-rippled out from the cut up childbodies.  When Cal

knew Brooke was finished, the child’s life stifled, he went into the barn.  Cori saw him emerge with a short hand axe. He went back to the pond and sliding down, one knee poked into Brooke’s whipslashed back, he hacked off both the dead child’s arms and then her mud-swamped head.  Shouting victoriously he hacked off her legs.

	Cori groaned as pre-orgasmic waves shot through her. She couldn’t believe she was cumming again. The tatooed blonde teen bounced on the steel shafts, choking on the neck rope that held her to the tree, studded tongue poking between her gaping lips, nipple rings shimmying.  In the glow of the bonfire the painted words on her tits shone like neon, like ultraviolet warpaint.  She bit her lower lip and stifled the wild screams that were threatening to surge from her throat.  She felt like some crazed jungle animal caught in a trap.  The things she was witnessing were grisly and horrible and inhuman but she was climaxing unstoppably.  Her sense of reality was frayed at the edges, ripping at the seams, exploding into fragments. Who the fuck was she?  Was she even human anymore?  She had helped Master torture and kill a woman and then a child and now she was forced to witness the continuing slaughter of  defenseless human beings - of little girls! - at the hands of Master and his heartlessly sadistic associates.

	Aliya’s cry filled the night as she dropped on the bonebreaker again, her

ribs popping through the flesh of her chest.

	Slowly, as the motor whirred she rose again.

	In the pond, Aaron fucked little Jennie with brutal downthrusts of his

massive pelvis.

	“Somebody kill her!” he shouted. “Kill this little shittt!”

	Cal looked up, still kneeling on Brooke’s mutilated carcass. He was about to 

rise and go to Jennie and hack her little screaming head off when Master came

to the water’s edge gun drawn.

	Cori saw Master put the gun to little Jennie’s forehead and fire.

	The blazing blast lit up the evening shadows and reflected on the calm surface of the pond.

	“Uhhhhnhhh!” Aaron shouted emptying himself in the headshot infant.

	Cori screamed inchoately and felt herself mindlessly cumming, her cunt drooling copiously on the double fuckshaft she was impaled on.  She rocked against the tree and tugged against the rope that held her wrists.

	Both eyes still open, Jennie slid back into the mud on her elbows, a dark

smouldering hole in her small skull.

	“Whggg?” she groaned, eyes going glassy.

	Months before she had seen a butterfly poised on a grassblade in her backyard. It fluttered then stood on its green perch motionless in the bright summer morning. She’d gone to get Brooke but by the time they came back the butterfly had flown over the fence and fluttered away.  As her bullet-torn brain rushed toward blank death it was full of the butterfly wings color, black, orange and yellow

wisps, and she tried to reach out to touch it though her arms and hands no

longer moved.  Then there were two dark looming shadows, latex-headed,

slit-eyed demons and her heartbeat was fading and the colors were melting

into gray mist.

	Cal stood over the seven year old, the blood-dripping hand axe in his hand.  Aaron rose from the water and stood beside him.  Both hooded negroes trained their cocks on the dying mind-blown baby and began to piss on her upraised face as she slid down into the cool pond water.  They pissed on the smouldering bullethole as blood bubbled up out of it.  Blood streamed from the child’s nose and moved sluggishly out on the rippling pond.  Senselessly, as if for one last breath, Jennie opened her pink lips wide and her killers pissed right into it.

	“There ya go, white girl,” Aaron spat. “Thass what we call affirmative

action at work.”

	The last earthly thing Jennie heard was their hollow laughter.

	On the bonebreaker Aliya dropped twenty feet on to the impaling spikes.

Her face and eyes gouged, her throat ripped, she made a strange howling noise.

The men pried her off, like they’d done with Kai and tossed her on the ground.

There she kept up a constant mewling and groaning, her head moving from side to side on the dirt.

	Master kicked her on her back, took another two-by-four, nailed her reaching arms to the wood, smacked the thick steel spikes through her slender wrists - then stood,  aimed the gun at her slant-eyed, spike-gouged whore face and pumped two rounds into her, silencing and killing her instantly.  He then pumped what was left in the gun into her slashed up torso and abdomen.

	Cori groaned.  She was almost passing out from the overload.  

	Her last clear memory was of the men carrying the spike-slaughtered whore and the murdered hispanic child Soledad from of the house to dump them by the fire.

	The whore’s butchered body along with the savaged bodies of  Aliya and Kai were placed on spits and roasted over the crackling bonfire. When the older females had been thoroughly cooked the children’s bodies were placed on one spit, wire bound, Jennie and the head-less, limb-less stump that had once been her sister Brooke and the gut-slashed Soledad.

	Later Cori remembered the men at the table laughing, eating drinking.

	Then sometime later Master was standing over her.

	“Time to suffer, pig,” he said.

	He freed her hands and untied the rope that held her by her neck to the

tree and she slid off the impaling shaft and knelt at his feet until he reached down

took her by her hair and hauled her back into the cabin.



						~





	“You said no limits, right? Is that what you said, bitch?”

	Master’s eyes drilled her intently.



The expression ‘no limits’ had fresh meaning for her now.



	She was naked, black leather slave collar around her neck, the chain clipped to the collar’s ‘o’ ring dangling down between her small, ring-pierced, pink-nippled, tattooed tits, arms pulled back, her hands cuffed behind her.

	“I heard you right didn’t I?”

	Her cunt drooled. Hot and wet for Him.

	She nodded tentatively, looked up, her big hoop ear rings dancing, emerald eyes dripping tears down her gaunt cheeks, her face, like her pussy, dewy, moist, flushed.



Her time has come. The night of destruction was coming to a head.



	“Yes, sir.”



There are truly no limits here.  She is just another cunt to them. No different from

the ones outside who lie on the ground and in the pond muck ripped to pieces, half-eaten.



The lead-tipped dogwhips dangle from their hands.



	“We just want to be clear on this, scumbag. We want to be sure you know what the fuck you’re in for.”

	“I know what it means, sir. No limits. I belong to you and your friends now.

I’m here for your pleasure.”

	“On your knees, scumbag. We’re gonna take turns fuckin’ your dumb face first. Knock yourself out. Show us how much you love us.”



She does love them.



They move in around her laughing meanly.

It’s cool in the cabin, the thermostat turned way down.

Night has fallen.

Outside the fire has died to smouldering ash.

Mutilated, half-eaten female carcasses lie on the dirt near the barn.

The muddy-haired head, arms and legs of a little girl lie soaking in the muddy pond.

The cute small feet of the slaughtered latina, Soledad have been cut to pieces

and tossed in the dying flames.



The men are so strong and they smell of death, of killing, of devoured womanflesh, of ashy burning wood.



She does love them and she wants to show them her love, to prove it.

Her love is pure and unequivocal, unconditional and unrepressed.

She licks their thighs and their sturdy knees and caresses them.

They are inhuman, supernatural, powerfully and hugely hung and ready to use her.



Killer gods.



“We want to be sure you know what the fuck you’re in for.”



She knows and feels it deeply and wants it, and yearns blindly and stupidly for it

now wrapping her lips around their big hard cockspears, taking each killer in 

her mouth, in her throat, looking up worshipfully, stroking two more in her

hands.  Lou’s cock gives her some difficulty.  She can barely get her mouth

around it.  He seizes her big-hoop earrings on both sides tugging on her fragile lobes and jacks himself into her. When he’s in there she strokes him with the stud

making him smile and close his eyes and tip his head back.



The leadtipped tongues brush against her shoulders.  She’s eager to feel their bite.

Each man takes his time with her.

Steve, Stan, Aaron, Cal, Lou.

And Master.

They grab her head and throatfuck her. They strangle her as they do it. They

masturbate themselves with her tongue-studded mouth. They slap her hard.



Insatiable killer gods.



‘Slut’. ‘Pig’. ‘Animal Cunt’.

That’s how she’s tagged.

That’s all she is now.

She’s finally nothing more than a filthy fuck object, worth nothing, less than human.



She loves them. Worships with her mouth and her hands.



“Let’s get the blood out of her,” Master grunts.



“Get up on your fucking feet, bitch.”



They step back as she rises.

She realizes they are not going to tie her or restrain her in any way.

She’s going to give it up, willingly.



“Get your hands up behind your head,” Master orders.



What she’s in for - pain - suffering - maybe death.



What she gets -  



She knows it and wants it.

Slowly, she raises her hands and clasps them behind her neck.

The men take in her slender offered body.

She feels their eyes on her.



What she’s in for...



“Turn slowly, while we whip you,” Cal says softly.

“You hear me?”



She nods.



“Start moving.”



She pirouettes slowly on her high-heel sandals, looks into each man’s face.

They study her, waiting.

‘You think you’re so pretty, don’t you?’ their eyes seem to taunt.

‘Stupid little teenage cuntbag...’

She makes a complete circle and is halfway through the second when the

whipping begins.



What she gets -



The first few strokes are not hard - they are test-strokes. The lead-tipped tongues

snake out toward her and caress her. She flinches. Moans with the expectation

of what she knows it will really feel like. Her hoop earrings dance against her

cheeks, her heels tap against the floorboards.



“Beg for it,” Lou says.



“Whip me,” she moans. “Tear me up.”



“Let’s take her,” Master growls.



And they begin in earnest.



The dogwhips whistle thinly as they swing down.  The men’s faces are hard

and angry.  Thudding and wackking into her the lead-tipped tongues send

sparks of pain shooting through her. She bites her lip, clasps her hands

tighter, moans and winces and the blows come harder and faster.  She continues

to pirouette, a little clumsily as her body responds involuntarily to the pain,

angling to the right, banking left.  She hears her heels click-clack unrhythmically against the hardwood floor as she moves. She closes her eyes and is told to open them and keep them open. She looks into each of their faces.  Worshipfully she takes their punishment, loving them for it.



The men castigate her.  They whip her small tits and her belly and her mons.

They know how to hit her and where.  They flog her ass and her back and her

thighs. The backs of her thighs.  The fronts.  The calves and shins.  Tiny

scratches are already visible where the lead tips tear at her flesh.  The whips

are like hungry tentacles eating away at her.  She sobs as her ringed nipples come

under attack. It feels like she’s being skinned.



“Spread those fuckin’ legs!”



And she does and they punish her there unmercifully.



“No limits, bitch!”



“No limits!” she shouts.



“Fuckin pig! Don’t look down! Who told you to look down? Hold your stupid head up!”



The whiptongues smack across her cheeks and she sobscreams and tries to

keep pirouetting.  Whp! Whff! Whapp! Whuufff! Thuddd! They cut her

and pop against her like hail.  They pound against her skull. Snag on the tiny hoops in her tits and belly button. One earring is torn away by a snarling whiptongue and then the other. One of her thighs rises involuntarily and the killers attack it, rip into whoremeat with relish.  She stumbles, falls.  They rain down blows on her back.  She screams and sees her blood speckle the floor.



“Get up!” they shout hoarsely. “Get the fuck up!!”



Somehow she does - she’s lost one shoe and stands humbly on one heel-shod leg, skipping lamely in half circles, barefoot leg upraised - and they strike harder now, flaying her flanks. They are stroking themselves as they whip her fully enjoying their after-dinner entertainment, preparing themselves for the climactic end of their day-long slaughter feast.



“Awwggh GODD!” she shrieks.



“God’s not here, scumbag.”



The five killers flog away at her, chop away at her, tear away at her.

They can kill her like this, she knows it.

If so, then let them - she will die out of love for them.

Turn for them Turn for them Turn for them Keep turning.

They want to rip her apart, she can sense it.

Tear her to pieces - like the victims outside.

She is providing dessert for their slaughter banquet, blood streaming down her chest

and belly, down her legs. She feels blood moving down her leg into her shoe.

It shines wetly on the floor.

Her bare foot is whipcut repeatedly, sole sliced.

She remembers Soledad’s sad eyes looking up at her.

Turn for them Turn for them Turn Keep turning.



Whp! Wfff! Thudd! Wackk!



“Bend over and keep turning...”



She does bending down to grip her ankles, continuously circling, and they whip her cunt. The leadtipped tongues thumpsmack between her asscheeks, tear at her anus.  She’s bloody.  Her face is bloody. Her arms. Her back. She’s oiled with blood. Blind with it.  She falls again to her knees, loses her other shoe and the dogwhips burn into her from all sides. 



She gets up.

Falls again.



When she’s on the edge of passing out she’s yanked up, hoisted up off her feet, bound by her wrists and ankles from the ceiling, legs spread wide apart.

Her ring-hooked cunt is whipped to a beefy hash.

They laugh and smack-slash their dogwhips into her thighs, calves and bare bloodstreaked foot-soles.

Whip-fuck her.



Fuck this you stupid whore.

Goddamn shitbag.

FUCK THIS!



Then, dropping their whips, each of them steps up to rape-fuck her, to slam into her, to finish buried deep inside her womb, to fill her with the worked up sperm in their big heavy balls, to drain themselves inside her - Master takes her first, then when he’s done, the others one by one, taking sloppy seconds, pushing in to the hilt to seed her grunting and snarling like a pack of wild dogs - seed the bloody pulphash womanmeat - her cunthole drooling mancum and blood.



This is what the orgy has been building to and she accepts, accepts fully,

gives them all she has left, gives lovingly, barely clinging to consciousness. 



Lou is last, tattoed and bald, his cock a killing club. She looks up into

his scowling face.



“Tell me you love me,” he says and she does and means it and hard tearing

pain follows the difficult penetration.



“Fill ‘er up, Lou!” the men shout.

“Put that shit all the way in there, dude.”

“Kill the motherfuckin’ bitch with it!”



His long fat phallic monstrosity pushes hard against her uterus and she sob-chokes

weakly as he begins the slow merciless grinding pump-fuck.  She starts to

cry and his hard fingers dig into her upflung thighs.



“Yeah,” he grunts. “Ahh yeahh - cry for me - uhh - cry for me - you -

fucking - piece - of - shitt!”



He shoots off deep inside her and she leans her head against her shoulder and watches him.  



She does love him.  She loves all of them. Pleasing them. Pleasuring them with her blood.



Lou slides slowly, hatefully, painfully out of her sperm-filled womb.



Master hovers nearby.



“What do you say, pig?”



“Thank you,” she whispers weakly, looking up at Lou, her body burning and throbbing, covered with bloody cuts and dark purple bruises...then she looks

around at all of them, at each man-killer...



“Th -Thank you  -”



She fades slowly, her head toppling forward. 





					~



	Later - days later - she is another room, an unfamiliar room with windows that look out on the woods and sunlight comes in through white curtains.  She lies belly down on a steel gurney, her flayed burning body on cold steel.  She is surrounded by medical equipment.  It is like an emergency room in a hospital.  She wonders if she is still in the cabin. She doesn’t know if she’s dreaming but Master is there with a young naked blonde on a leash. 

	The girl has her back to Cori.  She’s reaching for an object on a table next

to Master. 

	Cori knows who the girl is but can’t place her - her mind is still swirling.

	The girl turns and Cori sees the bottle of oil-lotion in her hand.

	Looking up Cori’s stunned.

	Too weak to say anything.

	“Hi, Cori,” the girl says.

	Cori is wondering if she might be dreaming - The girl with the bottle is her high school friend Carolyn. Cori wonders where the other men have gone - she wonders if any of this is really happening or if it’s all in her head.

	“I’ve stitched up some of the worst cuts, pig,” Master tells her.

	Carolyn moves toward Cori and begins rubbing the cool slick oil lotion into Cori’s lacerated meat-bruised flesh, into thighs, asscheeks and back, into shoulders

neck and face.

	Soothingly Cori drifts out of focus, out of touch.

	Carolyn’s hands are so gentle.

	Soledad’s eyes come out of the dim shadows in Cori’s mind.

	“I am waiting for you,” the butchered child says. “Will you come soon?”

	How and where did Carolyn meet Master? Cori suddenly wonders. 

	Which one of us will he take first?

	Carolyn’s hands move over her, rub lotion into her whipsliced forehead.

	Cori realizes that the rings on her nipples, belly button and cunt, as well as the stud on her tongue have been removed.

	“Whuggh...” the dazed teen grunts.

	“Shhhh,” Carolyn says softly. “It’s ok. You’re gonna be ok. You’re healing real nice.  Master says in a couple of weeks most of the cuts will close up.”

	After a long while Cori doesn’t feel Carolyn’s hands on her anymore.

	She hears breathy moans, half opens her eyes.

	Carolyn is on her knees and Master stands over her gripping the leash feeding the young blonde his engorged cock.

	Cori looks on, jealous tears blurring her eyes.

	Master stares back at his torn up teen slave unemotionally. He yanks on the leash to pull on Carolyn’s head as he throatfills her.

	Then, abruptly, he drops the leather cord, leaves Carolyn kneeling there and he moves across the room, his bare feet padding on the linoleum floor, stands over Cori, stroking himself.

	“You know what else, pig?” he says leaning over her.

	She looks at him trembling.

	He leans down and whispers it at her.

	“You’re pregnant.”

	Cori’s green eyes flash with surprise.

	Carolyn gets to her feet and moves up behind Master. She nods and smiles at Cori over Master’s strong shoulder. The leash dangles between her firm young tits. Cori watches Carolyn’s lotion smeared hands move over Master’s taut belly and down his shaved pubis and on to his cock to stroke him as his big hands reach back to grab her hips. Master turns his head and tells Cori’s friend:

	“Get me off, slut. I want to cum on your little friend.”

	Moaning sweetly and kissing Master’s wide strong back and shoulderblades

Carolyn strokes him harder and faster, her other hand coming up under his balls

from behind to cup and squeeze.

	Cori looks up at him and opens her mouth wide.

	Wide open - that’s how she belongs - always wide open for him.

	With a bull-like snort he ejaculates on the half conscious teen’s face, spurting right in her eyes.

	His cum shoots on to the back of her throat, on her tongue and then on her face burning on her whipcuts. This is the fluid, mixed with that of the other men, that has seeded her, impregnated her and she relishes its flavor. She savors its salty viscuous heat. He moves away from Carolyn to rub his still-hard organ against Cori’s oil-glossed shoulder and arm and into her hair.

	Cori opens her stinging cum-coated eyes and sees Carolyn looking down hungrily on her from behind Master’s powerful arm. Cori’s pretty blonde friend comes around and slides down to her knees by the gurney, leaning in to kiss Cori’s sperm-spattered face.  The girls kiss and swap Master’s cum back and forth in their mouths moaning.

	Pregnant! Cori thinks, passionately french-kissing Carolyn. The two girls smear their lips with mancream, Carolyn’s swollen plum-red mouth moving

all over Cori like a bee on a flower blossom.  

	But how could Master know it so soon, she wonders. 

	I will bear life for Him, Cori thinks to herself.  Carry it, heavy and fat for Him. Suffer and scream and split open for Him.  Big and ripe like some overburdened fruit. Like that girl on the video - the North Carolina music teacher, salughtered by Master’s shotgun.

	Are you ready? he will ask. Yes, I will reply.

	Master steps forward, grips Carolyn’s head and moves Cori’s friend to one side holding her there.

	“Will you nail my arms?” Cori asks. “L-like the others - nail my arms -

when the time comes?”

	“Yes, pig, I will.”

	Spreading his strong legs apart Master draws Cori under him to lick his balls.

	“Tell me what I want to hear,” he says.

	“I - I love you -” Cori mutters. 

	A hissing stream of dark yellow piss spurts from his cock..

	Cori opens her mouth wide under the flow.  It spatters her shoulders and the gurney and drips down on Carolyn’s tits as Cori’s friend buries her head up between Master’s thighs.

	“You’ll love me all the way to the end,” Master says, still smiling. “Won’t you, cunt?”

	“Yes, s-sir - I w-will -”

	“I am your God - say it.”

	“You - y-you are my g-God.”

	As she said it he pissed on her lips, his hot urine pooling stickily around her whipped face on the gurney.













4.



	Days later, after Cori recovered from the bloodwhipping Master locked her into the same cell Aliya and Kai, the cannibalized oriental beauties, had inhabited. It had a twin-sized bed, a bare mattress with a single pillow and a cheap wool blanket.

There was also a closet-sized bathroom with a washbasin, a toilet and a showerstall. The room, Cori would later learn, was an addition to the rear of the cabin, between the cabin and the barn,  and unlike the ‘recovery’ area, where she’d spent some time after the harrowing whip-gangrape, the ten-by-ten cell had no windows.    

	Master had slow-fucked Cori there before leaving her.  He’d sodomized her brutally while Carolyn had licked Cori’s sore cunt and teasingly stroked Cori’s clit until the pregnant teen came screaming, slimy with sweat and exhausted.  Taking his cock from Cori’s asshole Master had put it right to her mouth for her to lick clean. Then as Carolyn looked on breathlessly frigging herself Cori had swallowed all of Master’s hot load.  Carolyn and Master had left and Cori had heard the door’s thick bolt slide into place. 

	 Alone, Cori lay on the bed staring at the dim bulb in the ceiling, sore from

the rough fuck, the taste of Master’s cum in her mouth, her body still bruised and cut-scarred though already healing - eventually she’d drifted off into restless sleep.

	As the days wore on she lost all track of time.  There was no clock or calendar, no reliable way to tell day from night.  Her life now was blissfully free of all direction and purpose.  She drifted. The only landmarks in her now event-less existence, aside from the involuntary processes of her own body, were the times when food and drink were provided, twice daily on a tray that was pushed through a slot in the wall on to a shelf by the locked door.  There was a sliding panel which allowed the tray to be placed and then removed once she was done eating.

	Several times during her lengthy captivity Cori thought she heard the sounds of torture and sex coming from beyond her cell door but since the room was soundproof the noises were faint and far away.  She thought she heard the slashing of whips, the shouts of Master and his friends, and the squeals of children, the dry whump of gunblasts - but she wasn’t sure if it was real or if it was imagined.	

	Each day Cori caught only brief glimpses of the food server’s hands, female hands, youthful and well-manicured, olive hued. This was her only human contact.  The food server was probably another of Master’s stable of slaves following orders, fulfilling Master’s dark wishes - another servant marking the days until her final time would come.

	The fare was repetitive and simplistic, sandwiches, soups, stews, salads,

an occasional steak or burger.  The drink was invariably sweetened tea,

and it had a bitter aftertaste that made Cori think it was probably laced with

something, maybe a tranquilizer or some kind of mood-altering drug.

	Her cuts, bruises and abrasions gradually healed, just as Master had said they would.

  	Cori took long hot showers and languidly masturbated to thoughts of what she’d been through and of the terrible certainty that lay ahead.  She dreamed of Master’s rough hands and gruff voice - of his last devastating anal fuck and his hard manmeat spurting in her throat. She lived only for him now.  Everything else had become meaningless. She needed to heal and rekindle her strength so that she could take more for Him - because she knew that more was definitely coming.

	Sometimes the faint almost unreal sounds beyond the walls of the cell woke her, pleading, piteous sounds, cruel laughter, thumps and occasionally loud reverberant blasts.  Often she would masturbate to the muffled cacophony hoping the door would fly open and that Master would grab her, drag her outside and finish her. Maybe there was some kind of aphrodisiac in the tea she was being given, Cori thought. She’d never before felt so incredibly aroused and needy.  Surrealistic sexual self-destructive dreams, often mixed with memories of her short time at the apartment on Raymond Street filled her sleep.  Echoes of the torture-screams seemed to hover constantly around her. A few times she relived the night of slaughter and the climactic vicious lead-tipped whipping but imagined her mother standing there naked, just beyond the circle of killers, her hand on her cunt moving in slow purposeful circles, absently caressing herself as she witnessed Cori’s destruction. 

	Cori knew her body was going through the transforming process of pregnancy, a fact that seemed only to add to her blossoming sensuality,  and she watched herself gradually grow heavier and wider. She experienced mild morning sickness, dizziness and nausea as well as gradual food cravings.  She tried to engage the female server who delivered her meals, to ask for some variation from the staple diet or some news from beyond her cell but whoever was on the other side of the wall never spoke nor acknowledged her in any way.  

	Sometimes beset by her violent desires and odd cravings, all which seemed muted and restrained but somehow heightened by whatever drug she was being given, Cori would lie on the bed and twist herself into a fetal position to bite herself, sinking her teeth hard into her thighs and knees, into her forearms and hands. She remembered biting the girl Andrea, the one Master had slaughtered in the warehouse. She bit herself harder as she remembered the slaughter of that girl

and the little child Pam and the killing of the boy Paulie - the taste of his little balls, crushed in her stud-tongued mouth. Cori tweaked, slapped and pinched her breasts and imagined Master and his companions sitting around the wooden table outside preparing to feast on her own broken body as she groaned with urgent passion.  She wondered what it might be like to be eaten alive, not just devoured after slaughter like the females she’d seen butchered by Master and his friends - but cannibalized while still conscious - feeding the killers with her flesh, feeling their sharp teeth ripping into her meat, looking into their blood-smeared faces as she ebbed away, mutilated and torn before them.  That thought sometimes exploded in her mind during intense self-induced orgasms.

	After what seemed an endless formless sequence of days, weeks, months, Cori woke up to find her friend Carolyn standing there at the open doorway (suddenly open) to the cell, a neutral expression on her face.

	“We have to find out if it’s a boy or a girl,” Cori’s friend said.

	Carolyn was wearing a short elegant black dress, black stiletto heel

sandals exactly like the ones Cori had put on when she’d come out to the cabin (Cori remembered losing the shoes during the bloodwhipping and thought Carolyn might haver recovered them for herself) a jewelled choker and black leather wrist bands on each arm.  Carolyn’s honey-blonde hair flowed silkily down to the middle of her back and her pretty face was highlighted with stylish subtle makeup, mascara and lipstick, that made her look older and more sophisticated.

	 For a brief moment Cori wondered if this was an apparition - but as her senses became sharply focused she knew her friend’s sweet-scented presence was real.

	Cori got to her feet and Carolyn took her hand and led her out of the

cell and into the hospital-like ‘recovery’ area. Glass cabinets and steel tray-carts lined the walls. Two fluorescent lamps hummed overhead. The gurney Cori had laid on when she’d first become conscious after her bloody gangrape was pushed against the wall and a machine with computer video screens and a panel of buttons on a cart was wheeled up next to it.  Something that looked like a black rubber paddle was attached to the machine by a long cord and the object rested on the gurney.

	“Ultra-sound,” Carolyn said.

	“Do you know how to work it?” Cori asked, as her friend led her

to the gurney. The pregnant teen felt odd actually speaking again to another human being after her isolated captivity. “I didn’t know you knew about that kind of stuff.”

	“Master taught me.  He’s a doctor -”

	Cori was surprised.  She never imagined Master as a physician. A doctor hunting young cunt at Tavern West? She was intrigued.

	“- at Valley General - an administrator or something.” Carolyn said.

	Cori remembered Master in the hospital room dressed in the white smock and drinking her blood.  She now realized he’d probably had access to her anytime he’d wanted her.

	Cori climbed up on the gurney as Carolyn switched on the ultra-sound machine.  It made a soft humming sound.

	“Lie back,” Carolyn said.  She leaned over Cori and massaged a sticky gell into her friend’s bloated pregnant belly.  Cori’s shoulderblades pressed down against the cold metal giving her goosebumps. Looking down at herself as she lay

there Cori realized that most of the whipcuts had faded on her skin.  Except for

a couple of small scarlines near her knees and some on her ankles it was hard to

see any evidence of the terrible ordeal she’d undergone at the hands of Master

and his friends.

	“Mmmm,” Carolyn said, smiling shyly for the first time. “You’re so lucky.  I’m so jealous.”

	The standing girl’s hands moved slowly up to Cori’s fat milk-gorged tits.

	“I wish it was me...You’re at about four months now.”

	“Four months...” Cori said looking up into Carolyn’s pretty face. “It’s been that long?”

	“Mm-hmm.  Doesn’t seem like it, does it?”

	Cori shook her head.  

	Carolyn’s hands moved down to Cori’s pussy.

	“Uh-oh,” Carolyn said. “I’m gonna have to shave you.”

	“I know,” Cori replied. “I’ve forgotten.  There was a shaving blade in the bathroom and I have been doing my legs but -”

	“Shh - just be quiet.”

	Carolyn brought the black paddle to Cori’s slightly domed belly and began to scan as she fixed her eyes on the screen.

	“Maybe you can smack me with that,” Cori joked.

	“Shh. Keep still.”

	Then after a few moments Carolyn said:

	“Oh - You’re very lucky. It’s a girl. Master’s gonna like that.”

	“A girl - really? - Can I see?”

	Carolyn swiveled the cart the machine was on around so Cori could look into the video screen.

	“He’s gonna like that a lot...” Carolyn repeated dreamily.

	The shape of the baby materialized gradually out of the gray-black swirls

and the small slitted crotch between the drawn up legs was clearly visible.

	“Wanna hear her heartbeat?” Carolyn asked.

	Cori nodded, still looking at the screen.

	Carolyn tweaked a small dial on the machine and a swooshing liquid sound

came from small speakers on either side of the computer screen.

	“Oh my God,” Cori said.

	Carolyn smiled as she watched Cori and after a couple of seconds she shut off the machine. She helped Cori to sit up on the edge of the gurney.

	“You’re going to give him a daughter - you just don’t know how lucky you are.”

	“What if it had been a boy?”

	“You saw that video with that girl Terry...”

	“The music teacher?” Cori realized that Master had shown Carolyn the same DVD she’d seen.

	Carolyn nodded. 

	“He would have let you get a little bigger and then -”

	The phrase hung in the air unfinished.

	“But this way - this way it will be better - you’ll go all the way to the end - give birth for him. He’ll take her from you. It will be beautiful. What are you

going to call her?”

	The question took Cori by surprise.

	“I - uhm - I don’t know -”

	The child inside her seemed unreal - as unreal as the events that had transpired in her life after meeting Master - It was as if she’d been beamed

to another world, another dimension, where everything was new and strange

and frightening - but destructively and addictively exciting too.

	“What about you?” Cori asked her friend.  “Why didn’t he do this with you?”

	“I - I can’t get pregnant -”

	“Was it -?”

	Cori was thinking of Andrea, the girl Master had butchered in the warehouse.

	“Something the men did? No. I - it’s just something with me. Bad chemistry I guess.  They’ve tried twice this past year.”

	“Twice? Shit, how long have you -?”

	“I’ve known Master for three years - since I was thirteen. Steve, Lou and the others for about a year now.”

	Cori looked out through the levelor blinds into the yard outside.  It was a gray colorless day and the trees were motionless.  She wondered if Master and his

friends had been as cruel with Carolyn as they’d been with her and she wondered just how much Carolyn knew about Andrea or Pam or any of the other victims  Master had viciously murdered

	“I remember,” Cori said. “You were acting weird back then. I thought it was because your mom and dad were breaking up.”

	Carolyn smiled wistfully and stroked her hand through Cori’s short unkempt hair.

	“That was part of it - but I was just starting to get used to Master then - it was strange at first.  He raped me and took me to a motel and showed me porno movies he and his friends had produced - legal ones - and beat my pussy and told me he would kill me and my parents if I told anybody.”

	“The movies - were those the ones that -?”

	Carolyn nodded.

	“The ones I watched with you - the ‘legal ones’,” she chuckled. “I wanted to tell you about Master but I was scared.” Carolyn leaned closer to her pregnant friend. “It was nice kissing you - I never told you...”

	Cori felt a hot blush on her face.

	“Did you like it?” Carolyn asked.

	“I - we - were pretty drunk.”

	Carolyn giggled.

	“Yeah. I guess we were - but we’re not drunk now,” Carolyn said reaching out to take Cori’s shoulder.

	“No.”

	The two teens leaned in slowly and kissed tentatively, Cori still sitting on the gurney, her round belly and breasts glossy with the ultrasound gel, her hands gripping the cold steel edge.  Carolyn’s tongue traced the sensitive perimeter of Cori’s moist lips making the pregnant girl moan.

	“He’s going to kill us,” Carolyn whispered and pressed her painted mouth

against Cori’s cheek.

	“Yesss,” Cori hissed spreading her legs open as Carolyn’s hand moved down

into her furry mons.

	“I want to die for him,” Cori murmurred.

	“Mmm - me too -” 

	“Is he watching us now?”

	“No. Not now. At least I - I don’t think so.”

	Carolyn’s fingers stroked Cori’s swelling clit.

	“Does he know you’re here?”Cori asked.

	“Yes. He told me to come.”

	“To come?” Cori giggled.

	Carolyn realized what she’d said and giggled along with her friend.

	“Are we alone?” Cori asked.

	“No. There are - others.”

	Slowly and sensually the teens kissed again, more passionately now, breathing fast, the smiling and giggling evaporating. Cori was excited by the sudden idea that she and Carolyn were not alone, that others were lurking about. Maybe Master’s friends were waiting out in the living room of the cabin, whips dangling from their hands, cocks beautifully erect. She had mixed feelings about the fact that Carolyn seemed to know everything that was going on while she’d been left out.  But at the same time she sensed a reverence from her friend, as if she, Cori, were the special one and Carolyn was just a mere servant. 

	Carolyn swung around to face Cori, to stand between her pregnant friend’s parted thighs,  to hold Cori’s face in both her hands and to press her lips against Cori’s.

	Cori’s hands rose off the gurney and moved up under Carolyn’s black

tight dress to find the standing girl naked hips and firm butt under the thin fabric.

	“Did Master know about us?” Cori asked. “Before - before -”

	“No,” Carolyn sighed as she licked Cori’s long neck.  “Mmm - please put your finger inside me - please - slow - slow - uhhh -” She spread her feet apart on the floor. “I - uhh - I f-found out later.  S-saw a video of you in his house - when he - when he caned your p-pussy -”

	“Mmm - you mean when I was hung on the rack in his bedroom?”

	Carolyn nodded, arched her head, as Cori’s finger pressed against

her wet lovehole and entered describing gentle circles as it pushed inward.

	“I didn’t know he taped that,” Cori said and gently nibbled Carolyn’s

ear lobe.  A musky scent was coming from Carolyn, sweet and earthy.

	“Yeah. There are cameras all over that house - everywhere - He tapes everything. He did me on that rack too - and on his bed with that mirror up there... I couldn’t believe it was you when he showed me - mmm - I was really surprised.  I always thought you were so - so straightlaced.”

	Cori pushed her finger up her friend’s cunt, grabbed her head by her hair

and looked into her half-closed eyes.

	“Guess you were wrong...I loved it when he hung me on that rack and beat the shit out of me - Guess you did too. Didn’t you? - Are there cameras here?”

	“I don’t know. There might be, I guess. Does it matter?”

	Cori shook her head.

	“No. It doesn’t - in fact, I hope there are. We’ll give him a good show.”

	She kissed Carolyn again, rubbing her friend’s clit with one hand while sliding the finger of the other hand in and out of the standing teen’s lubricating cunt.

	“Have you - have you been here since...?”

	“Since he locked you up. No. I’ve been - I’ve been on Raymond Street.”

	Cori smiled. Raymond Street. It seemed like another life, something that happened to someone else.  She wondered if Carolyn had been put up in the same

shabby apartment as Cori and visited by the same customers.

	“Do you know who it was that brought me food every day?”the pregnant teen asked.

	Carolyn nodded.

	“Is she here now? Is she - watching?”

	“She’s here. But she’s not watching us. She’s waiting.”

	“Waiting?”

	“We’re supposed to go to her - out to the barn.”

	The two girls stared fiercely into each other’s eyes up close.

	“I want for myself first,” Cori hissed. “To eat you. Before we go...On my knees, on the floor.”

	“Ok,” Carolyn replied smirking then biting her lower lip and stepping back. “I can’t believe I was so wrong about you.”

	Cori slid down off the gurney and knelt on the linoleum floor.  Carolyn moved up to her and the kneeling pregnant teen reached out and peeled the hem

of Carolyn’s short dress up over her belly.

	Two words were burned into Carolyn’s lower abdomen, just above her

clean-shaved pubis:

	 DEAD MEAT -

	Cori’s heart skipped.  Her friend had been branded with hot steel, permanently scarred.

	“That’s all I am now,” Carolyn said looking down at Cori. “That’s all we both are. But I’m sure he’s gonna take me first.”

	“Was it you that put Master’s notes in my locker at school?” Cori suddenly asked sitting back on her haunches.

	Carolyn nodded.

	“I was at the warehouse, too - I saw what he did with you and that other girl,

Andrea, and that little kid. Mmmm - I was with him when he dumped you on the street that night.”

	“And then you came to see me in the hospital.”

	Carolyn looked down at the sensual pout of Cori’s lips.  She couldn’t wait

to feel her cunt against that luscious mouth.

	“That’s right,” the standing teen said. “Came to see you like nothing happened. I’m a good faker, right?  Everybody thought I was such a faithful friend. A few days after I saw you in the hospital he took me to the warehouse and branded me - after that he and his friends beat me and used me - not as bad as they did you though - not half as bad as that.  You really get to him.”	

	Cori smiled slyly -

	“Really? Mmm.”

 	She moved her face up into Carolyn’s slit and began to lick.

	“Maybe I can get to you too...”she sighed.

	Carolyn moaned and her knees sagged and she had to grip the gurney

to keep from falling as the pregnant teen began using her hands and lips and tongue on her.  After a few moments Carolyn reached down and pulled her dress up over her head to toss it aside.  Her slender body up on the tall stiletto-heeled sandals rocked to Cori’s probing rhythmic caresses synchronizing instinctively to them.

	Cori wished she still had the chrome on her tongue but she made do just fine, gently teasing Carolyn’s sticky sexmeat with the tips of her stroking fingers, getting

her pretty friend sexually riled up.

	I wonder if she knows I’m a killer now? Cori thought.

	A bitchkiller, just like Master and his friends.

	After a while the girls moved back into Cori’s cell, into the bathroom.

	Under the hissing spray of hot water Carolyn knelt in the claustrophobic showerstall and shaved Cori’s mons until it shone like a baby’s.

	Then both of them, stumbled over to the bed soaking wet and lay with each other in a coupled sixty-nine making frenzied love, making each other orgasm repeatedly.

	Finally Carolyn rose up from the wet mattress and took Cori by her hand to

help her to her feet.

	“Come on,” she said. “We have to go.”

	“What -?”

	Carolyn put her finger up to her lips.

	“No more questions - Hurry up.  We’ve already kept Mistress waiting too long.”

	At first puzzled, then fuzzily remembering what Carolyn had revealed earlier, Cori stumbled after her friend, both nude blonde teens moving through the cabin, Carolyn’s heels clattering noisily on the hardwood floor.  	

	Cori noticed that all evidence of the killings she’d witnessed or of anything else that might have taken place after that was gone. The door which led into the cage-room was ajar. There were no child prisioners now and the shiny chrome cages were spotlessly clean and empty.  As her friend led her toward the back of the cabin Cori managed a quick glance out through the front windows. The rope little Paulie had been strung up on still dangled from the tree but his butchered carcass was long gone. Everything was in order. There were no bodies or body parts or scarlet spatters anywhere. Except for the chains and ropes that hung from the overhead beams in the living room, the wooden X cross that leaned against the wall, and of course those cages, no one would ever suspect the obscene violence that this place was used for.  Cori herself had trouble getting her mind around it even though she’d actually witnessed it.

	The kitchen storm gate slammed behind them and the girls hurried across the wide yard. Cori noticed that the rear outside area had been cleaned up as well.

	Master had never mentioned Mistress, Cori thought as Carolyn led her

to the barn. Cori wondered who the woman could be, what she would be like, how long she’d been with Master. Cori assumed most women didn’t last long around him and she didn’t think he was one to keep some dominatrix bitch around. This woman had to be special in some way. Then she remembered Carolyn had said there were others present - ‘others’ plural.  Maybe some of Master’s friends would be in attendance as well.  Carolyn hoped they were.  She needed to be fucked, seriously and brutally. After the lesbian romp with her friend she needed to be stuffed, savaged, punished.  She needed cock.

	But why would these ‘others’ be waiting in the barn?  Had everything been coreographed to allow Carolyn and her to make love in the cabin?  Cori suspected it had.  That was certainly Master’s style.  Everything that went on in the cabin was probably on some kind of closed-circuit television frequency for the viewing pleasure of several voyeuristic observers.  For all Cori knew, and even though Carolyn had said differently, Master and his friends had been watching from wherever they were, smiling and stroking themselves.  Maybe they’d been watching her all along, all the time, during the endless weeks in her cell, studying her. Maybe Master had even put her image on the internet for hundreds or thousands of perverts to see. The idea made her feel frail and helpless and even more needy.

	Pebbles and pine needles stung into her bare feet as Carolyn led her away from the cabin but being outside and breathing the clean forest air was a momentary thrill. Sunlight filtered down through a brief break in the cloud cover to glisten on the pond’s surface. The pregnant teen slave had not been outside in months and the brightness stung her eyes.  The grounds looked so different now, so peaceful and pastoral.

	Then the girls entered the cool shadowy shelter of the old barn.

	In the distance thunder roared, a faraway rumble. For the first time that day the trees began to stir.

	A cool breeze was moving through the branches and in the sky darker storm clouds were beginning to gather.





						~



	Mistress paced impatiently in the dark interior of the barn near one of the stable stalls.

	“It’s about time,” she said in a growly husky voice which made Cori shiver. 	There was something oddly familiar about the woman, something Cori couldn’t quite get a handle on. 

	Mistress was dark-skinned, wearing a black leather hood over her head that covered and masked her face and a tight-fitting black latex bodice that clung about her torso provocatively, her round firm ass-cheeks exposed. Below a frilly garter belt her black-stockinged legs stretched and she stood on six-inch high-heel pumps.  She was short but very shapely and well into her thirties, Cori thought.  A pony tail of dark sleek brown-tinted hair with blonde streaks was pulled through a hole in the top of the hood and she wore ankle and wrist cuffs and a dog collar, all spiked with chrome metal studs.  Dark intense eyes behind the slitted hood sparkled hatefully.  A long thin fiberglass cane sprouted from her right fist and she stood, legs apart, arms akimbo, hands on her hips.

	“I really don’t like to be kept waiting,” she told Carolyn.

	Mistress’ mouth was plump-lipped, her masked face scowling. She had small very white teeth.

	“I’m sorry, mistress - I -”

	“Shut up, bitch. Kneel there.”

	Mistress pointed with her punishment rod at a shaky wooden three-legged stool near the wall of the stables.

	Cori watched Carolyn move obediently to the stool and climb on to it

as Mistress pranced menacingly around her.

	“Yeah,” Mistress barked. “Just like it says on your belly - ‘Dead Meat’. That about sums it up for both of you, doesn’t it? Dead - fucking - cuntmeat.”

	“Yes, Mistress.”

	“I told you to shut up! There’s nothing you can say that I could care shit about.”

	The latex-clad woman swung the rod hard across Carolyn’s asscheeks.

	Cori’s friend gave a small whimper but made no move to escape or edge off the stool.  The sight of Carolyn submissively and quietly taking pain sent trembling pleasure through Cori’s fetus-filled womb.

	“I hope you pigs had yourselves a good time in the house. I’m gonna have to make you pay dearly for that.”

	The latex-clad bitch licked her lips, stood still for a moment and then swung the rod again, three more times across the back of both of Carolyn’s thighs. The rod-whipped teen sobbed and hung her head.

	“There’s no pleasure that doesn’t deserve a good punishment,” the hooded woman offered.

	“You,” she snarled pointing her rod at Cori. “You think you’re special or something? Get the fuck over here and kneel under her - right there - and face me - move! That’s right. Look at your stupid tits.  Who put those ugly fucking tattoos on you?  Not a nice girl anymore, are you?  Put your hands behind you! And look at that fat stomach - you useless, knocked up piece of shit I’m really gonna enjoy watching Master use you up - both of you - you stupid whitebread little shitfucks.”

	Mistress moved up decisively and began to cane both girls, striking out against Carolyn’s lower back and asscheeks and the backs of her thighs and alternately against Cori’s unprotected breasts and swollen womb.

	As the stinging blows rained down the kneeling pregnant teen gripped the legs of the wooden stool behind her and arched her head back to stare up at

Carolyn’s pink cunt slit. The short sharp strokes felt good.  After her long lonely stint in the cabin’s cellroom she welcomed the hard pain.

	She instantly assumed that the woman who was now beating her and Carolyn was doing so in observance of Master’s orders. No other explanation was possible.  Master would have guessed that crude sadistic attention was exactly what Cori would require after a prolonged incarceration - and it was also the perfect follow-up to the lesbian lovemaking with Carolyn in the cell - The pregnant teen-slave was in awe of Master’s astute machinations.  

	Up close, Cori watched Carolyn’s hips dance and twitch each time the thin rod whapped on her ass and legs. The long-legged teenage blonde moved sensually to the beating, moved as if she were being fucked and not caned. Cori knew her friend was also enjoying and welcoming the beating. 

	Carolyn moaned in response to the blows and her pink cuntslit swelled redly and drooled down on Cori’s wet hair.  Cori knew Carolyn had learned to love mistreatment and humiliation just as much as all of Master’s girls - just as much as Cori herself. They were both pawns in Master’s games. Usable and expendable. And Cori suspected that the woman who now punished them was not much higher up the food chain. Cori knew clearly that no one with a cunt between their legs would ever be spared in Master’s world.

	When Mistress struck Cori’s milk-filled paps, the smooth punishment

stick sting-cracking against her erect nipples made the teen slave cry out sharply and

tilt her head back down.  That’s when she saw the three little girls hovering in

the background behind the rod-wielding female aggressor.  

	The children were watching entranced. Two of them, a redhead and a brunette, had their hands in their hairless pubic mounds, the third, a small blonde cherub wearing thigh-high white stockings leaned back against the wooden slats of the stable and looked on, her lips slightly open, her green eyes glistening. All three children wore heavy, exaggerated makeup which made them seem doll-like. It was smudged on their cheeks and lips and Cori noticed that Mistress hood and shoulders were faintly streaked with it as well. The redhead had a small shiny tinsel ornament glued on her forehead, something that looked like a snowflake.

	 These must be the ‘others’ Carolyn mentioned, Cori thought, intrigued by

the nymph children.

	Cori remembered the three little ones Master and his friends had slaughtered

on the night of the blood-orgy months before.  Those female babies had been caged prisioners but these kids were obviously willing participants.  The smallest of the three couldn’t have been more than five years old. Cori realized that the little girls and Mistress had been out here in the barn together, probably for a long while.  The punished teen could only guess at what had been going on.  She didn’t know such psychopathic sexual depravity in children was even possible.

	Another staccato stroke caught both of Cori’s boobs as milk dribble-spurted from her aching nipples. She dug her knees into the dirt floor and looked up

at her torturer defiantly, her attention stolen from the ogling children.

	“That’s right, bitch.  Don’t worry about them. You keep looking at me. I want your full undivided attention.”

	Mistress swung again, this time landing a thudding blow across Cori’s ribcage.  The pregnant teen groaned and tossed her head back.

	“See girls? That’s how your dad likes stupid little bimbos dealt with.”

	Dad? Cori thought.  Was Master the father of the three precociously sexy nymphets? And if so, who was their mother? The rod-wielding Mistress?

	“You can’t get enough can you, you sleazy little whore? Huh? Can you?”

	Cori shook her head and arched her back offering her body to Mistress’ punishment rod.  The vortex of sick sexuality Master had dragged her into made her swoon weakly.

	This is who I am, she thought. This is who I really am.

	Then Carolyn’s words came back.

	It’s a girl, she’d said. Master’s gonna to like that.  He’s gonna like that a lot.

	As the fiberglass cane smacked into Cori’s round belly one of the nymphets, the snowflake-marked redhead, stepped closer to watch, still masturbating.

	“Hit her harder!” the child urged.  “Oooo - look at the milk coming out of her!”

	Cori had to turn her head to look at her.  The little one was breathtakingly lovely, her long copper hair up in double pony tails and she had Master’s dark eyes and thin lips. Blue mascara lined her eyes and her mouth was glossy-red. The colorful tinsel decal was pasted on her forehead between her brows, just above the bridge of her cute nose. It had bits of glitter on it, a six-point geometric star shaded in dark red and bright lime.

	Mistress did hit Cori harder as the child encouraged to do, three sharp wacks across the teen slave’s belly, forcing Cori to return her gaze to her tormentor - Cori’s mouth hung open, drooling, her body jerking to the sharp caning as the child looked on.

	“She does like it,” the child said still looking down at the pregnant teen, her small hand moving in her babytwat, her ponytails bobbing, one finger between slick pink cuntlips. “Mmm - she really really does...father’s done a good job with this pig...father always does a good job...May I lick her tits, Mistress?” 

	“Sure. Go for it, you little shit.”

	The redheaded child dipped down and gingerly lapped up a trickle from

Cori’s slashed breast.

	“Eewww -” the child grimaced. “It’s yucky.”

	Mistress laughed and swung the punishing rod down on Carolyn again vehemently slashing at the teenager’s lower back and asscheeks.  Methodically, the hooded bitch caned the sides of Carolyn’s quivering thighs, first one leg then the other, leaving scarlet and purple streaks on the blonde’s slender limbs.

	“C’mon! Get your face up in there,” Mistress growled at Cori. “Eat your friend’s pussy while I beat her.”

	Cori stretched herself up on her knees and pushed her face into Carolyn’s

muff, her forehead against the kneeling teen’s mons and her tongue flicking

up against bare wet girlcunt as the fiberglass rod stung into Carolyn’s firm butt

and flanks.

	Whp! Slisshhh! Whfff!

	“Ohh,” the dark-haired child moaned in awe. Her hand moved in sync with her sister’s.  Both children shamelessly masturbated keeping time to the sadistic beating of the two blonde teenagers. “That looks so nice...” The smaller of the three sisters now put her hand to herself too, between her white stockinged thighs her babybutt rocking back against the wooden planks of the stable stall.

	Whp! Whpp! Swwffff! 

	Carolyn’s body quivered responsively to the loud beating of Mistress’ rod and to the insistent thrusts of Cori’s tongue up her snatchole.  She gripped both her small tits in her hands, pinching the nipples, trying to spread her legs as far apart as she could on the limited circular area. Mistress began to hit harder and Cori tongued faster, and suddenly the kneeling blonde tottered losing her balance. She screamed as the shaky stool tilted forward - Carolyn banged into the barn’s wooden wall and slammed to the ground. Cori, who had been leaning against the stool, lost her balance too and sprawled backward.

	The nymph-children laughed with sadistic glee and the hooded Mistress moved in slashing at both teens unmercifully, whipping the rod across Carolyn’s back and Cori’s legs.

	“Stupid cunts!” the dark-skinned woman shouted. “Get up on your feet! Get the fuck up!”

	As the young blondes rushed to obey her, Mistress stepped back.

	“Get that stupid stool out of the way and face the wall - and spread your legs! Get your fucking arms up high - Carmen, get me the bullwhip.”

	As Cori and Carolyn moved obediently into position the redheaded girl

with the snowflake decal on her forehead darted to one of the barn’s posts where a

coiled bullwhip hung on a hook.  She brought it to Mistress who dropped

the fiberglass rod to trade it for the thick lash. 

	“Lena,” Mistress told the black-haired child who still lingered near the doorway of the barn stall.  “You and Carmen sit on the bench and spread your legs. I want Kasey to eat both your pussies while I whip these two stinking teenage whores.” She turned to the small blonde child  who was naked save for the white lace stockings. “Go on, Kasey. And pick up that dildo there. Use it on them.  Get yourself and your sisters nice and wet for me.”

	Obediently the three doll-nymphs rushed to obey Mistress’s commands and

as they did so the hooded woman uncoiled the bullwhip and turned to face

Cori and Carolyn who now stood against the barn wall mutely waiting.

	The air in the old building smelled ancient and musty.  Long ago animals had been kept here.  Now it was just an extension of the cabin, another area designed for Master’s exploration of the sadistic and inhuman treatment of young females -

young girls who, Cori thought, had no more value for Master than the horses

or cows that had once inhabited these stalls - perhaps less. 

	Mistress’ cane had left dark red lines across Carolyn’s backside and legs and across Cori’s tits and belly and upper thighs.  Cori craned her head to see Carolyn’s prettily manicured hands next to hers reaching upward on the old dirty wood. She heard the whip’s long tail snaking against the floor of the barn behind her and she

felt her cunt lubricate hotly, involuntarily, moisture oozing down the inside of her legs. She realized how much she’d learned to love and need the lash. Both teens

smiled nervously at each other.

	Carolyn silently mouthed the words:

	‘I love you.’ 

	Glancing to her left over her shoulder Cori could see the three children.

	The redhead and the brunette sat on the bench leaning back against the wooden panel that divided the stall from the main barn area.  They had their thighs spread wide apart and their small bare feet propped up on the bench’s edge.  The diminutive blonde was on her knees in front of them, her white lace stocking smudged with black dirt as she moved eagerly back and forth between her two older siblings, scooping down between their folded back legs to pleasure them, pushing a modestly sized black rubber dildo into each of their small pinklipped pussyholes and occasionally into her own tiny sexmuff.  Cori thought the younger girl to be four maybe five - and yet she was expertly attending to herself and her older sisters.  It was clear she, like her siblings, had been sexually trained and trained well - just how well evidenced by the smiling leering faces of the redhead and brunette whose lips lolled and gaped in open-mouthed bliss. Master’s daughters were nothing but brainwashed sex toys, baby whores that had probably never known a normal childhood.  Cori realized they’d probably been born into Master’s world from other slaves, like Cori - slaves who were now most likely buried out there in the woods or in pieces at the bottom of the peaceful pond - and these corrupted children were nothing but slaves themselves - slaves to Master’s sadistic inspirations.

	Cori reeled mentally again, overwhelmed with the sense of Master’s power and limitless sadism.

	A sudden loud whoosh and a crack made her jump.  Hot pain raced

up her back.  She and Carolyn both cried out together, their smiles vanishing, as the bullwhip slammed across both of them.  Carolyn started to draw her arms down.

	“Don’t you fucking move!” Mistress hissed and she swung again.

	“Stay right where you are!”

	Carolyn’s nails scratched against the barn wall as she clenched her hands into fists - she groaned, bit her lip and kept herself stretched out for the punishment.

	Cori pressed her forehead against the wood as the big lash rattled back

on the dirt floor, rolled up into the air and swung down again.  She waited for

the pain to come again, her breath ragged and uneven.

	The blow caught both girls across their calves and they screamed and went

up on their toes, one of Carolyn’s high-heel sandals butting up against the wall

in front of her, Cori’s tattoed milk-bags pressing against the rough splintery surface.

	From their vantage point a few feet away Lena and Carmen watched

the whipping.  Down on the ground, as she serviced her older sisters, Kasey

glanced sideways at the suffering blonde teenagers as she licked and stroked and dildo-prodded herself and the sitting girls.  Just as Cori guessed all three children had been exposed to and primed since their earliest memory to the sickest, most intense pornography, degradation and violence.  Sadistically instructed by their father and his friends and lately by the darkskinned Mistress, they had learned not their ABC’s, not reading or fairy tales, or multiplication tables, but the unquestioned acceptance of pain and pleasure - and they’d been exposed not to cartoons or family movies or coloring books but to the savage treatment and destruction of human female slaves.  This was their only schooling, their only socialization.  Sexual devastation was the only truth they’d  ever experienced.  All three of them, like the others that came before them and the ones that would follow, had been repeatedly raped, sodomized and tortured in hundreds of ways and they’d learned to accept and to love through suffering and humiliation.  They’d watched the killing of women and of other children up close - shared in it - knowing all along that they too would end up treated no better and no differently.

	Mistress moved her free hand against her cunt as she flung the whip

back to bring it crashing forward on the two outstretched youthful female bodies

in front of her. She’d spent the night with Master at his house in the city and he’d given her some specific instructions regarding the two teenage cunts.  She

was to prepare them in the barn for his arrival - to make them hurt and bleed before Master and the other men arrived.  He’d also put Carmen, Lena and Kasey in her charge. Master’s daughters were to be used in any way she saw fit to use them -

short of mutilation or execution, of course.  Those extremes were reserved only for Master and his men.

	Mistress knew how to use the bullwhip and she used it well now swinging

it viciously across Cori and Carolyn.  She hated the two blonde teenage bimbos. Hated them almost irrationally, specially Cori whom she’d met months before.  She was sure the dumb high schooler didn’t recognize her.

	She loved to whip and torture Master’s young victims - the ones who

wanted it and the ones who didn’t - loved to break them down and tear them

to pieces.  And more than anything else she loved having Master’s daughters on

hand watching and participating.  A few times before she’d also been allowed to

punish the little ones.  That was a special treat and one she was sure she would

probably be indulging later that day. Mistress loved fucking, hurting and killing little girls almost as much as Master did.  She was a true psychopath and her job in the normal everyday world, a job she’d gone to school and trained for, was one any true dyed-in-the-wool pedophile would give anything to have.

	She’d been so lucky to meet Master.  She could never have what she had with him with any other man - or any other woman for that matter.

	Last night on his bed he had reamed her out.  He’d fucked her long and hard and shared with her his plans for the two blonde teenagers It was something he often did, drawing her into his confidence as they both became swept up in their sickest sadistic cravings.  They watched the videos together, the digital recordings of his murderous exploits, often rewinding to repeat special moments.  Master had been furiously aroused and he’d throatfucked Mistress and then pushed her down on the floor to piledrive deep up her asshole.

	“Tomorrow I want you to mark one of the little ones for me,” he’d told her as he pistoned in and out of her hurting her with his big prick. “Carmen or Lena,” he continued. “One of the two. Kasey’s still too young...She needs a little more breaking in before - before I finish her. You’ll choose - unhh - I want you to choose.”

	That’s how it was with Master’s daughter-slaves.  Mistress knew that right around their ninth or tenth year Master would begin to feel the killing urge, although it was not uncommon or unusual for him to slaughter younger ones, even babies, at will. 

	Spawned in sexual violence and bred in it, each child came from a different mother, usually a female not much older than the two virgins slated for death on whom Mistress now used the braided leather bullwhip. And the little ones served only one purpose, just like their butchered mothers - to please their cuntkilling father.  Mistress had already seen him destroy several of his own.  Now she was being given the pleasurable choice of participating in another incestuous slaughter. She knew her choice was, ultimately, somewhat meaningless. It made little difference which of the two sisters she picked for death today - the spared one would not survive for long.  

	As far as Mistress knew none of Master’s daughter-slaves, a group that numbered five or six new infant recruits every year, ever lived past their twelfth birthday.

	And so before the two teenagers had come out to the barn and while

the three nude little girls had knelt before her to lick her stockinged legs and her

hot tender cuntmeat Mistress had taken the adhesive snowflake decal, the mark that

Master would recognize, from her purse on the table and pressed it into Carmen’s forehead.  

	“Father’s coming,” she told the puzzled child. “He wants you to look

extra-special pretty for him.”

	He’s gonna gut your little ass, she thought to herself.

	Carmen had rolled her eyes up trying to see what Mistress had put on her.

	“Am I prettier now?” she asked, reaching up to feel the edges of the

sparkly decal. The child had no clue about the meaning of the decal.

	“Yes, very much so.”

	“How come I don’t get one?” Lena asked.

	“I want one too,” Kasey chimed.

	“Maybe another time. For right now there’s only one snowflake.”

	“I’m father’s little snowflake,” Carmen bragged. “Not either one of you.”

	“That’s right, honey.  You’re gonna be father’s little snowflake today.”

	A bleeding little snowflake. A shattered little snowflake.

	Lena had pouted.

	“It’s a stupid snowflake,” she’d muttered.

	But after a while the children had forgotten about the snowflake, specially when Mistress slid down on her knees and began to grope and kiss their peepees and to spank their butts and to choke them while she smeared her darkly painted lips on their pretty little harlot faces. Quickly Mistress’ latex hood and the faces of the children became colorfully smeared with makeup and mascara. Mistress sat on the bench with Carmen on one thigh and Lena on the other, both girls kissing her and rubbing their little twats against her chunky thighs while Kasey licked at Mistress’ cuntslit like a hungry kitten..

	“Is father coming?” Carmen had asked.

	“Is he going to fuck us?” Lena said before Mistress could answer.

	“Stop asking questions,” Mistress had replied bluntly. “Get on the ground with Kasey. I want all three of you where you belong - licking my cunt.”

	They’d obeyed eagerly, and not long after the hooded bitch had indulged herself with two delicious mind-numbing orgasms, smearing her dripping cunt against the adorable painted faces of Master’s lovely daughters, Cori and Carolyn had come to the barn.

	Now the two blonde teens shook and sobbed under Mistress’ bullwhip, their bodies rigid and tense, marking up nicely as the thick braided leather slish-swooshed

and thudded into them, keeping themselves positioned for the crude beating.

	Mistress fully enjoyed preparing two such perfect and willing victims for

Master’s enjoyment. She liked to think of herself as Master’s prize posession, his

faithful dogbitch, though she knew when he tired of her she would end up like all the others - she had no false expectations about her fate.  She knew that Master’s attraction for her, the reason he’d kept her around this long, was mostly because of her job and her contacts.  She was an inside connection for him, one that he highly valued, and she was a good fucktoy, but she knew she was certainly expendable.

	After twenty-five brutal whipstrokes the hooded bitch coiled the long bullwhip back up and hung it on the pillar hook. She told the two hotly welted teenagers to follow her into one of the stalls leaving Carmen, Lena and Kasey lost in sexual play.

	Two strands of chain with steel hooks on the ends dangled near each other from the roof beams in the stall, about five feet apart.  After attaching leather cuffs on Cori and Carolyn’s wrists Mistress cuff-clipped their arms behind their backs to rope strands tightly wound  around their bellies.  Mistress was specially cruel to Cori, gouging the rope into the blonde teen’s pregnant abdomen. 

	When she had both sniffling girls securely wrist-bound Mistress made them straddle the metal hooks and she drew on the takeup end of the chain until they were impaled and tottering tippy toe, cunt-snagged. Mistress then buckled head-harnesses on each of the blonde teenage slaves and stuffed red-ball gags into their open mouths before drawing tight ropes around their tits, making their boobs, specially Cori’s which were milk-laden, jut out obscenely.  Taking two short rope strands Mistress bound the girls by their harness-gags to the chain so that they were forced to keep their heads up. 

	Then she called to the children.

	Lena, Carmen and Kasey instantly scampered into the stall. 	

	Mistress handed each girl a thin three-foot long steel rod and nodded at the

two hanging head-harnessed ball-gagged teens.

	Tiny trickles of whitish fluid ran down Cori’s bound tits from her oozing nipplecaps and into the rope coiled tightly about her chest.

	“Whip them,” Mistress curtly told the little ones. “Just their legs. Hard. As hard as you can. Cut these two pigs up, girls. I’m gonna watch.”

	The three children moved around the bound blondes as Mistress brought

the stool Carolyn had earlier kneeled on to sit, stockinged legs spread open,

the dildo Kasey had used on her sisters now in Mistress’ hand.

	“Father’s going to kill you,” Lena said darkly looking up at Cori. She swished her metal rod through the air a couple of times in front of the pregnant teen menacingly.

	Cori’s drool dripped of the red ball-gag.

	“That’s right!” Carmen piped.

	“Father hates girls like you,” Kasey said looking meanly up into Carolyn’s face.

	The nymph-children after their sexual romp had been utterly transformed into wild-eyed demons.  

	Carmen swung first, snapping the steel rod across Carolyn’s slender ankles.

	As the blonde shrieked Mistress put the slimy dildo stick up her cunt and began stroking it in and out.

	“Father’s gonna cut you both to pieces!” Lena shouted as she slashed

wickedly at Carolyn’s knees.

	Mistress smiled gloatingly.

	Minutes later all three children were laughing meanly and rod-whipping the helpless, standing cunt-impaled teens, masturbating themselves as they did so.

	Cunt-hooked on the ends of the suspension chains, Cori and Carolyn danced, screamed and bled.







						  ~







	Kalisha was nervous.  She was going to be five minutes late for her morning appointment with Dr. Galwell.  She rushed across the lobby of Valley General past the information desk and to the first bank of elevators, found one available and pressed 12: Administration. The right side panel of the elevator was a floor-to-ceiling mirror and she turned to check her appearance.

	The twenty-seven year old black girl was slender but big breasted, slightly

wide-hipped. She had a plump firm rear that swelled attractively under her

conservative knee-length beige dress.  Self-consciously she smoothed out

the front of her cheap but elegant-looking outfit pressing her left hand down

against her belly tugging on it slightly.  In her other hand she carried a

small black purse that matched her black high-heels.  She checked her 

makeup and pressed her lusciously plump lips together.  Her features were typically

African but not exaggeratedly so and the cocoa tone of her skin was very light. She’d styled her hair in a smooth straight style, dyed dark copper, like the models in the ads in Ebony. 

	“Girl,” her friend Jessica told her earlier that morning at the hospital

cafeteria. “You got that Halle Berry thang goin’ on today.  You’ll get that

job fo’ sure.”

	Kalisha had laughed.

	“You know I need it,” she told Jessica. “My damn Taurus is about to

die on me. And Bradley’s daycare - thass about to drain me dry!”

	Now, as the elevator door opened, she moved gracefully past the sliding

doors and down the hallway.  She was hoping to exude a lot more self-confidence

than she felt and her body swayed gracefully, almost musically, as she walked. 	Attitude, girl - she thought to herself. - Gotta pump up that attitude.

	“Kalisha Griffen,” she said to the secretary behind the receptionists desk.

	The older bespectacled blonde woman looked up at her with indifferent eyes.

	“Dr. Galwell’s expecting you.”

	Kalisha had seen Galwell a few times around the hospital, mostly at special functions.  He was tall with short black hair and penetrating dark eyes.  Something

about the handsome white man made her feel extremely insecure. Now she almost

dreaded walking into his office.

	He was at his desk writing.

	“Come in,” he said without looking up at her.

	She closed the door behind her and stepped into the large executive office.

There was a black leather couch on one side of the room to her left and two matching armchairs in front of Galwell’s desk.  A door near the couch led presumably to an adjoining office. There was flatscreen computer monitor on Galwell’s desk which was a glass-topped table mounted on cedarwood pillars.  On the wall opposite the couch there was a large abstract painting, a huge black canvas with a cluster of red and white streaks in the center.  On one end of a bookshelf

a small ornamental fountain gurgled quietly - a naked, wasp-winged alabaster nymph kneeling on a rock, a tiny stream of water issuing from a vase held out on her extended hand, downtilted.

	Kalisha felt instantly shaky.  Galwell never told her to sit down

and she took two steps toward his desk and paused.

	He looked up at her.  His eyes were cold and weirdly invasive.  She could

almost feel them move up and down her body and she drew her hands in front

of her, her pocketbook over her pubic area as if she were trying to hide herself.

	“Kalisha,” he said after what seemed an eternity.

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Kalisha Griffen. You’re here about the clerical position in Geriatrics.”

	“That’s right.” 

	She tried a smile but the effort was short lived.

	“What’s your background?”

	He still had not invited her to sit down and his eyes still continued that inquisitive scanning.

	“Well - I - uhm -” she cleared her throat. “I finished my four years at

Dover and -”

	“Dover Wells College?”

	His tone was dismissive.

	“Yes - and I’ve been with Valley General for almost three years now at -”

	“You’ve been in personnel. I’ve seen your file. What makes you think you’re qualified for this new position?”

	Kalisha looked back into Galwell’s eyes.

	“Well sir, if I may sit down and -”

	“You may not. Tell me what makes you think you can come in here and

waste my time. Do you realize how valuable my time is?”

	Kalisha was taken by surprise.  Galwell’s demeanor was almost scary, as if

she’d irritated him somehow.  This was not going like it was supposed to.

	“I’m sorry,” she said in a quavering voice. “I’ll come back another time if -”

	He rose slowly and pushed his chair back with his leg. Reaching down he

pressed a switch on his desk and the lock of the office door behind the black girl clicked metallically.

	“How well can you follow orders, Kalisha?”

	“Excuse me?”

	“I said - how well can you follow simple commands.  This position you’re seeking requires that you follow direct commands from Administration.”

	“I’ve never had a problem with -”

	“Turn around.”

	“Wh-what?”

	“I said turn around, Kalisha. I want to look at your sweet African-American ass.”

	“Whoa - what the hell is this?”

	“How bad do you want this job?”

	She thought about it for a moment.  This felt all wrong.  Galwell was putting the moves on her but - well, he hadn’t touched her and maybe if all he wanted

was a look...  Kalisha’s features sparked with indignation but she swung slowly

about and faced the door.

	“Alright,” Galwell said. “Now put your pocketbook down on the couch there and lift your dress up to your waist.”

	She turned her head to glare at him over her shoulder.

	“Forty grand a year, Kalisha,” he said oblivious to her indignant anger.

	“This is sexual harrassment, Doctor.”

	“Call it what you like but where else is a black girl with your level of education gonna make that kind of money? Now I want that dress up around your waist and pronto.”

	Kalisha turned back and looked at the door.  She’d heard it click

when he’d touched the switch on his desk. It was more than likely locked.  She

could scream for help - or she could lift her dress and let him look at her backside

and clinch the forty grand a year.  Although she knew if she gave in she’d probably

be making many ‘special’ visits to Dr. Galwell as long as she continued to work

at Valley General. But maybe there would be a way around that, maybe a lawsuit

down the line somewhere.

	“I’m waiting,” he said coldly.

	Kalisha tossed her purse on to the couch at her right and bent down to

take the hem of her beige dress in both hands.  Consternation had left her

face.  A sad resignation had replaced it. 

	 The pretty black girl thought of Bradley, her two year old whom she’d dropped off at daycare earlier.  He’d whined and then loudly bawled as she put him down in the playroom.  The two women who worked there had smiled at her and told her he’d be ok but she hated leaving him there like that.  Kalisha thought of the rent money and the car repair bills and the insurance and the prescriptions and the digits rolling by on the gas pump and the beeping of the scanner at the grocery

store.  It was hard to get by with twenty three grand before taxes.  She

and Bradley were alone now.  Her boyfriend, Kyle, had left her a year earlier.  She needed to move out of the crime-ridden apartment complex where she lived.

She needed a new car.

	Slowly she raised her dress and stood there, head hung in shame.

	“That’s very nice, Kalisha,” Galwell said from across the room. “Very

very nice.  Now I want you to take that dress all the way off, your brassiere as well and show me your tits.”

	Kalisha balked with indignation.

	“This is not -” she faltered, not daring to turn and face him.

	“It is what it is, girl. You’ll get the job if you do what I say. Guaranteed.”

	It took her a few seconds but finally she raised her dress up over her head

and tossed it on the couch. Then she just stood there facing the door.

	Is it locked? she wondered. Is it really locked?

	“Turn around, Kalisha Griffen,” he ordered. “Show me your tits.”

	She couldn’t believe she was doing it.  His eyes watched every small

movement she made and she hung her head shamefully as she reached back

to unstrap her bra.  Goosebumps spread over her arms and shoulders as the

garment slipped down off her large brown paps.  She continued to hold her

bra in one hand, the other arm draped across her waist, her fingertips touching

the opposite wrist.

	“Very nice, girl. Very very nice. Ok. You can get dressed again. Remember I’m a doctor. This was just a routine examination. Have to make sure our employees are healthy.”

	The stunned black girl couldn’t believe what the man was saying and

she did not reply. Was he laying some kind of groundwork in case she went to

the authorities and told on him? She rushed to put her bra back on, and her dress,

and to straighten her hair.

	“Now come to the rear office area with me,” Galwell said almost indifferently.  “There are two associates I would like you to meet.  You’ll have to work closely with them once you begin at your new position.”

	Kalisha turned and bent to pick up her pocketbook. New position, she thought. New position. I’ve got it!

	“You can leave that there,” he told her.

	He opened the door next to the couch and stood by the doorway waiting

for her.

	“Do I have the job?” Kalisha asked timidly.

	“Absolutely.”

	She nodded curtly, sighed and walked through the door.

	The rear office was smaller than the room outside.  There was a small table

with two chairs and filing cabinets along all four walls.  There was a water cooler

next to the door on the right.  Two men, a burly tall blonde and a shorter bald

guy, stood there, the bald guy leaning against wooden crate large enough to house a refrigerator. The crate was mounted on a dolly.  The blonde guy had a cup of water from the  cooler in his hand which he’d just emptied.  He crumpled it up as Kalisha entered the room.

	These are some strange ‘associates’, Kalisha thought. What would her job

responsibilities be and what role did these men play in it?

	“Steve - Lou,” Galwell said. “Meet Kalisha.

	Steve chuckled.

	“Kalisha - what kinda fuckin’ name is that?”

	“I beg your pardon!” Kalisha protested.

	Galwell closed the door and stood behind her.

	Suddenly and finally, the black girl understood that everything here was wrong.

	The two men wore t-shirts and jeans.  They looked more like bikers than 

hospital personnel.

	“Answer it, nigger,” Galwell said.

	Kalisha swung around to look at him stunned.  She saw the syringe in his

hand.

	“What kind of stupid asshole name is Kalisha? Is that some kind of African

bullshit?”

	“Doctor! What the hell is going on?”

	“Kalisha,”the blonde man echoed. “Yeah - I think that’s African for ‘I’m fucked now’.”

	The men chuckled.

	Galwell took a step toward her and the other two men moved in and grabbed

her arms.

	“Hey!” she cried out.  Galwell brought the syringe to her jugular and

punched the needle through her long taut neck right into the vein. She flinched

and cried out.

	Seconds later she was leaning against one of the filing cabinets and the room

was teetering.  The light in the room seemed suddenly much too bright. The

three men just stood around watching her, leering.

	The blonde guy reached out, grabbed her dress and tore it down off her.

	She tried to say something but found she couldn’t speak or even form words

and her limbs felt leaden.  She couldn’t move.

	The bald man was peeling off his long-sleeved t-shirt, his chest and arms were covered with tattoos - swirling patterns and words - Girlgrinder - Bitchslammer -	

	“Did she do what you asked?” he asked Galwell.

	“Better fuckin’ believe it.”

	“Filthy stinking coon cunt.”

	“Let’s get a good taste of this piece of shit before we take ‘er to the warehouse.”

	Galwell and the blonde man named Steve lifted her on to the table.  By then

her shoes were gone.  Galwell had a small pocket knife and he cut her pantyhose

off her.  She lay naked for them.

	Steve took her first.

	“Ohh, yyeahh - nice and tight nigger cunt - you guys’re gonna love this shit.”

	Galwell laughed. He’d guessed as much from his ‘preliminary’ examination.

	Lou looked down at the unresponsive black girl who stared upward dazed-eyed.

	“Kalisha, Kalisha. Looks like you got the fucking job,” he jeered. “But I don’t think its exactly the one you were looking for.”

	“That’s right, bitch,” Galwell added. “This will be the last position you’ll ever apply for.”

	“A true lifetime committment,” Steve added.

	The men laughed cruelly. They took their time raping the drugged black girl on the table each one rubbing his cock on her face and tits as they waited their turn.

	“This one makes three,” Galwell said as he put his cock to her cunt 

and slowly entered her. She was dry and he had to work hard for the penetration. His fingers were like cold steel around her upper thighs.

	“Two off the street and this nigger.”

	“Your final list of applicants,” Steve commented.

	“All three of ‘em did exactly what I asked.”

	“You sure can pick ‘em, bossman,” Lou said wiping Kalisha’s lipstick

all over her mouth and chin with his stiff moistly-tipped manshaft. “Mm-hmm -

yessir - you sure got their fuckin’ number.”

	“Let’s get this nigger pig to the warehouse,” Galwell said as he pushed deep into Kalisha and then slowly pulled out of her to stroke her dark meaty cuntlips with his lube-slimed prick. “I can’t wait to get started.”

	After the men packed Kalisha into the ventilated crate, hogtying, gagging and blindfolding her, rolling her up in soft blankets, they screwed the bolts on the box-lid securely and rolled the dolly out to Galwell’s main office.

	The men adjusted their rumpled clothes and went out into the hallway, Steve and Lou wheeling the crate along as Galwell walked casually behind them.  The wheels of the dolly squeaked and rattled noisily.

	“I’ll be out for the rest of the day, Betty,” Galwell told the receptionist. “Oh, before I forget, please remind Hendricks that construction will continue in the new wing on the thirty-seventh floor for at least the next four months.  Security needs to be informed.  Thirty-seven will be off limits except for authorized personnel until the work is completed.”

	“Yes, doctor,” the blonde replied. “By the way -”

	Galwell who had started to follow Steve and Lou to the elevator turned

back to the receptionist.

	“Did you see that young woman - uhm - Kalisha - Kalisha  -”

	“Griffen,” Galwell said cooly. “Yes. Of course.  She won’t do. Won’t do at all.”

	“I didn’t think so. Pretty girl, though. Unusual name, doctor, don’t you think?”

	“Yes. Yes I do, actually.  It’s one of those - African-American names, you know?”

	The blonde smirked.

	“Oh yes. I know.  I didn’t see her leave, though.  Maybe she took the rear

elevators.”

	“Most likely.  She walked out of my office nearly an hour ago.”

	“Well, I hope you find a girl for the job.  None of the ones that have shown up so far have seemed right.”

	“Not at all. But I’m sure one will turn up sooner or later.”

	Galwell smiled briefly, turned and continued down the hallway following behind the two men and the creaking dolly.

	The men rode the elevator with the crate to the basement.  

	Lou’s van was parked on one side of the loading dock.

	One of the security guards who was sitting at the entrance of the dock smiled, reaching out to shake Galwell’s hand.

	“More artwork from the downtown gallery, doc?”

	“That’s right, Don.  A costly habit I’m afraid.”

	“Well. Enjoy it.”

	“I’m sure I will. Quite sure.”

	The squeaking dolly was rolled out into the paved lot.

	Steve and Lou loaded the crate into the van and drove out of the parking dock. Galwell went to the main lot and got into his BMW . Both vehicles left

the Valley General parking lot sometime after one in the afternoon.

	Above the city, clouds had gathered - a drizzling rain had already begun.





						~





	“Lick that cunt, slut,” Mistress ordered sharply.  “C’mon! Get your face in it!”

	Cori complied obediently.

	The blonde pregnant teen lay on her back on the floor under Carolyn, smothered between Carolyn’s straddling thighs.  Cori’s own darkly bruised rod-slashed legs were raised and apart framing her friend between them, bloodscratched bullwhipped flesh pillars.  Cori’s toes were bound with nylon fishing lines to hooks driven through Carolyn’s swollen ocher-hued nipples.  

	Mistress had bound Carolyn, ankles to thighs, with barbed wire, and then made her kneel over Cori before driving metal hooktips through Carolyn’s titcaps and securing them to short nylon cords attached to the pregnant teen’s feet . Both teenagers were still tit-tied tightly, ropes looped around their chests and shoulders but their head harnesses and ball gags had been removed.  Rusty star-shaped burrs dug and pierced into Carolyn’s white thighmeat and up-curved hooks gouged blood-drops from her aching stiff nipplenubs. 

	Behind Carolyn, Master’s youngest daughter, Kasey, knelt to pleasure Cori’s slobbery pussymeat with her little mouth, dipping her cute cherubic face down between the pregnant teenager’s outflung rod-slashed thighs, her own small body crossed with red hatchmarks of punishment.

	Earlier, Mistress had presided over the activities: the children whipping

the two older girls with the steel rods, while the hooded woman casually masturbated.  Later, Mistress had released the teenagers from the meat hooks embedded in their cunts and from the head harnesses and gags and made them stand there in each other’s arms, kissing and fondling each other under the children’s slashing attack.  Carmen, the snowflake-marked eight year old redhead had led the onslaught and her younger sisters had circled the willing unbound victims like little demons whipping them with their steel rods, calling them names and deriding the older girls meanly.  Mistress had leaned back against the barn wall working herself languidly.  Watching the corrupted children acting out against the masochist lesbian pair excited her enormously and she’d smiled, drooled and stroked her bare wet cunt with insistent rippling manipulations.  

	She’d let that continue for a while and when blood oozed from the teenagers’ cut up legs and buttcheeks she’d ordered the children to stop. 

	Then Mistress had made all five young females take turns at servicing her cunt, individually and in pairs as she’d sat on the wooden bench, leaned back against the wall, her tongue thoughtfully tipping her lips, her hips grinding lasciviously, eyes half-closed. She eventually made each of her girl-slaves climb up on the bench to offer hot fresh young cuntmeat, thighs spread wide, each female leaning over Mistress, holding herself open while the others served below. Mistress specially enjoyed Cori who had to struggle for balance up on the bench, high up on her toes, and whose pregnant belly rubbed against Mistress’ hooded head as the older woman leaned in to lap at the young blonde’s succulent cunt. Before stepping down each slave was made to thank Mistress for the pleasure she’d been granted and each one was slowkissed and deeptongued. All the girls outdid themselves to please with their mouths, caressing Mistress’ cuntlips and clit, using their quick tongues with delightful expertise.  Gradually and spontaneously a group orgy evolved, Carolyn and Cori kissing and caressing the three younger children, all five youths coupling with each other, french-kissing, moaning, stroking each other’s pussies.  Even Kasey, the smallest, surrendered to the lesbian fray, smilingly lapping cunt or frigging herself or moaning softly as one of the others frigged her small babycunt or squeezed an exploratory finger up her tiny poophole.

	As the hours dragged on Mistress had kicked off her shoes and bent from the waist to peel off each of her stockings and had the girls in a kneeling circle around her licking and caressing her brownskinned legs and asscheeks and cunt and asshole, sucking on her bursting nipples, as she stood over them in her black leather bodice and latex hood, a faceless sapphic shadow-goddess granting her servile worshippers access.  She let the children work her up and after a while, acting on whim, she’d ordered Carolyn and Cori to turn the tables on Master’s daughters - the punished would become the inflicters of punishment.

	Kasey, Lena and Carmen had been hung upside down by their ankles, the three children in a cluster dangling four feet off the ground on a pulley line that hung from the barn’s ceiling beam, their wrists roped to their thighs.

	Mistress, Cori and Carolyn had picked up the thin steel rods and moved in.

	The high pitched screams of the little girls had filled the barn as the slishing canes stung into flat chests, round tummies and lanky legs.  The little sluts had kicked and jerked helplessly bumping against each other, bound butt to butt.  They’d screeched and sobbed, tears brimming from their eyes, but after the first few strokes they’d calmed down and began to accept the pain as they’d learned to do under their father’s sadistic tutoring. Between blows the three older females would push in and crouch slightly to offer their cunts to the inverted babies letting them breathlessly lick and kiss swollen needy whoremeat.

	After the rod-whipping the little piglets were lowered to the ground, wrists

still bound to thighs. Cori, Carolyn and Mistress had strapped on black dildos

and sank down to the dirt floor, to pull Carmen and Lena’s legs back and apart and

slide into their cuntholes and assholes. Kasey was spared the sodomy but made

to lick and suck pussy. Whipped girlflesh rubbed on whipped girlflesh.  The females sweated and stank and careened toward orgasmic release.

	But Mistress needed more.  

	She’d wanted to see Cori and Carolyn in punishing bondage.  She knew Master would soon be arriving and she would no longer have much say in what would go on.  So she’d wanted to take advantage of the limited control Master had briefly granted her.  Moments like this didn’t come around often and she needed to exploit them to the fullest.  She wanted to hurt the two beauties for whom she felt such intense and hateful loathing.

	She stood finally over the two bound beaten teenagers with a steel rod in one hand, her other hand in her cunt.  The hooklines that led from Carolyn’s nipples out

to Cori’s toes were rigidly taut. Behind Mistress on the ground, wrists still bound to thighs, Lena and Carmen groaned as they cavorted in an awkward sixty-nine.  Little Casey, her white stockings streaked with dirt and blood kneeled, her wrists also bound to her thighs, and leaned down lovingly to service Cori.

	“I’m going to whip your tits,” Mistress told Carolyn. “Beg for it.”

	“P-please, Mistress,” Carolyn muttered softly. “Whip my worthless tits. Hurt me.”

	Mistress glanced down at Cori.

	“And you - I’m gonna whip your feet, pig...Beg me.”

	Cori stared up at the hooded woman who stood over her.  The pregnant teenager’s nipples pushed stiffly up against Carolyn’s shanks and smeared milk

against blood-whipped skin.

	“Mistress,” Cori said softly and evenly, her eyes gazing steadfastly into

the dominatrix’s.  The pregnant teen was struck again by the feeling of familiarity

and she wondered who the hooded bitch could be. She surrendered to the

glaring eyes - Cori knew whoever this woman was she was ultimately

Master’s puppet and all that was taking place was by Master’s design.“Please - whip my feet. Rip them to blood if you wish.” 

	Cori knew that giving herself to the dominatrix was the same as giving

in to Master - pleasing one was like pleasing the other - and that’s all her life was

about finally - pleasing and giving.  She was a piece of pregnant cuntmeat and her

one and only purpose in life was to serve her owners - Master and all his minions.

	“Filthy pigs,” Mistress snarled.

	The rod whistled thinly as it swung down and cut across Cori’s left footsole.

	Cori yelped and her struck limb kicked outward tugging on the hookline, toes

splayed.  Carolyn’s breast rose off her chest following the pull of the nylon line as

the steel hook yanked on nipplemeat.

	Carolyn gasped and Mistress struck again across Cori’s upended foot.

	Again the pregnant teen kicked reflexively.

	Both girls cried out almost simultaneously.

	Mistress smirked and whipped the rod down on Carolyn’s left breast.

	The pretty blonde grunted and jerked backward.  As she did

her tit stretched pulled out by the hookline.

	“Stinking goddamn bitches,” Mistress growled. “Hurt for me.” She swung the rod down on Cori’s other foot, hard across the round heel.  The pregnant teen howled.

	Kasey moaned and buried her face in Cori’s cunt. The little one’s tongue sent shivering thrills of pleasure through Cori, a counterpoint to the hot tearing pain of Mistress’ rod across bare footmeat.

	Mistress worked herself, dizzy with arousal.

	“I wish I could kill you both right now,” she hissed and swung the rod

down across both of Carolyn’s hook-snagged nipples. “You know that?! Kill the both of you and cut your filthy guts out...”

	“Owww!” Carolyn shrieked. “Yess Mistress! We deserve it! We deserve to

die like animals for you!”

	Mistress swung again, with vicious intent across Cori’s wriggling toes.

	The pregnant teen sobbed brokenly and arched against Kasey’s small flickering tongue.

	“I’m gonna love watching him finish you,” Mistress growled. “I’m gonna

fuckin’ love it!”

	Behind Mistress Carmen and Lena scrunched up against the wall of the

barn to watch the steel-rod punishment of the two teens.  Scratched, bruised

and welted, messily dirtsmeared, the children took in the sadomasochist

scene with eager eyes.

	In the shadowy gloom of the barn the glittery snowflake on Lena’s forehead

shone incongrously, an ornament from an innocent child’s playroom, cheap tinsel now unknowingly a mark of death.

	As the flashpain of another rodstroke burned through Cori’s foot and leg she groaned and pressed the side of her face against the dirt underneath her.  Carolyn

mashed her cunt down against Cori’s cheek and gaped, screaming open-mouthed as

Mistress’s cane whapped three times in quick succession across Carolyn’s nipple

hooked titties. 

	“You’re gonna die first,” Mistress sneered in Carolyn’s face. “You hear me, scumbag? You’re first. He’s taking you down.”

	Carolyn lovely green eyes blinked a couple of times as she stared disconcertedly up at her tormentor.

	The revelation took her breath away though it did not completely surprise her. She knew that after she’d brought Master the child she’d befriended and gradually seduced, a lovely ten year old girl from her neighborhood named Sherry, her usefulness would be short-lived. 

	Still, Mistress’ terrible pronouncement was unexpected. 

	Early that morning, before coming out to the cabin to be with Cori, Carolyn had left her gift for Master at the MEDCOM warehouse, manacled to the wall of one of the cell rooms in the basement, crying and pleading.

	She’d called Master to tell him.

	“I got her for you, sir, the one I told you about.”

	“Good deal. How old did you say she was?”

	“Ten - and real sweet. The way you like them.”

	“You haven’t fucked her?

	“No sir. Only teased her and played with her.  She’s a virgin.”

	“Did you have any problems?”

	“No. She came to me and I brought her here. She’s up on the wall now crying - listen -”

	She’d held up the phone so that Master could hear Sherry’s pleas.

	“That’s quite nice, slut,” he’d replied. “Quite nice. She sounds absolutely adorable. Alright. Now listen up.  I want you to go out to the cabin this morning and do the ultrasound on Cori. I’m looking forward to knowing what the fuck she’s carrying.  Have a good time with her if you want - She’s been in that cell for almost four months now.  I’ll be out later in the day. Mistress will be in the barn waiting on both of you.  Carmen, Lena and Kasey will be there as well.  Enjoy yourself, pig”

	“Yes, sir.”

	Now Mistress stood over her. 

	“Your time to die has come, pig,” the hooded bitch reiterated hatefully.

	“Good,” Carolyn gasped finally. “I want it. I want to please him. And you too, Mistress - and his friends...all of you.”

	Mistress smiled.

	“Well, what he’s planning won’t be quick - for you or for that piece of babyshit you brought for him - so you’ll have ample opportunity to please him and the rest of us quite thoroughly.”

	Mistress leaned over Carolyn and spat in the blonde’s face. Then she moved around the teenagers and swung the steel rod hard across Carolyn’s shoulderblades and then down across the back of Cori’s thighs.

	“Ahhgg yeahh,” Carolyn screamed dementedly as both of Cori’s legs jerked and kicked outward and yanked savagely on the hooklines . “I want to please all of you! Alll of you!”

	Blood oozed from the hookwounds in her tits.

	The blonde’s beautiful masochism nearly made Mistress orgasm.  Mistress leaned down and grabbed Kasey by her hair to pull the stocking-clad baby whore to her cunt ordering the child to suck and lick as she whipped Cori’s ankles and calves.

	Mistress’s words had sent thrill-sparks through Cori as well - pleasure mixed

with horror and dread - pleasure mixed with dark sadness and helplessness.  Carolyn

was going to be butchered. And from what Cori gathered a girl child Carolyn had

given to Master would be slaughtered as well.  And no doubt Cori would be forced to watch everything - perhaps even participate.  Cori wondered if that ‘piece of babyshit’ as Mistress referred to the infant victim, was out here in the barn, in the cabin or somewhere else, maybe en route for the late afternoon encounter that Mistress had hinted about.

	Mistress’s rod burned into Cori’s asscheeks and thighs. Now that the hooded bitch had pulled Kasey out of the way Cori’s sex lay vulnerably exposed. One blow ripped into the pregnant teen’s cunt - then another.  Cori wailed, her chin trembling, as the hot hurt erased all other thoughts. The steel rod whapped against her swollen belly and she arched against Carolyn. Tears of pain filled her eyes.

	Then with methodic and carefully timed blows Mistress whipped Cori’s inner thighs, first one side than the other, back and forth, making the pregnant teenager’s legs kick out violently and pull on the toe-bound hooklines.

	Again circling, Mistress positioned herself over Cori’s anchored foot and

leaned down to rub her hot bare pussy on the slashed sole, gripping little Kasey by the child’s hair in her free hand, holding the child at bay then bringing babymouth back in to lick cunt and bloody foot - alternately pleasuring herself with Kasey’s pouty lips and Cori’s bloodstreaked soles, circling around to Cori’s other foot, slashing with the rod at Carolyn’s curving spine and shapely hips.

	Cori raised her face back up into Carolyn’s cuntslit and began to suck

and lick at the kneeling blonde’s sexmeat giving pleasure as she took pain, Mistress’s rod again whapping against the pregnant teen’s legs.

	Across the room Lena stood over Carmen mimicking Mistress dominating

stance, pressing her little cunt into her sisters face and looking back over her

shoulder to watch the punishment of the two blonde teenagers.  She knew Father

would be arriving soon and she knew things would escalate terribly.  The thought

made her afraid but also made her excited and tense and she tugged on her

sister’s ears and pressed her cunt against Carmen’s open lips.

	“Ahhh- shitt!” Mistress groaned, tossing her hooded head back. “That’s good, Kasey - aghh Godd, that’s so good - yeah! yeah! keep going! Don’t stop!”

	She dropped the rod to pull the five year old’s blonde head to her cunt with

both hands.

	“Uhhhh yessss! Oh Jeeessus sweet fuckkkk!”

	Kasey’s big eyes looked up at the hooded woman, wide and wet and mischievous as she pressed her lapping tongue against Mistress’s clit.

	“You little bitchhh! Godddamnn youuu - uh - uh - uh - Uhh!”

	Cori watched Mistress cumming, felt the blood snaking down from her

sliced up footsoles.  Carolyn rubbed herself down against Cori and started climaxing

in synchronization with the hooded dominatrix.

	“Ohhggh!” Carolyn groaned.  Cori looked up at her friend lovingly, pressing

herself up against Carolyn’s downward thrusting to assist her efforts.  She smelled blood and cuntjuice.

	Carolyn suddenly glanced down into Cori’s eyes, down between

her bloodwhipped thighs.

	“Pull the hooks out, Cori,” Carolyn gasped. “C’mon. Kick out your feet.

Rip my nipples out of me!”

	“Oh God,” Cori groaned.

	“Pleeease!?” Carolyn pleaded anxiously.

	“Do it!” Mistress growled. “She fucking wants it. She needs the pain. Do it!”

	Cori sobbed, bit her lip and then forcibly yanked her legs apart.  The nylon lines dug painfully into her toes and then suddenly gave as Carolyn’s nipples

ripped open and the metal hooks gashed free.

	“AAiieggghhhh!” Carolyn shrieked, bouncing on her knees and then toppling back off Cori, blood spurting from her severed nipplemeat.

	Mistress dropped Kasey and then called to Lena and Carmen and made all three of Master’s daughters get down on their knees between Cori’s legs and eat the pregnant teen’s pussy.

	Carolyn lay on the ground bleeding and crumpled and Cori looked up

to the dark ceiling of the barn as the little girl tongues washed and stroked her

to orgasm.

	She imagined Master’s hard eyes roaming inquisitively over her, studying her, observing her as if she were nothing more than a lab animal on which he was performing some grotesque experiment - and then she remembered the dead child Soledad’s dark empty pupils. Cori’s body trembled. 

	What’s the story, Cori.  

	Little girl voices.  The gleaming surface of the public pool. The water too cold around her naked shoulders.

	I’m small. So small.

	Something she should have remembered.

	Something lurking in her mind.

	White bedsheets smeared with blood.

	Cori, Cori, Cori. Why are they looking at her like that?

	Lena, Carmen and Kasey eager rope-bound puppydogs slurping and nibbling.

	And the oncoming pleasure like a roaring train or a dark curling wave in a night-ocean about to break, about to explode against a frosty white beach.

	What’s the story - the story - the story -

	Cori’s mouth opens wide but no sound comes and Mistress, yielding to the unintentional invitation, straddles the pregnant teen’s face, her hard thighs boxing Cori’s head tightly.  Mistress  tells Lena, Carmen and Kasey to keep licking and

then with a soft relaxed sigh the hooded bitch slides her asshole up against Cori’s quivery lips and grips the teenager’s blonde head.

	“Mmmm - Such a pretty mouth,” she groans throatily.

	Hot hard shit squeezes gassily from the dominatrix’s anus as she begins to empty her bowels.

	“Eat it,” she tells Cori flatly.

	The hooded bitch moves without rising, crouchwalks barefoot back and forth to defecate all over the front of Cori’s whipscored, rod-sliced body dropping dark 

mushy runny shit-slivers on the beaten teenslave.

	“Keep licking her,” she tells Master’s daughters calmly but sternly as she grips and squeezes her big paps and pinches her puffy nipples with her long painted nails. The stink of her faeces thick and rich, Cori gagging under her, the young woman’s mouth overflowing, Mistress grinding and smearing the brownish

mess into Cori’s eyes and forehead and cheeks.

	Cori is bathed in Mistress’ hot stinking offal. It stings into her open cuts and

blinds her and gags her.

	“Thank y-you,” she moans in the throes of urgent pleasure. “Gahhg -

thank you, M-Mistress...”

	Mistress reaches down, grips Cori’s face in both hands to hold her steady

and dips down to press her pissing cunt right to Cori’s open mouth unleashing

a gush of urine to hose down the glops of crap.

	“Mmm - Don’t mention it, sweetie. The pleasure’s all mine....all fucking mine.”





						~





	In the high-ceilinged room of the warehouse the two young blonde slaughter-sluts, Christy Blanco and Jennifer Parks, Galwell’s two remaining ‘job applicants’, captured at the hospital a day before Kalisha Griffen and delivered to the MEDCOM warehouse for punishment, face each other open-mouthed, six feet apart, yoked in a six-foot long cedar slab hinged shut, sitting on top of a long bench, straddling long metal dildoshafts that jut upward into their cuntholes, prod painfully against their cervixes. 

	The two lovely cuntfilled females are face-bound to each other by a single thin rope-cord connecting double hooks stabbed through their tongues and noses.  Tiny oozing lines of blood wash from their nostrils and lips down their chins and on to the yoke-board.

	They groan and gasp in agony, pretty red-lipstick mouths gaping, hands rope-bound behind their backs, ropes wound unmercifully around their shoulders and chests and belly.

	Both had stood before Galwell in his office at the hospital. Both had been taunted into turning and raising their skirts to show the good doctor their tantalizingly shaped bottoms, and then their naked breasts, unwittingly, by this simple act, committing themselves to final horror .  Both had been delivered to Lou and Steve in the back room and shot up with drugs to be raped and used and then bound and secured in separate crates. Both had spent a long night of terror in a light-less cell in the warehouse basement - In the morning they’d been woken by Galwell’s men, dragged up the stairs and into the spacious torture chamber. They’d been made to eat cereal laced with stimulants and tepid water from dog bowls on the floor - they’d been savagely raped for an hour and then yoked and mounted on the steel dildos atop the cedar bench.  	

	A voltage regulator delivers mind-numbing blasts of electrical energy up into the dildoshafts making the two helplessly bound bitches dance-twitch enticingly

on the bench.

	Sometime earlier, on her morning visit to the warehouse, Carolyn, Cori’s friend, had looked in on them, cracking the door of the chamber a few inches to peer inside. By then, Galwell’s men had gone.

	 Carolyn’s cunt had thrilled responsively to the site of the humiliated, painfully shackled bitches.  She hated, desired and envied them simultaneously. The teenager wasn’t wearing panties and her pussy was still warm and moist. 

	Carolyn had just brought the slaughter-child she’d chosen for Master to the warehouse and ten year old half-nude victim had been forced to serve the pretty blonde teen.  Tearful and shivering with fear the little one had knelt before Carolyn as the teen lifted her skirt out of the way and pressed her cunt to the child’s pitiful face. 

	Carolyn had lied to her to get her here, told her she was taking her to the beach, told her to put on her tye-dyed pink-red-blue one piece, the one she’d wore to the public pool the day Carolyn had first met her.  

	“I should tell mom,” the little one had said, standing on the sidewalk in

front of Carolyn’s apartment building.  Sunlight had twinkled in her pretty green eyes.

	“You don’t have to,” Carolyn had smiled. “We’ll be back before she

gets home from work.”

	The child had grinned innocently, nodded excitedly and run home.

	Then Carolyn had picked her up a block from her house, where she’d prearranged to meet her, and driven her to the warehouse and told her to come inside.

	“Come on,” the teen had said leading the way, dressed in her short black

dress and the tight high-heel sandals she’d taken from Cori months before. “Got

something to show you.”

	The rest had been easy. Carolyn knew the child thought it cool to be invited to hang out with a teenager.  She also knew Sherry was innocently, or maybe not so innocently attracted to her and the blonde teen, whose mind had been turned under Galwell’s rigorous tutoring, enjoyed the mysterious allure she cast on Sherry. Still, the ten year old had balked when Carolyn opened the door of the torture room.  Puzzled curiosity soon became terror. By then it was too late and the older girl grabbed her victim by a shank of hair and dragged her into the chamber. Roping the ten year old tight, forcing her to eat cunt, yanking on her hair and meanly threatening her before leaving her in the small lightless room weeping and wailing excited Carolyn to the brink of orgasm but Master had forbidden her to

consummate such feelings without his express permission and she obeyed.

	On her way out of the warehouse, after the phone conversation with Master, Carolyn had heard the two suffering whores in the larger chamber and she’d looked in. Master and his friends would be having a good time later, she thought, looking at the yoked slaughtersluts and slowly pressing her hand against her superheated cunt.  A real good time.  It would prepare the men for what would probably happen later that day at the cabin.

	Carolyn’s heart had raced with anticipation as she’d slowly closed the

door of the chamber behind her, turned and went out of the warehouse to get in

her car and drive to the cabin.  She was really looking ahead to being with Carolyn

and then to serve Mistress - then later, Master and his friends.  It was going to be an incredible day.  Perhaps the final day - the day she’d been eagerly awaiting.

	Now, hours after Carolyn’s departure from the warehouse,  a few feet away from the two yoked captives, Kalisha, the third and final job applicant, is lifted out of the wooden crate in which she was placed at Valley General;  Lou and Steve, Galwell’s men, raise her effortlessly from the box.  She is semi-conscious, still under the effect of the paralyzing drug Galwell administered.

	All three men are naked, wearing black hoods and black leather collars

and chrome-studded black leather wrist cuffs.  Their shaved bodies are slick

and powerful, gleaming like liquid steel.

	They are ready for a long stretch of fun and games.

	Kalisha sees the man she knows as Galwell approach.

	He is the same man Cori and Carolyn call Master.

	Kalisha knows it is him even though he wears an executioner’s hood because

of the eyes - black, expressionless marbles like the eyes of a great white.

	Kalisha’s knees sag. She has to lift her head to look up at him.

	“Hold ‘er for me,” Galwell says softly.

	Steve and Lou flank her and grip her by her arms.

	He grabs her by the throat.

	“Are you awake yet, nigger?”

	Without waiting for an answer he slugs her in the stomach.

	She grunts and her head falls forward, her forehead resting on his muscular abs.

	He clenches and unclenches his fist, cracks his knuckles, flexes and extends his long fingers then cradles his fist in his hand enjoying the heat radiated by the blow.  Beating a woman with his bare hands is one of Galwell’s favorite passtimes.

Beating a black woman is absolutely the best.

	He yanks Kalisha’s head back up by her long artificially straightened hair and punches her belly again - harder. Then he grabs both her firm brown breasts and squeezes and pinches her nipples.

	“This one lives . I want her for the cabin later,” he says calmly. “I’m gonna use the chainsaw on her. Haven’t done that in a while.  The other two are shit.”

	“What about the little one?” Steve asks. “The one Carolyn got for you?”

	“We’ll take her out to the cabin too - why? You wanna fuck her.”

	“Sure.”

	The men chuckle.

	“Alright. Bring ‘er in here then. Let’s have some fun with her and the nigger

before we kill the other two.”

	Galwell punches Kalisha again, twice in rapid succession, pumping right and

left fists into her cuntmound, leaving her dazed, open-mouthed, gasping.

	Steve leaves the large chamber and Lou takes Kalisha by both arms from behind, holding her arms apart. Galwell moves to a table by the wall and picks up a stretch of rope capped on each end with wooden handles.

	“See this, nigger?” he asks returning to Kalisha and holding the device up for her. “It’s called a garrot. Can you say that? Or are you too stupid? Gar-rot! Come on, nigger. Say it.”

	“G-garrot,” Kalisha repeats nervously.  She’s frightened out of her wits and still in a drug induced haze.

	“See?” Galwell jeers. “Your first day on the new job and you’ve learned a new word.  Who says niggers are stupid?”

	Behind her Lou chuckles.

	Galwell puts the rope around the black girl’s long slender neck and brings

the two wooden handles together in front.  He begins twining the rope using

the handles squeezing the unfortunate captive’s neck until she’s choking

and struggling against Lou, trying to escape, going up and down on her toes

several times, trying to twist away.

	“Calm down,” Galwell growls hauling back to gut-slug her again. “Learn to love it. You’re a nigger. And you’re a whore. This is all you’ll ever be good for. Learn to accept it - Put ‘er down on her knees.”

	Working in concert both men drive Kalisha down until she kneels between

them, Lou still holding her arms up behind her by her wrists, Galwell putting

more pressure on the garrotting rope until she’s huffing, weak and dizzy, her big-lipped mouth widely yearning for air.

	Holding her by the garrot Galwell steps up to her and eases his huge

prick into the trembling cavity.

	“Suck me,” he tells her. “Please your white master, nigger.”

	She grunts and looks up at him, brows arched closing her lips around his

hard manshaft as he tightens the garrot.

	There is no choice for her. She begins to pleasure him, trying to bob

back and forth but held in place by the neck-rope.

	“That’s a good nigger...See that, Lou? Cunt knows her place - You can let her go. She won’t fight us now - will you?”

	Choked by the rope and by Galwell’s huge cock Kalisha helplessly

shakes her head.  She knows any struggle on her part will be meaningless.

	Galwell deeply enjoys the black girl’s acquiescence.  Female surrender to

destruction is always so delighful, so deliciously intoxicating.

	“Put your hands behind you,” Galwell instructs as he turns the garrot rope

over to Lou and takes her head in his hands.

	“Choke ‘er for me. I’m gonna fuck her stupid nigger face for a couple of minutes then give you some.”

	Lou smiles, brings the garrot handles around the back of Kalisha’s neck

under her copper-dyed hair and tightens the twining grip.

	“Awghgaawghh!” Kalisha choke-grunts, Galwell’s cock rolling against the

back of her mouth and into her gagging throathole.  He grips her head hard and

hip-thrusts into her.

	“Ahh - Her throat’s nice and tight, you know? - just like her cunt.  Pretty unusual for a black hoe...”

	Kalisha brings her hands up to the rope at her neck but Galwell slaps them

down and tells her to put them back behind her.

	“Most niggergirls have been opened up wide enough to fit a goddamn eighteen wheeler by their buck boyfriends - but this one’s nice - uhh - almost

virginal.  What’s the deal, Kalisha? Your man got a small dick?”

	Kalisha looks up at Galwell, choking and crying.

	The men laugh at her.

	“You need some hard white meat, girl. Nigger boys aren’t the only ones with

size.  Hell, Lou here’s as nicely endowed as any Afro-boy I’ve ever seen.”

	From their yoked bondage on the bench Christy and Jennifer mutedly watch the crude subjugation of the black girl trying not to tug on each other’s tongues as the electrical surges slam into their trapped bodies.  They are covered in a sheen

of sweat - their cheeks shiny with tears.  Unable to speak they make odd

grunting and moaning sounds, spittle laced with blood spuming down their chins. Now and then they look into each other’s eyes.  Before today they were strangers - now they are on the deepest most intimate terms - they are both going to die together. They’ve heard the man they know as Dr. Galwell pronounce their death sentence.  They’ve heard the others concur and laugh about it. They’ve been made aware in no uncertain terms what awaits them.

	Christy remembers a man she saw pleading for his life on television. He had

been captured by Islamic extremists who wanted to make a point.  They didn’t

show it on the news, though some website apparently had carried a video of it, but the report said the man had been beheaded.  Christy had watched him kneeling there in front of three hooded terrorists.  They had already told him they were going to kill him - he already knew his fate.  Christy had been shocked but shortly afterwards she’d gone out to the movies with her two friends, and she’d forgotten all about the horrific report. Later she’d met her boyfriend Jimmy afterwards for a drink and he told her he’d seen the video-snuff on the internet.

	“Gross,” he said, incongrously laughing. “Really fucking gross, man.”

	Now she understands all too perfectly what the man had been feeling.

	Now Christy, yoked and bleeding from hooks in her nose and mouth, along with her new intimate friend Jennifer, whom she’s never met before this terrible day, is learning what it is like to be a victim. Both young women are learning. It is

being brought home to therm. They are shedding their shallow middle-class lives.  They are fearfully but hopelessly abandoning their happy consumer existence to embrace their true humanity, their frailty, and a sense of absolute helplessness.

	Steve returns with the ten year old Carolyn left for Galwell.  The child is wearing a tye-dyed bathing suit. She is screaming in protest and trying to escape the

big man’s steely grip. He has her by her left wrist and is pulling her toward

the kneeling black woman and her two captors.

	“Mmm,” Lou sneers. “Looks like Carolyn found you a winner, boss.”

	“Yeah,” Galwell replies ogling the ten year old hungrily. “I understand her name’s Sherry - Bring ‘er here. I want her to watch this up close.”

	“Check it out sweetie,” Galwell tells Sherry as Steve brings her toward

the kneeling captive on the end of Galwell’s cock.  “This is called throatfucking.

Can you say that word? Huh? Can you say that? Say it. Say it for us, Sherry... ‘throatfucking’...”

	“Th-throat-f-fuh-fucking -” the ten year old stutters nervously staring down

at Kalisha. Galwell’s cockshaft slides slickly in and out filling the black woman’s meaty lips, saliva oozing in bubbly lines down the kneeling nigger’s chin and

rope-snagged neck.  Sherry has never been near anything this brutally sexual. The wet slurpy sounds, the black woman’s jaws driven wide then slack - wide and slack - wide and slack - The word for it, the guttural sound she’s been forced to repeat is disgusting and alien for her and the horrified expression on Kalisha’s face scares the child witless.  

	“Good girl -” Galwell tells her noting her fear and confusion and enjoying it. “See that Kalisha? Your little friend here’s learned a new word too...You better watch and learn, Sherry - learn good ‘cause  this is what you’re going to be doing later - with all three of us...”

	“Nooo - pleease - let me go! I wanna go home!”

	Steve laughs.

	“Home?” Galwell echoes, momentarily parodying the child’s high pitched voice. “Home? You’re already home, honey.  Your new home’s with us and the party’s just starting -” Then to Steve. “Hang the little bitch up by her wrists - spread her little legs open - ankle cuff ‘er to the floor rings - and let’s put her on a dildo shaft  - get ‘er opened up a bit - how’s that sound?”

	“Cool - want me to use a dogwhip on ‘er? Warm ‘er up some?”

	“Sure. But don’t use a lead-tipped one - I don’t want her to start

bleeding yet - uhh - C’mon, Lou - you and me are gonna take this nigger to bed for

a while.”

	“You got it,” Lou growls.  

	From their immobilizing bondage on the bench Jennifer and Christy look on as Lou and Galwell drag Kalisha to the hospital bed and toss her on the blood-stained mattress.  Lou climbs up against the white metal headpost and yanks the black girl’s head to his cock.  Galwell kneels behind her to push his up-arching prick roughly into the bright pink flesh-slit between her smooth mahogany thighs. He

takes up the garrot-rope handles which lay loosely across Kalisha’s sweaty shoulder-blades and yanks on them, like a rider on the reins of a bucking horse.

	A few feet away, following Galwell’s instructions, Steve raises the child Sherry’s wrists up into leather cuffs that dangle from overhead cords.  The ten year old sniffles and pleads as the big man tightens the cuffs and tugs on a pulley line to

hoist her up off the floor by her arms.  After looping rope around each of her ankles

he draws her flailing legs apart and secures the ropes to o-rings bolted to the stone floor. He then fetches a long steel bar mounted on a tripod.  At the top of the bar a black rubber dildo, ten inches long and and inch-and-a-half thick juts.  Steve slides the adjustable bar under the suspended child.  Unsheathing his knife from his waist

band he slides the blade under the straps of the child’s colorful bathing suit and with

two quick moves he cuts through the elastic fabric.  Sherry squeals as the

bathing suit slides down and clings around her waist until Steve pinches it up and

slices it down the middle to peel it off her and toss it aside leaving the child naked, beautifully outstretched on the ropes.  He then raises the dildo on the adjustable shaft up against Sherry’s hairless cuntslit.  Holding her by one hip he

works the dildo into the ten year old’s virgin hole, his hooded eyes calmly studying the beautiful child’s screaming squirming agony.

	“Put it all the way in her- as far as you can - and lock it,” Galwell grunts as he slowfucks  Kalisha’s tight dry cunt from behind and twists the garrot-handles to choke the kneeling nigger.  Kalisha’s lips are forced to their limit by Lou’s immense penis and she begins to choke and gag loudly.

	“Open the little shit up so we can fuck her without having to bust our balls.”

	“You know it,” Steve replies smiling, pushing the hurtful rubber conehead

up into Sherry’s hymen, rupturing through it and filling the keening child’s small

immature passage.

	Jennifer and Christy shudder as the electrical jolts thrum and buzz into them.

They stare helplessly, unable to turn away, entranced by the level of sadistic

violence the men are unleashing.

	Sherry’s high pitched childscreams fill the room.

	Lou slides down to lie on the mattress as Galwell forcibly guides Kalisha on to him, forcing her to straddle the exaggeratedly endowed male and take his huge prick in her cunt, Galwell gripping her by the garroting rope and by one arm.

	“Told ya, didn’t I?” Galwell barks. “Lou here has no reason to envy any of your buck boyfriends, does he?”

	When half of Lou’s cock is crammed up the hapless nigger Galwell bears down on both her shoulders, bending her forward over Lou who takes her from his boss by the garrot handles. Gripping Kalisha’s fleshy but firm buttocks Galwell splits them apart and put his needful erection to the indented pucker of her anus.

	“Open it up for me now, Kalisha,” he growls eagerly. “I’m coming in. I know you got room for the both of us. You’ve got plenty of room in there.”

	Lou draws the nigger’s face to his to crush his lips against hers and bite her cheeks as he strangles her.

	As her shithole gapes Galwell sneers and drives impetuously inward.

	Both men slam in and out of their prey, double-fucking her predatorially,

making the old hospital bed squeak loudly and rattle under them.  Their cocks slide and scrape against each other inside Kalisha - both hooded men grin-sneering with malevolent pleasure as they work the helpless young black girl.  Mournfully she moans and gasps as the garrot squeezes hard into her trachea and Lou’s tongue explores her teeth and gums and the plush inside of her lips.

	A few feet away the child’s punishment slowly escalates.

	When most of the black rubber dildo has disappeared into Sherry’s little

pussy and her virgin blood is dripping down the sides of the adjustable tripod-mounted bar Steve locks the device in place and steps away to pick up a

seven-tongued dogwhip.  He circles his nubile female victim slowly, stroking himself.  He is impatient to start hurting her but he waits nevertheless to let her see it coming, to let her anticipate. Tormenting a little girl like Sherry is always a heavenly pleasure

for a sadistic stud-beast like Steve and he wants to get as much terror from his

little nude piglet as he can.

	“Look at me honey,” he snarls, his hooded eyes slitted. As Sherry lifts her face to him speaks, savoring each word.

	“We’re gonna rip you to shreds.” 

	“Noooo!” Sherry keens.

	Steve snaps the lash in front of her loudly without hitting her. Snaps it again from behind.

	He watches and smiles and strokes himself confidently as the child pisses

herself consumed with terror, dark gold trickles oozing down the sides of the dildo bar and pooling around the tripod base on the floor,  droplets gathering at the insides of her spread shivering thighs, leaking down into her kneehollows or springing off to spatter below.

	When the flow dies down Steve moves in, coming at Sherry, dogwhip dangling from his hand.

	“You little piggg...” he says with dark intent and swings the lashtongues across Sherry’s exposed belly.  The tearful blond child leaps against the ropes and screams, eyes wide, crazed with mindless horror and pain, her toes clenched, legs kicking, trapped hands fisted.

	Crudely and mercilessly Steve whips Sherry landing sharp cuts across

the front of her body and her sides and at the top of her plump white thighs.

	The crack of hard leather against babyskin and Sherry’s yelps and squeals propel Lou and Galwell in their energetic double-rapefuck of Kalisha on the hospital bed. The child’s suffering provides delicious incentive for the sadistic males.

	Jennifer and Christy sob and ride the electrically charged dildoes and

yank wildly against their bound tongues and babble ceaselessly.

	Galwell begins to punch Kalisha’s back as he fucks her, pushing into the

dazed nigger, hilting his cock in her rectum, forcing her down against Lou’s

massive prick, her cunt already bleeding from the assault, her niggerface flushed

from the strangling garrot-cord.

	Galwell likes his position. Kneeling on the bed he can oversee the destruction

of female going on in the room.  He drives both fists into the black slut down

in front of him, punching methodically, right-left as he lunges in and out of her ass-sheath and watches Steve whip the suspended ten year old.

	Sherry’s pale smooth skin welts beautifully under the scratch-strokes

of the multi-tongued dogwhip.  Her ankles tug against the ropes that  keep her

spread and she sinks down on to the dildo on the steel bar.

	Kalisha gasps, chokes loudly as Lou tightens the garrot and slams up into

her timing his thrusts with Galwell so that both men get into a smoothly driving

rhythm, pounding their niggerslave between them, filling and gouging her.

Punched and strangled Kalisha reels under the double attack, her head sagging

as Lou bites her earlobes and neck.

	Steve leans in, grabs little Sherry by her long blonde mane, grinds his lips

against the child’s warm sobbing mouth.

	“You want more?” he grunts. “Huh? You want more, you little shit?”

	The child wails and shakes her head too traumatized to speak.

	“Well like it or not you’re getting it. You’re getting more. Lots more.”

	The child raises her shrill voice to a high-toned screech.

	The powerfully built killer steps back and circles her swinging the short lash, landing blows on her back and creamy asscheeks and flanks - on her flat-chest as he circles - making his suffering victim dance and squeal and howl.

	Lied to, betrayed, abandoned to inhuman cruelty and punishment, the child is a picture-perfect victim - a vision on which Galwell, now violently aroused,

fixates.  He slides slowly out of Kalisha.

	“Steve,”he calls. “Take over for me here and give me the whip. I want

some of that shit...”

	He steps off the bed as Steve turns away from Sherry to hand his boss

the lash.

	The big brutish blonde picks up where Galwell has left off, climbing up on the hospital bed to slide his thick meat up into Kalisha’s violated, shitsmeared asshole, leaning over her to punch her back and thighs while she straddles Lou and continues to choke to the bald man’s tightly-drawn garrot rope.

	Galwell takes a stance off to one side of the suspended ten year old and after

calmly surveying his victim and slow pumping his hot niggerwet manmeat for a few moments to keep himself feverishly erect he begins a methodical slashing assault that goes on and on, rhythmically, unhurriedly, matching the fuckthrust rape rhythm of the sadists on the hospital bed as they take Kalisha - Galwell does not let up, he is unforgiving, unmerciful, until Sherry is streaked with hot red welts all over and jiggling and sob-gasping mindlessly and drooling, nearly fainting - The killer fucks Sherry’s childbody expertly with his lash just like his friends fuck the nigger bitch with their cocks.

	“Let’s do both of them,” Galwell says suddenly, clipping the dogwhip to his leather belt. “Let’s put the little one and the nigger on their knees on the edge of the bed - whip the goddamn shit out of both of them. Fuck them. Give ‘em hell.”

	Kalisha and Sherry are knelt side by side.

	Galwell’s men take up dogwhips.

	Kalisha weeps, pleads for the child, for herself - Sherry wails weakly, mournfully.

	“Move away and we’ll cut you open,” Galwell tells them.

	Christy and Jennifer watch from across the room.

	“Understand?” Galwell asks leaning over their upturned faces on the other side of the bed. He unsheaths his combat knife and shows it to the horrified crouching females.

	Standing on the other side of the bed Lou and Steve shake their dogwhips to loosen the tongues, work their arms like musclemen in a weight-lifting exhibition.

	“Please,” Kalisha whimpers. “Don’t kill the girl - please.”

	Galwell stares at her hatefully, sheaths his knife. Suddenly he slaps her face unexpectedly and hard.

	“I’ll do whatever the fuck I want, nigger.  Who the fuck do you think you are telling me what I will or will not do!? I rule here. You and this pup are mine. Got it?

MINE.”

	Kalisha hangs her head, the loose garroting rope still dangling around her sore neck, Galwell’s slap ringing in her ears.

	Galwell steps back taking the dogwhip from where he’s hung it on his leather belt and nods at the men on the other side of the bed.

	“Let’s hurt these pigs,” he snarls. “Let’s show them who’s in charge.”

	The whipping begins, a slish-slashing attack on the two females, a wicked

rain of whooshing leather.  Kalisha and Sherry cover their heads in their

hands as the blows fall, the child’s already welt-lined body twitching as she’s

struck from all directions, the young negress sobbing into the dirty mattress.

The men stroke themselves as they flog their unprotected undeserving victims.

The females huddle together and jerk around but do not move out of the way of

the swinging dogwhips.  Galwell’s very credible threat keeps them in check.

	The men enjoy the beating.  They work themselves up swinging harder

and harder, leaving dark red fleck-lines on the child and dark brownish stripes on Kalisha. They tell their victims to spread their thighs and they pussywhip the child and the negress drawing fresh screaming terror.  Galwell strikes down on both victims’ shoulders and backs as Lou and Steve fuckbeat them.  He finds the contrast amusing, brown skin and white, welting and bruising under the assault, adult and child, like the two women yoked on the cedar bench, strangers to one another now kneeling side by side and taking punishment on the filthy bed where countless females have suffered for his pleasure. He beats them with mounting fury until he’s ready for more pleasure. He signals an end to the whipping and the three men move in.

	All three take their fill, unleashing their pent-up masculine violence fucking Sherry and Kalisha, innocent blonde child and luscious black woman, fuck-raping, filling and violating the beaten victims while Galwell makes the nigger and the child suck his aching meat. He cups and strokes his balls, makes the child put her little fingers up his asshole while the negress draws on his knob-head, both of them crying and wheezing and pleading.  He slaps their faces.  He feeds the child his massive tool holding her by both ears while Kalisha licks the underside of his balls.  

	Carolyn’s done well for him, he thinks, real well and he can’t wait to reward her.  The blonde teen will die for him before the day is over and the thought makes his dark eyes glint.  He wonders which of his daughters has been chosen for destruction, which one will be wearing the tinsel snowflake for him later at the cabin.  Slutblood will flow in the woods - fresh slutblood to nourish the gnarled oak tree roots and the scummy dark pond.  And the pregnant pig, Cori - he can’t wait to get his hands on that sweet blonde sow again, to please himself with her destruction. She is one of his prize fuck-animals.  She will give him many sweet moments that will linger in memory long after her flesh has rotted away to nothing. She will be the queen of the slaughter orgy in the new hospital wing on the thirty-seventh floor destroyed for the pleasure of all his friends and guests.  He knows it will be deliciously memorable and his excitement surges.

	Sherry chokes on his cock.  He loves destroying children. Nothing is more

perfectly beautiful. She stares up at him so helpless, so vulnerable. It will be nice

to kill her later along with whichever of his daughters his woman will have chosen - kill them both as a prelude to Carolyn - that will probably be the way to go. He forces himself to restrain from damaging and killing Sherry for the moment - after all there is killmeat in the room he can turn his attentions to - Christy and Jennifer, his two remaining job applicants.  He slowfucks Sherry’s pretty little face until she’s flushed and weak and then he steps back.

	“Time to kill,” he says, speaking to his men but still looking down into

Sherry’s and Kalisha’s flushed anguished faces, his voice tense and controlled. “Collar these two to the bed and lets get busy.”

	Quickly the men rope Kalisha and Sherry by their necks alternately to opposite sides of the bedpost after cuffing their wrists behind them and roping

their ankles to their thighs.  The child and the negress are left in panting bondage,

hurting, helpless and immobilized.

	As Steve and Lou occupy themselves with the securing of the two bed-bound

whip-scored victims Galwell strides across the room toward Christy and Jennifer who whimper nervously as they see him coming.

	“Ladies,” he says, his hooded face impassive, his eyes leering.  He takes

a hold of the cord that links their tongues and noses.

	“Bleed for me,” he snarls and he pulls on the cord, tugging it upward.

	The hooks rip through muscle tissue and cartilage and the two blondes scream.

	Galwell yanks harder on the cord and the hooks tear out of the screaming

women ripping tongues in half, gouging out their nostrils.

	“Too bad you spent so much time prettying yourselves up for your interview with me at Valley General,” he says dangling the cord out in front of him.  Blood and tonguemeat drips from the hooks. He continues to talk as Christy and Jennifer sob loudly and bounce on the electrical jolts of the metal dildos, their torn faces spilling red spatters on the yoke plank. “You wasted your fucking time ‘cause what I like is women that look like shit - just like you do now. After all, women are shit. You are shit from the moment you’re born to the moment you fucking die, which in your case will be quite soon. Pigshit. Yeah. Pigshit’s what you are.  You can dress up and use all the goddamn makeup in the world. Talk pretty and walk pretty - but you can’t change what you are. Not really.”

	Steve and Lou now approach.

	“Lets do this turd first,” Galwell says pointing to Christy.

	Galwell’s men unhinge the yoke and pull their chosen victim off the dildo

and up off the wooden bench.  She sinks to her knees on the floor crying and

spitting up blood and bits of tonguemeat.  They swing the yoke shut again

to keep Jennifer trapped on the bench.

	“Pleeeze!” Jennifer bleats. “Ghaawhhh -gh -gh - pleze - dong - huwhrt -

uzz - no - moohhr!”

	Steve takes a big black ball gag from a hook on the wall and pushes it into Jennifer’s bloody babbling mouth strapping it tight around her head. 

	“Shut the fuck up, cunt - we don’t need to hear you.” 

	Galwell stands over Christy.

	“Put her on the table.  Tie her neck to her thighs.  Fetal position.”

	Christy is lifted on to the antique wooden dining table, her arms still tightly bound behind her, ropes cinched tight around her chest and shoulders.  Steve takes another strand of nylon cord, loops it twice around her neck and draws her thighs up toward her face to wrap tight cord under her knees.  When he’s done Christy lies on her side, her head tilted downward slightly off the edge of the table drooling blood to the floor.

	Galwell snaps on a surgical glove and coats it with silicone gell.

	“As I was saying...women are shit,” he states with dark cruelty looking down at the young tongueless bitch on the table. “Pigshit wrapped up in a pretty package. Mmm - in this case a real pretty package... But what’s inside is always the same...”

	Lou and Steve masturbate slowly as they watch.

	Across the room on the bed Kalisha turns her head as much as the rope around her neck allows to see what Galwell is doing.  Next to her Sherry whimpers

and shuts her eyes.

	Galwell walks slowly around Christy until he’s behind her.

	“And we know what’s inside the package - don’t we, cunt?”

	Christy tries to turn to look up at him but the rope around her neck holds

her head to her knees.

	Galwell reaches down and thrusts his gloved hand against Christy’s exposed

rectum.  He pokes with two fingers, then three. He begins to work his whole hand

into Christy’s asshole.

	“Yeah,” he growls. “We know exactly what’s in that filthy little package.”

	“Gaaaa!” Christy howls. “Naaa! Naaa! Naaa!”

	Gripping the side of his victim’s thigh with one hand Galwell now pushes

his gloved fist up the screaming woman, grinds it slowly inward breaking past her

sphincter muscle, her wild shrieks reaching a trilling apex as he slides

suddenly all the way to his wrist.  She kicks her bound legs against the table and

squirms but cannot escape her assailant as Galwell now pushes in almost to

the elbow.

	“Let’s take you’ve got out of there - shall we?”

	He feels around inside Christy, his fingers groping at the edges of her

colon into the greasy folds of her lower intestinal track.

	“Waaagghh!” the slaughterbitch screams, eyes wide, sweat beading up all over her.

	Galwell grabs a fistful of gutmeat and begins to yank it slowly out of his howling contorting victim.

	“Christy Blanco,” he recites in an inappropriately disembodied voice.

	“Actually, Christina Blanco. Born in Puerto Rico in 1978.  Entered the

continental United States on March fifth of 1983 through Kennedy Airport.”

	The bitchguts slip from his slick gloved fingers and he has to reach in deeper to get  a better grip.  Christy vomits blood and her bare bruised feet scrape against the table top. The old shiny table creaks.

	“Grew up in the Bronx, near Grand Concourse.  Went to City College.

Graudated with a Bachelors Degree in business - in 2000 and moved west.

Worked for the Slatter-Rillman clinic until 2003 in personnel.  Then started

at Valley General in December of 2003 - I’m good with resume stats, aren’t I?”

	Christy goes pale and her eyes roll upward and she makes strange

gagging sounds. She is stunningly beautiful in her suffering.

	Galwell tugs relentlessly on her guts pulling them slowly toward her asshole, feeling the tissues begin to rip inside, smiling as the bitch farts up blood around

his invading arm and pisses herself.

	“Her mother is Rosana Martinez and her father Alberto Blanco, both

residing still in New York City.  She has two lovely sisters, whom I’d like to get my hands on - and in - by the way - Sandra and Mayelin. And she also has two lovely male children, Jimmy and Tito. She divorced her husband last year because, as I understand, he was looking for a bit of extra action on the side.  That’s from my own private research.  Not the kind of shit you’d find in a resume.”

	Now Galwell had to tug harder, he was meeting some resistance as

the mass of intestinal gop clogged up inside Christy’s bleeding anus and her

colon began to rip downward.

	“But I would think Rick really left Christy here because she’s a bitch - like most women. And like most women there’s nothing valuable inside - nothing really worthwhile - only this...”

	Galwell now yanked Christy Blanco’s guts out of her through her asshole

and continued to pull. Blood, gas and shit sputtered from the woman’s slimy

anus.  Squirts of urine shot out on to the table and floor.

	“Yeahh!” Steve shouted.

	“Shit,” Galwell spat. “That’s all there is. That’s all pretty little Christy is inside. Just stinking putrid PIG-shit!”

	He continued to pull on the strand of intestines as faeces squirted from

the suffering woman.

	“I wanna piss in her mouth,” Lou growled.

	Christy’s bloody lips quivered.  She hadn’t closed them since her tongue

had been ripped in half.  

	“Go for it,” Galwell urged. “She’s nothing but a useless toilet anyway. Like

any other bitch...”

	Puke, slobber and blood trickled from Christy’s mouth.  Her eyes were all bloodshot.  Her body spasmed rigidly and she farted loudly as more

of the gut-strand was pulled out her rear.

	“Whoa!” Galwell chuckled. “What a pig. Didn’t anyone teach you manners, girl?”

	Lou stepped closer to the table, raised his cock and shot a steady stream

of piss right into the slaughterslut’s mouth.  The fluid gurgled and bubbled

and gushed from Christy. It spattered her face and eyes and hair.  Intentionally

Lou guided the stream of hot urine all over her pretty face then returned

to her mouth to drain himself.  When he was done he stepped up to her and

slid his monster cock into her mouth opening her to the limit, skull-fucking

her as Galwell continued to slow-gut the bitch.

	When he’d drawn nearly three feet of grayish intestines from Christy

Galwell dropped the meaty mass,  slid the bloody shit-smeared glove off his

arm and unsheathed his knife.

	Following his lead instinctively the other two men also unsheathed their

weapons, Lou now stepping back, pulling his cock from the slaughterslut’s

mouth.

	Galwell’s knife thunked hard into Christy’s flank, just above her hip and

gashed deep.

	“Die, pig!” he growled, drew the knife out and stabbed again.

	Lou stabbed the bitch’s shoulders and arms.  Steve moved around him

to stab her long slender legs and her feet.

	“Slut!”

	“Cow!”

	“Dirtbag!”

	Christy screamed and tried to evade the murderous knifing but the ropes

held her.

	Her mind was already gone.  She imagined herself falling down into

a dark metallic tunnel. As she toppled, jagged spears of steel that lined the shaft

poked into her.  She continued to fall. It was a long spiraling fall.  She saw

her children far away on a big open space, like the parking lot of a stadium.

Tito was sobbing. Jimmy had one hand over his mouth.  Her darkeyed

boys, their hair disheveled, their eyes bruised black... and then she saw her husband driving by in the back of a  police car.  His face too was bruised.  The visions made no sense but she was still falling and the spears gouged deeper and she threw up blood and piss and her guts were being ripped out of her.  Then her mind slipped in and out and she looked up and saw the men stabbing her.

	“Agh!” she cried. “Noogh! Naaaaa! Pleeeze! Ghaaa! No me maten!”

	“Die!” Galwell shouted stabbing into Christy’s ribs.

	Lou gouged out one of the bitch’s eyes.

	It exploded out of her face and drooled on his thigh.

	“Die you miserable spic bitch!”

	Steve sank his blade into the fleshy middle of her thigh and blood squirted out of her pierced artery.

	Across the room Kalisha and Sherry sobbed.

	On the torture bench Jennifer trembled and screamed in unison with her dying companion.

	Finally Christy gave out a whimpering groan and sighed her body quivering

and shaking in a terminal spasm.

	The men continued stabbing now keyed up to a fever pitch, relishing their murderous power.

	When their victim was a bloody hash of cut-wounds they finally turned

and went for the second of the kill sluts who now shrieked in terror as she was

pulled out from the yoke and off the torture bench.

	This kill would be far more slowpaced and cruel.

	

	“Beautiful,” her father had said.

	Jennifer stood after graduation in the university parking lot smiling still in her

cap and gown.

	“You look amazing,” Bill had said. “Just amazing.”

	“And smart too,” she had quipped. “With a real actual college degree.”

	Laughter all around. Digital cameras clicking.





	Now the men make her stand, arms bound, ugly, beaten and bloody,

tongueless, ball-gagged.

	There’s wire lines that dangle from above and they tie her tits to them.

	Looped tight.

	Hurtfully tight.

	They pierce hooks through her nipples and dangle heavy lead weights on them and laugh at her.

	“Get the grill ready,” Galwell says. She knows him even though he’s

hooded. His voice is imprinted in her memory.

	“Pull your skirt up over your ass,” he’d said at the interview.  She had been

stunned and disbelieving.

	“Come on, honey. I don’t have all day. I know you have to pay off that

student loan and you need this fucking job. Pull that skirt high, sweetiepie - yeah -

now your tits, princess...”

	And she had.  She’d shown him all he’d wanted to see and then he’d

taken her to the back room and then the men had used her like so much meat,

packed her in the crate - and now...

	Now they reveled in her destruction.

	That other poor girl, Christy, had been butchered like a pig and Jennifer knew she was about to get the same.





	Jennifer Parks is the kind of girl that some would call heartbreaker, the kind that all the guys fall all over each other for, the kind that gets her way with a smile.

	She’s the kind of girl men stumble and go out of the way to open doors for, or to pick up whatever she may have dropped, or to let her into restaurants that

are booked, or theater functions there are no tickets for.

	Her smile, a flash of freshness and sunlit beauty, is her tool for getting her way, for getting what she wants.

	Her smile is her secret weapon.

	But here her smile means nothing and she’s not smiling now as the smell of hot steel fills the room.

	Steve winds a strand of rope around her neck.

	The ball gag is removed and a steel device is shoved in her mouth forcing her jaws wide.  Her teeth are bared but not in a smile - they are exposed to the gumline,

lips drawn back - it is a grimace of agony.

	A plastic bag is forced down over her head.

	“Choke you stupid shit!”

	They tug on the rope and the bag keeps her from breathing and the weights yank down on her nipples.

	She can’t speak.

	Her stretched mouth fills with blood.

	She coughs and staggers held up by the wires around her paps.

	She looks stupid with her mouth spread so wide. Stupid. Helpless. Useless.

	Heartbreaker no more.

	Smile now an ugly leer.





	It can’t end like this, she thinks - not like this - not in this dark horrible room.

	The smell of Christy’s gutted body mixes with that smell of metal rods

propped up on the gas flame. She whiffs it when the men lift the edge of the

plastic bag and let her breathe. They play with her and taunt her. They

punch her and slam their heels down into her toes.  They put more weights

on her nipples.  She drools blood as they put hooks through her pussylips

and dangle weights from them.

	Her stretched labia dangle between her thighs.

	They slap her jugs and set the weights swinging.

	They tease her with their bloodstained knifes tracing tiny

cuts on her shoulders and distended breastmeat, laughing at her pain.





	She catches a glimpse of the black girl and the child bound to the hospital

bed on the other side of the chamber, knows they will be probably be murdered too.  Galwell said something about a cabin and a chainsaw.  It’s possible that their suffering will be even worse than hers and Christy’s though such a thing is beyond her present ability to fathom

	The bag is squeezed down and trapped under the neck rope and she’s

strangled and choked and knife-cut and all her thoughts fade and her knees sag.





	“Let’s beat the blood out of this pretty little pig.”

	They pull the bag off her face.  Her hair is sticky with sweat.

	“Whgg?” she grunts.

	All three of them have wooden canes studded with tiny steel spikes.

	They close in swinging. 

	Whff! Slsshh! Whpp! 

	The hurt is sharp and hot and she staggers, loses her balance as they

whip her legs and thighs, moving around her. 

	Thudd! Swattt! Sllashh! 

	The ropes hug her arms against her. Clumsily she half hangs by her wired tits and shrieks.  The metal gag falls out of her bleeding mouth.  They whip her stretched boobflesh. They whip her belly. Her blood spatters the floor.  She sees it spatter their chests and arms,  hot red confetti bursts. She gasps and snorts up blood from her torn out nostrils.

	The hooded killers rip-slash at her calves.

	The pain storms through her and squirts of piss wash down the inside of

her thighs.

	She’s going to die!

	Her bowels clench and watery shit bubbles out of her and down her legs.

	She’s going to be ripped apart!

	One by one they step up to her and grab her and work their cocks up her

shit-lubed asshole to fuck her from behind laughing - they grab her by her shoulders, bite the back of her neck, punch her, strangle her by yanking on the neck rope - one fucks her while the other two beat her with the studded canes - they take turns - they go slow with her, take their time, urge each other on - blood trickles down her legs - her feet slip around on the blood shit and piss on the floor.

	“Let’s get ‘er up off her feet.”

	It’s Galwell - monster killer - butcher and destroyer.

	There’s the sound of a pulley over head, a grinding motor and the wires

around her tits draw tighter and tighter as they lift.

	Raised slowly upward by her boobs Jennifer howls at the ceiling and the men pick up the heated steel shafts.





	She kicks her legs and swings there and they begin the slaughter.

	They like to kill this way - a hanging piece of womanmeat - tithung - already bloody - already used up.

	It’s nice.  A nice warmup to what will come later in the woods at Galwell’s cabin.

	She’s nothing to them. Just something to get them off. Not human anymore.

	She’s whorecunt. Slaughterflesh. A hot bloody piece of killmeat.

	Hooded males. Exterminators. Destroyers.

	The sound of the metal shafts slamming into her is grisly and unbearable

and her mind gives away.

	“Rip her stinking cunt out!”

	Hard thunking superheated metal.

	Hissing blood.

	They gash into her guts, lower abdomen - into her stomach and liver - from

behind into her kidneys and lungs - ripping and burning - smoke smouldering from

her lips and nostrils as they stab through her bronchial stem. She breathes smoke.

	They leave her hanging there bleeding and dying and choking trying to inhale.

	Galwell steps up to her, grabs the lead weights and yanks on them tearing

out her nipples and cuntlips.

	Across the dark chamber the child Sherry screams for her momma - a ceaseless repetitive wailing.

	The wire around Jennifer’s left breast is ripping through flesh and she’s sagging down toward that side, that foot nearly touching the floor.

	



	“Let’s cut her up.”

	She looks down.

	They have long silver-bladed machetes.

	She hears the swoosh through the air and the solid meaty thumps as the blades clang into her.

	One of the killers goes down on one knee to cut her foot right off her leg.

	The severed limb is kicked aside.

	The killers pierce, stab, slash and hack at her.

	A slashing slice rips her belly open and her guts spill down her thighs.

	All the toes of the other foot are taken right off with one cut - then that

foot with another harder cut - then that leg below the knee.

	She is now a screaming stump of spilling guts circling, dangling by one

tit as her left breast is ripped off her chest by the suspension wire.

	Galwell steps up to her.

	She looks down into his hooded eyes.

	“Fuck this, Jennifer Parks.”

	He puts the machete to her cunt and drives it up slowly, killingly, into her all the way to the hilt.

	“Fuck it and die.”

	He looks into her eyes as he does it.

	He pushes way up, harder, finally shoving even the black plastic handle of the weapon up into her until it disappears and the men roar triumphantly.

	The other two killers now resume their attack: they whip her ass with their blades tearing strips of meat right out of her, slamming their blades against spinal bone, against pelvis and hip as she fucks Galwell’s long machete which has lodged up past her bladder and gutted intestines and sliced stomach into her diaphragm.

	She fucks it, wanting to die, wanting it all to end, welcomes it deeply,

prays and howls for it and then a cramp of pain shoots through her as her

young torn heart unjustly stops pumping.

	“Ohh shit!” Galwell grunts, jerking off.

	He knows the bitch is dying.

	She feels the hot spatter of his cum on her mutilated legs.

	“Goddamnn! Fffuck! Filthy stinking whoooorrrre! Cut ‘er down and fuck her goddamn it!”

	



	One swing of the machete is all it takes and she falls from her suspension like a bag of shit.



	Galwell’s men prop her up between them, Lou in front and Steve behind. Lou reaches up her bloodfrothed snatch to yank out the machete Galwell has planted there. It takes him a bit of effort to dislodge and draw it from her.  Small chunks of uterus, bladder and intestinal tissue are eviscerated from once sweet-faced graduating, digitally photographed Jennifer Parks as the machete withdraws, slicing on the way out as much as it did on the way in, her clitoral hood halved and peel-ripped.  Smiling darkly the bald tattooed sadist tosses the bloody weapon aside, scootches up to his luckless victim and gouges into her cuntwound with his massive cock staff. He likes to fuck bloodgashed dying cunt. Steve is already deep up her asshole. Between the two men they doubleteam the mutilated slaughterwhore, smeared in her blood, tissue and viscera -  They fuck her eagerly and savagely moving inexorably toward heatedly spuming orgasms



	She’s almost gone but aware of the final rape - aware of Galwell standing over her and watching, draining his balls in her face - her eyes still see...

and she’s still fading when all three of them stand over her and train their

pissing cocks on her mangled body.



	Hot slick yellow rain.



	One of her arms, cut free by the machete strokes comes up off the floor,

one pretty undamaged hand reaching, fingers extended as if to

implore, or pray, or reach for what is left of life.



	That lightbulb dangling - a sun?

	

	Her father smiling.

	

	“Beautiful...”



	Jennifer Parks’ graduation day fades to black.



	Galwell trains his stream of urine on the young female’s hand until his bladder empties.  The upraised arm quivers and then the slaughterslut gives out a gasping and most unladylike croak - lifelessly the well-manicured limb plummets down, splashes up blood, quivers one last time and lies palm up on the warehouse floor.





























































5.





	Cori remembers.



	Her mind sluggish and drugged floats in timeless space, her tattooed pregnant body suspended in darkness.

	There are points of reference that come and go (a  cute redhead girl with braces on her teeth in a white dress) but Cori’s interminably drawn-out suffering is too much for her and she slips away.

	So much pain, so much of it - an ocean in which she drowns repeatedly, days

turning into weeks, weeks into months.

	She grows bigger and fatter with child.

	Master - her God - has had her placed nude on top of a black steel cylinder, something that resembles an oil drum. Lou and Steve raised her on to it between them and secured her there after the climactic day in the yard outside the cabin and the slaughter in the woods - the storm-tossed day her memory keeps going back to. 

	That day and all that preceeded it - like a tape on a loop playing endlessly in her mind.

	The barrel-like platform rests on top of a wooden pedestal, cradled atop two bracing clamps, one in front and one in back, that keep it from rolling.  It is mounted atop a large empty wooden crate in the center of a small empty room with black walls. The young pregnant teen’s ankles are strapped to leather cuffs bolted on the barrel’s sides.  Her arms dangle from steel manacles on suspension chains and are numb and lifeless most of the time.  A steel ball-gag mounted on a harness has been pushed into her lips and strapped tight around her head.

	There is no light in the room for most of the time.

	It is a black sound-less box.

	What I deserve - where I belong -

	Now and then a single fluorescent light overhead buzzes. Harsh white light

blinds Cori. A young girl comes and releases her wrists and rubs her arms.

The girl has kind eyes and beautiful hands, long fire-engine red fingernails - and silvery orthodontal braces. Cori thinks she is maybe thirteen - fourteen at the most - probably not even in high school yet. Cori remembers other hands,  Mistress’ hands bringing and retrieving food trays for Cori during her stay in the cell-room at the rear of the cabin - before (a lifetime ago).  The girl says nothing but looks compassionately into Cori’s eyes.  She has long dark red hair bound in a pony tail and she wears a short white v-neck cotton dress which the hem of which stops at the middle of her tanned thighs. (Redhead girl in a white dress.) She is always barefoot and there are steel slave cuffs around her ankles and wrists.  Now and then, when she musters sufficient presence of mind, Cori sees bruises on the young redhead’s arms, legs and face - sometimes welts.  Every now and then the girl reaches into a side pocket in her one piece dress and takes out a cinnammon candy wrapped in plastic. (Cori moans expectantly) The girl pulls the steel ball strapped to Cori’s mouth from her lips loosening the harness straps so that the spit-soaked sphere dangles down off the blonde teen’s chin - then the red-headed servant unwraps the white red-striped disk-shaped candy and feeds it to the pregnant captive, smiling mercifully.  Cori wonders if the girl doing this without Master knowing - or if it is all part of his depraved plan. (But oh God the candy is so sweet!) 	

	Cori doesn’t know exactly where this place is, the place where she hangs on chains and straddles the cylinder.  This might be the barn, or another room

in the house, or a smaller chamber in the MEDCOM warehouse.

	Or maybe she has died and this is what happens afterward.

	Tubes run into her body, IV lines.  Electrodes are attached to her chest and legs.  Cori is nourished by the tubes and the wastes of her body are drained away in them into containers which the red-headed girl takes away and replaces.  Dildo-prods mounted on the top of the barrel gouge into Cori’s cunt and anus and discharge pummeling bursts of electrical energy intermittently and unpredictably.  Plastic suction cylinders draw milk from her lactating breasts hurtfully at random intervals, the pregnant teen caught always by surprise, sometimes awakened from her tumbling daze, by the sudden clamping force exerted on her boobs. A pump whirrs inside the cylinder underneath her and sharp tugging pain punishes her aching nipples.  Nozzles on the heads of the dildos sometimes shoot hot salty water into her.  Showerhead nozzles in the walls sometimes shoot scalding hot jets at her from all directions - sometimes freezing sprays.

	Cori is kept in a constant imbalanced state of anticipation, drugged sleep

and mind-breaking anguish.

	(Interrupted by those bright tastes of mint and cinammon - small instants of

human kindness interrupting her cylinder-straddling torture.)

	The blonde pregnant teen grows fatter and bigger with child. Fat, big, heavy.

	Her bruises, cuts, wounds, heal slowly, scab and itch terribly.

	She longs as always for Master, for his glaring dark eyes and his fathomless sadistic cruelty - her longing now avid and intense, totally irrational.  The memory

of him poised in a killing stance, silouhetted in the sudden sunglare as rain drizzled

into the ground, his knife blade gleaming with childblood, a blonde angel named Sherry bleating, belly-gouged - that memory often assails her in the dark room. And there are other memories, harder to accept but undeniable, of deep dark woods and a stucco house - of pictures - little girl pictures in frames on a white wall.

	She knows this endless punishment of her mind and body is pleasing to Master. Knowing that - that she is pleasing him - is the only thing that keeps her mind from utter desintegration.

	He has her literally over a barrel - where he wants her - where she needs to be - where she belongs.

	And she has the memories of a night of slaughter and of that last stormy day outside the cabin - a day of frenzied destruction and womandeath.

	And she remembers - her cunt throbbing, steel-gagged mouth drooling.

	Sometimes the memories make her trapped hands reach, fingers extended - white fluttering doves in the black-box darkness.



						~	





	

	“Piece-of-shit hoochie whores,” Master sneered, a cruel smile playing on

his thin lips.



	He stood in the yard in front of the barn naked, godlike, the leather band with the gun holster and knife sheath around his trim waist.

	Lou and Steve flanked him.  Both men, the tall Aryan blonde and the shorter

bald man with tattooed arms gripped black single-tail whips.

	Seven females knelt, all in a single row, in the dirt before the male killers: the two captive teens, Cori and her high school friend Carolyn; Kalisha, the brown-skinned negress; the four children, Sherry, Carolyn’s gift to Galwell, and Carmen, Lena and Tracey, Master’s daughters.

	Mistress stood in the doorway of the barn behind the kneeling captives.

	A whispery rain had begun to fall from a graying late afternoon sky and a restless storm wind tossed the rustling trees and fluttered through the disheveled manes of the kneeling females.  The pond rippled as the wind caressed

its surface, a chalky reflection of the steely sky.

	The girl captives all bore the marks - welts, bruises and cuts, of brutal punishment - Sherry, Kalisha and Carolyn worse than the others. All of them looked at the ground as the raindrops pelted the dirt around them, some of them sniffling audibly.  They knelt like penitents, worshippers bowing before a high priest at the prelude to a sacred ritual.

	Mistress smiled wanly one hand restlessly moving against her quivering

cunt.  She was naked now except for the black hood over her head, the

black slave collar and the slave cuffs on her wrists.

	Just after she’d finished shitting all over Cori earlier she’d stood watching the three girl-children pushing their faces into the pregnant teen’s rod-caned pussy.

Carolyn lay on the ground crying softly and bleeding. Then the phone on the barn wall had beeped.  Galwell had informed her from his cell that he was turning off the main road.  Tense with excitement, Mistress ordered Cori, Carolyn and Master’s three daughters outside and told them to kneel in the dirt. She’d washed the shit

and piss off Cori with the garden hose and removed the hooklines knotted to

the blonde teen’s toes.  

	“Keep your eyes on the ground in front of you,” she told the girls.  “That’s the way he likes it.”

	After the van pulled into the gravel roadway by the cabin she’d watched

Lou and Steve bring the two beaten captives, the black girl and the blonde

child, out through the rear cargo doors. The two men had stripped naked and made their helpless captives kneel on the ground along with the others.

	Mistress hoped Galwell would allow her to be involved in the slaughter - both victims were exquisite.

	She now watched Galwell step up to Carolyn.

	Gently the tall sadist cupped the kneeling blonde teen’s chin in one hand to tilt her head back and look down into her face.

	“Hello, bitch,” he said softly. “Open your mouth wide for me.”

	Tiny raidrops pelted her forehead and eyes. She trembled.  His voice moved through her and made her heart flutter.

	He liked the way her tits looked, nipples gashed out - slashed lotus blossoms.

	He liked the cuts on her legs and the whip welts all over her.

	Mistress had done a superb job.

	He leaned forward, hawked up a gob and spit it in her mouth surprising her.

	She made a gagging face.

	“Swallow it,” he ordered calmly, still cupping her chin.

	She complied, wincing, eyes tear-filled.

	“I hope you have some good news,” he said.

	Carolyn nodded slightly.

	“Yes, sir - I do.”

	Galwell glanced at Cori who knelt shivering next to her friend.

	“Tell me,” he said.

	“It is a girl,” Carolyn confirmed.

	Cori bit her lip and tried to contain herself.  She wanted to throw herself at Master’s feet.  Her steel-caned pussy ached for him.

	A girl - for you Master - My gift to you!

	“Excellent,” Galwell said unemotionally. “That’s definitely good news. And by the way - the little one you brought me is most pleasing.”

	“I’m glad, Master.”

	“I’m going to enjoy destroying her little body.”

	A few feet away the child Sherry whined softly in response to Galwell’s words.

	“I wanna go home,” she sobbed. “I wanna go home to my momma!”

	“Shut up!” Carmen hissed. 

	She knelt beside the blonde ten year old.

	“You’re not going home. Father’s gonna tear you to pieces.”

	“Father’s going to kill you!” Lena who knelt on the other side of Sherry, whispered meanly. 

	Galwell moved away from Carolyn and toward the kneeling children.  He noted the tinsel snowflake on Carmen’s forehead and approached her first.

	“Kiss daddy’s cock, sweetheart,” he said softly.

	Carmen leaned forward and obeyed pursing her lips and bussing Galwell’s

erect cockhead.  She stole a quick look up at him and smiled.

	When he remained impassive she quickly looked down again.  She’d seen Father like this before.  She knew blood and death were imminent.

	As he stood over Carmen, Galwell glanced up at Mistress acknowledging that he knew and understood her choice.  He was going to miss Carmen, his oldest, but by the same token he knew killing her would be a delicious and unforgettable thrill.  He also knew he needed to work his way up to it and make it an unforgettably climactic moment.  

	He needed to set things in motion.

	“Carmen,” he said, voicing his commands sternly and decisively. “You and

Lena take Kasey to the picnic table over there and hold her down on it.  I want Lou

to whip her and then bust her cherry for good.  Steve - Mistress needs to be taken down a peg. Hang her by her wrists from that tree and flog her bloody then fuck her up the ass.”

	Mistress felt a twinge of disappointment.  Galwell was probably not going

to allow her to assist in the killings this afternoon after all. She was going to be used just like any common whipping girl - for sheer stimulation and excitement - meat for the lash, a hole for cock.   

	“Kalisha,” Galwell continued directing his words at the trembling black woman on her knees, “You will serve Lou with your mouth and hands as he

requires during this task.” He then turned to his two blonde teenage slaves. “Carolyn and Cori you will bring Sherry to me by the pond.”

	It took only a brief moment before all the participants moved quickly to follow Galwell’s commands.  

	Mistress moved slowly and resignedly out to the tree Master had indicated in the yard and she obediently raised her arms to rope lines that dangled from the branch. Steve secured her cuffed wrist-cuffs to the ropes and then stood in front of her. They stared at each other, almost competitively, for a few moments, until Mistress let her eyes drop. The blonde killer then leaned down to grab the hooded bitch’s head and kiss her cruelly. She was much shorter than he and he had to bend down to do it. Mistress opened her mouth wide and savagely kissed back moaning excitedly. Steve pulled back abruptly and swung her around and made her face the barn while he moved behind her and unfurled his lash.  She slowly spread her legs as far apart as she could for him and hung her head submissively waiting for the whipping to begin. The blonde killer enjoyed her willingness and cooperation.  She had a sturdy plump body that was going to provide an excellent target for his long whip.  

	Carmen and Lena grabbed little Kasey and led her to the picnic table lifting the sqeualing child on to it between them and holding her down.  Lou moved toward the children smiling.  He saw the marks on them and knew they had already been whipped - but he knew that what Mistress had done with them was a cake walk compared with what would be coming their way.  Kalisha crawled to the bald agressor and knelt before him as he prepared to begin Kasey’s whipping.  She was numb with terror and quivering.  His tattoed arms and chest were frightening, the message of the words and colorful swirls on his skin inescapable - ‘Girlgrinder’ - ‘Bitchslammer’ - ‘Slutkiller’.

	“Open wide, nigger,” he growled. “And put your fuckin’ hands behind you.”

	 As Kalisha tipped her head back, clasped her hands behind her and opened her mouth he stepped forward to feed her his huge manmeat.  Grabbing

the black girl’s head with one hand he took aim and swung the leather single tail

down across the five year old on the picnic table.  Trapped by her sisters, one on each side,  Carmen and Lena each holding Kasey by one arm and one leg, Kasey received the slashing stroke right on her hairless pussy and screamed at the top of her lungs.

	“Suck me and lick my balls -” the bald man told Kalisha. “And

don’t stop until I fuckin’ tell you to, capish?”

	She nodded quickly her mouth full of him, her eyes tearfilled, fingers interlaced at the small of her back.  Kalisha could not believe the way the other girl children held Kasey down for the terrible punishment.  What sick mind could have turned infants into such savage sadistic beings?  It was hard for her to get her lips around Lou’s horse-sized member but she knew there was no choice for her but to do her best. She knew what he wanted. Images of him and the other two male killers destroying Christy and Jennifer in the warehouse flickered in her mind and sickened her. Kalisha knew that she would be providing stimulation, increasing the killer’s pleasure as he tortured the little girl on the table, inciting his darkest cruelty, but there was nothing else for her, no alternative, no escape. If she refused these brutal murderers she would be butchered on the spot. That was an absolute certainty. 

	Yards away, in the cold shallow water at the edge of the pond where a few months before two other babies had been savagely butchered, Cori and

Carolyn now forced Sherry to her knees.

	“Hold her right there for me,” Galwell said, approaching the ten year old blonde.

	“Carolyn!” the child whined. “Let me go! Why are you doing this? Oww!

You’re hurting my arm!  You told me we were going to the beach!  You told

me we were friends!”

	“Shut up you little shit!” Carolyn hissed angrily. “This’ll be better than the goddamn beach...a lot better.”

	Sherry pleaded with Cori.

	“Please help me! Pleease!? Don’t let them hurt me anymore.”

	Cori felt a rush of predatorial pleasure as she glared down on the struggling

child. The pregnant teen’s whipped feet felt dull and numb under the cold water.

Her whipped cunt throbbed.

 	Sherry’s knees and legs splashed behind her as she tried valiantly but helplessly to pull away from the stronger older girls. Cori thought Carolyn had found Master a beautiful kill-toy.  The whipmarks on the alabaster-skinned child and the dried streams of blood on her inner thighs were proof that the little one had already faced rough treatment probably at the MEDCOM warehouse.

	“You wanna go home to mommy?” Cori asked sneering cruelly, leaning over Sherry. “Huh? Wanna go back to mommy, little girl?”

	“Yess! Yess! Pleease let me go!”

	“You’re not going anywhere - You hear me? You belong to Master now.  Your ass is his.  Just like me and Carolyn and all the rest of us.  All his, you little fuck!”

	Galwell smiled as he watched Cori unleash her pent-up sadism on the ten year old.  The young blonde had been whipped and steel-caned severely, though not

as badly as Carolyn.  Again he thought approvingly of Mistress expert handling.

He was going to enjoy watching the video playback from the barn-cams after

all the shit was over with.

	Now he moved in.

	Sherry stopped splashing and went suddenly quiet as she looked up at Galwell who stepped into the pond, the cold water lapping at his ankles. The sun glimmered down through a space between the storm clouds though it continued to rain.  The child had to peer up at the killer because the brightness blinded her.  She saw him unsheath his knife.



	Cori remembers.  Propped up on the barrel in the dark room she thirsts for his jagged blade. 



	Galwell held the frightened little girl with his eyes as he brought the knife up for her.  He was a looming dark shadow-monster blotting out the sunlight.

	“Kiss it,” he said ominously.

	Behind him the single tail whips cracked loudly on female meat.  Mistress

and Kasey screamed responsively - adult and child screams mixing and echoing

in the rain-soaked woods.

	Sherry obediently craned her head up to buss her lips against Galwell’s weapon.  Until that day she’d been an average American child growing up in

the suburbs - sheltered from the evil in the world.  She’d gone to church every Sunday with her mom and learned to pray to God every night and before every meal.  She’d learned the Our Father and the Hail Mary and she believed in angels and in the world around her that kept her safe.  Rows of family pictures lined

the hallway of her upper middle class home - images of picnics and outings and

family events. Pictures of father and mother and the Catholic church group they

belonged to.

	But now she realized that God had not delivered her from evil - in fact she’d been handed over to it - betrayed by the blonde teenager who promised friendship and adventure and something else Sherry did not quite understand, something that had made her giddy and embarassed and tingly all at the same time.

	Now Galwell put his blade to little Sherry’s chest and sliced a skin-deep

cut between her little nubbies.

	“Owww!” the child screeched. “Don’t!”

	Galwell ignored her and sliced another cut on the child.

	“Mmmmm,” Carolyn moaned.  The sight of blood on Sherry’s pale skin

made her weak. She could smell the child’s blood too, along with the humid

smell of wet earth as the sunshower drizzled quietly around them.

	The teenagers had to hold on tighter to Sherry as Galwell traced a third

and deeper cut right across the screaming child’s nipples.

	“Yeah!” Cori urged. “Do her! Kill the little pig!”

	Galwell stroked himself slowly.

	“Don’t let her get up,” he said, his speech low and pleasure-blurred.

	He aimed the tip of the jagged hunting knife at Sherry and pierced it into her

lower chest, not stabbing too deeply but making the child wail and kick her feet

in the water.  Thin ribbons of flowing blood moved down the ten year old’s

belly and thighs and oozed outward on the muddy surface.

	As Steve’s whip tore into her plump dark-skinned asscheeks Mistress looked

out across the yard to watch Galwell.  He had his back to her and she couldn’t see

Sherry who was dwarfed and hidden by the powerful killer, only the little one’s thighs in the rippling pond.  She could see that the two teenagers on either side of Galwell’s victim had their hands full keeping the child still for the knifing and she could hear Sherry’s piercing screams rising up with her own and with Kasey’s, pure unimpeded expressions of girlpain. Mistress wished she could be there, beside Galwell, a sharp blade in her hand too. As the lash tore into her Mistress felt her cunt heatedly lubricating and she rose up on her toes for Steve, giving him a curvy contoured target to punish.

	Now Galwell stabbed Sherry decisively with indriving thrusts.  He slammed

the sharp blade into the trapped child and gloried in her screaming horror.

	Slaughtering the two bitches in the warehouse earlier had been fun but this was even better.  The younger the victim the deeper his enjoyment.

	“Hold ‘er tight!” he shouted.

	“Cut her little face!” Carolyn gasped. “Cut it master. Cut it. Cut her eyes out! I hate her pretty little eyes!”

	“Don’t worry,” Galwell said. “I’ll get to it.”

	He stabbed now into Sherry’s white belly, putting the whole blade

in her gutsac.

	Cori watched him as he held the blade in Sherry, moved it left to right, then slowly withdrew it. Imposed Hara-Kiri, she thought. She could see the marvel and pleasure in him.  It was obvious that this was Master’s life work, his purpose for being.  Cori felt herself drawn to him, sucked into the dark vortex of his evil.  He was unaware of her eyes. She knew he was lost in concentration on the moment, on the sense of overwhelming godlike power. She wondered if he’d always been like this - from the beginning.  Or had something in his childhood, some terrible personal trauma, made him this way.  Had his sadistic impulses attracted him to medicine, to the cloak of respectability masking the need for power of life and death?  She swept one slash-cut foot against the top of the other one as she held the child for him.

	He’d probably been a hell of a whiz in anatomy, she thought  Must have spent a lot of time on those cold female cadavers...

	 Cori heard the blade pop free of the child’s belly with a wet sigh, followed by Sherry’s gasping grunt.  Blood gurgled up the child’s throat and out her pretty lips. Her fresh belly wound bled profusely down into her hairless pubis, dripping into the pondwater.

	“Beautiful,” Carolyn moaned excitedly, her torn nipples puffy and dark.

	Galwell knew just how to stab the little girl so as not to kill her, so as to

prolong her horrific suffering.  Cori’s thoughts were on target.  Medical school had provided an excellent training ground for the born killer.  He knew what the human

body could take and with long years of experience he’d honed his vicious

skills to perfection.  

	He was dizzy with the need to kill but in full control of himself.  He was going to make this perfect little angel Carolyn had provided suffer pitilessly before

finishing her.  He was gonna take his time. He had slit her insides open, gashing

a deep tear between lower and upper intestines but he had purposefully avoided the

main arteries.  Sherry would be in horrible pain, her torn abdominal muscles

contracting.  Galwell watched her eyes wide and feverish and her mouth yawning

with sobbing cries as she farted wetly and shit bloody faeces into the water.

	“Lift her up between you,” he told Cori and Carolyn. “I want to fuck the little animal.”

	From across the yard Mistress watched the two teenagers lift Sherry.  The child’s belly had been cut open and she was bleeding beautifully, spilling lifejuice like a ruptured wine gourd.  As the sky began to go dark again and the rain intensified slightly and thunder boomed in the distance the hooded woman screeched and kicked one leg up in response to the fiery slashes of the single tail whip around her jerking hips.

	“Ahh! YE-ahh!” she screamed peering back at Steve over her upraised, sweat-glossed shoulder. “Harder, bitch! Come on! Rip me open!”	

	Steve grinned malevolently and put considerable effort into the next

few swings of the lash his upper body pivoting, his free arm outstretched,

fist cleaving the air to counterweigh the effort.  After three cuts he was rewarded

by the sight of tiny blood trails on the hooded brown-skinned woman.  Her black-latex clad head sagged between her arms and she bellowed and stamped her feet

into the muddy ground like an angry cow as raindrops drizzled against her hot body. 

	A few feet away Lou gripped Kalisha’s head holding her to his cock,

pumping himself with her as he whipped Kasey’s muff raw.  Flecks of blood

and dark violet bands already marred the little one’s white flesh.  The cuffs

of her dirty white stockings too were speckled with red spray and she was

screeching and bouncing between her sisters.  Lena and Carmen occasionally

bent down to bite her arms and shoulders and laugh meanly.

	Then the bald agressor yanked Kalisha off his cock. He made her get up off her knees, bent forward to slam the whiphandle up her asshole. Kalisha screamed

with surprise.  The whiptails hung down between her dark thighs.

	“Hey ponygirl,” Lou jeered. “Now you got a tail. Look here, Steve-o. Niggerbitch’s got a tail!”

	Both men laughed. As he ground his prick into Sherry Galwell looked back over his shoulder and smirked. He enjoyed the weird pranks his friends sometimes

engaged in. They were sick motherfuckers.  But he was sicker.

	Lou forced the black woman down to her knees again and half-dragged her to the picnic table on which Kasey was being held.

	He bent down to spit his words into Kalisha’s face.

	“You get your niggermouth between my legs while I fuck her.  Suck my balls and my asshole. Capish? Lick me good.  Get your tongue up me you stupid fucking coon whore.”

	He then swung Kalisha down and slammed her against the side of the picnic table as he swooped in between Carmen and Lena.  Her temple banged the edge of the tabletop leaving her dizzy.

	“Hold ‘er good,” he told the sisters. “Hold ‘er and don’t let go. You both

know what this feels like. She ain’t gonna like it.”

	He put his monstrously endowed organ to Kasey’s small bloodwhipped

slit.

	“She ain’t gonna like it one little bit - but I am.”

	Carmen made a low moaning sound and Lena stared down quietly, her mouth partly open.  They’d both been raped by him years before and many times since and they knew exactly how it felt - like a cannon shell shoved up their tight peepees.

	Kasey never stopped screaming as the big tattooed man slowly worked himself into her.  She banged her head against the picnic table, her lipstick

smeared mouth wide and yodling with pain.  She had just turned five two months before and though she’d seen women and girls getting the kind of treatment she

was now getting she’d never experienced it herself.  Father had allowed her to

be whipped and caned and he’d made her suck cock and let others use her that

way. She’d even been choked and slapped - but what Lou was doing now was taking her several notches beyond her limited experience.  She was being ripped open.

	Kalisha obediently used her tongue on Lou’s balls and asshole.  Still dizzy from the blow to her head she reamed him as he’d ordered her to do, sobbing with terror, pushing her tongue unwillingly into the big man’s odorous rectum, his fat genitals slapping her eyes.  As she half turned to service him she could see the hefty head of his prick bluntly gouging into the child’s bleeding pussyhole and she could hear the screams of the other little girl out on the pond’s edge.  Kalisha felt as though she’d fallen through a hole in the earth right into hell, into some demon’s lair.  This was her last day alive, she was sure of that.  These men were going to use her and finish her as if she were nothing.  She was nothing to them - meat, like the two young women she’d seen them butcher at the warehouse - what was the

word Galwell had used? Pigshit. Yes. Pigshit. That’s all any of their victims were

to them. Useless crap to be wiped and flushed.

	With unplanned synchronicity Galwell slid into Sherry just as Lou entered

his daughter Kasey.  Raping the gut-wounded schoolgirl was heavenly for the killer and he reveled in the sensation of his hard meat pile-driving into the narrow immature vagina.  His two teenage slaves leaned in to french kiss him as he violated

the squirming screaming angel.  Even for him, accustomed to the most depraved

sadistic orgies, this afternoon was special beyond measure - He had much to

look forward to after Sherry’s upcoming demise.  Kalisha, Carmen and then Carolyn - the bloodletting would last well into the stormy night, maybe even into the early hours of dawn.  Because after all that he’d still like to get it on

with little Cori... Yes, little pregnant Cori.  He was looking forward to a nice

one-on-one with his Tavern West teen before he was finished.

	He pushed his fingers into the slice-cut in Sherry’s abdomen and pinched

up a piece of intestines.  As he fucked the little bitch he began to tug her guts out

of her, a bit at a time, to pull long pink-gray viscera trails several inches long only to slice them off with his blade and reach in for more.  Sherry’s vaginal muscles

contracted sweetly against him each time he tugged on her insides.  She kicked

and jitter-danced between Cori and Carolyn and the two teens laughed at her

and spit on her face.  Galwell was additionally pleased by the sight of his two

beaten slaves, specially tit-gouged Carolyn, treating the child with such

calloused hatred. It was as though the two teens had become mere extensions of his own passionate fury.  He was always amazed by the limits well-trained slavemeat

could achieve.  It was almost impossible to believe both of these girls had

once been A students, well behaved young ladies from respectable homes and

families.  He’d turned them into bitch-weasels desperate to please him and themselves in any way he willed.

	He now slid painfully out of Sherry.

	“Get ‘er up high for me,” he told Carolyn and Cori. “Higher. Come on.

Lift her little butt up there...yeah - that’s it - real nice -”

	With a quick downthrusting jab Galwell sunk the knifeblade into the ten year old’s anal aperture.

	Sherry howled. It looked like her head had come unhinged.

	Carolyn and Cori held her legs open, held her up in the air, as their master

carefully twisted the knife into the little girl’s asshole, described a complete circle

inside her, cutting through sphincter and rectal muscles to facilitate his sodomy.

He withdrew the blade and ordered the teens to lower the child to a more propitious

angle then, calmly, he stepped up to her, placed his erect shaft to her mutilated

bunghole and pressed inward.  As he thrust forward a gob of Sherry’s severed

intestinal strands squeezed out through her gashed bellyhole and she coughed up

blood and bile.

	Biting his lip and closing his eyes to relish the sensation, Galwell slowfucked

the dying child up the ass.

	The rain now fell in pelting drops.

	“Let her fall,” Galwell grunted after several inthrusts. “She’s not going anywhere now.”

	He sheathed his knife.

	Carolyn and Cori complied and as their master pulled out of Sherry they

let the ten year old fall.

	With a whimper the child splashed down into the pond.

	She lay right where she’d been dropped, kneeling and bent backward resting on her arms, the water up to her elbows and licking around her hips, the cuts on her chest and belly and the ugly wound in her abdomen leaking sporadically.

	Galwell stepped up to her and put his foot to her shoulder, rested it there momentarily.

	Thunder crackled nearby.  The child looked up at him mindblown.

	Without warning he pressed his leg forward, slammed Sherry back and

down under the muddy surface of the water inching up to step on her and

hold her down.

	Carolyn and Cori stood by silently, up to their ankles in the pond watching

the water bubble around the submerged child’s face.  Sherry’s hair fanned out around her surprised face like a starburst.

	After a few moments Galwell let Sherry come up for air and she did so

sputtering and gasping, her blonde hair smeared over her eyes.

	“Fucking little tramp,” Galwell muttered hatefully under his breath and again pressed his foot down on the child’s upper chest taking her down under the water.

Her little hands rose up in muddy swirls to grab at his leg, at his calf and heel,

helplessly and weakly.

	Again he let her up for breath and again he pushed her under, smiling

as her movements became more erratic and less energized, the bubbling in the water diminishing.

	Then he spoke to his teenage slaves tersely.

	“Enough of this shit. Bring her out.”

	He moved toward the barn, taking in the chaotic scene.

	Lou was pounding most of his massive cock into Kasey while Carmen and Lena urged him on and held the baby down for the brutal rape. Kalisha licked at the brutish bald agressor’s balls, trapped underneath him, the whip still shoved up her

asshole and curled in the dirt between her splayed legs.

	Steve had ceased whipping the hooded woman.  He’d wrapped the lash around her neck and forced himself up her ass from behind, fucking and strangling

the whip-marked bitch rigorously.

	From a crate by the barn’s door Galwell took one of several stacked two-by-fours.  He picked up the hammer and the spikes.

	Moving back outside, standing under the drumming raindrops, his powerful

body slick he ordered Cori and Carolyn to take Sherry to one of the oaks

at the edge of the pond - one from which a rope strand slung over a low

branch dangled.

	The teens dragged the limp child between them, Sherry’s feet trailing

the muddy ground, leaving parallel blood trails, turning over pebbles, picking up dead leaves and pine needles. Galwell followed.  Cori limped as her own cut up

soles scraped against the ground.  Mistress’ rod had wounded the pregnant teen wickedly.

	“Lay her down there,” Galwell ordered.

	They dropped the naked gutslashed ten year old face down between two thick oak roots just below the thick braided hemp rope.

	Galwell sank to one knee beside Sherry, pulled her arms up over her head, and placed the two-by-four over her wrists.

	Carolyn and Cori were both masturbating, whipped beaten bodies wet

and shivering, hair smeared down against their heads and cheeks.

	The two teens knew what was coming.

	Cori’s fingers were drawing tiny blood droplets from the sharp steel rod welts Mistress had inflicted on her cuntlips.

	Galwell raised the hammer high and pounded the first nail spike through the

board and into the child’s arm just below her wrist.

	Sherry’s right leg kicked, her foot splashed up mud - she gave out a thin gurgling cry and her head came up off the ground, her pretty little face splotched with wet dirt.

 	Before she could move her free arm Galwell slammed the second nail through the board and into the child’s tender limb snapping he wristbone in

half and sending the steel spike through her vein.

	“Get ‘er up for me,” Galwell ordered.

	The teen slaves moved in quickly and lifted the child up off her feet so that Galwell could knot the suspension rope to the board.  When he was done they

stepped back and little Sherry hung by her nailed bleeding arms wailing and lost,

twirling slowly. Her hands were quivering unnaturally, tendons cleaved and torn

against the wooden plank.

	“Her face, master,” Cori mumbled. “Her little face -”

	“No need to remind me, bitch.”

	He was already unsheathing the knife.

	Reaching up he slashed quickly across Sherry’s cheeks, cutting each smooth wet slab, twice then three times - then after a moment’s pause a fourth time, hashing the wildly screaming child’s creamy skin.

	Cori moaned and pushed both her hands against her throbbing rod-slashed cunt.

	“Like that, slut?” Galwell asked. “S’that what you wanted.”

	“Yessir.”

	“Well I want more. What do you think?”

	“Mmm - oh God yes -”

	“Her eyes, Master -” Carolyn urged.  She had one hand in her cunt and

one on her torn nipple fingering the ripped skin, drawing fresh blood. “She

has such pretty pretty eyes.”

	“Yes she does,” Galwell said thoughtfully studying the groaning, dying,

arm-hung child. “You’re right about that. She’s such a doll...”

	He reached up and grabbed Sherry’s head suddenly, put his blade to

her right eye and popped through it.  The child tried to turn away but he held her easily and with a quick up-jab he took out her other orb. Blood and ripped eyeball oozed down.

	“Not so pretty anymore,” Galwell said indifferently.

	Reaching up he tweaked up the child’s right ear and cut it clean off to

toss it in the pond.

	Then taking a step back he slammed the knife into the wound in Sherry’s

bellybag and with a stabbing swipe completed the disembowelment of the howling

ten year old.  The remaining mass of Sherry’s intestines and colon slid heavily

out of her and dropped to the ground between the roots of the oak tree.  She

lifted her thighs high like a baton girl leading the town parade.  Her bloody face

swung sightlessly up to the gray sky above the oak’s thick dripping foliage

as if begging for escape.  More of her insides rolled out and Galwell watched

with reptilian fascination, slow stroking himself.  This was the way he most enjoyed killing the little ones, with his knife in their bellies - just as he’d done with Paulie

and Soledad and so many other child victims.  It was his preferred method

for the disposal of babymeat.

	Instinctively Cori and Carolyn dropped to their knees on either side of him

to smear their lips on his long hard meatpole, a hungry kiss with him between them.

	Galwell was close to cumming - real close - but he thought he might be

able to hold out a bit longer even though the two blonde teens were making it

difficult for him..

	He let Cori and Carolyn work him as he watched the life ebb slowly from

the eyeless arm-hung ten year old.

	Sherry’s pretty whip-marked legs were still bent up, tucked under her but gradually her muscles were going slack.  Her little head tipped forward and she puked yellowish vomit streaked with blood down her knife-slashed chest. Hands still quivering, fingers outreaching,  she turned her cut-up head from side to side, spattering blood all over the ground, on the tree trunk and on the naked backs of the kneeling teens.

	“ - ughh -” she grunted breathlessly, with sudden urgency. “Muhhmmiee?

Muhhmmaa - agghh -”

	Sherry’s mother would never know what happened to her lovely blonde

child.  A picture of her would hang along with the others in the hallway until

the house was sold several years later. Before that the house would sit empty through a whole winter, cold walls displaying only pale squares where the pictures had been.  Sherry’s mother would never know how her child had cried out tenderly and terribly for her in the last moment, seconds before her small heart no longer had sufficient pressure to work properly.

	The emotionally broken woman would never know that as Sherry’s last breath rattled in her lungs Carolyn, her daughter’s abductor, orgasmed explosively pressing her cunt against Master’s wet blood-smeared thigh and knee cap, rubbing herself against him, humping like a shameless dogbitch.

	Sherry’s mother would never know that her daughter had been used

for sick depraved pleasure - to incite sadistic passions, to initiate a long

heartless session of womanslaughter. 

	Pretty little Sherry would die horribly and alone, like the brown-haired sisters Brooke and Jennie and the hispanic girl Soledad months before, abandoned and destroyed, like the boy Paulie, dangling from a strong old tree, fodder for Galwell and his sadistic associates and for the females who now, broken and dehumanized, completely belonged to him.





							~





	Kalisha was next.

	Galwell moved toward the barn and picked up another sawed-off two-by-four from the pile.

	He was in high gear now after the killing of the child and the prolonged double cocksucking from Cori and Carolyn.  The two teens had outdone themselves

to please him and he’d come to the edge of orgasm three times.

	Lou took the nigger victim down to the ground for him, yanked the whip out of her asshole and tossed it aside.

	Carmen and Lena stood watching.

	Kasey lay bleeding from both her violated holes on the picnic table. The child sobbed fitfully, shoulders heaving as she sniffled, her little hands pressed against her

thighs, her dirty white-stockinged legs flung open, small feet tilted inward and trembling.

	The rain swept down in cool windy sheets.

	Galwell stood over Kalisha and wacked the pretty black girl brutally across her cunt, thighs and belly with the wood slat, several times and hard, while Lou sat on her boobs and pinned her arms to the ground. Galwell paused for a few seconds then smashed the board across his nigger slaughterslut’s knees. Then, as Kalisha shrieked and kicked frenziedly, Galwell strode around her. She looked up at him, the raindrops pattering her eyes and making her blink, and she saw the hammer in his hand. She watched him go down on one knee beside her, watched him put the nail to her wrist.  She pled with him to stop, shivering, her heels digging into the dirty mud.  He smiled and raised the hammer.  With several powerful blows he drove spiked metal through both her wrists and into the board. Her slender cocoa-hued arms contrasted with the pale plywood and her blood riffed out to the edges of the plank as she wailed hoarsely, eyes shut tightly, her face rain-pelted, her tears of suffering indistinguishable on her already dripping cheeks.

	Cori and Carolyn approached leaning against each other as Lou rose off the

nailed nigger.  The two girls scored with cuts and bruises, Carolyn tit-gouged, were

an appealing sight to the sadistic males.

	Kalisha’s girl’s pink screaming mouth seemed to call out for the group’s attention.

	Carmen and Lena slid down to their knees next to each other, close by the table where Kasey lay whimpering. They watched, fawn like.  The snowflake decal on Carmen’s forehead sparkled, rainwet.

	Mistress, hooded, dazed, suspended, whip-welted swung halfway around as Steve slid out of her asshole and stepped away.  She watched with the others as Galwell lifted his nigger pig on to the pulley line that dangled from the front of the barn, from a winch above the sliding doors in the loft.

	Lightning flashed in the dark sky, reflecting in the pond surface.

	Mistress saw the dead blonde child Galwell had murdered moments before hanging by her arms near the pond, her skin already going pale-gray, and regretted she had not taken part in that kill - such a beautiful little blonde bitch.  Galwell had made that one pay and pay dearly. She knew he enjoyed the innocent blameless ones best, the ones that deserved none of it and could not fight back or even understand.  

	Now Master was going to take down the nigger.  Mistress hoped to be released and allowed a piece of the pretty black woman though the possibility of that happening seemed negligible at best.  She knew Galwell was probably enjoying keeping her out of commission - playing with her.  The hooded dominatrix rubbed her whipped thighs together.  Her body was superheated, uncooled by the rain dripping down her beaten skin in thin rivulets, and her dark face was flushed under the glistening hood, her eyes glittering like a trapped leopard’s.

	Galwell played her so well, Mistress thought.  Played her expertly, now completely ignoring her as he moved toward the suspended negress.

	Kalisha was hauled up on her toes, blood lines pouring down her upraised arms, down her whip-slashed sides, down her bruised thighs, diluted by the sky’s deluge.

	The terrified black woman didn’t know, didn’t believe such pain and terror could be possible. The nails snagged up into the notched joint at her wrist hurtfully,

her weight pinioned on them, her gashed arteries sputtering blood on her face and hair.

	She saw Galwell go to the barn and return with the chainsaw and she pissed

herself and paddled her legs, toes splashing up mud. Senselessly she screamed for help.  Steve and Lou snickered.

	Galwell said nothing. He put the chainsaw down by the barn’s doorway and

went back inside the building.  He returned with three lead pipes studded with

steel spike-hooks on the ends.

	“Come on,” he said to his men as he moved across the yard toward Kalisha. “Let’s tear up this coon dirtbag.”

	“Al-right!” Steve replied.

	Galwell handed one pipe to each killer.  They circled their arm-hung victim.

	Kalisha remembered how they’d gutted and stabbed one blonde victim to death in the warehouse and slashed the other one to pieces with machetes - She’d seen Galwell slaughter the blonde child a few feet away - now her turn had come to feel their sick woman-killing fury and her mind reeled horror-stricken.  Why is this happening to me? She thought to herself.  Why? What have I done?

	Rain cascaded down on all of them, trickling cold into their eyes, blurring

their vision.

	“This is nice,” Lou commented, wiping his face with his hand.

	“Yeah,” Steve added. “Don’t know that we’ve done this shit in the rain before...”

	The three white males closed around the whining black girl.  She looked

from one to the other, shiny wet, whip-striped, upstretched arms bleeding, looked

for pity or mercy where none was to be expected.

	“Ahg - pleease - noo -” she groaned. “Noo - nooo!”

	She didn’t deserve this. It was unthinkable, ungraspable.

	“Let’s take ‘er,”Galwell snarled. “Before she bleeds to death.”

	The killers swung their killing pipes hard.  Metal smacked into black skin.

	Kalisha shrieked and kicked and swung in circles her feet scissoring against the muddy dirt.  She threw her head back and shook it, teeth clenched, flashing

white in her dark face.

	“If you hadn’t shown me your ass,” Galwell told her between blows.

“ - and those filthy tits!” 

	He swung after each phrase, smacking his pipe against the nigger victim’s

bouncing breasts.

	“- You wouldn’t be here, pig - think about that -”

	“- think about it - Fucking nigger pig - dirtbag nigger hoochie pig -”

	Swffff!

	“You wanted the job real bad didn’t you?”

	Whppp!

	She wailed.  Lou struck at her legs, Steve at her asscheeks and back.

	“Didn’t you, nigger?!”

	Whummppp! Smackk! Whhfff!

	“Well too fuckin’ bad -”

	Swwffff!

	“Now you’re little boy’s gonna grow up without a momma.”

	“Yeahh!” Steve growled.  Galwell always researched his special victims thoroughly and knew all sorts of crap he could use on them in these final takedowns.  That was something his friends always enjoyed.  The doc was a real artist when it came to inflicting damage on a dying pigfuck.

	Whmppp! Smmackk!

	The rain kept a steady drone-beat to the rhythm of the crunching blows.

	Kalisha screamed at the stormy sky as her right ankle cracked under Lou’s

metal club.  Steve wacked at her shoulderblades.  Something inside her snapped.  Blood welled up in her throat and spumed from her nostrils.  Galwell crushed and tore at her chunky jugs with the hook on the end of his pipe and then pounded into her ribcage until bone splintered and cracked.

	Galwell’s ugly spiteful words reverberated through her.

	It was her fault this was happening. Completely her fault. It had to be. No other explanation was possible.

	“Break her hips,” the killer growled.

	If only she’d just walked out when he’d asked her to show herself in his office - if only she’d had the moral certainty to do the right thing - now it was too late. She was going to pay the ultimate price for her weakness.

	The men concentrated their punishing attack on Kalisha’s pelvis, slamming their weapons into the swinging victim’s shapely hipbones and lower abdomen, rupturing the suspended female’s insides, making her piss blood and shit herself, dark red-laced faeces streaming down the inside of her thighs.  They gashed her flesh with the hooks on the end of their pipes tearing deep.

	Cori, Carolyn, Master’s three daughters and Mistress still hung by cuffed wrists, watched entranced as the killers destroyed the pretty nigger woman brazenly and methodically.

	For a moment the rain slacked off and as if taking their cue, the men ceased

their brutal attack.

	Kalisha’s broken bleeding body continued to jerk and twitch as though the hook-tipped pipes were still striking and a whiny hissy breath-sucking sound came from her, a sound indicating her mind had been torn from its moorings by her hideous physical and psychological suffering. Her head tilted backward then tipped forward then tilted backward again and her unseeing eyes reflected the gray storm clouds in the dying afternoon sky. Her pretty lips formed a word no one heard because there was no voice left in her.

	“Brad-ley-,” she told the uncaring sky.  She saw him, waiting for her to pick him up, the hours sliding by,  Stella, the girl at the daycare would start wondering where mom was.  Then it would be night and the day-care would call and there would be no answer and the police would look for her.  Would they know to ask at the hospital? Would anyone have any clue about Galwell?  These things came and went in her head, swirled and jumbled, drowned in the dominant chaos of 

suffering.  She imagined her beeping cell phone in her purse not knowing Galwell’s men had taken care to smash it and toss it with all her belongings in a dumpster

miles from the hospital.  The beeping electronic sound filled her and somehow became stabbing points of light that shot into her eyes repeatedly and she tipped

her head forward blinded by it and did not see Galwell approach.

	He put the hooked tip of his bar to her clitoral hood, gently probed it for a few moments, playing with her. 

	Then, mercilessly, he pierced right through it and effortlessly gashed and

tore her sex organ out of her.

	As she screamed at the clouds, face contorted with hideous suffering he

dropped his killing club and unsheathed his jagged-blade knife.

	He grabbed her head by her slick tangled hair and yanked her face up.

	His vicious face was a blur to her, she already fading. She tried to say something but only mumbled inchoately.

	“Filthy nigger cunt,” he said softly, spat on her and then releasing her hair he reached down to grab one of her welted, club-bashed, hook-torn boobs.  The firm bloodsmeared sphere of dark brown meat was a hefty handful.  As her head tipped down again she saw his fingers clutch it firmly, his other hand bringing the blade to it.

	Carolyn and Cori as they watched moved their fingers with irregularly elliptical movements, hypnotically, against their bruised sex slits.  Carmen and Lena crawled closer to get a better perspective of Kalisha’s destruction. Lou and Steve stroked themselves one-handed, still gripping the bloodied pipes in their free hands. 	Tethered by her aching arms Mistress knew she would have no part of this slaughter either and bit her lip, still squeezing her thighs together, wishing both her hands were free so that she could at least pleasure herself.  

	Watching Master kill was an intensely sexual experience for her, almost as fulfilling as participating - but watching from this helpless position was uniquely arousing, triggering her full sadomasochism, taking her to a fever-pitch of need.  Mistress was not sure what would happen after Kalisha’s slaughter - these things were never planned in detail - but the hooded woman hoped to be cut down off the tree and fucked brutally. She needed to feel big cocks pounding into her from every direction - double - triple penetration - she needed it badly.  She knew more of Galwell’s men were scheduled to arrive shortly and she hoped to be savagely gangbanged and made to pleasure the killers , most likely while Galwell took Carmen off into the woods.  Mistress knew he would probably want to have a long slow-paced one-on-one with his young unsuspecting daughter.  She was sure he would take the unsuspecting little one to the small stucco-walled house deep in the woods, the one room structure with tiled walls, trays of surgical instruments and the stainless steel slab like the ones in the morgue at the hospital.   Mistress had only been in the torture house with him once, though she’d been involved in preparing the place several times over the past couple of years for the ritualistic child-slayings - the memory of what had gone down that one magical night was an exquisite one, imprinted forever in her mind.  She had observed his artistry and craft firsthand and up close then, as he’d patiently disassembled a lovely olive-skinned seven year old - Gina - one of his ‘gift’ children.  He’d never invited Mistress to the house in the woods for a ‘session’ again but he had shown her videos he’d made there - gory, gruesome and astoundingly beautiful - and she’d been there, just yesterday, to leave the pictures she’d taken of Carmen posted on the wall as he’d requested...the ‘before’ pictures as he called them.

	Briefly, the rain started up again as Kalisha yowled hoarsely, losing her

left breast to Galwell’s knife.  He tugged the mass of brown-nippled meat

slowly from his hapless victim, ripping it from her chest as he cut patiently all the way around it.

	When he was finished he lifted it to his mouth and took a bite from it tossing

the mutilated orb to the ground as he chewed and ate his nigger victim’s flesh.

	He re-sheathed his knife and moved back to the barn.

	Everyone watched in silence, frozen as the rain stopped again and a last

flicker of sunlight wasted itself over the yard, the pond, the droopy, rain-heavy trees.

	Cori looked at her Master’s eyes. They were expresionless as he fired up the chainsaw with a quick tug, setting the growling motor raging and steaming up mistily in the rain.

	“Time to die, cunt,” Galwell shouted hoarsely over the racket of the heavy tool.

	A thrill shot through Cori and she moaned softly. The anticipation of what she was about to witness made her slightly nauseous and buzzed.

	Beside her Carolyn smiled wanly and gasped.

	The broken black female shook her head, a movement devoid of all energy, and she kicked out clumsily and twirled in slow circles.  Her ebony skin was slash-marked and frosted with raindrops. Where her breast had been removed an ugly red-splotch of torn flesh oozed blood down her belly, down one thigh to her cracked kneecap.  Her skewed busted ankles and knees and hips had swelled darkly and she coughed up bile, her chin sagging against her chest.  Her ripped cunt added to the torrent of scarlet spew trickling down her legs into the muddy ground.

	Galwell sauntered toward her, the screaming saw out in front of him, Kalisha’s gore spotting his chin.

	As he touched the snarling sawtoothed metal to Kalisha’s right leg skin more hot blood exploded and spattered him, speckled the ground in spurting spirals.

	The nigger raised her dying face up to look at Galwell, her lips wide in a silent scream, her eyes disbelieving, amazed.

	As the saw tore through muscle and bone the unhinged leg spun, twisting free, shooting out red party-streamers of gore, spun twice in complete three-hundred-and-sixty degree circles before breaking completely off in a burst of sparks as the blade got to the bone, the severed limb twirling halfway across the yard in the direction of the barn.

	Kalisha was still looking up at her killer and he was staring right back as

he brought the saw to her remaining leg, cutting from the inside of the thigh

outward, ripping through dark-skinned womanmeat with slow determination.

	Going up high on her broken leg, her torn foot arched prettily, the nigger

shuddered and her nailed hands fisted as the saw mangled and gashed its way through, making the tensed limb spin like the other leg had done, spin three, four times, the foot pirouetting in the mud, the men laughing with sinister glee as they

wanked off, the little girls squealing, Cori and Carolyn leaning against each other,

pleasure weak as with a final grinding meat-squelchy sound Kalisha’s leg

flew off her body and thumped against the wall of the barn leaving a violet splatter on the wood.

	Still racing the bloodied chainsaw which he held high, pointed imposingly at the sky, Galwell now blood-bathed and grinning brought his weapon to bear on Kalisha’s middle.

	“Nnaaaaaghhhhhh!” the luckless nigger girl shouted as the spinning teeth ripped into her belly just above her broken left hip.

	“Aww shittt!” Lou growled. His cock was flushed red, gourd thick.  He needed to put it in cuntmeat and he moved toward the child on the table, little Kasey. Her little pubis had already housed him and she would now take him again - why not? - little piglet bitch - he needed to fuck her little brains out.

	Galwell toyed with Kalisha’s mutilated body, not allowing the gashing sawteeth to tear too deeply, but keeping the roaring weapon at bay, allowing the chainsaw to take only small bites of the dying nigger from waist to her armpit, first on one side then the other, tearing blood rips, hash-cuts, thin stripes.

	Steve moved toward Cori and Carolyn and the kneeling teens leaned forward to alternately suck his cock and lick his balls and asshole, dipping down under his

spread thighs, moaning and drawing on him hungrily, holding their hands behind

their backs in complete submission.  Kalisha’s blood as it flew off the sawteeth

speckled the blonde killer’s broad back and firm asscheeks.

	Carmen and Lena crawled over to the table where Kasey lay taking Lou’s

punishing thrusts. The children sat on the ground under the tattooed killer to press their cute faces eagerly to his genitals making him huff and growl like a bull as he stormed and pounded into the sobbing five year old leaning down to put his full weight on her, gripping her by her little arms and holding her flat to the wet

wood.

	Mistress moaned in pent up sexual frustration as the orgy escalated all around her.  She bit her lip as Galwell now allowed the chainsaw to cut deeper into the

legless suspended nigger.  Mistress wished she could be on her knees in front of

him now as he used the terrible tool on the dying victim.  She knew Master’s cock would surge powerfully against the back of her throat and she knew just how to milk him - how to manifest her unquestioning servile love for him that way -

slowly and deliberately increasing his manly pleasure.  She would cup his balls

gently and impale her throat on him, choke on him, swallow him until she could

no longer breathe, until her cunt was like a wad of melting butter between her brown quivering legs. Instead she watched as he now brought the chainsaw again to Kalisha’s ribs and she heard the nasty crackling sound of metal chomping through bone and heard the black woman’s piercing preciously scandalous agony.

	“Ohh Godd,” Mistress moaned softly. “Ohh Godd yesss - yess - yess!”

	With masterful control Galwell brought the saw against Kalisha’s remaining

breast and he allowed the tearing teeth to hack through the middle of the pendulous

mammary, smiling as he mangled his wailing victim’s chest to a frothy pulp.  Patiently he cut some more swipes across her chest, one long one from the base of her neck to her mons, a few quick ones across her armpits, and then he powered down the chainsaw and put it on the ground.

	He wanted to fuck the nigger while she bled to death for him and he moved in quickly, raised his cock up between her thigh-stumps and pushed upward into her.

	“A-ahhh!” he moaned responsively.  She felt all warm and silky and gushy inside. He ran his hands over her cut up flesh gently, exploring the damage the chainsaw had made with eager fingertips.  He traced the big jagged cuts around her mutilated thighs and dug his fingers into the raw bleeding meat around the hacked off bone.

	He leaned over her to whisper in her ear as her arms bled down on his scalp.

	“You’re mine, nigger -” he told her. “All mine... and don’t worry about 

Bradley -”

	Her eyes bulged with horror.

	“I’ll take care of him too - sometime soon...” He smiled as he spoke in slow hushed tones, driving his cock in and out of the bleeding dying female. “We’ll put his little black body up there on the tree - I’ll fuck him until he shits on me...”

	“Nggaaahh!” Kalisha grunted, shaking her head feebly. “Ngga! Pleezze!”

	“Mm- hmm - Then I’ll cut his little balls off him - and feed them to him -”

	Galwell smiled as he destroyed Kalisha with his words and raped her with

his cock. He didn’t know if he would follow through on his threats to his victim.

It might not be practical for him to go chasing after her boy - but he knew she would believe him.  It was something he could torment her with - something

to put in her mind before the final kill.

	“We’ll all fuck him - all of us - and beat him - and break him. It’ll be

fun. We love children here - specially little niggerboys...then we’ll probably kill

him and cook him and eat him.”

	Kalisha sobbed and began to weaken and shudder.

	Nooo - she voiced silently.

	“Whatever’s left of him will go to the animals in the woods - and the flies -

and the worms.”

	He took Kalisha by the throat and spoke forcefully.

	“Look at me, pig!  Don’t die yet - There’s one more thing for you.  I will

do all those things to Bradley and worse - you know I can and you know I will.  But if you tell me you love me I’ll spare him - you hear me?”

	The black woman nodded weakly.

	“Tell me you love me. Tell me you are my meat forever and I’ll let your baby live.”

	He squeezed his fingers into her neck.

	“Pleeze -” she grunted.

	“Tell me.”

	“I - ughh - I l-love you - uhhghh -”

	“You’re my meat forever. Come on. Tell me that. I want your soul, nigger.”

	“My soul belongs to the Lord,” she gasped, her eyes awash with rain and tears.

	“If that is so then Bradley’s is as good as dead.  I will cut him open and play with his guts. The Lord can have your soul. I’ll take your little boy.”

	“Noooo - pleeeze -”

	“Give me your soul and he lives. Say the words.”

	He thrust slowly in and out of her. In and out. Watching her terror and her

death-pain up close - enjoying her for all she could give - beaten broken legless stump of a dying nigger.

	“Tell him slut!” Cori groaned from across the yard, raising her face from

Steve’s arched cockstaff.  “Give yourself to him!”

	Mistress groaned and felt the spark-heat of orgasm rippling inside her.

	Kalisha looked into her killer’s eyes knowing he was waiting for her answer, knowing that the others were hanging on her final words. She felt a painful burning tingling from her severed limbs and her broken body quivered.  She was nothing now but bleeding meat - raw broken bleeding meat - useless niggermeat...

Completely his.  All that was left was for her to accept it if she wanted

Bradley to live.  The idea of her son in the hands of these monsters was too

much for her to bear.

	“ - your m-meat -” she whispered.

	“Again. Say it again. Loudly. Clearly. I want everyone to hear.”

	“I - I’m y-your meat -” then her last word, cadentially.

	“ - forever -”

	“Your soul is mine. Say it. Come on, nigger.”

	Her voice quavered.

	“M-my soul - is - yours -”

	“Good pig,” he snarled sliding out of her and reaching down to pick up the chainsaw. “Now die for my pleasure.”

	He yanked on the starter cord and the saw screamed to life.

	He drew the tool upward from underneath her, right to her plump brown hairless cuntmound.  Metal gnashed into meat with syrupy rending thuds.  Forcing the cutting chain-spikes up her he begain to cut her in half.  As the chainsaw found Kalisha’s young uterus and intestines it stripped them from her and gashed and spat them out in all directions.  Kalisha’s head toppled forward and she watched the saw ripping its way upward toward her chest as  her viscera oozed and spun out of her.  No longer breathing, her heart stuttering and clenching, she raised her eyes to her killer one last time and saw his malevolent grin, realized her destruction was nothing for him but delectable amusement.  Nuggets of meat and blood spewed up her esophagus into her throat and spilled from her lips.  The saw jangled into her spinal column and tore it to pieces popping out behind her and continuing upward.

	“Goddamn!” Lou shouted. His balls tightened up and he felt himself about to cum inside Kasey.  He drew slowly out of the raped child and aimed his prick at the faces of her two angelic siblings on the ground underneath him shooting hot thick spermgobs on them as they squealed and giggled. One milky glop streaked across Carmen’s snowflake decal, the unwitting child’s death-brand, and into her wet hair.  Lou laughed too as the hot orgasm raced through him and before he was done he pushed back up into Kasey’s little rectum to punish the five year old  with a few more violent fuckthrusts.  Kasey sobbed and grimaced - her sisters jeered and giggled.

	Across the yard Steve took one step back to jerk himself off with deliberate

pumping strokes on the waiting faces of Cori and Carolyn who tilted their heads back invitingly, open mouthed,  looking up at him as he shot off on them.  He emptied his balls on the two masochistic slaveteens aiming his big spurting prick at their vacantly-staring eyes.  Though the jism plopped right into their eyeballs stingingly both girls kept looking up at him, slutty mouths wide, moaning and rubbing their cunts with one hand, the other hand still behind their backs, their heads tilting back further, neck muscles straining, rain-soaked hair sticking to their cheeks and shoulders.

	“Piss on us,” Cori croaked weakly. “Come on, Steve. Hose us down.”

	“Filthy fuckpigs,” Steve growled smiling and still aiming his cock at their

trampy faces he let his bladder go, splashing swaths of hot urine over the caked-up

mat of sticky manmess.

	By then Galwell had driven the chainsaw right up to Kalisha’s chest between

the blood patches and maw that had once been beautiful mahogany-hued breasts.  Her dead body jiggled and rattled as he moved the ripping teeth back and forth, back and forth, hacking through lungs and bronchial tubes, diaphragm and broken ribcage, mucous, ligament, muscle and bone exploding from the halved carcass.  The killer drew the chainsaw out of the dead niggerslut’s thorax and put it to her arms slicing her off the two-by-four, her hands left there, nailed on the wood as her ripped up body collapsed to the muddy ground and lay still, spilling innards and fluids.

	Standing over her, the blood-spitting saw still roaring, Galwell touched

the whirring blade-teeth to Kalisha’s throat, her long sexy throat which he

had choked with the garroting rope back in the warehouse leaving dark purple stripe bruises on the cocoa-hued flesh.

	The pretty nigger’s skull danced in the mud, jitter-danced, shook vibrantly as

the chainsaw tore through.  Kalisha’s head spun off her body, cut away,

rolling over a few times, hair-wrapped, before coming to rest next to her amputated leg.

	Gnats, coming out from under the rainsoaked leaves and grassblades

drifted out in the storm’s lull, drawn by the hot meaty stench, alighting in Kalisha’s open eyes, on her parted lips and in her mouth - on the ugly stump wound of her neck and legless headless, armless bodystump - on the hacked-off legs.

	Galwell shut off the chainsaw and put it down near the barn doorway.

	Suddenly the rain started up again.

	Kalisha’s hands, nailed to the two-by-four dangled from the winch describing

lazy circles and dripping blue-black blood. The gnats swirled around the extended

well-manicured fingers. One limb twitched - a flicker of senseless movement before

final stillness. 

	“Fuck me - fuck me - fuck me - fuck me -” Mistress kept saying over and over and over.  She looked up at Kalisha’s severed hands wanting them in her cuntslit, imagining the twitching fingers against her clit.

	Galwell walked over to the hooded whip-slashed woman hanging from the tree. He was covered in nigger blood.

	“Fuck me - fuck me - fuck me -” his dark-skinned slave chanted. Under the hood her eyes were fluttering, half-closed. She was in a daze - starved for him.

	Wordlessly and calmly he lifted her bullwhipped legs on to his shoulders and slid deep into her waiting cunt.

	After a few brutal thrusts she came groaning and hissing and he orgasmed silently inside her, his teeth clamped on her upraised shoulder 

	“I’m taking Carmen and Cori to the killing house,” he grunted as he slid out of her moments later.

	She nodded. His cum leaked down the insides of her whipped thighs. She needed more but did not ask for it.  She knew more would be coming soon, regardless.

	“Aaron and Cal should be here shortly,” he told her as if reading her thoughts.  Steve and Lou had drifted over and they stood watching.

	“They’ll be bringing more slaughter cunt for us. But I want all the guys to use you up good first. Steve? Lou?”

	“Yeah, doc,” Steve grunted.

	“Make sure you use this pig up while I’m gone. Fuck the goddamn shit out of her and Carolyn. I want them both cumsoaked. Drowned in cum.  Make them fuck each other. Shit and piss on each other - whatever you like - take lots of video - You know the routine. You know what I like.”

	“You got it,” Lou said.

	Mistress’ heart raced and her breath quickened.

	“If you need to, beat the teenager to a fucking pulp - but not this pig. This one’s only fuckmeat.  Use up the whores Aaron and Cal are bringing - that’s what they’re for - don’t kill the teenager.  We’ll take her down when I get back.  I want that to be special. Fucking hoochie shit... We’ll do something real nice with her.”

	“Guess little Carmen’s won’t be coming back,” Lou remarked.  He knew what the snowflake decal on the child’s forehead meant.  So did Steve.  

	“You know it. Gotta practice my surgical skills sometime. Cori’s gonna play nurse.”

	Lou chuckled.

	Galwell glanced into Mistress’ eyes grinning.

	“You know what that’s like, don’t you?”

	“Yes, sir,” Mistress muttered hanging her head.

	Playing nurse - helping the doctor operate - she would never be able to erase

it from her mind.

	“I bet you wish I was taking you along and not Cori.”

	Mistress looked up at him silently. He’d been playing her, just as she’d thought.  He knew her so well.

	“Yes, sir,” she replied. “You know I wish for that more than anything.”

	“Tough shit, cunt,” he told her coldly. “Maybe on the next one... if you’re still around...”

	Mistress hung her head again as he walked away.

	He was being cruel with her but his words meant at least one thing for certain - this night would not be her last. This one’s fuckmeat, he’d said. That’s what she was alright. She could handle that. She could definitely handle that.

	Lou reached up to release her from the wrist cuffs.

	She loved his tattooed arms and his mean face and the stink of him.

	She slid to her knees in front of the two woman-killers.

	Their cocks were already stiffening and swelling for her.

	By the time Galwell led Cori and Carmen into the woods Mistress had Lou and Steve hard and ready for more, their shafts coated with her spit, slick and hot

against her tongue, their balls swollen in her teasing fingers.

	The rain fell steadily.

	It was going to be a long sweet night of cunt-slaughter.



	

							~



	

	Cori remembers.

	Straddling the barrel, suffering in the darkness, alone, big-bellied, her cunt and asshole filled, memories race through her.



	The rain.

	The forest.



	Galwell walks behind them.

	“Where are we going, daddy?” Carmen asks.

	There are quiet rustling sounds from the trees - some small animal rushing away into the thicket of ferns.

	The woods are wet, thickly dripping - moistly dark as night approaches.

	Galwell has a heavy police flashlight and he shines it on the narrow path ahead.

	The pregnant teen concentrates on keeping her balance as her bare cut-up feet press into slippery grass and muddy stones.

	“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Galwell tells the child.

	I bet, Cori thinks to herself.  Maybe he’s got a surprise for both of us.

	Behind them the lights of the cabin and the barn disappear. Cori wonders if she will see Carolyn again, or Mistress.  Maybe she and the child will be butchered

out here, deep in the dank embrace of trees, shrubs, grass and mud.

	After a while another light is visible ahead and the small stucco house comes into view at the end of the path.  It is surrounded by tall trees, shrouded in branches

and vines, windowless.

	“What’s in there, daddy?” Carmen pipes up, her voice warbly.  “Are we taking Cori in there to torture her and kill her?”

	“You’ll see.”

	“I’ve never been here. You’ve never shown me this place.”

	“Only special guests come here with me.”

	“Am I special, daddy?”

	“Yes, sweetie.”

	“Does the snowflake make me special? Mistress said it did.”

	“That’s right, honey. It does. You’re very smart.  Isn’t she smart, Cori?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“But you’re smarter than she is, aren’t you?”

	“I don’t know, sir - I’m - older.”

	“That’s very true. Older girls are usually smarter than younger ones. What do you think, Carmen? Do you think Cori is smarter than you?”

	“I - guess so.”

	By then they’ve gotten to the doorway of the stucco house and they stand under the harsh floodlight which hangs above the plain wooden door. The doorway is sheltered under a bit of roofing and the light projects from the edge of that overhang.  The house is mounted on four corner stones and two concrete steps lead up to the door.

	Cori sees the rain streak like silver through the cone of the electric glow above them.

	“Don’t guess,” Galwell says turning Carmen to face him.  “Is Cori smarter than you?”

	He switches the flashlight off and holds it in his hand.  A dragonfly twitters through the drizzling hail bumping noisily against the floodlamp.

	“I don’t know, daddy.”

	Galwell looks at his daughter’s innocent up-raised face and says nothing. Then without warning he swings the heavy flashlight hard across Carmen’s head as she stands in front of him.

	Cori raises her hand to her lips in surprise as the child gives out a sharp cry, keels over and falls to the ground, blood oozing from her scalp above her ear.

	“Get up,” Galwell says. “Get up for me, you stupid little tramp.”

	“Yes, daddy,” Carmen groans sobbing, getting up on hands and knees and then staggering to her feet.

	“I asked you a question.”

	“She is smarter than me, daddy,” Carmen blurts.

	Galwell swings the flashlight again, harder.

	The lound thunk shocks Cori.  Surely he’s cracked the child’s head.

	“Get up,” Galwell repeats monotonously.

	“Mmrggghh,” Carmen garbles weakly into the ground. This time the child reaches for a nearby tree trunk and hauls herself up.  Blood drips down from

her rain-soaked hairline to her jaw and on to her shoulder.

	“You’re right, sweetie. Cori is smarter than you and she’s also pregnant,” Master tells his ten year old daughter as he cradles the police flashlight in one hand, tapping it against his palm. “That makes her more valuable and useful to me than you and that’s why it’s you that’s going to die here tonight and not her.”

	Carmen leans against the tree in stunned dizzy silence.

	“B-but I’m special!” she groans suddenly. “Mistress said I was special.”

	“Open that door, Cori,” Galwell says, still hovering over his daughter considering another head slam with the flashlight. “Let’s take my little pumpkin inside and find out just how fucking special she is.”

	As Cori climbs the steps, turns the knob and pushes the squeaking wooden door open the lights inside the stucco house go on automatically.

	Behind her Galwell grabs Carmen by one arm, leans down, kicks her legs apart, and pushes the flashlight’s thick cold shaft up into her tight asshole. After he puts most of it up the whimpering ten year old he yanks on her leading her toward the doorway.

	“Sometimes it’s what’s inside that makes people special, sweetie,” Galwell

tells the bleeding impaled child.  “And we’re gonna find out what it is you’ve got inside of you - besides that goddamn flashlight right now - to see if you’re really special.  I’ve already looked inside another girl today and I didn’t find anything

special there...”

	The aluminum autopsy table gleams, clean hinged metal under a large halo-like surgical lamp.  Cori is almost blinded by the brightness inside the one-room house.  It sparkles off the steel instruments on the trays atop the wheeled metal tables, white and antiseptically bright.  So much white.  Gloss enamel walls.  But one wall is covered with pictures.  As Cori steps into the house, her bare wet feet on the cold concrete floor, she can see the pictures clearer, the little girls, smiling brightly or playfully - naked little girls posed for the camera’s voyeruristic benefit.  Beautiful healthy little girls, reclining on the ground or on gray boulders, or in the woods by a stream, or on the sand at a deserted stretch of beach.  In some of the pictures Cori recognizes the grounds near the cabin - the barn, the pond, the driveway, the oak

trees.

	Behind her Galwell enters, killer master, leading his daughter Carmen by one arm, the child crying, bleeding from her bashed scalp, following meekly and clumsily, the flared end of the flashlight visible between her thighs.

	There are twelve frames on the wall of pictures and within each frame next

to the posed shots, naked little girls enticing in their fresh innocence and immature

femininity, in their playful unplanneds seductiveness, there are other shots of the same girls, grisly images, made right here in this room by an overhead stationary camera.  Cori looks up to see it mounted on the ceiling focused on the autopsy table, a cable leading from it to the wall and down to a computer terminal on a small metal table. The same little girls captured in the outdoor images are shown bound to the steel table and in progressive stages of dissection - living dissection - Galwell’s head and arms sometimes caught in the frame.

	“My private collection,” Master tells her as he closes and locks the door behind him. He leads Carmen to the autopsy table, lifts her effortlessly on to it,

urges her to lie back and straps her wrists into manacles on either side of the

table’s surface, above her head.

	“My daughters - my ‘special’ babies - my gift children. I’ve built a nice little gallery over the past few years. And now Carmen’s gonna be part of it.”

	“Please, daddy - don’t kill me.”

	“Shh, sweetie.  Just relax.  It won’t be as bad as you think...then again, it might be a lot worse..”

	Cori looks at the last frame and sees the posed pictures of Carmen.

	The ravishing child kneels, a vista of mountains and blue dusk sky dotted with clouds spread behind her.  Like some of the other children on the wall Carmen

is presented with some frivolous articles of clothing, not to cover her but

to increase the seductivity quotient - a bright blue garter belt attached to nothing

around her slender waist - a silk wrap, aqua with white floral patterns and white

tassles, held over her head by one upstretched arm - her hair in lovely spiraling

curls.  Her naked skin is richly tanned, though her chest and pubic area and feet,

as well as the insides of her arms, are innocently paler.  Her expression displays a sexuality well beyond her years, a precocious lust that betrays her upbringing under Galwell’s depraved guardianship.

	“I promise I’ll be good,” the child whimpers pitifully.

	“Of course you will. You’ll be real good. Good and dead.”

	A second picture shows Carmen lying on her belly on top of a boulder with the same backdrop of sky and mountains, now slightly darker. The wrap is gone.  Her legs are bent back, feet over her butt.  In this shot it is evident that the child is wearing makeup - blue eyeshadow and dark red lipstick.  One pretty hand is reaching out on the rock surface for balance and the flash of the camera sparkles in her brown pupils.

	“Carmen is gonna be number twelve,” Master tells Cori. “Maybe your baby will be number thirteen - but that’s a few years away...I like to take ‘em when they’re nine or ten.  They’re just perfect then, you know? Real sweet and not yet grown up. I’ll take Lena and Kasey too, way before I take yours. But they won’t die here. Not here. This is - special.”

	Cori continues to look at the pictures on the wall.  A blonde child is

screaming as a hand bearing a scalpel, Galwell’s hand, draws a thin cut down her middle. The pregnant teenager’s eyes are drawn back to the pornographic images of Carmen.

	The child sits on the rock, her knees drawn up to her chest, her bald pussy

visible between her thighs, a whorish smile on her face.

	“Did you fuck her before you took these?” Cori asks.

	“I didn’t take the pictures. I never take the pictures. Not the ‘before’ ones.  As far as fucking her - I’ve lost track about when and where.  I’ve probably had her hundreds of times since she was two.”

	Cori hears Galwell preparing the instruments behind her, wheeling a tray into position.  She hears Carmen sniffling.  The teenager’s hand strays down to

her whipped pussy as she catches glimpses of the other photographs on the wall - the ones on the right of each frame - opened bellies, peeled back meat flaps, cut-out organs - but her attention reverts to the latest victim, present in the room behind her, not just color-coded glossy paper on the frame in the wall but living flesh, blood and bone prepped and primed for destruction.

	Smiling broadly at the camera, face down on the boulder, one lovely

leg raised back, upward at the sky, the other one stretched against the

rough surface, one arm languidly reaching out, hand palm-up, Carmen poses.

The pictures were clearly taken recently, maybe only days ago. Carmen wonders who took them. Who told the child how to move and angle her little body - to smile and beckon so sensually, so fetchingly?

	Cori realizes suddenly:  the snowflake decal on the child’s forehead.  What else could it be but a sign to indicate a ‘final’ choice?  The outdoor pictures of Carmen are probably as recent as yesterday.  There are probably pictures of Kasey and Lena as well but they have not made it to this display.  These are Master’s special babies, his ‘private collection’ as he’s told her - the chosen few - the pick of the litter - the cream of the crop.  

	The pregnant teenager visualizes the cruel leather-hooded Mistress standing over the child with the camera, telling Carmen how to pose, knowing all along what will happen to her in the end - Mistress - the final arbiter of destruction.

	...but I’m special, Carmen had wailed in the rain outside.

	Special in this context was probably not a desirable quality.

	Mistress was probably out here earlier in the day, before Cori and Carolyn met her in the barn, to post the twelfth frame - to pin up the ‘before’ pictures on the left of the frame which will be followed on the right by the ‘after’ pictures - that ‘special’ session now about to begin - those images as yet unformed.

	Hungrily Cori’s eyes consume the remaining poses - Carmen leaning on her elbows, legs cocked and spread open revealing her lovely fuckable cuntlet; Carmen

resting on her shoulderblades, legs still wide, feet arched,  her middle up off

the boulder; Carmen on her side, leaning on one arm, holding one leg up high,

fingers gripping her heel, her sweet vulva splendidly displayed in the flashing

strobe of the camera, her childish smile probed by the harsh flare of light,

her eyes slitted.  The other pictures of Master’s slaughter-children swirl around Cori’s frame of vision, blood-sliced angels, a cacophany of terror and suffering.

	“C’mere, slut,” Master calls.

	Cori responds almost robotically, turning from the wall and moving across the room.

	“Daddy,” Cori says looking up at them. “Don’t kill me. Kill her. Her and not me, daddy.”

	“Be still. The decision’s already been made.”

	Cori licks her lips.  Bound to the autopsy table by arms pinned wide apart the child looks glorious in her helplessness.

	“B-but - Mistress took my picture for you - she put the snowflake on me and - and she told me I’m - special.”

	“Carmen - I don’t want to have to gag you.”

	“Y-yes, daddy.”

	“Be a good girl. Daddy’s hurt you before and you know how it pleases daddy to cause you pain.  Daddy’s taught you to love pain.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Now you’re going to take what Daddy’s got to give.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Every last fucking bit of it.”

	Carmen began to cry, trying vainly to stop the tears.

	“Yes, daddy - do whatever you want with me. Hurt me. That’s why I’m here. That’s all I’m good for.”

	Carmen’s heartfelt submission sends shivers of pleasure through Cori.  The teenager watches as Galwell moves toward the child.  She notices that the platform Carmen’s on is hinged at the middle and she sees Master fold the steel supports under it making the autopsy table half its length.  Then she sees him raise each of Carmen’s legs to steel cuffs that dangle from strands of chain attached to the ceiling over the table. The child’s thin legs, still bearing the marks of Mistress’ whip

and the steel rods with which Cori and Carolyn returned her cruelty tit for tat in the barn that afternoon, are tautly stretched upward, bruised skin wet, feet wiggling, trapped. Carmen’s chunky little thighs are spread wide open, her brown muffmeat presented perfectly for penetration.

	Master unbuckles the leather strap on which his knife and gun are mounted, drops it on the floor by the doorway.

	He glares at Carmen and points at the floor in front of the table.

	“Over here - on your knees. I’m gonna fuck this little whore while I cut her and I want you to use your filthy tongue on me while I do it.”



	Slack-jawed, open mouthed Cori slides down in front of him, belly swollen, whipmarked teenage slut, footsoles crosshatched with rod-slashes, caked with mud and dead leaves and grass - tattoed tits glistening - Too bad she no longer has the

chrome stud through her tongue to please Master.  She wonders what has become of it and reminds herself to ask him for it - but not now - now things are moving too quickly and his sadism demands respectful silence.

	“Agh,” she grunts hungrily as he slides his prick past her lips.

	She drools down her chin, slips her tongue under his shaft, eases him to

the back of her throat.

	Her eyes are half-open and she sees the syringe in his hand.  

	“Oww! Daddiee!” Carmen sobs weakly as Galwell sends the long needle

into the ten year old’s throat, injects her, licks his lips and retrieves the needle pressing a small wad of cotton to his helpless daughter’s neck.

	“Shh - not a sound,” he says softly putting down the syringe and picking

up the thin surgical blade.

	“Ahgg-mmm,” Cori groans tasting him.

	Cut her, she says to herself, urging him on silently. Cut her good.

	

	Galwell puts the scalpel to his daughter’s pale shoulder.

	With his other hand he grabs Cori’s wet blonde head, slides his cock out of the teenager’s mouth and pushes it against Carmen’s babytwat, right into the sweet slit above the flaring reflector of the police flashlight which juts abnormally from the child’s asshole.

	He pushes inward as he begins the ‘Y’ cut.

	Cori licks the base of his hot hard meat and his balls and his asshole as she

squeezes her whipped tits and fingers her bruised rod-slashed cunt.

	The back of the teenslave’s head bumps against the flashlight and pushes

it deeper into Carmen’s rectum.



	As he slices Carmen open, Galwell alternately fucks Cori’s mouth

and the child’s tight vagina.  He likes the way the hard cool metal of the flashlight

stopping up Carmen’s asshole feels against the underside of his prick.  He looks

down into Carmen’s eyes as she looks up at him pleadingly.  He smiles, an eerie

paternal look on his face as he cuts.



	He draws the scalpel expertly across her young firm skin from her

left shoulder, over her flat chest to the middle, bearing down with just enough

force to pierce through the top flesh layer. She bites her lower lip to stifle her sobbing response - he has ordered her to be quiet and she must obey at all costs. Lifting the scalpel from her he puts it to her right shoulder and repeats the cut, drawing toward the middle as Cori flicks her tongue against his tingling balls. The child on the table continues to look into his eyes supplicating, shivering with the effort of suppressing her agony.

	“Good girl,” he tells her sofly. “Real nice. That’s the way daddy likes it.”



	“Ughhh,” Carmen grunts.

	“Shhh,” Galwell urges, his index finger over his lips.



	Gently, he begins the downward cut at the intersection of the two branches of the ‘Y’. He looks into Carmen’s hazel eyes as he cuts exerting just the right pressure on the blade.



	“The subject is a ten year old female,” he says dreamily.  “Well nourished and in robust health.   Hair and eyes are chestnut brown.  The mouth is slightly elongated and most pleasing in appearance, almost adult-like.  The eyes are not quite

almond shaped, but somewhat oblong.  The eyebrows are darker in color

than the hair and dense.  The overall facial shape is oval and well proportioned.

The feet and hands are slightly large, the legs lanky, an ordinary feature for

a child this age.  Her neck is long and sleek.”



	Cori wonders if he is recording sound as well as image.  She teases his

balls and asshole with the tip of her tongue but does not manage to exert any

change in the hypnotic quality of his voice.  His droning recitation makes her

almost sick with lust.  The objectification of a still-living girl-child victim so incredibly and horribly sadistic.



	“The child’s vaginal aperture, which I am presently probing, is unusually enlarged, no evidence of hymen tissue remains.  She has evidently been repeatedly and violently raped since an early age.  Likewise her rectal muscles and anal channel, which is presently occupied by an intruding metal object which appears to be a standard police-issue flashlight, are, again from thorough personal experience most accomodating, as pleasing to male penetration as one would most likely expect from a common prostitute and not a ten year old pre-teen. Her scalp is lacerated and bloody from recent blunt-object trauma, one blow two centimeters above her left temple in the frontal skull, implying a right-handed assailant, the other blow approximately three and a half centimeters further back in the parietal area, possibly causing severe concussion.  The weapon used to inflict this damage, the afore-mentioned flashlight, approximately twelve inches long, is presently lodged, as I have already described, in the child’s anal passage.



	“The subject’s ribcage shows signs of old traumatic injury, as do both her

arms, her clavicle, and one wrist.  She is presently bruised and striped, the marks unevenly distributed but more plentiful around her middle and chest, evidence that

her tormentors used her very recently as a sexual target.  Also a tinsel decal of a snowflake has been attached to her forehead. Eyeshadow and lipstick are evident on her face. Pictures taken recently of the subject reveal that her sexual subjugation

and prolonged exposure to brutal treatment have thoroughly corrupted her

morally and psychologically.  Though somewhat reticent to final disposal she

is still highly cooperative and submissive.”



	Cori moans, closes her eyes, presses both her hands against her 

slippery beaten pussy and opens her lips wide to cup Master’s genitals

from underneath, tilting her head back and bouncing rhythmically on her

haunches, her kneeling legs wide apart.

	As Galwell draws the scalpel down to Carmen’s belly button he continues his recitation.



	“Preliminary exploration reveals a healthy epidermis, attractively tanned

firm and pliant.  There are no major lesions, though bruising and welts are

notable.  Cutting slightly deeper - mmm - reveals an equally healthy dermis

and equally healthy and normal formations and fatty deposits.  The subject’s

navel, through which I’m presently slicing, is inward tucked - now cupping

a healthy flow of blood.   Standard autopsy procedure would presume a

deviation around the navel but I find it most pleasurable to ignore this 

particular tradition.”



	“Daddy, pleeease - it hurts so baad!”

	“Shut up, Carmen.”



	“I am continuing the frontal slice all the way to the subject’s vaginal

slit careful to keep the abdominal muscles and peritoneal cavity intact for

the moment.  Her present position, abdomen slightly raised, vagina penetrated,

both legs suspended and outstretched is ideal for this first stage of vivisection.

I must also point out that the subject has been injected with a high dose of amphetamines that will keep her metabolism racing and make the possibility of

unconsciousness due to traumatic shock highly unlikely.



	Galwell glances down at Cori.

	“Up on your feet.  I want you to see what I do to this little monkey.”



	Straining momentarily to come out of her kneeling crouch Cori rushes

instantly to obey him.

	Gently, Galwell pushes the scalpel under the slice at the middle

of Carmen’s chest, severing the skin from muscle from her neck to her

belly, coaxing the flesh to form a flap which he peels back toward the

right as tendrils of blood spew from the widening gash and then from

the stretching girlmeat.

	Cori feels a wave of nausea as she stands next to the autopsy table,

shivering with a mixture revulsion and intense sexual stimulation. 

	“Hold this open,” Galwell tells the teenager holding Carmen’s

skinflap for her.

	Gingerly, Cori complies.  The child’s flesh feels like velvet, nylon, rubber - a slick raincoat.

	“Exposing the pectoralis major reveals youthful, pre-adolescent muscular tissue in its prime. The subject shows no signs of disease or malnutrition.  Blood flow from the incision is normal and plentiful.  The subject’s reactions indicate normal nerve and tissue sensitivity though a knowledge of her history informs that she has been well trained to the acceptance of a pain level far beyond that with which most untrained females her age and background are capable of coping.”

	

	Galwell strips and peels a left flap off Carmen’s bloody chest, opens

the quivering, mutedly sobbing child. He makes Cori reach over the ten year old to keep that skin flap from folding back. Drawing his blade expertly now

across Carmen’s lower abdomen from the middle outward, center to right then center to left, slicing to the top of her upraised thighs and taking two needle-thin stainless steel spikes, the killer splits his young daughter’s skin open from her neck to her cunt down the middle and pins the flesh flaps open to her sides.



	“The first stage of vivisection is now complete.  Intercostal and abdominal muscle layers are now fully exposed, as well as the bulging peritoneal sac which

I am now - ahh - slicing open. The muscle is like thick custard here, quite

adequate and pleasing in texture, the ligaments firm and smooth. A single cut down the middle and then - two perpendicular incisions, one at the superior parietal peritoneum and one slightly smaller at the inferior and...  Oh - yes - most lovely.  The subject has an almost perfect complex of organs, textbook really - Look Cori - isn’t she absolutely ravishing? As perfect inside as out.  One of the best I’ve ever seen really.  For the record let me say here that I’m being ‘assisted’ by Miss Cori Massey, former high school student.”



	Cori stares down at the child’s open gutsac. The smell of raw lamb meat rushes into her nostrils. The inner bindings of the child’s viscera have been cut free by the scalpel blade. Blood surges and spills in tiny gushing lines down the open fleshflaps and into the aluminum table top.  The teenager looks on transfixed by the sight of Galwell’s bulging cock pushing up folds of white-gray intestinal folds as he continues to fuck his daughter, his eyes dementedly bright.  Nestled together, Carmen’s stomach, liver, pancreas, bladder, uterus glisten like slimy fruit.

	Cori struggles to breathe.  It is as though she can no longer inhale, the air

thick and steamy.  Her cunt aches bluntly with the need to be pounded

and filled and her legs barely support her.

	She is stunned by the multifaceted manifestations of Master’s sadism.  With the child Sherry he had been a vicious slayer. With the chainsaw as he attacked Kalisha he had been raging warrior.  Now, here in the heart of the woods, in this small killing house, poised over his next victim with a scalpel, he is a conssumate

artist, a craftsman, careful of each small detail, passionate and enthralled.

	Carmen looks up from the table into Cori’s eyes, the child’s face

covered with beads and streams of sweat and tears, her lips quivering,

lower lip bleeding because she has bitten herself.  Cori feels compassion

then hateful cruelty - then compassion - then dark primitive lust.

	“Ghh!” Carmen grunts, her little hands opening and closing.

	Impulsively Cori leans down and smears her lips on the child’s mouth.

	Incredibly Carmen kisses her back.

	The smell of meat assails Cori.

	It comes from Carmen’s mouth and nostrils.

	“You’re gonna die,” the blonde teen whispers ferally, her eyes wild.

	“Nghh - ngg -” the child whimpers.

	“Do you want to touch her inside?” Master asks.  He has been

studying his teenage slave, patiently and rhythmically driving in and out of Carmen’s babytwat, relishing the sensation of crude power over both his victims.

	His question is an open invitation.

	Cori’s green eyes flicker back at him, Carmen’s body between them.

	“Ohh Godd yess,” she hisses.

	“Give me your hand.”

	She remembers when she helped him kill the child Soledad - but this is incredibly more high pitched - way more horrible - and beautiful.

	Limply she obeys him.

	He takes her hand and brings it to Carmen’s exposed insides.

	“This - is her stomach.”

	Hot rubbery sticky meat.

	“ - her pancreas - finger it - all along here -”

	Cori is gasping for breath, hyperventilating, her other hand strumming against her clit.

	“Feel this - see? The liver.  The child’s liver. Small. Hot isn’t it? Poke it.

Hurt her. Push your nails into it, bitch.”

	Carmen whimpers, shakes her head from side to side as Cori obeys Galwell.

	“Take this. Grab it. That’s her upper intestines.  Yank on them. Pull them

out of her.  Pull.  That’s right. I’ll cut that piece free and you can tug it out. Wrap it around your neck...mmm - yeahh - all the way around.”

	Carmen stiffens and kicks her legs and bites off little shrieks as Cori leans

down to tie the child’s slimy innards around her throat, smelling a darker

stench now, faeces strips dripping out of the cut strand, along with bubbly

blood,  Galwell fucking the gutted child at a faster tempo enjoying the grisly

detailed mutilation, the sharing of destruction with his young slave.  Carmen’s head and hands thump against the aluminum table, her little feet on either side of Galwell’s shoulders arch, toes curled.

	“Ohh Godd master,” Cori groans.

	That familiar image comes to her - a memory - a lost moment - so long

ago.  She’s a little girl maybe no older than Carmen and she’s in the pool and her

bathing suit is gone and - Cori! Cori! What’s the story?  Her friends are

taunting her but something else - something else - her father’s hands

down there in the bath - in the sudsy water - What’s the story?

He took her into the bedroom - on their bed - Mom’s away and it’s your

turn to make daddy happy, sweetiepie - and the little voices dancing in

her head and her friends laughing because he’d left marks on her

chest around her nipples - little red whipmarks - your turn to please daddy

honey - yeah - your turn.

	“Take it in your mouth,” Galwell growls offering Cori the end of the

intestinal strand, leaning over the ten year old slaughterchild to cut out another

piece of gutmatter to feed it to Cori. “Stuff it in there and keep it in there, slut, you hear me? I want you gagged with it.”

	Cut free of the child Cori follows his commands and watches him pick up another tool, a miniature skill saw which he switches on and brings down on Carmen’s exposed chest.  The saw whines shrilly, a micro version of the chainsaw in the barnyard, as Galwell brings it to his slaughterchild thorax, gashing through muscle and ribcage.  With a moist cracking sound Carmen’s chest snaps

apart.

	As if in a trance Cori watches him, her gaping mouth stuffed with

bloody girlmeat.

	

	“The integrity of the subject’s chest cavity is now compromised,”

Galwell intones over the whine of the saw.

	“The lungs, bronchial passages, esophagus, diaphragm and lungs

are fully exposed and in excellent working order.”

	

	Blood dribbles from Carmen’s nostrils and mouth, her eyes stare wildly

at the ceiling.



	Cori looks into the living works of the cut-open ten year old.

	The lungs fill and empty, grayish cloth sacks - the esophagus bright red

leads down into the murky gutmush.

	Master is right. The child is as beautiful inside as out.  Those pictures

of her reclining and smiling, the blue sash around her middle, her naked little

cunt begging like a rosy mouth.  The blue sky fading to black.

	Above Cori in the ceiling of the stucco house the camera clicks repeatedly,

taking the ‘after’ pictures which will go on the display wall after Carmen

is nothing but rotting meat.



	“The heart appears unaffected, normal and healthy.  Bright and

free of fatty deposits.”



	Galwell shuts off the saw and puts it down. Picks up the scalpel again.

	Lovingly he traces each of Carmen’s legs down from her heels to her butt

with the tip of the sharp blade slicing through the skin.

	He continues to fuck her.

	

	“Y-ghh - owwwwwhgghh daddieee!” Carmen screams. Coughs up

blood.  Eyes blink.  She gasps for air. She looks up at Cori, gut-gagged

teen now slack-faced, overtaken by throbbing pleasure spasms.



	Cori watches the little girl’s heart pumping - thumping - beating.



	Galwell skins the child’s legs, tears the surface epidermis slowly off,

revealing musclemeat.  He cuts tendons and nerves, carefully at her kneehollows,

at her talons.  He slices both footsoles open.



	“All incisions reveal healthy cutaneous and subcutaneous tissue, nerve

and muscle.  Now a posterior analysis will be executed and the subject terminated.”



	He pulls out of Carmen.

	He folds the autopsy table back up to full extension, releases the child’s sliced legs from the overhead chain-cuffs.  They splat down on the aluminum surface.

He releases his daughter’s arms from the manacles, swings her over on her 

belly. He pulls the police flashlight out of Carmen’s asshole and places it on one of the tray tables. Though conscious Carmen is not very responsive.  Her guts spill out of her on the steel platform under her, dark faeces gushes from her uncorked shithole.  Blood runs in dark streams into grilled drain openings on the table’s slick surface.

	“Gh - daghhddiee?”

	“Shut up, you little pig. Shut up and die.”

	He has a bigger blade in hand now, almost as big as his knife but shinier

and sharper.

	Shoving the child’s spiraling dark red mane out of the way he puts the tip of the blade to the scruff of her thin neck, bears down and cuts all the way down to the crack of her ass.

	Reaching down he tears the shivering child’s skin again into flaps peeling them off to reveal spinal bone, kidneys, pelvis, gluteal muscles.

	He takes up a position by the table now, orders Cori to kneel between him and the slaughter, stuffs his cock right into the intestinal matter in the blonde

teen’s mouth shoving it all down her throat, stifling her, facefucking the pregnant

slave as he continues the destruction of the ten year old.

	With the large blade he severs the toes off each of Carmen’s bloodied

feet, one by one as the child cough-sputters into a puddle of gutblood on the

table. Then he cuts the fingers off each hand, savoring each tiny amputation.

With hard sawing motions he begins the final dismemberment.  Cuts the toeless feet from the legs first then the fingerless hands from the arms laying out the small limbs next to Carmen’s butchered body.  Picking up the whining saw again he cuts the legs from the thighs and the arms from the shoulders.

	With a barely audible whimper Carmen shivers and breathes one last

time, turning her pretty bloodied face to one side, eyes fixed emptily.

	Her pretty lipsticked mouth gapes, a yawning reflexive need for air

and freezes, jaw locked in death.

	

	Galwell pulls back out of Cori.

	The blonde teen pukes up Carmen’s guts, retching miserably.

	“Get up on the table,” Galwell tells her. “Bathe yourself with her. I want you dirty with her.”

	Cori struggles to her feet and turns to the horror that was once a stunningly beautiful ten year old.

	The pregnant teen’s mind reels.

	“Do it,” Master tells her, jerking off.

	He’s awash with the child’s blood and flesh.

	“Aww Godd,” Carmen groans.

	But she reaches out for the edge of the autopsy table and clambers on to it clumsily.  It is slippery with childblood and organs and nuggets of hard bone

and cartilage.

	Galwell watches her stroking himself.

	This young bitch has come a long way from the slutty-faced innocent he picked up at Tavern West months before.  She’s given him quite a ride and it’s

still far from over.

	Cori does as he instructs picking up pieces of Carmen and crushing them

against her breasts and belly and face and against her legs and finally

into her cunt, shivering with mindless abandon.  Growling and trembling she

reaches into the torn cadaver and tears pieces out of it and eats, drinks, inhales,

becomes one with the slaughtermeat.

	And then Galwell is on the table with her and they are copulating, and

the sound of their bloodsmeared bodies rubbing against the aluminum surface

is like wet meat tossed on a skillet, and they are messy tossing and turning

this way and that, he taking her from behind, she on her knees, then he

on top of her slamming down, she on her back receiving and taking - the

pieces of Carmen spilling to the floor and spattering floors and wall, (the wall nearest the autopsy table - not the far wall across the room with the pictures, little ones smiling and then sliced to pieces, before and after, Galwell’s delicious collection)  

 the smells of death and life all fusing under the heat of the bright surgical lamp overhead, the camera clicking robotically in the ceiling, capturing the horror, saving the images - until grunting and scratching and kicking master and slave orgasm simultaneously, furiously, he powerfully over her, her hair sopping wet with Carmen’s blood.  He bends down over his young pregnant teen bitch to kiss and bite her and grind her against the dead child’s shattering bones and then, as he grips her throat strangling her he smiles and she feels the wet heat of him pissing inside her cunt.



	Outside, a fresh wave of rain sweeps across the woods and against

the roof of the stucco house.

	Less than a mile away,  in front of the barn near the cabin, the men

have wheeled out the bonebreaker.

	Four young whores are being savagely beaten, raped and tortured.

	A young mom and her six year old daughter hang kicking and screaming by wired wrists from the winch in front of the barn where Kalisha died on the end of Galwell’s chainsaw - Mistress circles them, bullwhip in hand.

	One of the slaughterwhores, a platinum blonde with a tiny ring in her nose has already been hung on the bonebreaker.

	As she is dropped, her scream and her fall are abruptly halted by the device inches from the spiked surface, her arms and legs shattering, the men cheering.

	The blonde whore’s mind flees from the inhumane terror and pain all around her.

	She’s assailed suddenly by half forgotten memories of a distant place and a distant time when a young man had actually loved her and asked her to marry him.

She was a stupid girl, had always been a stupid girl and she’d refused him.  Instead

she’d ended up dancing at a strip club and eventually on the street whoring.  Now

she was paying the price for her mistakes.

	When she regains awareness the world is dark and stormy and there is

hateful laughter and she is being raised back up on the bonebreaker.

	She hears the whoosh of the whip as Mistress flogs mother and child.

	The whore tries to form words, to speak to her tormentors, but she is gagged with a spiked steel ball and all she manages are grunts and whinnies.

	By then she’s already falling again toward the killing spears and the chain

cuffs are wrenching, yanking, stopping her fall and snapping her spine in half,

cracking her like a useless branch and sending her into spinning darkness.

	Her killers don’t know her name.

	It is not important.

	She is trash and she will die like trash.





						~



	Cori remembers - suffering, mounted on the steel cylinder in darkness,

the images ceaselessly moving through her mind.



	After the horror in the stucco house something finally died in her,

something that had been trying to die for a long time - the vision of her father

raping her - the vision of the children at the pool laughing - Carmen butchered on the autopsy table - Master pissing inside Cori -



	The blonde pregnant teen knows she is nothing for Master but a toilet, like all his victims, a dump for all his brutality.  It is what she is, what all females are for him - it is who she is and where she belongs - an animal caught in his steel trap - ANIMAL CUNT - a plaything for him. 



	What has made him this way? He is unreadable, inscrutable, more

dark energy than being, perfect in his destructiveness.  She loves him completely, utterly - is emptied of all else but unfulfilled love for the killer, impossible

love, unrequited and damning.



	She has a vague image of walking back toward the cabin and the barn

through the forest, the rain drumming on the trees - cold muddy ground -

following him, hanging her head, on a leash around her neck - like the animal she is, His animal, being led back - the pale beam picking out the path - the flashlight still smeared with Carmen’s blood and shit.  He has buckled the leather strap around his waist again - his gun and knife.  He is ready for more, prepared for fresh engagement, fresh destruction.





Both of them are covered in childblood. It’s all over them. In their hair,

under their fingernails, clotted in streaks in their armpits and pubic hair.  As they enter the barnyard, now out from the protection of the tree foliage they come under the assault of the drizzling rain.  



	Galwell’s men stop what they are doing, turn to look:

	“Jeesus -” one of them sighs smiling.

	Galwell and his young pregnant bitch leashed, coated in gore.

	“Carmen’s toast,” Steve whispers, licking his lips giving his cock a firm tug.

	“Took his time with ‘er,” Lou says. “Must’ve been nice...”

	“Too bad,” Cal replies. “That little piglet was real sweet fuck.”

	He and Aaron and Steve and Lou have been destroying a nameless blonde whore on the bonebreaker.  They’ve lifted her up for her final drop.  She hangs above them spewing blood and puke, piss, groaning from her ball-spiked mouth.

	They’ve beat her with wooden baseball bats before putting her on the machine.

	The whore looks down to see the short-haired pregnant teenage slave on the end of a leash held by her dark-haired master. She wonders who they are. In the midst of her agony-daze she is transfixed by this image, male killer and young female slave covered in slick blood emerging from the woods into the rainswept barnyard.  The girl is so pretty, her eyes blank and docile.

	“Do her,” the man leading the girl on the leash says looking up at the whore on the bonebreaker, his cock slowly arching into full erection.  His eyes seem to pierce right into her soul. The whore gets it - this is the man in charge here.  He is the undisputed, unmistakable ruler.

	She hears the metallic release-click of the machine, she tenses expenctantly and then - vertigo as she drops.

	This time her fall is not interrupted and she slams hard into the piercing

spikes, one of the metal spears ripping through her throat, belly and guts, through

her heart.

	Still clinging to life she tries to raise her impaled spike-ball gagged head, sees the  dark-haired, blood-covered man come slowly toward her, gun drawn.

	(How much? the bald man with the tattoos had asked her on the street. Two hundred. Get in. She is a stupid girl. Has always been a stupid girl. Something didn’t feel right but she ignored her instincts and went in the van anyway. There were three other girls in there, tied up and gagged - and three other men waiting.  She’d been grabbed, fist-beaten and bound and thrown on the floor of the vehicle with the others - Later, a young brunette and a child who appeared to be her daughter were forced into the van at knifepoint, bound and gagged and pushed down with the other victims - a long ride and then - this - now -)

	She feels the barrel, cold against her temple and does not hear

the final explosive bang that blows her head to pieces or the ensuing group shout

of victory.

	“The only good whore is a dead whore,” Master growls.

	“One less hooker on the street,” Steve affirms.

	The stupid blonde whore has paid the final price - and as the night goes on, so will the other captured females.





•        Groggy from a day of uninterrupted torture and sex Cori sinks to her knees in the mud and topples to the ground.  

	Master has dropped her neck-leash to move toward the dying slut on the bonebreaker and after the reverberant gunblast (spikeball-gagged blonde whore’s head exploding so pretty like shattered watermelon) Cori drags herself to a puddle to drop her face close to the ground and drink gritty rainwater.

	She wonders where Carolyn is and the other children Lena and Kasey.

	She wonders if they are already dead - but, no - Master gave specific instructions about Cori’s blonde high school friend and she doubts that his men

have deviated from them.  The missing females must be in the cabin or in the barn.

	After killing the broken whore impaled on the bonebreaker spikes Master has returned.  Cori submissively hands the leash to him and he hauls her up on her knees.  The pregnant teen slave’s face is mud-spattered.

	He slides his smouldering Glock into the holster on the leather strap around his waist and leans over her.

	“I want us to watch the killing for a while, pig.  I wanna fuck you while I

do it.  Get up on the table and present your ass.”

	Up on the table where earlier that day Kasey had been brutally cuntwhipped, raped and sodomized, Cori waits as her Master goes behind her, spreading her legs as far apart for him as the wooden surface allows, arching her back.  He takes her by her hips puts his prick to her anus and slowly grinds into her.  Her canewhipped cunt aches from the pressure of his penetration.

	Through pleasureblurred eyes she watches the killers work in the barnyard

under the glare of the floodlights on the rear wall of the cabin and over the barn’s

wide portal.

	She loves the sensation of Master inside her, moving back and forth inside her, the pain it causes her.

	It makes the fetus in her belly twist and kick.



	

•	Mistress, after pausing to watch Galwell blow the blonde whore’s head off and take Cori to the table resumes the slow paced bullwhipping of  her two victims, the young brunette and her daughter. Both nude females are wrist hung by wire lines around their bleeding wrists suspended from the winch that leans out of the barn’s hayloft facing each other. 

	Mistress likes to know her Owner is back and watching and she vents her considerable cruelty on Carlie and her mom Sylvia, both abducted by the men from a peaceful suburb outside the city.  Mistress’ sadistic energy, finally allowed

free reign, flows through her like high voltage.  She sees Cori mount the table

and kneel there and bend over for her Master and she smiles as she sees Cori’s facial expression and physical reactions.  He’s inside you, Mistress thinks to herself.

Deep in there, you lucky little shit. That big fat manmeat feels good in there, doesn’t it? Better enjoy it while you can.

	Seven year old Carlie has jet black hair like her mom, long down to

her shoulders, though her mom’s is a short bobcut.   They are a lovely

pair and Mistress knows their destruction will please Master.

	Soon she will ungag mom and baby and let them plead for their lives

but for now she enjoys their grunts and garbled gasps, their tearful faces,

their stretched naked kicking bodies.

	She will play one against the other, the way Galwell likes and then

probably kill the child before the mother. 

	Earlier the killers had used Mistress - she was a fucktoy, a cumbag, for them.

She had incited them to the fullness of their sadism, stroking and caressing them and sucking them to climax, inciting herself in the process. They had made her and Carolyn perform for them, just as Galwell had requested and then all of them had beaten Carolyn unmercifully - dragging her afterwards into the cabin to hang her from the living room ceiling by cuffed wrists, bruised and slashed bloody, her features nearly unrecognizable, swollen from the merciless fist blows of the hooded killers, Mistress shit smeared on her face and leaking from her beaten mouth.

	Mistress smiles inwardly as she wields the heavy lash. I got to shit on both of Master’s little teenage playmates today, she thinks.  Both of them. What a fuckin’ treat.

	After Carolyn had been strung up, Mistress had led Lena and Kasey into separate animal cages in the side room in the cabin to keep them out of the way.  Both Galwell’s daughters had crawled obediently into captivity and allowed themselves to be locked in without so much as a sound. The children would remain there until their father’s return. 

	“Your sister Carmen won’t be coming back,” Mistress told them.  

	If the girls had any feeling about what they’d just heard they did not show it. They remained submissive and unresponsive and Mistress had turned and gone to join the killers in the takedown of slaughtermeat brought from the city.





• Steve and Lou yank another bound whore to her feet while Aaron and Cal

scrape the dead spikeball-gagged blonde Galwell has shot off the spikes, toss her on the ground and climb on her to fuck her broken dead body.

	Two other street scum, a chicana and a scraggly blonde, still wearing colorful whorish garb, are ropebound, ankles together, wrists at their backs, sitting on the muddy ground by the barn door, awaiting their turn, gagged and blindfolded and shivering, rainsoaked and cold with terror.

	The new girl, a dumb-faced bimbo whose close-cropped hair has been dyed a ludicrous shade of copper and who wears big hoop ear-rings is ungagged

and her blindfold removed and her ankle ropes untied.

	She wears a sleeveless white halter top, see-through now that it is

drenched and the men rip it off her and pull her short black skirt to her ankles

along with a pink thong.  She has lost one shoe but still wears the left one,

a clear plastic high-heel whore-shoe, red-painted toe-nails visible in the

clear-vynl sheath.  She wears black stockings which stop, banded in dark

lace at midthigh.

	She begs in an ugly squawking voice.

	“Awwghh pleeeze I don’t wanna die!  Don’t kill me! Oh Jesus pleeeze!

Don’t! Aww Godd let me go! Aww God pleeze! Pleeeeze!”

	She keeps that up her raccoon eyes darting from one killer to the other as they come for her, smiling hungrily, bats in one hand, knives in the other.

	Her mascara runs in black lines down her face to her chin to drip on her

big silicon-filled boobs.





• 	The sound of the thudding bats on the wet whore and the flailing bullwhip on Mistresses pretty mother and daughter team hung in front of the barn make Cori arch and push her breasts needfully against the roughhewn surface of the picnic table.

	“Yeah,” Master growls. “You like to see that shit don’t ‘cha? Makes

your cunt melt doesn’t it?”

	“Ahh - I want to see her die, sir. I want to see them all die - smashed to death for you - uhhh - all cut up and bloody -”

	“Squeeze me inside you, slut.  Uhh - yeah - just like that - squeeze -

hardd - uhhh - goddamn you - You’re gonna see them all die - every one of

‘em.  And then Carolyn.”

	“Ohh Godd, sir.”

	“That’s right. Your little friend is gonna be the climax of this

evening’s entertainment. How do you feel about that?”

	“Uhh - it’s what she fucking deserves, sir - what I deserve too.”

	“Don’t worry. You’ll get yours eventually - but not tonight.  Not until

you’ve given me what you’ve got in your fucking womb, pig.”

	Weak and woozy Cori pushes back against him as his thick hard flesh club cleaves deep into her rectum and his hard fingers claw into her assglobes.

	ANIMAL CUNT - the tattoo above her tells him, dappled in rain,

streaked with welts and Carmenblood and gutbits.

	ANIMAL CUNT - giving her all for her Master - lost in lustful abandon, her fingers clawing the edges of the picnic table.

	“I want that baby in your womb, pig. I want to raise it and train it to love me and my friends and to be nothing but slavemeat for us. I want to fuck it and hurt it.”

	His words sicken and dizzy her and make her tingle inside.

	“Then, one day I’ll take her out to the house in the woods and take her little body apart, like I did with Carmen.  And her pictures will be up on my wall. ‘Course, you’ll be long gone by then...”

	She feels him grow harder inside her with the mean words.

	“Still happy you met me, scumbag?”

	What else can she say but the truth.

	“Aww Godd yess - yess sir - s-so glad - thank you -”

	“Don’t mention it, pig. Now squeeze me in there - ahh - yeahh - that’s excellent -”

	





• As Master’s men beat the redhead streetwhore with their bats the woman 

screams and flinches away from one assailant only to offer herself unwittingly to be struck by another of the men, the circle drawing tighter, the knives now and then

darting out to cut and poke the female target.  She raises her arms to ward off

the crushing blows, is struck, knifed.  With a dull snap one wrist is cracked, a shoulder, a breastbone.  Her heavy fake tits take quick slashes.  Her back. Her asscheeks. Her thighs.

	The killers laugh, taunt her, beat her, cut her.

	She bleeds, knife-kissed.

	After briefly necrofucking the dead headshot blonde, grinding their dicks deep into broken dead cuntmeat, tearing off the spikeball-gag to cock-poke her dead throat,  Aaron and Lou join Steve and Cal, picking up bats and knives

	The redhead is trapped in the center of the killing circle with no escape, the four sadistic males closing in.

	“Bash her fuckin’ head!”

	“C’mere you stupid twat!”

	“Fuckin’ piece of shit!”

	One after another they swing their bats.  The bitch ducks and shimmies

and screams trying to avoid the wooshing clubs.  Lou catches her first and

then Aaron and she staggers back toward the barn, blood pouring down

her scalp.  One blow catches the side of her face, turns her completely around winging her into the wall.  As she sinks to her knees the men club her about the head and shoulders and upper arms.

	They knife her flanks and thighs and back.

	As she sinks to the ground between them they bend over her to smash their bats down on her repeatedly.

	“Let’s finish her on the bladehorse,” Aaron shouts.

	She’s strung up, her wrists wirebound behind her to an overhead treebranch.

	“You’re gonna ride the pony, bitch.”

	She vomits blood, broken teeth.

	The bladehorse is brought out from the barn.

	It’s a wooden support frame, the kind used as a barricade on construction sites.  The top beam has been fitted with a sharp sawblade, a five foot long sheet of

sharp steely teeth.

	The jeering killers wrap strands of wire around each of their whore victim’s stabbed titmounds to sling the wirelines over the treebranch pulling her bluntly off her stockinged feet and making her straddle the bladehorse.

	They wrap one last wire strand of wire around her neck.

	The bruised female makes ugly choking sounds as that last strand is pulled

tautly.

	Then, picking up the bats, the killers begin to bash her with

unchecked fury.

	“Dance, baby! DANCE!”

	“Shake your booty!”

	Howling at the rainy night above her the redhead bitch scrapes herself

on the bladehorse, rips her cunt to shreds as the bats fall and the knives

slash.

	“Go ahead. Fuck that saw, scumbag! Fuck it good!”

	Angrily, Aaron swats at her face, bashing her nose and front teeth

to bits.

	Cal deeply kidneystabs the screeching pig.

	She kicks her legs, the stockings tearing, the skin, blood dripping off

the bladehorse.  She twists one leg under her butt, props it against the jagged

metal teeth which cut her shin and foot as Steve viciously knifes her thigh.

	Several bat slams to her chest smash her ribcage and crush her spleen

and stomach.

	One devastating blow crushes her skull stopping her screams.

	She gurgle chokes as she slumps, weighed down against the wire around her neck and tits eyes rolling back in her head.

	“This one’s had it,” Cal snarls.

	“FUCKING PIGGG!” Lou screams enraged swinging his bat across

the redheaded whore’s still heaving titbags smashing her heart inside her and killing her instantly.

	They leave her there and move toward the remaining two victims. The terrified whores have witnessed the slaughter of the other two women.  They are bound and blindfolded and sobbing near the barn doorway and as the men come

toward them they go hysterical, squirming and tugging uselessly against their

bindings.





• The brutal killing in the barnyard has Mistress in a frenzy.  She loves

to see street tramps die and the thrill of it inspires savagery in her.  

	Like the male killers she now wears a leather strap around her waist, though only a hunting knife is sheathed at her hip.  She has never been given permission to posess a firearm.

	Angrily, the hooded bitch rips the bullwhip across little Carlie’s back and asscheeks, giving her three rapid-fire cuts, making the gagged waif wail piteously.  Horrified, Sylvia, Carlie’s mother looks on, shivering, soaked hair streaking down over her eyes.  Just a few hours she and Carlie were in the mall - now they’re surrounded by sexual cruelty and death, hung before this darkhooded female demon. 

	Sylvia tries to speak but the gag muffles her words. She makes odd protesting noises, shouts, sobs and then, when the whip is turned on her, whimpery screams as she twists this way and that under Mistress’ attack.

	“That’s it,” Mistress rants. “Take it, you shit. You and your little baby

are gonna piss blood for me tonight!”

	The hard whooshing lash whistles down, sweeps around Carlie’s waist,

knotted tip striking into the eight year old’s back.  The child lifts one bent leg up off the ground, high-stepping, pivoting on her standing leg as the bullwhip unwinds, spins her and then cracks across her again.

	“I’m gonna rip her up, mom - rip her all up for you.  Watch.”

	Again, the whacking lash-stroke catches the child, this time a few inches

higher, slashing her nubs and tearing into her armpits and snapping into her

shoulderblades.

	Her shrieky cries make her mom sob loudly and stamp her bare feet in the mud. (“You have pretty feet, mommy,” Carlie had told her. They were watching cartoons in the den, lying together on the couch. “So do you, sweetie.” - “Can

I paint my toes like you?” - “Well - I don’t know.”  - “Pleeease?”  - “Ok. We’ll go to the mall and get our toes painted together - how’s that?” -  “Yaayyy!”)

	Lightning flashes strobe-light the barnyard and distant thunder booms.

	Cori and Master watch as they fuck. 

	Near the barn, the killers are already prepping their next victim, a slender shapely chicana.	

	After three more fierce blows, Mistress unsheathes her knife and moves

toward Carlie.

	“Naagrrrgghhh!” Sylvia shrieks, eyes bulging.

	“Picked the wrong day to go to the fucking mall with your baby, didn’t you cunt?”Mistress jeers.

	The hooded bitch grips the whipped child by one arm and draws a flesh cut

across the top of her chest.  Little Carlie whimpers and sobs staring pleadingly up at her hooded tormentor and then at her bound ball-gagged mother.  Before that cut has begun to bleed Mistress draws the knife quickly across the child’s belly, and then across one upraised arm and then across one jiggling thigh.  Swinging the child around Mistress slices the sharp blade several times across the child’s whipped back, twice across each plump buttcheek, then, as Sylvia watches in paralyzed whimpering horror, the hooded woman resheathes the knife and steps back to raise the bullwhip. The heavy lash comes up off the muddy ground and swoop-thuds into

the bleeding eight year old.

	“Your little one’s bloody,” she taunts Sylvia. “How do you feel about that, mom? Huh? You like it? She’s fucked up - and I’m gonna fuck ‘er up some more - cuz I think she looks real pretty all cut up. What do you think?”

	The thumping bullwhip breaks and snaps against Carlie, splashes the blood from the cuts, splits the child’s skin.

	Don’t hurt her! Sylvia is trying to say. Hurt me - not her!

	But it comes out:

	“Daahng uhh uhrg - uhrg maaw - maaww naa uuhrggh!”

	“What the fuck are you blabbering about, bitch? You want some of this too - No fucking problem. Here ya go!”

	Mistress turns her wrath on the pale skinned blubbering brunette ripping the lash across the naked woman’s thighs and hips and torso.  

	Sylvia lunges and twists and tugs at her trapped wrists and Mistress whips

her harder, lays into her while Carlie looks on, crying, blood and rain shimmering down her small body, down her legs, all the way down to her cute, blue-painted toes. 



•	Grunting eagerly, splayed on the picnic table and surging back against her Master, Cori watches Mistress lay the bullwhip on the ground to strap on a fatly bulbous latex dildo. Tiny razor sharp steel studs protrude all along its fourteen inch length.  

	“Awgghhh!” Sylvia gag-shrieks as the hooded bitch moves away from her and back toward the knife-sliced, bullwhipped child.

	A few feet away the killers have surrounded their next victim.  They’ve torn the pretty latina’s colorful whorish outfit off her except for her black net stockings, and they make her kneel on the muddy ground as they circle her, each one feeding her cock, each one taking her by her hair to slap or punch her or kick her.  She wears black high-heel shoes with ankle straps - the pointed toes dug into the mud.

	Galwell reaches down to stroke Cori’s clit as his cock slides slowly in

and out of her asshole from behind, reaming her.  His other hand grips her

hip tightly.

	“That’s very nice, pig,” he tells her. His eyes survey the murderous action in the barnyard as he speaks to his slave. “Just keep it going.  Get me pumped up. Make this night extra special for me.”

	Dazed, overwhelmed, Cori watches the unfolding violence with him through the shimmery scrim of rainfall caught in the glare of the floodlamps.  Wet, weak, shivering she’s nevertheless driven by the need to please her Master as well as  by her own masochistic fervor.



	

• Mistress takes Carlie’s ankles, raises them high, turns the child so that

Sylvia can watch the violation, lifts the razor-studded dildo to the ten year old’s

virgin slit.

	“Here we go, mom!” the hooded bitch taunts.

	Sylvia shakes frenetically, tugs at her trapped wrists above and as she does the beauty of her struggle inspires Galwell to drive harder and faster into Cori.

	“Fill her,” Cori whines hypnotically. “Fill the little shitt...put all of it in her...”

	As if in response to Cori’s barely audible words Mistress grips the child’s

 legs, and lunges up and forward, driving the killing dildo into little Carlie’s

cunt.

	Cori moans and slams her whipped tits against the picnic table, scrapes

her knees right to the edges of the tabletop as Galwell pushes in to the hilt up

her ass and holds her there.

	“Goddamn, bitch,” Galwell growls. “You’re such a good fuckk...”





•	The men rope the chicana’s wrists down behind her to her roped ankles. They bunch her jet black hair up into a tail on top of her head and loop a leather

cord around it, knotting tightly and then stringing her up to one of the posts

on the bonebreaker so that she’s forced to rest in an awkward kneeling

position against the wood sidepanel of the killing machine, only her kneecaps touching the ground, the heels of her shoes butting up against her ass.

	“Eat this, spic!” Aaron snarls grabbing a fistful of mud and slamming

it against the chicana’s mouth. “Eat it!” She tries to turn her head away

but her grabs her by her nose, squeezing her nostrils shut until she gasps

for air.  He thrusts the muck into her mouth.  She chokes and croaks

disgustedly.  Each of the men pick up fistfuls of mud and follow Aaron’s

lead.  They smush the stuff into her mouth and all over her face.  They

step back to pick up more mud and small rocks to stone and pelt the helpless sobbing bitch.  They circle around her and lift up their cocks to piss on her,

to train their hot streams on her muddy face.

	“Filthy spic garbage,” Lou grunts unsheathing his gun.

	He shoots a round into the whore’s thigh making her scream and bang back against the bonebreaker.

	The others have their guns already in hand.

	She’s wailing, mud oozing from her lips as the rain spatters into her

dark wide open eyes.  She screeches pleadingly.

	(‘Yo, mamacita!’ The man had called out from the van. ‘I’m looking for some action.’ She had smiled and strutted toward him. ‘Get in,’ he’d said.

She hesitated only for a second. It was a slow night and she needed the money.

The others were waiting for her in the van.  They already two girls tied up in there. She tried to get out but the vehicle was already moving and they were strong. ‘No. Please.’ she squealed. ‘Shut up, pig.’ one of them told her and they

punched her and started raping her.  Her shoes had clattered on the steel floor of the van.  The way they handled her she knew she was going to die.)

	Now the men step up around her, guns drawn.

	“Yesss!” Galwell hisses pistoning in and out of Cori as he watches.

	The flash of the Glocks lights up the barnyard, brief bright bursts,  the lound

bangs making Cori jump.

	Sylvia swings all the way around to see it.  Carlie’s wailing, impaled on

Mistress’ barbed dildo.

	The bound whore near the barn door presses herself back against the

wooden portal and watches her fellow captive being ripped apart by

45 calibre fire.

	At such close range the bullets burn as they spear and whang and thud hard into the chicana’s bound slender body.  Lead rips through titmeat and

shoulders and arms, hotly shearing muscle and tendon and splintering through

organs.  She jerks and bounces smoke belching from her nostrils as her lungs are

gored.  Splattering through her front the bullets from the firing weapons

rip through ribs and breast bones, through esophagus, mammary meat,

liver, intestines and uterus.  They destroy her inside and out, gouging

and ripping and rending.  The whore swings on her hair-hung head, swings

jerkily all the way around and receives the blasts on her back, shoulder-blades,

asscheeks, feet.  Each man emptying his weapon, bullets going through her

and whanging off the side of the bonebreaker, into the ground, whizzing

into the woods and skipping off the surface of the rain-rippled pond.  When

the gunfire dies out the sound of hot blood, urine, shit and guts pouring

from the dying whore fills a quiet void in a lull of the rainstorm.

	Aaron swings her back around, puts his cock to her bloody mud-

caked lips.

	“Suck,” he says softly.

	Incredibly the dying whore cups his glans.

	The other men grunt approvingly.

	“That’s right, sweetie - good pig - good whore - take a last taste -”

	He puts the gun to her temple.

	“Uhh - nice -” he grunts cumming hard in the whore’s mouth, his sperm dribbling up, creamy icing on the miasma of blood and mud.  “Yeahhh -”

	The click of the trigger is followed by a dulled thumping blast.

	The whore’s brains blow out the back of her head and out her nostrils

and partly open lips as a death-jolt bounces her bound bullet-riddled body.

	The men laugh, reholster their hot guns and move toward their last

victim who cringes against the barn door and shakes her head wildly.





•	Stuffing the barbed dildo way up deep inside the ten year old’s bleeding

cunt Mistress draws the bullwhip around the child’s neck and, as the men

fire their guns over and over into the whore on the bonebreaker, the hooded bitch draws the impromptu strangling cord tight.  Moving slowly up and down on her

toes, Mistress works the latex prong in and out of Carlie, gouging the terrified,

choking child to the rhythm of the shooting, watching her go weak as the gunfire dies down - loosening the bullwhip’s choke-grip - letting Carlie regain her breath - squeezing tightly again - Sylvia begging with her eyes and with grunting supplicating sounds and with a tilting of her head - Don’t kill my baby! Don’t kill by baby!

	Sylvia jumps to the final shot, the coup d’grace delivered by Aaron

on the other side of the barnyard, and pisses herself.

	Mistress looks right into the suspended ball-gagged brunette’s eyes.

	“I’m killing your baby, bitch - I’m killing her.”

	Mistress draws the killing dildo out of the child.

	“See the blood? I’ve ripped her all up inside. But I think she needs more.”

	“NGGHH!” Sylvia grunts shaking her head wildly. “NGH! NGH! NGH!”

	“Oh yes. Most definitely. A lot more.”

	Carlie gives out a wheezy shrill whine as Mistress re-inserts the razor-studded dildo in the child’s cunt and pushes it in deep.  The female killer begins tugging again on the bullwhip, strangling her ten year old prey in front of her mother and slow-fucking the defenseless infant.

	“See that mom? She’s dying. Oh yeah. She’s gonna be a goner soon.”

	Sylvia stamps her feet and tries vainly to shake-tug her arms free.

	Mistress studies the mother’s pleading face and swoons with sadistic pleasure.

	“You want me to stop?” she asks. “Huh? Tell me, mom. You want me to stop? Cuz if you want me to I will. Yes. I will. But if I do quit on your baby then I’ve got to start on you. That’s right. If you just give me the word I’ll stop hurting her and start on you.”

	“EEeezze!” Sylvia pleads. “-eeeezze!”

	“Sure,” Mistress replies mockingly. “Sure thing, mom.”

	She slides the dildo out of Carlie’s babycunt - a gush of pee and blood

ejects from the tortured ten year old.

	Suddenly, Mistress puts the tip of the dildo to Carlie’s butthole.

	“Wait a sec - you know what, mom? - I think she might just need a little more.”

	Sylvia shakes her head, whinnies with frustration and grief.

	The hooded bitch pushes the strap-on upward with difficulty ramming

it up into Carlie’s super-tight tender-fleshed anus.

	Carlie’s scream is delightful.  Her head tilts backward but is yanked forward again down as Mistress pulls on the choking bullwhip.

	Across the barnyard Cori shudders with pleasure and Galwell as he thrusts into his teenage slave smirks and scowls.



• The grisly scene in the yellow floodlit wash is breathtaking.

	As the rain dies out a calm nightbreeze blows through the wet trees.

	Eyeless, disfigured, disemboweled and bloated, the blonde child Sherry still hangs by nailed arms from the tree at the edge of the pool of light dangling,

twirling like a hideous meat ornament.

	Pieces of the murdered black female, Kalisha are strewn all over the

yard.  Her nailed hands, unhooked from the winch before Sylvia and

Carlie were strung up are still nailed to the two-by-four, propped up

against the barn wall - her head, gaping, eyes rolled to white, rests

at the edge of the pond.

	The dead blonde whore lies broken and headshot in a heap near

the bonebreaker where the chicana pig dangles dead by her long hair,

her body a mess of bulletwounds.

	A few feet away the other murdered whore still dangles from her

tits and neck on the saw-toothed workhorse, bashed and broken, hideously

bruised and mangled.

	As Mistress draws the killing dildo from little Carlie and moves menacingly toward her victim’s screaming mother the men bring out a wooden table from the barn and lift the last living whore on to it after stripping her naked.  This last

piece of meat, a scraggly but shapely young slut is laid out on her back,

held down while one of the men nails her arms and hands to the table.  Her head

hangs over the edge, mouth screaming eyes crazed as the steel spikes are

pounded through her limbs.  Drawn apart pulled outward her feet are hammer-smashed and then nailed to the table’s edge.  Then the men push a ring gag

into her mouth and begin a savage skullfuck, each killer pushing his prick

deep into the slut’s throat, choke-fucking, deep-gouging her, stopping

her breath, making her gag, puke and drool.  Eventually they begin

to slam their fists into her face, banging her head against the table’s edge,

breaking her nose and pounding her eyes only to resume the relentless

skullfuck moments later, taking turns, shouting and laughing.





•	Gently, Mistress runs her hands over Sylvia’s upstretched, wire-bound arms, smearing the blood trickles into the peach-fuzz hair on the brunette mom’s limbs.  With her long-nailed fingers the hooded bitch traces the young female’s cheeks and eyebrows, raking, lightly scratching.

	“I’m going to take the gag out of your mouth,” Mistress whispers in

her victim’s ear.  The bladed dildo brushes against Sylvia’s bullwhipped thighs.

	“Ok?”

	Sylvia nods, trembles with terror.

	Mistress loosens the leather strap and dislodges the rubber ball from

Sylvia’s lips to let it hang around the frightened woman’s neck.

	“Pleease,” Sylvia whimpers looking into the leather-hooded face, into the eye-slits.  The sensual red-painted mouth pouts with mock sympathy.

	“Please - don’t hurt Carlie anymore. Don’t hurt my daughter. Oh God.

Please. Just please don’t.”

	Mistresss raises one finger to her lips, those pouty magenta lips, tilting her masked, hooded head slightly to the right.

	“Shhhh,” she hisses.  “As long as I’m hurting you I won’t be hurting Carlie. As long as you can take it, she won’t have to. Understand?”

	“Mnnmnn,” Sylvia moans nodding once, wispy strands of dark hair

fluttering over her pretty eyes.

	Mistress smiles.

	Sylvia can hear the men facefucking the whore they’ve nailed

to the table. It’s happening somewhere behind her, near the barn.  She hears the wet slurping, choking, gasping, clucking sounds, the sharp smacks as the men

slap the whore’s face.

	On the other side of the yard she can see the dark-haired man fucking

the blonde teenager.  Both are looking in her direction as Mistress comes around

to stand in front of her.

	“Spread your legs for me, honey,” Mistress says softly, still smiling.

	“Oh God, please.”

	The smile on the hooded woman’s face vanishes.

	“Now, sweetheart, you hear me? Now. Nice and wide. Or I’ll go back to Carlie and give ‘er some more.”

	Sylvia looks over Mistress’ shoulder at her daughter who hangs shivering,

the bullwhip dangling loosely around her neck, blood dribbling down the insides

of her chubby thighs, all the way down her legs.  Carlie watches helplessly as her mother slowly drags her feet apart on the mud and bites her lip and looks off to one side.

	Mistress takes Sylvia by her chin and draws her face back.

	“No, honey. I want you to look in my eyes while I do it.  And spread ‘em wider - come on - until your thighs hurt, sweetie - mmm - that’s better - You’re in pretty good shape for a mom. Yes you are. D’you work out? I bet you do. I bet you spend hubby’s money at the neighborhood spa. I bet you use hubby’s plastic a lot, don’tcha, pumpkin? Well - you’ve probably racked up those cards for the last time. Your name’ll be off those credit lines soon, bitch. I’m gonna give you the fuck of your life - guaranteed.  No man’s ever gonna take that cunt again.  It’s gonna be mine.”

	Mistress raised the bladed dildo’s tip to Sylvia’s offered cuntslit.  The brunette’s mound was neatly shaved except for a tuft-line of dark hair. 

	“Nice bikini cut, Sylvia - Too bad you won’t be showing off that sexy bod at the beach again.” 

	Mistress crouched slightly and positioned the strap-on weapon just where she wanted it, right up against Sylvia’s reddish-pink cuntmouth.  She then sank her long nails into Sylvia’s hips, clutching the wire-hung captive firmly.

	“Ready?”

	“Mmnnmmnn!” Sylvia’s tummy tightened, quivered.

	“Here I come.”

	Across the barnyard Cori could not hear the words Mistress was saying but

as the hooded woman pushed the bladed dildo into her victim Sylvia’s heartrending shriek was clear as a bell.  It was followed immediately by the muffled pealing

cries of the strung-up ten year old who hung behind Mistress, captive witness

to the destruction being wreaked on her mother.

	“Aww Godd! Dear Goddd!” Sylvia keened.

	“There’s no God here, cuntface - just a sick slut who wants your pain!”

	Crudely Mistress drove the killing dildo upward into Sylvia’s cunt. This penetration was less of an effort than the child, but still considerably demanding.

Sylvia tried to snap her legs back together but Mistress stomped the screaming woman’s bare feet with her high heels to keep her pinned just where she was.

	“Shut up!” Mistress raged, slapping Sylvia’s face to stop the frenetic

howling. “Stop that noise or I’ll go back to your daughter! - that’s better -

nice and quiet - I want you to focus. I want you to fuck yourself on me,

ok? Come on. Fuck yourself on it. Tear yourself all up on there - mmm -

and don’t look away - keep looking at me - at me, sweetheart - right here -

I’m your universe now. Your day and night. Life and death - right

here - that’s a good girl...”

	Mistress’ clutching hands moved up Sylvia’s body to her head to grab the pretty suburban mom by her ears, to hold her as Mistress began a killingly

slow pumping of her hips.  Sylvia complied obediently with Mistress’ request, trying to grind down against the horrible penetration, going up and down on her toes, her cunt bleeding down the sides of the black bladed shaft, red trickles dripping on to Mistress shaved pubis and oozing down the hooded woman’s strong brown legs. With Carlie sobbing and kicking air behind her the hooded woman locked eyes with her victim, glaring into Sylvia’s pupils as if she could look right into the suffering soul of the wire-hung female.

	“How’s that, honey?  Hurts bad, doesn’t it?  Tell me. Tell me how bad it hurts.”

	“Ughmnn - Awgh - yaghh -”

	“Hard to talk with that thing inside you, isn’t it?”

	“Uyyghh - pleeeze! s-stopp - stopp -”

	“I’ll stop. But if I do guess who’s gonna get it next?”

	Sylvia tried to shake her head but Mistress nails ripped into her ear lobes.

	“I will stop,” Mistress repeated. “If you want me to.”

	“Nghh - naa - nno - don’t hu-hurt C-Carlie - n-gaa - na - don’t -”

	Mistress groaned with sadistic pleasure, closed her eyes, leaned in to kiss

Sylvia on the lips, to bite her neck as the tormented brunette sobbed, sweat 

and rain pouring from her dark soaked hair.  Mistress’ hood gleamed like

the shell of some murderous insect and her hips surged and rolled sending the phallic weapon deeper into Sylvia’s vagina, ripping the tender inner lining up inside, blood and piss pouring copiously now from the stuffed aperture.

	Pulling slowly back Mistress drew the monstrous dildo all the way out and released the brunette’s head.  Sylvia drew her thighs tightly closed.

	“No, no, sweetie,” Mistress said reaching down to grip the woman’s

whip-welted thighs.

	“I’m not done yet - get ‘em open - come on - back where you had ‘em -

mmm - that’s good.”

	Slowly Mistress strode around Sylvia to stand behind her.

	“Best part’s coming...”

	The brunette realized the hooded killer’s intention and she grimaced and croaked out a broken sob, dropping her eyes to the ground.  Mistress clutched Sylvia’s head, yanking it back up, forcing the suburban mom to look at her daughter.

	“Keep your eyes on your little baby - It’s the last time you’re gonna 

see her in one piece...”

	As she finished, Mistress grabbed Sylvia’s asscheeks, pried them apart,

crouched low and prodded the bloody dildo up against the brunette’s rectum.

	Mistress looked out across the barnyard to the picnic table and smirked

at Galwell and Cori.  It was as if she was performing for their benefit - like

a matador in the arena about to plunge the next spiked banderilla into the bull.

	“Ever take it up the ass, mom?” Mistress hissed leaning up close

behind the nape of Sylvia’s neck.

	“N-ngg - nnn -” the brunette stammered, shaking her head once.

	“Ah - a virgin - I just love to bust cherry.”

	Again reaching out to clutch her victim’s hips, now from behind, Mistress

lunged forward to thrust the bladed dildo upward into Sylvia’s body.

	The brunette’s head reared back between her upstretched bloody arms

and she wailed.  Carlie screamed in unison with her mother watching the

fat bladed shaft moving upward between Sylvia’s widespread legs.

	Viciously Mistress sank her teeth into the dangling woman’s shoulder,

growling as she slammed the dildo deep.  Her hands moved up Sylvia’s

body, to the brunette’s modestly-sized welt-slashed tits, to get a fresh grip there.

	Carlie saw the hooded woman’s long nails tear into her mom’s

meaty titmeat.

	Mother and daughter looked into each other’s eyes in shared horror.

	On the other side of the barnyard Galwell thrust deep into Cori’s asshole matching Mistress’ lunging thrust.  He held himself deep in the pregnant

teenager arriving at full erection and he closed his eyes, his head tipping back

as pleasure roared sweetly through him.



• Near the barn the men facefucked the nailed down blonde and watched

Mistress torture the young mom.  Purposefully they had saved Sylvia and

Carlie for the sadistic bitch.  They could always count on Mistress to provide a theatrical flair to the slaughter orgies.  They had to admit - she was every bit as deranged as they were - and besides she was a great switch, able to take their punishment, to bleed and hurt for them, as well as to join in the killing.

	And of course she was useful in other ways, as a frequent provider of cunt and as Galwell’s eyes and ears through her job in the outside world.

	The men knew that as long as she retained her status Galwell would keep her.

The minute she lost her usefulness she would be dead fuckmeat - and they knew he would probably finish her in some deliciously stunning fashion and in a way that they could all participate.

	For now they turned their attention on the last of the fuckmeat:

the whore nailed by arms and wrists to the wooden table.

	For the last fifteen minutes each killer had pounded his meat into the slut’s

ring-gagged mouth and pummeled her skull against the edge of the table.

	Now they pulled her legs up and back over her chest, spread wide,

wire-binding her ankles to the table legs, her bare feet framing her down-hanging,

drool spattered face.

	Lou went on one side of the table to push his gargantuan shaft up into the whore’s cunt and Aaron continued to plunge his dick into her sobbing lips.

	Cal and Steve stood watching.

	“Let’s burn this pig,” Steve suggested.

	“Oh yeah,” Cal agreed. “The rain’s stopped. We can get a fire going on the grill.”

	“Yeahh - I’m in the mood for some hot-knifing,” Aaron mused as he

thrust into the whore’s mouth.  He looked down at her hands, the nail-spikes

driven through the palms and wrists and through the arm above the elbow.

	Lou smirked as he filled her warm slimy twat.  

	Her young legs flailed helplessly, tugged back, ankles wire-cut as she

struggled.

	Steve and Cal went into the barn and emerged with the gas grill.  They fired it up and in minutes they’d placed their knives and the knives of the other

two killers on the edge of the low flame.

	The men switched positions, took turns face and cunt fucking the

nailed-down wire-bound female.

	When the knives were hot each man took his blade from the grill.

	The bitch sobbed and pleaded, writhed helplessly on the table.

	“Let’s not kill ‘er just yet,” Lou said in a low growly voice. 

	“Let’s bleed the pig... let’s bleed ‘er nice...”





• Cori’s attention moved back and forth from the men hovering over

the whore near the barn to Mistress as the hooded dominatrix withdrew

the bladed cock from Sylvia’s bleeding asshole.

	“Now,” Mistress said cryptically - just that one single word - a sigh,

almost inaudible.

	She unstrapped the bladed dildo from her waist and let it fall to the

mud and as it did she unsheathed her knife. She leaned in and whispered

in Sylvia’s ear.

	“Now.”

	“No,” Sylvia whimpered, shaking her head as Mistress moved toward

Carlie.

	The ball-gagged ten year old sobbed and kicked her feet.

	Mistress smiled as she bent down grabbed Carlie’s ankle and lifted the

child’s leg high.

	Hung by her arms and bouncing on one foot, the child began to squirm and

plead inchoately.

	Mistress reached up with her knife-hand and pulled the ballgag out of Carlie’s mouth letting it dangle around the child’s neck.

	“I want to hear you, sweetie,” she told the terror stricken ten year old. “Tell momma you love her.  Go on you little pipsqueak.  Tell her.”

	Carlie’s eyes moved from the hooded bitch to her mom.

	“Muhhmmaa - ghh - I l-love you, muhmmaa -”

	“That’s nice. Very nice.”

	Carlie’s dark pupils strayed back to the knife wielding agressor who continued to grip the child’s ankle.

	“Please don’t hurt me -” Carlie blurted.

	“Tell me you love me.”

	Carlie blinked.

	“Come on, you little shit. Tell me you love me and I won’t hurt you.”

	“I - I - love you.”

	“Tell me you love me more than your mom.”

	The child’s trapped foot squirmed, blue painted toes wriggling.

	“Do what she says, Carlie,” Sylvia sobbed.

	“I - I love y-you - uhm - more than - more than my  m-mom.”

	Mistress licked her lips.

	“Really? That’s nice, honey - but I don’t really believe you.”

	“Pleease!”

	“Shut up and hurt for me you little weasel.”

	Brutally, Mistress plunged her knife into Carlie’s bloody little cuntmound, sinking an inch of steel in the little girl, making the luckless infant screech and jerk wildly.

	“Noooo ah Goddd noooo!” Sylvia groaned hoarsely.





• Near the barn the men began to cut the nailed-down whore with their

hot knives. They began with her wriggling feet, slicing lines into the sole-flesh

and heels and moving up her calves.  The smouldering metal hissed and

the bitch yowled and drummed her nailed hands and her head against the

table.

	“Easy,” Cal muttered. “Don’t cut too deep yet.”

	He poked his knife into the trapped bitch’s nipple burning and slicing the skin open.

	The killers moved in a slow hungry circle around her, leaning down to use their knives.

	Aaron lifted one of her labia up and gently pressed his hot blade to it.

	Lou gripped the whore’s head by her hair and cut a line across her

forehead.  Blood oozed into her hairline.  He poked her cheek and her ear and

watched her tongue loll from her ring-gagged lips.

	“Stupid cunt,” he growled and drew the knife across her chest. 

	He then pressed the burning hot blade to her cheek, up from the corner of her mouth, ripping her face open, drawing a grisly bloody grin on her.

	Cal put his blade-tip to the whore’s asshole and pressed lightly into

the pucker.  As she babble-screamed he took the knife out and put his

cock to her, pushing it past her burned bloodrimmed sphincter, slicing

several burn-cuts across her asscheeks as he fucked her.





•	Mistress knifed the back of Carlie’s upraised thigh gripping the ankle

tight, holding the child’s leg high.

	“Watch, mommy!” she snarled at Sylvia. “Watch what I do to your little one!”

	Galwell grunted in response to the hooded woman’s violent words ramming his cock deep, slamfucking Cori passionately.  Carmen’s blood was a slick sticky goo all over him and his teenage slave.  It stank on them fused with the

musk-smell of fucking, of penetrated rectum.

	“You wanna see that bitch’s daughter die?” he asked Cori. “Huh? You wanna see it?”

	“Oh yeah - yeah - uhh - I wanna see it - I wanna see it -”

	“You stinking little pig... It’s not as elegant as what you saw me do in the woods tonight. Mistress is no surgeon - but what the fuck - killing little bitchmeat is nice no matter how it goes down - ahh - Yeahh - squeeze my fucking cock you piece of shit whore - You’ve come a long way since Tavern West, haven’t you? Huh? A long fuckin’ way.”

	“Ahh yeah - a long way, Master - a long long way - and glad - uhh - glad

to be here - uhh - for you - for you -”

	“You never thought you’d get this far, did you? You didn’t know you had it in you.”

	“No sir - no - I didn’t know - I - I didn’t know it would f-feel this g-good...”

	“Little girl killing turn you on, bitch?”

	“Ohh yeahh - yeahh - it’s soo beautiful - all the killing - all of it -”

	“Your baby will die like that too - you know that, don’t you?”

	“Yes sir.”

	“Unnhh - how do you feel abou that?”

	“Ahh - all for you, sir - all for your pleasure -”

	Galwell smiled and fucked Cori harder as Mistress plunged and retrieved

the hunting knife several times from the ten year old child.

	As Sylvia wailed in horrific sorrow Mistress sliced into Carlie’s kneehollow and cut the child’s calve - then she let the screaming child’s leg drop to pick up

the other limb.

	“Naaaa! Naaaa!” Carlie howled.

	Mistress stepped back and drew Carlie’s limb back behind the child to

slam the knife into it, ripping the blade right through it, piercing through

the thigh, as Sylvia’s ten year old daughter, apple of momma’s eye, sweetness of momma’s soul, howled and tried to stand on the already slashed leg, her body yanked downward, her wrists torn above her on the suspension wire.

	“Bleed for me you little shitt!” Mistress ranted. “BLEED!”

	The hooded woman’s knife thunked into legbone, ripped through tendon

and muscle, stabbed through footmeat.

	She was making up for all the carnage she’d been wanting to wreak all

day, venting her rage, which had not been allowed expression on Sherry or

Carmen or Kalisha, or on the whores the men had brought from the city, or

on Lena and Kasey or on Carolyn who hung in the cabin.  But specially, Mistress

needed to vent the hatred and jealousy she felt toward Cori - beautiful blonde

pregnant whore who would give Master what she, Mistress, could not.

	Angling against little Carlie’s blood-gashed limb, pressing it to her belly, Mistress now began to saw through the ten year old’s thin ankle as Sylvia screamed with unbearable anguish.

	“Ahh dear Godd sweet Jesus noooooo!”

	“Mmmuuuuuhhhmmaaaaaaa - ieeeeeee!” Carli screamed.

	When the knife had ripped and gashed three quarters of the way through Mistress yanked on Carlie’s foot, tearing it off her and tossing it to the ground, releasing the child’s mutilated blood-squirting leg.

	Carlie swung in wild circles kicking her legstump and both her

bleeding knife-gashed limbs in a mindless agony dance.

	Mistress, teeth bared, lunged at the child to stab into the child’s belly and back, hard  and deep inspired by mom’s pleading screams.

	“Watch me mom! Watch me! Watch me kill your baby!”

	



•	Across the yard, the face-gashed whore nailed to the table suffered and babbled pointlessly for mercy at the four knife-wielding killers.

	They reheated their blades on the grill and continued their slow careful

torture, heedless of the garbled words and squawks pouring from their victim’s ring-gagged, ugly-sliced mouth.

	Their knives steamed against her flesh, opened small wounds all over her.

	The men fucked her torn face and her cunt and her asshole randomly.

	Aaron pushed the hot sharp steel up her twat and as she screamed and

sobbed Cal pissed in her eyes.

	Aaron then fucked her burned bloody snatch while Cal pushed his still

pissing cock down her throat.  Lou and Steve probed and prodded her flanks

and thighs with their blades.

	The men pushed blades into her cunt and ass, leaving the knives sticking

up out of her and they came around to jerk off and shoot their cum in her

upside down head, in her eyes and oohh-shaped blood-grinning mouth.  They took their time, stroking languidly, cupping their balls and their jizz spumed hot against her bloody cheeks. It blinded and choked her and she puked and groaned and tugged against the nails and wires that held her to the table.

	Cal was the first to finish and as the others stepped up to get theirs he took his knife and began to slice off the finger-tips of her left hand.

	Whoreblood shot out on the wooden table.

	Steve finished next and he moved to the whore’s other hand stabbing

right through the arm once and yanking the knife out to cut off her wiggling fingers.

	Lou leaned down to pound into her cum-filled mouth and push into her throat.  He stepped back as his two companions began the mutilation of the

whore’s hands.  

	Smiling he let his bladder go, hosing down the woman’s screaming

wildly contorted horribly mutilated face.





• Carlie’s swinging movements begin to subside.

	The child bleeds profusely, bleats brokenly, coughs up red bile.

	Mistress puts her blade to the child’s belly and slices laterally pushing deep,

cutting Carlie almost in half.

	Then, as the child’s innards begin to spill from the ugly wound, Mistress

savagely thrusts the knife into Carlie’s chest, into her heart, hilting it there,

leaving it in her.

	The ten year old shudders violently, looks into her mother’s eyes, Sylvia hysterically screaming, gut-wrenching mother screams of hideous emotional suffering, Mistress with both her hands on her cunt, pleasuring herself - Mistress reaching out to cup one handful of Carlie’s belly blood, hooded bitch smearing herself with childblood, smearing fat tits and throbbing cunt - reaching out again,

another handful cupped to her mouth and hooded smiling face -

	“Ahhh - killed ‘er, mom - killed your little baby -”

	Mistress shivering as she cums, eyes closed, lips wide.

	Cori feverishly orgasming to it, grunting like a pig, impaled on Master’s

rhythmically pistoning cock.

	Carlie’s eyes rolling back, her body going limp, a last groaning sigh,

her head falling forward between her upstretched arms - a final flickering

spasm - her footless leg kicking out spastically - then she just dangles there -

like the boy, Paulie, Cori thinks - or Pam, the first child she’d seen Master kill - like Soledad - Jennie and Brooke -  like Sherry - Carmen - like all the little dead ones, murdered for Master’s greedy masculine pleasure - all the ones already gone and all the ones still to come...





• All the energy has drained from Sylvia now.  She is listless and unresponsive.

	The men come for her.

	They’ve cut little Carlie down.

	She’s watched all of them fuck her baby’s dead gutted massacred body on the ground.

	Complete desecration.

	Galwell and Cori and Mistress stand watching.

	The clouds have cleared and a half moon gleams in the black sky. A soft shivery humid mist rolls in from the pond.

	The flames crackle in the grill.

	An owl hoots deep in the woods.

	The men bring the whore they’ve pried off the table. They have to carry her.

She can’t walk. Her fingers and toes have been cut off and she’s covered with

burns and lacerations of varying shapes and sizes.  Her nipples are gone. Two knives still jut from her cunt and ass. The ring-gag has been removed.  Her knife-ripped face is splotched with cum and piss.

	The men hang the whore up where Carlie was, right in front of Sylvia.

	Master has not cum yet.  He plans on saving it for later - for Carolyn in the cabin. He wants to sample these last two remaining victims in the barnyard orgy.  

	He has a sudden inspiration.

	“Lou,” he says turning to the bald killer. “Go in the cabin and get the injector and the tank.  Dump out the oil and fill it with gasoline.”

	Cori remembers the injector - the device he used months before on the whore that became Cori’s first kill - the long steel shaft with the needle-like spout.

	As Lou goes to the cabin, Galwell steps up to Sylvia and tilts her face up to look into her blown out eyes.

	“Your soul is mine. Say it.”

	She stares up at the killer blankly.

	The men watch quietly.

	Galwell slaps Sylvia’s face hard.

	“Your soul is mine, pig. Say it.”

	What does it matter to her now - what does anything matter.

	“M-my soul is yours.”

	Silently and effortlessly he lifts her whipwelted legs and enters her gouged-out cunt.  He fucks the murdered child’s mom without any passion - mechanically - just for the hell of it. She takes it soundlessly, almost catatonically.

	“Look at me,” he tells her.  

	When she does, weakly raising her head to him, he tells her:

	“You and your little dead daughter are nothing but worthless fuckmeat.”

	The terrible words mean nothing to her now - Carlie’s dead - her baby’s dead.

	“Completely fucking worthless.”

	Galwell smiles, hawks up phlegm and spits in her face

	“I loved watching your little one die.  It was real nice.”

 	Sylvia sobs weakly and he slides out of her letting her legs drop.

	She watches him turn to the whore.

	“Your soul is mine...” he prompts.

	The whore is shivering, half gone.

	“Awh ffuck - don’t kill me - pleeze - don’t k-”

	“Your soul is mine,” he says loudly, interrupting.

	She looks into his eyes suddenly quiet, stares at him stupidly.

	“Say it. Tell me.”

	She nods and then after a moment she finally says it, weakly.

	“Again, pig.”

	“Y-yours - my - my soul is yours -”

	He yanks the knives out of her making her scream and lifting her legs on to his shoulders, as he did with Sylvia, he pushes into her bloody snatch and then

into her torn up asshole.

	“Fuck me you filthy hoochie pig...fuck me...come on...”

	The whore tries weakly to please him, her fingerless hands dripping blood

down on both of them, her toeless feet spurting on his arms and back.

	Sylvia turns her face so that she doesn’t have to watch the obscenity in front of her but then her eyes stray over Carlie’s dead body on the ground and she whimpers and returns her eyes to the sight of the dark haired killer fucking the mutilated street whore.  My soul is his, she realizes sickeningly. I’ve given it to him.

	Finally, with a gesture of complete disgust Galwell pushes the whore’s body

off him and she give out a yelp, left to swing on wired wrists.

	“Let’s finish them.”



	

• Lou has returned with the injector.

	Master takes the weapon moves toward the two arm-hung women.

	Cori and Mistress and the men look on as the killer expertly pierces the spear tube into Sylvia’s belly and depresses the switch on the metal shaft.

	The brunette writhes in groaning suffering, both her legs coming off the ground as her stomach begins to fill out until it is hugely bloated.  Gasoline

surges up her esophagus and out her mouth and it burns and gags her.  She shits blood.

	Master yanks out the tube. Blood and fuel spill from the small round wound.

	He then pierces and fills both of the brunette’s shapely whip-welted

titbags, until they bulge from her chest like melons.

	Turning to the whore he slams the spike into the broken woman’s abdomen

and presses the injection switch.  The tormented female screams crazily, tugs

on her bound arms, kicks the ground with her mutilated feet.

	“Nice dance, slut. Ever take lessons?”

	Master fills her up.

	He fills up both her saggy tits until they are taut meat balloons.

	Yanking the shaft out of the whore, master squirts gasoline all over both 

females, all over their faces and hair.

	“Let’s light ‘em up.”



	

• Aaron has the honors.

	He finds a piece of one of the dead whore’s gaudy dresses,  fashions a colorful braided strand, dips it in the grill.

	He comes for the women with the burning bundle.

	



•	The two victims look pregnant, all swollen, laden with the volatile fluid, vomiting up fuel - shitting it - pissing it - dizzy with the fumes.  Their screams fill the night as they realize what is coming.

	The men laugh.  Cal and Steve are already stroking themselves.

	Mistress cups her breasts. This is new. She has not seen it done before.

	A new thrill.

	Cori leans back against the wall of the barn, dazed, cunt and ass sore from

Galwell’s pounding.





• Aaron circles the two hung bitches, taunting cruelly.

	He thrusts the burning cloth at them and they flinch from it wailing.

	He laughs. 

	Taunts.

	Thrusts.

	He’s got them turning every which way, spinning around.

	Fucking sluts.

	“Do it!” the men shout. “Come on, man! Do it!”

	Galwell slow-tugs on his prick.



	

• Aaron puts the flame to the street whore first.

	A hot flaring whooosh.

	The bitch’s hair and knife-slashed face go up as she keens shrilly and kicks

her mutilated legs and waggles her hips.

	Its like the fire is fucking her.

	A spark shoots out and ignites Sylvia.

	Beautifully the young brunette’s swollen belly and tits catch a surface

blaze, a bluish flaming that haloes her squirming body.

	Then Aaron tosses the flaming cloth, which is now almost completely

consumed, at Sylvia’s head.

	Another whooosh and Sylvia’s hair explodes off her scalp.

	Wildly the suburban mom begins twirling like a spinning top, all on fire,

trailing smoke and ash.

	“Yyyaahhhhhhgggghhh!” she screams at the top of her lungs.

	The men roar with amusement.

	And then a sudden rupturing blast makes the men back off cautiously.

	The whore’s tits have exploded, simultaneously and she’s raucously

shrieking for almost ten seconds before a louder explosion of belching flame

rips her belly apart, steaming guts and chunks of her spray out in every

direction.

	One of Sylvia’s gas-bloated boobs explodes.

	“Whooaa!”

	“Un-fucking-real!”

	Cori sees the woman’s face through the blazing flames.

	Mouth wide, screaming, flesh melting, eyes bulging.

	The brunette loses her other breast.

	Swwwhoofff!

	The whore slumps suddenly, her body burning brightly and -

	WHHHHHAAAPPFFFF!

	Sylvia’s abdomen ruptures.  A long rope of burning intestine springs out of her and splats against the side of the bonebreaker.  Flaming gutmeat spatters

the dead whore that hangs there.

	“Nugh! Nugh! Nugh! Nugh!” the brunette shout-grunts and -

	SPPAFFFFF!

	More of her guts explode, a smouldering bundle of gutmeat.

	She’s still spinning, slower now - slower - as the crackly flames totally envelop her and the men cheer - and she eventually just stops and her legs just give

out and both murdered women burn, human female torches lighting up the night, blazing brightly for nearly ten minutes before their flesh melts, bones cracking like

firewood and they fall in a black charred heap, their bound hands burned

to a crisp still strung on the wire above the mass of burning human meat.

	“Goddamn!” Cal shouts.

	“Awesome!” Steve adds.





•	After a while, Galwell turns and moves toward the cabin.  Cori, Mistress and the rest of the killers follow.



						~	



Cori thinks of it as a dance, a long hard all night dance of unleashed atavistic

sexuality and violence.



It begins with the men and Carolyn.

The beaten blonde hangs by her cuffed wrists, arms wide apart.

She looks up when they enter and smiles sadly at Cori.

DEAD MEAT - her tattoo states.

Her beaten body is a masterpiece of purple-reddish contusions.

“Kiss her,” Master orders.

Cori does so, gently, squeezing her lips against Carolyn’s which are bruised

and swollen.

“Love you,” the suspended blonde sighs.



The men take her and Cori watches. They double fuck Carolyn as she hangs there.

Master sits back on the couch to watch, he holds his cock for Cori to straddle him, to mount him, and he tells Mistress to lick both of them.



The men take turns on Carolyn. They drop her to her knees and circle her making her suck their cocks, excite them all the way back to full erection.



Cori, Carolyn and Mistress are later entwined in lesbian love on the couch, on the floor, the men standing over them, guiding them, studying them.  The women make desperate love to each other, last-time love, hungry goodbye fuck.



The men take up short dogwhips.



Pain, lust, fucking - the night drags on and on.

Carolyn’s gonna die, Cori thinks. 

She’s going to die horribly for them.

I need to see that.



The whips swing, thud, crack.



Mistress and Cori hold Carolyn between them, cradled, legs open. The men

take turns whipping her cunt. When her already-slashed twat is all blushed and bleeding Master fistfucks her.  The once lovely blonde teen screeches in

witless suffering.



I like this, Cori thinks. Fuck - I LOVE this...



Cori on her knees before Mistress, Master whipping Cori’s back.



Stinging pleasure. 

Hard, sir. Hard.

Harder!



“BEAT meee!”



Master fistfucks Cori while Mistress reams his asshole with her long dark tongue.



Mistress and Carolyn sucking off the men, kneeling on the floor back to back and getting whipped.  Master whipping Cori’s thighs.



Slssh! Whpp! The cabin filled with the stink of blood and death and fucking and the

grunts and groans of pleasure and pain.



Slshhh! Whppp! Crackkk!

Harder! Harder!



The little girls are brought out of their cages.  Master has his fill of them first.

He takes Kasey first enjoying her whip-slashed, cock-busted sexhole, the child

whining and sobbing under him on the bed as Lena licks his balls. Kasey bleeds on the bare mattress, the little piglet. Master then kneels Lena on the edge of the bed and fucks the child up her ass.



“I killed your sister,” he tells his daughters. “Killed her nice and slow and soon I will kill the both of you.”



“Yes, daddy,” Lena groans into the mattress.  “It’s what we’re here for -”



Kasey stands on the mattress straddling Lena and she leans forward going up on her toes to kiss her father on the lips, still quietly sobbing, blood trickling down her thighs to drip off and spatter Lena’s white back.  The five year old throws her arms around her father’s shoulders, presses herself to his hot blood-streaked body.



“Did you hurt her, daddy?” Kasey whispers in her father’s ear. “Did you

hurt Carmen? I hope you hurt her real real real bad!”



Galwell smirks and grips Kasey’s head to french kiss her.  He tastes her tears and feels her tiny tongue against his.



Aaron whips Lena while Master fucks her. He whips her shoulders and 

back. He whips Kasey’s rump and thighs and legs while the child is kissed. He likes to hurt the children and does so with gusto.



After that Lou and Cal double fuck Kasey, nearly killing her.



The children are made to lick the women and then the men moving about on hands and knees.  Cori, Mistress and the two little girls are made to lick Carolyn’s

pussy while the blonde teen hangs again by her wrists and is tit-flogged.



Carolyn cums screaming wildly.



Harder, awghh God, sir, harder, pleease!?



A hot hard fuckorgy on the bed in the dimly lit cage room follows - the men, the women the children all on the bed and on the floor.  It’s a sea of human meat.  They all fuck each other, male and female entwined in  frenzied sexual bliss.  Master

fucks and is fucked at the same time. Cori thinks it is beautiful the men fucking while the children eat her pussy. Carolyn and Mistress rock against each other on the floor in a feverish sixtynine.  So beautiful to see Lou’s raging club push up

into Cal’s asshole.  Sweating, grunting, moaning. Steve sucking Master’s cock while Aaron fucks him.  The men swept up to greater rage by this release of their repressed homosexuality.  The children slammed under them and brutally penetrated. Hotter and harder, the night a screaming train off the tracks,

Cori licking up shitsmeared mancock, Mistress punching Lena’s belly, Carolyn

screaming under a brutal double fuck, Lou and Cal, Master fucking her face.



Aaron takes Lena in the bathroom and bends her over the toilet, pushes her face into the bowl and fucks her up the ass while nearly drowning her.



Master fucking Kasey. He’s on his knees. The five year old splayed and screaming on her belly in front of him.



“Cum on me,” he tells the men.



They circle around him jerking off.



Lena sits in the doorway of the bathroom watching, crying, her head soaked with toilet water.



Mistress, Carolyn and Cori watch from the bed wrapped up in each other.



The men step up close, their cocks upheld, fist-stroking.



“Yeahh,” Master grunts looking up at them. “Come on. Let me have it. Give me

a fuckin’sperm bath. Get it all over me.”



“You got it,” Aaron grunts. He’s the first, taking one step close to Master to shoot

his jism right in the dark haired man’s face.



“Fuckk yeah!” Master growls. “Come on. Give it to me.”



Aaron keeps spurting, Master offering his face, opening his mouth, and Cal now takes a step in and then Lou, quietly but sternly jerking off, shooting gobby sperm on Galwell as the dark-haired killer fucks his screaming five year old daughter, the manjuice splashing the little girl’s back and her hair. Sperm splashes Master’s chest and shoulders and arms, it gobs his lips and tongue.



“Ahh - uhhh - come on - empty yourselves on me, you bastards - all of you...”



Steve steps up from behind and squirts out hot semen on Master’s hair and

the back of his ears.



“Goddamn - ahhh - you fuckk -”



Master reaches back to smear the slime into his scalp.



The men rub their cocks on his face and he licks them clean as he continues to

brutally fuck Kasey.



Master makes Lena and Kasey lick the men’s cum off him as he jerks off.



The men go in the kitchen to take a break and drink beer.  They light up a couple of joints, pass them around.  They get the amphetamines in the cupboard and gulp them down.  They look through the windows at the floodlit massacre in the barnyard and laugh.  They fondle each other and joke around - there are no inhibitions left - they kiss hungrily - they begin to fuck again on the kitchen table - on the counter - on the floor - go down on their knees to suck each other.



Master fucks Cori and Carolyn, the two girls, one on top of the other, Cori underneath facing up, Carolyn on top facing down. He alternates - pussy, asshole, asshole, pussy.  Mistress whips Lena and Kasey on their bellies and thighs, lightly at first, then harder - then she makes the children eat her pussy and she whips them

while they do it.



When the men return from the kitchen they are viciously aroused.  Cori feels the violence in them.



“It’s almost light outside,” Aaron says.

“Yeah. Time we take care of business, boss,” Steve says.



“You’re all gonna suck my cock first,” Master growls.



They do. Sinking to their knees. Taking turns. Urging each other on.  Cori watches stroking herself. Master takes each of his men to stand over them tweaking his nipples, feeding them cock, each man pleasuring him in his own way in his own style.



“Goddamn, you fuckin guys are great - as good as any hoochie I’ve ever had...”



When he’s had all of them twice around, Steve kneels before him, looking up

at him.



“Let’s kill the cunt,” the handsome blonde man says softly.



Master smiles, traces Steve’s lips with his cock.



“Beg me.”



“Please, sir. Let’s kill the little cunt Carolyn and rip her little hoochie ass to shreds.”



Carolyn puts one hand to her mouth.  Her beaten eyes are suddenly tear-filled.



“Get me hard first, bitch.”



Steve slowsucks Master, teases his cock with his fingertips.



“Goddamn motherfucker - uhhh - that’s better than any fucking woman -”



After a few moments Master pushes Steve off him.



He turns to Mistress and Cori.



“Help her up and get her outside.  We’re gonna take her into the woods.”





						~	





Dawn lights up the rain-soaked woods.  Waterdrops like pearls hang on the branches and leaves.



Cori and Mistress are on either side of Carolyn. They help the badly beaten, tit- and cunt-gouged youth out of the cabin. They walk toward the trees, away from the barnyard. The men are behind them.  The men carry spears, hooks ropes, chains,

a wooden crate full of devices and weapons.  Lena and Kasey trail behind.



Carolyn goes weak between the two females.

“They’re going to kill me,” she whimpers.

“Got that right,” Mistress snarls.

Cori says nothing, and when Carolyn searches for her friend’s eyes Cori just stares ahead at the dewy path between the trees.



Cori notices that this path which Master has instructed them to take leads in a different direction than the stucco house. Ahead there is a line of pine trees, just beyond some scattered birch.  



“Right here,” Master says, coming up to take Carolyn from the females.



Birds twitter in the trees as Master leads Carolyn by her hand to a spot between

two tall red pines in front of an oak stump.



Cori sees that Lou has brough the video camera.  He’s already shooting.



“On your knees,” Master commands.



Carolyn slides down weakly before him.



“Are you ready?”



The question resonates in Cori - she flashes back to the first time with Master in his house in the city and the video of the murdered music teacher.  



Mistress is already stroking herself.



Lena and Kasey move to one side of the group and look on.



Carolyn is quiet, staring at the ground in front of her.



“I asked you a question, pig.”



The battered teen looks up at Galwell.



“Yes,” she says weakly. “Yes, sir. I’m ready.”



“Good. Put your arms on the stump, palms up.”



As Carolyn obeys, Aaron brings the hammer and spikes to Galwell.



“Tell me what I need to hear,” Galwell says, leaning down to place the first

spike against Carolyn’s wrist.



“I love you, sir.”



Whannnggg!



The sound of the hammer driving the spike through the young girl’s limb 

is unnaturally loud in the quiet woods.  Carolyn’s scream startles a flock

of sparrows which suddenly take fluttering flight.



Nailed to the stump by one arm Carolyn now watches helplessly as Master

moves around her with the hammer and the next spike.



“What else?” Master asks.



“My body is yours. My blood is yours - my - my soul is yours.”



Whannnggg!



Carolyn’s second scream is more of a supplicant wail and now she’s nailed

by both limbs to the stump.



“We’re gonna break your ass, you piece of shit.”



“Yes, sir.”



“I want you up on your feet.”

	

Carolyn struggles to obey, nailed to the stump and forced to bend over

her impaled arms.



“Legs wide, cunt.” 



As the young bitch obeys Galwell turns to the men: “Lets use the chains on ‘er.”



Five strands of heavy rusty steel chain are brought out from the crate.  Each man takes one. The killers position themselves in a circle. They tower over the beaten blonde teen nailed to the tree stump.



“Here’s what’s gonna happen,” Galwell says. “We each get a turn.  Mistress

will count the hits.  We’ll go clockwise.  Cori will call for each cut

with the following words - ‘Hit the slut again.’ - When she feels her friend

is ready for worse she will say: ‘Hit the slut harder.’ - and we will follow her lead.

Carolyn will clearly express her gratitude for each blow. Everybody clear?”



Silence. A terse nod from Mistress.



“I’ll begin the proceedings,” Galwell growls.



He swings his chain strand hard across Carolyn’s right flank.

The blonde grunts, staggers slightly.

“One,” Mistress states flatly.

“Thank you, sir,” Carolyn mutters.

“Surething, pig.”

After a moment Cori says:

“Hit the slut again.”

Aaron swings across Carolyn’s back, a thumping blow.

Each chain strand weighs nearly ten pounds.

Again Carolyn grunts, goes up on her toes and sinks down again.

Mistress: “Two.”

Carolyn: “Th-thank you, sir.”

Cori: “Hit the slut again.”



From a few feet away, on their knees in the moist carpet of leaves, Kasey and Lena watch entranced.  Galwell’s daughters, brutalized cherubs, share in the passionate savagery, touching themselves, squeezing  and rubbing welt-sliced nubs and violated babyholes and clits as the men destroy the nailed-down blonde.



Each killer takes his shot sending the heavy rusty metal smacking into slutmeat.

Soon the group builds a steady rhythm.  Mistress and Cori both begin to masturbate as they watch Carolyn take the terminal beating and their voices become slurred and eager.  The men are silent.  Only the female voices are heard - the counting, the thank-you’s, the call for the next blow.  The killers refrain from stroking themselves

focusing their sexual energy on the chainwhipping instead.



After fourteen blows Cori licks her lips and says:

“Hit the slut harder.”

Carolyn now sobs out each count, gasps and groans, her legs flexing and

her body jiggling with each impact.  Occasionally the tip of a chain strand

flails against the crack of her ass or around her upper thigh to pound into 

rod-sliced cunt.  Incredibly she widens her stance, moves her feet apart

in the dirt around the stump to make it easier for the killers’ chains to find her

vulnerable sex.

“Hit the slut harder,” Cori intones as she sees her friend surrender to the 

overwhelming assault.

From her haze of pain Carolyn looks up at her friend.

‘You’ll be here too one day,’ her eyes seem to say.  ‘You’ll be right where I am now.’

One by one the chains thump and slish into the bent over, nailed down teenager.

Cori tweaks her swelling clit looks across at Master and says:

“Hit the slut HARDER.”



Yes I will be where you are and I will expect nothing less.



A couple of the men take a step back.  The chains now whoosh impressively. Leaves in lowlying branches flutter.  Carolyn cries out, sobs, stamps her feet.  Sometimes one of her knees gives out.  Sometimes she lurches against her nailed arms.  Her head dangles down, her blonde mane bobbing against her nailed hands.

“Thirty five!” Mistress snarls.

“Aaaggg - th-thank you!”

“Hit the fucking goddamn slut HARDER!” Cori yells.

The swatting chains are like hammers.  Carolyn jerkily twists and screams

to each brutal thump.  A rib cracks.  Heavy links snap against her kneecaps

and thighs and she leans against her nailed-down arms and slumps and

howls.  Galwell rubs his cock on her face and upheld palms while the others take

their turn. When his turn comes he slams his chain down into Carolyn’s

back tearing skin off one asscheek.  She goes down on one

knee with a screech. Recuperates. Rises. Thanks him.  Aaron is already

swinging.



By the fiftieth blow it is clear they will kill her this way unless they stop.

Three broken ribs.

A cracked vertebra.

A broken shinbone.

Twice the chains have banged the back of her skull and knocked her almost completely unconscious.

Her cheek is gashed from the ear to the mouth.



Galwell calls an end to it.

It’s time to take Carolyn to the next level.



The men make a bonfire and prepare five long javelins.

Galwell pries Carolyn’s nailed arms off the wood, yanks out the nails

and stabs steel hooks through the bleeding wounds at her wrists breaking both wrist bones, all the way through as she kneels on the ground, head lolling against the bloody tree stump.

He suspends her hooked arms overhead to a steel bar that hangs from a pulley

on a pine branch.  By tugging on the pulley line he gets her kneeling upright

and calls to Lena and Kasey.  While he feeds Cori his cock, his two daughters,

on either side, lick the sides of his shaft as it slides in and out of the dying

blonde teenager’s lips.  Carolyn sucks his fat manshaft deliriously, eyes

half opened, bruised face slack.

As she does he draws cuts in her hands and arms with his knife.



Galwell orders Cori and Mistress to strap on bladed dildos, like the one

Mistress used earlier to bloodfuck Sylvia and Carlie; he hoists Carolyn

up on her feet.  The young teenage bitch can barely stand. Blood streams down

her arms and shoulders and back.

The killer orders Mistress to take Carolyn’s cunt.  He orders Cori to go

behind her and take her asshole.

Eagerly the two females move in on the hook-hung blonde to push their

killing shafts into her grabbing on to her for leverage.

Carolyn whines wheezing going up on her toes as the sexual assault begins.

Galwell takes up a single-tail lash and whips the three females moving

around them while the men cheer him on.



Soon the bonfire is raging,  the spears propped up in the flames.



Galwell orders Cori and Mistress to cease the bladed-dildo rape.

He hoists Carolyn off her feet.

When she’s off the ground he reaches up to stab metal grapple hooks through her gouged titbags.

Eyelets on the ends of the hooks are secured to rope lines on two other overhead pulleys.

The men hang Lena and Kasey, each child on one rope strand, by their skinny ankles.

Carolyn is hoisted higher and the children are lifted upside down off the ground,

laughing gleefully.

Their laughter becomes keening sobs as Galwell moves in with his whip.

The whipped girls swing pendulously on the ropes tugging against Carolyn’s tits as Galwell whales into them viciously.

After several harsh strokes of Galwell’s lash the hooks tear out of Carolyn.

First Lena topples to the ground headfirst ripping out a chunk of Carolyn’s left breast then Kasey falls ripping right a tear through Carolyn’s right breast.



The men take the fallen angels and drag them on the ground toward Cori

and Mistress.

Lena is lifted on to Mistress’s shoulders, made to straddle the hooded woman’s

head with her bound legs, the child’s belly against the dominatrix’s face.  Kasey is similarly mounted on Cori’s shoulders.

Cori and Mistress have their wrists cuffed behind them.  

Laughing cruelly the men pick up whips like the one Galwell’s been using

and attack the standing females and their piggy-back victims.

Both older females, unable to see the attacks, stand their ground under the hail of slashing blows to provide the men with easy targets.  They also take the opportunity to dip their mouths against babycunt and lick and nibble at the screaming children who dangle from their necks and clutch their heads.

When the men tire of the game they draw the whipped females down to the ground and untangle them and an impromptu orgy is staged by the sweltering heat of the fire.



The killers use the female bodies to work themselves up to a killing rage.



By the time Galwell stabs grapple hooks through Carolyn’s ankles the young bitch is almost unconscious.

She’s been hanging high off the ground by her spike-hooked wrists for nearly

an hour looking down on the fire and the savage sexual games below.

She grunts as her Master grinds each metal spike through her and tugs her

legs far apart to trees on either side.



The killers take the spears from the flames.



“Let’s take ‘er down slow,” Galwell says. “Let’s make the pig last.”



Carolyn looks down full of love for him.  She tastes blood and watches

the men gather around her.  She sees the blazing-red spear tips aimed at her, smouldering.



Cori, Mistress, Lena and Kasey look up at the hook hung killslut.  Cori and Mistress

feel simultaneous empathy, envy and lust - the children stare with morbid fascination.  Galwell has indoctrinated his daughters well.  They have learned to accept the slaughter of female as a way of life.



The spears hiss and pierce into the hanging blonde - but not deep - not at first.

The men are testing and prodding, probing - they are teasing her and she

knows it and she welcomes the pain and throws her head back and groans, writhes sensually to it.



“Kill meee -” she gasps.



Aaron and Cal push hot metal into Carolyn’s thighs and kneehollows.

Steve and Lou explore her asscheeks and abdomen.

Master, her chest and armpits and her shoulderblades.



The men circle and lunge upward at her.

The spears thunk and burn.

Harder and faster.

The men are jerking off as they stab and pierce.



Instinctively Cori, Mistress, Lena and Kasey crawl out to the men to suck

their cocks, to move from one killer to the next, to add to and enhance

the killers’ slaughtering pleasure.



“Run ‘er through!” Galwell snarls.



The killers do so, putting the javelins all the way through the dangling blonde, right

through the DEAD MEAT tattoo.

They pierce through her guts and ribcage and legs and uterus and

shoulders.  Spears whang and snap bone, rip muscle and flesh, gouge

out innards.  Carolyn pukes blood, screams at the trees, flails against

her hook-hung limbs. 



The killers re-heat the spears and renew the attack.

They burn and gouge and whip the slaughterslut with the javelins.

On Galwell’s suggestion they all pierce into her cuntmound simultaneously.

Mistress licks Master’s balls from underneath, Cori cups his glans in her mouth.

Lena and Kasey work on Lou and then on Steve.



Carolyn tips her head back and sees the dull gray morning growing brighter above the canopy of trees.



“KILLL MEEEE!” she shrieks frenetically.

She wants to die badly now. Needs it.

The spears fuck her body. Thump. Slooshh. Rippp. Whanng. Hard into her.

They find her lungs, her belly, her diaphragm.

She gives herself to it, arches her body into each thrust.

DEAD MEAT is no longer legible.  As it is made real the prophetic scrawl of letters becomes a red hash of meat and blood, a beautiful butchery.

“Gghkkkk-iihhhh-llll mmuhhhhgghhrrghh!”

Hot searing points of death, ripping the life out of her in pieces.

She shits out blood and gore. Pisses it out. Receives the killing spearfuck.

	



Carolyn - Carolyn Wells - how has she come to this point, this angry thrusting

of metal into the core of her?  This long wailing fall into oblivion - this

dark hungry love and submission for her Killer.  She looks down at him

and he glares back with fierce hatred and he puts his spear right in her 

throat and her mouth fills with blood and she can’t even say his name or

tell him, yes tell him, yes to tell him how much she LOVES him - ugghhrghh -

stab me stab me stab me stab me - but I love you love you ahhhgrgg fuck

me with the steel break me with the steel break me shatter me rip me

open!!



They leave all five spears in Carolyn Wells, once straight ‘A’ student, once

loving daughter - fallen from grace - shattered and twisted - puking blood, both lungs collapsed - the bitch near the end now - all five spears

all the way through her - she’s impaled, penetrated, defiled, massacred -

above her the gray gray morning sky - dull - the last morning she will

see - tree leaves shimmering in the wind.



And Galwell has the machete and he swing-slashes, hacks both her legs off her.

He tugs on the pulley line, lets her down to the ground.

They yank the spears out of her.

The men roll her on to her back and take turns on her, gangbang the legless teengirl savagely.

“Don’t die yet, pig - uhhh - don’t die yet!”

They fuck her gutted mutilated body.

While Lou and Steve fuck her Galwell puts her eyes out with a hot spear tip.

“Don’t you fuckin’ die -”



Finally standing on either side of her, Lou and Steve on her right, Cal and

Aaron on the left they’ve got her by her hooked arms, by the ropes, 

pulling, pulling, pulling.

“Rip the fucking cunt in two!”



Her arms are torn out by the sockets and she falls face first to the ground.



Galwell is standing over her with the shotgun.  He kicks her over on her back.

Lou has the video camera.



“Say it,” Galwell tells her.



“Ghurghh -  K-Kill me.”



The shotgun at her head.



“Open your mouth.”



The armless, legless stump of a woman obeys her Owner’s final command, wraps her once lovely lips around the double barrel and looks up at her killer.



Killer of her heart, killer of her soul, killer of her body.



On her knees a few feet away Cori frigs herself savagely.

“Uh - uh - uh - nnnnn -”



“Say goodbye to your friend, Cori,” Mistress growls.



The shotgun blast blows Carolyn’s head completely apart and off her shoulders.

A dark smoking smudge on the ground is all that’s left of the once lovely

teenage female.  Her mutilated carcass spasms, a tight cramp of muscles

and then slumps inertly.



Galwell unsheaths his knife, bends over Carolyn’s body and slam-stabs into

her chest, reaches in and cuts out her heart.  He brings it to Cori who

shudders orgasmically, kneeling on the ground, leaning against a birch trunk.



“Eat it, scumbag.”



“Agh - noo - pleease - I  can’t -”



“You can and you will. Take it in your hands.”



Cori reaches out gingerly, her hands visibly shaking.



“Do it, pig.”



Mistress looks on smiling.



“Yeahh - do it, pig.”



The men are gathering around.  Lou trains the video camera’s eye on her.



Carolyn’s heart feels like greasy velvet, firm but pliant in both Cori’s hands.

Inside the pregnant teen her fetus kicks wildly (her gift!).  She’s dizzy with lust and

horror.  How far has she come - how hideously far.  She’s holding her

friend’s heart in her hands.  Beautiful sweet Carolyn.



Slight life tremors still move through the muscle bundle, not quite beating, but

quivering pushing the blood still left in the chambers out through the gored

arteries.



“Do it, pig,” Master tells her. “Do it for me.”



She looks up into the killer’s greedy eyes.  His glaring demanding sinister stare.

She feels so small and frail - reflected and abandoned,

perceived and destroyed.

Slowly she brings Carolyn’s heart to her lips.



“Kiss it first.”



She does. For Him. All for HIM.  She kisses it lovingly and tenderly, feels

the quivering against her lips, smells the meaty stench of clotting blood.



“Now bite into it - hard - deep -”



She moans as she does it and closes her eyes and the taste of flesh and gore

almost chokes her but she manages to rip out a biteful and chew and

swallow. 



“Beautiful.”



She smiles, her eyes still closed - she has pleased him.

Eagerly now, she bites into the dead girl’s organ.

Blood rolls down her chin, down between her tattooed tits and belly and into her

shaved mons.

She feels it hot against her clit and orgasm explodes unbidden.



“Well, goddamn,” Lou jeers from behind the camera’s viewfinder. “I think we can sell this fucking video to Fear Factor,”   A chorus of sadistic laughter rises spontaneously.



Above her in the trees Cori hears the whooshing of wings and the mournful

cries of unknown birds taking off into the gray morning sky.



						~	



In the dark room, straddling the metal cylinder Cori suddenly trembles and

choke-sobs.  The hot sour taste of her dead friend’s heart is as vivid as the memory.  Her arms and legs ache.  Her big belly and swollen breasts ache and throb.



	 The lights come on and the young girl in the white dress is standing

there pulling the thick gag from Cori’s lips and the cinnamon candy is

being offered, red stripes on creamy white.

	“H-how l-long?” Cori mutters weakly as the sweetness dissolves on her tongue. “H-how long?”

	“How long have you been here?” the girl with braces asks.

	Cori nods.

	“Oh, almost five months.”

	A deeper voice resonates from the doorway.

	“Not quite five months.”

	The girl in the white dress, caught by surprise, looks around suddenly frightened and  edges away from Cori, backs up toward the wall.

	Galwell enters.  He is naked save for the strap around his waist where his

gun and knife are sheathed.

	Cori trembles at the sight of him.

	“Your time is coming,” he tells her. “....as for our little helper here.  She was only supposed to come in periodically and remove the waste from the cylinders - isn’t that right, Hannah dear?”

	“Yes sir - but - I -”

	“But what, cunt? Seems like you took it upon yourself to show my prisioner kindess and leniency, something a pig like her clearly does not deserve. Is that what you’ve done?”

	Hannah is now visibly shaking and looking down at the floor.

	“Yes, sir. I’m so stupid - I thought -”

	“Shut up, cunt. A worthless hoochie pipsqueak scum like you has no right to think. Step over here.” 

	He points to the floor in front of him.

	The redheaded girl Hannah steps obediently toward Master. She is so frail and petite next to him.  Probably not even five feet tall.  She can’t be any older than fourteen or fifteen.  She hangs her head as she stands in front of the powerful killer.

	“Lift your head and look at me,” Galwell tells her.

	The girl does so, her hands crossed in front of her short white dress.

	With unexpected viciousness, Master slaps Hannah’s cute face, forehand then backhand sending her against the wall on her knees, bleeding, her lips torn on her

metal braces.

	“On your feet, slimeball. Get back over here.”

	She does so and this time the killer punches the redhead’s belly. When

she bends forward he slams his fist up into her face and knocks her back

to the wall again.

	“You know the drill, slut.”

	Cori realizes this girl has been his punching bag for some time.

	Hannah staggers up to her feet, leaning on the wall. Blood is dribbling

from her nostrils and lips on to the front of her white dress.  She is sobbing

and moaning softly.

	Where did he pick you up? Cori wonders.  Tavern West? Or maybe

some other place with cheap lights and loud music.

	When Hannah makes her way back to Master he puts his hand on her

shoulder and urges her to kneel.  Gently he strokes his erect cock on her

bloody tear-wet face as he unsheathes his gun. Hannah sobs louder and

clasps her hands together raising them in a gesture of pleading.

	“Pleease, sir - please don’t kill me - I’ll never do anything like this again.

Never. Never. Please beat me all you want and fuck me - but don’t kill me!”

	Cori gasps for air and begins to bounce up and down on the shafts

that penetrate her. She rocks on the cylinder, her legs thumping against its sides.

She is drawn inexorably into Master’s sadistic arousal, sucked into its vortex.

	“I don’t have much use for slaves with a sense of initiative and a kind streak, but I’ll tell you what, sweetie.  Why don’t we let your friend Cori here decide your fate.  After  all you’ve gone out of your way to be kind to her at considerable risk to yourself. We’ll let her decide what should be done with you. We’ll let her say whether you live or die.”

	Cori bites her lip and looks down at the young redhead.

	The unexpected burst of the cinammon candy on her tongue is still fresh, the gentle touch of the young girl’s hands easing the ball gag from her lips, the memories of Hannah sometimes dabbing Cori’s face with a cool cloth.  But none of it seems to matter because Cori knows what Master wants.  Master demands cruelty - inhuman and blunt.  Just like when he made Cori eat Carolyn’s heart - or kill the whore in the cabin - or Soledad - or when he made Cori watch him kill Carmen and afterwards fuck him on the autopsy table, both of them washed in the dead child’s gore.  Cori knows there is no limit to his barbarity and his need for absolute sexual predation and dominance.  And she knows exactly what is expected of her. She has no real will of her own - she’s only a mirror of his raw ferocity.

	The redhead now lifts her pleading face and hands to the pregnant teenager hung over the cylinder in the small chamber.  Cori’s arms extended in suspended

crucifixion seem to welcome the younger girl, to beckon somehow.

	“Please - I only did it because you looked so uncomfortable - and so

sad -”

	“Listen to me, Hannah,” Cori says softly.

	Hannah nods nervously, blood dribbles from her chin.

	“Put your hands down. Take off your dress.”

	Puzzled, the young girl hesitates.

	“What...?”

	“Do as I say.”

	Uncertainly, Hannah reaches down, pulls the short garment up over her head and off.  She is naked under it as Cori thought; bruises and fading welts mark her pale skin.  Hannah has most definitely fulfilled her role as Master’s little girl Friday punching bag fuckpuppet.  She’s been a tasty little morsel for him - a bit of disposable fluff now at the end of her usefulness.

	“Lie on the ground before Master. On your back.  That’s right. Lift your legs up. Pull them back. Spread them open. Hold them open for him. Show Master your pretty little pussy - mm-hmm - that’s right. Peel it open with your fingertips so he can see right inside you....”

	Master stares down at the offered female meat smirking, gun in hand.

	“Now say, ‘Mercy, master.’ Go on. Say it. Offer him your little cunt and 

beg him.”

	Hannah looks from Cori to Master.  A sideglance again at Cori as if for approval and then her beaten face gleams up at the killer.

	“Mercy - master - pleease?”

	Hanna’s fingers stretch her strawberry hued labia open.

	Cori looks levelly at Galwell then and nods.

	“Shoot her in the cunt,” she says emotionlessly. “Kill the little shit.”

	Galwell smiles and before Hannah can react the killer trains the weapon between the young girl’s legs and pulls the trigger.

	The blast is deafening in the small room.

	Hannah’s scream is shrill and endless as she twists and writhes and spins

into a ball against the open door leaving a bloodspatter trail behind her as she

tumbles across the floor.

	Cori throws herself up and down against the cylinder as her clitoris throbs

violently.  The suction cups at her breasts kick in and begin to milk her lactating breasts.

	“Put the gun in her mouth - please, sir!” Cori groans on the edge of orgasm. “I want to see you blow her pretty little head off !”

	“Yes,” Galwell says going down on one knee and turning Hannah on her back, putting the gun to her face. “That would be most fitting, since it is this little slut’s brain that got her into trouble, much more so than her cute cunt.”

	“Open your mouth,” Cori shouts at the wild-eyed victim.  “Open it wide for him. It will end quick.”

	“Na - please - na - agh -”

	Hannah’s finger-tips, some of them severed, are blackened with gunpowder burns.

	“Don’t fight it, hon,” Galwell says smiling. “Listen to Cori.  She knows

what it’s all about. Open - come on - that’s a good girl - lick my gun - come on -

lick it for me.  Come on - be an obedient little fuck...You weren’t very good as a living slave.  Maybe you will please me more as a dead one.”

	Crying and shivering Hannah follows Master’s command and Cori watches from her perch atop the cylinder as the killer reams out the young redhead’s bleeding mouth with the Glock.  Cori hears the gun barrel scrape on Hannah’s braces and sees Master smile as the young terror-stricken, cunt-shot girl’s head

bobs on his gun.

	“That’s a good little bunny - such a good little girl - Too bad we’ll never see the success of your orthodontal treatment.  Guess your folks wasted their money.”

	The second blast is muffled in Hannah’s head. The top of Hannah’s rust-hued scalp blows off and her eyes roll back and smoke pours from her gaping lips

as a pool of blood grows under her shattered skull.  Her pretty legs twitch and then

she lies still.  

	Master holsters his gun and turns to Cori.

	“My friends will come for you later.  I want a one-on-one with you while

you’re pregnant.  I love to fuck big pregnant girls.”

	“Yes sir.”

	“Tomorrow night will be your last, slut. So prepare yourself mentally.  I

will induce labor.  You will be the main attraction at one final event.  A few more

of my associates will be in attendance and I expect it will be a very special

evening - for many reasons.”

	He moves toward the door taking his cunt-shot, head-shot girl victim by one ankle to drag the warm limp carcass out of the room.

	“Too bad about Hannah - just couldn’t seem to get ‘er knocked up, but I did have some nice times with her, though. I’m gonna have one last go at her while I cut her to pieces - that should be enjoyable - try to finish before she goes stiff on me - the useless little shit.  Landfill and fertilizer.  That’s all she’s good for now.”

	Before the lights go out and the door closes behind him Cori has one look

at Hannah’s blown head, staring eyes, blood dribbling mouth dragging along the floor.

	Landfill and fertilizer.

	That’s what I’ll be soon, Cori thinks.

	And then, alone in the darkness, assailed by the lingering smell of gunpowder and blood and by the fragments of memory still skittering through her mind, the taste of cinammon still lingering in her mouth, she begins silently to weep.













































6.



	Dennis Massey watched his wife crawl naked to him across the carpet. He loved the way her wet thighs flexed as they took her weight, her haunches

catlike and graceful.  She’d just had a warm shower and her body was warm-flushed, tiny water beads rolling off her skin and the tips of her soaked blonde hair

into the carpet.

	Megan may have fooled the whole world, he thought, but she’d never fooled him.  He’d seen through her from the day he’d met her. His wife was a hot bitch slut and he knew how to put her right where she belonged.  

	Cori’s dad leaned back in the comfortable chair in the sitting area of their large bedroom, wearing only a pair of cutoff denim shorts.

	There had been no news from Cori or from the detective they’d paid to find her and that was just fine with Dennis because, strangely, since his daughter had

vanished some nine months earlier, his sex-starved wife had been giving him a lot more time and special attention. It was as though she was using sex to fill the

void Cori had left.

	He lifted his bare foot up to his wife’s face as he brushed his hand over his hairy chest and rock-hard nipples.

	“Lick.” 

	At forty one Megan Massey was still a luscious woman, a mature version of her daughter, and now, her blonde hair strand-soaked from the shower, her eyes sparkling with unleashed sexuality, she was all cunt, ready to please her husband the way he liked.

	“Yes, daddy,” she blurted. “Anything to make daddy happy.”

	“Anything?”

	“Mm-hmmm...”

	Her soft lips wrapped around his fat toe and she sucked it down to its base, her cat-green pupils rising to meet his teasingly, the dark tuft of hair at the nub of his toe bristling against her red-painted mouth, her warm spit rolling down the bottom of his foot ticklingly,  her eyes dreamy as she looked up at him. Then she began to lick all over his foot edging her tongue between his toes, bussing his heel,

lapping at his ankle, getting him harder.

	He leaned forward in the chair, took her by her wet hair and lifted her face off his foot to kiss her hard reaching out to squeeze her big firm breasts.  He enjoyed that she hadn’t gone saggy like so many women did. That was one thing you could count on with Megan - she lived for appearances and her looks were her

number one priority.  He knew she had a strict regimen of diet and exercise.

She kept herself in tip-top shape for him, the way most women who understood their subservient sexual role did, doing whatever was necessary in order to keep their men happy.

	Holding her by her hair he guided her face down to his knees and thighs

and made her lick there, until his hairy skin gleamed with her saliva.

	People believed his pretty wife to be so prim and proper. They had no fucking clue as to what went on in their bedroom behind closed doors.

	He released her mane and she edged forward to kneel between his legs.

	“Daddy’s pretty tense today, princess.  Get the collar and the cuffs and the riding crop.”

	“Yes, daddy,” she purred excitedly and crawled across the room to the closet.

	She came back with the leather band already on her neck and the cuffs on her wrists and ankles.

	She had the riding crop in her mouth.

	“Give,” he said getting to his feet and taking the crop from her.

	With a dextrous move he unzipped his shorts pulled them down and

kicked them off.

	“You know what to do,” he told her.

	She slid forward with a moan and took him in her mouth.

	Dennis was well endowed, enough to make her have to open wide to chug down the full length of manmeat.  She loved his big dick and always outdid herself to pleasure him, licking his glans and balls, stroking him as she sucked.  She knew

exactly how he liked it and she performed zealously and devotedly.

	Years ago she’d asked him about Cori, right around the time Cori was

eight.  He thought about it now looking down at her head as she bobbed

smoothly back and forth on him and raked his balls gently with her long pink

fingernails, the leather cuffs brushing against the inside of his thighs.  

	“Have you ever thought about - uhm - about Cori - you know - sexually.”

	The question had come just after he’d unloaded up her tight asshole one late summer afternoon . They lay cuddled on the bed.

	“Wh-what?” he was taken off balance.

	“I mean - I know men think those things.  It’s ok if you have those thoughts,

you know.”

	“Really?”

	“Yeah. Sure. I read about it in Modern Woman. It’s no biggie.  I’ve had thoughts like that too.”

	“You have? Like what?”

	“I don’t know. Well, like having sex with her - you know, all three of us.”

	“Hmm -”

	“I mean, I would never do that Dennis, but -”

	“But the idea -”

	“Yeah. The idea. My God. What would people think if they heard us talk like this about our daughter?”

	“Truth is I’ve had thoughts too - ideas -”

	“Really? Tell me.”

	“You know -”

	“Like what we do?”

	“Yes.”

	“But you - you’ve never -”

	“No.”

	She’d lain quiet for a bit and then in a sultry tone she’d said:

	“Hmm - I think I could get off thinking about you with her like that - seeing you with my baby, doing the things you do with me.”

	“Yeah?”

	By then he’d been working his way back up to an impressive boner and he

was rubbing his meat against her asscheeks.

	“Tying her up.  Whipping her,” she’d said huskily, reaching down to

take his cock, spreading her legs to take him into her. “Ohh yeah. You would

whip our little baby hard, wouldn’t you?”

	“Yes.”

	“Daddy would be real angry with little Cori and mark her little titties wouldn’t he?”

	“Yes,” he’d said starting to slide in and out of Megan’s hot wetness.

	Could it be she was toying with him, that she knew what had happened

a year before when she’d been out of town? Had Cori told her?

	“Daddy would be very mean to Cori wouldn’t he?”

	“Very mean,” he’d said.

	She’d giggled then, giggled playfully and he’d realized she was just fantasizing and that for her it would never go beyond that.

	And after that day they sometimes used the Cori thing to heat themselves up though Megan never knew what she’d touched upon. Yes, he’d been with Cori. And yes he’d been very mean. That his wife was unwittingly alluding to something that was fantasy for her but totally real for him was specially arousing for Dennis.

He liked that his wife was oblivious of what was going on in his mind - the memory of his daughter’s delicious rape. 

	But that had happened once. Only once and never again and though Cori

acted oddly toward him for a while it seemed to him the child had eventually forgotten the incident. Though he still felt tempted to take his daughter sexually, in fact occasionally spied on her when she was in the shower or out by the pool, his lustul thoughts leading always to arousal, he’d managed to contain himself and never laid a finger on her again.

	Then, a year earlier, when Cori had started to act and dress weird, Carl

wondered whether what he’d done all those years before might have had long-term consequences.  By then, Cori had gotten on his nerves and he often found himself wishing her gone. All she did was cause trouble and grief and chaos.

	Secretly he hoped the detective would not find her soon.  Life without

the little bitch was so much more peaceful.  Besides his wife seemed focused now

on what he wanted her to be focused on - his pleasure.

	He took Megan by her hair and pulled out of her mouth.	

	“On the bed, ass up, sweetie.  Daddy’s needs to give that sweet ass a good Irish going over.”

	She pouted and crawled to the bed to climb on it.

	It was an act.

	He knew she loved being spanked and caned and she would do

anything to get that treatment, sometimes acting sassy or giving him double talk for days until he took her down a peg and showed her what was what.

	Wouldn’t those ladies in that garden club she often entertained be amazed?

	For a moment when she steeled herself for him and he began to beat her

he remembered how Cori had cried on this same bed when he’d taken her cherry

and he smiled inwardly.  He’d fucked his daughter missionary style, kneeling over her on the bed, making her lie on top of her hands, snapping the riding crop on her flat little boobies as he slid past her hymen, rupturing the seven year old girl’s virgin flesh.  Cori had pleaded for him to stop but he’d told her to shut up and told her to grab the brass bedposts, her arms reaching up on either side of the pillows as he’d emptied himself inside her.  Then he’d stood up and left her broken, crumpled and sobbing.

	“Go take a shower,” he’d told her. “And don’t tell anyone about this,

understand?”

	“Y-es, daddy.”

	“This is - private - just you and me, princess - our little secret.  Tomorrow we’ll go to the mall and you can pick out anything you like, ok? Anything at all.”

	Now that his pretty daughter was gone Dennis did have regrets.

	He didn’t wish that he’d spared Cori that crude incestuous rape - or even that

he’d been there for her emotionally instead of coldly betraying and using her.  No. What he regretted was that he hadn’t continued and prolonged the abuse - that it hadn’t escalated.  That’s what the little bitch probably really needed deep down. Just like her mother.  He regretted he hadn’t taken his fill of Cori while he could, while

there was still little danger she would tell on him.  He probably could have kept

up that shit for years, buying off his daughter’s silence with presents - undeniably it would have been too dangerous after a while but the little bitch would have

given him lots of pleasure.  He would have been able to indulge his needs, not

with masturbatory episodes in the shower, thinking about the possibilities

he would never explore, but in real time.  Not, secretly, while fucking his wife,

pretending it was little Cori and not Megan he was plowing into, but openly

and brazenly, perhaps even convincing Megan to join him eventually, although that

seemed farfetched.

	Still, Dennis never pursued that line of action and now Cori was gone.  He

hadn’t given his bitch daughter what she needed and now she was probably looking for it out there somewhere, the little whore. He hoped she’d found it. Hoped she was getting it in spades.

	When Megan’s buttcheeks were rosy and laced with tiny welts Dennis moved

in and slid up her cunthole to fuck her.  At least this bitch was his, all his, and

she wasn’t going anywhere.  When she got older he’d probably dump her, though

he knew he’d have to pay some hefty alimony.  It was something he didn’t want

to think about for the moment.

	Later they lay in bed in the dark, on separate sides of the bed, he almost asleep, when he heard her sobbing.

	“What is it?” he asked.

	“I wonder where she is - what she’s doing -”

	“She’ll be alright. You’ll see. We’ll find her. She’ll come to her senses.”

	“Do you think so?”

	“Absolutely.”

	Inwardly, he doubted greatly that such a thing would ever happen. He definitely hoped it wouldn’t.

	He remembered the way Cori looked that night on Raymond Street when they’d spotted her on the bench. She’d looked like nothing more than a cheap street hooker and Dennis was sure that was exactly what she’d become.

	The sweet child that had once been (if ever) was no more.

	And though he heard his wife still sobbing mutedly on her side of the bed, Cori’s father turned on his side and slid into peaceful dreamless sleep.



						~	



	Two days later Megan got a call in the middle of the day from Alicia Robles, the rape counsellor that had visited Cori in the hospital.  Megan had been in

the middle of putting together a list of invitations for a social event at the

library downtown when the phone rang.

	“We have some information on your daughter, Mrs. Massey,” Alicia said.

	Megan’s heart skipped a beat.

	“What is it?” she asked.

	Dear God, had they found Cori murdered, dumped in a ditch somewhere? Was her baby dead?

	“Well, I’d rather you come down to our office this afternoon and we can discuss it here.”

	“What time?”

	“How about two o’clock?”

	“I’ll be there.”

	“Good. I’ll look forward to speaking with you.”

	In the bedroom Megan picked out an outfit to wear, something serious but not too drab.

	She noticed as she stood nude in front of the mirror the sharp red welts on her butt that Dennis had put there a couple of nights earlier. She smiled remembering their wild lovemaking but then, as she caught sight of

the wanton expression on her face, she almost immediately blushed with guilt.  What would people think if they knew what she and her husband did - even while her daughter had gone missing?  Was it possible that Cori’s walk into darkness was a result of her and Dennis’s own actions or inactions?  It wasn’t the first time that thought had presented itself to her and as usual when it did, Megan rushed to erase it quickly from her mind.

	She wondered if she should call her husband and tell him about the call from Ms. Robles.

	No. Better to wait until she knew more.  If the police wanted a discussion then it meant Cori was still alive and maybe someone had seen her or talked to her.

	Megan sighed, turned from the mirror and went into the shower.





						~



	“Well I don’t know why the man my husband hired hasn’t come up with anything like this,” Megan said.

	She sat across the desk at police headquarters from Alicia.

	Two detectives sat on either side of her.

	They’d been introduced as Aaron James and Steve Lucas.

	“I’m sure I don’t know, Mrs. Massey,” the blonde detective replied.  “But

I do know this. Our lead is solid.”

	“We just need you to come with us and make a formal ID so that we

can close this missing person file, m’am,” said the other cop. “We may not

be able to get your daughter to go back home but at least you’ll know she’s

okay and maybe you can speak to her.”

	Both men were dressed in slacks and polo shirts and Megan thought they

were probably very good detectives because they didn’t even look like cops.	 They did look like people who were not afraid of the seamy side of things, however.  They looked very street smart and tough - two guys (‘thugs’ was the first word that crossed her mind) it would not be a good idea to mess with.

	“Frankly, Mrs Massey,” Alicia said. “Sometimes hired guns like the one your husband’s paying are not all they’re cracked up to be. They’ll take your money and poke around and do nothing.”

	The men chuckled sympathetically.

	“So where is this place my daughter’s been seen?” Megan asked.

	“Warehouse district, north of downtown,” Aaron said.

	“I see.”

	“There’s a bar there she apparently has been frequenting.”

	“Really.”

	“We can take a ride out there now, if it’s not too much trouble,” Alicia

offered. “She usually frequents the place in the afternoons.”

	“Now? Oh. I hadn’t thought - well, that’s not far from here. I guess it’s fine. Sure.”

	Alicia rose from behind her desk.

	“Ok,” she said, suddenly very bussinesslike. “Why don’t you ride with these two gentlemen. I have to run an errand but I’ll meet up with you later - oh, by the way...”

	Alicia reached into a drawer and produced a .45 caliber handgun in a plastic bag.

	“Please take a close look at this gun Mrs. Massey.”

	Alicia opened the zipped up bag and held it for Megan.

	“Ugh,” Cori’s mother grimaced. “I don’t like guns.”

	“Take it for a moment and look at it.  This is just routine.  For the record

we need to know if you’ve ever seen this weapon in Cori’s posession, in your

home, or anywhere else that might be relevant.”

	Megan took the gun gingerly.  It was heavy.  She looked cautiously at

the rape counsellor.

	“Its ok,”Alicia said.  “Its not loaded.”

	Megan handled the gun briefly, turned it over a couple of times.  She knew

she’d never seen this weapon or anything like it but she wanted to make sure

the record was straight.  The two cops and the rape counsellor watched her

closely.

	“I’ve never seen this gun before,” she told Alicia who held the plastic

bag open for her.

	“Thank you,” the rape counsellor said as she took the gun back and put it on the desk. “I thought as much. That’ll be all.  I’ll see you in a bit, Mrs. Massey.”

	“Does that gun -” Cori’s mother stammered hesitantly. “Does it have something - something to do with my daughter?”

	“We don’t think so. Not at this time anyway.”

	“Let’s go, Mrs. Massey,” the policeman named Steve said. “We don’t want to miss Cori if she shows up.”

	Megan turned and followed the cops out of Alicia’s office.

	The detective’s car, a black SUV was parked just down the block from

the courthouse.  Steve held the back door open for Megan and after she got in

he got in the front with his partner.

	When they were under way Megan became distracted by the afternoon

traffic, by the shops on the main avenue.  She wondered about the gun Alicia Robles had shown her.  What was that all about?

	Then she noticed something else that was funny.  

	The SUV had no rear door handles or locks.

	Cop car, she thought.  Keep the bad guys from making an unexpected

exit.

	Ahead of her the two men stared straight ahead impassively.



						~



	Cori groaned as the machine whirred and the overhead chains lifted

her bodily off the cylinder.  The metal phalluses that had been lodged in

her vagina and anus came loose with a slurping tug sending shooting

agony all through her distended abdomen. 

	She’d lost track of time.  Several hours had to have passed since the

murder of Hannah - five hours, six maybe. 

	Cal and Lou watched from the doorway, Lou working the switches

on the small panel on the wall as the cylinder now slid out from under

the pregnant teen, the platform rolling back toward the wall, driven by slow hydraulic pressure. 

	The men were dressed casually, t-shirts, jeans, sneakers and Cori could see

their crotches bulging as they studied her, specially Lou.  She knew they

were enjoying her plump pink nakedness and her suffering.  She could sense their

need to fuck and torture her. They made no attempt to hide it.  But she knew they were not about to indulge their needs.  These men were as obedient to Master’s commands as trained attack dogs and would do nothing unless it was sanctioned, pre-planned and pre-ordained.  She knew that she was being saved now for a much

more intensely violent fate, a group function where many of Master’s friends would participate, where she would be shared by all in some final horrific bloodletting.

	Cal had removed the suction cups that had clung around Cori’s

milk-filled jugs and she’d glanced down to see dark purplish rings around

her breasts where the cups had fastened. 

	“Beautiful,” he’d muttered smiling.

	 Then he’d released her ankles from the clamp-cuffs that had held her legs pinned to the cylinder.  He’d removed the intravenous tube that had pierced into her upstretched arm leaving a single drop of blood snailing down her hung arm. and lastly he’d slipped the harness gag, the ball of which Hannah had taken from her lips and left hanging around her neck, off her head.

	As the barrel-like platform slid away Cori hung in mid air, rosy-fleshed,

fat with child, head tipped back as the chain lines lowered her to the floor.

	There was no way her legs would hold her weight.  She’d been

off them for four and a half months and her knees were like rubber.  The

men smiled and watched her slide down to her knees and then lie on her side

on the floor as the chains descended.  

	The mechanical whirring ended with a sharp click and Galwell’s men

moved to her to uncuff her wrists and haul her up by her arms. 

	They dragged her from the room between them, her feet trailing behind

on the floor lifelessly.

	A few yards down the dark warehouse hallway there wasa small room, smaller than the one where she’d just spent her long captivity. They took her there  and they lifted her on to a wooden armchair in front of what looked like a dressing room table with a mirror framed in lightbulbs.  On the table there was a makeup kit, and some jewelry.  Cori recognized the items: her hoop ear-rings, her tongue stud, and the plastic bracelets she’d worn months before when Master had first brought her to the MEDCOM warehouse.  There was also a porcelain bowl laden with grapes and a tall bottle of Evian.

	“Get yourself ready for him,” Cal said. “He’s waiting for you.”

	Lou leaned down and looked at her reflection in the mirror, the edges of his tattoos visible under the sleeves of his black t-shirt and collar, reflecting the harsh white lights just like Cori’s own blatant and obscene markings.

	“Its gonna be your last night of love, little girl,” the bald man said with an evil smirk. “A last one-on-one with your Master.”

	“I - I - hmgh -” Cori said her throat dry. “ - don’t know if I can walk.”

	Cal chuckled and then leaned down to glare at her in the mirror from

the other side.

	“Don’t think you’ll need to do a whole lot of walking from here on in, sweetie pie.”

	Then they’d turned and left the room closing the door behind them.

	She’d reached for the grapes first, ravenous, starved for the taste of

something real in her mouth.  The flavor exploded on her taste buds

far more intensely than doomed Hannah’s candy gifts and the water was

cool on her parched lips and throat.  She saw herself in the mirror, framed

from the waist up, tottering on the old hard armchair.  Her blonde hair

was snarled and scraggly, there were bags under her eyes and her cheeks

looked pasty.  She knew that brushing her hair and putting on makeup

would do little to change her haggard appearance.  If anything it would

make it worse - but that was probably what Master wanted.  He liked it

when his females looked haggard, wasted, worn out, trashed.

	When she finished the fruit, leaving only a twisty little twig in the bowl

Cori began to apply the makeup.  It was like moving underwater, sluggish

and uncertain but she wanted to make herself look like what Master was

expecting - a used up worthless tramp, garish purple lips, black eyeshadow,

a goth girl, a soul-less doll.  She put on the hoop ear-rings and the bracelets.

She pushed the ball stud through the partially closed hole in her tongue

tasting blood.  Then she tried to get to her feet.

	Twice she slumped back down into the chair. She cradled her pregnant womb and felt the fetus stirring inside her.

	Groaning with exertion she propped herself up, her hands gripping

the chair arms.

	“Come on,” she told herself. “Get up - uhh - all the way up - you can do it.”

	When she let go of the chair she stood on her own feet for a full five

seconds, streaks of numbing pain moving up and down her ankles to her

thighs.  She saw her big round swollen belly framed in the mirror and

felt herself begin to tip forward.  Her hands slammed against the table top

and she toppled herself back into the chair.

	Outside, in the warehouse, she heard muffled screams and the unmistakable whooshing and thudding of whips.

	Cal and Lou were having themselves some entertainment.

	She realized then that even if she couldn’t walk she might be able to crawl.

	She would probably be able to crawl from this room and out into the hallway and maybe out of the warehouse.  She could find a phone and dial 911 and save herself and her unborn child and have Master and all his friends thrown in jail.  She would tell the cops about the cabin, about the whole horrific compound in the woods.  She was sure she could find the entrance off the road where the limo had dropped her months before.  She would have the police drive her there.  She would lead them to the final damning evidence that would end Master’s sadistic rampage.

They would dig up the graves, dredge up the pond.  It would be in every

newspaper in the world.

	But as she looked at herself in the mirror she knew that would never happen.

	She belonged to Him now, completely - body, blood and soul.  She and her baby.

	Inside her, as if responding to her thoughts, the fetus kicked. Galwell’s baby. Well - Galwell’s friends’ baby. All of Galwell’s killers had inseminated her.  There was no telling which one of them was the biological father and anyway, it basically didn’t matter.

	Cori smiled.

	It was unthinkable to betray Him, or His men.  He was her God.  She had a gift for Him inside her, a child that would provide countless hours of sadistic monstrous pleasure and probably end up beautifully carved to pieces on his autopsy table in the small stucco house in the woods.  

	Tiny cramps rippled in her womb. 

	There was no turning back for her anymore.  She wanted now only

to hurt for Him and His cruel disciples, to split open, to give them the gift that had been planted inside her.

	Again she tried to get to her feet, holding herself up on the chair’s arms.

	Soon Master’s men would come for her.  She knew she would probably never walk properly again but she wanted to be somewhat mobile for her owner, so that she could more easily please him and move to his commands.

	After a few minutes she surprised herself - she was actually able to stand and take some small tentative steps, circling the chair and table, leaning against the wall for support, her feet and legs tingling.

	By then the sounds of blows and screams had ceased.

	Lou and Cal returned to find her on her feet in the corner.

	“Well, look at you,” Lou said.  

	Both men were flushed with excitement.

	Cori knew that a few doors away some poor young bitch hung bloody,

perhaps dead, in one of the warehouse rooms.

	“I’m impressed,” Cal said. We won’t have to carry your ass around if you can move,”   He had something for her. “Here. Put this shit on.”

	A skimpy black dress hung from his hand.

	Cori knew she would look ludicrous in it, pregnant and nude, but she

moved to obey her captors, lifting the dress over her head and putting her

arms through the strap hoops.

	Leaning on Master’s men, her sore arms over their strong shoulders, she limped barefoot, half skipping, out into the hallway, letting them lead her toward the loading dock where their van was parked.

	She could smell their sweat, their musky stink, and she was suddenly dizzy with excitement. 

	“Tomorrow’s gonna be one hell of a party,” Cal said.

	Lou smirked.

	“Oh yeahh - one hell of a goddamn wingding.”

	“Really,” Cori said. “Why will it be any different from what I’ve already seen?”

	“This’ll be better,” Lou replied.  “Way better.”

	“Shit, girl you’re gonna be the guest of honor at the grand opening of

Valley Central’s new wing,” Cal told her.  They were almost to the end of the

hallway.

	Valley Central, Cori thought. The hospital where Master worked.

	“Thirty-seventh floor,” Lou said. “Large reception lobby. Five thousand square feet of office space and - four brand spanking new, state-of-the-art surgery rooms.”

	“Five, actually. One’s not officially on the books. We’re gonna be breaking that one in tomorrow.  Making sure all the equipment is ‘operational’,” Cal joked.

	“Yeah,” Lou added. “Gotta make sure all that fancy hardware works.”

	“Plus we’re planning on entertaining quite a large crowd - male only,

of course. What, maybe twenty guys?”

	“Yeah. Maybe more,” Lou said. “Depending on who shows up.”

	“Depending on who can afford it, you mean.”

	“Yeah. That too.”

	By then they had her at the side of the van and she leaned on Lou

as Cal slid the door open for her.

	As she stepped clumsily up into the vehicle Lou took out the remote control and pressed the button.

	The large metal dock door began to rise toward the ceiling and by the time both men were in the van and the engine was growling the MEDCOM warehouse entranceway was clear.

	Cal steered the van out into the street and eventually into traffic and Cori leaned back in the seat and stared out the window, her heart racing with anticipation

as the city streaked by, a senseless blur of light and shadow. Out here the world was going on as usual but for her it no longer counted or mattered.

	Only one thing now held meaning for her.

	She was going to her Master. A final one-on-one, Lou had said. 

	Her thighs trembled under the skimpy black dress.



						~



	The men drove her to Galwell’s house in the city,  where he had

first taken her after Tavern West.  After parking the van in the carport Cori was led 

out of the vehicle and up the steps to the rear kitchen doorway. 

	Here, under the buzzing fluorescent lamp, Master had first slapped Cori and taught her acceptance, her mouth stuffed with her crumpled panties. It seemed

like another lifetime ago, another century.

	She moved awkwardly between her captors stepping through the door

ahead of them as Cal held it open.  She pressed her tongue against the roof of her

mouth to feel the hard stud push against the ridges of her palate and the back

of her teeth.  She liked the way it felt. She’d missed it.

	A black girl stood spread-legged by the sink on a metal brace, a steel bar rising up from the brace penetrated her shaved cunt.  Her hands were drawn

out on either side, extended, palms forward, wrists buckled to a spreader bar behind her.

	She looked in Cori’s direction as the pregnant teen entered, pretty darkskinned face contorted with suffering.

	The young nigger was shiny with sweat and the front of her body

was streaked with violet and red welts from her neck to her thighs.  She

had been crying and her eyes were bloodshot.  Snot and drool and tears

ran down her face.

	Galwell stood beside her, a long fiberglass whipping rod in his hand.

He was naked and ragingly erect.

	“Hmm - I thought they’d have to bring you in on a stretcher,” Master told Cori.

	She was proud she’d been able to walk into the room on her own, to show him she was strong and ready for whatever he had in mind.

	 “Meet Sinnamon.  She’s a dancer at Blue Sam’s downtown - or was.”

	“Sinammon?” Lou guffawed. “What kinda fuckin’ stupid ass name

is that?”

	“Its a fucking stupid ass name for a fucking stupid ass stripper,” Master replied. “Isn’t it, pig?” he asked the beaten woman. “These are my friends

and one of my little slavebitches - a very pregnant one as you can see. Tell

them what a fucking stupid-ass whore you are - go on - tell them.”

	“I - uhm - I’m a - f-fucking stupid ass whore.”

	As soon as the black girl finished speaking Master slashed the fiberglass rod across the tops of both her meaty thighs.

	The fleshy whapp-slam was surprisingly loud.

	The nigger bitch tottered on her toes and gave out a hoarse shout of pain.

	Cori remembered kneeling on the dining set chairs and taking the loudly slashing belt on her backside that night long ago in this same room after coming

home with Master from Tavern West.

	Cal closed the kitchen door behind him and circled around Cori going to the refrigerator and taking a couple of beer cans, tossing one to Lou.

	The men popped the beer tops and began to drink as they watched Master

slash the black stripper again hard just above her knees.

	Cori loved the sound the rod made against female flesh.

	“Aoowww!” the girl howled.

	“This is Sinammon’s second visit,” Master said indifferent to his victim’s anguish, his back to Cori and the men.

	Cori secretly ogled the way his big round shoulders gleamed in the soft overhead lighting. She wanted to go down on her knees in front of him and take him in her mouth while he whipped the impaled stripper, but she dared not move without being told to.

	“She has a lot to learn yet before she gets to your level, Cori.”

	Master slashed the rod across Sinammon’s belly and the woman squealed

and butted back against the sink. The metal bar she was impaled on slid

deeper up her cunt.

	“Don’t you, you filthy nigger pig?”

	“Yes, sir,” the woman whimpered. “A lot to learn, sir.”

	Master moved to the black girl, took her short-nappy-haired head in his hand and spat on her face. His white phlegm ran down her long dark brown neck to her shoulder - cream on chocolate. He whipped her again, hard.  Then he turned to Cori.

	“Bend over. Put your head down on the counter.  I need to put my cock

in fuckmeat.”

	Cori moved eagerly but awkwardly into position, spreading her wobbly legs wide as she bent forward, her hands on the edge of the smooth countertop, her

cheek against the cool polished surface, one hoop earing trapped under her face. Hyper-aware of the leering hungry eyes of Master’s men she quivered then moaned huskily as Galwell put his flesh-rod up to her drooly womanhole from behind and slid up into her effortlessly.

	“Ahh yeah,” Galwell grunted. “That’s one well-used cunt.”

	Cal and Lou chuckled.

	The beaten nigger longingly watched him fuck Cori, drool spilling from her fat lipped mouth.  She rocked on the impaling bar going up and down on her toes to fuck herself, her pupils dilated, sweat pearls shiny on her forehead, Galwell’s

phlegm dissipating on her cheek.  She wanted what the white pregnant teen

was getting but she knew it wouldn’t be happening anytime soon.

	“Take the nigger to the warehouse,” Galwell said to his men. “Use her well. Make her bleed. Break both her legs and her arms. Her hands too.”

	As he delivered his orders he glanced over at Sinammon who stifled

an anguished sob.

	“When you’re done with her dump her in one of the usual spots and

call 911. You know the routine.”

	“You’ll miss the big party tomorrow,” Master told the whipped metal-fucked

black dancer who Cori knew would definitely never dance again. “But you’ll come to me for more, won’t you, pig?”

	“Y-yass - m-muh-master -”

	Cori couldn’t see Sinammon.  She kept her head against the counter and

glimpsed the men move around to take the black girl between them.  She heard

her moan as the men lifted her off the impaling bar and half-dragged her to the door.

	“You’ll come back as many times as I ask - again and again, won’t you, nigger?”

	“Yass, s-sir - I cuhm back - when you say - when you say -”

	“Filthy stinking coon bitch,” Master growled as he shoved himself deep into Cori. “Make her pay. Break all her fucking fingers. Mangle the fucking whore.”

	“You got it,” Steve replied.

	Then the men were gone and Cori was left finally alone with him.

	His strong hand moved slowly up her back to her shoulder, fingers splayed.  His fingertips toyed with the big hoop earring draped over her cheek.

	“Ahh - yeahh - this is prime fuckmeat -”

	His other hand moved down her side to her big hanging belly.

	“Mmm - there’s just nothing in the world like a good sweet piece of pregnant fuckmeat.”

	Cori groaned softly and closed her eyes. It was nice to please him with her body. He was deep inside her where she needed him to be.

	“Will you get her pregnant?” she asked him.

	“Sinammon? I’d like to. I’ve never had a nigger baby.  It would be different.”

	“Little black girls are pretty - I know you’d enjoy ripping one apart.”

	“You know it, slut.”

	“You’re going to rip my baby to pieces, aren’t you?”

	“In due time. When I’ve had my fill of her.”

	“Train her well. Make her give you all she can give.”

	Galwell smiled and slid slowly out of Cori to rub his massively engorged

meat against her silky asscheeks.

	“You know I will, whore - I’ll make sure I get as much out of her as I got out of her pig-bitch hoochie mother.”

	He reached down and took Cori by the hair at the nape of her neck to

lift her head up off the countertop and turn her around. The plastic bracelets on her right arm clicked together as they slid down her wrist. He stared meanly into her eyes and Cori felt herself melt for him; he then walked her to the

table and lifted her on to it, making her spread her legs wide. Taking her by her swollen tits he slid up into her cunt again, bent over her, pumping his cock

deep into her and leaning down to suck the milk out of her painfully swollen

nipples.

	She moaned, reached her arms out on either side and gripped the edges of the table, bracelets clacking against the butcher-block top.

	Above her on the wall was the same clock that had been there the 

first night he’d brought her here.  She remembered how she’d worried that she

wouldn’t be getting home on time.  Now time had ceased to have any relevance for her. Now she had no home. No parents. No one.  He had torn her from her life

and set her adrift.

	Her studded tongue grazed her lips moistening them.

	“Fuck me,” she whispered urging him on. “Use me. Fill me. That’s

all I’m good for. That’s what you’ve made me. That’s why I’m here.”

	He lifted his head from her breasts, her hot milk dribbling from his mouth.  His hands seized her big spherical belly. He squeezed her hard, painfully and stared into her eyes and continued to slam deep into her, his hips pistoning and churning.

	“I’m going to kill you tomorrow,” he said bluntly.

	“Yes, sir. I know.”

	“Cut you to pieces like a cow in a slaughterhouse.”

	She bit her lip and trembled as pleasure-chills surged through her.

	“You’re gonna give me your baby and then you’re going to die.”

	“Yess -” she whimpered weakly. “Its - its all I’m good for. I’m ready for it.”

	“Fucking whore.”

	Later he made her crawl after him, up the stairs to the bedroom.

	He hung her up on the same rack as when he’d first brought her to the house but this time there were no whips, no canes - only both his hard fat fists force-fucked up her cunt and her asshole repeatedly as she sobbed and took the punishment. He’d fist-fuck her then push his cock up her then fist-fuck her again.  He sucked the milk from her nipples and bit them until they were on fire. He

fist-fucked her cunt as he rammed his shaft her up the ass.  He bit her big belly and slid down on one knee to eat her pussy until she exploded in frenzied multiple

orgasms.  Then he fist-fucked and cock-fucked her again.

	Sometime during the punishing lovemaking he switched on the television.

	Videos of torture and slaughter played as she hung for him on the garment rack taking his unflagging abuse.  She saw the screen reflected in the dresser

mirror, saw images now of herself in the cabin being flogged and raped. Carolyn - Kalisha - Soledad - Sherry - women and children she didn’t know, taped from

all angles - suffering and dying for Master’s unquenchable pleasure.

	Sometime later he released her from the garment rack and took her on

the bed violently in many different positions,  disregarding the fact that she

was pregnant, pounding his weight into her carelessly, slamming her for all

she was worth, strangling her, throat-fucking her, slapping and body-punching her.

	“There’ll be one more thing for you tomorrow - before you give me your baby and die for me -” he snarled in her ear, yanking on her hoop earing, leaning over her as she knelt on the sheets, his cock hilted in her asshole. “ - one more very important thing -”

	“Wh-what, sir?”

	“A little surprise, whore. A little twist you won’t be expecting.”

	She wondered what he could mean but soon she had her throat full

of him and her studded tongue was providing a wet runway for his massive

sex-spear.

	Before he came, making her take the climactic pounding in her throat, using her studded-tongue as a runway for his battering prick, her head hung off the edge of the bed, he let his bladder go almost drowning her, gripping her head so that she could not move out of the way as the hot urine hosed into her trachea and made her gurgle and choke and turn red.  Even as he pissed in her throat he continued to skull-fuck her masterfully and hot slick gobs of cum followed the acrid piss and she swallowed and swallowed and choked finally sliding off the bed as he stepped back to lie in a defeated mess at his feet.

	He leaned down and grabbed her by her hair and made her crawl

to the bathroom.

	“Cup your hands,” he told her after he drew her into the shower stall.

	“You’ve already eaten Mistress’ shit. Now you’ll eat mine.”

	The bracelets slid down toward her elbow as she raised her arms.

	He turned and crouched and farted in her face.

	“Get it all, pig, you hear me?”

	He positioned his rump over her outstreched palms and squeezed out

a mushy clay-brown turd.

	“Wash your stupid face with it,” he told her.

	She obeyed lovingly, smearing herself with his mess.

	“Here’s more,” he told her. “Stuff it in your mouth”

	And she did - and every foul thing she’d ever done with him and for him

accompanied her voluntary self-desecration.  She’d sold her body for him.

Turned herself into a cheap street hooker for him.  She’d helped him kill women, young girls and children and stood by, an accomplice, a participant in his murderous excesses.  She’d given herself to Mistress for him and effectively betrayed and doomed her closest friend Carolyn and the child Hannah who demonstrated only loving kindness for her. She’d allowed herself to be impregnated and she was willing now to give him the human fruit of her womb knowing full well what his intentions for that child would ultimately be.  She’d let him do everything with her, indulge every inhuman and sadistic impulse with her, and now he had told her there would be more.

	She wondered what else could be possible, what final indignities would be imposed on her.  As she choked and fought back the urge to vomit and plied her mouth with his faeces she wondered what could possibly be left for her to give him that hadn’t already been taken - what final sadistic pleasure would he draw

from her? Would she be strong enough to bear it, to look into his hungry demonic eyes and know she was pleasing him?

	When he finished defecating on her he went to the cupboard under the bathroom sink.

	Her mouth was overfull, shit spilling down her chin as he came for her with a roll of gray duct tape. With a few quick moves he wrapped an adhesive band around her head and shit-gagged her.  

	“Ghwhhrrghh!” she grunted, eyes bulging.  She could barely breathe but she knelt before him, accepting submissively.

	“That’s how I want you,” he growled. “That’s the way all you hoochie pigs deserve to be treated - all you fucked-up clueless Brittney Spears wannabes .  All you little teenie bitches have nothing but shit in your heads anyway - all the shit you’ve filled yourselves with from television and movies - all the shallow crap they’ve sold you on - so you need to appreciate and value its taste and texture in your dirty little mouths.   Besides you should consider it a special treat.  I don’t do this with all my bitches - only a chosen few.  Consider yourself priviliged, cunt. Only the best cuntmeat gets a good taste of my crap. Now get up on your feet and get in the shower.”

	She rose and moved clumsily into the stall.

	There were steel manacles on the wall just above her head on either side.

	He stepped up to her, took her bracelets off her arm and tossed them on the floor and lifted her arms to the cold metal cuffs locking her in place, her arms outstretched.  Forced to stand on her toes and barely able to breathe, her pretty shit-smeared face framed by the large hoop earrings, the foul smell and taste of his crap overwhelming her, she watched as he went into the bedroom and returned with a small thin-tongued dogwhip.  There were tiny metal disks, like buttons, attached on the end of each whiptongue and an electrical cable that extended from the weapon’s handle.

	She watched him plug the electrical line into the bathroom outlet near the

sink and turn to face her.

	There was no shower curtain and the terra-cotta tiled stall was ten feet wide with shower spigots on both ends.

	“Spread those filthy fucking legs wide for me, whore,” he said bluntly as he waggled the whip to loosen up the tongues.

	Cori heard sharp popping sounds and saw sparks shoot from the disks on the whiptongues as they came in contact with each other.

	“This thing won’t leave any marks on you.  I want you unblemished for our special event tomorrow.  But I want to make your hurt before I fuck you - you

know how it is with me.  I can’t fuck a pig unless I make her hurt first. Hell, sometimes I can’t really fuck  a pig unless she’s downright bloody or even

dead. Specially a pretty little blonde teenage hoochie pig like you - Just the way I am I guess.  Always been like that. Since I was kid.”

	He shook the whip out again making the disks buzz and crackle.

	He edged closer to her positioning himself for the beating.

	“Yeah,” he said. “Tomorrow’s gonna be real nice.  And as I said there will be one more thing I’m gonna need from you then.  I’m sure you’ll do it well.  There’s nothing you wouldn’t do for me, is there fuckface?”

	“Nnghrr,” she groaned, shaking her head, earrings bobbing, her eyes fixed on him.

	“No. Of course not. I am your God and whatever your God commands is Gospel, am I right?”

	She nodded slowly.

	He studied her, his eyes moving up and down her naked body.

	“I like the way you look pregnant, Cori.  Push out that fat belly for me, I’m going to whip it.  More.  That’s right. Good slut. Arch your back. Offer yourself to me. Get those legs as far apart as you can. Give me what I need, girl.”

	She struggled valiantly to obey.  Rivulets of shit oozed from the edges of the duct tape gag and dripped on to her swollen tits and distended abdomen.  Her legs, still weak from her long confinement atop the steel cylinder in the warehouse, ached as her feet arched.  She heard the pt-pt-pt of shit drops leaking off her and on the shower stall vynl floor.  Her toes made a squeaking sound against the smooth surface as she moved her legs further apart. Her ass pushed against the cold wall

behind her as she watched Master lift the small whip.

	The whip tongues whooshed down and smacked on her belly. It was not a hard stroke, the blow was more of a caress, but a devastating electrical shock slammed through her.

	“Wwhhrgghh!?” she groaned slamming back against the wall, a puzzled, anguished look on her face.

	“You like that?” Galwell jeered, sneering. “Have some more.”

	The small whip made a sizzly sound as the killer expertly swiped it across his pregnant victim’s body. He beat her with perfectly timed strokes, watching her intently, studying her agony.  Sparks exploded from the small metal disks as they struck and Cori jiggle-jerked and made drowning gurgling noises as Master’s shit, propelled involuntarily inward by her steel-studded shock-driven tongue, lodged in her throat, pushed up her trachea and spumed from her nostrils.

	“Ye-ahh!,” Galwell snarled.  The sight of his young pregnant slave expelling twin streams of brown crud from her nose excited him deeply.

	He began to whip her big milk-filled paps, a bit harder, bringing up a rosy

flush on the young blonde’s creamy pale flesh.  Cori had been out of the sun for

months and her skin was ivory white and her heavy titmeat shook under the

electrical assault.

	Cori brought her legs together as the sequence of shocks kicked through her.

	Master struck with the searing whiptongues at her hips and thighs.

	“No, bitch.  Keep your fucking legs wide open for me! I wanna whip that

filthy cunt. It needs to be whipped. It needs to be whipped badly.”

	Teary-eyed from suffering but full of love (a fiercely pure love) for him Cori moved to obey him again thrusting her belly out and arching her back as he landed cut after cut on the front of her body.  She looked down at herself and saw no welts, only feverishly scarlet skin.  Tipping her head back she gave herself to the punishment expecting the blows to move down, expecting the sharp heat to lap at her pussy any second.

	Moments later, suddenly aware that he’d stopped hitting her she looked for him, still shivering and jerking uncontrollably.  He had brought a metal dildo-shaft from the bedroom.  Going down on one knee he pressed the shaft up to her asshole and pushed it inward inserting it roughly. She grunted, her knees shivering. A thick

glop of Galwell’s excrement finally caught in the peristalsis of her throat chugged slowly down into her esophagus, but an unswallowable mass remained wadded in her gagged mouth. 

	An electrical cord ran down from the dildo Galwell had just planted inside her.  He plugged that line into the same outlet as the torture-whip, across the room, above the washbasin, and then stepped back to brandish his weapon again, to take up where he’d left off.

	“Have some more, scumbag,” he said softly. “Dance for me.”

	Now each time the flashing whiptongues landed Cori felt the sharp shocks not only on her skin but inside her rectum, hot spears of nerve-rattling heat.  Her skull popped against the tiled wall, hoop earrings dancing wildly with each stroke, and she began to make whimpery-choking sounds, her face flushed, her hair frizzed by the electrical jolts.  Occasionally she leaped in response to the torture, her feet actually coming off the ground as she bodyslammed the wall behind her.

	After nearly fifteen minutes of this punishment Galwell leaned into the stall

and turned the faucet.  He let the twin nozzles shoot cold water down on Cori

from both sides leaving her soaked and shivering before he shut it off and stepped back out in front of her.

	The teenager’s head hung down between her outstreched arms.

	“Look at me,” the killer ordered.

	Slowly she raised her head, her angelic eyes half-closed and bloodshot.

	“I’m gonna give you more. Nod if you can handle it.”

	Weakly, tilting her head slightly, imploring and resigned at the same time, she assented.

	Her earrings glinted as she nodded.

	The whipping began again.

	With heartless accuracy Galwell finally slashed up into his pregnant teenager’s obscenely exposed cunt mound landing caressing strokes that sent shooting sparks

against her clit and labia.  Mewling and twitching spastically the young bitch pissed

herself as her fetus rolled wildly and pummeled her insides.  As he shock-whipped

his victim Galwell could see her fat womb actually mis-shapen by the movements

of the child inside her who, like its mother, was now in a rictus of suffering from

the jolts.  

	For Galwell there was nothing like punishing a young pregnant female. For him it was two for the price of one - mom and baby both suffering for him.  It was one of the most intensely pleasurable pursuits the sadistic killer could indulge and he took his time drawing out the inhumane torture to the absolute limit, taking his young bitch and her fetus to the very edge of trauma but not letting her go past it into unconsciousness, holding back and giving her rest until she was ready to take

more.

	It was nearly an hour before he put the whip down on the toilet seat.

	He watched her getting her bearings back, hanging there against the wall, standing in a puddle of piss, shivering and flushed, her lower belly and mons blood-red. She grunt-gasped repeatedly, hypnotically.  He stroked his cock firmly.  She had no idea the whipping was over and he knew she was ready to take more if he wanted it.  But he’d had enough for now and he moved in to pull the dildo out of her and rip the duct tape from her face.  He reached up and released her from the manacles on the wall and she slid down to kneel on the floor of the shower stall spitting up shit and choking, still vocalizing her suffering.  Turning on both faucets he stood with her in the intersecting wash of warm water.

	After his crap oozed off her he made her bathe him and herself with a

sweetly scented shower gel in the steam-fogged shower stall. She knelt in front of him and her hands spread the lathering lotion adoringly on his belly and thighs, down his legs to his feet.  She frothed his hard cock and took it gently in her mouth, sliding forward, reaming herself on him, teasing his shaft with her studded tongue, welcoming the bitter soap suds and the aftertaste of shit as he licked his balls and then his asshole, crouched underneath him moaning hungrily.  He face-fucked her for a while, then,  hoisting her up in his strong arms he slid his hard cock deep up into her aching cunt and began to fuck her against the tiled wall under the warm gushing torrent , her hoop earrings jiggling, her big belly nestled against his, the little baby girl inside her squirming helplessly as Cori’s first distant labor pains began to churn.

	

						~



	Alicia Robles encountered very little traffic on her way to the Massey home.  

	After Megan Massey left the police station the rape counsellor had gone to her Mercedes and called Dennis at his office from her untraceable cell and told Cori’s dad to meet her at the house.  

	“I have some important news about your daughter,” the rape counsellor had said.

	“Does Megan know?” he’d asked.

	“Not yet. I informed her you and I would be meeting. She’ll be coming by.”

	“I’m on my way,” Dennis had replied.

	He was already home by the time Alicia arrived. He let her in when she rang the door bell.

	She was wearing black leather ski gloves.

	Dennis thought it odd but didn’t mention it.  After all it wasn’t cold enough this time of year for gloves.  Maybe the woman had some kind of skin condition.  	She was short but intensely attractive with penetrating green eyes.

	He led her to the living room.

	“Please sit down, Ms. Robles,” he said indicating the couch.

	He was hoping her short dress would ride over her knees so that he could get a good long look at her legs.

	“I’m afraid not,” she said reaching into her purse.

	Dennis had been on his way to the chair which faced the couch. When

he turned he saw that the rape counsellor had a gun in her gloved hand, a .45

automatic, black and very deadly.

	“What...? What’s going on?”

	“What’s going on is you’re gonna die, asshole,” she snarled and pulled

the trigger.

	The blast slammed into Dennis Massey’s chest and blew him against

the wall and off his feet.

	He was still alive, smoke belching from his mouth and from the gaping

blood-spurting wound in his shirt, when Alicia strode over to him and put

her high-heel shoe on his neck as she looked down on him.

	Even without her customary leather hood the woman looked extremely vicious, in fact downright murderous.

	“Your little girl and your wife are nothing but slaughter meat now, fuckwad.”

	She smiled and he saw her aim the gun down at his crotch.

	“N-naahghh!” he blurted.

	The second blast, echoing off the hallway wall, was deafening.  Hot

searing agony tore through Cori’s father.

	“I’ve had my fill of your daughter but your wife and I still haven’t, shall

I say, tangoed? I’m looking forward to it.  Oh and incidentally, I really am 

a rape counsellor.  Actually I have a degree in psych.  I know how little girls

like Cori end up the way they do and I know their dads sometimes have

something to do with it.”

	Dennis watched helplessly as she aimed the smoking gun at his belly.

	“I’m pretty sure you had a little go at Cori when she was small. Didn’t you, scumbag? Yeah. Sure you did.  When mommy was not around you had

a little mommy-substitution, didn’t you? You had your fun.  Hey. I can’t blame you.  I enjoy that sort of thing myself. Me and my - employer.  Sugar and spice

and everything nice. Right, asshole? That’s what little girls like Cori are made of.

	“As for what’s happening here - well it’s like this.  Mom found out about you and sweet little baby Cori, who has since run off to be a street ho, and mom got herself a gun to settle the score. Then, after capping dad’s ass, mom got in her car and drove away for destinations unknown. Hmm.  Sound like a good scenario to you?  Does to me. In fact, that’s the way it’s going on the record.  That’s the way it’ll read in the papers, you piece of shit - “

	She bore down on his throat with her shoe and he choked, blood filling

his mouth his vision gradually blurred, his shot-through lungs giving out.

	By the time she squeezed the third round into his liver he was already

dead but the roaring blast echoed in his head and a final image of Cori

hung frozen in his fading mind.



	She is ten years old and bouncing on the diving board wearing a white bikini with red stripes.

	She bounces, bounces, bounces and leaps, her body arching beautifully

into a swan dive and his cock is stone-stiff in his shorts.

	There’s no one around. He can go in the pool and grab her and rip

off the flimsy bathing suit and fuck her, pound himself into her, use that young

little body the way it needs to be used - but he doesn’t. Instead as she comes

to the pool ladder and climbs out he ogles her gleaming bare skin.

	She turns to see him looking and smiles.

	Maybe she’s forgotten about that day three years before - or maybe she hasn’t.  There’s something in her smile - taunting - tempting.

	“Hi, daddy,” she giggles.

	Its as if she’s asking for it, as if she wants him to get up off the chair

and claim what is his.

	But he just sits there and the day and the image and the opportunity

fades and vanishes and now he’s just a corpse cornered against a blood spattered wall.



	The woman Dennis Massey had allowed in his house took the gun she’d killed him with, the gun Megan Massey had inadvertently left her fingerprints on, to the bedroom and dropped it on the bed. Then she moved through Megan’s closet putting things into a small luggage bag taken from the garage.

	Before departing, she looked out the living room window to make sure no curious neighbors had been aroused by the sound of gunfire.  

	Outside, the suburban scene was serene.  A sunny day.  People off at work. Kids off at school.

	Smiling, Alicia Robles, Galwell’s long time accomplice, known to many of his friends and to his unfortunate victims only as ‘Mistress’,  stepped out through the door and to her car.

	The prospect of introducing Cori’s mom to Galwell’s world was already

making her very very wet.

	

	



						~



	Minutes after Cal and Lou drove Cori to Galwell’s home, and at about the same time as Dennis Massey lay dying, gutshot against the wall in his home while Alicia Robles ransacked Megan’s bedroom, Steve and Aaron drove their SUV into the MEDCOM warehouse loading area with Cori’s mom in the back.

	As the remote garage door closed behind them Megan sat up nervously in the back seat.

	“Is this where my daughter is?” she asked.  The men hadn’t said anything about a warehouse. Certainly nothing about going into a building to look

for Cori. In fact, they hadn’t said anything at all the whole time since they’d left

the police station.

	She didn’t like the way the blonde cop kept looking at her in the rear view mirror.  It was creepy.

	She heard the loud metallic click as he unlocked the rear doors.

	“Get out of the car,” he told her.

	The tone of his voice chilled her.

	“I thought -” she began.

	The man who had been sitting in front of her slid quickly out of the vehicle.

He opened her door and stood staring.

	“You heard him,” he told her.  “Step out of the vehicle.”

	Megan suddenly knew something was very wrong.

	“What is this place? Where are we?” she demanded.

	Without a word Aaron grabbed her wrist and yanked her out of the SUV.

	She lost her balance and with a sharp cry fell to her knees.  He grabbed her by her shoulder, half-dragged her away from the car and pulled her up on her feet as Steve emerged and came around.

	Both men drew their guns.

	“What are you doing?” she squealed, staggering back against some empty crates as Aaron released her.

	“Why are you doing this?”

	“Shut up, bitch,” Steve barked.

	Megan lifted her hand to her face.  Her knees were scraped from the fall.  Both men were eyeing her meanly.

	“I’d like to see what’s under the hood on this babe, wouldn’t you, Steve?” Aaron said dreamily.

	“Yeah, that would be nice,” Steve replied smiling. “She’s got a little mileage

on her but she’s not bad - not bad at all.”

	Megan felt an icy shiver of terror.  They were talking about her as if she weren’t even there, as if she were an inanimate object.

	“Where’s my daughter?” Megan asked suddenly.  “You’re not policemen. What have you done with her? What have you done with Cori?  You’ve killed her haven’t you?”

	“Listen up, pig,” Steve snarled. “Right at this moment you’re nothing but fuckmeat. You got it? Fuckmeat asks no questions and fuckmeat deserves no answers.  Now, unless you want to die immediately start taking that dress off - and whatever is underneath it too.  We want you bare-ass, got it?”

	She looked at Aaron. 

	“Do it,” the dark haired man said.  She heard a loud click as both men cocked their weapons and she whimpered, her knees wobbly, as she realized

they would shoot her without hesitation if she didn’t obey.

	Trembling she reached down for the hem of her dark green dress and she

pulled it up slowly, over her head and off.

	“Why?” she groaned. “Wh-why are y-you doing this?”

	Silently oblivious, both men circled her, on either side of her, as she stood there trying to avoid their hungry eyes, staring down at the floor and shivering, goose bumps coming up on her arms and legs.

	“Drop it there,” Aaron told her pointing at the crumpled dress in her hand and then at the floor with his gun.

	“Real nice,” Steve said as he moved around his humiliated middle-aged captive who now stood in the warehouse loading dock in her black lace bra and panties and her high heel pumps, her hands folded demurely over her crotch.

	“I said naked, slut,” Steve. “All the way naked.”

	“Please,” Megan sobbed.

	Steve raised the gun and aimed it at her face.

	He continued to hold it there as she reached back and undid the clasp of her bra.  As the cups slid off Megan’s pretty pink-nippled breasts he licked his lips.

	“Pretty nice for a forty year old mom,” Aaron commented. “Pretty fuckin’ nice. I’m impressed.”

	Steve chuckled.

	Megan looked at the blonde killer, looked past the barrel of the weapon aimed at her and tilted her head pleadingly. His smile vanished.  His jaw was set and stern, his look cruel.  He pointed the gun down at her panties and made a slow up and down gesture.  She knew what that meant.  He wanted them off.  He wanted

her all the way naked like he’d said.

	Her shoulders shaking as she began to weep, biting back the sobs of terror

and shame, Megan hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties and tugged

them slowly and awkwardly down her legs. 

	Aaron moved around behind her. 

	He whistled, wide-eyed, as the black lace slid down off the woman’s buttocks.

	“Check this out, dude,” he told Steve. “Just check this shit out.”

	As Megan drew her panties down to her ankles Steve came around to see what his friend was all excited about.  The bitch was nice looking but she wasn’t something to get all worked up over.  Then he saw the fading welts on Megan’s rear end.

	“Well, goddamn,” he chortled. “Who would have thought...the bitch’s been

worked on.’

	“Hell yeah,” Aaron said. “Somebody’s used her good. She looked so goddamn politically correct too - fucking skag.”

	“Bitch, who did that to you?” Steve asked standing in front of Megan as

she stood back up, her arms drawn over her breasts. 

	She shook her head slowly, her mouth drawn down, lower lip trembling.

	“Please,” she said softly.

	“Don’t fucking ‘please’ me, bitch. Tell me right now - who the fuck did this to you?”

	“M-my h-husband.”

	Both men laughed derisively.

	“Your husband? Well, goddamn, bitch! Well, goddamn!”

	The sound of a woman’s high heels clacking against the concrete floor suddenly echoed in the warehouse dock. 

	Mistress swaggered from the shadows into the pool of half light. She smirked leeringly, studied the marks on Megan then glanced mischievously at Steve and Aaron, sharing their unexpected discovery.

	“Well,” she said. “You can bet that scumbag won’t be doing that with her again,” she told Megan.

	Megan wondered where the woman had come from and how long she’d been there.  The realization struck her that Alicia Robles was with these men.  She was part of whatever was going on - a vital part of it.  And then, with mounting terror, she wondered what the rape counselor’s words meant.

	Mistress leaned close to her and looked into Megan’s frightened eyes.

	“Your husband’s dead, bitch,” she growled slowly and deliberately.  “I killed him myself... blew his fucking ass away with the gun you handled in my office. Your prints will be found all over it.”

	Megan’s mouth went slack - her eyes scrolling up to the cold white bars of the overhead fluorescent lights in the loading bay ceiling.  With a tremulous sigh she dropped to her knees her face in her hands as she now sobbed hysterically.

	The three killers enjoyed their victim’s suffering for a few moments.  A naked

woman on her knees, emotionally broken, was a wonderful aphrodisiac. Mistress smiled cruelly.

	“Let’s take her inside,” she eventually said, glaring down at the back of Megan’s bobbing head, at the curving slope of her shoulders and the smooth

sculpted arc of her spine.  “Bitch likes the whip?  Let’s give ‘er as much of it as she can fuckin’ take.”



						~



	On the floor of Galwell’s kitchen Cori crouched and dipped her head

into the plastic dog bowl to eat.  Her hands were cuffed tightly at her sides, to each thigh and she pushed her face clumsily into the chunky mess Master had dumped in the blue plastic container. This was the second batch for her and the raw tepid stuff was smeared all over her neck and cheeks and bits of it clung to her hair which hung in wet strands over her face. 

	Cori didn’t know what she was eating, only that she was starved and needed nourishment.  She eagerly consumed the chewy strips, which Master had told her was dog food, gagging, the taste of Master’s shit and soapy shower gel still lingering in her throat.  She’d had nothing to eat for hours except the grapes she’d been given back at the warehouse after her release from her grueling four month bondage on the black cylinder.  Now that she was no longer fed by the IV lines that had kept her alive in the warehouse her belly ached for food, as did the new life stirring inside her, and she was driven to consume whatever was offered.  

	Galwell stood over his naked pregnant teen slave. He snickered as she burped

loudly between gulps.  He took great amusement in watching his young slaves debased, degraded, humiliated, broken, reduced to nothing more than filthy beasts.    And when they were pregnant and ready for final destruction as this slave was he felt a special thrill in serving them their final meal in a cheap dogbowl. This pig even had herself tattooed to define herself for him - ANIMAL CUNT.  That’s what she was alright - no question about it.

 	He had mixed a high dose of amphetamines and vitamins into the nasty goop - his own special recipe, tested on previous victims and perfected.  In the hours ahead the chemicals would keep the young female at a metabolic peak, able to endure the long hours of pain and suffering ahead while triggering the full blush of her masochistic arousal.

	He put his foot at the back of her head and pushed her face into the bowl.

	“Finish up, slut. I haven’t got all night.”

	Her blonde scalp was warm and wet against the bare sole of his foot.  He could feel the muscles in her neck work warmly against his heel as her big hoop

earrings scraped against the edges of the dogbowl.

	It was always amazing to him how far certain females would go for him. He

remembered his first night right here in the kitchen with Cori months before, after their encounter at Tavern West.  He’d suspected then that the girl with the cheap K-Mart jewelry was special, that she would be one of  the memorable ones, but she had gone beyond all his expectations.

	He had one last task for her, one he’d never proposed any of his victims

before.  It would be one she would perform for him before all his guests during the

slaughter orgy in the hospital on the following day.  But that was still several hours ahead.  The clock told him it was only two thirty in the morning and after a full day of bitch beating and punishing he was not in the mood for sleep.  The young nigger Sinammon had left him extremely aroused and he’d put Cori through her paces but he needed more.  He popped a couple of bennies and chugged down a Bud. 

	As Cori finished lapping up the bowl he lifted his foot from her head.

	He briefly considered putting his young bitch on the metal bar Sinammon had ridden earlier. The implement still stood by the cabinets on the other side of the kitchen, slick and wet from the nigger’s cunt. Strapping Cori to it and maybe giving her a bit more of the electrical whip would be entertaining but then he considered another option.  Mistress had dropped Lena and Kasey off earlier that morning.  She had left the girls for him in the room over the carport.  Little-girl meat was definitely something he could get into right about now.  He had planned to exterminate both children at the upcoming orgy but maybe he could have one last go-round with the little munchkins and Cori - a nice four way would be a nice way to cap the day. Then afterwards he might relax, maybe sleep an hour or two before the big party.

	He took a leash from the counter and clipped it to the slave collar around

Cori’s neck.

	He released her wrist-cuffs from the ropes around her thighs and tugged on the leash drawing his slave up on her haunches.

	“Pick it up,” he ordered indicating the dog bowl. “Hold it under your chin.”

	When she did as he asked he aimed his cock at her face and pissed on her.  She smiled and opened her lips wide to receive his fluid.  He hosed the dogfood

off her cheeks and drizzled-squirted all over her face, waving his prick like a wand, layering hot swaths of urine on her almost as if her were painting her with it, even in her eyes, as she looked up at him worshipfully, held in place on his leash.  When he finished he pointed at the piss that had trickled off her cheeks and chin and into the the dog bowl.

	“Drink up.”

	She instantly tilted the urine-filled bowl back over her lips and chugged down what was left of the hot yellow flood burping loudly as she finished.  

	“Good whore. Now, crawl,” he told her.  As he tugged her toward the door

she put down the bowl and went on to hands and knees.

	Silent and submissive she followed him, stumbling awkwardly down the steps

and then up a stairway at the other end of the carport.  She’d never been in this

part of his house and she wondered where he was taking her.  Was this the end?

Would there be a throng of brutal men waiting for her up there?  The concrete was

ice cold against her hands and knees.  Her belly wobbled as she dragged herself

after Master.  She clambered up the steps, already dizzy from the effects of

the drugs in the mess she’d eaten, a slight buzz, her cunt and nipples tingling, the taste of his piss bitter in her mouth.

	If Master’s brutal friends were indeed waiting for her in there she was ready.

	She was ready for anything he demanded.

	Master opened the door into a large room.  There were no division walls,  only four support pillars that interrupted the open space. There were also no male killers waiting for Cori.  

	The room ran the length of the house and went back some forty feet from the front wall.  There were no windows. There was a large kingsized bed at the far wall and to the right was a large bath area, a pink-tiled floor coming halfway into the carpeted room with a circular tub next to a concrete wall.  There were three shower spigots over the tub, one on each end and one above. 

	Lena, Master’s eight year old daughter, lay on the bed watching a large plasma TV screen mounted on one of the support pillars.  She had been masturbating, flush-faced, droopy-eyed.

	Kasey, her young sister, was also watching the screen from the tub kneeling in the warm sudsy water, her blonde hair wet, shiny, bound back in a single twined braid that went down to the middle of her back.

	“Hi, daddy,” the girls called out as Galwell entered, both naked children suddenly smiling brightly, obviously surprised by their father’s arrival. Lena came up to her knees on the edge of the bed. Kasey rose from the bathwater, slickly gleaming, her little hands on the edge of the tub.

	Cori noticed that the children bore no marks, or at least no evident marks, of

tortures or beatings.  They had been spared punishment in the last few weeks undoubtedly so that they would look clean and pretty for whatever would come their way tomorrow.   Such preparation would enhance the final besmirchment of their tender childbodies.

	“Cori,” Lena said as she caught sight of the crouching teen in the dark doorway. “I thought you killed her, daddy.”

	“No, sweetie. Not yet.”

	He turned to the pregnant teen dropping the leash. It dangled between her milk-filled titbags.

	“Get up on your feet, pig. Get in here and shut that door.”

	Cori obeyed.  She heard faint screaming sounds coming from the TV speakers.  She realized that the children were watching videos from Master’s

slaughter orgies.

	Galwell moved slowly into the room; he turned and looked at the screen.

	“Hmm - yeah - that was a nice one.”

	His words sent shivers through Cori. He was admiring his handiwork.  Remembering the moment. Sharing the lecherous pleasure with his daughters.

	“I like this part, daddy,” Lena muttered, her eyes leaving Cori and straying back to the action on the video.  Unashamedly the child’s hand went to her hairless

mons and she continued to stroke herself as she watched completely absorbed by

the vile images.

	Kasey stepped out of the tub, dripping wet and walked across the tiled portion of floor toward her father.  She leaned against his thigh, wrapped her arm around his leg; he took her wet flaxen-haired head by her braid as he watched the screen and reached down for his cock to stroke himself.

	“Come and watch with us, slut,” Master told Cori. “Come join the family.”

	Kasey’s eyes strayed away from the screen to look at Cori’s huge bloated

belly curiously, pressing her cheek playfully against her father’s thigh.

	Cori moved hesitantly across the carpeted room and the cries and screams

grew louder as she approached. The pregnant teen turned to watch, caught, transfixed in the silvery glow along with Galwell and his daughters.

	This was not one of the videos she had seen.  She wondered how many there were? A hundred? A thousand?  How long had Master been making them?

How could he have so much evil energy in him to go on day after day with such

destruction, such virulent hatred and sadisitc fury?  It seemed limitless, bottomless.

How many girls and women, how many children, had he and his friends slaughtered?  And how had he been able to escape suspicion or detection for so long?  As Cori’s eyes took in the images she felt herself melting inside, shivery, wet, hungry for his cock and his unimpeachable brutality.

	On the screen, two honeyblonde twelve year old girls were hung back to back, crucified, nailed to the same wooden beam which hung from the ceiling of the MEDCOM warehouse.  Their legs were spread wide, feet nailed to another beam down below, both youths suspended off the ground, the top beam hanging on chains from above, as Galwell and two other men wearing hoods pressed sharp heated metal javelins into the females.  Whoever was operating the camera would zoom in for closeups of the spearblades being held over glowing red coals. Then the camera would track the spears as they prodded gently or swiped against firm girlthighs and smooth sweat-glossed armpits leaving behind dark burn-patches.



•	“Slow, gentlemen,” Master says on the video. “Let’s take these puppies down slow.  There’s no need to rush it. No need at all.”



•	“Slow, daddy,” Lena muttered. Her jet black hair hung over her eyes in disarray.

	“That’s right, angel. That’s the way daddy likes it.”

	Puppies, Cori thought echoing for herself a different word than the one Lena had chosen.  Pretty blonde bitch puppies about to give their lives for the male killers.  That’s all we are for him - puppies - dogs - animals.  She cupped her tattooed milk-swollen breasts in her hands.

	ANIMAL CUNT - SLUT - PIG - her tattoos proclaimed.  Cori longed for the nipple and belly button rings that had months before adorned her body but they had been removed before she’d been mounted on the black cylinder at the warehouse.

	Galwell looked down and noticed Kasey gawking at Cori’s pregnant belly as the blonde erotically massaged herself.

	“Wanna touch it, angel?” he asked.

	Kasey rolled her eyes up at him, smiled and nodded slowly.

	Galwell drew Cori closer by the leash.

	“Touch her then,” he said to the five year old. “Feel her. She’s here for us.”

	Gingerly Kasey reached out with both her small hands. The child was fascinated by the colorful tattoos.

	Cori’s skin tingled at the gentle contact and she closed her eyes.

	She could still smell and taste Master’s piss and his shit and the need of him pulsed hotly in her vagina.  She pinched her nipples and milk oozed from them rolling off the underside of her painted boobs and on to her chest.

	“Ohh,” Kasey said softly, her cute baby lips pursed.  It was not the first time she had seen a lactating breast.

	It would be, however, her last.



•	Behind Cori, on the screen, the hot searing blades score dark streaks across

the bellies and chests of the screaming twelve year olds.



•	“Sisters,” Galwell commented, his eyes returning to the screen, his hand

pump-gripping his erect flesh, his balls swollen. “Twins - mmm - it was real nice - real fucking nice burning ‘em up like that...”

	Cori turned slowly to look, strumming her nipples as Kasey squeezed her belly tentatively.



•Glowing speartips hiss against pinknippled nubs.

	Twins, mirror-image victims, hung and rotating, screaming fitfully, pleading, hurting.



•“ Lou and Cal kidnapped them from a beach up the coast.”

	Cori wondered how long Lena and Kasey had been watching the taped images of female-killing brutality.  When she’d first seen the children, months before, in the barn with Mistress Cori’s reaction had been one of horrific revulsion.  Now she was in awe of Master’s sexual power. His power to corrupt and destroy.  It actually deepened her love for him.  It was darkly beautiful - that this man would subvert and destroy his own daughters, his own children, offer them up for destruction after he’d raped and ransacked their bodies and spirits.  

	Lost in the sexual abandonment provoked by her drug-heightened masochism Cori slid weakly to her knees in front of him as Kasey’s small hands dropped from her hot body.

	Master smiled down on her, drew his legs slightly apart.

	“You want me?” he asked.

	She nodded, eyes glazed.

	“Beg.”

	“Please, sir,” she gasped. “Please.”

	“Please what, scumbag?”

	“Fuck my mouth.”

	Though Cori could not see, on the video the spears now burned and cut into the twelve year old blonde girls on the video.

	“Mmm,” Lena moaned, her little forearm rotating hypnotically.

	The desperate screams coming from the victims on the screen triggered Cori’s memories of the slaughters she herself had witnessed - the crude sexual killings.

	Master gripped Kasey’s head by her wet blonde braid and drew the green-eyed child out beside the blonde pregnant teen.

	“Kiss my baby first,” Galwell told his pregnant teen slave. “Really kiss her. Tongue-kiss her like a lover.”

	Up close Kasey’s kittenish face was lovelier and more angelic than Cori realized.  The five year old opened her lips and tilted her head slightly, urged toward Cori by her father’s firm grip.  The child’s wet face was hot against Cori’s cooler skin and her lips yielded, pressed against the older girl’s mouth, Cori tasting the child’s breath, pushing her studded tongue past Kasey’s labial softness, smelling the scented soap from the bathwater on her, both girls closing their eyes, Master’s cock hovering near them, his attention wavering between the controlled slaughter on screen and the living kiss between the pregnant teen and the five year old.  Kasey’s small hands taking Cori’s face.  The kiss going on and on, both girls drooling on each other, Cori breathing fast, amazed that the child was so knowing, so precociously sexual,  Kasey tasting the meaty crumb-remnants of the gruel the older girl had eaten from the dog bowl, smelling Father’s piss and shit on Cori, tickled by the cold metal stud, pressed to the teenager by Galwell, an irresistible force, Cori reaching out to stroke the little one’s pussy slit (pearly quivery oyster-slit) with one hand and her own cunt with the other and her belly quivering, the fetus in her womb stirring and twisting.

	Cori remembered watching Lou flog Kasey’s little cunt months ago during the intense blood orgy in the rain. The killer had then fucked the child with his monstrous dick, destroying any last vestige of virgin innocence.  The memory jolted the pregnant teen and she squeezed the little one’s sex organ, pinched it hard making Kasey whimper.

	“Now both of you lick me,” Master growled, pulling Kasey back drawing

her face to his cock, taking Cori by her wet hair drawing her to the other side

of his shaft, moving both females back and forth on his meat, letting them drool on

him and smear their lips on him - hot, heavy, manmeat between their plump lips, child and tongue-studded slut-teen like bookends on his rampant tool.

	“Ah yeah - that’s it...lickk - kiss it - yess -”



•	On the screen the bright blue eyes of the twelve year old twins, bright clear

blue, tear-glimmering, red-lipped mouths wide as they are gored - hot speared - metal inthrusting into thighmeat, into abdomen and chest.

	“Slow,” Galwell instructs. “Let’s fuck ‘em up slow.”

	Galwell had done with the twins what he now did Cori and Kasey, one on each side of his cock. He’d done that with them before nailing them up for the kill.  He now repeated the scenario, years later, reliving the destructive moment fully.



	“Ohh daddy,” Lena groaned dizzily.  The eight year old had watched the video four times already and she couldn’t get enough of it. 

	Earlier, Mistress had made her and her young sister drink a bitter colorless fluid from a small bottle; then, before leaving, the dark-skinned dominatrix had turned on the DVD deck for them. The machine had been set to loop over and over - a two hour montage. Normal children would have been entertained by cartoons or Disney movies.  Galwell’s children were weaned on bloodlust and sexual murder. 

	Mistress made the children half-lie, half-sit spread-legged on the edge of the bed and as they began watching the video the dominatrix had slid to her knees and gone down on each child for several minutes, hungrily slaking her tongue against their small smooth pussyslits, using her long-nailed fingers to tease Galwell’s babies to sexual arousal.  When she had them moaning and playing with themselves she rose.

	“Remember,” she told them. “Tomorrow will be a very special day.  There will be a big party and you will be a very important part of it.”

	Lena had leaned up on her elbows while Kasey’s head bobbed on her pussy, between widespread thighs.

	“Will Father be there?”

	“Yes. Father and many of his friends. You will be there to entertain them.”

	“Is he going to kill us?”

	“He might.”

	“I’m pretty sure he will,” Lena had said.

	Mistress licked her lips.

	“And do you think you’re ready?”

	“Yes. We want to please Father. We want to please his friends.”

	“How about you, Kasey?”

	Kasey had lifted her head from her sister’s pussy and turned to look at the dominatrix.

	“Yes, mistress. I’m ready.”

	As she’d closed the door and descended the steps to the carport Mistress had paused to hear the swoosh of whips and the cries of despondent female victims from the DVD, then the giggles of Lena and Kasey.  The cruel woman had smiled. The taste of the little girls lingered on her lips. Soon Kasey and Lena would be on video themselves, digital imagery, blood-battered eye candy for others that would follow in their footsteps. 

	The drug Mistress had given them drove Lena and her sibling to wrestle playfully after the woman left, to rub up naked and needfully against each other all day, drove them to masturbate wildly and have sex with each other in the windowless bedroom. It had gone on for hours. The video rolling on and on endlessly: Father and his friends fucking and killing at the warehouse and at the cabin. Whores garroted and knifed and gutted.  Young girls beaten, flogged, raped, tortured, cut up, burned - and the twins - lovely blonde angels trapped and butchered.  And Lena and Kasey had been mesmerized by the savagery, completely absorbed in it, lost in it.

	Now, Lena shifted her attention back and forth from the video to the sexual action going on in the room right in front of her and she rubbed the middle finger of her right hand against her small hard clit.  She was old enough now to understand that she and Kasey would soon be savagely exterminated - just as their older sister Carmen had been.  But the cruel treatment Lena had received from birth had prepared her, just as with all of Galwell’s female slaves, for full acceptance and even joy at the thought of dying for Father and his friends, of suffering horribly for his pleasure, like the girls and women in the videos. 

	Had the screen now flickering in the room been tuned to regular broadcast television (an impossibility since no connection was available for the unit other than the DVD) Galwell and his enslaved females would have been treated to a news special on one of the information networks.  It concerned the child sex-slave trade in Cambodia.  It showed children no older than Lena and Kasey being spirited away from their ‘exploitation’ by  law enforcement agents.  The children were weeping but not as most uninformed viewers would assume from gratitude or uncertainty at being released from their slavemasters. Had such police agents now rushed into the room to ‘rescue’ Cori and the smaller girls from Galwell, the ‘victims’ would have wept and struggled too, just like the children in the expose - not to flee - but to protest their removal.  

	Enslaved and exploited females, as most sadistic males know, want and relish

their status.  They need to suffer and weep, to give themselves wholeheartedly to the masculine cruelty of their owners.  

	Galwell had learned that long ago, as a young man.

	Now with with his pregnant teen slave and his physically and psychologically

ruined daughters he reaped the rewards of his trade - watched it on digital playback

and lived it in real time.





•	The sharp snap of ribs, and the hot gulp of stabbed bellymeat.  The twins

vomit blood, bile. The men laugh, cheer each other on.  Deeper stabs. Harder

thrusts. Meaner.

	The men love their work. They love to fuck and they love to kill.



	

•	“I want to take all three of you,” Galwell grunted as Kasey and Cori weaved back and forth on his shaft.  “All three of you - uhh - on the bed - get up on there -

face the screen -”

	Cori and Kasey rush to obey him climbing up on either side of Lena.

	“We’ll watch the TV while we do it - watch the killing - yeah - on your knees - doggy style - all three of you - little hoochie pigs - Uhh - wait - Cori you go under me. Lick my balls while I fuck my little babies - ahh yeahh - yeahh - that’s real real good, bitch - real real good -”

	Even though both Kasey and Lena have been violated repeatedly by Master

and all his friends their childcunts are still resistant, still thrillingly tight.  Both kids

have been beaten and tortured. Both their little cunts whipped and gouged but

the meat is still tender - a tender slick sheathe for Galwell’s stubborn penetration.

	Lying on her side under the arc of his thighs Cori swings her head up to

lap at his balls and asshole greedily reaching up to part his buttcheeks and press

her face tightly up against him, gripping his bucking hips as he fucks.  She thrusts her metal-capped tongue too against Kasey and Lena’s babyslits, moistening and lubricating them for him, teasing and exciting the already unnaturally aroused infants.

	Then Galwell reaches down and yanks Cori by her hair, positions her on hands and knees in front of him and Kasey and Lena are made to lick his shaft and balls as he penetrates hard up her asshole - groaning with shuddering lust she looks up at the screen.

	 

•	Galwell’s spear-tip presses against the first twin’s mons, just above the puffy slit. Whipslash welts crisscross the pale flesh.  Several small spear wounds bleed

like small drooling mouths all around the young girl’s belly button.  The child is

screaming for her life, begging the killers to spare her.

	It will not happen, but its so nice to hear her beg.

	“I’m going to push through her bladder and into her uterus,” Galwell

states flatly, loudly, so that his voice is heard over the child’s raucous protests.

	His tone of voice is like that of a golf instructor explaining the technique

of his swing.

	“There’s always a bit of resistance here, against the hard organ tissue.

You have to push a bit harder...” 

	The camera zooms in slightly as the spear surges inward, rips through the

skin with a harsh pop and grinds hissing hotly into girlwomb. 

	The child’s ensuing cry, a distorted screech, makes Galwell’s balls swell responsively.

	“Ahh yeah. Quite nice after that. Like putting a knife into a stick of butter.” 

	Bloody streams of urine, like grapewine, spill from the infolding wound. The camera pans slowly, languidly up the doomed child’s contorting body to her face to register her inhuman agony. 

	“This type of penetration should cause an incredible amount of suffering for a young girl - I’m amazed this little pig hasn’t passed out.  That’s why shooting ‘em up first is always the best way. Keeps ‘em going and going - like Energizer bunnies...”

	The men laugh.

	When the camera pans down again it shows the spear now buried in the victim, at least four inches of metal driven inward, blood gushing from the cuntslit, the girl’s legs kicking awkwardly, flailing, trapped by the nailed feet.  A stream of dark faeces trickles down the inside of one pale whipcut thigh.  Her cries are weaker, raggedy, spent.



•	The bed rocks, shimmies under Cori as Galwell sinks up to his balls in her, fucks her pitilessly.

	Is that how he will kill me? Cori thinks looking up at the flickering plasma screen full of him, overfull. He’s got her by her hair and by her hoop earrings, yanking on her head, pounding into her.  She feels Lena and Kasey’s tongues on her slit all around her cunthole, their tiny eager mouths on her clit.

	Will he sink a spear slow into me and gouge me, gut me, after the baby’s out?

	“All three of you now,” Galwell commands.  “Line up in a row for me - right here in front of me - ahh shitt yeahh - Kasey on your back for me - get your legs up, way up - come on - wayy up, you little bitch! -good girl -  All my friends are gonna fuck your little cunt tomorrow.  You’re gonna take it good for them aren’t you, sweetiepie?”

	“Yes, daddy. I’ll be good for them. Uhh. I’ll be real good.”

	He takes each of them by turns, spends a few strokes in each offered female body before going to the next, plunders anal and cuntal orifices.

	“All of you are gonna be fucked good tomorrow. Real good.”

	They all watch the violence on the screen now, Master and his three young slaves, swept up in it.



•	The twins had smelled of seawater when they were first brought to Galwell’s warehouse, screaming and crying. Salty sea in their hair, on their skinny arms, in their terror tears.  The men had roped their wrists behind them, ripped their little flower-print bikinis off them circling and pummeling hard man-fists into the small slender feminine bodies, punching bellies, arms, thighs, faces, sending them careening against each other, bouncing the girls from one killer to the other, corraling the pleading sobbing adolescents finally against the wall. Then the aroused killers had dragged their bruised, beaten captives to the bed and raped and sodomized them savagely for hours. Such small athletic preteen bodies needed the most extreme sexual savagery the men could conjur. Kneeling,  facing each other with Galwell’s cock between them they had served him, his manhood pistoning against their sobbing mouths. Each girl had then been unbound and held for crucifixion, nailed, yanked up off her feet on the beams and whipped.  	

	Then the spears had been brought out - the blazing coals.

	Now, leaving his smouldering spear jammed in the one sister’s cunt, Galwell

swings the other child around into position, takes his knife and slices off her pretty nipples. Her gouged mutilated boobies cry blood.  The child bawls. Galwell’s men

cheer him on.  He puts the knife to her pretty preteengirl face and cuts her cheek

open.

	“You’re gonna die, little bitch. You and little sis.”



• Kasey holds her ankles, her small chubby legs spread wide for Father. 

	He puts his cock to her small bunny-hole.  Her face between her calves upturned to him, to receive him with perfect unflinching child love.  She gives out a small shivery cry, her cute little eyebrows arching, as he penetrates and then:

	“Fuck me, daddy. Fuck me hard.”

	He growls and pushes deep into her small warm body taking posession of his daughter with his cock.

	“Sit on her face,” he barks at Cori.  “Stifle the little fuck under you.”

	Lena lies on her side watching the teenage slave follow Father’s command.  The eight year old plays with herself, open mouthed as little Kasey sinks into the

mattress under Father’s weight, under Cori’s pregnant belly.  Lena sees Kasey’s

little fingers pressed into her ankles, going white as she struggles to breathe and

keep herself spread apart for Father’s penetration.  She can see Kasey’s little pink

tongue wriggling under Cori’s big belly, under the flaps of the pregnant teen’s red-flushed pussy.

	Cori tilts her head back and holds her hands behind her back, thighs wide

apart, her fertile body rocking to the pulsing bliss in her cunt triggered by Kasey’s 

little mouth.

	“Go on,” Master tells the blonde teen. “Go on. Sit all the way down on her.

All the way down on her. I don’t care if it kills her.”

	“Yes, daddiee, yes, yes!” Lena cries. “Kill the little shit! Kill us all!”



•	Brenda and Marie Rawlings had gone to the beach that last day of their lives together as they often did, wearing matching skimpy bikinis, with every intention of turning men’s heads, to parade themselves and flirt and walk on the edge of the waves and lie in the sand slick with tanning lotion and have the boys stand over them and try awkwardly to start conversations. Already at twelve the preteens were perfect little cockteasers, encouraged by their once pretty now overweight and aging mom to display themselves and use their cuteness, to pretend coyness and shyness and innocence. Though never stated unequivocally mom had led them to understand that this was what girls did, this was how they got ahead.  Their father had little or no input and was conveniently away most of the time on business so the Rawlings household was nothing but a training ground for future heart-breaking, castrating, manipulative feminity.  The girls learned all the tricks and were extremely adept.  Mom was delighted.  She had not one but two dolls to dress up and send out into the world to beguile, bewitch and conquer. to succeed where she thought she had failed, to marry into real wealth, break the balls of some unfortunate bastard that would offer a substantial divorce settlement, maybe to go find a niche in show-biz. True, the twins showed no particular musical or acting talent. But that was not important these days.  There was always a niche for a pair of good looking bimbo twins out there.

	Instead Brenda and Marie now hung, nailed by wrists and feet, beaten,

raped, whipped and gashed by hot metal, knife sliced and screaming for

the enjoyment of Galwell and his men.  Their little fun day at the beach had ended

in a most unexpected fashion as they’d gone through the parking lot where Lou and Cal were waiting in the cargo van.  In seconds the killers, who had been tracking the twins for weeks, snatched their prey , tossed them into the vehicle and rendered them helpless.

	The men had picked a perfect spot for the abduction, a small area behind

a park maintenance building the girls would pass through on their way

back to the main lot where their mom was waiting to pick them up.  The

area the men had chosen was also out of range of  surveillance cameras and for the most part relatively desolate. They’d observed the twins before and knew that

this was their customary route when leaving the beach. No one saw the van as it calmly left the lot or heard the whimpering victims bound and gagged with duct tape.  Hours later mom would finally call the police after searching the beach and calling their friends.  By then Brenda and Marie were taking a crude pounding at the MEDCOM warehouse.

	The twins were a real treat for the killers and now as Galwell sliced

Brenda’s cheek with his blade they cheered him on.  He smiled and slow-stroked himself as the child keened and bled down her face and from her

pretty lips, looked down at him and howled for mercy, high pitched girlish howls that made Galwell’s mouth water.  Ignoring her, Galwell gave her more of his blade, stabbing her tanned thighs a few times, not very deeply, gashing into flesh and muscle.  As she pissed herself in terror he slammed his knife deep into her belly and twisted it making her shriek and arch and toss her head back her skull knocking against her speared sister’s.

	Swinging the twins around, returning to Marie, Galwell yanked the spear from her and re-heated it.

	“Let’s finish these piglets,” he told his hooded men.

	Lou and Cal growled eagerly, picked up their javelins and held them over the coals.



•	Galwell leans forward and takes Cori by her neck to draw her face to him

and tongue-kiss the moaning blonde fiercely. He presses his thumb into her trachea silencing her and choking her. Under both of them, bearing their weight, Kasey whimpers also gasping for breath.  Lena leans in to suck milk from Cori’s nipples.

	“Bite her,” Galwell snarls at his dark-haired daughter. “Bite her hard.”

	The child obeys him as he continues to smear his lips against Cori’s, the

pregnant blonde squealing weakly as Lena’s sharp small teeth press into her sensitive titmeat.  Lena groans urgently, rubbing her cunt in her hands as she nibbles and sucks and chomps down on Cori milking and hurting the teenager.

	When Kasey’s jerky movements begin to weaken and her legs slip from 

her hands Galwell pushes Cori off the little girl and leans over Kasey to slap her

back to consciousness. Making her grab her little legs and raise them again

he gestures Cori to remount and continues to fuck his suffocating daughter and to choke his teen slave.

	Tugging Lena away from Cori’s tits he kisses the eight year old hard,

bites her neck and ear lobes and draws her down to lick his cock as it enters and

exits Kasey.

	“I’m getting ready to cum,” he tells Cori. “I want to finish down your throat.”

	Cori looks into his dark eyes, cheeks hot-flushed, holds her nibble-marked boobs in her hands as if offering them to him and bounces up and down on Kasey’s face, hoop earrings bobbing crazily. She’s dizzy, her body superheated, her cunt spasming in multiple orgasms. Choked by Master’s strong fingers and clit-tongued by the stifled five year old she’s in a haze of drug-induced passion.

	“Yy-ugghh! Yhmmnn! Mnn!” she grunts.

	He slaps her twice, turning her face in both directions,  and tells her to shut up, to get a hold of herself and kneel on the carpet.  She slips down to the floor obediently.

	Pulling out of Kasey, shoving the five year old away, he grabs Lena by her hair and forces her to lie face down on the disheveled sheets in front of him.

	“Get your little ass up in the air for me, you little punk whore.”

	He puts his cock between her firm little buttcheeks, right on her pink anal pucker, grabs a pillow and stuffs it under her to prop her up higher.

	“Ahh yeahh daddiee yeahhh!”

	“I’m gonna make you bleed tomorrow, you little scumbag...”

	Taking the eight year old by her hips he thrusts his inflamed cock crudely into her asshole and fucks her violently, rocking the bed. 

	“I’m gonna make you piss and shit blood...” 

	Grabbing Kasey he pulls the five year old back toward him to use her mouth on his anus-probing meat.

	“Lick it, you little fuck. Ahh. Yeahh. Lick it. Lick your sister’s asshole. Lick

her shit off my dick. Ahh. Goddamn.”

	Cori watches the incestuous destruction open-mouthed, her cunt cupped in one hand as she clit strokes herself with the other.

	Eventually energized to near-climax Master slips out of Lena and climbs down off the bed. He orders his daughters down on the floor in front of him on either side of Cori. He makes each baby lean in to lick his balls, lifting his prick into Cori’s mouth and sliding deep into the moaning teenager’s gullet.

	“Ahhhh - yeahhh,” he grunts looking down on the three subjugated females who frenziedly press themselves to him lost in the need to pleasure him, his prepubescent daughters on his balls, his teenage bimbo whore on his cock riding back and forth, choking herself on him as she masturbates.

	“Keep it going.  Get me off good.  Get the cum out of my balls. Goddamn

fucking bitches...I’m gonna finish all three of you - all fucking three of you...”

	He watches the brutality playing on the plasma screen letting it wash over

him, Cori’s studded tongue moving him inexorably toward orgasm as the memory floods his senses.



•	Brenda and Marie wail as the hot spears thunk into them, pound their

captive bodies, sear and gut them, slash and rip them.  This is brutal and most magnificent girl-killing, masculine violence indulged and released,  joyful

and unfettered.  The two twelve year olds are being torn from life by their male killers, ripped from it, impaled, spear-fucked, steamy smoke and blood billowing from each impact wound - tortured, burned girlmeat hacked, tendons and nerves cut, sliced. Their horror and agony is intensely beautiful, unique, an expression of the frustrated instinct for survival, a reaching out, a chaotic imploration, their

bodies a pointless prayer to an unseen God.  In the dark masculine world of

the warehouse death chamber they are trapped in a jittery dance - nailed and

suspended - twitching and spasming - bleeding and screaming and puking out

their guts - shitting and pissing blood, gore, waste -  They are a beautiful

gemini slaughter, the men circling them and stabbing metal into them, stabbing

deep now, stabbing hard, breaking them, shattering cartilage and bone.

	Brenda’s throat is gouged.  Marie’s eye. Brenda’s liver. Marie’s lung.

Brenda’s face. Marie’s foot. Brenda’s arm. Marie’s mouth. Brenda’s eye.

Marie’s skull. Thunkk! Slooosshh! Swwunkk! Hard metal into childmeat.

Blinding. Ripping. Mauling.  The little Rawling sisters being turned finally

into bloody shit, slime-gore, shapeless fucking meat.

	Galwell spears Marie’s tongue and rips it out of her.

	Lou uses his spear as a club to break Brenda’s knees.

	With a roaring shout Cal slams his weapon up Marie’s cunt, leaves it in her

for a moment looking up at her blood-bathed face, then yanks it out, ripping

uterus and vagina from his hapless victim.



	The dying girls are pulley-lowered to the ground and stomped on.  They are then cut to pieces with flailing machete strokes. The swooshing metal rends legs from thighs and arms from shoulders and turns the wasted female bodies into stumps of meat.



	The killers fall upon them to slam their cocks into their wasted bodies, to sink their teeth into fresh killmeat and cannibalize the Rawlings twins, taking nourishment and sexual pleasure simultaneously.



•	As he watches himself and his men fuck and devour the dead mutilated twins on the television screen Galwell finally cums in Cori’s throat holding her by her hair to him, Lena and Kasey licking his tingling balls.  His climax goes on for nearly three minutes of shuddering cock-pounding, sperm-draining release.  Bubbly jism spurts from Cori’s nostrils and then from the edges of her lips as she chokes and gags for him, staring glassily up at him with servile adoration, lost in his fierce gaze.  His daughters rush to lick the oozing cum streams off the blonde teen’s face.  He makes all three of them swap his cum back and forth, spit it all over each other, lick it back up and eventually swallow it.  

	Fired up by Master’s orgasm the three girls become entwined in frenzied

lesbian lovemaking at his feet.

	On the video the camera pans languidly over the gashed up bodies

of the Rawlings twins - fades to black.

	Galwell turns and walks toward the door.  Before he leaves the room he

hears the slashing of whips, the screams of female pain once again coming from the

video which has looped back once more to the beginning.  It is accompanied

by the sounds of his daughters and Cori now mindlessly lost in a sexual

frenzy.

	Galwell leaves the room, closes the door behind him and goes back through the carport, through the kitchen and back up to his bedroom.

	He will sleep for a few hours and awake to Mistress’ call late the next morning.



						~



	As the lash leaped out and cut her Megan Massey screamed into the bulbous red ball-gag in her mouth.  The rubber sphere, now spit-shined, was on a head-harness strapped tight around her skull.  Her arms were hoisted high, wrists cuffed together on the end of a chain strand that hung from the ceiling and she stood naked on the tips of her prettily painted toes, her body covered with dark red and violet welts.  Her ankles were roped together and another strand of rope was tightly looped and knotted around her knees.  The shapely middle-aged blonde was helpless, drooling like a baby, tears snaking down her cheeks and neck.

	Alicia Robles, now nude, wearing a dark hood over her face, her streaked hair pulled through a hole at the top of the hood and into a lustros pony tail, paced slowly around Megan, the long black sleek single-tail bullwhip dangling from her hand and dragging along on the floor behind her.  The murderous dominatrix still wore her black high-heel pumps and the shoes tap-clacked against the concrete floor as she moved gracefully around her trembling victim.

	“Not quite the same as what you got from hubby, is it, bitch?” Mistress

growled.  She reached out, gently scooped a tear from Megan’s cheek with a 

long nailed finger and smiled, bringing her finger to her mouth, tasting the captured

woman’s salty suffering. Then the smile vanished as Mistress raised and swung the long whip across Megan’s white dimpled belly.

	Cori’s mom leaped, screamed again, seized in pain.

	“Awwhgg! Mppp! Grgh! Nggghhh!” Cori’s mom cried, beleaguered, writhing, her legs fighting the tight ropes frantically.

	The men laughed.

	Aaron, Steve, Stan, Lou and Cal.  They stood watching in the dark room, just

outside of the halos of light cast by the dangling lightbulbs.

	Mistress’ free hand moved gracefully against her own slick bare cunt.

	“Mmm,” the hooded woman leered. “No, dear. Not the same at all.  This is a

bit more - what’s the word I’m looking for, guys? - Intense?”

	She raised the whip and swung it.  It whistled meanly and crashed across

Megan’s thighs.

	As her victim screamed and jumped to the blow Mistress eyes gleamed 

greedily behind the latex hood, tongue poised between her lips.  She was enjoying herself.  She felt Megan’s anguish in her cunt.  It excited her wonderfully.  It brought out the killer animal in her, made her feel like a mountain cat that had cornered its prey.

	“Tomorrow you’re gonna see your daughter,” Mistress said softly, leaning in slightly toward the bound harness-gagged blonde, looking for the inevitable expression of surprise.  “I know I told you earlier you’d see her today - but I lied.”

	“Whhgg?” Megan muttered.

	“Yes, bitch. You heard me. I lied to get you here but I don’t need to lie anymore do I? Tomorrow you will see Cori. That’s the fucking ugly awful truth. What do you think about that?”

	“C-Cawwhii?”	

	“Yeah, stupid. Your daughter. You wanna see your daughter don’t you?”

	The men snickered.

	“C-Cawwhii?” Megan repeated weakly.

	“Stupid whore,” Mistress raged, her arm rearing back.

	The whip whooshed.

	Megan snap-jerked against the ropes and screamed into the gag, eyes shut tightly.

	“We’ve had your little baby for a while,” Aaron taunted.

	“Yeah,” Lou continued. “You might say we’ve given ’er an education.”

	“We gave ‘er what she couldn’t get in no school...”

	Megan’s eyes strayed down to his monstrous organ which he cradled in one

hand. She watched him rake his fingers all along its unnatural vein-gnarled length.

She knew he was getting it ready for her, preparing himself.  In the dim shadows she could make out the tattoed words on the bald killer’s naked hulking body, terrifying words that sent chills through her.  What had this man and the others done with her daughter?  What kind of hell had she and Cori been sucked into?

	“We got your baby in the kinda education program she ain’t gonna get anywhere else,” Cal added and the others chuckled.  “And she about to get her

dee-ploma...”

	Mistress struck again wrapping the thin bullwhip around Megan’s trim waist,

the tail tip snapping hard up against her chest catching her right nipple.  The hot

hurt ripped through Cori’s mom and she made an ugly squawking sound.

	Stan stepped up to Mistress, towering over her.  Dark haired and dull eyed he

stood nearly three inches over the dominatrix, even though she was in spike heels.

	“Hand it over, bitch,” he said. “There’s no fuckin’ way you’re gonna have all the fun.”

	Mistress deferred.  The men’s wishes and commands were to be accepted and obeyed as if they came from Galwell himself.  She handed the whip to Stan unwillingly and stepped back.

	As Stan slowly circled Megan the gagged blonde tried not to look at him, tried to avert her face. The slack dead emptiness in his eyes scared her. She tried not to see the others: the woman who had called herself Alicia Robles at the downtown police station and who had now transformed into a hooded demon; the men Aaron and Steve who had passed themselves off as detectives; the naked brutes Lou, Cal and Stan who had been in the room when Megan, naked and shivering, had been dragged in.  Cori’s mom tried most of all to avert her eyes from the sight of the two young girls who hung bloody from a silvery strand of chain - the girls the three brutes had been working on when Megan had been hauled into the room.

	Megan had heard the girls before she saw them.  She’d heard the swish-thud

and the thin wailing screams as she was led through the dark warehouse hallway

toward the room. 

	The two victims, a voluptuous black girl and a skinny brunette with hair cropped short and a long swan-like neck, hung with their ankle-cuffed legs spread wide apart, feet drawn upward toward the ceiling. 

	Though she now could not look at them Megan’s eyes had at first been drawn irresistibly to the captive females.  Steve and Lou had walked the middle aged blonde right up to the suspended girls.  Cal, Aaron and Stan stood in a semi-circle around their dangling female targets wielding thin wooden dowels barbed with tiny frame nails, sharp points driven through the wood.  The dowels were streaked with blood.   The hanging females were pockmarked with hundreds of wounds from the tiny nails.  They were groaning, heads tossed back.  They were breathing fast like horses after a strenuous race.  As the nude men, interrupted by Megan’s entrance, ceased the beating the two girls turned their faces to look down at Megan.

	Cori’s mom had been suddenly overwhelmed by the expression on their faces.  It was not terror or revulsion or agony she saw there - but eager lust, wild abandon.  The tortured face-beaten victims, eyes heavily lidded, half-shut, lips swollen, were lost in sexual rapture.

	Mistress had walked around the two captives admiring the handiwork of

Galwell’s friends.

	“Sinammon and Tyler,” she said.  “A nigger and a piece of white-trash we

picked up in a local dance club.  Like what you see,  Megan?  This is just a little sample of what your daughter’s been getting for the past few months, while you and hubby were playing love games at home.  I know you saw for yourself the results of Cori’s early training at Valley General, didn’t you?”

	Megan bit her lip and tried to stifle the tears that were copiously flowing from her glimmering green eyes as she tried to get her mind around what she was being told.  The two killers on either side of her stared down at her, their hard gripping hands on her bare arms. The three others, the ones that had been beating the two girls also watched her with sneering curiosity.

	How had all this happened? she wondered.  How had her little girl, her sweet little Cori ended up with these people?  The terrible memories of Cori, broken

and bandaged on the hospital bed raced through her mind.  Her daughter had

said she’d been kidnapped and raped.  But was it possible she’d given herself

willingly to the violence, that she’d hung on chains or ropes, like Sinammon and Tyler, longing for the next crippling stroke of punishment?  Briefly, guilt rose up in

Megan.  Maybe Cori had inherited her mom’s masochism somehow.  Maybe

Cori had seen or heard her and Dennis in the bedroom - oh God, Dennis...

Megan’s mind now raced back to Alicia Robles’s terrible words delivered in the warehouse loading bay as Megan stood naked and humiliated before her captors. Dead. Dennis was dead. The hooded bitch had murdered him.

	Megan sobbed brokenly with grief and her sad eyes had helplessly surveyed the beaten bodies before her.  

	The black girl Sinammon’s hands, trapped in steel manacles above her head, were bruised and swollen, the fingers twisted and broken.  One leg was oddly skewed, the knee also discolored and swollen.  But the white girl, Tyler, looked much worse.  Both her dangling, up-hung legs were broken at the knee, at the ankle and one leg multiply batter-smashed, mangle twisted.  Her arms too were bruised and mis-shapen and her face was a patch-quilt of blue, violet and black punch bruises.  Both girls had been mercilessly raped, sodomized, beaten and whipped and dry blood-lines oozed from their battered pussies and assholes.

	After Megan’s entrance into the warehouse torture room, after she’d seen Sinammon and Tyler, after the full weight of her predicament had begun to sink in, Steve and Lou had bound Cori’s mom, suspended her for the hooded woman while the other three men had continued the slow methodical blood beating of Sinammon and Tyler, taking turns between slashes of the barbed rods to fuck the broken youths.  

	Eventually all the men had turned their attention on Megan.  It wasn’t often that they got their hands on an older woman as intriguingly attractive as this, one whose daughter was slated for final disposal, one whom they all knew would play a major role in the climactic orgy Galwell had planned for the following night. 

	They’d watched Mistress beat her for a while before Aaron had finally moved in to take over. 

	Beginning with him now each of the killers took his turn at flogging the slender middle-aged blonde, each man delivering several hard strokes of slashing agony,  several well-placed cuts, five, six or seven blows, before turning the weapon over to the next assailant.  Destroying the obviously well nourished, well groomed, upscale female with pain kept the killers busy for almost an hour.

	Occasionally one or two of the men would move across the room to Sinammon and Tyler to put his cock in the battered girl sluts while waiting to go at

Megan again.

	Mistress watched frigging herself.  The men swung the whip a lot harder than she did. They ripped into Megan’s pale body crudely.  As it went on they swung faster.  A couple of the men picked up the barbed dowels they’d been using on Sinammon and Tyler and they began using them on Megan.  Cori’s mom began to bleed and leap and jerk against the ropes and to scream and rant and choke on her own spit.

	“Let’s get the little lady’s legs up in the air,” Steve growled.

	They untied her ankles and hauled her limbs up into cuffs that dangled from

chains so that she mirrored the two young victims on the other side of the room

and they beat her cunt and fucked her and sodomized her and double penetrated

her and used her savagely, Mistress going down on her knees to take their cocks as they whipped her, or to lick their cocks and balls as they slammed them into her.  	They gut punched their uptown woman and punched her tits.  They ripped the head harness off her and the gag out of her mouth to punch her face and slap it, to spit in her mascara-hued eyes.  They french-kissed her and spit phleghm-wads in her mouth and choked her and when they were all keyed up they took the girl Tyler down and yanked her out in front of the fine middle class mom, Mrs.Massey of Oak Boulevard, treasurer of the Valley Library Society.	

	The short haired brunette could not stand on her broken legs and she

crouched on hands and knees on the floor while Mistress strapped on a steel

dildo with a metal spike tip.

	“Watch this, mom,” Mistress taunted. “This is the kind of shit we do with

spoiled little brats like your daughter around here...”

	As Lou’s monster prick entered Megan from behind, thrusting up between her full firm asscheeks, the men cheering him on, Cori’s mom screaming, wheezing, punch-drunk, blood drooling from her mouth, Mistress crouched over Tyler, put the killing dildo to the young girl’s cunt and entered her.

	Across the room Stan and Cal thrust themselves into Sinammon’s beaten body from front and back. Stan, in her plundered niggercunt, slashed thin cut-lines on the nigger’s footsoles with a dagger. The wounds gleamed like red party ribbons as the cocoa-hued skin split open.  Cal, eyes shut dreamily, rhythmically powerpumped his hard black meatpole up the suffering bitch’s asshole.

	On the floor Tyler shrieked as Mistress thrust the spiked dildo deep

into her uterus.  Blood and piss drooled from the tortured youth.  Her

eyes, bruised almost shut stared up into Megan’s. 

	 Mistress too looked up at Megan brazenly, insultingly, enjoying the older woman’s anguish.  She had seen Cori’s mom in the hospital months before when Cori had been brought in, remembered asking her routine questions. Mistress - Alicia Robles - had effectively passed herself off as a hard-working member of the Valley Police department and Galwell had wanted her there to make sure Cori said the right things, that she stuck to the script she’d been given - although it wouldn’t have made much  difference. Not really. After all,  much of the Valley Police was under Galwell’s influence and control. Still, Galwell preferred to be cautious. Mistress’ cover identity as a rape counselor was perfect, not only for scouting out potential victims, but also for keeping an eye on prospective kills and their families.  

	Mistress had fully hated Megan from the beginning, hated the well dressed haughty bitch and her phony airs.  She was glad Galwell had chosen to take out the entire Massey family.  She was particularly glad that Master had given her full control over the entire initial phase of the take down.

	As Lou slowly rammed up into Megan’s tight rectum, spreading and breaking the blonde woman, Steve and Aaron bloodwhipped Cori’s mom’s thighs

with the nail-barbed dowels.

	Looking down into Tyler’s upraised face Megan screamed and pled with

the killers who seemed only to draw more pleasure from her cries.

	“Oh Godd,” she howled dementedly. “Don’t kill us! Please! Don’t kill us!”

	Mistress laughed and thrust deeper into her victim.  Weakened, Tyler collapsed, the front of her body flat on the concrete floor, her butt still arched

upward against the unceasing assault of the hooded dominatrix whose hips thrust powerfully sending the spiked dildo inward, rupturing the young girl’s insides.

	When Lou’s meat was well lodged in Megan’s asshole and her thighs dripped

blood to the floor Steve stepped up to Cori’s mom, slung a strand of rope around

her neck and put his cock to her cunt entering her as he began to choke the

screaming middle-aged blonde.

	Her cries effectively quelled Megan could only watch as Mistress

unstrapped the killing dildo from her waist, left it in her victim and rose up off Tyler.

	Aaron approached with a meat hook on the end of a chain.

	He bent over Tyler and yanked her head up off the floor and thrust the hook under the young brunette’s chin and through, so that the bloody tip emerged through her lips. He clipped the end of the chain to a pulley line that hung from the ceiling and turning a crank lever he raised the skinny whimpering brunette up by her head.  Shivering and gasping for air the young woman rose stiffly up off her feet, her head tilting at an awkward angle as the meathook took her weight.  Aaron continued to turn the crank until Tyler went up completely off the floor and hung there like a hooked fish, blood spurting from her pierced neck and down

between her beaten tits..

	“Just wanna be sure - Sinammon lives, right?” he asked Mistress as he looked up at the suspended brunette.

	“Yeah. He wants her for more. She’ll be dumped and recovered as usual.”

	“And mama-san?”

	“That’s for tomorrow.”

	“But little Tyler here is done?”

	“Yeah.” Mistress’ eyes glinted fiercely. “That little pigfuck’s finished.”

	Aaron smiled and walked to the metal cabinet by the doorway.

	When he came back he had the wooden club, the one with bladed spurs

on the end.

	“N-nnooo -” Megan gasped. “P-Pleeeeze!”

	Steve yanked on the choke rope around the middle aged woman’s neck

and thrust up her cunt.  He felt Lou’s kingsized manshaft surge against him inside Cori’s mom and he smiled.  He drew right up to Megan’s suffering face.

	“Whassamatter, pig?” he asked. “Never seen a kill up close? It’s nice. Mmm.

Nothin’s more beautiful than watching a little slut like Tyler take a good final pounding.”

	“Screw that,” Lou growled. “Maybe mom’s never been double-plowed before. Maybe that’s why she’s all worked up.”

	Steve chuckled then drew on the rope tighter until Megan was fighting for

every breath and her cunt was squeezing him tight as he pumped her and drank in

her agony.

	“Hey, Stan,” Aaron called out to the killer on the other side of the room. “Leave that nigger girl be before you finish‘er. Let Cal enjoy her. There’s another club in the cabinet.  C’mere and help me with this fuck.”

	Aaron slid out of Sinammon and with a deft move he slammed the dagger

through the black girl’s broken hand leaving her crying, almost passed out.  Blood

drizzled down her suspended arm and on to Cal’s dark hairless chest as the negro killer crammed his prick deep up into the young black bitch’s shithole.

	Sullen, moving slowly, Aaron went to the cabinet and got the other club.

	As the two men flanked her Tyler looked again into Megan’s eyes.  She

gurgled up blood and her lids fluttered.

	“Go on,” Mistress said. “Tell Mrs. Massey what you want, sweetie.”

	“W-whrgg -” Tyler grunted.

	“Go on. Tell her. You can do it.”

	Megan looked across at the hook-hung girl and saw the gleam of a steel stud on her tongue.  She saw that Tyler also had multiple ringlets through one ear.  With a shiver Megan remembered Cori had had similar piercing for a few weeks

before she’d disappeared.  And she could not forget her daughter standing on the sidewalk near Raymond Street, baring herself brazenly, showing Megan her tattooed breasts.  Megan’s mind had reeled then and it reeled now as the young girl Tyler found her voice.

	“W-whg-want to - d-die -”

	“You hear that, slut?” Aaron asked glancing victoriously at Megan. Then he turned to Tyler. “Say it again, pig. Tell all of us.”

	“Wh-whgg-w-want to DIE!”

	“See, Megan?” Alicia Robles relished her triumph. “That’s just what your daughter will say when her time comes.  Hell, we might even get you to say it.”

	“Nngghhhhrrgghh!” Megan cried, her face flushed bright red, Steve’s rope

digging into her throat, her slender taut neck halved by the cord.

	She could not believe what was happening.  Her body was on fire from the

whip and the barbed dowels and the beating and now she was about to pass out.

But the thought of Cori begging for death, beaten and broken like the young girl

who hung by her hooked mouth, was beyond all coping and she kicked against

the cuffs and ropes that held her, and she railed and fought and spumed up spit

and pissed herself as Steve and Lou laughed and fucked her and clawed her

and punched her and the rope squelched her trachea.

	Megan was still struggling when the crunching blows of the clubs began, 

a slamming meat-pounding salvo of destruction that smashed young Tyler’s life out of her suffering body.

	In wordless horror Megan watched the two men expertly beat their young victim, breaking her ribs and hips and thighbones making her body swing and twitch in midair like a jiggling flesh-puppet, a mindless meat doll, spurting blood and shit, her neck breaking with a loud snap, her head nearly decapitated by the meat hook.

	“Yeahh!” Lou shouted. “Give that cunt what it needs!”

	The pounding went on and on and on and Megan caught a last glimpse of

Mistress leaning against one of the wooden pillars, lips moistly parted, both her hands in her cunt.  Behind her Cal was humping away, fucking the hooded woman up the ass.  She’s cumming, Megan thought as her mind began to trip out.  They’re killing that poor girl and she’s getting off on it!

	Then for a terrible instant, just before she faded, Megan saw Cori as if she

were Tyler, dying, breaking, puking up blood and guts as the clubs fell and fell

and fell again.

	After that there would only be moments for Megan, glimpses.

	Her mind shorted out like a bad fuse.

	They finished with the girl and they took Megan down.

	She remembered being dragged across the room, remembered her face

being thrust into the black girl Sinammon’s twat, the rank smell of piss and cum and savaged niggercunt -  remembered their laughter and then the whipping and the beating - all of it in short bright flashes.

	All five men fucked Cori’s mom, brutally, emptied themselves in her while the hooded woman watched.

	By the time they put her in the crate for delivery her mind had tripped completely out.  

	She was nothing but an empty shell, wordless and ravaged, her mouth, cunt and asshole leaking hot salty manspunk.





						~



	In the morning Galwell awoke to the ringing phone.

	“It’s time,” Mistress had said.

	He’d showered and dressed and then he’d gone to the room above the garage to get the three young females ready.  He brought one large wooden

crate with him and then went downstairs to get the other one. 

	The crates were a necessary inconvenience, a way to get the victims past hospital security and into Valley General, up to the thirty-seventh floor. There was a security area up there where the crates would be unpacked, where the other men, the other ‘participants’ would be waiting.  It was a place the architect and building engineer, also a member of Galwell’s secret club, a group large and powerful enough to get what they wanted and do so while remaining beyond all suspicion, had designed following Galwell’s highly detailed specs.

	The girls were asleep, Lena and Cori on the bed, entwined with each other, Kasey at the foot of the bed, on the floor, the braided strand of her hair wrapped around her face.  The video screen was dark and Galwell figured Cori had probably shut it off after the sexual frenzy had wound down.

	“Wake up,” he’d barked gruffly.  “Today’s your big day. All of you. Let’s go.”

	“What will happen to my baby?” Cori had asked as she watched Master bind Kasey and Lena before putting both of them in one large wooden crate.

	Cori’s head was reeling from the drug she’d been given the night before and

her cunt and her asshole were sore from friction.  Her breasts hurt and she could see tiny bruises on them where Kasey had bitten them.  Her belly felt unnaturally

heavy this morning and the sensation of the life inside her had provoked the question.

	“You sure you want to know?” Galwell asked as he put the syringe first to the older dark haired child’s neck  and then to Kasey, injecting both his daughters with a sedative for their trip.

	“Yes. I want to know.”

	So he showed her.

 	After he secured the lid on Kasey and Lena’s crate he put on the video for her as she sat naked on the edge of the bed.

	Another box lay open waiting for Cori.  She wondered if it would be her

coffin.

	He put the DVD into the drive and the plasma screen flickered.

	Stunned, Cori saw the three rows of plexiglass cribs.

	“Twelve every two years,” the killer explained calmly. “Roughly one every two months or so.”

	The soundless video showed Galwell wearing a white bathrobe moving

among the cribs,  inspecting. One of the pockets of the robe had a black oriental insignia embroidered on it. Two dark-haired, plump-faced, dark-skinned women hovered nearby. Both wore slave collars and wrist cuffs and white nurse uniforms.

	“I’ve only show this to a few of my special slaves,” Galwell told her.  He stood next to her, fully dressed, handsome and elegant in an expensive suit and tie.  “The ones going all the way for me. No one else knows. None of my friends know.  I keep this place outside the city. I get three or four bitches from Mexico, usually street girls from the capital, sometimes farm girls from the interior, to run it for me - new ones every six months or so. You can imagine what happens to the ones I dismiss.  There’s just nothing like a young female screaming her lungs out in Spanish when she’s losing her guts - its really fabulous.”

	“What is that thing - that symbol - on your robe?”

	“Chinese symbol - it means Cunt Killer.”

	His voice, so unemotional as to be surreal had a soothing effect on Cori whose mind still spun from the drug she’d ingested.  What had gone on through the night was a blur.  She and Lena and Kasey had been lost in sexual bliss for most of the night.  Master had come in and woken them although she had no idea when they’d fallen asleep or even if it was morning or just later that night.

	On the video Galwell lifted one of the female infants from the crib by its tiny pink feet dangling it upside down in front of him.  The two Mexican women stepped up to him and opened his robe, then they sank down to their knees.  Galwell made

a sign at the camera, indicating the video-maker, more than likely a third Mexican girl, to come closer,.  As the camera moved in Cori could see the young hispanic females gently tonguing and kissing Galwell’s beautiful cock as he drew the crying infant to his face to lick on its slitted pudenda.

	“I like to start my girls out early,” Galwell said matter-of-factly. “As early

as possible.”

	Cori watched with a mixture of awe and repressed revulsion as Galwell

lowered the baby to his cock.  Assisted by the two Mexican girls who now

held the baby on either side, cradling it for him, the killer put his cock, which

was almost the size of the infant, to the little girl’s spit-moistened slit.

	“As you can imagine,” the killer said, his voice now only slightly veiling his pleasure. “Complete penetration is impossible but it is quite a thrill to push the limits.  Its remarkable how far in I can get sometimes without - well, without causing damage.  Baby pussy is really a special treat.”

	Cori wanted to reach for him, to unzip his pants and choke herself on his meat. Instead she just watched, the video blurring in her eyes, her heart racing.

	She watched the sadist push the thick spade-head of his penis into the baby’s sex. She saw the women’s finger’s tighten, clasping tight into the small body.  The little one was shrieking and writhing - the rape obviously its first.  Cori guessed it wasn’t even two months old and already it was being exquisitely violated.

	A single drop of blood oozed from the baby and down the side of Master’s cock.

	Galwell smiled as he watched.

	After a few minutes the women moved the infant victim, obviously following Master’s direction, so that he could push his cock into its wailing mouth.  Then

one woman lifted the baby to Master’s face while the other woman sank

down to take the cruel man’s fierce erection in her mouth and stroke his balls.

	Cori was darkly thrilled by the look on the faces of the women - completely servile, blank. They had probably been lured initially by money but she knew that what they were doing on this video went way beyond prostitution - these women had become Master’s dutiful whoreslaves, just as she had.  They would do anything to satisfy him, anything he asked, anything at all for his pleasure.

	She watched Galwell slow-tongue the baby girl’s slit until its screaming

fit subsided.  Pain was being equated with pleasure and soon the infant was

wriggling contentedly.  Her blood stained Master’s lips and cheeks.

	“Its amazing, really,” he said.  “Some of my babies are just whores from the

first day.  Probably in the genes.”

	The camera drew back and the women put the baby in its crib.

	Galwell moved through the rows looking into the cribs.  He chose another one.

	“I guess I should warn you, though.” His voice was now low and breathy. 	“Not all them make it out of the nursery.”

	On the screen he was viciously aroused, his movements tense and urgent.

	Cori watched him pick up another little girl, a rosy pink cherub, pearly white

feet in his grip.  Her breath caught in her throat as she watched him glare hatefully at the infant, his sadistic fury obvious, and then swing it out in front of him to spank it brutally and repeatedly until the baby was screaming, its little buttocks as red as freshly picked apples.  Though the tape ran silently Cori could imagine the sounds, the hard fleshy whapps, the shrill keens from the baby’s throat.  Master’s face was impassive, ruthless.

	Cori’s heart raced wildly.

	The two latinas rushed into view, urged into action by Galwell’s stern commands. The camera went in for a closer view.  Down on their knees the women

peeled off their uniforms to their waists looking up at Master, subserviently docile.  Each woman took the child to rub its face against her breasts, pendulous brown dark-capped boobs, as Master stood over them, slapped their faces and fed them his

cock.  One of the women stood up and bent over slithering out of her uniform.  The other woman pushed the screaming infant’s face into her companion’s cunt.  Master took the baby from her and both women knelt with Master between them, one on his cock, the other on on his asshole.  The camera panned up to reveal Master’s face buried in the baby’s sex.  He had the child by its thighs and was clearly sinking his teeth into its tiny cunt.

	Finally both women were again holding the infant between them for Galwell, co-conspirators in the grisly event.

	Their chubby hispanic faces were smudged with mascara and red from slapping.

	This time the penetration was slow and horribly complete, the immature vulva of the baby infolding and crushed as Galwell’s massive phallus  drove ever inward.

	Thick dark blood spurted from the baby’s gouged abdomen and the women

looked up at Master worshipfully their free hands moving restlessly on their breasts

and between their legs.  Cori was tingling all over and shivering with awe.

This man was a monster, a demon, posessing limitless cruelty and barbarity.

She knew her death would be painful, hideous and slow and that he would

enjoy every last minute of it.  And now, for all she knew, her baby, her gift to

him would probably suffer a similar fate.

	When Master’s cock was completely sheathed in the infant the women released it and it just hung there, quivering, dying, blood bubbling from its lips and nose.

	“As I said,”Galwell said softly. “Complete penetration is an impossibility - but that’s only if one intends the infant to survive.  Otherwise, as you can see its

absolutely and deliciously an option.”

	He reached out, picked up the remote, and shut off the screen.

	“Kneel,” he said after tossing the plastic controller on the disheveled bed.  He pointed at the floor in front of him.

	Cori rushed to obey, hung her head until he cradled her chin in his hand

and tilted her head back and gripped her by her hoop ear-rings to look down into her pretty upturned face.

	“S-sir?”

	She was visibly shaking.

	Galwell smiled tersely.

	“What is it?”

	“Did - did you cum inside her? The baby -”

	“You know it, slut.  Cumming in a dead baby is - its fucking awesome. Now -

Tell me the words I need to hear.”

	Her green eyes were blurred with tears.

	“I belong to you,” she said in a breathy whimpery voice, her cunt throbbing.

“My body is yours, my blood is yours, my soul is yours - and my b-baby - my

baby, sir, is -”

	Brutally he slapped her face and she toppled to the ground, her big heavy

belly slapping against the floorboards.

	“ - yours,” she sobbed softly

	“Get in the crate, you stinking pig.  I’m gonna tie you up and gag you.  Next time we see each other will be the last.  And there will be more for you to give me then...I will have all you can give.”

	







































7.



	Twilight hung over the city skyline in a brief gray smog-mist before night descended.  

	The white L-shaped building that was Valley General hospital gleamed in the glare of bright fuorescent light bars that wrapped around the four-hundred-and-fifty foot high high structure.  The effect had been conjured as a final architectural flair that made Valley General stand out from the surrounding city nightscape in a luminous halo.  Helicopters bringing trauma victims in for emergency treatment could easily spot the odd building after dusk from miles away. A white circle of fluorescent lights on the rooftop helipad made landings easy even when visibility was low.  Interns sometimes jokingly referred to Valley General as the white palace and the psych ward patients as white palace royalty. Children born at Valley General were sometimes called white palace babies. (Cori’s child would be a white palace baby, but her name would appear on no birth record and the path of her short life would not be recorded by any government or community institution.  She would live a few short years, long enough to provide Galwell and his men with the brutal satisfaction they needed and then she would be disposed of, leaving no trace.) 

	The thirty-seventh floor at Valley General had just undergone extensive re-construction, a long-term project Galwell, as one of the hospital’s chief directors, had iniated and overseen.  The floor would house four new operating rooms a recovery ward and some offices. It would also house a private, off-limits secure area that no legitimate hospital employee would ever have access to.

	 It had taken nearly a year to complete the lengthy renovation which included a new reinforced helipad to allow for the M1-17 helicopter the hospital had acquired, and now the special celebration which Galwell had planned and scheduled to mark the opening of his new penthouse wing was under way.  

	There were actually two celebrations, one for the regular employees

and staff, those not in Galwell’s inner circle and a second ‘party’ for ‘VIP’s’ only,

members of an exclusively male secret society Galwell had formed over the past ten years.  This more private affair would begin at the same time as the other, shortly after nightfall.  But it would take place in the off-limits area and continue long after all the regular guests had drunk their last glass of champagne, cleaned out the last of the hors d’oeuvre trays and gone home.

	Eight large wooden crates arrived in the late afternoon and were loaded

on to the private freight elevator from the basement loading dock.  Though hospital

security was told that the crates contained several new additions to Dr.Galwell’s art collection which he wanted to share privately with his special guests that night, they actually contained several young females,  six girl children including Lena and Kasey,  three young preteens, three teenage girls and three more ‘special’ guests, Cori, her mom and a pretty if slightly overweight redhead twenty-something named Cynthia - all bound, gagged and heavily drugged.

	These crates were personally delivered to Valley General by Lou, Cal, Steve, Aaron and Stan, and taken immediately to the off-limits area on the thirty-seventh floor. Entry was possible only after passing through one of two security doors which were protected by electronic locks and could only be opened with plastic card-keys issued to Galwell’s cronies.  Beyond the doors: a single state-of-the-art torture-surgery room, a wide open expanse of unfurnished space forty feet by forty feet where three hallways intersected, a large locker and shower area and several smaller rooms whose specific function was not strictly defined. 

	The most salient fact about the private area was that it appeared on the

blueprints and diagrams that were officially published and registered as a bank

of air conditioning units, elevator machinery and utility closets.  No one outside

of Galwell’s private circle knew about the reality beyond the security doors. No one

suspected that the white palace, a place associated with saving lives, could house

a series of killing rooms where victims could be savaged and slowly exterminated

for the pleasure of bloodthirsty males.	

	Many years later, long after Galwell was gone, an inspection would reveal the true design of the building but nothing suspicious or incriminating would be found there. No trace of the use the large spaces and smaller rooms were put to would remain. Only rumor or speculation would lead the curious to muse about Dr.Galwell’s intentions in having them built to such precise specifications.  Such iinuendo would be fueled by his sudden and unexplained departure from Valley General years later.

	On that opening night both the private and the public galas got under way without a hitch.  Galwell made his appearance at the former for the first half hour or so then excused himself.

	It was the private celebration that most interested him.  The sadist was secretly amused by it all. The elegant, intelligent, wealthy people engaged in conversation and cocktails to the accompaniment of a classical string quartet had no clue about what was going on less than ten yards away from them behind sound-proofed walls.  

	Twenty three men, prominent members of Galwell’s secret male club, those invited to the secure area on the other side of the building, began to arrive as the ‘legit’ celebration began to wind down.  Most of them had brought unsuspecting ‘dates’, call girls who had been told of a secret ‘party’ at the hospital and who had been contracted through one of Galwell’s secure contacts. The men and their dates moved through the public gala and exchanged pleasantries. Some of them were well known and respected in the community.  Lawyers, doctors, businessmen, hospital employees. None had any documented criminal past.  All, however, had a very active secret life, one they shared only in special occasions sponsored by Galwell and his men. Though their choice in female partners that night was sometimes the cause of a snicker, a raised eyebrow or two, or a shaking head those who were not privy to the ‘other’ gala would never know the fate the young prostitutes were slated for. 

No one would be able to gauge the depraved atrocities these so-called respectable men would soon be engaging in. 

	None of the ‘escorts’, cuntmeat that had been bought and paid for by Galwell and his men, would leave the hospital alive.

	None of females delivered in the crates would see the light of day.

	Thirty-five young women and girls would be exterminated at Valley General that night.  And no one except the twenty nine men who would partake in the secret slaughter orgy - the twenty three guests, each of whom had paid a hefty sum for their invitation to Galwell’s private party, plus Galwell and his five close associates, Steve, Stan, Cal, Aaron and Lou - would ever know.  The women would simply disappear as if they’d never existed.

	 Cuntblood was about to flow at the white palace.





						~



	

	Groggy and weak Cori allowed herself to be led.

	Galwell had her, gripping the back of her head, walking her barefoot and naked on the narrow linoleum hallway.

	She didn’t know where she was and had only a fuzzy memory of the dark

crate, of bouncing, trapped, bound and gagged in darkness and hearing traffic sounds.  Master had told her something about a hospital and somewhere in her mind she remembered Valley General but this place she’d been brought to seemed more like some strange sort of night club.  When Lou and Stan hoisted her up out of the crate, ripped the duct tape off her, yanked her earrrings off her leaving her earlobes bleeding, and ungagged her she could hear thumping dance music. She heard men laughing nearby and the now familiar slashing, beating, screaming sounds of females being punished somewhere in an adjoining room.

	“You’ve got a big night ahead of you, pig,” Stan sneered.

	“Yeah,” Lou countered. “Hope you can get through it.”

	Then Master was there and she melted inside at the sight of him; he was still wearing the suit he’d had on when he’d shown her the baby film.  Wordlessly, he pulled her arms behind her and cuffed her wrists at her back and said nothing taking her head by her hair, tugging her along as he walked out of the small room down a hallway.  Cori liked it that he was impeccably dressed and that she was naked and disheveled and dirty, her ears bloody. It enhanced her sense of submission and degradation. He took her through a swinging door and they entered a large tiled room.  

	Beyond a wall of lockers and metal benches there was a spacious brightly lit shower area.  Six naked men gathered around as Master drew the pregnant teen to her knees.  Cori didn’t recognize any of the strangers.

	One of them whistled.

	“Now that’s what I call knocked up,” another jeered.

	“Goddamn bitch looks ready to pop!”

	Three of the men had whips in their hands and Cori saw a pretty brown haired girl hanging inverted by her ankles from a hook in the center of the room behind them.  The young female was whimpering and sobbing, writhing, her wrists bound to her thighs, her body red-striped and cut, tiny trails of blood moving down her back into her hair and off her shoulders.  Her long flaxen mane hung down and the tip of it brushed the tiled floor.  The girl turned her face to see what was happening and Cori could see she’d been brutally beaten. The men had been enjoying themselves with her. The pregnant teen also saw the terror in the whipped girl’s eyes.  This one was not one of Master’s slaves.  Cori knew the hanging girl had been taken fresh that night.

	When Master spoke to the men he didn’t even look at Cori. She knew she meant less than nothing to him.  She was a good piece of torturemeat for the

bloodorgy and nothing more.

	“Feel free to fuck this pregnant pig’s face and piss on her.  Use her like the piece of shit whore she is. Smack her around a bit if you’re so inclined.  But no extreme stuff.  I just want her warmed up for later.”

	The men drew in tightly around Cori.  She could smell them. They glared down on her, six heads silouhetted against the recessed ceiling lights.

	“Oh yeah,” one of them said. “This is the one we’ve been hearing about - the star attraction.”

	Master stepped back and watched, arms crossed, as the men closed

ranks around his teen slave.

	“Worthless little shit.”

	“You’re gonna be put through the mill tonight, babygirl.”

	Soon she was choking on them, bobbing wildly on their pricks which

surrounded her, pleasuring them with her studded tongue. She wished her hands were free so that she could stroke their shafts and balls but she just knelt and took their cruelty as they pressed themselves to her and poked her and slapped her and rubbed themselves on her.

	“Filthy little bitch.”

	“Look at ‘er. She loves it.”

	“Nice work, Galwell.”

	“Yeahh. This one is gonna be real nice...”

	They were strong, killer stallions set loose, most of them in their late thirties or early forties, Master’s army of womankilling thugs.

	“Let’s hose ‘er down.”

	They stepped back, she looked at them into their leering faces surrounding her and smiled as they pointed their cocks at her and began to urinate.  She spread

her thighs wide as the hot piss rolled down off her face, sprayed off her,

rolled down her big belly and into her cunt.  She leaned her head back, bound hands fisted - she stuck out her metal-hubbed tongue to make sure they all had a clear target, all of them able to piss into her open mouth, into her face. The hot acrid streams popped against her eyes and bubbled in her nostrils.

	From a few feet away the upside down captive watched what was happening gasping for breath.

	She’d been payed five hundred dollars to accompany one of the men who now stood, cock in hand, showering Cori with hot urine.  He’d told her his name was Tom and he had smiled and spoken softly and they’d met downstairs. He’d led her to the elevator and they’d mingled with the guests on the thirty-seventh floor. 	This’ll be a piece of cake, she’d first thought. Hang out with these boring upscale schmoozers and then maybe a bit of basic cocksucking and home. Then Tom had led her down a hallway on the other side of the elevator lobby to the security door where three other men waited.  She’d been told something about a private party up here but something in the eyes of these other men intimidated her.  She and her date and the three others had been allowed to pass into another part of the building. 

	The plate glass windows that looked down on the city from that part of the thirty-seventh floor were tinted darkly and somewhere up ahead at the end of the hallway loud dance music could be heard.  No upscale schmoozers back there, she’d thought. This was a very different kind of party. Somebody was getting down and dirty back here for sure. As they moved along the hallway Tom and the three men were joined by two other strangers.  Suddenly she felt outnumbered. Something felt very wrong. Without warning the men had grabbed her, dragged her into the shower room, stripped her clothes off and tied her ankles and wrists and hung her by her legs from the hook in the ceiling.  She screamed her head off but no one payed attention and the men just laughed took off their clothes and showered leisurely, stroking themselves. Then while she hung there helplessly they’d circled around her to jeer at her and rough-handle her. They seemed so matter-of-fact, so eerily calm that she instantly knew they’d done this before. This was no wild party. This was something very different. Her heart pounded with terror.

	Eventually they’d gotten the whips and closed in around her and the beating had started.

	“We’re gonna kill ya, Bobbie,” Tom had sneered. 

	The whips had burned into her. Their fists had pounded her face. She reeled from the physical assault and from their terrible words.

	“Yeah, Bobbie,” one of the others had growled. “This is gonna be your last

fucking date.”

	“No more high priced blow-jobs for you, slut.”

	“No more quickies in the back of the limmo.”

	Now the tall dark-haired man in the suit who had brought the pregnant teenager into the shower room watched her.  As the men pissed on the big-bellied blonde he strolled over to Bobbie and took her hip in one hand to steady her.

	“Whose bitch?” he called.

	“Mine, sir.”

	“Ah. Very nice, Tom. Very nice indeed.  Mind if I have a taste?”

	“Help yourself, boss. You paid for her. She’s your meat.”

	The men had hung her with her legs slightly apart and Bobbie’s vagina was brazenly exposed already  crisscrossed with whipwelts. .

	The dark-haired man’s eyes hovered predatorially around her meaty sex.

Even though she’d never met him she knew he must be the one who organized the party, the one who’d called the club she worked for. 

	“Pleease!” she groaned. “Pleease, mister, let me go!”

	The man grinned down at her. Suddenly his fist flew into her belly.  She gasped, winded by the blow, surprised by the vicious strength of this new assailant, and then the man leaned down, his head swooping down between her legs, his mouth open.

	Galwell’s teeth clamped fiercely against the pretty call-girl’s cuntlips. Gripping her hips he ripped into her, ground his jaws together as she wailed and gnashed one labia clean off.  Her head thumped against his pants at his knees, and she shrieked, hot blood snaking down her belly as he leaned down and tore into her remaining cuntflap.

	“Mmm,” he grunted. “Nice meat. Very rich. Almost sweet. She’ll cook well.” 

	Then he was walking away and Bobbie was swaying in mid air and bleeding

and sobbing.  Some of the men had stopped pissing on Cori. They closed in on the kneeling pregnant teen again to feed her their cocks.

	Bobbie Sayles wondered if somehow she’d died and gone to hell.

	For Cori Massey, now choking on hard manmeat, cheeks smarting from the hard slapping, hair soaked, pregnant belly shiny with manpiss, the experience felt more like heaven.

	





	Cori takes it, kneels for it, as the naked strangers close ranks around her surging single-mindedly. One of them has put a dog leash around her neck. They tug on it as they fill her throat with their cocks, smack her, take turns. A vicious angry lust drives them, a fierce passion that draws out her masochistic fervor. They are a pack of vicious predators acting in concert, synchronous, wordless.

	Master looks on, Bobbie’s blood dribbling off his chin.

	Cori pleasures the men. She does it for Him, out of love, unshakable love for Him.  She is surrounded, besieged. There is no escape for her - there never has been, really - not from the moment she followed him into the restroom at Tavern West - and as the male guests’ pleasure mounts and their cocks grow harder and more demanding, so does their cruelty.

	She loves it, lives for it - for Him - her cannibal God.

	Spasms of pain ripple in her womb.

	Wrists still bound behind her she’s held up by her hair and punched, kicked, knee-slammed.

	Stinking of piss she moans and chokes on cockmeat and coughs up spit

and gasps.  The men plunder her throat, smack her cheeks with their cocks,

laugh at her.  Some of them bend over in front of her spreading their legs so that she can lick their assholes and balls.

	“Here ya go, pig. Eat this!”

	And she does willingly, pressing her studded tongue to the task, because this is what she’s here for. This above all.

	For Him.

	She’s pulled around the shower room on her knees under the shower

spouts, sucking cock while the hot water blinds her and streams down her

face.

	Galwell’s guests are wildly aroused now, their masculine lust free and uninhibited, allowed to blossom.

	She’s tugged to the hanging call-girl and made to kiss and then spit

on her.

	Both women are facefucked.

	Some of the men resume the whipping of the suspended bitch swinging their

thudding stinging lashes into her upside down body, into her belly and tits,

even her face.

	“Flog them both,” Galwell intones calmly. He has planned for this night and now that it is unleashed he savors every moment.  There will be many more such feasts at Valley General hospital in the years ahead, bloodfeasts for the whorekiller and his men and his guests. 

	But this one is the first.  It is special.

	The nude males comply, one man yanking Cori’s head backward, stepping over her to squeeze his balls down into her face and over her eyes while another slashes her tits.

	All the men have whips now and they trade off attacks on the kneeling

pregnant teen and the hanging call girl.

	Galwell strips naked as he takes in the savagery.

	 Leisurely he removes his jacket then his tie.  He unbuttons his shirt and

unbuckles his belt.  Kicking his shoes off he steps out of his pants and tosses his clothes on to one of the metal benches. From one of the lockers he takes a thick fiberglass rod and moves in to join the fray.

	“Get her up for me,” he tells the men as he steps up to Cori.

	She’s yanked up on her feet.

	“This pig is having her filthy baby for us tonight. Let’s get ‘er started.”



						~



	The four year old girl kneels on her haunches on the bare bloodstained mattress.

	She is weeping her small hands clasped, arms stretched out in front of her, fingers interlaced, wrists tightly roped, her long black hair caught up in a single pony tail by a green cloth band.

	There is no other furniture in the small room and the ceiling lights are off.  	The glow of Valley General’s fluorescent light-bands filters through the tinted plate glass window and thirty seven floors below the city glimmers, life going on as usual.

	Five naked killers, another contingent of male guests to the orgy on the thirty seventh floor, stand near the bed in the dimly lit room jerking off watching as Steve, bearing a long thin fiberglass cane (just like the one Galwell has taken up in the shower room down the hall) circles the bed.  They like it that there is no direct light. The dim atmosphere suits their work.

	The toddler looks up as the nude killer moves around her and she weeps more intensely. She has big dark brown eyes and pouting lips that have

been painted bright red.

	She knows what is coming. This is not her first time.

	“Give it to ‘er,” one of the men grunts.

	“Yeah. Let’s break the little fuck.”

	Steve comes to a stop on the side of the bed opposite the men, facing his

victim.

	“Put your head down,” he tells her softly. 

	Still weeping she obeys bending, her chest pressed to her knees.  She kneels

in a little ball before the killer bound arms reaching forward to the bedpost.

	“Tell these gentlemen your name, sweetie.”

	“N-Nicole,” the child whines, breathless with terror.

	“Nicole turned four two months ago,” Steve tells the men but his eyes

stay on the naked child.  “We took her from her mom right after her birthday

party, right from her home, didn’t we honey? At night when everyone was sleeping.”

	The child nods slowly looking up at Steve, her brows arched.

	“We’ve purposefully avoided anal penetration with her in order

to give you gentlemen that pleasure this evening - that and, of course, her life, which

you may feel free to dispose of as you wish after you’ve used her thoroughly.  Remember, don’t tire yourselves out.  There’s a lot more entertainment waiting for us.  Nicole’s just an appetizer, a little morsel to get us started.”

	“That’s nice,” one of the men said. “Why don’t you heat ‘er up, Steve?

Get the little bunny going so we can fuck ‘er.”

	“Whip the little whore.”

	“Go ahead, Steve. Give ‘er hell.”

	Gently Steve taps the long gleaming rod on Nicole’s shoulder.

	“Sure thing, guys.”

	“Kneel there and don’t move,” he says to the child sternly. “Ok?”

	“Y-yess, sir.”

	The killer strokes the child’s back gently with the weapon, tapping it again at her rump.

	“I’m going to hit you very hard, Nicky, just like my boss’s friends want me to.  I’m going to hit you over and over. You’ve had this before. You know the drill.”

	The child sobs, presses her face into the mattress.

	She knows.

	Steve smiles, raises the rod high.

	“Mmmm,” one of the men intones softly.

	The down-swish of the fiberglass shaft cuts through the air and whapps across the middle of Nicole’s bare back.  She raises her head briefly to wail shrilly, tightens

into a more compact ball quivering. Drops her weeping face between outstretched arms.

	Again and harder Steve strikes the little one, twice, three times, right over the first darkening streak across her spine.

	“Whhaaaaggghh!” Nicole shrieks pressing her face into the mattress and muffling her own scream.  The child’s memories of her normal childhood before the kidnapping have been nearly erased by the horror and pain she has endured at the hands of Galwell and his men in the past three months.  She is now purely a victim, a meat puppet broken and submissive, expecting nothing but endless punishment and destruction.

	Steve bites his lower lip as he begins a random slash-whipping of the nude malnourished child from her neck to her hips.  She twitch-jerks to each crude cut and wails.  Her fingers and knuckles go white in her trapped tightly clasping hands but she makes no attempt, not the feeblest move, to escape the sadistic killer as he circles the bed beating her.

	The men stroke themselves greedily and urge him on.

	Steve too masturbates as he whips Nicole.

	He and Galwell and some of the others have fucked the little bunny repeatedly and tortured her in the weeks before this night. They’ve enjoyed her at the cabin and in the warehouse. She has spent many hours with Mistress and with

Steve and Cal and Aaron. She has been taught to take pain and obey and she has learned to do it well.  

	Now she raises her teary face to her torturer as he swats her shoulderblades.

	Snot trickles from her nose.

	Steve knows he is quickly taking her to her limit and beyond.

	She is after all, just a four year old girl.  

	Her eyes plead.

	He smiles.

	The rod raps harshly against her bones.

	She wails, her eyes crinkled into slits, her pretty dark brows twitching, her body quaking.

	Steve pauses, allows her to catch her breath between groaning sobs. He wants to go slow, to give her the full measure of male cruelty.

	Resumes his attack.

	Pauses.

	Resumes and then -

	He offers the rod to one of the men.

	“Each of you take five cuts. Bleed the little shit. And then we’ll fuck her brains out.”

	The first man takes up where Steve has left off, continuing the attack on the child’s shoulders and back.

	The second makes Nicole rise up on to her haunches and slices at her small

round buttcheeks and the back of her thighs.

	As the third man takes the cane Nicole screams and coughs spit and tears

dribbling to the mattress under her. She is reeling with pain.

	“I want those pretty little feet,” the third man says in a low gruff voice.

	“She’s yours,” Steve replies. “Take what you’ve paid for.”

	Then to the child:

	“Lie on your belly, Nicky, and bring your feet up for him.”

	“Nnuuuuhh,” the child groans piteously, raising her face to look at her tormentors in the shadowy room.  The pale glow coming through the window

illuminates her small wounded body, makes twing white sparkles in her wide dark brown pupils.  It is evident that the fiberglass cane has cut her skin.  Tiny bloodlines flow off her back and down her sides.  Her chunky little ass is a mass of swollen welt ridges.

	“Move, Nicky. Don’t keep us waiting.”

	The four year old sobs brokenly and slowly positions herself as the killer has demanded, lying belly down on the mattress, turning her face to the left between her bound upstretched arms, bringing her cute small feet up as she bends her legs back.

	The men can see that her toes too are painted bright red although in the twilight of the torture room the color is more like a mercurial gray matching the cuts on her skin, the flecks of blood on her lanky thighs.

	The third man now wielding the fiberglass rod moves closer to the foot of the bed behind the child.  He grunts softly. Cock in hand he raises the torture cane.

	“Filthy little bitch,” he snarls.

	He hates Nicole. Hates her fully and passionately and irrationally.

	He hits hard, as hard as possible, hauling back and swinging down, a hundred

and eighty degree arc-swing that impacts into both the soles of Nicole’s tiny feet with  devastating force.

	The four year old’s body reacts dramatically to the stroke, twisting and 

bending, her piercing shriek deafening.  She tries to slide off the bed but Steve

moves in and puts his knee to her back.

	“Don’t you fucking move! Get those feet up for the rod! Take what’s coming to you!”

	“uug - ugg - ugg -” Nicole sobs, racked with suffering but ultimately

obedient, lifting her trembling limbs for the assailant.

	“Yeahh,” one of the men growls.

	“Fuckin’ beautiful...”

	“Keep ‘em there,” Steve commands gruffly.

	Nicole buries her face against the mattress and the man with the rod attacks

the small vulnerable targets offered him.

	By the fifth stroke Nicole’s feet bleed.  The small toe of her left foot is cracked and quickly swelling.  She drops her legs and writhes under Steve’s

unyielding knee.

	“Get ‘em up there, bitch,” the killer snarls. Looking down at the back of Nicky’s head, at the green cloth that binds her dark hair.  “We’re not done yet. Give ‘er five more. Smash those little feet to a pulp.”

	It takes the four year old several seconds to obey but she does so lifting her quivering legs yet again, sobbing with heart-rending emotion.

	“Good girl,” the man with the rod mutters.  He taps the rod in his hand

and then taps it gently a few times against Nicole’s whipped soles.

	“Such a good sweet girl...so fucking pretty...”

	He hates her so completely.

	The rod whistles down, slice-rips into childmeat.

	The first and second strokes draw blood immediately - the third stroke cracks the big toe of Nicole’s right foot - the fourth splits both round heels and the last

smashes the left metatarsals to shards.

	The men devour the child’s unbridled suffering.

	As the fourth man takes the rod he slow-strokes himself.

	“I want those cute little baby titties,” he says softly.

	“Good choice,” Steve replies.

	“Roll over,” he tells Nicole, bending over her to untie her wrists. She is hoarse from screaming and gasping, sobbing weakly, shivering erratically. Her cut-up feet spill scrawls of fresh blood on the mattress. “Get your arms out on either side - c’mon way out - further -” With jerky uneven almost bird-like movements she gets into the position he demands.

	He climbs on to the bed and positions himself over the child, kneeling on

her upper arms.

	The ropes have left red binding marks on her thin wrists.

	Her fingers incurl and twitch.

	“Hold her legs down,” he tells one of the other agressors.

	When Nicky is flat on  her back, helpless under Steve’s massive weight the killer nods at the fourth tormentor.

	The man, a dark-skinned Arab, smiles and leans over Nicole to tweak her

pink nipples.

	“They’re so beautiful,” he half whispers. “So soft. Mmm. Just like little wild berries.”

	He steps back.

	The men breathe fast and deep.  Nicky whines in anticipation as the man

raises the rod.

	“Cut them to shreds, Mussamad,” Steve says leaning back to grip the bedposts, his huge cock arching, poised over the child’s face.

	As the Arab swings the rod Nicole squeals and bucks under the

blonde killer. Steve smiles at the other man across the bed who holds the luckless child’s legs. Looking down Steve’s rewarded by the sight of split skin on the child’s chest, bleeding nipples, her ribcage filling and draining as she hyperventilates, screams.

	Four more thudding blows follow in quick succession and Steve lowers his

pendulous balls on to Nicky’s screaming mouth muffling her.

	The fifth man, the one that has been holding the four year old’s kicking legs

now takes the rod.

	He smiles broadly.

	“Well, none of you have claimed the best part,” he says as he thoughtfully wipes the tip of the rod with his hand smudging the child’s blood off the implement and on to his fingers. “The part which deserves the worst punishment possible.”

	Steve knows what is coming.

	“Her little cuntlet,” the blonde killer anticipates smirking.  He rises up off Nicole. Her face is flushed and her sobbing is a constant, choked with hiccupps, her little eyes unfocused, unseeing.

	“You got it,” the man sneers.

	“Good choice - and one we’ll all share in - after you’ve had the

honors, of course.”

	“Maybe we should hang her up for that,” the Arab suggests.

	“Yeah,” the other man agrees. “Arms up. Legs wide open. And when she’s all bloody we’ll fuck her.”

	“Sounds like the way to go,” Steve concurs. 

	Between them they lift the child off the mattress carry her to the chains that dangle from the ceiling. She doesn’t fight them. Steve slips her wrists into the leather straps, raises her broken bleeding feet and secures her ankles far apart.

	In the dark room the pale rod-slashed child hangs, open and waiting, trembling and sniffling and the men circle hands on their cocks.

	The man with the rod now stands in front of her.

	“Hey, Nicky,” he calls with cruel playfulness. “Hey babycakes...”

	Her big eyes flicker reflecting the pale white glow from the lights outside the windows.

	“Can you hear me? Hmmm? Nod if you can hear me, babycakes.”

	She moans, lips quivering, angelic face framed between upstretched arms - then a slow nervous nod.

	“Good girl. You know what I’m gonna do?”

	He taps the rod in his hand and takes one step toward her.

	A slow unsure shake of her head.  The green band comes undone and drifts down to the floor, her blonde hair drops free.

	The men stroke themselves more energetically, their cocks aimed at her.

	A sliver of drool from her lower lip curls down her chin.

	“I’m gonna cut your little peepee to shreds, babycakes...you hear me?”

	Her brows rise, her lips sag.

	“Nnnuuuuuuuuhh!!”

	Even before her first tearful cry ends  the rod is already whistling down, a mean sharp swish that lands right on target.

	Her screeches of agony are breathtaking and the men smile as they watch the devastating beating of the hanging child’s pubis. She yanks herself up by her arms into a contorted angle but cannot escape the savagely methodic blows.

	Her blood speckles the floor and the green hair-band that lies there in a crumpled swirl.





						~



	Out in the large open area where loud club music thumped from a large speaker system the ‘private party’ which had started out wild had blown into a full scale orgy.  Three of the unsuspecting call-girls had begun a slow strip-tease to the pounding music, smiling mouths moist, lips swollen, eyes smoky.  

	Disco lights which had been hung in the four corners of the room bathed everything in strobing color as the women strutted, angled, pirouhetted, and shook their young provocatively dressed bodies atop two large office desks that the men had brought from one of the rooms in the hallway.  Cheered on by the males and plied with ‘spiked’ liquor the dancers, unaware of the fate that awaited them, began peeling off their short tight outfits and then their lacy satiny undergarments.

	The women guests who were not dancing and stripping on the desks were getting down on the tiled floor, moving among the men, some dropping to their knees to give blowjobs as the strippers moved toward their climax.

	The tables bearing food trays and drinks were moved aside, up against the walls.

	Gradually everybody began to lose their clothes and shout, the men knowing what was coming, the women going along thinking this was just another wild party, no different than some crazed Mardi Gras celebration.

	The take over progressed slowly, one woman handcuffed and blindfolded,

drawn laughing to a corner of the room.  Then another.  

	The music pounded, the automated light show sweeping from wall to wall.

	The three young women on the desks were now naked, their smooth bodies supple in the changing illumination like snakehide.

	They sank to their knees, legs wide apart. They rolled on their backs.

	The men spat whisky and beer on them.  The women drank from the bottles the men gave them and spat back.

	The wild laughter and shouting escalated.

	One of the stripteasers, a blonde with a page-cut, was pulled down, forced to bend over the desk.  Three men took turns fucking her from behind.

	Another girl was wristbound with rope and suspended from a hook in the

ceiling.

	The music was so loud the other women didn’t know she was protesting

and begging to be let down.  They thought she was going along with it.

	Two men with whips began flogging her, the swish of the heavy lashes drowned by the thundering technobeat from the speaker cabinets.

	By then a couple of the half nude girls out in the room began to suspect something was not right.  They moved toward the hall doorway. The jeering males pulled them back.  The girls struggled, at first shaking their heads and giggling and then yanking their arms more forcefully, trying to escape their captors, until the men, faces now stern and dark, began slapping and punching them.

	By then two of the males had brought in more ropes from a storage closet in the hallway along with cuffs, straps and other bondage paraphernalia and soon all the women were trapped and fettered, some on their knees being savagely throat-fucked and face-slapped, others dangling, like the first victim, from hooks in the ceiling - hooks that had been bolted there expressly for that purpose.  

	The music continued to pump from the speakers, programmed on a multi-disk player but the only dancing in the room was the primal coreography of masculine destruction and female subjugation.

	Two of the stripteasers hung from the ceiling by their ankles, arms roped

behind them.  They were being savagely used, skull-fucked, whipped, punched.

One bitch was ring-gagged, her cock stuffed with cockmeat, while a garroting rope

was pulled tight around her throat.

	Gradually, a few of the women were dragged off down the hall into private

rooms.

	 The orgy in the open area escalated slowly toward sacrificial slaughter.





						~



	Cori is the hub of a wheel and the men are the spokes.

	They’ve taken up whipping rods, some like Galwell’s made of fiberglass, some of wood, some bamboo.

	Under the hissing shower spray from the chrome spigots in the tiled wall she kneels, blonde hair plastered against her cheeks and forehead, tattooed tits gleaming,

big pregnant belly egg-like, her wrists untied, arms up and infolded, hands clasping the back of her head as the rods swish and thud into her.

	She is offering herself up for it, groaning, occasionally crying out, as the men whip her. She rocks on her knees, tilts her head back slightly.

	She loves the hard slashing pain, not just the impact of the hard punishment

rods but the deeper central pain in her womb.  The cuts of the rods are like sparks

triggering that root sensation, a feeling like she will rip apart, or unfold like

some fantastic blooming flower.

	The men are silent, their eyes devouring her, their hands stroking their

cocks.  Wet male bodies angled forward as they raise their striking arms and

swing.

	“Hit her harder,” Galwell says.

	His voice is gruff, hate-infused.

	She looks to him full of awe-struck love, worshipful.

	They follow his lead, silently escalating.  Beating a pregnant bitch is a special

treat for them.  The blonde call girl, Bobbie, hanging from the ceiling behind them is

forgotten for the moment though her muted sobbing is sometimes audible above

the spraying showerheads.

	Cori doesn’t know how long she will be able to bear it, to take it for them, for Him. She wants to make it last as long as possible, to give the men as much of herself as she  can but soon her arms and legs are quivering and she is about to topple.  The steady unhurried rhythmic whapp whapp whapp of the canes begins to cut her.  She bleeds. Her tattooed boobs welted, one nipple split-gashed.

	A couple of the men shoot off on her face. Their hot spunk spatters her

cheeks.

	“Harder,” Galwell intones.

	The rods fall across her hips and thighs, across her back, across her armpits.

She jiggles - an impetuous pain dance.

	“Kill me,” she groans softly. “Ughh - pleease - kill me.”

	Another of the men lifts his cock and grunts.  Hot cum spitwads splatter her eyes blinding her.

	She arches her back.  A wave of intense hurt rekindles the memory of that first savage whipping in the cabin, circled by Master’s friends.

	You said no limits, right? Is that what you said, bitch?

	Galwell’s voice thunders in her head.

	No limits. No limits. NONE!

	One of the killers puts his cock to her lips. She opens wide for him. He slides deep. She strokes him with her tongue stud. His prick explodes in the back of her moaning throat.

	“Ye-aggg-agh!” she whines.

	There are no limits for her. She wants to be butchered for Him, for all the males and then -

	A rupturing heat in her belly and a flood of viscuous liquid splashes out of her. She feels it on her kneeling legs. On the inside of her whipped thighs.

	Galwell holds up his hand and the men cease the beating.

	“Her water broke. Get ‘er up off her feet. Hold ‘er up for me, I’m gonna

make sure that baby won’t come out until we’re all good and ready for it.”

	Four of the men lift her, cradle her as Galwell goes to one of the lockers.

	The rest of the men turn to the upside down blonde and resume use of their punishment rods on female meat.

	Bobbie’s renewed suffering, her frenetic screams fill the shower room.

	Cori sees the coil of barbed wire in Galwell’s hand. He has work gloves on.

	“Hold ‘er,” he commands.

	He wraps the wire around his pregnant teen slave’s big belly twice and then down into the wet pulpy flesh of her vagina drawing it killingly tight until the metal spurs dig into her skin and cut her.  As she mewls and twists helplessly in the steely grip of the killers Galwell continues to wrap loop after loop of the barbed cord around her waist and crotch and upper thighs, a steely grip that will not allow her to birth her child. 

	All the while, a few feet away, wood, bamboo and fiberglass thud and smack

into Bobbie Sayles.  The inverted cunt-bitten call-girl twitch-dances frenziedly to the attack.

	When Galwell is finished the men let Cori drop to the floor. She squirms back up against the tiled wall, blood dribbling from her gashed middle, from the countless

rod cuts on her body as the showers rain water down on her.

	All the men now vent their fury on Bobbie and Cori watches entranced.

	Soon the once gorgeous uptown call girl is nothing but a heaving mass of

cut-up meat, her blood spattering the walls and floor, her lips wide, throat wailing,

her eyes shut tightly, dark mascara running in messy lines down her forehead into her upside down blonde hair, scraggly black trails.

	When the blonde is nearly dead Galwell again calls a halt to the beating.

	“There’s plenty of fresh meat for you here tonight,” he says. “All you can have. Leave the pig to me. I want to finish her. I want her to be my first kill of the night.”

	The men consider his offer.

	“You got little girls like last time?”one of them asks.

	“You know it,” Galwell replies.

	“How ‘bout surgery, Doc? You gonna do surgery tonight?”

	“Absolutely.  Impossible to leave that out.”

	“You’ll let us know when the final show starts,” Tom says.  Galwell knows  the man had probably hoped to snuff Bobbie himself since the bitch had been his escort and he senses the disappointment in him.  

	“Definitely,” Galwell says. “And, Tom, I’ll make sure you get a good piece of breast-steak from this animal later.”

	Tom smiles, his eyes moving slowly over the beaten call girl.  He’s pleased that his escort has drawn Galwell’s interest.  Too bad he won’t be around to watch her die.

	“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, boss,” he says.

	In a gesture of macho defiance he raises his bloody punishment rod and moves toward the door.

	“Let’s go, guys. Let’s see what’s shaking down the hall. Let’s get some of that pussy the good doctor’s provided for us and tear it up.”

	The men exit. All of them take their punishment rods with them.  As the doors of the shower room open and close Cori hears the thumping music down the hall - faint screams and shouts drowned in the chaotic noise.  She sees the reflection of colored lights on the metal plates on the lower half of the doors as they

swing shut. The men leave bloody footprints that lead out into the hallway.  She hears their shouts fade as they move away.  They are warriors charging into

battle.

	Alone now in the shower room with her master Cori watches as he takes

the butcher knife from the locker and moves toward the dying dangling blonde.

	Galwell’s pregnant slave sits against the tiled wall, the shower drizzling down on her body, her legs apart, her crotch wrapped in barbed wire and she looks up at his back as he works on Bobbie.  

	Cori can’t see what he’s doing to the upside down bitch.  She hears a hideous

gurgling sound and hears the knife blade slicing against meat. 

	Master’s back ripples. His muscular arms move. His head dips down slightly. One of his feet arches, the heel rising slightly from the wet floor.

	Cori can see one of his strong hands gripping the blonde’s leg, up above

the knee, holding her steady.

	She sees the woman’s feet wriggling, hears an urgent intensity in the choking sound.

	“This is one pretty bitch,” he growls softly. “Very fucking pretty.”

	“I’m glad she pleases you, sir.”

	“Oh she does please me. I really love to slaughter pretty girls.”

	Cori sees sudden spurts of blood jetting down between Master’s legs.

	“Gh-ghwghh-waaaaaghhh!” Bobbie wails.

	Cori sees Master reach down with both hands and then she sees one of Bobbie’s rod-slashed breast-globes splatter to the floor.

	“Mmm - yeahh - slaughtering a bitch of this calibre is always nice for me. It’s nicer because I know she had no fucking clue this was going to happen to her tonight - did you sweetheart? No - of course not.”

	Cori watches him as he spreads his legs apart on the floor, his hips thrusting

forward, his firm buttocks flexing.  He is rubbing himself against the strong young call-girl’s dying body.  She can see the blonde’s suffering face between his ankles. Then the other breast plops to the floor.

	Master’s legs draw together.  He reaches out to tug on the pulley line and

lift Bobbie higher, bringing her head up to cock level.

	“I know you can hear me,” he tells the mutilated blonde.

	Cori can’t see Bobbie’s upside down face anymore but she imagines it, the eyes bloodshot and pleading, the slutty lips quivering.  A contraction moves powerfully through Cori making her groan and press herself back against the wet wall. 

	This - This is what I’m here for.

	“I want you to suck, pig,” Master was saying to the blonde. “Suck until you

can’t breathe anymore. Understand? I want you to die that way for me.”

	Another contraction ripples through Cori.  She draws her legs up, her knees to her face, and bears it worshipfully.  

	Out beyond the doors the music thumps, bumps, soars loudly as she watches Master’s body moving beautifully, sensually against the upside down blonde. Poor bitch. Bobbie’d really had no fucking clue. Watching Master kill is so exciting for Cori, so incredibly exciting.  He is fucking the bitch’s head, Cori knows, and the knife hand was cutting - slicing.  Fresh spurts of blood jet out on either side of Master’s body, spatter his thighs and feet. He is so perfect. So flawless. So beautiful.

	Cori hugs her legs and feels the barbed wire spurs bite into her skin. She nibbles on her knees and her eyelashes flicker as the shower spray rains on her.

	Master grunts fiercely - a weird sound comes from the unseen blonde and then Master is turning to Cori.

	Bobbie’s severed head dangles from his hand, swings, dripping gore and blood. In his other hand he still grips the bloody butcher knife.

	Sperm is oozing from the blonde’s gaping lips.

	Master walks slowly toward his pregnant slave.

	“Bitch gave me a good ride - Now, I want you to take what I put in her and drink it.”

	“Yes, sir,” Cori moans pulling herself slowly up on her knees.

	Another contraction rocks through her and she winces.

	“The baby wants to come out,” Master says softly. “Doesn’t it?”

	Cori nods.

	Master brings Bobbie’s bleeding head to Cori’s face, his fingers tangled in a thick cord of the call-girl’s blonde hair.

	“It will come out when I want it to and not one second before. Now kiss this piece of human garbage like you love her, pig.”

	Cori leans forward reaching up, cupping her milk-filled rod-whipped breasts.

	“Mmmmm,” She moans licking then sealing her lips over the dead blonde’s mouth as she strokes her own whipped nipples.  The pregnant teen tastes Master’s spunk and Bobbie’s blood.

	“Take her from me. Kiss her hard. Suck my cum out of her mouth. She doesn’t deserve to die with it in there.”

	Cori obeyed tacitly lifting her hands to take the female head from Galwell.  It was heavier than she thought and as she cradled it in her fingers

she saw the eyes flicker and blink.  

	“She’s still alive,” Cori moaned softly.

	“Hmmm,” Galwell responded. “Most exceptional.” He stroked his cock

languidly as he watched.

	Hungrily Cori clamped her mouth on Bobbie’s and slurped out the cum from the call-girl.  She sucked on the beheaded girl’s tongue and moaned as the

rich rust of blood followed the salty jism. Bloody drool from the girl’s slashed neck-stem dripped on Cori’s nipples. Bobbie’s lips twitched once and her eyes went glassy.  Cori looked right into them.

	I will be there soon, she thought. Where you are. 

	This is what I’m here for.

	And then Master raised his cock and began to piss on both of them, on his

pregnant teen slave and on the cut-off head of the woman he’d just slaughtered.

	Still holding Bobbie high, turning the call-girl’s dead face to Master’s piss-stream, Cori leaned her head back and opened her mouth wide, just as she’d done before for the killers, so that Master could urinate right down her throat.

	From beyond the shower room door she heard women screaming and

soon afterward the blaze of gunfire over the thumping music.

	A shiver of excitement ran through her.

	 Master’s hot piss overspilled her lips and poured down over her tattooed tits and whipped pregnant belly. The hot fluid cascaded down to her bare barbed-wire snagged cuntmeat and puddled under her ass.

	She shut her eyes and Galwell’s piss spattered her eyelids.

	More gunfire exploded outside.

	Soon, she thought. I will be there soon.





						~



	Steve likes the look on Nicky’s face.

	He likes the way little girls look when they’re almost finished - that broken angel look - used up.

	He stands in front of her, legs slightly apart, and pushes his hard meatshaft up into her bloody little twat slit.  The way she’s positioned makes it easy for him to cuntfuck the child. He doesn’t need to grip his cock to guide it in.  All he has to do is step forward and thrust.  His flesh is rock hard and her rod-thrashed vulva offers little by way of resistance.

	She hangs on the ropes, sobbing, her little head tipping back as he pushes

slowly into her.

	She feels good inside, all gooey and mushy. Her blood drips on to his balls.

	“Whip her back,” he tells the Arab. “I want to feel her tighten up on me.”

	The Arab smiles steps around behind her.

	The rod swishes and thuds.

	“Ooowwwwww!” the four year old wails as she bounces responsively.

	Her small bleeding cuntlet chokes Steve’s cock.

	“Ahhh yeahh!”

	Steve grabs her head and looks into her eyes.

	“Rip her up,” he snarls.

	The Arab complies.

	Swish-thud! Swish-thud!

	Little Nicky doesn’t have far to go.

	They’ve slashed her little muffin to shreds. She’s pale. Bruised.  Her little feet drawn high on either side are broken and cut, bleeding.  She’s cut all over.

	She won’t be able to take too much more. But she’ll have to.

	“Ok,” Steve says signalling the Arab to stop. “Unnnnhhh! Shitt! She’s so fucking nice inside... Take turns now. Each of you. Up her little ass while I keep her on my cock.”

	One by one the five men step up to take what was promised them, little girl asshole, virginal and primed for destruction.

	The first to enter her is the thug who whipped her feet, a cruel dark-haired

male with a thick fat cock, dark pubic curls and plump ball sacs.  He grabs her

by her shoulders and puts his cock between the child’s rod-slashed buttcheeks.

	Steve sees the strain on the man’s face as he enters Nicky and he feels the

big hard manmeat on the other side, beyond the rectal wall.  Steve likes that too -

the feel of another male entering a violated childbody - sharing the space -

collaborating with him in the crude act.

	“Yeahh,” the blonde killer grunts encouragingly. “That’s it. Put it up in there. Break her open, Joe.”

	“Goddamn, she’s tight,” Joe growls.

	Nicky wails and Steve still holds her head, still looks into her lovely eyes while he speaks.

	“Shit yeah. What you expect from a fuckin’ four year old? C’mon. Put it in right to your balls. Fill the little shit all the way up.”

	The others laugh, circle around the two men and the hung child stroking,

waiting their turn.

	“Little bitch,” Steve snarls, leans down and spits in Nicky’s face.  He reaches up to grip her bound upstretched arms for support.

	Joe bangs her into him.

	Steve tips his head back, smiles, closes his eyes.

	Nicky’s little beaten body slaps against his strong chest.

	“Uhh! UHH!” Joe grunts. He leans forward to sink his teeth into the child’s shoulder.  There’s a feral expression on his face.

	“I’m gonna cum inside ‘er,” he grunts.

	“Go for it,” Steve replies.

	“Ahh - shittt! Uhhhh! Ffffuckkk!”

	Joe steps back, sliding out, his sperm oozing out of Nicky’s butthole to the floor between Steve’s bare feet.

	The next man steps in and puts his meat to the task.

	Steve grips the child’s arms tightly as she is freshly penetrated. His hard fingers are crushing her slender limbs.  She quivers, opens her lips to wail and

he spits in her little mouth ramming his cock deeper up her immature cunt.

	This second man takes his time, slow rides the hapless infant.  He has

enjoyed whipping Nicky but he likes this part much more, this intimate destruction

with the powerful blonde killer in front.  He rams himself hurtfully into the child

relishing the sensation of her asshole already creamed with sperm.  She’s greased

for him and he’s able to slither in and out with little friction.  As his excitement

culminates he begins to punch the screaming waif, kidney punches that stop her

sobbing cries and wind her, punishing blows that rattle her frame and make her

head snap back and forth.

	“Yeahh,” Steve grunts. “Ohh yeahh, that’s nice. Break the little shit, Randy. C’mon. Break ‘er! Use ‘er like a punching bag...”

	The man pounds his fists into Nicky with a slow destructive ryhthm.

	Left right. Right left.

	Each thump followed by a tiny breathy squeal.

	“Choke ‘er!” Randy snarls. “I’m ready to finish and I want her choking

for me.”

	“Somebody get me that hair band,” Steve tells the other men.  The guy who has already finished, Joe, is leaning against the wall near the window watching with rapt interest.  The other three are stroking themselves, preparing for their 

turn; one of them reaches down to pick up the bloody green band from the floor. 	He hands it to Steve.

	Quickly the blonde killer twists the green cloth into a strand, wraps it around

Nicky’s scrawny neck to twine the two ends together into an impromptu garrot.  He draws the cloth rope tight studying the child’s face.  He draws it tighter until her eyes bulge.

	“Give it to ‘er,” he tells the man behind her.

	Nicky makes gurgly choking sounds looking up at Steve, her face flushed and sweaty.

	The killer fucking the child’s asshole pumps his hips furiously.  As she chokes

Nicky involuntarily tightens her sphincter and vulva increasing the pleasure for both

rapists.

	“Yahh! Ahh! AAHHH - UUHHNHHH!”

	The others shout their approval, high-five each other.

	“Beautiful,” Joe says softly. “Beautiful.”

	His cock is already hard again.

	Steve relaxes the garrot-grip as Randy pulls out. The blonde killer slows down his fuck thrusts.  He is very  close to cumming but he still has three other collaborators to contend with.  He would like nothing better than to exterminate the little cherub, to wring her goddamned life out of her, but he needs to prolong her suffering, to make it last.

	The next assailant likes to bite.  Once he is well lodged in the child’s asshole

and in a thrusting rhythm that matches Steve’s slow pace he leans forward to

sink his incisors into the child’s back, into her arms, into her sides.

	Steve tightens the garrot on Nicky’s neck stifling her squeals of pain, making

her look up at him again, spitting right in her eyes.

	He feels his sadistic rage roaring in him and he spreads his feet apart a bit

further to better withstand the slam-thrusts of the man on the other side of

the tortured child.

	“Use - her - up -” he growls as he squeezes the garroting band into Nicky’s trachea mercilessly.

	The four year old jerks wildly against the ropes each time she’s bitten.  The man’s teeth rip into her skin, sometimes into the muscle underneath, his jaw

clamping rabidly, his breath rasping as he roars and hisses. As Steve yanks on the

garrot Nicky’s eyes roll back in her head and she totters on the edge of consciousness.

	Letting the green hair band go slack Steve slaps the child hard across both

cheeks to revive her.

	She makes a weird garbled sound and as she does the man behind her

arches his back and shouts, his pelvis thrusting mightily as he orgasms in the

child’s rectum.

	Streamers of cum-milk spill from Nicky’s asshole as the man pulls back.

	“Shitt,” he gasps. “That was fuckin’ unreal.”

	The next assailant wastes no time in taking up where his friend left off.  He both bites and punches.  He yanks on Nicky’s hair pulling her head backward

as Steve reapplies the crushing vise of the green hair band around the four year old’s throat.

	“How we gonna kill ‘er?” the man growls.

	“You guys decide,” Steve replies watching little Nicky’s cheeks fill out and draw in as she struggles for breath. She’s still got babyfat on her, he thinks and

the thought makes him yank harder on the hair band.

	The men’s hushed voices suddenly bounce around in the dark room.

	“Let’s bash her fucking head in.”

	“Let’s cut her guts out.”

	“Drown the little shit in piss.”

	“Nah - gag her with shit.”

	The grisly proposals excite the two men to slamfuck the child between them

with more brutal intensity.

	“She has such a pretty face,” Mussamad says. “Why don’t we cut her eyes out and skull-fuck the little angel.”

	“Yeah,” Randy says after a moment. “We can take turns on the eyesockets and then cum in her throat.”

	“Piss in ‘er.”

	“Cut ‘er head off when we’re done.”

	“Uhh - god-damn!” The man fucking Nicky up the ass grunts, both his

hands grip her hips tightly. “Ahhh yeeeahhhhh!”

	Nicky’s mouth gapes and her eyes roll back and she starts to go slack.

	Steve releases the choke band, slaps her several times until she comes around

sobbing fitfully.  Sperm leaking from the child’s sodomized asshole and blood slither

on to Steve’s balls and thighs.  He considers finishing inside her and then rejects

the idea.  The Arab has come up with a much better solution.

	He pulls slowly out of her, his cock slaked with childblood.

	“We need to let her down and tie her with her back against the bedpost,” he says. “On her knees.  We’ll tie her head to the metal bars on the bedpost so she

can’t move. There’s a scalpel somewhere in here.  Mussamad you came up with the idea so you do the honors.”

	The Arab smiles.

	“I’m afraid my surgical skills are not up to par, my friend. I may kill her prematurely. I’m sure that in your association with Dr. Galwell you’ve had infinitely more experience than any of us with such matters.”	

	“Guess you’re right there. Truth is I won’t need that fucking scalpel.”

	Steve will do Nicky like he did Paulie, the boy who died months before, hung

from the tree by Galwell’s cabin, pleading and bleating like a goat. He will press his

thumbs into Nicole’s soft eyelids until they yield.

	He flicks a switch on the wall and the child is lowered to the floor, the pulley motor purring quietly above her.

	As her legs slide down she sits and when her arms are lowered she slumps

forward moaning then topples to her side, blood puddling under her butt.  Her breath is ragged and uneven.  Steve knows she’s almost finished and they need

to take their final pleasure hastily.

	He drags her by her hair to the bed in the center of the room and lifts

her up behind the porcelain white bars of the headposts.  He forces her arms

back behind her through the metal bars and raises her just off her knees so

that her face is level with his prick. He pushes her head back between two

of the posts.

	“Rope her right there,” he commands curtly. “Just like that. Around her neck and head. Hurry up. She’s not gonna last much longer.”

	Two of the men move to comply with his request.  They bring loops of rope

from the cabinet on the other side of the dark room.  One of them attends to

securing the child’s head.  Nicky tries to pull her arms out from between the bars

and the other man grabs her hands and begins to rope her scraped wrists.

	“No,” Steve says. “Don’t tie her arms. I’ve got a better way.”

	He lets the Arab hold Nicky in place and he goes to the cabinet.

	There is a sharp chrome spike on a top shelf.

	The men grunt approvingly when they see him move toward the bed with it.

	“Hold her arms up for me.”

	The killer positions the tip of the spike at the four year old’s rope-scathed

left wrist and pushes inward.  Nicky stiffens, kicks her feet against the floor, shrieks

pitifully as the metal is driven through.  Her arms are forced together and Steve

crams the spike into her right wrist trapping both limbs.  The child’s blood

spurts out on the already gore-stained mattress but it is quickly staunched by the

impaling metal.

	The Arab has a ring gag in his hand. He grabs the top of Nicky’s head and

forces it into her mouth.

	“Don’t want the little slut to bite...” he snickers.

	Steve smiles, gets off the bed and comes around to face Nicky.

	“Too early to lose our dicks,” he jokes.

	The men now do not laugh.  They smell the dying child.  They are full of the need for her slaughter.  She is trembling, eyelids fluttering as she looks unseeing at 

the wall across the room, her little head framed and caught between the metal bars

of the bedposts.  She is held up off the floor by her head and can barely breathe.

Her battered body is suspended off the floor, her broken feet still bleeding dripping

smearpatterns beneath the hospital bed.

	“Blind ‘er, Steve.”

	“Take her little eyes out.”

	The words drift quietly in the room.  The men are like dreamghosts as the

circle their victim.  They stroke themselves with graceful unhurried movements

enjoying the destruction of the four year old.  When they are finished they will

leave her there, hung, lifeless and join the rest of the killers in the final frenzy

of the slaughter orgy outside but for now this one small life is theirs to consume.

	Steve steps up to the child and lifts his cock to her mouth which the ring gag keeps in a perfect wide ‘O’.

	“Look up at me, sweetie,” he tells her.

	She winces, closes her eyes, tries to adjust to the invasion of his organ in

her mouth.

	“C’mon, honey. You can do it. You’re a good girl. Such a good sweet girl.

Look up for me. Look into my eyes, Nicky.”

	The sensation of her warm tongue and the moist inner lining of her cheeks

is heavenly for him.  He gently prods the back of her throat.

	“Gh! Yghh!” she gasps.

	“C’mon, Nicky. Look up. I want to see those big dark pretty eyes of yours.”

	Fighting the rope which keeps her head level the four year old struggles to tip her head back slightly.  As her lids slide open the faint glow of Valley General’s fluorescence swims across her lovely pupils.

	“Ahh - yess - that’s better, honey.  I want you to look at me.  I want my

face to be the last thing for you...”

	Steve grips the bars on either side of her head with his hands and brings his big thumbs to her forehead.  He can see his cock completely filling the child’s mouth as he slips his thumbs slowly down to her eyelids.

	“Don’t close them, sweetie - good girl - keep them wide open - wide open

for me...”

	With a quick movement he slips his thumbs down over the child’s eyeballs

before she can shut her eyes.

	“Mggfffggg!” she grunts.  Behind her he sees her impaled hands close into

tight fists.  Her bloody feet again kick against the floor under the bed.

	“Little - stinking - ffucckk -” he growls meanly - ruthlessly he squeezes his thumbs into Nicky’s head.  He curls his dirty fingernails into them and pops them almost simultaneously.

	“Jeeesus...” one of the men gasps.

	Bloody bits of eye and gore spill down Nicky’s slap-bruised cheeks and

Steve throttles her pushing his cock as far into her throat as he can, fucking

her trapped head crudely, pushing so hard the whole bed jiggles and scrapes

against the floor.

	His balls tense up and tingle in pre orgasm and he grits his teeth and

pushes his thumbs deeper.

	“Open ‘er up, dude. Open ‘er good so we can fuck ‘er there.”

	The orgasm hits Steve powerfully, his knees going stiff, his back arching.

	“Aaahhhhhh - uhh - uhh - UHHH!” he shouts lifting his bloodied hands

from the child to grip the bedposts and slambang her throat.

	“Ghhrfffff!” Nicky grunts spewing Steve’s cum from lips and nostrils.

	Blood drips down her bound head on to her chest and down to her

whipped kicking thighs.

	Steve is almost jostled out of the way as two of the men move right into

position, hip to hip, their fresh erections aimed at the dark holes where Nicky’s

eyes had been.  As their dicks enter there’s a slick sucking sound and the

child vomits up blood.

	The killers take turns.  They skull fuck the infant.  They throatfuck her.

They cum in her eyeholes and in her mouth.  They piss down her gullet. As two of them work her face two others take up punishment rods again and whip

her trapped impaled arms unmercifully, welt-slashing the white-fleshed limbs on 

either side.

	She quakes and shivers, pukes bile and gore, trembles less and less as

one after another the men take their pleasure with her.

	When they’ve all finished they stand around her catching their breaths.  Two

of them sit on the bed on opposite sides.  One leans against the wall.  The Arab

goes to the window.

	Outside night envelops the city.  The man looks out toward the mountains

in the distance and the faraway glimmer of the ocean.  For a brief moment he misses his country, the vast expanses of golden sand, the dry heat. He has payed for his place in the orgy tonight. Payed handsomely.  So far he feels he’s gotten much

more than his money’s worth.  Unlike the others this is his first time at one of

Galwell’s parties.  He is certain now it will not be the last.

	Nicky is a filthy mess.  Hung against the white rust-spotted bedpost bars,

eyeless, blood and sperm dripping from her gutted eyesockets, mouth bloody

and ring-gagged she is every male killers wet dream. Her legs have stopped kicking.  But now and then a weak spasm jiggles her broken rod-slashed arms. And Steve can see the pulse in her throat just above the rope strands.

	He moves to the cabinet but what he’s looking for is in the drawer under

the small table.  He finds it and goes to the child.

	The men turn to watch.

	The killer puts the tip of the scalpel under her ear and cuts inward and around

her bound neck slowly.  One of Nicky’s feet jitters against the floor.  A faint

gurgly gasp comes from her as Steve cuts past her larynx.  Her blood

shoots out on his chest and arms. A last flutter of life moves through her limbs.

	 When the full circumference of the neck has been sliced Steve puts the bloody blade down on the bed.

	Nicky has stopped moving.

	Reaching down Steve grips her blonde hair and tugs her head upward.  He

jerks it back and forth as he pulls and there is a dull crack as the upper spine

gives. There is more blood spilling - no longer spurting.

	The killer lifts the butchered child’s head of her body.  No longer gripped by the fulcrum of her skull the neck collapses in the rope strands and the child’s

carcass topples forward but as her whipped arms are tugged through the bedposts the spike impaling her wrists catches behind her - metal lodges against metal.

	Nicky’s cadaver is trapped there, headless, on its knees, leaning, gripped

by gravity, claimed but uncollected.

	Steve walks slowly to the switch on the wall, the babyhead in his left hand,

suspended by the bloodspattered hair.

	He activates the motor and the ropes are pulled toward the ceiling.

	The men watch him tie Nicky’s mane on the end of one of the lines.

	He steps back and the child’s head hangs, rotates slowly.

	“Beautiful...” the Arab says. He still stands by the window.  Out there the valley is going dark, the city going to sleep.

	The voices of the other men murmur softly.

	“Great fuckin’ job.”

	“Awesome fuckin’ kill.”

	“Gentlemen,” Steve says. “Let’s join the party.  It’s still early. There’s lots more for us  tonight.  We are gonna make damn sure you all get your money’s worth.”

	Loud dance music and female horror-screams flood into the room as one of the dark child killers opens the door to exit.  Swirling colored lights race along the

walls outside. One by one the men file out of the dark room. Steve’s the last to leave. 

	A last hateful impulse draws him back.  He moves toward Nicky’s suspended head, grips the child’s face in both hands and spits in her half open mouth.

	“Fuck you, you little piece of shit,” he snarls.

	From out in the hallway comes the popping sound of gunshots.

	“Yeahh,” Steve growls.

	And then he is gone.





						~



	After helping Lena and Kasey out of the crate which had housed them Mistress quickly untied them. 

	She took her time to prepare both babies well.  She rubbed Johnson’s oil all over them, spurted it into ther pussies and assholes making them giggle, prodded it deep into their orifices with her long nailed index finger. She tongue-kissed both girls, hoisted them up on a table, spread them open and licked their small pert slitted mounds.  Already well-prepped from a long night of brutal lovemaking with their father and his pregant blonde teenage slave, the two bunnies were soon all worked up.  Mistress dressed them like little whorelets, in bright day-glo colored outfits, halter tops, short miniskirts, their midriffs bare, green, purple and orange clips fastened in their hair and bright blue plastic bracelets and anklets on their wrists and legs.

	At first the children had been groggy and disoriented but after Mistress’s seductive attentions and caresses they were strutting around the room dancing to the thumping beat coming from the hallway.

	Mistress had them made them kneel and lick her cunt, both at the same time,

like kittens competing for the same milk bowl.

	“Ready?” Mistress asked as she towered over them.

	The children nodded excitedly.

	The hooded woman who wore nothing but high-heel, open-toed sandals and a leather belt-band around her waist from which a long lethal single-tail lash dangled, led Galwell’s daughters out to the open area at the end of the hall where the violent

orgy was already well under way.

	The three strip teasing call-girls had long since been brought down off the desks.  Now Mistress instructed Galwell’s provocatively dressed daughters to get up there and take their place.

	The two children eagerly climbed up and began moving to the loud music, not like kids usually move, like cute animated puppets, but the way Mistress had taught them to move under the sharp kiss of her lead-tipped lash months before in the barn where Cori had first seen them.  Lena and her younger sibling moved like professional strip-club dancers, miniature adult women, their movements fluid and sexual, their gyrations and gestures openly and flagrantly seductive and uninhibited.

	As they danced they looked out into the large area and the savagery taking place. The killers and their female prey were all nude. The spacious area was a sea of bare blood-spattered human flesh.

	On the far side of the enclosure three men were beating an olive-skinned, dark-haired woman who was tied to a chair.  The men wore brass knuckles and they took turns slow-punching their helpless victim.  The bitch, a big-titted, Italian-looking brunette was bruised bloody, her face raw and gashed, eyes swollen shut, tits drooling twin red streams.  Her head popped back and forth each time she was punched.

	Two of the impromptu strippers who had earlier danced on the desktops now hung by their ankles, back to back and five men were beating them with wooden billy clubs. One bitch had shit herself and the other one was puking up bloody bile. The third of the call girl dancers leaned against one of the tinted glass panes, her arms outstretched, wrists nailed to a two-by-four.  She had been brutally face-beaten, her breasts bloody, both nipples sliced off, and a man was now flogging what was left of her tits with a slender metal chain.  As she slid to her knees the man stepped forward and wrapped the chain around her neck to strangle her.

	Naked beaten and bloody females were being raped and flogged and

the men watched Lena and Kasey dance as they punished the women, shouting

their pleasure hoarsely as they became aware of the fresh entertainment.  Some

of the men wore black leather belt-bands, like the one Mistress wore, with whips

coiled to them or guns and knives holstered on them.

	Mistress moved among Galwell’s guests and soon she was down on her knees crawling, taking cuts from their whips and choking on their cocks urging them to begin the killing.

	Lena and Kasey began to strip-tease, tossing off their halter tops, pulling down their colorful skirts, revealing neon-silver panties.  They pranced about

and then offered the cheering killers their backs as they bent down in synchrony, pulling their underwear to their ankles, bobbing their little asses in rhythm. Their oil-smeared pudendas gleamed as they kicked their panties away and began to dance naked, the colored lights glimmering on their plastic bracelets, hair-clips and anklets, on their shiny bodies.

	The sight of the naked slutty girlchildren drove the male killers wild.

	Mistress rose from the floor, unclipped her single-tail whip from her black leather waistband and approached the desks on which Kasey and Lena danced.

	She took a position a few feet from her baby targets, bit her lip with intense concentration, drew her arm back and swung.

	The whoosh of Mistress’ lash was lost in the sonic thunder of the music

as it cut across Kasey’s belly.  The child squealed but kept dancing, going up

on her little toes and drawing her arms up over her head offering herself so that Mistress could hit her again.  Instead Mistress swung out at Lena’s ankles.  Both children backed up against each other and danced in a tight circle, bare butts pressed together, giving Mistress their bodies, hands gripped behind their heads.  Mistress showed no mercy but attacked Galwell’s well-trained daughters with unrepressed fury cutting across bellies, chests and thighs, even their

faces with the flailing single-tail.  The girls swung around, faced each other,

hugging but apart, hands gripping each others shoulders, Lena slightly taller

than her younger sister.  The girls continued to move in a circle to the music now offering Mistress the fresh unmarked meat of their backsides. They were both crying, the colorful bracelets and anklets catching the swirling lights, mascara running down their cute whip-striped harlot faces as they pranced awkwardly, Mistress stalking them, moving around the desks to find different vantage points from which to strike, the slashing whip biting at the thighs, calves and heels of the little girls then rearing up to wrap around their waists or burn across their shoulders.  

	Lena and Kasey finally raised their arms, hands clasped and they pressed

against each other and sobbed, no longer moving to the music, but giving

themselves completely to the beating, Mistress slashing and circling, smiling,

hooded eyes slitted, her free hand circling eagerly against her shaved cunt.

	“Spread ‘em!” Mistress shrieked at them.

	As the children obeyed, splaying their legs apart, their small feet moving toward the edges of the desktops Mistress tore the single-tail up between their thighs whipping their oil-drenched vulvas and tearing at their chunky little asscheeks with exuberant violence.

	The pussyflogging of the dancing children took the killers past the point of no return.

	Two bitches were simultaneously belly stabbed and neckslashed to fall screaming, gurgling and bleeding to the tiled floor.

	The man who had been choking the stripdancer with the chain pulled on it

hard and broke her neck.  She slid to the ground at the base of the tinted glass

window spastically writhing and dying.

	Knives were unsheathed, guns drawn.

	The other two dancers who hung from the ceiling were cut open from

their cunts to their throats. Their killers stepped up striding spilled entrails to cum in the gasping mouths of their unfortunate prey.

	The bitch bound to the chair looked up to see one killer, his gun drawn

and aimed at her face. She could not hear what he said to her over the music his face a scowling mask as his finger tugged on the trigger - the flashpop blew her head off her shoulders.

	Another woman, a pretty brown-haired girl, shrieked as a killer put his gun up her twat and fired. She flew up against a table knocking over a half-empty tray of food as her guts exploded from her - she toppled to the tiled floor in a spill of broken wine glasses and hors d’oeuvres.

	Kasey and Lena jerked to the explosive sounds around them and to the

slashing of their tender muffs and buttholes but continued to cling to each other,

their hands clasped over their heads, their colorful bracelets sagging down to

their elbows.  The pain being inflicted on them only made them gyrate more sensually, intoxicatingly - they’d known nothing else since birth - this world of sick sexuality was their whole universe. It was their catechism. Pumped with amphetamines and drugged with aphrodisiacs their childbodies revved at full

throttle, a high-speed metabolism of masochistic joy.

	Two young whores were put up against the wall on their knees pleading

and sobbing.  Five men aimed nine millimeter automatics at their bodies and cut them down in a haze of gunfire.

	Galwell had instructed the men earlier that Mistress and Kasey were not to be exterminated, only the call-girls and other escorts that the guests had

brought with them. Full permission, however, had been granted to rape and torture Mistress and the two slutchildren as unmercifully as they wished, short of mutilation and broken bones for the duration of the orgy. When all the other females in the open area were dispatched then Lena would be taken - in any way the killers wished. 

	Now, Mistress was grabbed, her whip taken away and she was pulled on to a table spreadeagled to be viciously raped, punched and slapped.  She screamed at the men over the loud music to do their best, to spend themselves on her.

	Kasey and Lena’s ruined dance was finally and crudely brought to an end, several men dragging them off the desktops to cram their cocks in their whip-torn and well-lubed bodies.

	A killer with a machete lopped off the hands and feet of a young whore, the last of the hired escorts, who was trying to crawl away from him.  Blood splashed the tinted glass window. The bitch didn’t die but continued to drag herself across the tiled floor on her severed limbs toward the security exit.  The man followed slowly. He liked they way her mutilated body moved - and he let her get there, giving her a faint hope of escape before slashing his sharp-edged weapon across her fleshy buttocks several times. He then kicked her legs apart and went down on his knees to stuff his cock up her asshole as she bled to death sobbing under him.

	Held on the surface of the desk by two men on either side Kasey squealed like a pig as a third man burned her little whipped cunt with a lit cigar.  He burned her nipples too and then slid up on to the desk to fuck her up the ass while another male punched her face and then shoved his cock down her throat.

	Lena was pulled on to a guy sitting on a chair. Once his upright cockpole

was deep up her tight baby ass a second man stepped up and put his cock

up her pussy.  A third man slung a piece of rope around the eight year old’s neck

and began choking her as she was double fucked.  The man in front of her

began methodically punching the child’s chest and belly as he fucked her.

	Mistress was tossed on her back on the tiled floor in the middle of the large area.  One of the dead gutted strip-dancers hung over her dripping gore on her hooded face and on her tits as a strong black thug savagely pounded himself up Mistress’s snatch. He held Galwell’s dominatrix bitch firmly by her wrists. The blood of the dead strip-dancer puddled under Mistress and she slid around on the hot goo.  Another killer sat on Mistress’ face, his asshole pressed to her mouth. He farted loudly and laughed as Mistress choked on the sharp redolence. The dead hanging call-girl’s blood rained down on his bald skull and trickled down his face on to his muscular chest. He leaned forward and began to punch Mistress’s tits

before pressing his ass down against her face again to smother and fart on her a 

second time.

	The other males, those not working on Kasey, Lena or Mistress were

necrofucking the butchered callgirls or slow-torturing the other six females

still left alive.  One of them finally shut off the music though the disco lights continued to swirl and flash. After that the only sounds in the room were the cries of pain from Galwell’s daughters and the suffering women, and the grunts groans

and invocations of lust from Mistress and the ten vicious killers as the free-for-all

orgy soared.

	It was just past midnight.



						~



	After the beheading of the suspended call girl in the shower room Galwell yanked Cori by the leash out into the wide hallway. She crawled after him on the slick olive green linoleum floor then came up and knelt beside him as he stopped at the arched doorway where the hallway ended.  

	The killer and his whip-welted pregnant slave paused to observe the unleashed fury in the open area on the thirty-seventh floor of Valley General.  By then some of the cunt-slaughter had briefly satiated the murderous alpha males.  The torture-rape of Lena, Kasey and Mistress was well under way.  Galwell’s daughters were being heartlessly sodomized by three of the guests, including one formidable and impossibly endowed negro whose bald head gleamed sweatily in the swirling disco lights as he plowed into the whining children. 

	Galwell watched for a few moments and forced Cori to kneel in front of

him. He smeared his piss-dripping phallus on her lips. Cori’s face was bloodstreaked from kissing the beheaded blonde. She moaned as Galwell pressed the hard mushroom head past her studded tongue and deep into her throat. The beaten teen adoringly serviced her owner as his eyes roamed the large room.  

	He smiled then bit his lower lip, scowling, his cruel face expressing a sick gloating sadism.  The sight of the murdered call-girls and those now being tortured amused and aroused him.  He knew things would soon escalate again and the remaining whores would be eventually liquidated.   More than likely Mistress would join in the torture and killing and all the destructive focus would shift to Lena and Kasey.  The little angels would suffer outrageously and in Galwell’s opinion, most deservedly.  Lena’s extermination would follow quickly. Kasey’s would come later.

	He noted that only a couple of the men that had been in the shower room

earlier were participating in the blood-orgy.  He knew the others would be engaged

elsewhere most likely in one of the smaller chambers off the main hallway.

	Ushering Cori back off his cock he turned and tugged on her leash forcing

her to follow him back up the hallway.

	He wanted to look in on what his staff and guests were up to.



						~



	Stan’s fingers tightened around the young teen’s nipples.  He pinched, gently

tweaked and then slowly twisted the pert fleshnubs between thumb and forefinger his eyes fixed on the young girl’s as she flinched and squealed, her skin flushed and hot in his hard hands.

	Her name was Drew. She had turned thirteen five months earlier. Stan owned her now. Owned her completely. He smiled cruelly as he took in her terror

studiously.

	He was going to kill the little pig.  Kill her slow. Make it last.

	Her honey-hued blonde mane hung in twisted sweaty spirals down over her shoulders and over her forehead and brows.  Her big green eyes were teardrowned and bloodshot as she looked up at her tormentor.  Her innocent face was marred by several dark bruises.  She was bound to a concrete pillar by her neck, arms roped behind the pillar and she sat on a wooden workhorse her whip-scored legs wide open, toes pointing up at the ceiling, ankles cuffed in tight leather to taut suspension chain-lines.

	Stan had already entered her.  He was in her up to his balls and she was

shivering.

	Next to the girl he’d wheeled up the instrument tray on which two plate

burners were already glowing, heat coils sending off spirals of shimmering heat.

	One of his hands left the red bruise splotched orb of her immature breast

and moved gently up to her face to cup her cheek and then stroke the edges

of her hairline.  

	“Pl-please,” she muttered.

	“Shhh,” he admonished shaking his head slowly. “Don’t talk right now. Just feel - Feel me.”

	He pinched her nipple again and as she moaned, head craned backward he pushed his thumb gently into her partly opened mouth.

	“Suck, baby,” he whispered. “Show me how much you love me.”

	Horror was a more adequate definition of what the middle-schooler was feeling for the killer than love.  But for Stan a terrified victim forced to express such impossibly antithetical ideas made good game, it made his balls tingle.

	Behind Stan, on the other side of the room, two other teenage girls, Felicia, sixteen, and Emily, seventeen, consecutively seven and eight months pregnant were being gangraped by five men.  Three of the agressors were part of the troop that had tortured Cori and Bobbie Sayles in the shower area; the other two had joined the fray after the slow-paced child killing of the four year old Nicky down the hall

	The slaughter-slut Cynthia, wearing a skimpy pink halter top and shorts, plastic see-through ultra-high-heel sandals, slutty makeup, swirly rose-vine tattoos on one ankle and one arm, knelt on the floor under the men to lick their balls and assholes, to slake her tongue against the swollen clits and shaved slit-mounds and anal orifices of the raped pregnant teens as they were cock-impaled.	

	Earlier, after emerging from the wooden crate that had transported her

Cynthia had assisted Stan with the three teenagers.  Before the guests had arrived

the killer had savagely raped all three youngsters.   Emily and Felicia had given themselves willingly. The two fat-bellied teens had been part of Galwell’s stable for over a year, both impregnated like Cori but, unfortunately for them, not with female children.

	Both young bitches had endured the attentions of Galwell and his associates repeatedly and repetitively. Drew, on the other hand, was a recent arrival, captured in a shopping mall parking lot by Mistress, Steve and Aaron during one of their suburban ‘raids’.  The younger of the three kills had to be held down and tightly bound.

	Cynthia had drawn the child’s arms behind her and Stan had secured wrist to wrist and elbow to elbow. Cynthia had then started to slap Drew around and

kick her with her plastic sandals and stomp on her bare feet. Laughing and cheering the others egged her on. 

	Then Cynthia, Felicia and Emily had watched Stan take down the blonde child.  He’d dragged her to the kingsized mattress in the corner of the room tossed her on it and gone at her gut-punching, face-slapping and finally brutally cunt-raping the bound thirteen year old virgin while the three females circled the bed and cheered him on.

	“Get used to it,” Felicia mocked.

	“Yeah, honey,” Cynthia howled. “It only gets better.”

	“Better and better!” Emily had squealed, giggling and rubbing her cunt

as she watched Stan pound his beautifully powerful body into his luckless captive.  	

	Drew had sobbed and shrieked for mercy. Stan had slapped and beaten her unmercifully, silencing her. He then instructed Felicia and Emily to strap on latex dildos so that both pregnant teens could take turns fucking Drew. He got up off the bed to watch and Cynthia knelt in front of him to choke herself on his cock.  Taking up a leather flogger the killer had attacked the three teens on the bed as Cynthia pressed her face up between his asscheeks to lick his asshole. He’d then made Cynthia crouch there and grip the flogger in her mouth while he joined the girls on the bed fucking Emily and Felicia up the ass as they alternated on Drew.  Finally he had both big-bellied whip-welted teens awkwardly double-team the younger blonde while he crouched over Drew’s face and rubbed his balls against her cute rosy mouth.

	Sometime during that the men from the other kills had come into the room

to watch and gradually they’d joined in.

	Now after lifting Drew from the bed into tense painful suspension and preparing the instruments he would use on her, Stan refocused his attention on the thirteen year old claiming her for himself, leaving the two pregnant teens and Cynthia to tangle with the five male guests.  

	He didn’t notice Galwell entering the room leading Cori. The pregnant blonde teenbitch crawled into the spacious chamber behind her Master and when he glanced down at her, dropped the leash and pointed to a corner of the room she knew his intention was for her to go and kneel there and watch.  Galwell then closed the door and stood taking in the scene.

	Unaware of Galwell’s presence, Stan took Drew by her chin to turn her face up to his.

	“Do you love your mom, sweetie?”

	The child stared in quizzical silence.

	“I asked you a question,” Stan said quietly, slowly rocking back and forth,

scraping his cock inside the young female.

	“Uhhmm - y-yes -” she said nodding once, her lovely emerald eyes quizzical.

	“And your dad?”

	Her lips downturned and she looked ready to break into hysterical tears.

	“Answer me. Do you love your daddy?”

	She nodded, unable to speak.

	“Say, yes, sir. I love my father. Come on. Say it for me.”

	Galwell licked his lips and cupped his balls.

	On the kingsize bed to his right Emily and Felicia now rode two of the killer males, straddling them. Cynthia knelt on the floor circled by the other three men sucking one guy’s cock and hand-jerking the other two.

	Everyone in the room, including Cori now kneeling in the corner Galwell had assigned her, gazed hungrily and expectantly at Stan’s luscious victim as the dark-haired killer unsheathed his combat knife from his waist band.

	“Y-yes, sir,” little Drew groaned weakly. Her eyes followed the killer’s weapon with fearfilled anticipation. “I - I l-love my - m-my dad.”

	The killer pressed his weapon against one of the burners on the instrument tray.

	“That’s a good girl.  And - do you have any brothers or sisters?”

	Stan brought the smouldering tip of his sharp killing blade to Drew’s nipple as he pinch-squeezed it, lifting it, making the blonde girl arch her back, her neck held tight to the pole by the tight rope.

	“Oww!” the child protested.  Her toes flexed.

	“Answer me, you little shit. Do you have any brothers or sisters?”

	“A suh - suh - suh - suh -”

	“A sister?”

	She nodded wildly, her eyes staring down at the hot knife blade now hovering close to her pinched-up tit-nub.

	“Hmm. That’s nice. Is she as pretty as you?”

	“D-don’t - ggh - don’t know -”

	“How old is she?”

	“Ghh - ei - eightt -”

	“Oh,” Stan smiled. “I like eight year olds.”

	With a quick move he brought the sharp knife to the teen’s chest. It sizzled as he sliced Drew’s nipple clean off her small tit-mound.

	Drew gave out a lovely piercing peal of pain.

	Galwell poked his tongue between his lips. Still cupping his balls in one hand he now stroked his raging erection slowly and gently with the other.  On the bed the fucked teens Felicia and Emily moaned urgently.   At the foot of the bed, on the floor, Cynthia closed her eyes and sank down lower as all three womankillers pushed their cocks into her purple-lipsticked mouth.  Cori wanted to touch herself but the barbed wire mesh around her lower abdomen kept her from it. Instead she tugged on the wire loops making the spurs bite deeper into her flesh as she watched.

	“If your sister was here right now,” Stan continued now pinching up Drew’s uninjured nipple.  “Would you want me to do this to her instead of to you?”

	“Ghaa -?” Drew said. Her chest was on fire and she could feel her blood

dripping down her ribcage, down her belly.  Her lanky updrawn legs were quivering. The killer’s cock was so big inside her it hardly allowed her to breathe, or think. It was destroying her inside and he just kept ramming it in and out rhythmically while he questioned her, as if he didn’t even need to think about it.

	“I said,” he growled, looking at her patiently. “If your sister were here would you want me to do this to her INSTEAD of you?”

	“Nggg!” Drew replied shaking her pretty head. “Ng! Ng!”

	“Oh really?  You’re so brave.  You would want me to go on cutting you and

not - what’s your sister’s name?”

	“M-muh - Morgan -”

	“You would want me to keep on cutting you and not little Morgan? Is that right?”

	“Y-yes! No! I don’t kn -”

	Stan sliced Drew’s other nipple off. The child keened wildly.

	Galwell licked his lips.

	“Maybe we should go get little Morgan and put this to a test,” he said.

	Sttartled, Stan turned his head and looked at Galwell over his shoulder.

	“Oh, hey boss. I didn’t hear you come in. Yeah,” he smiled. “Maybe we’ll get baby Morgan sometime and take her for a spin.  That might be real fucking nice.”	

	The knife-wielding killer turned back to his victim. Drew stared in mind-blown horror at her destroyer as  his hips now flexed faster. The thought of her sister in the hands of these monsters left her breathless. Stan slammed his meat hard into the thirteen year old, glanced at Cori in the corner of the room and winked.

	Stan liked working for an audience.

	Both of Drew’s burned nipple-less nubs now bled down her chest and she whined, tears rolling down her cheeks.

	“So you love your mom and your dad and your sister, don’t you, sweetie?”

Stan asked bringing his knife to the base of his thirteen-year old captive’s neck.

	“Y-whg-sob-sgh-ys-gg - yess -”

	“Of course you do. You’re such a good girl.”

	The killer’s free hand moved up to grab Drew by the top of her blonde mane, his strong fingers clutching her hair up in a knot.  

	Galwell watched intently.

	“That’s just too bad,” Stan sighed shaking his head looking right into Drew’s beautiful green eyes. “Because they’re never - never - going to see you again.”

	With cruel intent Stan pressed the sharp scalding knife into Drew’s skin, just below her jugular and as the girl screamed and bucked, impaled on his cock, her upstretched legs jerking against the chains that held them, he sliced downward

toward her belly, pressing deeper as he went, cutting the thirteen year old

open.  Her cunt squeezed his cock exquisitely and his mouth watered as he

saw the blood streams pour from the ugly burn-cut line.  By the time he got to

the concave dip of her belly button, there was an inch of metal buried in the little bitch.  He could feel the resistance of her gutsac against his blade.  She was puking blood and howling.  Leaving the knife in her he reached down to slide his cock slowly out of her cunt and re-insert it in the tighter orifice below it, pushing hard into her rectal sheath, returning his hand to the slaughter knife.

	“Mommy and daddy and little sis will never know what happened to sweet Drew...”

	He continued to slice down toward her pubic mound, slightly sawing the

knife up and down to facilitate the rupturing.  Bits of her innards leaked out of

the gash.  Her asshole clamped on him furiously. She wailed and he smiled.

	Inspired by the cruel show the two men fucking Emily and Felicia now

had the teens on their knees on the bed and they were fucking them doggy style.  They had taken floggers from hooks on the wall to whip the howling pregnant girls as they rammed themselves into them.

	The other three men focused their violence on the chubby slaughterslut

Cynthia, tearing off her flimsy clothes, getting her up on her high-heeled sandals,

one man behind her holding her by her arms while the other two took turns to pound their fists into her, to slap and punch her face.

	Feverishly Cori leaned against the wall as she knelt watching.  Her whipped

body was covered in a sheen of hot sweat. The events in the room were intensifying her drug-enhanced masochistic arousal. Contraction pains were now coming at quicker intervals as she yanked on the barbed wire making herself bleed

down her thighs.  She longed to crawl across the concrete floor to Galwell

and kneel before him to worship and pleasure him or to put her face up Stan’s ass, up between his hard sweat-glossed buttcheeks to lick his asshole while he torture-snuffed his little blonde waif.  Or she could go to the other side of the room and offer her services to the other five killers as they worked on Felicia, Emily and Cynthia. She longed for any punishing attention, but she’d been told to kneel there and she did what she was told to do.  She was nothing now but subservient slavemeat and her own desires were of little relevance.

	Drooling, lips half-open, she watched as Stan stepped back from Drew.

	The killer picked up a long thin steel rod from one of the trays of the

instrument cart.

	“Yeah-ahh,” Galwell grunted. “Good fuckin’ choice. Slice the little shit to shreds.”

	“Mmmmm,” Cori moaned.

	She saw Drew look up wild-eyed at Stan as the killer took a couple of steps away and then turned to face her, the whipping rod extending from his hand.

	Stan’s knife remained lodged firmly in Drew’s lower belly, halfway into

her mons and thick dark blood and bits of cut-up innards oozed from the thirteen

year old’s gashed chest and abdomen.  Cori could see that it had been a perfect

bisecting cut, not deep enough to kill or even incapacitate the unfortunate

child - but deep enough to wound her severely and put her in a hell of suffering.

	Now innocent Drew’s suffering was about to be taken up a few notches.

	Stan drew back and swung.

	The sound of the metal rod’s impact was meaty.

	Metal sliced into the backs of young Drew’s upstretched thighs, midpoint between kneehollows and asscheeks.

	The thirteen year old screamed raucously, kicked her trapped legs, then screamed again as Stan jerked the steel rod out from where it had impacted itself in the girl’s skin.  Fresh swaths of scarlet fluid rolled down the backs of Drew’s slender legs and on to the crossbeam of the wooden horse she sat on.

	“Beautiful!” one of the men shouted from across the room.

	With hard methodic swats Stan slashed at Drew’s kicking legs moving

up her calves to her bound ankles, then downward to her apple-round buttocks, leaving thin bleeding cut-lines.  Stroking on his cock as he whipped his child target Stan shifted his position every few blows moving right and left assuring himself that

the harsh destruction of Drew’s legs was uniform, meat-striping the girl’s limbs,

slicing right into muscle and nerve, hacking deep and ripping out.

	The violent punishment of the captive child ignited all the male killers in the slaughter room.

	Galwell moved to one of the wall cabinets.  Cori watched him take several

lead-tipped floggers and move toward the bed where Emily and Felicia

were being fucked and beaten.  She saw him hover over his slavegirls and saw

them stare up at him worshipfully then move together to suck his cock.  The two men were still whipping them.  The thuds of Stan’s steel rod on Drew and the smacks of leather on the teenage girls created an unintentional and chaotic counterpoint and each impact noise seemed to thrum right on Cori’s clit. Cori saw her Master lean down to say something to the two slaughterteens on the bed.  She gasped for breath as she watched Galwell step away from the bed and pass out the lead-tipped floggers among the five killers.

	The three men who were working on Cynthia moved toward Felicia and

Emily as the two pregnant teenagers turned over, lay on their backs, and spread

their legs wide open. Both girls dropped their heads over the edge of the bed, their long graceful necks extended swan-like, and they drew their arms under their butts.  Cori could see their slutty upside down faces, dreamy eyed as the five men circled the bed to face the offered up targets.

	“Get those fucking legs high and wide,” Galwell barked at the girls on the bed as he grabbed Cynthia’s head and drew the kneeling slave’s face to his prick. “Come on! Higher! Good. Now keep ‘em there....Alright, guys. Let ‘em have it. Rip ‘em to shreds!”

	Now the meaty swats against Drew’s bloody legmeat were accompanied

by similar thudding smacks against Felicia’s and Emily’s cunts and swollen

bellies.

	Cori saw the two girls shut their eyes and scream but they held themselves

valiantly for the gruesome cunt-whipping.  Their blood spattered the men and the wall behind the men but their upside down faces expressed only deep masochistic pleasure.

	Stan paused in his attack on Drew and moved to the instrument tray to drop

a handfull of tiny steel hooks on the burner plates.  When he returned to his panting,

exhausted child victim he took a position directly in front of her. He leaned forward

and withdrew his knife from her.  It slid out of her cuntmound with a slurping sound and he resheathed it in his waistband.

	“Don’t pass out, honey,” he told Drew. “Hang on for me, ok? I want you to

feel all of it - right to the - fucking - end -”

	Cori moaned softly as she saw him draw back, the bloody steel rod raised

high.

	My God, she thought. He’s gonna slash her little cunt to pieces.





						~



	In the shower room Bobbie Sayles’ beheaded carcass hung.

	Chrome spigots hissed continuously, spraying water on the tiled floors and walls. Steam mist floated in the cloudy haze of recessed lights. The dead bitch’s bloody severed head lay on its cheek next to a wooden bench where Galwell had dumped it, blonde mane baroquely tangled around her face, the  unseeing eyes rolled up, the mouth gaping.  Her beaten butchered body hanging upside down a few feet away by the ankles, arms roped snugly against the lifeless torso, the deep knife cuts Galwell had inflicted no longer bleeding, the bite-torn flaps of her cunt now exhibiting a dark bluish hue was slickly shiny with water vapor, clothed in clotted gore, an ethereal picture of female death.

	Two doors down the hallway Cal and Aaron were in high gear.

	The two hooded blacks had their hands full with six beautiful preteens they’d been ‘handling’ since late afternoon.. Three more babies from Galwell’s stable, Marnie, 6, Shinay, 5, and Stevie, 8, as well as three more  Isabelle, 9, Lyda, 11, and Kimi, 9, purchased from a dealer in Bangkok a week earlier had been placed at Galwells disgression in the ‘care’ of the two bitchkillers. 

	After taking the groggy children from the crates Cal and Aaron had wasted no time in fitting all the little girls with black leather slave collars and black wrist and ankle cuffs. Still tottering dizzily from their drugged trip inside the wooden boxes the little ones were deliciously adorable, miniature bondage sluts, vulnerable killmeat for the hungry killers.

	All the girls were to be slow-tortured to death that night except for Kimi, a luscious little pup with black hair down to the middle of her back.  She was to be saved until the very end for ‘surgery’. The climactic female childsnuff was to be reserved until some time after midnight when other guests, who had paid extra for the privilege, would join Galwell’s men in the slaughter room. Galwell would take part at that point.  Once the other five babies were dispatched, little Kimi would be taken, along with the slaughterpig Cynthia, to final destruction: a detailed, medical vivisection performed in the state of the art operating room just before the dramatic conclusion of the all-night blood orgy, female adult and female child neatly sliced, gored and gutted for the pleasure of the killers. 

	Cal and Aaron had begun by using Marnie, Shinay and Stevie against their other three victims, strapping spike-barbed latex dildo harnesses around the waists of Galwell’s daughters snugly, ordering them to rape Isabelle, Lyda and Kimi.  

	While the dildo-bearing siblings stood giggling, black phalluses probing from their midriffs, barbed shafts bouncing as the girls comically mimicked copulation for each other, the men had enjoyed chasing the three foreign tykes around the locked room to grab them and tie them on a wooden torture platform, arms pulled back over their heads, wrist-cuffs clipped to metal hooks on the plaform, legs raised and wide apart, ankle-cuffs clipped to spreader bars. 

	Then the bound babies had babbled and screamed in Russian and Vietnamese as Galwell’s depraved siblings no longer giggly, had plowed into them slapping and punching and scratching, pulling their victims’ hair, venting all their unrepressed ferocity on the helpless captives as they crammed the adult-sized spike-covered cocks they’d been armed with into tight pussy-slits and virginal rectums.

	The two negroes had watched for a while, enjoying the uninhibited feral violence of Galwell’s slave children, specially Stevie, a sweet-faced blonde blue-eyed angel who morphed into a little she-devil as she slammed her hips to drive the punishing dildo home in the pale Russian child Lyda’s tiny hairless cuntlet.

	“You little whore!” Stevie keened. “Stupid little shit!”

	Cal and Aaron urged her on amused by the shrill manifestation of unfettered hostility.  Clearly the little bitch had fully absorbed what she’d been exposed to since infancy.

	The little ones bound to the platform, legs high and kicking helplessly, toes clenched as they were penetrated  provided an exciting prelude for the negro

killers. Children punish-fucking children was always a rare and special treat and on this night of mayhem it was a perfect initiation rite.  Knowing that all the children would be raped, tortured and butchered made the game especially enjoyable for the two hooded killers.

	It wasn’t long before Cal and then Aaron, unable to keep their destructive needs under control, finally picked up leather floggers to attack, circling the wooden platform, slashing at all the girls, randomly choosing their targets.

	“Jez keep fuckin’ ‘em!” Cal shouted at Galwell’s daughters. “Keep on til we tell ya to stop.”

	Stevie pulled her arms up cradling them behind her head to offer herself to the killers’ thudding floggers welcoming their sharp pain-stings, hissing with delight as she pumped her hips. She’d traded places with her sister Marnie and was now reaming out the small dark-haired Russian Isabelle. Kimi, the little Jap girl had just had her babycunt gashed out on Stevie’s dildo. She now screeched as Marnie pushed her strap-on phallus to the hilt in the little oriental baby’s asshole and wrapped both hands around the slant-eyed child’s neck to choke her.  Shinay, the five year old redhead, giggled as she rhythmically jacked her little hips into Lyda who was six years older.  Lyda by turns cried and protested her painful defloration angrily, struggling fruitlessly to escape her small attacker, tearfully shrieking as the floggers burned across her little nubs and belly.

	After a while Cal and Aaron shoved Stevie, Marnie and Shinay out of the way and moved in to take over. The men wanted to fuck the trapped Bangkok-bought beauties before their holes were ripped to shreds and after several swats

of their floggers across the exposed pubes of the bound infants they slammed 

their pricks home. 

	Kimi, Lyda and Isabelle took the devastating manrape screaming, their plight made worse by the dildo-punishment that had preceded. The orifices of the platform-bound babies were slick with blood, scraped raw by the barbed dildos Galwell’s daughters had rammed into them. The thick black brutish fleshpoles now mightily pistoning in and out of them caused them unbearable grief as the hooded killers pounded their full weight into them showing no mercy, offering no respite.  Cal and Aaron fucked the little girls no differently than they would have fucked three adult slaughter-whores - with cruel calloused gusto.

	The big sweaty negroes took their time with each child victim, pushing

their hefty ramrods into little cunts and rectums, ordering Marnie and Shinay to get underneath them.  The preteen slave-siblings were made to lick the men’s balls and put their tiny white fingers up inside the men’s assholes while the killers fucked the bound children. Stevie was made to sit on the faces of each captive child to smother them under babytwat.  

	While the hooded black men raped their captives they continued to swat at them with the floggers viciously and methodically across their chests as they fucked them, now and then pulling out, stepping back to slash at bleeding babycunt before ramming back in, until the punished childbodies were flushed with welts and slashmarks.  They whipped Stevie too as she moved from one victim-straddling to the next showing the killers her pretty hairless sexmound. The blonde child pressed herself down on the trapped Bangkok babies, spreading her legs wide and taunting the killers, begging for their blows, smiling wickedly and gasping with pleasure as the leather weapons stung across her flat chest and shoulders and belly and into the pale triangle of her chubby mons.

	Marnie and Shinay sat on the floor underneath each of the black agressors, between their strong legs, cute minx faces pushing up into the hot sweaty crotches of the negroes, little hands thrust between the twin muscle slabs of the men’s asscheeks.  They worked the killers up to a fever pitch of sexual energy just as Father and Mistress had taught them.

	Both Cal and Aaron had enjoyed Stevie Marnie and Shinay many times before at the cabin and at the warehouse.  All three childwhores, like Lena and Kasey and all of Galwell daughters, were willing fuckmeat. Isabelle, Lyda and Kimi, on the other hand, were true first-timers, innocent, guile-less victims experiencing the full sexual wrath of the bitchkillers wretchedly and undeservedly - and most of all cluelessly.  They’d been shipped in an animal cage, delivered to a deserted arfield used by drug-dealers in Baja and then dispatched by truck to the MEDCOM warehouse.  They were orphans who had ended up in the slavemeat market of Southeast Asia, not yet introduced into prostitution before Galwell had purchased them.  They were fresh angelflesh - sacrificial lambs for the slaughter.

	The mix of willing and unwilling childmeat deeply excited the killers

and they soon traded their floggers for wooden dowels. They stripped the dildo-harnesses from Stevie, Marnie and Shinay and forced them to stand tippy-toe up on the wooden platform, legs wide apart. The three girls were ordered to reach up and grab the chainlines from which Kimi’s, Isabelle’s and Lyda’s legs dangled. Wrist-cuffs were clipped to the chains. Then all six children on the platform were atrociously caned until the screaming in the room reached an almost intolerable shrillness.  With sharp swishing cuts the smiling negros rained down blows on the writhing sweat-gleaming bodies of their bound victims leaving hot welts and dark streaks. 

	All six naked babies suffered beautifully.

	The hooded negroes struck harder and drew blood thrilled by the cacophonous pain they were inflicting, knowing they would soon be fucking their victims again.  Stevie pirouetted. Shinay raised one leg up and flinched away from the striking rods. Red-headed Marnie rocked urgently from side to side, from foot to foot. Galwell’s daughter’s screeched and howled just like the other three uninitiated terror-struck victims pinned to the table, Lyda, Kimi and Isabelle whose upstretched lanky legs and bare footsoles soon dripped blood from numerous cuts of the rods.

	Cal and Aaron moved toward the children to rub their massive black cocks

on welted legs and feet and bellies - on sweaty tear-washed faces and against sobbing lips. Then they stepped back to give them more caning, almost ready for a repeat bout of fucking, but needing to elicit a higher peak of anguish from their babykills.

	Eventually they took each whipped child, one at a time, off the torture platform to lead them roughly to a corner of the room . There, on a wooden armchair, one of the negroes would sit and each little one would be lowered on to his rigid upstanding cockspear, slammed down on to it crudely, immobilized on it, thick black prick tightly wedged in the child’s shitchute, and then, as the sitting killer held the child’s cane-marked legs up and wide the other man would lift his meat and slide into the red-rimmed fuckhole.  In this way all the child victims except for Kimi would be double fucked punishingly, unmercifully for long stretches of time.  They would be choked, slapped, punched, beaten as they were reamed, used thoroughly.  Then each child would be led back across the room, made to face the smooth white concrete wall and lifted, their wrist-cuffs clipped to steel hooks high on the wall, arms upstretched and apart, feet off the floor, each punished girl left there sobbing, dripping blood from their punished bodies, from their brutally violated holes. 

	From the platform the other children watched the destruction wondering who would be next, knowing none would be spared.  

	Of the three trained slavechildren only Stevie fully understood what was happening.  She’d seen her Father and his men kill many times and she sensed that this was the end - her time had finally come, just as Father had told her it would.  She quivered with fear and with the need to hurt and die for the killers, her eight year old mind twisted by the sadistic treatment she’d experienced from birth. 

	She watched quivering as the negroes took their first fuck, Isabelle, the Russian child, punching, choking and double-teaming the frail nine year old.  The contrast of her alabaster skin and the dark hides of the hooded black killers was stark.  

	Stevie thought it was beautiful. She loved seeing females and girlchildren punished and murdered, specially by Cal and Aaron. The black monsters made her dizzy and weak.  The precociously sexual child truly enjoyed the pleasure such sadistic destruction gave the negroes, the sound and fury of it, the rampant beast-like furor it incited in them.  She had no words for it.  She’d never learned any. But all the complex emotions of masochistic arousal nourished in her by Father and his friends, by Mistress, Father’s loyal whore, now blossomed as she hung on the chains, covered with welts and cuts, breathing fast and she rubbed her whipped thighs together. 

	Lyda was next. Then Shinay. Then chestnut-haired Marnie.

	Stevie continued to watch with mounting anticipation.  She knew what it felt like to take such crude fucking and she could barely contain her need of it.

	The men were extremely violent with Shinay.  The five year old freckled redhead brought out the worst in them.  They bit her hands and feet.  While Cal sat in the chair and fucked her up the ass Aaron held a lit cigarette to her nipples and pussy before entering her.  The men traded places several times punching their angelic victim, breaking her ribs, her nose, dislocating one arm and breaking one of her legs before hanging the flush-cheeked wailing tyke up on the wall.

	Finally only Kimi and Stevie were left on the platform.

	“Alright, you little pig,” Aaron said to Stevie as he unclipped her wrist cuffs from the dangling chains.

	“Let’s see what you’re really made of.”

	The blonde eight year old was forced to kneel on the floor between the two killers and made to suck their cocks, back and forth from one to the other, slowly

at first then gradually faster and more urgently.  They began slapping her cute cheeks and pinch-twisting her nipples.  They kissed her and spat in her face then made her lie on the floor so that they could sit on her pretty face and press their balls and assholes against her lips.  She was made to cup their balls lovingly as she choked on their massive cocks managing only to work a third of their sex organs into her little gullet.  She was slapped beet-red and one eye was swollen half shut.

	“Keep goin’, you little shit,” Cal coaxed as he fucked the blonde child’s mouth. “Swallow it down. Fill your throat wid it.”

	As she threw herself into obeying him Aaron picked up a lead-tipped single tail and moved behind the kneeling child.

	Cal gathered up Stevie’s mane at the top of her head to grip her and hold her steady as Aaron drew back to strike.

	“Keep suckin while he whips you,” Cal grunted. “And put your fingers up my ass, you stupid little shit.”

	Stevie’s baby blue eyes went wide as the lash thudded into her flank drawing blood right from the first blow.  She whimpered as she stared up at Cal and he smiled down on her as he spread his thighs apart.

	“Go on, girl. You know how I like it. Put your fingers up in me and doan stop suckin’.”

	The lash leaped across her back and she screamed bouncing on her haunches, her cry muffled on the black cockmeat in her mouth.  Gently she prodded the index and thumb of her right hand up into Cal’s warm anus.  She found him hot inside as she poked deeper.

	The whip tore at her shoulders and Cal gripped her head tight as she squealed and squirmed.

	“Thass nice,” the hooded negro growled. “Real real nice. Thass how I like it. Poke in deeper, girl. Ahh. Yeh. Deeper.”

	Aaron struck at the kneeling eight year old drawing paralell blood-welts across her back and buttcheeks.  Occasionally he made the single-tail wrap all the way around and cut her belly and chest. She grimaced and jerked and twisted but Cal held her easily in place - right on his cock.  

	Then Aaron stepped up.

	“My turn,” he said to Cal.

	The two killers traded places.

	By the time they were done with Stevie the child was covered with slashes

and trembling, almost passing out.

	They hauled her to the chair to fuck her.

	Stevie drooled and moaned, her head lolling back on to Cal’s shoulder as her body was slam-fucked.

	“I wanna cut ‘er,” Aaron grunted.

	“Go for it,” Cal replied. “Jez doan kill ‘er yet. Boss said to wait for him.”

	Cal enjoyed the feeling of the child’s bloodwhipped back against his bulging pectorals.  He watched Aaron draw his knife from the sheath on his waist band.

	“I ain’t gonna kill ‘er yet. Jez cut ‘er up some.”

	Aaron took the child by the throat to hold her as he drew a skin deep cut

across her chest.

	“Yea-ahh.”

	Tiny lines of blood poured from the cut and moved down Stevie’s belly.

	Aaron could see Cal’s big black shaft half buried up between Stevie’s spread thighs.

	“Tell me you love me, you little pigshit,” Aaron said squeezing Stevie’s throat. His big fingers wrapped all the way around the stalk of the eight year old’s neck.

	“Ugh - l-luv - youu -”

	He drew another skin-deep cut on her left shoulder then lifted the blade to his bigh-lipped mouth to lick her blood off it.

	“Thass nice. I like it when a white baby girl love me.”

	Cal smiled, growled and thrust himself harder up into Stevie.

	Aaron drew the knife across the child’s cheek.

	“Still love me?” he asked.

	She gave out a breathless squeak and stared up into the slits in his latex hood, into the glaring black eyes.

	“Gh-y-yess - luv - y-uhh -”

	Aaron grabbed Stevie by her cuffed ankle and sliced the blade across her

footsole.  As the child cried out he lifted her bleeding foot to his cock to rub

his dick against it. He pushed the limb between his hard thighs to rub his balls on it.

	“Thass good. You jez keep lovin’ me girl. Uhh. Jez keep on lovin’ me.”

	Finally re-sheathing his knife the negro put his cock to Stevie’s pussyslit and penetrated her.  Huffing and grunting with pleasure both men fucked the bleeding eight year old, taking their fill of her, double-teaming her almost unconscious.

	They then dragged her to the wall and hung her with the others.

	Now it was Kimi’s turn.  The men knew she was to be spared for gruesome finality at Galwell’s hand but they were still going to enjoy her.

	Wordlessly, they freed her from the platform and hung her from

a suspension chain by her wrists.

	Cal went to a cabinet and got the voltage regulator while Aaron placed

sharp-toothed steel alligator clips on the child’s nipples and pussy lips.

	By then Kimi was babbling and howling in Vietnamese, kicking her whip-welted legs, jerking and twisting in mid air.

	“Let’s teach this little gook how to dance American-style,” Cal said connecting the four wire leads to the alligator clips.

	Both men were energized by the savage torture-raping of the other five girls.

	“Yeh,” Aaron said watching and stroking his cock. The hard ebony appendage was still slick from its barbaric invasion of childpussy. “Look like she doan know how to do it. Maybe she can learn to do the hustle.”

	“...or the funky chicken.”

	The men laughed cruelly, stepped back.  

	Cal had the first shot

	He turned the regulator halfway up and pressed the discharge switch.

	Sparks exploded from the alligator clips on the oriental child’s body and she jumped and shrieked no longer trying to speak.

  	Cal watched Kimi closely, letting her almost catch her breath before pressing the switch again.

	“Thass nice,” Aaron said dreamily also observing the suffering of the nine year old. “Give ‘er a little more. Hold that button down.”

	The killers ogled the stiff spastic reactions of the dark maned child with intense sexual concentration, both of them masturbating with slow deliberate hypnotic motion.  As Cal released the button Kimi’s body would relax, slump weakly, and the child would gasp for breath. Then, when the electricity stormed

through her anew she would arch her back and stretch her legs, toes pointing straight down at the floor, like an olympic skater caught in mid-leap, dark squinty eyes glimmering at the ceiling.

	Passing the regulator back and forth the two men continued the inhuman electrical torture of the helpless suspended child until her nipples and pussy were

bright red and spit-froth bubbled from her lips.  Cal then got a steel dildoshaft from the cabinet.  He crammed the thick shaft hurtfully up Kimi’s blood-raped asshole and taking one of the wires from the alligator clip in her pussy he connected it to a terminal on the base of the dildo.

	Rolling the regulator dial to max, Cal pushed the discharge switch.

	The cries that came from Kimi now were more guttural, her face disfigured with suffering, her body twitching energetically.  She was being electrically violated, burn-fucked.  Sharp contraction pains raced through her intestines. She farted and a stream of brownish fluid oozed out her impaled asshole.  Two more jolts and she pissed - an arc of gold fluid jetting from her and spattering the floor.

	Cal laughed and handed the regulator to Aaron.

	Aaron tried a different approach.  Quick and repeated spurts of punishment.

	The child babbled and squealed like a piglet.  Smoke wafted up from the

terminals on her nipples.

	“Keep it goin’,” Cal urged. “Stupid little gook whore can take it.”

	Kimi’s doll-like eyes bulged wildly and she yelped and bucked with each surge, her long black hair frizzed from the electrical bursts, her rosebud-pink lipped mouth downturned, her back arched  

	“Let’s put it up her cunt,” Aaron said. “All the way up in there.”

	Cal moved in, jacked the shit-smeared dildo out of Kimi and slammed it back up into her hairless babycooze.

	Sobbing, wailing, pleading in her native language the nine year old faced her tormentors.

	“Fuck you, you little chink shit,” Aaron snarled and he pressed the switch.

	Kimi went stock still, then trembled, her whole body jiggling.  She bit her tongue and it bled, red mixing with the white froth on her lips and chin.  Both her hands clenched tightly above the grip of the leather cuffs. Both her pale legs drew up, cutely-arched feet stiff, toes clenched.

	“Give it to ‘er,” Cal said. “Jez hold it down. Burn her little cunt out.”

	The men passed the regulator back and forth for nearly a half hour before Kimi finally puked, her head jerking to one side as she gasped and went unconscious.

	Cal checked the pulse on her neck.

	“She’s fine. Let’s work on the others.  Boss’ll be here soon.”

	“Yeah. Let’s tear the rest of these fuckin’ little cunts up.”

	The two killers took up bullwhips and moved to the young victims cuffed up

on the wall of the slaughter room.

	Five welted, bruised, bleeding small female bodies provided an inviting target for the raging sadism of the hooded negroes. There was unspeakable beauty in it, two hooded black assailants now brandishing deadly weapons against defenseless children.  It was a delicious moment, the beginning of the final phase of the slaughter.

	As the heartless flogging began Cal and Aaron heard gunshots from down the hallway outside.  

	“Yeh! Shit’s rockin’ out there!’ Cal said, drawing back, slashing across Stevie and Marnie and Shinay with measured strokes.

	Aaron vented his fury on the two Russian girls, Isabelle and Lyda.

	“Shit’s rockin’ in here too, jack.”

	The men laughed.

	Isabelle’s white body welted darkly from the bullwhip’s cuts, her smooth white legmeat shading dark red and violet from the harsh impacts. Lyda too marked nicely, suffered inhumanly under the whistling tear of the lash.

	All the girls screamed and sobbed and waggled their trapped hands and kicked their feet wildly against the wall in front of them.  Cal and Aaron wouldn’t have minded killing the children that way, with the whips - but they knew it was not meant to happen like that.

	Not tonight. 

	Tonight was special.

	Both killers knew that this child-whipping was just a final warm-up. 



						~



	In the open area at the other end of the hallway Mistress kneels, surrounded by killers.  Her thighs spread open she masturbates languidly and looks up a them.

Her body is striped with welts and cuts, her hooded face is bruised and scratched.

Her mouth is partly opened.  A growly moan vibrates in her throat.

	The men have finally used up all the whoremeat in the room.  Dead female carcasses lie strewn about some naked, some dressed in the tatters of the colorful clothes they’d chosen for that night.

	Lena is bound spreadeagled on one of the tables, whimpering.

	A brawny crew-cut killer stands over her, knife drawn. He has a dark wine-colored tatoo on his broad muscular back, a Satanic goat.

	Kasey kneels in front of him sucking his cock, cupping his big hot balls in her tiny hands.	

	Both children are bleeding, beaten, disheveled.  They have been fucked by every man in the room - beaten - fucked again.

	The killer leans down and puts the tip of the knife against Lena’s pussyslit.

	He pushes it slowly into her and the eight year old screams frenetically as her cuntlet is gored.

	The circle of men closes in on Mistress and she sucks their cocks and licks their balls, jerks them off with her hands pleasuring them, urging them toward climax.  They smell of womanblood.  They are smeared with it.  The room is

covered with it - blood, guts, limbs, dead sluts.

	The killer hovering now over Lena smiles and closes his eyes as Kasey’s babymouth sucks on his cockhead.  He hilts the long combat blade in Lena’s

babycunt and begins to twist the weapon in the child raising her torment,

evoking shriller cries.  Lena’s blood squirts out on the tabletop, down into

Kasey’s blonde hair as the five year old bobs on the killer’s cock.

	The other males begin to shoot off on Mistress, to spew hot wads of cum in her face and eyes and mouth, laughing and grunting.

	The goat-tattooed killer pulls the knife from Lena’s cunt then grinds it into

her asshole.

	“I’m gonna kill ‘er!” he snarls.

	“Do it!” Mistress groans, sperm drooling from her lips and chin.  “Do it! Kill the little fuckk!”

	Lena screams wildly looks into her murderer’s face as he tears the knife out

of her asshole and plunges it into her chest.  He rips a gash in her, takes the blade

from her and slams it down again into her left thigh.  He tears a cut in her and licks

the blood off the blade.  His eyes are demonic as he stabs again, repeatedly. The

child kicks and bucks against the ropes her head thumping on the tabletop as she

squeals and shrieks.

	The others urge him on.

	“Cut the little shit!

	“Slice ‘er to pieces!”

	One well-endowed killer slams his ten inch meat into Mistress’s waiting mouth using her head to jerk himself off.  He watches the goat-tattoed killer now

climb on to the table.  He watches the man begin to slow-cut Lena’s hands from her

arms.

	“Uuhh! Shitt! Yeah, dude!” he shouts as he empties his balls into Mistress’s throat.

	Kasey staggers away, stumbling over the corpses and mutilated body parts of the dead call girls into a corner of the room to watch in dazed confusion.

	She sees the men now stand over Mistress and piss on her, their big dicks spewing single lines of hot yellow fluid on the smiling open-mouthed bitch, piss-streams spattering against the latex hood and into the eyeslits.

	On the table she sees the big man killing her sister.

	Lena’s screams come intermittently, then weakly.

	Pieces of her spill off the table.

	A finger. A strand of intestine.

	Eventually Lena’s cries fade down and are silenced.

	The goat-man rises to his feet on the table jerking off, his body smeared with childkill gore.  

	When he cums he shouts once loudly, victoriously.

	His sperm gobs shoot from his piss-slit and spatter Lena’s dead face.

	Lena’s dark eyes stare at the ceiling, the Rambo knife hilted in her forehead.

	In dismemebered death the child is ghostly, beautiful, drained of blood, used up.

	Kasey whimpers, calls out to her dead sister.

	Mistress gets up from the floor and climbs up on the kill-table next to goat-man, leans back and spreads her legs, looking across the room at Galwell’s daughter.

	“C’mere, sweetie.  C’mere and eat my cunt.”



						~



	Drew hangs dying.  Her cunt is in tatters, ripped strips of bloodmeat.

	After slashing at her with his steel rod for nearly an hour Stan has pierced the heated metal hooks into the torn edges of the bisecting slice his knife carved on her.  Each hook is clipped to nylon pull lines that descend from an overhead bar.

	Stan pulls on an uptake chain and the bar rises.

	The hooks begin tearing Drew open, pulling back the flaps of flesh, skinning the pretty thirteen year old alive.  Her toes clench and her feet waggle.  She makes a weak sound of hoarse agony.

	On the bed across the room the two pregnant teens Emily and Felicia deliver their fetuses under a hail of slashing metal and thumping clubs.  As the babies squish out of their dying mothers they are crudely beaten to death and bloodflogged.

	Galwell has bound the plump slaughter-slut Cynthia upside down by her ankles from the ceiling, bound her wrists behind her. After a devastating whipping of her fat boobs with a lead-tipped dog whip he slow-fucks the inverted

slut’s mouth,  sliding all the way into her throat to his balls, reveling in the

killing of the other females, choking Cynthia one-handed as he fills her with his meat, lines of blood running off her savaged breasts to her shoulders and dripping

to the floor.

	Cori still kneels, leaning against the wall on one shoulder as bolts of pain

explode in her womb.  Looking up she sees little Drew torn open and spilling her innards sloppily on the floor, gasping her final breaths.

	On the other side of the room one of the men has a machete.

	The swish-thuds are followed by screams.

	Felicia’s head is wacked off her neck.

	Emily’s feet are cut off her.

	Stan reaches into young Drew’s open womb - rips out her uterus.

	Master is standing over Cori.

	A long skewer is in his hand, the first of ten.  The skewers have been heated on the stove-plate.

	“Get up, pig.”

	Behind him the five killers circle upside-down Cynthia to feed her cockmeat.

	Stan slowly guts Drew, pulling the entrails that are still in her abdominal 

cavity out to drop them on the floor.  The child’s lips are moving silently. She’s trying to tell him something.

	Cori stands nearly losing her balance, walloped by the contraction pains in her womb.

	Master puts the hot metal skewer to the top her left breast. He bears down, pierces it all the way through her colorfully tattooed titglobe.

	She howls, head craning back.

	“Stand up straight, you stupid cunt!” he admonishes as she bends from the waist.

	He picks up another skewer.

	“Take what’s coming to you.”

	Drew dies with a shiver, her pretty eyes still staring at Stan as he rubs his

cock on the butchered thirteen year old’s depleted gutsac.

	Cynthia grunts and struggles as each of the five killers consummate the brutal killing of Emily and Felicia by emptying their balls in her throat.

	Emily, Felicia and their murdered babies lie in a bloody mess on the bed.

	Emily’s head rests on its cheek on the stone floor.

	After six eighteen inch skewers Cori still stands, tottering, screaming, dazed, but taking pain for her Master - feeding his dark insatiable pleasure - giving and surrendering - letting him take all that he can from her.

	Shortly Galwell will lead her out of the killing room on a leash, her breasts

skewered and burned, spiked through with the metal spears and she will be led crawling on all fours to other rooms, to other visions of slaughter, the bloodorgy spinning chaotically toward it’s inevitable conclusion.



						~



In the early hours of dawn the thirty seventh floor of Valley General has become a mysoginist paradise of female slaughter, a dark kingdom functioning as a complete antithesis to the hospital below.  Human life is being wasted, destroyed, crushed for sexual pleasure. The torture and killing of females in the open area is mirrored in each of the smaller rooms off the main hallway.



•	A young skinny blonde bent at the waist, upper body inverted, elbows resting on the floor, arms providing a frame for her upside-down face, legs extremely apart, pink cunt open and drooly, asshole exposed, her whole body like an inverted cunt, toes gripping the floor is screaming and sobbing.  Two men whip her cunt with a barbed lash then rape her with spiked dildos.

	In the same room an oriental whore wearing white lace thigh-high stockings and white high heels lies on her back on a hospital bed, wrists chained to the bedposts. As the killers take turns on the spread-legged blonde they come to the bed to fuck the filipino’s mouth.  As their sadistic lust escalates they release her from the chains, get her on her knees on the bed and spike-fuck her with their lethal dildos. 

They cum on her and piss on her. 

 	The blonde’s arms and feet are hacked off - she’s hung by her hook-gored cunt from the ceiling.  The filipino bitch loses her arms and legs. The two bitches

are neckbound to each other.  As the blonde is hauled upward both sluts

are strangled beautifully.



•	A big-titted dark-haired young whore, hair in a pony tail, naked, kneels as four men take turns pissing on her and in her mouth.  She welcomes it.  Loves it. Begs for more. Instead they blow her head off with a shotgun.





• A fourteen year old bitch is laid on a wooden table on her back, legs pulled

over her head and feet nailed to the table.  A hot metal spike is thrust

into her shaved cunt-slit, all the way up her vagina, burn-fucking her.  A tube is inserted in her asshole and acid is pumped into her intestines.

	She dies screaming.



•	A slaughterpig wearing a head-harness ballgag and hoop ear-rings is suspended in sky-diving position, arms pulled back to her ankles, wrists and ankles cuffed. She’s lifted on a pulley chain and clubbed by two killers.  When

she’s broken and pissing blood a catheter on the end of a hypodermic needle

is thrust into her jugular.  As her blood drains into a pan the men jerk off

and watch her slowly die.



•	Cal and Aaron have bullwhipped their five children savagely and the girls

hang on the wall in a catatonic haze. Marnie, Shinay, Stevie, Lyda and Isabel, softly sobbing, dripping blood, broken, half dead.  Kimi hangs by her wrists the steel

dildo still jammed up her little cunt, wire-leads dangling down between her legs

connected to the voltage regulator on the floor.

	Galwell enters the room leading Cori who crawls weakly behind on his leash.

	“Good work,” he comments as he walks slowly past the wall-bound children reaching out to feel their hotly punished bodies, gently pinching the welt-ridges

on their backs and asscheeks.

	“I’m gonna fuck them,” he tells the two hooded blacks. He hands Cori’s leash to Cal.

	“Here. Pleasure yourselves with this pig while I do it.”

	Cori kneels before the two hooded negroes, her tattoed tits festooned with

the steel skewers.

	“Hands behind you,” Aaron tells her.  He jackslaps her face hard and draws her to his prick.  She clenches her hands behind her.  

	Cal steps up beside Aaron. Both men crowd her, feed her their long ebony shafts.

	The skewers buried in her tits brush against their thighs.

	“Bitch! Your tits look like shish-ka-bobs!”

	“Goddamn, boss.  Stupid whore look like a goddamn pincushion.”

	Slowly, pacing himself, smiling, Galwell moves from child to child to lift his long hard cockspear to their already thoroughly ravaged fuck- and shitholes.  He enters each squirming, squealing captive from behind sodomizing with measured stroke-thrusts yanking their heads back by the hair to look into their bloodshot, tearfilled eyes and take complete ownership of them, slam-fucking them against the cold concrete wall.

	When he’s done them all he moves to Kimi across the room.

	Tearing the alligator clips out of her tiny pink nipples and yanking the steel dildo from the suspended oriental child’s pussy he faces her and lifts her thighs up and apart in his hands, positioning her for fucking.

	“Very nice,” he growls softly.  “Very very nice. I’m gonna cut your little heart out of you later, sweetie. Yes I am. Your heart. Your liver. Your lungs.”

	The child is clueless. She does not speak English and she cannot grasp what

the dark-haired man-monster is telling her, what he has planned for her.

	Galwell’s upstanding cock probes then pushes into little Kimi’s hairless cunt making her sob in misery while behind him Cori chokes on Cal and Aaron.

	Eventually six other men enter the room to watch.  These are Galwell’s preferred customers, the night’s most prized VIP’s. Two of them are corporate attorneys. One is running for the state senate. The other three are successful businessman, one a bank president. They are typical of the men Galwell has drawn into his secret organization - cruel, stone-faced alpha males who take secret pleasure in sexual destruction.  All these men carry on superficially accepted lives.  They have families and associates.  No one suspects the dark energies that lurk inside them.

	Three of them have already feasted on one child-killing, the luckless

Nicky, spent and beheaded earlier that night.

	The rest are about to indulge their sickest fantasies.

	When Galwell has satisfied himself sufficiently with Kimi he drops her legs

and steps back.

	The child whimpers, mumbles in her oriental language, looks up at the sadist.

	Heartlessly he slaps her face then gut-punches her.

	Winded, the nine year old writhes. Her cute legs pedal the air pointlessly.

	Galwell turns to the six men who stand near the doorway.

	“Gentlemen - we’re here to bathe in childblood.”

	He takes Cori’s leash and pulls her away from Cal and Aaron.

	“Pleasure all our guests while we get things under way,”he tells her.

	He leads Cori to the six men who quickly surround her.  

	As the tit-skewered pregnant teen begins passionately fellating and hand-jerking Galwell’s guests,  Galwell, Cal and Aaron move across the room.

	Cal goes to a large closet at one end of the room and he returns with what

looks like the frame for a huge chandelier - two rings of steel bolted to six wood

braces.  The topmost ring is fitted with manacles and attached to what looks

like the top of a birdcage, a series of steel bars swirling up conically and ending

in a large grapple hook.  

	Cal and Aaron lift the device on to a chain line on to which they mount the hook.

	Stevie, Marnie, Shinay, Lyda and Isabel are taken from the wall and carried to the device to be hung on the manacles inside the steel frame, their ankles secured to the lowermost ring of steel.  Aaron hits a switch and the chain line is pulled upward by a motor in the ceiling.  The children are lifted up inside the steel frame, cocooned inside it, forming a circle, facing each other about two inches off the floor.

	Galwell has six long steel spear-shafts in hand.

	“Listen up,” he tells the men who turn away from Cori now to face him.

	He holds the weapons out to the killers. 

	“My babies belong to you now. It’s what you paid for. Enjoy it.”

	The men take the spears from Galwell.

	“What about the china-doll?” one of them asks.

	“Off-limits. She’s mine. For surgery.”

	“There’s five kids and six of us,” another man comments.

	“Share and share alike,” Galwell responds. “There’s plenty of meat to go around.”

	Cori looks on in a dazed stupor as the men move toward the ring of children.

	They circle the cage-like device menacingly, spears upraised.  The bloodbeaten little girls who face the inside of the ring, their backs to the men, are crying, struggling impossibly against the steel manacles and leather cuffs that restrain them.

	Galwell yanks on Cori’s leash and pulls her toward Kimi.

	As the six killers begin prodding the girls with their spears Cal and Aaron

close in on Kimi, Cal penetrating the little gook from behind, Aaron from the front,

the excited negroes now double-teaming the suspended nine year old.

	“Lick their balls while they fuck her,” Galwell tells Cori. “Keep them hard.”

	At the center of the room the initial spear-thrusts of the six men are exploratory, tentative but soon the latent sexual savagery asserts itself.  Hard metal shafts thump into helpless vulnerable childbodies, into spines and flanks.

	“Yeahh,” Galwell grunts. “That’s it. Kill them. Kill the little whores.”

	Redheaded Marnie pukes up blood as the spears thump into her back.  Blonde Shinay squeals delightfully as her little feet are pierced through.  Stevie jerks and twists and kicks as her cute hairless cuntlet is gouged from one side.  Lyda and Isabel take glancing spear thrusts in their bellies and thighs. The killers circle the bound shrieking children thrusting into them angrily, venting their sadistic wrath on them pitilessly.  They slam the steel spears into arms, legs, spines, bellies, hands.  

	Cori circles around Cal and Aaron, crawling, pushing her face up between

their hard thighs to cup their balls, her head ringing with the screams of tortured

child-victims.

	When the little ones on the slaughter-ring are wailing and spurting blood Galwell touches the wall switch.  The chain pulls the frame higher.

	“Get under them,” he tells the men. “Let’s finish them.”

	He takes up a spear and joins the six killers.

	Eventually Cal and Aaron join in the massacre drawing Cori under the

ring of speared, gutted, wailing, dying girlchildren.

	Blood rains down on the men and on Cori - childlives broken and spilling

down on all of them - the tit-skewered pregnant teen crawling from male

to male to suck and lick bloodsmeared cocks, hot testicle-sacs, strong masculine

thighs and asscheeks - the night racing and pulsing toward cruel and

inhuman finality.



						~



•	In the torture room Lou puts his slender dark-tanned college girl on the torture wheel.

	Seduced and broken by the killer, beaten and bruised, the young bitch lies back on the spiked hub between two wooden plates. The device, once a spindle for wire cable-line, has been adapted by Galwell’s men for a more destructive purpose.

	Darla, the twenty-one year old marketing major is already failing every

course at school.  After three months of Lou’s sexual cruelty she has nothing left to live for.  A week of beatings has left her ready to accept his final demand.  His huge tattooed cock has reamed the life and soul out of her. She has come willingly with him to the bloodorgy knowing exactly what to expect, leaning weakly against him in the elevator barely able to walk, black blouse and jeans hiding the ugly marks and

bruises he’s put on her, tinted glasses hiding the ugly shiners on both eyes. 

	“Are you going to kill me here?” she asked weakly as the elevator doors slid shut.

	He turned her toward him and smeared his lips on hers.

	Then he leaned close to whisper in her ear.

	“Yes, pig. I’m gonna rip you open.”

	Once they were past the hospital personnel downstairs and the guests on the other side of the secure area he wasted no time in bringing her to the torture room to strip her naked and hang her up by her arms and legs, to beat her and punish

her and torture her with controlled vehemence until she bled and screamed and

bleated and babbled.

	Now, wrists bound to ankles, legs trapped wide apart on a spreader bar, she’s folded over the spiked spindle wheel, her back and ass gouged, one spike ripping into the base of her spine into her spinal cord nearly paralyzing her.

	Masterfully standing over her Lou has two spear-tipped barbed dildos, one in each hand.  The implements have been heating on a stove plate and they smoulder.

	“Ghaa -” Darla groans. “Nghhaa - dhggaa -”

	“One in your mouth and one in your cunt,” Lou says softly. “Ok, sweetie?

That’s how it’s gonna be. One in your mouth and one in your cunt.  That’s how I want it.”

	“Gharrgg - ngg -”

	She hesitates for a moment, beaten swollen eyes darting back and forth from his face to the weapons as he brings them gradually toward her from both sides.

	Then, with a quivery sigh, she opens her mouth wide and spreads her trembling thighs as far as she can, as far as the wheelplates allow, her semi-paralyzed movements awkward.

	“That’s a good girl.”

	Hot metal hisses against girlflesh.

	Darla screams, her cry gagged by the intrusion of a sizzling metal speartip, her tongue ripped on blistering spikes, the tender inner lining of her cunt burn-gouged.

	“...good girl...thassa good girl...”

	Lou works both dildos in and out for a bit then pushes them as far into his

young bitch as he can to leave them lodged in her.

	He steps back and touches a switch on the wall.

	The spindle, mounted on an axle begins to rotate Darla up and over.

	She’s now suspended on the spindle over a steel plate in the floor from which a row of steel spouts aims up at her.

	Lou touches another switch and gasflames pop up on the spouts and then jet upward, orange tongues that lick at Darla’s shapely bruise-marred tummy.

	Screaming and writhing the college girl howls and twists on the spiked wheel.

	Lou lets her cook for a while, slow-stroking himself.

	Shit and bloody piss ooze from between Darla’s long shapely legs.

	When she’s almost dead he takes the .45 automatic from his waist-band holster, steps up to her, puts the gun to her face.

	She looks up at him in dazed surrender and he shoots into her left eye blowing her brains out.

	As he steps up to unload his cock on her ripped-up face the memory flashes through his mind: the first time she came to him wearing a white tank top and blue shorts. 

	“It’s so big,” she’d said excitedly when he pulled his pants down. “I love big cock. I love to be punished with it.”

	He’d punished her alright. Punished her long, hard and mercilessly.

	He’d fucked the daylights out of her and whipped her to blood right from that first day.

	Now in thick hot gobs his cum erupts, mixes with the gore and blood as 

Darla gapes, draped on the torture wheel, dead, just another filthy bitchkill.





•	Two killers destroy a young pigwhore.  They’ve taken her from the orgy outside in the open area into a private torture cubicle.

	They shove her down on her knees.

	“We’re gonna finish you, bitch. Get us hard.”

	“Pleease! Oh God - please! No! Don’t hurt me! Don’t hurt me!”

	One of them slaps her.

	“Shut up!”

	The other one spits on her face.

	“ - p-please -”

	“Suck.”

	She’s a pretty slender brown-haired, green-eyed girl, quaking with terror. Her body is streaked with whipwelts and splotched with dark bruises.

	Both men spit on her face and hair.

	Hot phlegm drips down her cheeks and neck.

	The men unsheathe their knives.

	“Suck us good, bitch. Outdo yourself. Eat cock.”

	She has a wide mouth that accomodates the aggressors easily and she knows

how to please but she’s trembling visibly, brows arched, eyes flickering nervously

from one man to the other, their knife-blades glinting.

	“Jerk us off.”

	She reaches up for their fat shafts, arms crossed so that her right hand jerks

off the assailant on her left and her left hand does the one on her right.

	She sucks them as she jerks their pricks anxiously.

	They nick her forearms with their blades.

	She whimpers, squeals.

	The quick tiny cuts hurt.	

	Blood drops snake through the downy blonde hairs down to her elbows, dripping off on to her thighs.

	As their excitement builds they haul her up on a wooden bench and take her

from both sides, she on her back. One of them sits on her face and draws his knife

repeatedly across her pert little tits, careful skin cuts that avoid the nipples.  The other man straddles the bench and sinks his cock up her ass.

	“Get those legs up for me,” he snarls. “I wanna fuck you while I cut you.”

	When she does he begins flesh-slicing her long slender legs, the back of her thighs, her calves, her heels.

	The killer sitting on her face pushes his balls down into her open mouth, strokes himself with one hand and begins stabbing her girlish paps.  Her hands grab his thighs.

	“Put ‘em down, scumbag,” he tells her. “Put ‘em under your ass or I’ll cut ‘em off you.”

	She obeys quickly.

	The other killer presses his blade to the top of her cuntslit.

	“Gonna make your cunt bigger, fuckface.”

	He cuts into her mons and she bucks wildly, tries to slide off the bench.

	“We gotta tie this pig down, Jerry. She’s not gonna stay still.”

	They hang her legs up to chainlines by ankle cuffs and tie her by her neck to the bench.

	“Stupid fuck.”

	The killer who has sliced up her legs goes back up her asshole, completes the crude knife-cut from her cuntslit to her belly button.  She bleeds and screams.

	The other man stands over her.

	“I’m gonna cut her fuckin’ little tits off her.”

	“Go for it.”

	“No! Oh God nooo!” 

	Her hands come up in front of her defensively, palms outstreched.

	“I told you to keep your goddamn hands down out of the way, didn’t I?”

	“Pleeease!”

	“Please nothing, scumbag.”

	He grabs one arm and roughly saws through her wrist.

	The young bitch shrieks dementedly, her legs kicking in mid air, chainlines flailing.

	He takes the other arm and finishes the mutilation.  Her arm stups jet blood

all over the killers, the floor and walls.  The small room reverberates with her frenzied screams.  Both her pretty manicured hands lie on the floor, fingers still twitching.

	The killer who is fucking her up the ass cuts into her bladder.  Yellow urine

mixed with dark blood spews from the cut and on to his pistoning prick, on to

the bench.

	He takes the knife out and then plunges it almost to the hilt in her belly, just above the indip of her belly button.

	The other killer lifts one breast by the nipple, stabs through it and then slices

the nipple off.

	The defenseless female bangs her head against the bench and howls. She chokes on the strangling rope that holds her on the bench.

	Both men stab viciously at her.

	Arms, legs, belly, are pierced, slashed, hacked.

	They slice at her cheeks, cut off one ear.

	They take turns fucking the dying pig up her ass while they go on stabbing.

	The men are covered in blood.

	They slash at her footsoles, cut off her toes, put their blades deep into her

kneehollows.

	It’s a messy slaughterfuck.

	Dying from blood-loss and trauma the youthful pigwhore shivers, gasps for air.

	The killers take turns to empty themselves inside her.

	When they are finished they stand on either side of her.

	Simultaneously they thrust their blades into her eyesockets and into her

brain killing her instantly.

	When she’s stopped breathing they release her bloody legs.  Her carcass spills off the bench and to the floor at their feet.

	“Who the fuck was she?”

	“Shit. I don’t know. Party girl. Who cares?”

	“Filthy little cocksucker.”

	“Yeah. Too fuckin’ bad.”	

	They go down on their knees to slowly and methodically gut and dismember her, to work themselves back up sexually with their kill rubbing her bloody pieces

on their chests and bellies, bathing themselves with her. They cut her head off, pass it back and forth and thrust their cocks into her dead mouth.

	“Felt better before.”

	They laugh.

	“This is fuckin’ great, isn’t it?”

	“Motherfuckin’ awesome.”





•	Sondra and Michelle had been friends since middle school. They’d done everything together, hung out together almost every day.  They’d gone to the movies and the mall - to the beach and the community pool in the suburban neighborhood where they lived as children, about twelve miles west of Valley General.  They’d gone to parties together, gotten laid together, done blow and ‘x’ together.

	On the surface they’d grown up like many other ordinary upper middle-class suburban girls, but inside they’d always felt awkward, they’d shared a strange kind of angst, a dark restlessness which somehow strenghthened the bond between them.

	Soon after they’d graduated from high school they’d started to lose their bearings.  

	For a while, before they’d moved out of their family homes, Sondra worked at City Girl, an upscale clothing store in the mall.  Michelle at Toys ‘R Us.  But they were unhappy. A kind of mindless shapeless ambition made them unhappy - their own mental laziness and lackadaisical attitudes made them unhappy though they didn’t realize it.  They were stupid and shallow, ignorant, vulgar - but they were pretty.

	Very pretty.

	 Michelle had a kind of empty forgettable prettiness, a sort of open-faced innocence.  Sondra was almost exotic, with a dark thick head of hair that cascaded over her shoulders as opposed to Michelle’s blonde page.

	People who knew them often said their looks would one day get them in trouble.

	The girls started dressing wild, imitating styles they saw in music videos. They started going to clubs and partying and it wasn’t long before they were completely out of hand. They drank a lot, did more and more‘x’ and blow, fooled with meth and smack. 

	A bumper sticker on Sondra’s ‘98 Camry said it all: ‘Good girls go to heaven. Bad girls go EVERYWHERE.”

	Tentatively, after a couple of weeks of hanging out with some of the go-go dancers at a local men’s club they got into strip-dancing and afterwards, skin flicks.

	They made lots of money and because their families rejected their racy, self-destructive lifestyles, constantly trying to talk them out of what they were doing, the girls finally decided to share a condo on the waterfront and move out of their homes.

	As their day of final recknoning approached they found themselves shooting a lesbian video at a wealthy porn producer’s mansion, lounging by his pool between takes, Sondra in her violet, flower-print bikini, Michelle in a skimpy white one.

	Gordon, paunchy and middle-aged, crew-cut red hair, owner of the hillside mansion, an elegant twelve bedroom house overlooking the valley, where the girls were working, wore a hawaiian shirt.  The quiet and intense man was also the executive director of Silkskin Productions, the company with which the girls had an exclusive contract.  He was intently watching the playback of the scene he’d shot earlier: Michelle and Sondra naked on the pool’s diving board in a slow steamy sundrenched sixtynine.

	“You know, you gals are really good at this shit. But you could make a lot more green than you’re making now.”

	“We like what we’re doing, Gordie,” Sondra cooed.  Both girls had

their legs intertwined and they smiled mischievously.  The lesbian sex had followed naturally from their friendship. It was something that just happened. They didn’t even have to talk about it. One day they kissed while taking a shower together and the rest followed inevitably, like everything else they’d done.

	“Yeah. It’s nicer without guys.” Michelle added.

	“I don’t know,” Gordon said. “You both look real nice with lotsa cum on your face. I sold sixty thousand copies of Facial Fiesta last year.”

	“Yeah,” Michelle said. “We’re making you rich.”

	“You’re not doing so bad yourselves on what I pay.”

	Sondra leaned her head back into the sunlight, eyes closed.

	“Yeah, yeah,” she said. “But you think we can do better...What do you want us to do - a gangbang? A thirty guy bukkake?”

	“We’re not into that,” Michelle said.

	“Easier than all that,” Gordie said, a sly smile flickering on his face. “A lot easier. I got a guy. Doctor over at Valley General. Says he can pay plenty for escorts.”

	“Really?” Sondra said, her eyes coming back from the sky to focus on the

sleaze dealer. “Like how much is plenty?”

	“Two thousand each for three hours.”

	“Three hours of what?” Michelle asked suspiciously.

	“Upscale schmoozing. Parties. Maybe a little fucksuck in a limmo.”

	“Yeah,” Michelle replied. “And what’s in it for you, Gordie?”

	On the video playback Sondra dipped her face into Michelle’s bare-shaved cunt, licking patiently against the smooth slitflesh. The sound of Michelle’s urgent moans drifted up from the speakers.

	Gordon turned the volume down.

	“Twenty percent a call. The usual.”

	“The usual that we know about,” Sondra said.

	“Hey, if you don’t want it I got other girls.”

	“Fuck you, Gordie,” Michelle said. “We’ll take it. Where do we sign?”

	The first and only party Gordon would ever send Sondra and Michelle to was at Valley General the night of the new wing opening on the thirty-seventh floor. 

	Before they left that evening, Logan, a friend in their building took a digital snapshot of the girls in their apartment, in the living room in front of a plate glass window that led out to a small balcony and the beach below.  Logan owned a beauty parlor where the girls had their hair and nails done.  She wished she had

the looks and the guts to do what Sondra and Michelle were doing but she knew she didn’t. Instead she shared vicariously in their exploits and spent time with them whenever they weren’t working.

	The two bitches were dressed to kill.

	Logan thought they looked outrageuosly slick.  She got turned on just looking at them.

	Sandra in a two-piece outfit, red tanktop and candy-red mini that left her midriff exposed, Michelle in a short black wraparound dress, shoulders and upper arms exposed.  Both girls wore clunky high-heel sandals, wild shoes they’d worn in 

the strip clubs, Michelle’s red, matching Sondra’s dress.  Sondra’s black, matching

Michelle’s.

	They were a complementary set, lusciously edible in their tacky cheapness, oblivious of the fate that awaited them.

	“Wish I was going with you,” Logan said at the door.

	“Maybe next time,” Michelle offered.

	Later alone in the elevator Michelle and Sondra laughed at the dumpy beautician.

	“Wanna come with us? Better lose eighty pounds honey!”

	“Yeah. And get a new nose!”

	They were still laughing when the elevator reached the ground floor.

	There were two men in the limmo, both dressed in expensive suits.  There was the usual smiling small talk, vodka, gin and tonic, rum and coke from the

limmo’s bar.  

	Neither of the two self-absorbed young whores noticed the cannibalistic eyes of the men behind them as they walked into the entryway at Valley General, the building like a great white portal glowing with fluorescence, looming over them, the night still fresh, the fragrance of pale blooming gardenias in the courtyard at the gate.

	In their red and black tight-fitting dresses Michelle and Sondra walked in synchrony, their sandals clacking irreverently in the vast space of Valley General’s lobby, both men studying the way the two young bitchbodies moved in the slutty scandalous outfits, already planning ahead.

	Once the group was past the security gate on the thirty-seventh floor the small talk and the smiles evaporated.  The two men leered and openly stared at their two escorts making the girls uncomfortable. 

	The loud music thumped in the room ahead, the lights swirled.

	“Let’s get a drink,” Michelle told Sondra.

	“Don’t go too far,” one of the men said.

	When they were out of earshot Michelle whispered.

	“Weird, aren’t they?”

	“Yeah,” Sondra replied. “This whole setup is weird.”

	But after a few drinks, after a hit of ‘x’, the girls were bopping to the loud music, laughing, joking. They were enjoying themselves.  They couldn’t believe how much easier than fuck videos this could be. Gordie had been right.  Soon they were dancing with each other and with some of the male guests and their girlfriends, openly flirting, smiling, winking, teasing.

	They had no clut that their good times were about to come to an abrupt end.

	When the men began tying up some of the other girls in the room Michelle took Sondra’s arm.

	“This is fucked up,” she shouted over the loud music. “Let’s get out of here.”

	“They’re just fooling around,” Sondra said uncertainly.

	“No. Something’s not right.”

	Michelle felt the dark vibe of the males. It sobered her up.  She took Sondra’s arm and pulled her to the exit. They struggled through the melee and almost got to the hallway through which they’d entered when four naked males slid out in front of them.

	“Going somewhere, ladies?” 

	It was one of the guys from the limmo. The girls didn’t recognize the other three. All four men were fully erect, their eyes wild and scary.

	“Yeah,” Michelle shouted. “We’re leaving.”

	The man swung his fist and clipped her right across her jaw.  Sondra screamed as her friend toppled.

	Before they could react both girls were pushed and dragged down away from the open area down the hallway and into a torture chamber.

	There the men ripped their slutty outfits off them, slapped and punched them repeatedly, strapped wrist cuffs and ankle cuffs on them and hung them up off their sandalled feet by their arms from chain-lines that dangled from the ceiling.

	Sondra and Michelle shouted at the men.

	“We’ll call the fucking cops, you bastards!”

	“What the fuck’s going on!? Let us go!”

	The men laughed, grabbed them by their hair and stuffed big ball gags into their mouths strapping them tightly around their heads.

	“That’ll keep ‘em quiet.  Fire up the stoveplates, Bill. We’re gonna fry us up some cunt.”



						~





•	Incredibly Marnie is still alive after the spearing.  The six year old is on the edge of consciousness, gasping for breath, coughing up blood, as the men pry her off the round cage, loosen her bonds and drop her to the floor.

	Galwell puts a collar and leash on her and the men sit in wooden chairs around her under the slaughtered babies who still hang in the metal cage above them - Shinay, Stevie, Lyda and Isabel.  Stevie’s eyes are open in death, her head

dangling so that she seems to stare down at the men.

	One of the killers straps a barbed dildo head harness on Cori. The pregnant blonde teen kneels in front of Kimi who still hangs by her wrists. Cori’s shaft, the butt end of which rides between her teeth in her mouth, probes the screaming oriental nine year old’s battered pussy, Cori rocking her head back and forth, fucking the baby, Kimi’s warm blood dripping down the shaft and on to Cori’s chin and neck, dripping down between her skewer-ridden tattoo-scrawled boobs.

	Behind Cori the men pass Marnie around, yanking the half-dead child by the leash from cock to cock to suck. She moans and bleeds on them and gets her babylips around their cockcrowns, choking and sputtering. They slap her and spit on her, call her names, laugh at her, vent their fury on her.  

	Cal pulls her little arms behind her, lifting them until they snap. He holds the wailing baby still while Aaron pushes two steel spikes into her, one through each of her palms, securing her hands to her shoulderblades.

	Her small body is pocked with spearwounds, beaten, whip-slashed.

	Galwell is amazed the little shit is still alive.

	After six times around the circle, broken-armed and bloody, pleasing the seven cruel sadists on her knees, the four killers, Cal, Aaron and Galwell - the child grunts and quivers spastically, goes slack on the end of the leash, her head bobbing to one side.

	“The little pig’s had it,” Cal says.

	“Let’s make sure,” Galwell says getting to his feet.

	He picks up one of the spears.

	Aaron holds the slumped child on the leash.

	Galwell reaches down, grabs her by her red mane and drives the spear through the back of her skull.

	It makes a crunchy sound as it enters.  Aimed at a slight upward angle it exits through her forehead.

	“Goddamn,” one of the men says. “God-DAMN!” Sperm jets up out of his cock as he jerks himself off.

	“She’s definitely had it now,” Galwell snarls.

	Aaron lets go of the leash and Marnie collapses lifelessly inside the circle of killers, speared head clattering on the floor.

	The killers rise from their seats and move across the room and surround Cori.

They are covered in childblood.

	As the pregnant teen continues to bob her head and fuck the oriental child with the barbed cock strapped to her head harness the men lift their cocks and

piss on both of them.

	Kimi pleads weakly, babbles inchoately.

	Cori’s barbed-wire meshed cunt bleeds, contractions now coming harder and faster.



						~



•	Sondra and Michelle sit on wooden benches facing each other, their legs pulled high and apart, grapple hooks pierced through their feet.  They are crucified,

hands nailed to wooden crossbeams that are bolted to steel columns.

	They have been raped, beaten, and savagely flogged.

	Their tits and cunts have been slowburned with steel shafts heated on stoveplates.

	Hot metal hooks have been driven through their nipples and wirelines clipped to them.  The lines lead to a system of double pulleys on which both females

tits hang, upstretched.  In this way both young whores are kept stiffly upright.  Any

attempt to pull away or slump will yank on their nub-meat painfully and rip

out the purple swollen tit-caps.

	A metal ‘T’ rises from a clamp in the floor between them.  Wires run from it to a control box on a table. Two large metal phalluses project in opposite directions from the center of the ‘T’ and into the burn-marred cunts of the two pretty callgirls.

	“Listen up,” one of the killers says. He moves slowly to the table.

	“We want to see if you bitches are really good friends. We’ve heard you are but you’re gonna have to prove it.”

	The other three men stand watching. One of them snickers.  They are all slow-stroking themselves. They have put their spears back on the stoveburners for the moment to reheat them.

	“I mean we’ve heard you’re really fuckin’ close and shit,” the man continues. “But, see, we don’t think it’s really true.  Bitches can’t be real friends.  Bitches are always competing, outdressing each other, goin’ behind each other’s backs, tryin’ to steal each other’s boyfriends.  We’ve got a hard time believing in your - loyalty. Any bitch’s loyalty, for that matter.  So we’re gonna give you a chance to prove whether your friendship is real. We’re gonna give you gals a chance to prove us wrong.”

	“Shit, Bill,” the man from the limmo says. “I heard it’s more than friendship with these two.”

	“Oh yeah? Like true love maybe?”

	The men laugh.

	“All the more reason to put it to the test then.  All the more reason to find out what’s what.”

	“Ghmmff,” Michelle whimpers as she sees the man’s hand hover over the control box.

	“Here’s what’s gonna happen,” he says. “With the touch of a button I can send a shitload of voltage into one of you stupid cunts.

	His hand flickers and Michelle screams as an electrical jolt tears into her.

	The man’s hand moves again and Sondra body jiggles wildly both women

yanking on their hooked boobs and shrieking gag-mouthed.

	“See what I’m talking about?” He licks his lips. “Now its real fuckin’ easy.

I’m gonna start with Michelle. That’s your name isn’t it honey? Michelle.”

	The blonde nods nervously.

	“Michelle, I’m gonna give you the juice until you tell me to give it to your friend. Understand? I’ll keep it on you until you tell me to give it Sondra. It is

Sondra, right?”

	“Ghhrffff!” Sondra huffed in angry desperation.

	The men laughed.

	“Temper temper.  You need to learn to behave. Maybe watching your little friend’s suffering will help you with your negative emotions.”

	His hand moved on the control box.

	“Aauuurghhh!” Michelle howled suddenly going tense, upstretched legs twitching, nailed down arms rippling, her head rolling back, eyes squinting.

	“Nice,” one of the men commented.

	“Remember, pig,” the killer at the control panel said calmly, his free hand

moving on his cock. “I’m gonna keep it on you until you tell me to give it to

your friend.  If you really love her I know you won’t want her to feel what you’re feeling. Right?”

	“Nghuu! Nughh! Nghh!” Michelle gasped, shaking, smoke wafting up from her cunt.  She bore the pain for almost a full minute, her insides on fire. It felt

like her pussy was being ripped to shreds inside by the electricity.  She knew

it would be the same for Sondra.  But she also knew that once she said Sondra’s name the unbearable torment would stop and eventually that’s all she could focus on.

	“Urgghhh SSondraaaghhh!” she screamed through her gag. “Pleeeze g-ghive itt to Sondraghhh!”

	The man at the control panel smiled.

	“Guess you’re not such good buddies after all.  Didn’t take long did it, cunt?”

	He flipped the switch.

	Instantly Michelle slumped and Sondra went stiff.  

	“Wwaaaieeeee!” Sondra shrieked pulling back against the hooks in her nipples, her left breast spurting blood as the jagged metal tore half of the nub off.

Her long dark mane frizzed with the electrical energy exploding in her body and

her ass bounced on the bench.  She bit into the ballgag and tried to take it.  But

she wasn’t going to try too hard, after all Michelle had folded pretty quickly.

Why should she try to do any better?

	“Muh-Muh-Muh-” she stuttered. “Muh-MICHELLE!” she screeched.

	“What about Michelle, slut?” the man at the control panel asked mockingly.

	“Ahhg GODD! GIVE IT TO MUH-MICHELLE!”

	“Beg for it.”

	“Aghh - gaharrgg! Pleeeeeeze!” Sondra wailed trying to pronounce clearly through the big ball in her mouth.

	“Pleeeze guh-give itt to Muh-MICHELLE!”

	Michelle raised her eyes to look at Sondra.  It was a look of profound defeat

and betrayal suddenly and violently energized as the electrical torture shifted back

to her.  The crucified blonde dance-jiggled in agony.

	“Suh-sorry -” Sondra gasped. “I’m suh-sorry - sorry -”

	“Fucking cunt is sorry,” the man from the limmo growled.

	“Not sorry enough,” one of the others replied.

	The electrical torture was traded back and forth repeatedly, both females betraying each other more and more quickly, unwilling to withstand the suffering, wanting only an end to the horrendous torture.

	Each of the men took turns on the control switch. Eventually the man from the limmo ended up running the show while his three associates picked up the reheated steel spears from the stoveplates. They moved in on the suffering sluts and while the bitches bounced on the wooden benches the men began burning their backs, their arms, their upstretched legs occasionally piercing into their suspended bodies.

	Finally the man who had ridden with Sondra and Michelle in the limmo touched a central switch on the remote box that sent the electrical torture into both

women at the same time and he too picked up a heated spear and moved in.

	When both bitches were almost dead, streak-burned and pierced by the heated spears, their nipples ripped out, their cunts charred from the electrical torture the juice was shut off.

	Michelle’s feet were yanked off the hooks, the board her arms were crucified on unscrewed from the columns and hooked to an overhead suspension line.  Her feet were nailed down to a board on the floor, legs wide open, spikes pounded right through the tops of her feet, breaking and crushing the metatarsal bones, heels unhinged from the ankles.

	The board that Sondra was nailed to was also unbolted and the darkhaired bitch pulled up higher, upside down, by her hook-stabbed feet and drawn against Michelle, cunt to mouth - both women cunt to mouth. Their gags were removed - metal hooks clipped through their tongues. By these hooks they were pierced to each other, Michelle’s head drawn down into the ‘V’ between Sondra’s upstretched legs, Sondra’s face pressed between Michelle’s thighs - burned cunts hooked to blood-gashed mouths.

	Both sluts strung up together.

	“Since you love each other so much then that’s the way we’re gonna finish you - stinking dyke pigs...”

	And the men pick up bladed bullwhips, long silvery steel tongues sharp and deadly.

	The sound of the metal whips, a whistling flesh-tearing thudding and the frenetic gag-muffled screams of Sondra and Michelle fill the chamber.

	Female meat is flayed, ripped to ribbons.

	Blood and gore spatter the walls and the men.

	As in every room in the ‘private’ area on the thirty seventh floor, digital cameras on the four corners of the room record the action.

	A bloodsmear spatters one of the lenses.

	When the two bitches are a mess of ripped flesh and muscle, legs and arms slashed right to the bone in several places, the killers stop the meatwhipping and move in to shoot off on them.

	Moments later the man from the limmo is standing there, javelin in hand.

	“Bitches that fuck together, should die together,” he growls and aiming the weapon at Michelle’s slash-torn back he lunges forward.

	The crunch-thump of bone and meat is delicious.

	The spear penetrates through both dying gasping sluts 

	The slaughtergirls arch and snap like hooked marlins.

	No more fuck videos. No more dancing. No more club-hopping. No more ‘x’. No more stupid giggling in the elevator about Logan the beautician.

	With rigid power the man drives the javelin hard through both females, right

through the middle of them, killing them, finishing their worthless lives, the javelin’s tip emerging at the base of Sondra’s spine just below her blood-ripped asscheeks.

	Gordon the pornographer will collect his money from Galwell a week later.

	The condo will be cleared of Michelle and Sondra’s belongings and furniture.

	All traces of their lives there will be erased.  It will be as if they never existed.

	Their families and their friend Logan will wonder about them and they will file missing persons reports with Valley Police.

	But no police investigation will ever be launched for Michelle and Sondra nor for any of the other victims that night on the thirty seventh floor of Valley General; no official record will be established, no questions asked.

	Michelle’s Mercedes will be found parked in a bad neighborhood on the outskirts of the city, quickly identified by the insolent bumper sticker:

	‘Good girls go to heaven. Bad girls go EVERYWHERE.’ The message will by then be well validated.  The two bad girls in questions will have gone very far indeed, way out in fact beyond the tourist filled hotels on the beachfront and the mansions on the cliffs.

	Way out on the restless wave-tossed ocean and deep into its murky embrace.

	



						~



•	After the childkilling Galwell leads Cori on her leash on a final tour of of the torture rooms. She crawls after him obediently taking in the brutal killing, dizzy with the need of him, rocked by the explosive birthing pains in her swollen belly.

	The scope of the slaughter overwhelms Cori.  Butchered female

cadavers, murdered children, young sluts enduring the final assault of the killers -

Lena sliced to pieces on a table out in the open area, Kasey licking Mistress’s cunt, subservient as a pet dog - females cut to pieces with machetes, shot, speared,

hacked to death.

	In one room a breathtaking scene:

	Two handsome young killers wielding spears tipped with barbed metal dildos, thick phallic shafts that have been superheated in a steel cauldron of red coals, smouldering weapons of cunt butchery.  The screaming pleading prey, a dark-haired bitch with bangs that hang over her sweaty beaten face, is nailed to a wooden plank between two posts, arms wide apart.  Her legs, broken and dislocated have been pulled up and back to the posts, ankles crudely bound with barbed wire to spikes.  The bitch, who is voluptuously hefty, bleeds from several cuts and incisions.  One of her nipples is gone.  Burn-marks on her upper thighs and mons and belly are clear evidence that the men have been at work with the phallic burn-spears for a while, prodding, testing.  As Cori and Galwell watch the men take turns pushing the

dildos up into their shrieking slaughterwhore’s cunt.  The tender sensitive womanflesh sizzles, bubbles, smokes.  The bitch nearly rips her nailed arms off

the wooden plank, her twisted legs jerking, barbed wire flaying her bloody flesh.

Her eyes are demented.  Cori moans softly responding to the horrendous agony

she is witnessing, the final death-throes of a captive female, the men now hard-thrusting, slamming their rods deep, the trapped bitch puking up bloody bile

and arching spastically in dramatic cathartic anguish. 

	Galwell has to yank on Cori’s leash to draw her back to the hallway.    

	It is nearly four in the morning when Master finally decides to bring their grisly tour of the thirty seventh floor to an abrupt end. Eager to complete the night of ritualistic slaughter he tells Steve to gather the men in the operating room.

	He drags his tit-skewered teenage slave to the shower area where Bobbie Sayles beheaded body hangs and he makes her soap him clean, bathe him under the

hot hissing streams from the chrome spigots.

	He makes Cori fill her mouth with soap scum and fellate him, long and hard,

her studded tongue arousing him to a fever pitch of sadistic energy,  sudsy slime

spilling from the edges of her mouth, stinging in her eyes as she goes under his

thighs to cup his big balls tenderly in her lips, to lick his asshole, giving him love in exchange for limitless cruelty - offering him fully what she herself will never have.

	“It’s almost over, pig,” he says, his voice tense with anticipation. “Almost over.”

	Bobbie Sayles dead eyes stare blankly up at her as she presses her lips agaist his rectal opening,  her tongue darting delightfully against him as her grips her wet hair.

	It seems like an eternity since her initiation to Master’s world in the restroom of Tavern West.

	She moans and purrs against him, wanting only his pleasure now,

wanting only to be one more name on his endless roster of killmeat - Terry, the music teacher - Andrea - the blameless child, Pam - the boy Paulie - Aliya, Kai, Carolyn, Jennie, Brooke, Soledad - Sherry, Kalisha - her friend Carolyn - the kills she has seen - the ones she has collaborated in - the nameless whores - the screaming children - the ones that came before and the ones that will follow after.

	Her body and soul are his now and she is ready to offer her life and whatever else he will demand.



						~



	The surgery will not be as slow and patient, not like it was with Carmen in the house out in the woods near the cabin. It will be detailed and deliberate, however, performed now for an audience of eager thrill-hungry killers.

	The child Kimi is on one steel autopsy table, face up, wrists and ankles cuffed to the four corners, pale oriental child spreadeagled under the bright surgical spotlight.

	The plump slaughterbitch Cynthia is on the second tray-cart, her beaten body also offered to the cyclopic eye of the overhead lamp.   

	Galwell stands between both autopsy carts, the child’s feet pointing to his right as he faces her and the slaughterwhore’s feet to his left behind him, a table crowded with surgical instruments beside him.

	Both victims are gagged with strips of duct tape wrapped tightly around their heads but they are mewling and groaning and struggling against the restraint cuffs, their eyes darting about wildly.

	Galwell speaks to the throng of killers who surround the autopsy tables. 

	“We have two healthy female specimens, at different stages of development and exhibiting great anatomical contrast.”

	His naked body is speckled with moisture from the shower, his hair slickly shining under the surgery lights, his cock like sculpted marble, hotly and fully erect, booming from his shaved crotch, his muscular pectorals sharply delineated,

nipples pleasure-hardened, less a doctor than some kind of male priapic demon set loose on the world, a satanic slaughter-wolf leading his pack, supremely in control.

	From the high ceiling of the white room Cori hangs by cuffed wrists and ankles, legs suspended high, her pregnant body offered for violation. Galwell has cut the barbed wire mesh from her middle thrusting a fat black rubber plug up her vagina to keep her fetus from arriving prematurely.  She too is gleaming wet, her hair hanging in twisty spirals that drip water on the tiled floor - sacred victim,  bloated with life, ready to give her all.

	Following Galwell’s terse instructions each of the killers will sodomize the blonde teen brutally, take turns on her while Galwell slowly butchers the oriental child and the whore.

	From across the room Mistress looks on, Kasey kneeling in front of the hooded bitch, hands cuffed behind her, the five year old still faithfully lapping at her owner’s cunt.  The child’s body is a hash of welts, bruises and cuts. Mistress wields a lead-tipped riding crop with which she occasionally swats at the child’s back and flanks harshly and unpredictably. Mistress’s body too is whip-streaked and welted, her face and arms bruised from the brutal manhandling she has endured.

	Surgery begins unhurriedly but certainly not languidly - there is too much energy flowing, too much need in the men for the end now to go slow.

	With  one skillful movement Galwell slits Kimi from her throat to her cunt, the child’s body suddenly stiffening in response to the assault.

	Her tiny muffled squeal pleases the male killers.  They stroke themselves faster. They move in on Cori, a tall agressor positioning himself between her bound legs, bending slightly to put his nine inch cock to the red-rimmed portal below the plug in her cunthole.

	Cori gives out a breathless gasp as he enters her.  Inside her the fetus twists and a powerful contraction makes the blonde teen curl her toes and twist her hands

in white-knuckled suffering.

	Galwell’s voice drones emotionlessly.

	“Kimi is a nine year old oriental female, in perfect health.  Her pubis shows

evidence of extreme sexual abuse and electrical torture.  Her skin is perfectly white

and perfectly smooth, unblemished, a fine healthy epidermis.  Her mons does not

yet exhibit hair growth, the subject being prepubescent.  No significant breast

growth is evident either.  Her muscles appear firm and pliant.  She is strong and

well fed.”

	Turning to Cynthia, Galwell repeats the cutting.

	The slaughterwhore grunts in response to the scalpel’s fine-line slice.

	“Cynthia is a twenty six year old adult woman. She is slightly overweight for her height a subcutaneous layer of fat already visible under the external epidermis.”

	Galwell peels back a flap of the slaughterwhore’s belly skin to show the men.

	They lick their lips.

	Red lines spill down Cynthia’s sides.

	Another killer steps up to Cori as the first male backs out.

	Master’s hypnotic voice makes the pregnant teen dizzy, makes her close her eyes as she’s sodomized and she floats, riding on the pulsing beat of his heartless words and the inthrusts of the heartless males.

	“The bitch is still firm, however.  Her skin has the texture of smooth latex, even though it is not far from flabby. She has been obviously tortured with several 

kinds of implements as is demonstrated by the marks and striations on her body,

particularly on the breasts and the mons veneris, which has been neatly shaved.  Her thighs and arms are quite sturdy and and she appears to be in top physical condition.  It is my informed opinion that this whore could be well used for slave labor for several months without much concern.  Naturally, my hypothesis will not be properly tested since her worthless life will shortly be terminated.”

	Putting down the scalpel, Galwell picks up a slim surgical knife.  Both Kimi and Cynthia bleed from the long gashes down their middles.  Both quiver and whimper expectantly.

	He turns to the slaughterwhore, puts the edge of the knife to her left breast.

	The men grunt approvingly, looking on as Master expertly debreasts

the plump female.  Blood spurts and trickles from the cut and Cynthia bucks and

kicks her feet against the steel tray.

	“I am excising the entire mammary gland from the subject’s thorax estimating its weight at perhaps fifteen pounds.”

	Cori opens her eyes to watch him pry Cynthia’s sizable boob from her and

drop it on the stainless steel surface beside the luckless woman’s head.  He then begins sawing off the right breast.

	“It is perhaps notable that this subject was a good candidate for cosmetic breast reduction though that will no longer be an option.  This more extreme

method will serve our purposes well however.  Female mammary meat provides

an excellent source of protein and also cooks rather well on the grill.”

	The male killers pound into Cori with renewed gusto, excited by the slow-killing on the surgery tables.  They yank on her tit-skewers sometimes twisting them

painfully, making the pregnant blonde kick and swing her head from side to side.

	“Let’s string up the baby and the bitch too,” one of them growls.

	Mistress and Kasey are seized, yanked up by wrists and ankles to suspension

chains to be fistfucked, beaten and raped.  The three suspended victims, Cori,

Mistress and Kasey form a triangle around the two steel tray tables where Master

continues his patient methodical disassembly of Kimi and Cynthia.

	Gently, Galwell opens up the oriental child’s belly and begins cutting as the child screeches and struggles fruitlessly to free herself. Held to the steel tray like an insect on a specimen strip she is methodically gutted.  His voice expressionlessly describing the anatomical details, his lips moist, his cock rigid and inflamed Galwell touches the slimy rubbery innards of the oriental child, explores them, teases them up out of her and slices into them with the surgical knife.  He pulls out her stomach and then some of her spiraling intestines laying them out between her thighs.  Kimi bangs her head against the autopsy table, her legs stretching rigidly, toes pointed as Galwell peels her open, pulls back the flaps of flesh from her chest and picks up a small buzzing saw. As he cuts through her ribs he grins, a fixed sadistic smile.  His mouth waters with each dry snap, bone dust peppering the bloody gore, the nine year old victim in a jiggly dance of pain, her little hands so tightly fisted that her nails have cut into her palms.  Her eyes plead with the killer but he just goes on,

carefully describing each discovery - the size of her lungs, the dimensions

of her liver, the color of her heart, the texture of her shoulder muscles.  Playfully he tugs on what is left of her instestines.  Kimi pisses and shits on the table. Vomit and bile back up in her gagged mouth, her face goes dark red and then violet.

	Leaving the mutilated child on the edge of death Galwell turns to his

titless slaughterwhore. He needs utmost suffering from this adult female and he cuts long slices in her meaty thighs from her hips to her knees peeling the skin back explaining the geography of the leg muscles - sartorius, quadriceps femoris, vastus lateralis, vastus medialis - the inner thigh - gracilis, adductor longus, adductor brevis - deep in the hot gushing upper thighmeat - iliopsoas and pectineus - at the base

of her abdomen. He pokes into the peritoneal sac from beneath, probes into satisfying depth watching Cynthia howl, fingers extended, gagged lips twisted under the gray stretch of duct tape. The bitch looks up at him in her horror of suffering, like the child pumped up with a high dosage of amphetamines to keep traumatic shock at bay, forbidding the shutdown of her senses, all her nerves screaming as Galwell now cuts from the knee to the foot - peroneus longus, extensor digitorum, peroneus brevis - tenderly slicing one muscle from another - a delicate dismembering - slicing her footsoles open - piercing each toe - firing up the buzzsaw to slice the toes off her feet - the fingers off her hands - picking up the knife again to plunge into her womb, a bigger treasure trove than Kimi’s, a hot mushy goop of stinking whoremeat.

	Galwell cuts out Cynthia’s uterus and Kimi’s uterus holds them up for the

consideration of his audience - one small, one large - the miracle of construction

and reproduction - the essence of female anatomy, gashed out, excised, just so much meat, so many inches in circumference or millileters in content.

	Cori quivers in orgasm as killer after killer slam into her, spend several

energetic thrusts on her and then move on to Mistress and then Kasey - a queue

of rampant killer-rapists filing around the autopsy trays as Kimi and Cynthia

are diligently gored alive.

	Galwell takes the buzz saw to Cynthia’s chest, pops open her ribcage,

firmly yanks out her esophagus and stomach and liver.  Cynthia’s blood

jets out of her. She makes inhuman noises in her throat.  Galwell plunges

his knife into her larynx. He rips off the duct tape, reaches into her screaming

mouth with a gripping tool, takes her tongue and slices it out of her.

	Turning to Kimi he peels the duct tape gag from the child’s mouth,

lets her spew out blood and puke, reaches in with the same tool he used on

Cynthia and tugs out the child’s tongue.  He pulls on it slowly, ripping it out

gradually, making tiny cuts all around it with his scalpel, making the child

suffer as much as possible.

	When both the oriental child and the slaughterwhore are tongueless, gutted, no longer struggling but still breathing Galwell releases them from the steel clamps and turns them over on their bellies.  He slices their backs open from the scruffs of their necks to their buttocks and laterally across the shoulderblades and around their 

waists to peel the flesh-flaps off them, to slowly skin them alive.  Taking a bigger

buzz-saw from the table of instruments he hacks through the spinal columns, and then cuts out their kidneys. With the bigger knife he cuts crosswise into their buttocks, removes thick meat-slices that he lays out on the tray’s surface.  Rolling each female face up the killer then reaches into them to slice out their hearts. He

holds them up for his audience at the end, one small, one large - still beating - the female butcher covered in blood - the killers cumming inside Mistress and Kasey and Cori.

	But the surgery is not over.

	Each victim is dismembered and beheaded, carefully and patiently.

	A cut is made all around each scalp and the hair removed from the heads, dropped on the floor.

	The tops of both skulls are sawed off, unlidded, and the brains removed and placed side by side on one of the bloody tables, Kimi’s and Cynthia’s emptied heads

left to look at each other in ghastly death.

	Lifting up his cock and taking one step back Galwell begins to urinate

on the faces of the murdered females, his piss rinsing the blood and gore off

them, pooling in their milky eyes and half open mouths, child and slut contemplating

each other in their final grisly defeat.

	The men cheer him on laughing.

	“Way to go, boss!”

	“Fuckin’ beautiful!”

	When he’s done he instructs Steve and Lou to release Mistress, Cori

and Kasey.  Shortly he will lead everyone back out of the surgery room and

into the open area for the climactic end of the bloodorgy.

	In the horizon beyond the plate glass windows on the thirty seventh floor

a distant red dawn lights up the sky.

	Night is coming to an end.



							~





	Out in the open area the killers prepared the way.

	Cadavers and body parts were kicked out of the way up against the gore-spattered walls and Master led Cori by the leash out to the center of the space.  

	The whole entourage, twenty five naked male killers, stood in a semicircle watching. On hands and knees, the beaten pregnant slave-teen felt small, vanquished.  She had the sense that everyone in the room knew something she didn’t know. She was the focus of the bloodfeast now. They knew what was about to happen.  They knew what was coming.  She could sense their greedy anticipation, their hungry eyes devouring her but she had no clue as to what

Master had planned.  What could possibly follow the horror in the surgery room?

	The air conditioning was cranked high and she shivered in the cold draft that whooshed into the space from the vent panels of the hospital’s air conditioning system..

	Her labor pains were almost unbearable now. The rubber plug Master had pushed up her cunt earlier felt like a fist, an immovable obstruction keeping her body from doing what it most desperately needed to do.

	“Get up, you stinking hoochie pig,” Master growled. “On your feet.”

	Cori didn’t know if she could stand.  She brought one leg up and tottered.

	“Hurry it up, cunt. Our guests are waiting.”

	Her raped, tit-skewered, whipslashed body ached and burned all over. She was bathed in sweat and her blonde hair hung over her face in disarray.  Somehow she brought her sore legs under her and rose weakly beside Galwell.  The weight of her pregnant belly almost made her fall forward but he gripped her by her shoulder to steady her. She remembered suddenly how tall he was as she stood there, looking up at him, feeling weak and inept.

	“Alright,” he said. “Now there is one last thing you will do for me - for us - before you give me your child.”

	He unsheathed his knife and handed it to her handle first.

	“You are going to kill for me,” he said.

	But she’d already done that, Cori thought.  Was this what he’d been planning for her? She’d killed and helped him kill already.  There was nothing new in it.

Maybe he wanted the others to see her do it. Maybe that’s what it was.

	Galwell glanced toward the hallway entrance and she followed his eyes as he nodded.

	Mistress had left the room briefly and now she returned, leading a nude female captive on a chain.  This woman, Cori noticed, was not a youthful victim, she was definitely older though svelte and shapely, and she had been whipped and severly beaten; there were marks and bruises all over her attractive mature body.  Her cunt was bruised and thin streams of dry blood adorned her inner thighs.  

	Cori wondered who the woman was and how she’d ended up here on this night of destruction.  Maybe she was one of the call girls, someone special saved for the end of the orgy. She wore a steel collar to which the leash chain was bolted. Her wrists were fettered behind her in steel manacles and her ankles were also manacled and chained causing her to hobble behind Mistress who sauntered slowly and sensuously toward the spot where Galwell and Cori stood.  The woman’s head was covered by a black cloth hood and as Mistress brought her to a stop before Cori she started to pull the headcover from the woman.

	Master held up his hand.

	“No. We’ll let Cori do that,” he said.

	Mistress deferred and stepped back. The poetic justice in Galwell’s demand was irrefutable.

	Cori realized this woman was to be her victim, this unknown female, probably another luckless whore Master had toyed with and used up.

	“Take the cloth from her head,” he told Cori.

	Cori glanced at her Master and then at the woman who stood shivering before her.  The hooded victim made a muted groaning sound and Cori realized

she was probably gagged and unable to speak.

	Cori felt all eyes upon her.  She saw some of the killers stroking themselves. How could they still be so charged up after the intense scene they’d just witnessed? 	She saw Mistress lean back against the table on which Lena’s mutilated carcass lay.  The masked dominatrix put her hand to her whipped cunt and signalled to Kasey who stood among the men.  The child obediently crossed the room,

put her face to Mistress’s crotch and began to lick

	I guess I’m providing the main course, Cori thought. The feature presentation. Whatever that is.

	There was definite novelty in it - a new pleasure for Master - making her kill this bitch in front of all his guests.

	Well, if they want a show, she thought, then they’ll get one.

	A powerful birthpain rocked through her and made her moan.

	She got herself under control and faced the hooded female.

	“On your knees, bitch,” Cori said sternly.  She felt a sudden and pleasurable sadistic fury, a desire to hurt and destroy as she had been hurt and destroyed pulse through her and she saw Master smile.

	The hooded woman whimpered, her bagged head turning from side to side.

	“Ng!” she cried. “Ng? Ngg?”

	Cori put a hand on the woman’s shoulder and bore down.

	“I said get on your fucking knees, now!”

	Master tilted his head back slightly and breathed deeply.  The men in the room seemed to lean in eagerly, their eyes sparkling.

	Cori gripped Master’s long combat knife and reached out to lift the hood from the woman’s head. Master had told her to remove it and anyway she wanted to see the woman’s face before she finished her.  It was her intention to cut the bitch from ear to ear -

	Instead, when she lifted the dark cloth, Cori stood transfixed with shock - gawking - frozen still.

	Cori dropped the hood to the floor and stared at the victim who knelt before her.

	Ball-gagged and facebeaten Cori could still easily recognize the woman who

had played with her and sent her to school and cared for her when she was sick.  This was the woman who had taken her on trips and bathed her and put bandaids on her cuts and braided her hair, both of them laughing, sitting on the bed, looking in the mirror.  The woman who had patiently taught her to ride a bike, to play chess, to figure out the hard math problems she’d had as homework.  This was the woman who had taught her to swim and taken her to ballet lessons and sat on the carpet to play with her and her dolls and her friends.  She had put up decorations in the living room for her birthday parties and convinced her dad to let her stay up late to watch television and grudgingly let her sleep over at her friend’s and baked cookies when she’d had her friends over for pajama parties.

	Megan Massey looked up at her pregnant daughter.

	There she stood, wielding a combat knife, grossly tatooed, swollen-bellied, covered with welts and bruises, the butt of a thick black rubber plug extruding from her shaved pussy.  But Megan felt in the midst of her terror and horror a moment of relief.  Her daughter was alive.  Dear God Cori was alive!

	“Kill her,” Galwell intoned flatly.

	Cori looked at him.  Master couldn’t want that. 

	Not that.

	“I said, kill the bitch.  Stab her. Cut her throat. I don’t care how you do it. But do it and do it now. Do it for us.”

	“Sh-she’s my - m-mom...” Cori said weakly.

	“Yeah. So what? Tell somebody who gives a shit. I want you to kill her. I want her blood on the floor, do you hear me?”

	Now Cori understood.  This was what he craved.  This was the special offering he’d told her about, his last demand, her final gift, before the other - the one in her womb that now clamored for release, hard hot contractions

making Cori bend over with groaning agony.

	“Ghh!?” Megan whimpered seeing her daughter’s suffering and realizing what this monster was asking of her. “Ghhm!?” Cori’s mother didn’t know who

the dark-haired stranger was but she grasped instantly that he was behind everything that had befallen her and her family.  This was all his work.

	Galwell reached down and grabbed Cori by her hair to yank her face up to his.

	“Give her to me,” he said softly. “Kill mom for us - for all of us.  My guests are waiting.  They want to see you do it. Do it nice.”

	“Oh God, sir, please, I c-can’t - I can’t,” Cori groaned.

	“You can and you will.”

	He released her, pushing her away from him, flinging her closer to Megan.

	Cori realized she could take the knife and put it through his eye, or through

his neck. He was within striking distance.  She could kill him and rid the world of him forever.  Finish his ugly murderous existence.  His men would probably kill her immediately but so what? She was dead anyway.  She gave out a grunt as the birthpains rock-spasmed in her womb.  If she killed him she would be saving countless female lives.  These men would disperse. They would never be capable of the large scale wholesale slaughter he’d inspired in them. He was the root, the source. He was their King. Their fuehrer.  But he was also her King, her Lord, her Owner - she knew she could never revolt against Him - he was her God finally and her God had asked for sacrifice - deep sacrifice - unquestioning sacrifice - Like Abraham and the little boy on the end of the killing knife on the stone altar in the Old Testament.  She could not refuse the Owner of her soul.

	She turned and faced her mother.

	Now Cori saw something else. Or maybe she made herself see it.  A wanton slut.  The cunt who’d let dad rape Cori that day after school then stolen him away so that she could never have him again.  The bitch who constantly disapproved of Cori’s choices and her friends, who looked down on Cori and was ashamed of her.  The prim and proper society lady who wanted Cori to be something she could not be - something she would NEVER be.

	Cori grabbed her mom by her hair.

	Megan saw a sudden dark emptiness in her daughter’s lovely eyes and she understood.

	She’s going to do what he wants, she thought her sob muffled in her gagged mouth.

	“For you, sir,” Cori moaned feebly and she drew her Master’s knife hard

against Megan’s throat, cutting right to the bone.

	Megan’s gurgling shriek startled Cori.  Her mother looked up, eyes

bulging with horror and shock.

	How could you? She seemed to say though it was impossible for her now to utter a word. How could you - I’m - your - MOTHER -

	The image of Megan standing there that night on Raymond Street flooded

Cori’s mind.  She’d come looking for me, she thought suddenly sick with shame

and guilt - for me - and this is how I repay her.

	Mistress moaned and drew up her legs, lying back on the bloody tabletop next to Lena’s gutted body, Kasey tonguing her insistenly, a hard wave of pounding orgasms  exploding in the sadistic bitch.

	The men grunted with pleasure and approval, some of them jerking off

excitedly.

	Megan twisted from side to side but could not escape Cori’s grip on her

hair.  Her chained ankles clattered against the floor as hot blood spurted from

her neckwound on to Cori’s pregnant belly and thighs. Thick dark streams of

it rolled down Megan’s body to the floor.

	“ - momma -” Cori whispered, her eyes misty. “ - momma -”

	“Stab her through the heart,” Galwell said calmly. He was stroking himself rapidly now. “Hard.”

	Cori’s face went suddenly expressionless again. Cold. 

	“Yes, sir. For you.”

	Cori drew back and thrust Master’s knife brutally into her mother’s left

breast.  It thunked through Megan’s ribcage and plunged through vena cava and aorta right into the vulnerable left chamber of her pulsing heart.

	“WWHHHGGHHHHH!” Megan shrieked her head rolling back as

her legs went weak.

	Galwell was struck by the incredible barbaric beauty of the moment.

How many men ever witness something like this? he thought.  How many men ever have the power to bring this about, to make it happen, not out of hatred or revenge or jealousy - but for sheer sexual pleasure.  He stepped up to mother and daughter and shot a hot wad of jism right on Megan’s dying face.

	As if following his lead many of the naked killers closed around Cori

and Megan aiming their spurting cocks at the murderer and her victim who were still connected for a last dramatic moment by Galwell’s sharp killing blade.

	Finally Cori stumbled backward, unable to hold her mother’s inert weight any longer.  Seized by violent contractions she fell to her knees on the floor and the men surrounded her jerking off all over her, their hot spunk spattering her face

and her tortured body.

	

	Moments later they’ve drawn Cori up on her feet against a wooden

cross dragged in from one of the rooms down the hallway. They’ve ripped the skewers from her tits. Two men on each side hold her to the beams of the cross, her tattooed tits streaming fresh blood.  Galwell has the hammer and the thick nine inch spikes.

	“Are you ready?” he asks.

	The moment has come.

	“Y-yes,” she mutters. “I’m ready.”

	He pounds metal shafts through each of her wrists and then through the palms of her hands pinning her to the wood on each side, each piercing shattering bone-breaking thrust exploding in her head, making her shriek and shit herself, then her legs are raised up off the floor and suspended by ankle cuffs from ceiling chain lines out on either side of her.  The ankle-cuffs are lined with spikes and as they close around her limbs they pierce right to the bone.

	Mistress smiles at her.

	“Having a good time, sweetie?”

	Galwell leans in, pulls out the thick rubber plug from her cunt and her body contracts powerfully seeking release.

	She howls feverishly and begins squeezing out the baby.

	“Good girl,” Galwell says.  He’s got a hold of the infant’s head. “A couple more pushes aughtta do it.”

	Cori looks out to her nailed arms, fingers splayed.  She looks up at her trapped metal-pierced ankles.

	For you, she thinks gathering her energy to push out the fetus. 

	For You, my God, for You.

	“Aaaawwwhhhrrggghh!” she shouts.

	“Good - real nice - one more -”

	“Aaaggghhhrrhhhhgggrrhhh!”

	Galwell turns to Mistress.

	“Get under her and catch that shit when it pops out. I’m gonna beat it out of her.”

	He takes up a thick wooden club.

	“Who do you belong to?” he sneers.

	“Y-you - ogg Godd - you - you - you -”

	“That’s right pig. You’re mine. All mine.”

	And he begins savagely club-whipping her fat barbed-wire pierce-wounded

belly.

	The men cheer him on.

	Cori’s nothing now but a worthless human piñata, a party favor, a soul-less

object for the attainment of male pleasure.

	He pounds her. He hits hard. He strikes vehemently, willfully, hatefully, venting his sadistic fury on her.  He hits her arms and tits and legs. He clubs her nailed hands breaking one thumb.  He smashes the club against the back of her upraised legs, agaist her kneehollows smacking into her leg tendons making her limbs jiggle and dance. Mistress kneel-crouches under her, lips wide and drooling, waiting as the attack on Cori’s pregnant belly resumes full force and then -

	Then Cori’s shitting out the baby - her final gift -

	“UUUUgggghhhhrghhhhh-aaaiiiiieeeeee!”

	She looks up at Master.

	Take from me, her face says. Take. Take your fill.

	The hatred in his eyes is unfathomable matched by her unquestioning love.

	The blows fall on her head.

	Thud! Whacckk! Smack! Thudd!

	Repeatedly. Unstoppably.

	He’s headbashing her.

	“Fucking worthless hoochie pig!”

	“KILL HER!” Mistress screams. “KILL HER!”

	Cori’s fading, losing everything, adrift in a sea of pain.

	She loves him so much, so much and now she can’t tell him anymore.

	Darkness swirls around her. Blood pours down into her eyes.

	She slumps, inert as the blows keep falling.





Thudd - Thudd - Thudd - Thudd -



	But she doesn’t feel anything now. It is like wind.

	Fading.



Whuff - Whuff - Whuff - Whuff -



	It is definitely wind, giant blades sweeping around, a giant fan.

	Voices around her.

	She’s outside, carried on a stretcher.

	They are on the roof.

	The Medivac helicopter waits on the pad rotors sweeping up dust and cool morning air.

Whuff - Whuff - Whuff - Whuff

	Dawn is coming up in the distant horizon.  She sees it as she looks off

to one side. A red blood dawn. Or is that the blood in her eyes?

	One of her arms dangles off the edge of the gurney.

	It spills blood from the spike-gouged wrist and palm.

	Cori’s lifted into the helicopter.  Cal and Aaron are already there at the other

end of the cabin.  They are taking turns fucking little Kasey whose body is

bloodstriped with dark bullwhip welts. They sit and pass the baby back and forth

and make her ride their thick black cocks.  Steve, Stan and Lou are carrying

the gurney, Master and Mistress are the last to enter the helicopter.  Steve

goes up to the forward cockpit, Stan follows shortly.

	The mangled mutilated bodies of the butchered callgirls and the female children, Nicky, Drew, Stevie, Marnie, Shinay, Lida, Isabel, Lena - Sondra and Michelle - Megan, Cori’s mom, all the detritus of the night’s savage orgy, body parts, plastic bags full of guts and gore, are piled up against the sides of the helicopter’s cabin.

	Cori feels the helicopter rise.

	She looks off to the other side through a small cabin window.

	Dawn. A red dawn. (Or is it blood?)

	The city below waking.

	Valley General slips away below, its white-light fluorescent halo still glowing pale.

	All that death, Cori thinks. All the butchered females.  How can it be possible?  How can it go on and on?

	And where is the helicopter taking them now? 

	Master hovers over her.

	“We’re trying out something new,” he tells her. “Just for fun. Steve and Stan found this spot out on the ocean, couple of miles out.”

	Mistress laughs.

	“Really lovely spot.”

	“Yeah,” Mistress says. “Great for garbage disposal.”

Whuff - Whuff - Whuff - Whuff

	Cori fades in and out.

	“ - probably cracked her fucking skull open you lunatic.”

	It’s Cal.

	“Fuck you. I didn’t see you and Aaron hold back on those little ones.”

	The men are laughing.

Whuff - Whuff - Whuff - Whuff

	“We can toss in a couple of these dead bitches...”

	“Nah - Live bait’ll be better. You spot ‘em yet?”

	The cabin door is open.  Air is rushing in. Beyond it Cori sees an infinite expanse of glittering water.

	“Not yet.” It’s Steve’s voice on the intercom.

	“Wait a minute - yeah - there it is - goddamn - there’s more than last time we were out here. There’s a shitload of ‘em.”

	Stan’s voice comes in.

	“And they look hungry.”

	Kasey is whining.

	“Shut up, you little bitch,” Mistress scolds fiercely.

	Cori hears the sharp report of a face-slap.

	Somehow Cori opens her eyes to look.

	The beaten child has her wrists bound in a coil of barbed wire in front of her and Mistress is walking her to the cabin door.

	Cal hooks a winch from a line which dangles just outside the helicopter to

Kasey’s fettered wrists.  Effortlessly he lifts the five year old and hoists her out

the cabin door.  Galwell, Aaron and Mistress look out the cabin windows and

Cal leans in the helicopter’s cabin doorway.

	Wind and noise rush into the helicopter.  Cori feels the cold morning air on her naked broken body.

	Though Cori cannot see it Galwell’s baby daughter, the last of his recent brood, is slowly lowered over the frothy ocean.

	The sea is calm. It is a sunny clear morning and the helicopter is some thirty feet over the water hovering.  A swirl of frothy ripples appears under the helicopter.

	Dangling by her arms little Kasey is screaming and crying and kicking.

	Underneath her the water is suddenly alive with eddies and swirls and

dark fins.

	“Not too fast,” Galwell shouts. “Let them get a taste first.”

	“Look at that one!” Mistress shouts excitedly. “He’s huge.”

	They are great whites, magnificent gleaming hulks, graceful in the water as they circle below the helicopter drawn to the naked pale form drifting down toward them, hanging from the pulley line, legs flailing.



	(On the way out to the sharks and while Cori drifted in and out of consciousness all the killers had raped and beaten little Kasey senseless.  Steve and Stan had taken turns piloting the craft and coming back to the cabin to take part in the child’s destruction.  Master had fist-fucked the wailing five year old as the men urged him on then he’d spent himself on her and turned her over to Lou. After

a grueling battering fuck the bald killer had ejaculated on the little slut’s face. Then

all of them had another go at her, double-teaming her, making her lick their

assholes and balls, slapping and punching her, mauling her unmercifully. The

little girl was like putty in their hands, almost unresponsive near the end after a night of sexual battery, broken, catatonic. Then Mistress had strapped on a steel-spiked dildo and while the killers held Galwell’s daughter down the hooded bitch had reamed out Kasey’s little cunt and asshole, ripping the little bitch to shreds inside. Revived by the horrific pain the baby had screamed wildly kicking and jerking in desperate futility.

	As she watched through blurry eyes, barely alive, straining for every breath, Cori realized this would most likely be the fate her own daughter would endure in the end, this ravenous destruction.  	

	The blonde teen lay on the gurney and watched, fading in and out, her face and head smeared with blood, as the helicopter engine thundered overhead.)



	Small trickles of blood spill down little Kasey’s legs and into the ocean.  Her

kicking legs scissor back and forth and her feet now graze the cold rolling surface.

	The sharks poke their snouts up out of the water under the screaming infant.  They sniff blood. They rage hungrily.

	Cal’s hand deftly works the button panel that controls the pulley. He stops Kasey’s descent as the child’s feet touch the waves.

	“Good,” Galwell says watching out the cabin window intently. “Hold ‘er there.”

	A few seconds later the first shark sweeps up under the Kasey, jaws wide, fin slicing out of the waves. One wrenching snap and both Kasey’s feet are chomped off her ankles. 

	The killers whoop with excitement.

	 Two more sharks leap wildly out of the water and clamp their large mouths around the five year old’s legs.  As they fall back into the water the men smile with sick satisfaction.  

	“That’s beautiful,” Mistress groans, rubbing herself desperately.

	Cori can’t see what is happening outside but from the reactions of the killers she knows Kasey is done for.

	What the blonde teen can’t see is the awesome sight of Kasey now torn up, her cute little legs bitten off midthigh, blood jetting from her, her wrists ripped raw

on the barbed wire by the yanking force the animals have exerted in trying to pull her down into their realm.

	“Bring ‘er up,” Master orders gruffly unsheathing his knife.

	Cal trips the switch and the pulley motor reverses direction hoisting Kasey back up toward the helicopter.

	The sharks below assume they’ve been cheated and they swirl and leap furiously.

	Master moves to the cabin door and now Cori sees the gruesomely mutilated

baby wailing and bouncing just outside the helicopter.

	“Naaaa! Waaaaghhhh!” Kasey screams.  Her legstumps kick every which

way spattering gore on Master and Cal and into the helicopter.

	Cori is transfixed by the baby’s unfathomable terror.

	The killers laugh and jeer.

	 Master grabs the child and pulls her half way into the cabin.  He puts his

cock to her ripped anal aperture slick with seawater and blood and enters her

and as he fucks her he makes a cut from the top of her belly right to her cunt

and then from one hip to the other, a perfect disemboweling cross cut,  destructively

deep.  

	Cheered on by Mistress and his friends he spends a few more fuckstrokes on the doomed baby then pushes her off his dick and back out over the water.

	Spilling guts and blood Kasey’s now lowered to the sharks. The killers

stroke themselves to full erections as the great whites leap out of the water and

attack their target.  Sharp gleaming teeth gash into cut up babyflesh, rip

her entire lower body off the child.  Kasey is still screaming although the sound is

drowned out by the helicopter’s roar as the huge jaws feast, grinding into

her ribs and lungs, engulfing finally her little head and ripping her arms from

the barbed wire.

	The killers are now viciously aroused.  They circle Mistress and she draws

back to the rear of the craft.

	“It’s her turn, now,” Mistress says pointing down at Cori.

	“No, bitch,” Master tells her smiling, his bloody knife still drawn.  “It’s your turn.”

	“What?! No. No, wait. Shit. Not like this.”

	Cal grabs the short female ripping the hood off her face.

	Unmasked, Alicia Robles is no longer Mistress.  She’s just another luckless cunt.

	“Pleease!” she wheezes feebly, realizing this has been the plan all along, as Master approaches, knife out in front of him.

	Cal holds her by her arms from behind.

	“Pleease, sir. No!”

	“Shut up, bitch.”

	“You can’t! I’m useful to you! I can - gguughhh!”

	Master thrusts the knife right into the nude dark-skinned woman’s belly button, right to the hilt, twists it in the grunting female and gores out a slash

as he withdraws the blade. 

	“Your useful days are over, pig.” 

	Aaron and Lou unsheathe their knives and plunge them into the hysterically screaming latina as Cal holds her for them.  They stab her thighs and abdomen until her legs give out.  Cal drops her to the cabin floor and they take turns kill-fucking her brutally right ther next to Cori.  Steve and Stan too alternate keeping the helicopter in a hovering pattern and assisting in the final slaughter rape of Master’s doomed accomplice.

	When the men have taken their fill they bind Alica’s ankles with barbed

wire and hang her out on the winch line.

	She’s still babbling and pleading, unable to grasp or accept what is happening to her, as she’s lowered to the sharks, her guts streaming from her multiply-gouged belly.  The early morning sun gleams on Alicia’s brown flesh as the waves lap at her face.

	“She won’t be easy to replace,” Cal comments.

	The others look out the cabin windows as the sharks rocket upward to rip Alicia’s head off and then tear into her torso.

	“We’ll find another one,” Galwell says. “There’s plenty of fish in the sea.”

	The men laugh.

	For a brief moment all that’s left of Mistress is her long slender legs,

marked with whip-welts and stab-wounds.  They hang off the barbed-wire

coil rotating lifelessly.  Then the sharks leap again, jaws slashing, rending.

One pretty female foot hangs on the end of the unraveled wire and then springs free and splashes into the bloody froth in the waves.



	Now the killers turn to Cori.

	The young bitch lies in a pool of blood in the gurney.

	“Can you kneel?” Master asks her.

	She nods. There is no need for words.

	“Do it. Up on your knees. You’re going to suck cock.”

	She knows this will be the last thing for her, the final act of her life. She rolls over on her belly off the gurney on to a puddle of Alicia Robles’ gore.  Cori’s arms and legs feel rubbery as she tries to push herself up.

	The men watch her struggle enjoying it, knowing she is doing it for them. to please them, though it is taking everything she has.

	“Come on, pig.”

	“Stupid little whore.”

	“You’re gonna be sharkbait, fuckface.”

	“Yeah. And it’ll all be on video.”

	“For posterity...”

	Laughter.

	“We’ll be sure to enjoy it when you’re gone, scumbag.”

Whuff - Whuff - Whuff - Whuff -

	The helicopter blades sweep and slash. Bright morning sunlight bathes the

cabin in an eerie golden light.

	On the third attempt Cori pushes herself halfway up and then kneels on her

haunches tottering, blood spilling from her bashed skull.

	“Good bitch,” Master growls. “Fuck her mouth. Cum in her throat.”

	Each of the killers now takes his last pleasure with the teenager.

	Lou moves around Cori with the video camera, tiny red recording light blinking.

	Her nail-pierced hands hang inertly at her sides, arms limply dangling. Her head is angled up to the thrusting cockshafts that violate her.  She gags and 

coughs up spit and blood as each man grips her bloody stringy blonde mane to ram his fuckrod down her gullet.  Blood pools under her from her open womb.  She

is empty now.  Her gifts offered.  Plundered and destroyed she accepts the males,

accepts their violence and their rage unflinchingly, adoringly.

	Cal and Aaron empty their black cocks into her first, drain their balls in

her. Then Steve and Stan take her until thick milky spunk drools out her mouth and

nostrils.  Each man grunts with spastic release.  She loves to see them this way

knowing she is pleasing them, knowing they will take part of her with them

now, that she will be their meat forever.  Lou is last. Just like when they first took her that night long ago in Galwell’s cabin after the whipping - His impossibly huge

organ arches upward in front of her as he hands the camera off to Cal.

	“Down the hatch, sweetiepie,” he grunts. “All of it.”

	Her jaw aches as he puts his giant cock in her mouth.  She can’t

breathe and almost faints and he has to hold her up by her head.  Forcefully

he pushes in to the hilt until her broken nose is in his pubic patch, until she’s choking and making retching noises.  Then savagely he begins pumping.

	“That’s how I like it,” he hisses. “Ahh yeahh - yeahhhh! That’s it, you little bitchh....so - fuckin’- good - uhh - Uhh! Fuckkk yeahhhh!”

	His hot semen floods against the back of her throat and she gags on

it and swallows and swallows.

	Lou hands her off to Master, she unable to keep herself up, and she’s held there by her tangled hair.

	Galwell lifts his cock and pushes forward against her.

	“Lick my balls you piece of shit.”

	She obeys drooling spit, mancum and blood.

	“Ahh, yeahh.  Keep licking. All around - uhh - Between them. Up in there - ahh - yeahh - nice -”

	She needs to please him this one final time, to give and give though she can

barely stay conscious.

	Her tongue is heavenly on him, soft, silky, slobbery, warm.

	“No limits, pig. That’s what you said. That’s what you wanted.”

	“Ghmm.”

	“And no limits is what you got. No limits is what I’ve given you - right from the beginning.”

	“Ghh.”

	He holds his cock for her, pointed at her mouth.

	“Suck.”

	The others are watching her. She draws pleasure from them watching, knowing they are satiated, knowing they feast on her final surrender to her Master as if it were some sumptuous dessert. Cal trains the camera on her as her lips engulf Galwell’s prick.

	She knows others will watch the tape, others like her, others who will have fallen under Master’s dark spell.  She knows they will wonder how it is possible, how such surrender of everything is even feasible.  And she knows he will teach

them, patiently and persistently. Teach them, use them, break them and finally

finish them - just as he’s done with her.

	He mouthfucks her for a bit and then takes his cock out to rub it all over her bloody face.  He scoops up wads of cum from the other men on her cheeks and thrusts them back into her mouth with it.  He gouges her throat. He stares down into her blank eyes. Her tatooed skewer-wounded tits jiggle to his thrusts.

	“You’re dead meat now, Cori - uhh - uh - keep going - that’s right - that’s real nice - dead fuckmeat - That’s all you’ve ever been.  Right from the beginning.”

	Again he takes his cock out of her mouth to smear it on her face and when

he jams it back in he’s ready to cum. Instead of huffing and grunting with orgasmic pleasure like the others he is quiet, almost serene as his thick hot spunk explodes in her gullet.

	“That’s all a hoochie pig like you can ever be - filthy - stinking - dead - fuckmeat...”

	“Uuwwrrghhh!” she groans lost in his hateful glare.

	“Drink me,” he growls. “You’re gonna die with the taste of me in your mouth, pig.”

	He closes his eyes arching, head tipped back, unloading in her, still holding her to his cock, his balls slapping against her chin.

	“Swallow,” he tells her. “Swallow it all.”

	She does so, audibly gurgling and gagging on the massive ejaculate.

	Then he pulls out and releases her and she topples the floor.

	Moments later she’s hauled up between Aaron and Lou.  Master stands in front of her a large grapple hook in his hand.

	“Open your filthy mouth.”

	He stabs the hooktip under her jaw and rips it through so that it emerges out her open lips between her teeth.

	She screams - a hopeless, raw-throated cry.

	Cal’s got the camera on her. 

	Master attaches the end of the pulley line to the hook.

	Cal hands the camera to Lou as the men let her drop.

	Cal works the winch.

	She hears the whirr of the motor, a metallic grinding that accompanies the

steady rotor thrashing of the helicopter and she feels herself being pulled by the

hook in her mouth to the cabin door, dragged bodily across the floor. She tries to hold on to something but her nail-gouged hands no longer work. Then she’s whipped out into the blazing morning light, into empty space, legs dangling, the whooshing wind of the prop blade above her, Master standing in the cabin door, knife in hand.

	Over his shoulder she can see the video camera on Cal’s shoulder as Master

unsheathes his knife.

	She’s surprised by how little pain comes from the cut itself, a long slash

from hip to hip that opens her belly.  But following the cut a hellish agony erupts

in her abdomen as blood fountains down her legs.  

	She thinks she’s screaming but she can only hear the helicopter engine,

a deafening ostinato drone in her ears.

	She sees him reach out and grab her nipple. Then he’s slicing off her breast,

patiently sawing until it rips away and spills down her body rolling down her body, off her leg and to the water below.  She jerks awkwardly, trying to turn herself to offer him the other ravaged, tattoo-marked breast, to make it easy for him, to assist him in the destruction of her body, and as he grabs her she watches him as he cuts away at her, the blinding haze of pain almost finishing her. And now more than ever she worships him. She watches him as he works on her, that fierce hateful concentration calls up nothing but worship from her.

	Almost as an afterthought he reaches down, pries her cuntlips apart and slices

off the nub of meat at the top of her womanslit.

	Now clitless, titless and gutted she’s lowered screaming to the sea.

	Ten feet from the surface the pulley motor stops. Between hoarse cries she

gasps for air. Blood pools in her mouth and gurgles in her throat.

	Moments later something splashes heavily into the water to her right.  Another object to the left.  Female carcasses bob up to the surface and the sharks

attack them rabidly.  Cori realizes the men are dumping the bodies and the pieces of bodies of the murdered girls into the sea.  One after another nineteen female bodies,

the young women and children killed at Valley General are tossed to the predators.

	Four bodies, including Bobbie Sayles exquisite headless corpse, have been left behind, impaled and mounted on rotissaries in a special cooking room on the thirty seventh floor.   It will be the consummation of the blood orgy awaiting Galwell’s men when they return from their helicopter trip - a cannibalistic feast shared with all the orgy guests before all the men shower, dress and leave the hospital returning once again to their respectable lives in the city.

	Steve, Stan, Aaron, Cal and Lou will remain on the thirty seventh floor of

Valley General for two days cleaning up all traces of human destruction.

	Then they’ll each depart, go their own ways, take some time off before returning to duty at the cabin and the MEDCOM warehouse, and after a suitable replacement for Alicia Robles is found the cycle of torture and killing will begin all over again. 

	The twenty-fourth cadaver now, the last, is Cori’s mom, dragged to the helicopter door and flung outward.

	After the splash-fall Megan’s arms drift wide apart.  Face down she seems to be hugging the ocean. 

	Then, when they finish with the others, the sharks come up under her and rip her to shreds.

	Below Cori the animals dart about in a frenzy. The pulley motor whirrs again.

	The shimmering water is coming up to greet Cori now, her legs kicking

weakly, the scarlet froth below swirling furiously, her guts seeping out of the knife gash in her belly and splashing into it.

	Are you ready?

	The water is freezing and her wounded feet jerk away from the contact but inexorably she’s lowered into it.  Surprisingly the sharks don’t rip into her right away. Maybe their apetite has been blunted by the previous feedings. Maybe they are just enjoying the scent of her suffering body before the kill. She’s in the

water up to her thighs before the first bite comes, a savage goring that leaves

a concave hole in her side.  Her mouth is wide open and the hook pushes out

through it as another yanking comes from below.  One of the sharks has her

by the legs.

	Yes ready yes ready yes yes

	Her head thumps against the metal hook as more sharks now clamp on

her abdomen and rip the pretty teenager in half.  She’s howling now.  The sharks battle each other for the tasty young meat. One arm then the other are tug-ripped right out of her. Blade-sharp teeth snare her debreasted torso, rip apart her ribcage and one last ferocious tug rips her off the grapple hook.

	Cori’s blonde mutilated head bobs face up on the waves.

	Cori, Cori. What’s the story?

	She can still see.

	Above her, Master looks down.

	The story. The story.

	She can distinguish him clearly thirty feet above her and she wants to tell him

how much she loves him but her mouth cannot shape words any more. It

is just a ripped out gash. 

	It seems to her he is smiling - a terrible gloating smile - and he’s looking down right through her emerald eyes into the center of her soul. 

	It seems to her he’s claiming her, owning her, taking what is left.

	She can still taste him, along with the salty ocean.

	In that fleeting instant she gives - gives all that’s left to give.

	Then the cabin door is sliding shut and the helicopter is banking slightly and

skimming away toward the horizon.

	Cori is finally and terribly alone, left behind. Dumped. Ripped apart. Useless.

	She can still feel, and smell and taste - though there is no breath.

	The last thing is a thunderbolt of horror, panic, emptiness.

	Then the jaws explode out of the water and surround and close with

a terrible crunching snap.































Epilogue



	Galwell lay on his stomach on a sunlit patch of grass, naked, legs spread apart. The cabin, the barn and the pond completed the landscape behind him, beyond a row of trees.

	A fourteen year old redhead hung by her bound ankles from one of the oak

trees a few yards away, dead, a spear through her throat, her slender freckled

body covered with ugly welts and cuts.

	“Do it nice and slow,” Galwell said softly. “You know how I like it.”

	The hot summer sun bore down on his back and on his cheek, his face

turned to his right, blades of grass tickling his skin.

	“Yes, daddy,” the child behind him responded.

	Galwell watched her shadow moving on the grassblades.

	He’d decided to name her Taryn, the name of a young bimbo he’d once

slow-hacked to death with a machete.  He liked the name. It seemed to fit Cori’s

daughter perfectly.

	Taryn was now almost nine years old, a beautiful blonde child, rosy-cheeked and with creamy skin like her mom, skin that bruised and marked easily.

	Four other girl babies, Taryn’s sisters had already been used up. Two were buried in a ditch near the cabin. The other two were in the pond.

	Taryn poured baby oil from a plastic flask into her small hands and she

began to massage it into her father’s back and shoulders.

	She loved him so much. He was so big. So powerful.

	“Like this, daddy?”

	“Mm-hmm - just like that you little shit. You better make me happy or you’ll end up like Annie over there.”

	“Yes, daddy.”

	Annie, the redhead teenager who hung upside down from the tree, had given

Galwell a good time for the last two days.  Cal had brought her out to the cabin

fresh, kidnapped from a suburban neighborhood at gunpoint.

	Both men had raped and beaten the sobbing child, used her well, tortured her while Taryn had watched. Then Cal had left to attend to some business in the city

and Galwell had been left alone with Taryn and Annie on the compound.

	These days he spent a lot of time on the compound.  He had resigned his post at Valley General.  The bloodorgies on the thirty seventh floor had made him extremely wealthy but he’d decided that continuing such activities in the heart of

the city would be foolish.  He could more easily protect the privacy of his patrons

and his own here in the woods far from any possible detection.

	Some of his men had moved on. Steve and Aaron were gone. But Cal, Stan

and Lou were still on the team and a few female accomplices had come and gone

since Alicia Robles, some better, some worse.

	Also Galwell had made contact with two other bitchkillers who had become aware of his operation, cruel cunt-butchers like himself who had made him realize that, not only was he not alone in his pursuits but that in comparison he was more than likely the least ambitious of the three, less of the badass he’d thought himself.

	The two men, Trevor and Stryker had spent a couple of interesting weeks with him at the cabin.  Bitchblood had flowed in bucketfuls.  Trevor and Stryker had convinced Galwell to join their ranks and leave the medical profession.

	“You can always practice surgery,” Trevor had told him. “You don’t need to do it in a hospital.”

	“Yeah,” Stryker had added with a sneer as he’d rubbed his tattooed cock against a dying slut’s bloodwhipped asscheeks. “There’s always a place for a man who is good with a scalpel.”

	So Galwell had left Valley General and closed out the thirty seventh floor secret area making sure no trace of what had gone on there would ever be discovered and he’d started spending a lot of his time at the cabin entertaining himself, mostly with Taryn, spending lots of quality time with his pretty daughter, refining and developing his abusive techniques, exploring his sadism to its limit, and making plans to visit Trevor or Stryker when the opportunity presented itself.

	Now he lay in the sun, enjoying the heat and the slow excitement building in his loins. 

	Meanly aroused the killer had beaten both children for most of the morning and then he’d crudely speared the fourteen year old before shooting off on her screaming, gasping, dying face.

	His daughter now gently massaged the slick oil into his skin making him hard again.

	Her face darkly bruised and her body striped by his lash she was full of love for him.

	She loved him beyond words and wanted only his pleasure.

	She had no memory other than of suffering for him and being his.

	She was nothing but a child painpig fuck-animal.

	He had shown Taryn the videos of her mom.  He’d shown them to her over and over, from the first beatings to the final gruesome destruction, lowered from

the Medivac helicopter into shark-infested waves. He liked to show them to her while he fucked her, up her ass and up her cuntlet.

	He’d let Stryker and Trevor fuck her and whip her as well.

	Both men had taken their fill of little Taryn.

	“I’m gonna kill you too when your time comes, bitch,”he always told her. 

	Cori’s daughter accepted it.

	There was no other truth for her.

	Her hands moved down his strong body to his ass.  She put more oil on her palms and pushed her hands down between his legs to massage his big

beautiful cock nestled under him against the grassblades.  She teased his balls, traced

the full length of his manshaft with her index fingers and thumbs.

	“That’s nice, pig. Now get your face in there. Lick my asshole.”

	Galwell spread his legs further apart as Taryn knelt between them and dipped her head down between his buttcheeks. She pressed her tongue against his

anus and then licked up and down the crevice between his buttocks, all the way from his balls to the base of his spine.  Her soft hair caressed his rump.

	“Take some oil in your mouth like I showed you.”

	She took a swig from the flask, filling her mouth with the slick fluid, leaning

down again to spew it out slowly against his balls at the same time as she licked him.

	“That’s it - ahhh - real nice you filthy little shit - alright. Get up. We’re going in the house.”

	Slowly Galwell got to his feet and his nine year old daughter followed meekly as he moved toward the cabin.

	Inside it was cool from the air conditioning.

	Taryn followed her dad into the bedroom and watched him pick up the single tail.

	Goose bumps came up on her arms and legs.	 He’d already whipped her twice that day. Now he was going to do it again.

	She’d watched him kill Annie and she’d frigged herself, making herself cum while he did it. It was so incredibly beautiful - the way blood had spurted from the cute teenager’s neck and from her screaming mouth.

	Taryn’s father turned to her.

	“Kneel,” he said pointing at the floor near the wall.

	He stood over her, slow-stroking with one hand, the whip dangling from the other.

	“You’re so pretty,” he said. “Just like your momma.”

	“Yes, daddy.”

	“I killed her the day you were born. It was real fucking nice. You’ve seen how nice it was.”

	“Mm-hmm. You hurt her real bad.”

	“I cut ‘er open and fed ‘er to the sharks.”

	“Is that what you’ll do with me, daddy?”

	“Maybe.”

	He took a step toward her, cupped her chin in his hand lifting her face and then he slapped her viciously. She gave out a stifled cry and staggered against the wall but managed to stay on her knees.

	“Maybe I’ll do something worse to you, pig.”

	“Yes, daddy,” she moaned. “I deserve it.”

	“Now tell me you love me.”

	“I do love you daddy. I love you so much.”

	“Tell me you’ll die for me.”

	“Yes. I’ll die for you daddy. To please you.”

	Galwell took two steps back and began whipping the kneeling child.

	Submissively Taryn drew here hands behind her and offered herself to him as the lash sliced across her chest and belly and the tops of her thighs.

	After thirty strokes Galwell tossed the whip aside and went to the night table.

	He took the barbed dildo from the drawer and strapped it on pushing his cock into the sheathe in the torture implement and buckling it around his waist.

	Taryn began to sob softly.  He’d only done this to her once before.  The memory of the pain made her tremble visibly.

	“Get on the bed,” Galwell growled. “Daddy’s gonna fuck you to blood.”

	“Yes daddy,” the nine year old sobbed.

	She got up went to the bed and lay on her back.

	“Spread ‘em wide,” Galwell said approaching his daughter.

	She opened her legs for him and he stood at the edge of the bed.  He took her by her thighs, positioned the punishing dildo to her small hairless cunt and

thrust into her.

	She opened her mouth wide to scream and he smiled.

	Her cute lips were still slick with baby oil.
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