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 be considering turning this type of fantasy into reality should certainly seek psychiatric help or counseling.  Remember that your actions in the real world have consequences and consequences based on what is depicted here would be seriously

destructive to all involved.  If you decide to play in the real world be sure its consensual and

be sure its as safe as both partners want it to be.



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





						Meat II



	The Beast prowls again, ever hungry for fresh slaughter.

	Spawned in the darkest frustrations these tales are meant only for those that fully grasp and enjoy their depraved extremes.

	All of us are potential killers as well as potential birth-givers and each one of us makes a choice.

	I choose to create, to eke out something useful from this chaos rather than be destroyed by it - I choose darkness in a quest for light.

	Humans are unfortunately flawed.  We thirst as much for justice as for selfish pleasure.

	As in Meat, the prequel to this set of stories, I explore the world of predators,

those who care nothing for morality or legality, those who follow only the darkest

needs humans can feel.

	These predators have made their choice and lived it.

	Most of us are the victims of our choices.

	Most of us do not choose victims as these predators do but walk in a world determined by accident and coincidence, terminated when the whim of Fate

dictates.

	Sadism and sexual murder may ultimately be a rage against this lack of choice, a desperate attempt to take control of what we have no control over.

	Killing for pleasure reduces death to an orgasmic thrill and robs it of its

true philosophical finality - one most of us would rather not think about.	

	And for those who consider sexual predators and killers perverts who should be hung by their testicles I urge you to strongly consider those pillars of society who run corporations that destroy the earth and pollute the air, or those maginificent men who run governments and send thousands of blameless citizens to their deaths.

	To assume human sadism is only an isolated and occasional perversion is to

fail to grasp its larger historical dimensions.

	For every Ted Bundy there is a Richard Nixon.

	For every Charlie Manson there’s a George W. Bush.

	Darkness is solid all around us - and now and then, only briefly, there is light.

	For now let us go into the shadows and see what we can find...

	



***						***						***



daddy,



by the time u read this i’ll be ded. sorry cuz my spelling’s so bad.  i waz never good in school i know i dispoint you. i know u hate me.  i found yur fountain pen in the desk drawer in your ofice. its a bootiful pen u say it belong to yur dad. sorry i mess it up but its the bestest way i could rite this in my blud. pen works good for that. it suks up the blud real good. peeple gonna say why that little girl do dat? she only thirteen & so purty wid her hole life head of her. but u know why daddy. u know its cuz i luv u so much. Peeple don know the stuff u did 2 me. nobody knows. Is secret, jus like you sed it shuld be. Jus you & me know.  U r gona be the 1 that find me.  U r almost home now & soon u find me layin here on ur bed. i cut myself for u, daddy. i’m dizzy now. it feels good all the blood comin out. i cut my arms first & then my legs on the knees & ankles & then my titties jus 2 hurt good for u cuz u hate me soo much.  i cut all the places u like 2 hit me even my niples & my fuckhole for u. those litle rasors r sharp!  i hop u like my fuckhole my dirty fuckhole like u call it all cut up like dat. i know u hate my fuckhole & want 2 see it like dat. blood so warm looks so good on my wite skin daddy on the sheets, on the riting paper. it soked all the way into the matres. sorry for the mess daddy but i know u like it messy u always sed so.  Dont feel bad i did this.  i liked all the things u did 2 me. i liked bein ur little peace of shit hor. i liked it when u hit me lef blak & blues all over me & fuked me. its the first memry i hav u know? u playin wid me down there wid ur fingers. u mak me feel so good daddy. & then when u made me take ur pp in my muth. wait a minit i hav 2 fill the pen bak up again



i squish blud out my rist. is so gloopy stiky on evrything

the pen suk it up



o daddy i lov u the way u taste when u cum in my muth after u hit me. i luv the pain so much! i luv it when u git mad & chok me. after mumma die i wuz all u had & u let all the mean in u out on me & i luved it.  i luved bein ur peace of shit hor when u put ur cok in me feels so nice daddy & speshly when u started doin it up my buthole. it hurt so good like u was gona bust me wide open. like u sed i deserve it so bad when u beat me wid ur belt. i like how the belt make me feel hot all over speshly the bukle. dat hurt on me bad. more & more daddy i felt u wanted me 2 die for u. u hate me soo much & wanted me 2 hurt so bad there was nothin more 2 hurt u wanted me 2 cut me 2 peaces i culd feel it so dat’s why i do it, daddy for u cut myself 2 peaces all for u daddy. wish i culd cut my feet & hands off for u cuz i luv u so much but i don have the nerve. i tried 2 cut my finger off but it hurt 2 bad.



got 2 fill pen bak up



u gonna be the one dat finds me & i know u gonna feel bad but don call the

ambalence or the police first. don call dem. first fuk me, daddy, k? first fuk me.

fuk me when im all bluddy & ded on the bed for u. get nekid & lif my legs

up & spred me open like u like 2 do & put ur big hard cock in me daddy.

all the way up me when im ded. fuk my cut up fukhol & den flip me over & fuk my buthole 2. uze me good daddy before u call the ambalence & let them have me.  Don wory if they look in me & find ur cum daddy.  they wont cuz i be a sucide & u can say u don want them 2 look in me cuz i be sucide. they never know. no one ever know cept u & me. is our secrit. u can keep this note & don let anyone know u hav it. keep it & read it evrytime u want 2 cum.  mebbe u can cum on my face after u fuk me. i wont cut it with the blades so u can spit on it & cum on it like u like 2 do. u can wipe it up before the ambalence gets here.  mebbe u can take pitchers like u do sometimes. take pitchers of me all bluddy with the cum & spit on my face



or mebbe u don have 2 call the ambalence. u can keep me for a while & uze me all up like i know u want 2. mebbe u can cut my arms & legs off & fuk me like that. cut my head off & fuk it on ur cock then bury me in the woods & say i ran away. if u do like that u can cum in me over & over daddy. u can fill me all up before u trash me. i wuld like that even better. i wuld luv 2 know u uzed me real

good the way u always say i deserve 2 b uzed



cant rite no mor 



im shit like u always sed i was



i feel real week daddy. u can give all my toys & stuff 2 Allison. shes by bestest friend at school. don worry she don know nothin either. our secrit is jus you & me



its nice like this



u be home soon



fuk me daddy when u find me fuk me good i want u 2 i want u 2



look at me first i know u get hard when u look at me all bluddy & ded on ur bed

look at me & think about it & hate me & then fuk me



i luv u so much daddy



***						***						***





	In the veiled moonlight the sea seemed almost purple, a vast limitless darkness.  The wind blew across the white beach and whistled with eerie insistence through pines and palm trees where sand ended and jungle began.

	The nude man, a dark silouhette against the pale glow, looked up at the clouds in the night sky and hoped they would dissipate.  If they didn’t he would not be able to see clearly what he was about to do and his enjoyment would be curtailed.  He didn’t want to have to use the hazard lamp he’d brought along. He knew it needed fresh batteries besides it would spoil the scene somehow. 

	Seeing was crucial. Seeing was everything. It was important to see the event clearly, to carry it forever in memory.

	“Move,” he urged impatiently and tugged on the leash.

	The luscious mulatto bitch grunted as the man pulled her by her collared neck out of the jungle path and on to the beach.  Her arms were pulled behind her, elbows cinched tightly, and her wrists handcuffed at the small of her back.   She wore a short one piece white dress, a cheap party dress, now smudged and torn, and one high heel sandal, the other one lost when the man had brutally fist-raped her in the abandoned house.  

	The house had been part of a failed construction project up the hill beyond the jungle, overlooking the sea. Severe financial setbacks had plagued the firm that had begun the project and the site had been abandoned. That was before insurgents took the capital and the country fell apart. Since then, the unfinished upscale suburban homes lay in ruins, mostly overrun by teeming tropical vegetation.  The skeletal ruins, once the property of Meridel’s rich and powerful ruling families provided a perfect locale and backdrop for the man’s deranged nocturnal pursuits.

	Amparo, the bound woman who was now being led out on the deserted expanse of sand had been only twelve at the time the troubles in the country began.  Her father and mother had both been killed when the militants had planted a bomb at the Chamber of Commerce building across the street and the white-hot blast tore apart their store along with three other structures in the middle of town.  

	The pretty cinammon-skinned child had no other family to take care of her and she’d ended up on the street after her family’s house had been reposessed.  Social services in the new regime were non-existent and orphans like Amparo had to fend for themselves on the lawless streets of Maridel Beach along with the other lost children, prey to the American tourists looking for young fuckmeat.

	Now Amparo was twenty five.  Two years earlier she’d started working

as a dancer a the Siete Fuegos night club in Maridel.  It was a step above whoring, though she still turned a trick now  and then.  It was at the Siete Fuegos that the man had seen her, the man who now tugged on the leash and walked her like an animal on to the strip of beach and ocean fifty miles south of Maridel.  

	He’d requested a lap dance in the dark corner of the club and put a hundred dollar bill on the table. As she’d leaned toward him she saw the colored lights reflected in his hungry eyes.  The electronic music thumped loudly and she’d moved seductively for him and his rapacious stare had moved down her sinuously undulating body.  

	“There will be five more of these for you,” he said indicating the bill on the table as she straddled his thighs. “If you spend the night with me at my villa up the coast.”

	She’d flashed him a sexy smile and continued to bump and grind to the

music.  Bending forward she waggled her big firm breasts in his face. Five hundred dollars was a lot of money in Meridel. More than she could earn at Siete Fuegos

in a month.

	He did not smile back.

	Something about him attracted her deeply. Many men watched her with leering eyes, day in and day out. But this guy was different. She wanted to be lost in those dark unfeeling eyes.  There was something there, some hard merciless fury.

	Amparo liked cruel men.  The first man who’d payed her for sex when

she was just thirteen had been vicious.  He’d slapped her and called her names

and burned her with cigarettes.  But he’d given her money and she’d been able

to stop being hungry and even to buy some shoes.  There had been many cruel men

since then - more as her country went through more and more unpredictable political spasms - but something about this one was special.  

	Miguel, he said his name was.  He was quiet and stern as she danced for him

and the way he looked at her made her all wet and weak.  She thought she would have gone with him even if he hadn’t offered the money.

	He’d been waiting for her outside on the neon lit strip when she finished

at the club and she’d clip-clopped to him on her high heel sandals, smiling broadly, her short white dress sashaying as she moved down the street,  some guy whistling as she strode past.  He’d watched her come to him as he leaned against the passenger side of the dark blue Mercedes and opened the door for her, his

eyes hard, making her feel suddenly self-conscious, making the smile evaporate from

her lips.

	The car had been a perk for his service to the revolution, a gift from the

Comandante on the ten year aniversary of the Party’s first national convention.

	“Gracias,” she’d said, trying to smile again as she slid into the leather seat.

	“Pleasure is all mine,” he said drily. 

	Her dress rode way up on her firm brown thighs and as he got in, started up the car and drove his hand eventually moved on to her cool skin.

	She trembled and bit her lip as his fingers slipped under the hem of the white

dress to gently probe her shaved mons.

	The Mercedes purred quietly down Meridel’s narrow main street.

	“Mmm,” he said. “I can smell your cunt from here.”

	Streelights and storefronts moved by in a blur and she smiled again and tilted her head back.  Soft music came for the radio as his hand moved down to open her

and stroke her. His fingers were hard and rough.

	He said nothing until they were well out of town then he slowed down and pulled on to the grassy shoulder of the road, startling her.

	He stepped out of the car, went around, opened the trunk and leaned in.

When he opened her door she saw the dog collar and the handcuffs in his hand.

	“Wait a minute,” she said. “I don’t do -”

	“Get out of the car.”

	“Look, I don’t do that shit - I -”

	“I said get out of my car or I’ll drag you out, you stupid little whore.”

	As she rose out of the vehicle he swung her around and put the cuffs on her

effortlessly.  She was dazed, still aroused from his handling, and had no opportunity

to even offer resistance.  He was strong and brutish and she didn’t think she

would get very far if she opposed him.

	“Please,” she said, trying to reason. “I’ll suck your cock. I’ll fuck

you. I’ll do anything you want. You don’t have to -”

	“Callate!” he hissed threateningly holding up one hand.  The gesture stopped her cold.

	He put the dog collar on her and taking her by one arm he pulled her toward

the back of the car.  She cried out in surprise as he lifted her easily off her

feet and tossed her into the trunk.  Then he stood over her, one hand on the

trunk lid the other one reaching under his expensive dinner jacket to pull out

the black automatic pistol and show it to her.

	“You’ll stay in there and keep your mouth shut and be a good little puta or I’ll take you out of the car and use this, you got it?”

	Now trembling with fear she’d nodded nervously and he’d slammed the trunk shut. She knew he was an important man, probably with government connections.  She would have to do her best not to antagonize him in any way. She was terrified.

	The car drove on for what seemed an eternity and then the trunk had 

swung open and he’d stood there naked, a dark leather belt around his waist

and a knife sheathed at his hip.  He was dusky and muscular with well delineated

biceps and pectoral muscles and his face was sharply chiseled.  His swarthy skin

gleamed in the red glow of the car’s tail-lights; moonlight haloed his jet-black hair and his powerful shoulders.   His cock was a dark pendant in his crotch, not fully

erect but already sizably tumescent. The unexpected sight of her captor framed

against the night sky made Amparo’s breath catch in her throat and her heart race.

	He’d got her out of the trunk to put a leash on her collar and pull her behind

him up a row of concrete steps to the shell of the unfinished house overlooking

the dark ocean.  As he walked her inside she shuffled across the debris

strewn floor. He seemed to know exactly where he was going, forcing her to follow helplessly.   He wore black rubber boots and bits of concrete and wood crunched under his steps as he moved purposefully.  Her own white open-toed mules were extremely inappropriate to negotiate the terrain and she stumbled dangerously, nearly tripping several times.  

	“Get up on that,” he’d told her brusquely after he’d led her into what would have probably been the spacious living room of the unfinished suburban home.  He pointed to a carpenter’s table that had been left there when the workmen deserted the site years before.

	“Sit up there.”

	She’d followed his command wordlessly.  What choice did she have?

Maybe he would take his pleasure and let her go. Then again, that didn’t seem

very likely.

	The structure had no roof and moonlight beamed down from above.  In one corner the battery-operated lamp the man would later carry out on the beach was propped up on top of a rusty metal barrel. It cast a pale yellowish haze through the rotting wood-beam skeleton of the house.  Vines crept in through the square

gaps left in the incomplete walls at back of the house where the windows would

have been.  Bugs scuttled out of sight in the moldy floorboards.

	“Please,” she’d said softly, hoping not to anger her silent captor, as she leaned back awkwardly, her smooth skin scraped by the rough weatherbeaten wood as she took her weight on her cuffed hands and raised herself on to the table. “Please don’t hurt me...You know I’ll do anything you want. You don’t have to force me.”

	He’d said nothing, instead he put his hand on her chest and pushed her

down on her back on top of her bound arms.  The table creaked under her shifting weight.

	“You will do everything I want. There is no question about that.”

	Then he’d slid down on one knee and pulled her thighs apart with his strong hands.

	“Keep your fucking legs open for me,” he growled. “I’m gonna eat your

filthy pussy.”

	Silently he’d pushed his face against her and she’d felt his long tongue slake

against her exposed womanmeat. Above her, through the rows of wood beams

the night sky loomed, speckled with stars.  She clenched her cuffed hands

under her butt and lifted herself slightly, propped her high-heels on the edge

of the rough table and spread herself as wide as possible to assist him.  

	Amparo had been used and savaged by many men, countless men, some

hard and vicious, some average, some inconsequential but very few had ever done

this with her.  Most men saw no need to eat a whore’s cunt - to warm her up - men

took what they wanted, mostly cocksucking, and left.  Few men took an interest in

her pleasure and even fewer, except those whose own gratification involved

oral contact with her cunthole, had ever devoted themselves to such a deliciously

prolonged exploration and manipulation.

	Miguel began with his tongue and soon used both hands on his young dog-collared mulatto whore, spreading her labia open to lick each cuntlip up and down slowly, from her puckered asshole to her hooded clit.  He tweaked the clit gently as he tongue-probed her vaginal hole with slow repetitive motions that soon had Amparo groaning and heaving, her pussy lubricating in hot spurts.  Pressing her

face up into her he moaned hungrily and shoved his tongue into her lovehole,

moved down and teased her anus then moved back up to explore the circular

orifice that so many men had for years randomly and thoughtlessly penetrated.

	He lifted his face from her and said.

	“You are a filthy stinking whore - say that for me.”

	“Ahh - I - I’m a - a filthy - s-tinking - whore -”

	“Say it again.”

	“Yes - a - f-fuh-filthy - st-stinking - whore -”

	He went back down and used his tongue and hands some more.

	“I’m going to take this filthy stinking cunt from you,” he said.  She heard

a slithery sound and she looked down and saw he had unsheathed his knife.

	Her heart raced wildly.

	“No!” she cried.

	“Keep still and keep your legs wide apart for me.”

	His mouth continued its methodical assault on her sex, his tongue flicking

against her clit now as the index of his left hand poked gently at her fuckhole.

	Then she felt the bladetip of his knife against her anus.

	“Maybe I will fuck you here with it instead,” he said softly. “Would you like that?”

	“Ahg Dios mio! No! Please don’t!”

	Fear overwhelmed her.

	“Or here,” he said moving the sharp metal to her vaginal opening.

	Amparo trembled and sobbed but continued to hold herself open for her

captor.

	She looked down at him as he peeled her short dress up over her midriff

and put the blade to her brown belly.

	“Or maybe I’ll just slice your guts out of you.”

	“No-o -” she whimpered tremulously in Spanish. “Don’t - Let me have a 

chance to please you before - before -”

	“Before I kill you?” he asked smiling for the first time.  His face looked

like a mask in the shadowy light, one of those strange African masks Amparo had once seen in the museum in the capital.  It hovered over her as he leaned down and

put his cock to her asshole.

	“Perhaps you’re right,” he said. “I should sample the merchandise before

I waste it.”

	He thrust meanly into her, hard and dry, his big prick sliding deep into

her shit-chute.  He was big.  Bigger than she thought but maybe not as big

as some men who had taken her up the ass.  She could handle it.  

	As he slid in and out, sternly and silently fucking her he stabbed the knife

into the wooden table next to her and grabbed her hips.

	“Yesss,” she groaned faking deeper pleasure than she actually felt. “Fuck

me, Miguel. Fuck me.”

	He leaned over her and slapped her hard on the face twice, thrusting into

her with increased brutality.

	“Don’t ever call me by my name, cunt.  My name does not belong on

your filthy lips.  And don’t pretend with me like you do with your clients.  Look

at how wide your stinking asshole is.  How many men have been up you, you filthy stinking whore? A thousand? Ten thousand? Your body is like a filthy sewer. You don’t deserve my cock to be in it. But in point of fact you are gonna be fucked tonight like never in your dirty life...truly like never before...”

	Amparo bit her lip in sullen silence as tears flooded her eyes.

	Eventually her attacker slid out of her asshole and up into her cunt.

	There was nothing special about him after all, she thought.  Only that he

was forcing himself on her. Only the threat of his sharp knife.  Stupid men.  They always think their cock is bigger or better than every other man.  She didn’t know why he wanted to brag about it.  Fucked like never before? She’d had bigger and fatter dicks before, harder and meaner.  Maybe no one had eaten her pussy like that

before but so what? He hadn’t even made her cum. And now he was just

pleasing himself with her like all the others.

	Miguel fucked the bound whore for nearly a half hour, trading off between her cunt and ass, working himself up, slapping her face and pinching her nipples through her white dress and mauling her big firm boobs.  

	Then he stopped.

	“I can see this is not enough for you, pig. I can see you need more.”

	She lay on the table panting for breath, still keeping her legs open, though her

knees were shaking from the strain.

	Suddenly, Miguel hauled back and punched her in the cunt.

	She cried out and pressed her thighs together and he yanked the knife up off the table and held it threateningly aloft in his left hand.

	“Open up. I’m gonna give it to you.”

	“Don’t hurt me!” she groaned. “Pleeeease!?”

	“Open up your filthy legs or I’ll cut them off you.”

	The cunt-pounding was methodically relentless, a rhythmic slam-thrusting of

hard knuckled fist deep into the soft core of whoremeat, Miguel bent to his task,

holding the knife in his left hand, high, like a matador, while he pump-struck hard and fast with his right.  Amparo kept her legs open for it, one of her shoes kicking

off as her foot stamped against the edge of the table.  After countless blows he

leaned in smiling and pushed his hand into her battered slimy slit-hole, opening her,

thrusting two fingers into her, then three, then his whole fist.

	“Fuck that you whore,” he snarled.

	Amparo began to move on his fist and arm obediently.

	“Please,” she muttered. “Please. Please. No more. No more.”

	The fist fucking was painful for her but she’d done this before too and after a 

while she had accomodated him up to his forearm.

	“Nasty, nasty pig,” he growled. “Look at you.  Look at how big your stinking beat-up cunt is.  We’re  gonna have to fill it with something bigger aren’t we?...Something a lot bigger.”

	He slid his hand out of her, grabbed her by the neckline of her dress and

yanked her up off the table.  After painfully rope-binding her elbows together he took up the leash in one hand and the battery-powered light in the other and led her out of the house and through the narrow path in the jungle toward the beach. She stumbled behind him on one high-heel sandal trying not to bear down on the weeds and pebbles on the steep downward path. 

	The crickets chirped around them in the thick dark shrubbery and she

whimpered weakly as he yanked on the tug line. Under her short dress her fisted punch-bruised cunt ached and throbbed.

	Soon the sound of the beach loomed ahead and abruptly they stepped out

on to the soft cool sand.

	Miguel put the battery-powered lamp down and looked up at the sky.

	The cloud-veil was thinning.

	Perhaps the moonlight would cooperate after all.

	“I have a perfect client for you, whore,” he said. “He will fill you the way you need to be filled.” He put his hand to his mouth and produced a shrill loud whistle. 

	He continued to stare at her though nothing happened.

	She could not look into his mean angry eyes and she kept her head downcast.  He still held her by the leash and she stole a glance at the knife sheathed

at his waist.  Had he whistled for a companion that was waiting in the jungle or

perhaps down the beach?  Whoever it was they were taking their sweet time

to make an appearance.

	A sound came on the wind, softly and distant at first but growing louder,

a trotting pounding sound, audible above the sensual rhythm of the ocean’s waves.

	The black stallion came into view, starkly beautiful, sleek, its mane blowing

back as it approached.

	Amparo felt her knees going weak.

	“Pardo!” Miguel shouted. “Here! Here, boy!” and he whistled again.

	The horse turned from its gallop down the beach and slowed ambling toward

the man and the woman at the edge of the jungle.

	“Here’s your client, pig,” Miguel said smiling. “It’s him you will have

to please.”

	He drew the woman to the horse.

	“You’re going to ride him. We’re going up the beach a ways.”

	He untied her arms and uncuffed her wrists dropping the metal cuffs in the sand to haul her up on to the horse.  She got her legs around the stallion’s powerful body and clung to his mane.  The horse neighed and sniffed at her.

	“I got a nice one for us tonight, boy,” Miguel said. “A real nice stinking puta - the kind you enjoy the most.”

	As the horse began to move Amparo hugged her thighs against him and

lost her other sandal.  She dug her bare feet into his sides to keep from falling.

Her sore naked cunt pressed right into the stallion’s rippling spine, her skin ridged with goose bumps in the cool breeze.

	Miguel kicked off his boots and picked up the battery-powered lamp.  He began to walk ahead of the horse leading it down to the surf and away from the entrance to the path that had descended from the abandoned homes.

	The violet sea tossed nervously and foaming crests rode up on the shore

at the horse’s hooves and Amparo tried to stifle her crying.  She didn’t want

to give the man any more satisfaction than he’d already gotten from punishing her but she was terrified about what he was planning.  Where was he taking her and what was on his mind?  Was it possible he was going to make her fuck this beast?

Such a thing would surely kill her.

	After a short while she could make out the concrete platform on the

edge of the ocean up ahead, a thirty foot square of cracked man-made

stone.  As they drew closer she could see the bent metal ribbing sticking up

out of it.  She had no idea what the foundation was for.  The base of a pier?

A boat house?  Whatever it was it had long been abandoned to the elements

like the homes up on the hill above the jungle.

	Miguel again put the lamp down on the sand and reached up to

help her off the horse. She slid down the horse’s flank and he let her glide down to her knees on the sand.

	“Take that dress off, bitch,” he said standing over her. “You need to be naked - like the day you came into the world.”

	“Why - why are you doing this?” she whimpered.

	He chuckled.  Still kneeling there she watched him move toward the concrete

platform.  He reached down and jostled a piece of the cracked surface free.

Reaching underneath it she saw him grab something and pull it out.  It 

was long and snake-like, a long sleek single-tail whip.  He reached down again and pulled out a pair of black leather cuffs with ‘o’ rings on them.

	The horse neighed loudly.

	“He knows what’s coming, don’t you boy?  Take that fucking dress off,

whore - now!”

	She reached down for the hem of the dress. Softly sobbing she pulled

it up over her head and put it down on the sand beside her.  It fluttered down the

beach a few feet tossed by the breeze.

	Miguel towered over the pretty dog-collared mulatto female.  He made her lift her arms so that he could slip and buckle the leather cuffs on to her wrists.

	“Get up.”

	Grudgingly she obeyed her captor, hugging herself, shielding her big meaty

tits under her clasped wrist-cuffed arms.  The white sand eddied around her

as the wind kicked up on the beach.  A few hundred years earlier her female ancestors had stood on this same beach, shackled just like she was, fresh off the African slave ships, so that the white men could bid on them.

	“Put your fucking arms down,” Miguel said. “You show everybody your tits every night. You showed them to me earlier. Don’t hide them now.”

	She did as he told her and he wiped the back of his hand over his lips.  The

whip unfurled at his side and trailed into the sand.

	“You want to know why I’m doing this - You want to know? I’ll tell you. Stinking whore-scum like you is ruining this country,” he said his voice dropping into a low growl as he circled around her.

	“Ruining it. Shaking your ass at all the goddamn Yankee tourists. Spreading

disease.  This was a beautiful place until whore-scum like you took over.  Stinking

rebels and communists.  Degenerate artists.  Left wing bleeding hearts.  I’m sick

of all of it. Sick of what’s happened here.  Meridel was the most beautiful place on

Earth.  Now its a fucking sewer where scum like you swim around in the shit.”

	He pointed at the horse.

	“You think you’re such a good piece of ass? Huh? Do you? Alright. Show me. Show me what you can do with my friend.”

	“Please, Miguel - I’ll do anything but not that - not that - its - its

disgusting!”

	The man stared at her for a moment and then without warning he swung

the whip across her tits.

	She screamed her hands rising up to the searing pain across her fat brown

nipples.

	“I told you before - Don’t say my name, pig. Didn’t you hear me?”

	He swung again and the whip wrapped around her hips, the tip slashing

up against her armpit.

	“My name is too good for your ugly stinking mouth!”

	She cowered from him, sank down on one knee and screamed again.

	He swung again across both her shoulderblades and she arched her back and wailed at the moon as it came out from behind the cloud cover.

	The horse whinnied and stamped his hind legs.

	Amparo thought about getting up and bolting.  But how far would she get?

How far before he came after her with the knife sheathed at his waist?

	“Take Pardo’s cock in your hands,” he snarled. “Show him a good time.

He likes it when girls like you show him a good time. I’m going to beat you while you do it.”

	In a daze Amparo crawled to the horse.  In the pale moonglow she could

see the animal was already excited and partially erect his long fat cockshaft pinktipped, poised below his magnificent ribcage, black foreskin peeling back. She wondered how many other women Miguel had done this with.  Pardo swung his head back to smell her and his lips drew back as he neighed and then licked her shoulder where the whip had scored a long thin welt.

	“Up on your feet,whore,” Miguel ordered. “Offer me your ass, like you do when you dance at Siete Fuegos.”

	Amparo took Pardo’s long phallus, one hand at its base another under

the wedge-shape head and she began to lick and kiss the long sour-smelling meatshaft. She arched her back and spread her feet way apart on the sand, her rump jutting out provocatively just as her captor demanded. Miguel came up behind her, the whip whistling and swinging as the luckless whore began to pleasure the horse. Amparo cried out sharply as the lash sliced into her meaty asscheeks and into the backs of her thighs and into her calves. A few well aimed cuts snapped up against the soft meat of her punched cunt-slit tearing babbling screams out of her.

	Pardo shook his head and neighed into the salty wind coming in off the waves. He was clearly enjoying the punished whore’s attention, his hooves stamping the sand impatiently as he grew harder. Both of Amparo’s hands were filled with the horse’s cock.  Her painted nails caught moonlight, as did her wet lips and tear-smeared cheeks.

	“Move under him!” Miguel shouted. “Lick his big balls!”

	She rushed to obey as the whip flailed at her legs.  She went down on one knee, pressing her face up into the horse’s genitals Miguel’s whip finding the upraised sole of her bare brown foot. Flecks of horse-shit dabbed her forehead

and tangled her hair.

	The horse was vibrantly aroused, and his body moved elegantly under

the starlit night sky in response to the whore’s caresses. His dark fur shone and his

breath huffed loudly as Amparo screamed into his ballbags.  The stench of the

animal made her dizzy and nauseated.

	“Take the tip of his pinga in your mouth,” Miguel shouted. “Jerk him off.”

	She had to open her mouth so wide her jaw hurt but she managed it and

as Miguel’s whip slashed around her hips and sides, into her smooth back and

shoulderblades, she moaned, wheezed and grazed Pardo’s impossibly huge

appendage with her nails, caressed and gripped the massive horsecock, did

her utmost to give the animal what it now urgently wanted.

	Miguel knew the horse was ready to finish and he had scant moments to

prepare the woman for him.

	He grabbed Amparo by her shit-smeared hair and pulled her out on the concrete platform.

	The whore saw the four metal eyelets bolted on the platform.	

	“Noo!” she groaned weakly. “Ohh Dios no - por favor!”

	Her captor grabbed her by her shoulder and forced her down making her lie on her belly,  one knee on her spine as he clipped her arms far apart and then her legs taking two short strands of thick rope from the gap in the stone to bind her ankles and force her down flat against the cold concrete surface.

	Pardo stepped up on the platform whinnying regally as Miguel stepped 

aside.

	“She’s all yours boy,” he shouted. “Take her!”

	The horse straddled the young mulatto whore and she began to scream hysterically.  Pardo’s lower body dipped down and his long fat penis pushed

against her meaty beaten cunt.  

	Miguel now swung the lash across the horse’s fat muscled flanks.

	“Fuck her!” he shouted. “Break her! Show her who’s boss!”

	He had trained the animal well and Pardo now performed admirably, fulfilling his master’s wishes, urged on by Miguel’s slashing whip.

	Pardo’s front legs stamped the concrete dangerously on either side of Amparo’s tossing keening head, her long dark hair blowing in the seawind.  She yanked crazily on her bound arms and legs but there was no escape and the animal bore down on her and penetrated her savagely.  Miguel moved around the stallion whipping it as he stroked himself rapidly.

	“Come on, Pardo! Break the fucking pig! Push it through her guts! All the

way, boy! C’mon! All the way!”

	The horse-fucked mulatto whore shrieked as the horse bore eagerly down

on her, trapped hands clenched into fists, her head arched up off the concrete,

eyes glazed with terror and pain.  Pardo’s massive ribcage pressed down on

Amparo’s whipped back as he sent his phallus deep into the human female’s

anatomy delivering the impossible fuck Miguel had promised.  The horse’s

member gouged into Amparo’s uterus and pushed past it rupturing her intestines

and bladder.  Screaming and puking up blood she kicked her legs weakly

against the concrete.

	The sexually aroused stallion dipped his head down to bite the woman,

his teeth sinking into the scruff of her neck, into her welted back and shoulders,

into her curvy sides and buttocks.  He bit her outstretched arms and hands as Miguel urged him on and as the woman’s blood spattered the moonlit concrete platform the horse reached its feverish orgasm thrusting impetuously down on Amparo and dislocating both her hips with one powerful jab of his formidable haunches. Another slamming jab cracked her spine and a third broke her left thigh bone.

	Finally satisfied and drained the stallion rose off Amparo and stepped back

off the platform.

	Miguel leaned in and grabbed the broken female by her hair to lift her head up off the concrete.

	“How about that, bitch?” he sneered. “Was that big enough for you?”

	“Ghghggghh -” Amparo groaned. Blood bubbled from her sensual lips and from both her nostrils. Her eyes were bloodshot and she stared at her assailant

glassily, on the verge of traumatic shock.

	“Don’t you fucking pass out on me,” Miguel warned. “Maybe Pardo’s done with you but I’m not.”

	He slid down to his knees in front of her and lifted his cock to her mouth.

	She began to bob weakly on him, to deepthroat him, trying to look up at him as the moon slid back into the clouds and darkness rolled over the beach and she heard the slithery sound of the knife coming out of its sheath.

	The first few stabs were shallow, quick pierce-cuts in her bite-marked shoulders and arms.

	“Whore -”Miguel snarled. “Pig - cunt -”

	He began to stab deeper.

	“You don’t remember me, do you? You don’t even know who I am...”

	Amparo’s mind was reeling and her body was a fire of agony.  She was

having trouble breathing, specially when his cock filled her throat all the way

to her trachea blocking it tightly.

	The tide was coming up on the concrete slab and lapping at her toes.

	“Degenerate filth -”

	He drove the knife right into her lung and she gurgled and choked.

	“I know you remember the dirty little boy that your father payed. The one

that swept the sidewalk in front of the store every day...”

	He gripped her head tight and slammed the knife into her back, low down,

deep into her kidneys.

	She kicked and wobbled and pissed blood.  Her legs splashed the rising

seawater.

	He took his cock out and rubbed it on her cheeks, licked the blood off his knife as he looked into her fading eyes.

	“Do you remember?”

	“Ghm - agh - aghaghh -” she grunted weakly.  

	She did.  She did remember. He saw it in her eyes, flickering in the dim

starlight.  She jerked her arms weakly and the metal cuff-rings clinked against

the concrete.

	He put the tip of the knife to her left eye.

	“My uncle planted the bomb that killed your parents,” he said softly and

pushed the blade quickly into her.

	Blood spurted from her gouged eyeball against his hand as he withdrew the blade.

	The young bitch blubbered, gasped, hissed, her broken body tense and shivering.

	Miguel stroked himself, charged up with fierce hatred.

	“They were stinking bourgeois middle class parasites, your mother and father - living off us - the poor of Meridel.”

	It was getting way to dark and he needed to see better. Seeing this was all that mattered now.

	 He released the dying whore and went to the battery-powered light.  He turned it on and trained the weak yellowish light on the battered collared female, studying the destruction he and Pardo had wreaked on her outstretched body.  The sea was rising quickly, already up to her thighs.  Blood was hemmoraghing from her broken insides, out her savaged cunt, and flowing down the concrete and into the frothy seawater.

	He returned to his victim and lifted her one-eyed head again.

	Nearby Pardo stood patiently waiting for his master to finish, the seawind

riffling his thick black mane.

	In the light of the lamp the whore’s face was a grisly mess, her gouged out socket still spilling gore, her remaining eye wide with the horror of what was happening, her mouth gaping.

	Miguel slid his cock past her pretty negroid lips and moaned with sadistic pleasure as her mouth drew feebly around his hard thick shaft.

	“That’s right, pig - ahhh - yeah - get me off -”

	He picked up the knife and put it to her remaining eye.

	“For years I watched you - knowing who you were - I saw you become a

nasty whore - I went into Siete Fuegos and watched you dance and you never even

knew who the fuck I was.  I hoped you would survive a few years so that you

would know how it felt to be on the bottom of everything - on the bottom, pig.”

	Viciously he pushed the knifetip deep into Amparo’s one remaining eye and she gave out a girlish whimper.

	Putting the knife down he now took the whore by her head, one hand gripping her long black hair, the other on the ‘o’ ring of her dog collar, and he began a crude savage skull fuck gouging his aroused cock into each of her sliced out 

eyesockets, thrusting several times into each hole then back into her pretty sobbing

mouth, then into her eyeholes again, then into her mouth until orgasmic fury

built up in him, and his balls swelled full and the delicious spasm of pleasure triggered all the way through his fat hard cock.  He shot the first two spurts into her left skullsocket then the rest into her mouth out of which her tongue lolled - she drooled blood and began to die.  He pushed his still tumescent shaft into her right eyehole as the ocean lapped up around her shoulders.  

	Pardo stamped his feet in the sand impatiently.

	“Alright, boy,” Miguel said. “Alright. I’m coming.”

	Miguel unbuckled the dog collar from around Amparo’s slender neck.  He picked up his knife and putting it to the whore’s bared throat he began to cut. Her aorta shot up hot jets of blood on the concrete and sand but that quickly abated as she stiffened, kicked in the rising surf a couple of times and lay still.  By then he had severed her head almost completely off.  He had to saw through the spinal cord to finally wrench Amparo’s eyeless cum-oozing skull from her dead body before the sea claimed the concrete platform and the female carcass bound to it.

	Later that day he would have to come back and clean up the mess,

slice the bitch up, put her in his boat and drop the pieces out in the ocean.

	Miguel turned, picked up the battery-powered light and began walking

back to the path that led up the hillside jungle to the abandoned construction

site.  The slaughtered whore’s head dangled from his free hand, dribbling drops

of blood on the white sand as the man moved up the beach followed by the

black stallion.

	Once he reached the path Miguel turned to the horse and whistled.

	Pardo reared up and galloped back up the shoreline toward the

government stables a quarter of a mile away.

	The battery-powered light flickered as Miguel picked up the metal handcuffs he’d dropped there earlier and began to walk into the jungle.

	He would definitely have to get fresh batteries next time, maybe he could even bring a boom box and play music.  He had his eye on that young girl Julia

who whored at the club near the pier.  That bitch was a lot more light skinned

than Amparo - she was practically white. She would look nice under Pardo’s strong

black body.

	It wouldn’t be quite the same, of course. Julia didn’t have history for him like

Amparo - but it would be fun anyway - killing for the sake of killing.

	Deep in the cricket-chirping darkness he stopped, raised the whore’s head to his face and gently kissed the lifeless half-open cum-streaked mulatto mouth. 

	“Goodbye, pig. Say hello to mom and dad for me.”

	Then he swung his arm back and tossed what was left of the Meridel whore into the thick wet shrubbery.

	The eyeless female head clunked into the undergrowth rolled a few inches against a mudwash between two trees and lay still. It would lie there feeding the insects and small animals until, gradually, the vines and grass would grow over it, through it and inside it posessing it and returning it to the rich fertile jungle

soil.



***						***					***



	He looked me up and down.

	“How old are you?”

	“Eighteen.”

	“Bullshit. You’re fourteen. Fifteen at the most.”

	His voice made me melt inside - i needed him so bad.

	i wanted to be his.

	“Ok. i’m almost fourteen. i’ll be fourteen in April.”

	“Fuck. Come inside. I hope nobody followed you.”

	“Who’s gonna follow me?”

	“I don’t know. Somebody.”

	i followed him into his house.  He was better looking than the picture he’d sent me in email - and he stood so tall.

	“Anybody know you been talking to me, girl?”

	“No. Nobody knows. You’re my little secret.”

	He chuckled.  His eyes were cold.  They looked through me, slowly considered me, studied me.

	i felt like i was on fire.

	“i - i didn’t know what to wear. i hope this is ok.”	

	His eyes scanned me - it was the look of a hungry man eyeing a good strip of steak meat.

	“It’s perfect.”	

	i’d picked out the clothes at the mall for him, knowing i’d be coming to him - the short white strapless dress and the white high-heel mules - the hoop ear-rings - my long blonde hair pulled back in a pony tail the way he told me he liked it.  The woman at the shop in the mall had given me an odd look when i’d picked the clothes out.  i could see she thought them inappropriate for someone my age. i don’t know what she would have thought if she’d seen me giving a blowjob while i had my back slashed with a dogwhip.

	“You look just like what you are, just like a little whore,” Master said.

	i hung my head and let him look at me, pleased with his words.

	“How’d you get here? I hope you didn’t take a goddamn cab.”

	“i took the bus, sir. And walked the rest of the way.

	He moved slowly across the room toward me.

	“Good,” he said softly.

	i didn’t dare look up at him now.

	Standing over me he cradled my chin in one hand, tilted my head back and stared into my eyes - i stared back, wanting him, then he slapped my face hard.

	“Lift your little skirt up for me.”

	i did what he asked, slowly, feeling the heat on my slapped cheek spreading into a full-blown blush.

	“Mmm - that’s very very nice, Sally.  No underwear.  Just like I asked.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Tell me why you’re here, Sally.  I want to make sure there are no misunderstandings between us, you know?  I want to know that what’s going to happen is clear to you.”

	“uhm - ok -”

	“No. Don’t put your skirt down.  Keep holding it up while you talk to me. In fact, take the hem in your teeth. Yes. That’s very nice.”

	i bit down into the skirt fabric trying to control my breath then i told him what he wanted to hear, just like when i talked to him on my computer, my words slightly muffled in the white cloth.

	“i want to please you. i want to hurt for you. i want to bleed for you. i want - i w-want to die for you.”

	“That’s very nice, Sally.”

	i could tell my words excited him deeply and i saw his big hand move to his crotch over his tight jeans.

	“But how do I know this isn’t all bullshit?  How do I know you’re not just a goddamn little cockteasing teeny slut trying to get me in trouble?”

	“It - It’s not bullshit. This is what i want.”

	i had already gone through this with him before, the last time when i’d talked with him on the phone.  He’d made me talk to him from a public phone downtown, one he’d told me about in email.   

	i’d explained to him i was not like most ordinary teenage girls.  i’d grown up in foster care until my uncle had turned up again when i was ten. A couple of the people i’d lived with up until then had messed with me but Uncle took it to the max. He taught me what it meant to be a slave, to surrender my little girl body, to hurt and suffer for a man’s pleasure.  Uncle had abused me in every conceivable way a little girl could be abused and he taught me to like it, to love it, to need it.  But when i turned twelve Uncle left town and i never saw him again and i ended up with a nice couple that knew nothing about what had gone on with me, didn’t even suspect.  The best thing about them was that they were clueless about the internet and they let me have my own laptop.  That was how i’d met Master - in a chat room.

	Now i was in his house holding my skirt high with my teeth and showing him my bare belly, my shaved pussy.

	“Alright, you little bitch. C’mere. I’m gonna find out if you’re for real like you say you are. Get down on your knees and lick my shoes.”

	i dropped the hem of my skirt, slid down to the floor and crawled to him and put my head down and my mouth to his cowboy boots.  i washed them with my spit from the tip to the heel and he lifted them sideways for me to lick the dirty soles.  i scraped my tongue on the dirt and grit and heard him unzip his fly above me.  He bent down and grabbed my pony tail and lifted me to his cock.

	It was big and fat and long and hard. It took my breath away.

	A few weeks before i’d been taken by four kids from school in an abandoned building. They’d slapped me around a little - not hard enough to bruise me or anything - they’d made me suck them off, yanked on my hair and called me names and fucked me hard in both my holes - but none of them had a prick like Master.  Master’s was bigger than Uncle’s, bigger than anything i’d ever seen.

	“oh god, sir -” i whispered. “It’s beautiful -”

	“Glad you like it, girl. You’re gonna die on it.”

	His dark words shot through me and i dove forward eager to cram as much of him in my small mouth as i could willing to choke and gag on it and impale in in

my throat if necessary.

	He let me work him for a while stripping off his shirt and tossing it aside then

he yanked me up on my feet pressed me to him and french-kissed me until i was

dizzy and out of breath, his big cock ramming up against my belly.

	Grabbing me by the scruff of the neck he walked me toward the back of the house to a door in the kitchen.  Wooden steps led down into a dark windowless cellar.

	i knew i’d never be coming back up.

	He guided me down ahead of him, my high-heel sandals, the ones I would never learn to walk on properly, tottering on the narrow creaking stairs.

	He had told me about the room under his house and there it was just as he’d said.  He’d told me about the killing chair too, the one he now led me to.

	It was an old wooden chair but solid, bolted to the concrete floor of the cellar. It had a hole in the seat and under it was a metal rod pointing upward, mounted

on some kind of lever that looked like a tire jack.

	“Pull your skirt up again and sit down.”

	i did as he asked, mesmerized by him, feeling shaky and lost.  In the yellowish glow of the four light bulbs that lit up the cellar his exposed chest gleamed, smooth and hairless, bronze-tanned, muscles sharply defined; his cock jutted out from the fly on his jeans now fully erect and up-hooked.

	The chair was fitted with manacles and leg-cuffs. i slid my wrists and ankles

into the shackles just like he wanted, my legs drawn back, feet up off the ground.  He bolted the steel clamps shut locking me in place.

	Bending over me he brought his hand up to my mouth.

	“Lick,” he said softly.

	i took his thumb and then his index sucking and licking on each of his long hard fingers, tasting him.  He put the back of his hand to my lips and i tongued

his knuckles.  His hand moved down to my pussy.  i was spread wide and already

wet for him.  Still leaning over me he began to stroke my clit with the fingers i’d licked. His other hand rode slowly up and down on his hard-veined shaft.  He knew

how to work a girl better than anybody i’d ever been with, including Uncle, and soon had me moaning and feverish, my pussy all hot and pulsing.  He kissed me on the mouth, pressing his lips into mine, his tongue snaking into me. Then he drew back and spit on my face.

	“You little shit. You’re definitely for real. I’m gonna open you up.”

	He went behind me and i saw him reach down for the jack lever under the chair.  The thing creaked as he pumped it and i felt cold metal snub against my pussy under me.  My hands drew into fists as the metal rod penetrated me and slid upward, splitting me wider and wider until i was crying and fighting the clamps that held me to the chair.  He kept pumping the lever until the shaft lodged deep inside me, painfully, blood trickling from me and oozing down the slick metal. Then i saw him go to the wall and flick a switch. 

	The cold metal inside me started getting warmer and warmer and he watched, standing in front of me, now naked and barefoot, jerking himself off.

	“I like to cook my girls inside,” he said dreamily.

	He picked up a knife from a table next to him and cut my clothes off me, slowly, carefully, as if he were unwrapping a Christmas present.

	He leaned over me and smelled me and licked my face and my shoulders

and pinched my nipples.  He rubbed his hard cock on my face and on my lips

and in my eyes.

	Soon the metal shaft inside me was hot and burning and smoke was drifting up from my pussy and i was groaning and hurting and pleading with him.  i wanted to suffer for him just like i told him i did but things were getting out of hand now and i couldn’t handle it anymore.

	He rammed a wadded-up rag in my mouth and then a ball gag which he strapped tightly around my head.  Then he put a plastic bag over my head and

a choke rope around the base of the bag circling my neck.  As soon as he drew the rope tight to strangle me i felt calm again and began to focus on the burning pain inside my trapped naked body.  Even though my head was bagged i could still smell the burning meat.  i knew i was going to die soon and give him great pleasure and i began to rock on the chair grinding myself down into the hot metal shaft.

	He watched me suffer, jerking off, an angry snarl on his handsome face, his teeth bared as he bit his lower lip.

	The plastic bag fogged up and i started getting dizzy but i saw him step away for a minute and come back with a soldering iron, its tip glowing dark red.

	“Gonna hurt you, you little shit.”

	He touched the iron to my nipples several times making me gag-scream and

piss myself. He pushed the scalding metal deep into me, prodded into my belly button gouging it all the way through the skin and into my guts. He scrawled burn lines on me all the way down my thighs and legs.

	When he tired of that he leaned down on me and put his weight on my shoulders pushing me further down on the hot metal shaft until it broke through something inside me and made me shit spurts of blood and crap on the floor.

	By then i was fading in and out.

	He pulled my shoes off me and put the soldering iron to the soles of my feet and then to my hands.

	i focused on each terrible little burn and wanted each to be the last one knowing it wasn’t hoping and not hoping for the next one.  He burned my fingers and toes, my heels, the balls of my feet and i thought i was going to puke in the 

bag.  Carefully he burned my clit, touching the soldering iron all around it, making the tender pink skin hiss and sizzle, and finally he pressed it right on the hood and dug into it burning it to a crisp.

	i looked up at him as he grabbed the choke rope and drew it way tight.

	He stared at me while he strangled me.

	This was it.  All that Uncle had trained me for, all i’d ever wanted and needed.

	i had almost stopped breathing when i saw him step back and raise his cock.

	First his cum spattered the plastic bag and then his hot piss splashed the front of my body. i trembled and felt myself cumming.

	Then he picked up the rope again and tugged heartlessly.

	i heard my neck snap and firecrackers blew up in my eyes and i lurched

in the killing chair.

	i didn’t know you could still be aware after it was over but you can and i knew i was done and dead but i felt him take the bag off me and lift me off the chair and carry me across the room and dump me on the mattress on the floor.

	He fucked me for a long time in both holes, pounding me savagely, cumming inside me where i was all burned up and tender and by then everything had faded to almost nothing.

	i was glad i had come to him. This was where i wanted to be now on my back with his knife at my throat, his cock deep in me, and his lips over mine.

	“You’re so goddamn pretty,” he whispered.

	He cut me open from my throat to my pussy and if i could have smiled i would have.

	i was spilling for him, giving him all that he wanted.

	i was his.

	And just as he’d promised, i was dying on his beautiful cock.



***						***						***	



	Holly has just turned ten.  I know because I processed the photo prints of her birthday party and I saw a shot of the cake from Publix with the big plastic number 10 on it and the red-spiral swirl birthday candles. ‘Happy Birthday Holly’ the writing on the cake said and around it several kids posed for the pic with happy grins and bits of icing on their faces.  

	I made some extra copies of the party pics for myself, of course, without Mrs. Winthrop knowing about it.  Mrs. Winthrop is Holly’s mom.  A nice looking cunt, actually, slender, blonde, in her early thirties.  I think Holly takes after her quite a bit, although she’s a skinny little girl, almost lanky, you know? But very shapely.

	I haven’t always gotten my girls this way.  This is just a new technique I developed after I got the idea from some dumb movie I saw.  And chances are I won’t keep that system going for long either.  Keeping the same M.O. for too long practically guarantees some sharp law enforcement type looking for a nice promotion up the chain of command will figure it out.

	I got into the picture business about nine years ago and some of the images I’ve gotten from the seaside town where I live - images captured by my clients as well as those I’ve gotten on my own - are really quite nice, quite unique really.

	Point Blanque is one of those Carolina coastal towns that are barely a blip on the map but we get a lot of tourists moving through there as well as locals from

Charleston, Myrtle, Columbia, Savannah.  A lot of people still take their pictures

with regular cameras, or disposable ones and they bring them to me at the Southside Mall.  These days they’re bringing their digital pics too because they’d rather have them printed up professionally than doing it themselves on some cheap-ass printer at home.

	I enjoy mostly the summer beach pictures where the little ones are scampering around in bright colorful bikinis all smudged with sand or soaked in seawater.  I have quite the nice collection of those: pictures no doubt most people think of as cute or adorable but are for me nothing but masturbation fodder.

	I have other pics too. Ones I’ve taken for myself of my victims after I’ve finished with them. No one else will see those. I’ve blown some of them up into posters and put them up on the walls of the attic in the old Redden farmhouse where I’ve lived for the past five years.  I also have a nice collection of mementos. You know, bracelets, friendship bands, panties, thongs, hair barettes, rings, ear-rings, things like that.

	Sometimes I go out on Jackson Pier and shoot some stuff there although

I’m very careful not to be spotted.  I have an expensive digital with very high zoom capability. It also shoots short video segments.  I’ve spent many wonderful days

capturing what attracts me and then bringing it home to fantasize - gleaming innocent bodies and faces glowing on my computer screen, surrounded by the others, the ones on the wall of the attic that have already moved on.  I’ve often spotted potential targets that way, taking randoms shots on the pier or on the beach,

or at the playground on Montag street or the schoolyard at Point Blanque Middle School.

	Those targets come in handy because every few months I need to have more than the pictures and videos, more than memories.

	I need to taste the real thing.

	That’s when I go into planning mode, choosing a candidate, gathering information, stalking and eventually taking action - a process many people may now be acquainted with since the behavior of serial killers is such a hot topic in this day and age.

	Ayway, that’s how Holly and Barb Winthrop come in - or go out, to be more precise. They are a gift from the gods, mannah from heaven, falling right into my lap, so to speak.  After the day Barb dropped her pics off at my shop for developing it took me a couple of months to prepare.  But the execution of my plan took only a few pleasure-filled hours.

	Holly and her mom are ideal for me, really.  As close to perfect as it’s ever gonna get.  And I would have never known about them or how to find them if it not for those birthday pictures.

	Barbara and Holly live just outside town on Highway 245, a winding stretch of two lane asphalt that moves through a patch of woods before returning to open wetlands and swinging toward the coast. I got their address conveniently from the form Barbara filled out when she dropped the pics off. I also got her social security and her Visa card numbers. This made it possible for me to do a bit of internet snooping. Turns out Mr Winthrop, Bobby John, abandoned the family three years earlier - an absent deadbeat dad with a rap sheet; Holly’s mom, Barbara, has to work double shifts at the Piggly Wiggly in Beaufort to keep up the payments on the double wide.

	That leaves Holly alone most afternoons after school though she often stays

at a neighbor’s house until her momma comes home late in the evening.  I know that because I stalk them both for about three weeks taking careful notes of their daily routines.  I also spend quite a bit of time with the copies of the pictures from Holly’s birthday party, working myself up.  Ten years old and a real angel cutie.

I like one picture the most. She’s smiling at the camera, sitting on the couch in

red shorts and white t-shirt, a smudge of white icing on one cheek, her arms reaching out to each side as if to embrace the photo-taker.

	Oh yes, sweetie-pie. Come to daddy.

	There’s another picture of her I enjoy. It’s not from the birthday party.  In it she’s on her knees in the sand at Point Blanque beach with an angelic smile on her face wearing a pink two piece bikini, her skin slick, her hair soaked dark.  That one gets me off every time.  I talk to it, softly, meanly, telling it what I am going to do to her in great detail while it just stares back at me with utterly inexplicable innocence.

	I consider many options and alternatives, including taking Holly one of those schoolday afternoons when she is alone in the trailer. But I finally settle on one plan I believe will give me the best and most memorable results - the most bang for my cock, to twist the old cliche about a bit.  

	I observe one important detail. Sunday mornings Barbara and Holly stay home, unlike most of their neighbors who go off to church.  I guess Barbara is not very happy with God’s plan for her - checking out groceries twelve hours a day, cleaning up the restrooms and trying to keep Jim Hagwell’s hands off her butt at the Piggly Wiggly.  Jim’s about sixty-five and he’s been managing that supermarket since it was built.  So she never goes to church and doesn’t send Holly off to Sunday school either.  All which makes it perfect for me and which makes God’s plan for Barbara and Holly Winthrop in the final analysis even more despicable, I suppose - if you want to look at it that way - if you want to look at the whole issue of God to begin with.

	So on a bright Sunday in April I pack my tools in a small leather valise, get in my pickup truck and drive out of town on 245 taking a back road just short of

the Winthrop home so that I can park in the woods, out of sight of anyone passing by and noticing.

	I move through the trees and come up on the double wide.

	Inside I can hear the television, some kind of cartoon music, and I smell scrambled eggs and coffee and toast.

	Mom and baby, home on Sunday, spending time together (isn’t that sweet?) - getting ready to suffer and die for my pleasure.

	I come around the front of the double-wide making sure no one is around, no cars driving by on the road.  Desolation is the order of the day.

	I knock on the door and I see Barbara peer through the kitchen window. Her eyes light up when she recognizes me.

	Stupid bitch.

	She opens the door.

	“Randy,” she says smiling. “From the photo lab. Yeah. What are you doing around here so early on a Sunday morning?”

	“Well, Mrs. Winthrop, my truck decided to cut out on me just up the road I thought I could maybe use your phone.”

	“Sure. Come on in.”

	I climb up the steps into the double wide and put my leather valise on the floor inside next to the door.

	Barbara is in a short peach colored house robe that stops just above her knees and her hair is in attractive disarray.  Her bare feet slide on the linoleum floor of the trailer as she steps back from the door to let me in.  The sound of the television, louder now,  drifts in from the bedroom. I know Holly must be in there lying on the twin bed and watching Sponge Bob or some other silly shit.

	“Good Lord,” Barbara says moving one hand through her long blonde tangles while the other holds her robe piously closed at her chest.  I figured she probably has only bra and panties on under that or maybe nothing. “I must look a mess. Phone’s over there.”

	I wait for her to turn her back to me, reaching for the strangling cord in my pocket.

	As she shuts the trailer door I push her up against it from behind and wrap the cord around her neck drawing it tight. With my other hand I take out my switchblade and put it right to her face.

	“One sound and you’re dead, cunt,” I whisper. “Understand?”	

	She stiffens against me and nods, gasping for breath, the stainless steel edge at her throat. Her hands are up on the door on either side of her head.

	I’m already hard and the bulge in my jeans press against her rump.

	Barb smells nice. Her perfume makes me dizzy.  I watch her trying to draw in air, her eyes darting back to me, pleading silently. I can smell her cunt.  I can feel her nakedness through the sheer fabric of the houserobe.

	This is far superior to pictures. Pictures don’t squirm or wiggle. Pictures aren’t warm and smooth or three dimensional.

	“Listen up,” I whisper. “We’re gonna go back in there to get Holly. One wrong move and I’ll kill the both of you, understand?”

	She nods again, a tight constricted motion, her brows arched with confusion.  I’m going to kill them both regardless but there’s no need for her to know that at this junction.  I want to give the bitch something to live for.

	I pull her toward me, off the door, face her into the short hallway that leads

to the back of the double wide and gripping her by the strangling rope I nudge

her toward the sound of cartoons coming from the open doorway.

	“Mom?” Holly calls out. “Who is it?”

	By then Barb and I are turning the corner into the room.

	Holly is lying on her belly on the bed wearing a big t-shirt.  It must be her mom’s because it goes all the way down to her thighs.  It has a fading image on it, Mickey Mouse in a blue wizard’s outfit making a dramatic gesture, floating against a backdrop of Disneyworld. ‘Orlando Magic’ is scrolled in red letters under the image.  On the television screen small cartoon people with strange loopy eyes chase each other in what looks like a spaceship.

	“Hey!” Holly says. “What are you doing to my mom?”

	She draws herself up on her knees on the bed, a quizzical look in her eyes.

	“Hi, sweetie,” I say drawing Barb into the room and forcing her down into a chair in the corner that is stacked with discarded clothes draped over its back. I keep the strangling rope tightly gripped.

	“You don’t know me but mommy does. I’m here to play a game with y’all. Wanna play?”

	Holly’s eyes flicker back and forth from my knife to my face then to her mother. Barb sits on the edge of the chair, her hands on the seat, her robe open, her face red and she gasps and coughs on the strangling rope. I catch a glimpse of her

breasts bouncing under the edges of the robe and below the wispy strands of pubic

curls between the smooth slabs of her thighs.

	“Go in the kitchen and get my bag,” I tell Holly. “K’, sweetie? Do it fast or

I’ll cut mommy up.”

	“No!” Holly whines. “Don’t hurt us, pleease!?”

	“Go fetch my bag, you little fuck. Now! Do it quick!”

	She scampers obediently off the bed and runs past me.  When she comes back with the valise I tell her to open it and spill the contents on the bed.

	The items lie on the twisted sheets for both of them to stare at.	

	Mommy and daughter are clearly not happy with what I’ve brought with me: the big leather cuffs, the ropes, the electrical wire, the flogger, the big fishing hooks and the wooden dildo with steel spikes on it.  I’ve made that last item myself and I’ve used it several times with splendid results. And then there’s the big Rambo knife with the serrated edge. I slip my switchblade in my pocket and take up this

bigger more threat-inducing weapon.

	“Shut that shit off,” I tell Holly pointing at the TV with the Rambo.

	The child takes the TV remote and shuts off the cartoons.  For a minute I have myself a real good look at her.  She’s naked under that t-shirt and her golden hair is mussed and tangled. Her finger nails and toe nails are painted pink, freshly painted.  She’s scared witless and she kneels on the bed drawing her arms protectively in front of her, her little hands clasped in her lap. 

	The only sounds in the room are Barb’s choking breaths and the chirping of birds coming from the woods outside.

	“Alright,” I say. “I’m gonna tie mommy to the chair. Get me that rope.”

	Holly reaches down and takes the coil of rope and she moves across the bed on her knees to hand it to me.

	“Please, mister. Don’t,” she says softly.

	“Be quiet, angelface. Be quiet and everything’ll be fine.”

	Now I drop the choke rope on Barb’s neck. She tries to stand up and I push her down into the chair.

	“Sit down and shut up, Barb.”

	“Please - Randy - I have money - I’ll give it to you. Don’t do this. Oh God

please don’t.”

	I ignore the bitch, put the knife on the floor beside me and secure her ankles to the wooden chair legs.  It’s a sturdy chair and I bind her legs tightly, her feet

framing the posts.

	“Oww!” she cries as I knot the cords. “That’s too tight - Noo!”

	Suddenly Holly jumps off the bed and tries to push me away from her mom.

	“Stop it! Don’t hurt my mommy!”

	I pick up my knife and rise grabbing Holly by her hair and forcing her back up on the bed.

	“Tell her to quit it, Barbara,” I shout as the child flails her hands and tries to kick. “Tell her to quit right now.”

	“Please, baby,” Barb sobs. “Please stop. He’ll kill us if you don’t. Please sit still.”

	When Holly’s back up on the bed I cut two strands of rope and tie Barb’s wrists to the chair’s arms.  This time she hangs her head and says nothing even

though I tug the cords viciously tight and see her skin bulge around the rope. She bites her lip and looks at me.

	“Please, Randy,” she whispers. “Please.”

	I take the black ball gag from the bed.

	“Open your mouth wide.”

	“Please.”

	“Do it, cunt.”

	As she obeys I push the ball back past her lips and draw the strap tight around her neck.  She looks nice gagged up and drooling - helpless captive audience

to what is coming.  I peel her robe back off her tits lodging it behind her shoulders

to have myself a good look at her rack.  I can see she’ll be able to take quite a bit of punishment. She’s strong and healthy and her tits are firm and pert.

	I turn to Holly, standing over her as she kneels on the messy bed.

	“Undress me.”

	She looks up at me, puzzled.

	“You hear me, girl? Take my clothes off. Let’s go.”

	Shakily she comes up to me, still on her knees, the mattress moving under her as she reaches up to unbutton my shirt.  I look into her pretty green eyes and smile.  She smells sweet like her mom.

	“Ever see a naked man before?”

	She’s blushing.

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Oh really.”

	“Saw my daddy.”

	“You hear this Barbara. Maybe Bobby John was messing with Holly when you weren’t around.”

	I bet she’s wondering how I know his name.

	“No,” Holly says, looking up at me soberly. “I saw him swimmin’ one time. Out by Swank’s pond.”

	“Oh well. Guess ole Bobby John didn’t take full advantage of his position here, then. Too bad. I’ll have to take up the slack then.”

	Holly finishes the buttons on my denim shirt.

	“Go on. Pull it down off my shoulders.”

	She strips it down my arms.

	“Unbuckle my belt girl. Go on. Now the zipper. All the way down. Now get down there on the floor and untie my shoes.  Maybe your daddy didn’t show you the facts of life but I don’t plan to shirk from that responsibility, right Barb?”

	“Whrgghfff!” Barb replies. I like the scared look she gives me.

	When Holly’s pulled my shoes and socks off I have her tug my pants to the floor.  I stand naked over Mrs. Winthrop and her precious little girl, my ten inch boner on proud display, a true weapon of mass destruction, a flesh and blood partner of the serrated hunting knife in my hand.

	“Get up here, Holly. On the bed. Back up on your knees.”

	She kneels in front of me on the sheets and I reach down grab her t-shirt and slice it off her with the big blade.  She gives out a sharp little cry and shrinks away from me back up against the trailer wall, huddling, covering herself.

	“Nnggghh!” Barbara protests kicking her trapped feet against the floor and slapping her hands against the chair arms.

	“Get over here!” I snarl at Holly pointing at the bed in front of me. “Right here girl. Right where I can see you. Now!”

	“Noooo!”

	“Don’t make me come and get you. I’ll cut your mom’s head off if you don’t get your ass over here on the double.”

	It takes her a second but she obeys.  Never known a little one not to obey when put in similar circumstances. In fact I’ve never had any female fight me when

things reach this stage.  It’s like they’re primed for it, ready and obedient when faced with overwhelming masculine force.

	I reach down and take Holly by her hair.

	“Stay put, you hear me?”

	I lean over her and smear my lips on hers.

	“Ngghrr! Nghfff!” Barb grunts.

	Guess she don’t want her little baby french-kissed by a naked knife-wielding assailant on a quiet Sunday morning.  I don’t know why not.  It feels real natural

to me and Holly tastes real sweet, like minty toothpaste.

	“Lick my titties, girl,” I tell Holly gruffly drawing her to my pectorals.  By this time she’s starting to cry.

	“I’m gonna fuck ‘er mom,” I tell Barbara fully enjoying the terror and disgust on her face. “I’m gonna fuck your little baby right in front of you.  I’m gonna use up what Bobby John left for me.”

	Still gripping little Holly by her hair I force her face down my belly.

	“Keep licking you little weasel. Keep licking and sucking on me until I tell you to stop.”

	I draw her all the way down to my meat.

	“Ever see one up close, girl?”

	“No sir.”

	“Ever see one that big?”

	“Uh-uhh.”

	“Bigger than your dad’s?”

	“Uh-huh.”

	“Take it in your mouth.”

	“Please, mister...”

	She’s crying real nice.

	“Please what, you little shit? You wanna see your mom bleed? Take it in your fucking little mouth and suck.”

	“Awh - pleeze - nawh -”

	I put the knife to her throat.

	“Now. Suck me.”

	It’s heaven. Her soft pink lips can barely get around me. I steer her little head by her yanked-back, ash-blonde curls.  I spread my legs apart, my balls so heavy and full. Snot trickles from Holly’s cute button nose and tears drip off her chin.

	“That’s good, sweetie. That’s nice. Open real wide. Ahhh. Yes. Real wide for me.”

	She’s bawling on my cock. Her hands come up to clasp mine as I grip her tighter.

	“Put your hands down, Holly. You hear me? Down. Or I’ll cut them. Good girl. Keep sucking. Lick. Lick the head, sweetie. Ahhh goddamn. That’s a good girl.  Your baby sucks nice, mom. Very nice. I knew she would from those birthday pictures you dropped off. I just knew she would. She might be as good as you. I don’t know yet. Guess we’ll find out as the day goes on.”

	Barbara is crying too and fighting the ropes and hyperventilating, flushed with fear.  Outside the birds are still chirping as the noon sun splashes in through

the bedroom window.  

	“Put your hands on my balls, Holly. Gently. That’s a good girl. Rub them.

Ohhh Jesus. That’s per-fect.”

	The air conditioner unit growls to life as the thermostat cuts on and a faint smell of pine trees wafts in.

	“Alright Holly. That’s enough. Lie back. Lie back on the bed for me, sweetie. Spread your little legs way open. Yes. Right there. Right on the edge of the bed for me. Just like that.”

	I lean over her, knife still in hand and put my cock to her babyslit.  Her cuntlet is just starting to show a peachfuzz of blonde hair.  My prick looks dangerously oversized for it.

	“Lift your legs up, honey. Lift ‘em up. C’mon. That’s right. Hold them up for me. Way up. Atta girl. Hold them open. Far apart. Further, Holly. As far as you can, girl. What do you think, mom? Shit. She looks just like a little hooker ready for action. Think she’ll take it all?  Think she can handle this big bad boy here?”

	“Nhhrggg! Plzzz! Nhrggh!”

	“Here we go, honeypie. Maybe Bobby Joe didn’t take it but I’m sure as shit not passing it up.”

	Holly’s sobbing now, shivering as I push forward and sink the tip of my cock into her small cunthole.  Gently I push forward, gradually thrusting harder, gripping my ten year old victim by one leg.

	“Goddamn, sweetie. You’re so fuckin’ tight. Just the way I like it. Just the way it needs to be.”

	It doesn’t take long for me to bust cherry. Holly gives out a sharp little shriek and her legs snap-kick a little. I can only get my cock in about half of the way.  Blood drips down on the sheets and down the edge of the bed and Holly’s squirming and squealing.

	“It feels good, Barb. Your baby feels real nice around my cock. I’m gonna have to hurt her now. Make ‘er bleed a bit more.”

	I pick up the dogwhip flogger from the bed and put my knife on the night table.

	“Stretch your arms out, Holly. Out on either side. That’s right. I’m gonna whip you, baby. You hear me? I’m gonna beat those little titties and that belly.

I don’t want you to move while I hit you, ‘K? If you move I’ll take my knife

and cut you open like a fish. You hear me?”

	“Nooo! Pleeeeeze!”

	“You can scream if you want, munchkin. No one’s gonna hear you out here this morning. They’re all at church.  Scream all you want. But don’t fuckin’ move!”

	I tear into her, the twelve-tail flogger swishing loudly in the small room.  Her little fingers clutch the sheets and she tosses her head from side to side keening and

pleading but she holds herself for it, steeling herself for each sharp blow, her little puss tightly clutching my prick with every cut as I drive deeper into her, right to

the limit of her cervix, right up to her little uterus.

	Barbara is sobbing and fighting the chair, making the chair legs pound on the trailer floor.

	After fifteen cuts of the flogger I draw slowly out of Holly.

	Instantly she closes her legs and folds up into a fetal position.

	“No, no, no!” I snarl gripping her thigh and forcing her back into position. “Stay open for me, you little shit! Wide open!”

	Viciously I whip little Holly’s deflowered pussy.  She manages to take just

two cuts before her legs snap together and she twists off the bed and crawls to the wall.

	“Waaahhhh! Pleeease! No mooore!”

	“Get back up here, you little shit!” I shout picking up my knife. “Get the fuck back up on this bed if you know what’s good for you!”

	Weeping and clutching her pussy she crawls up on the sheets again.

	“Get your hands out of my way.”

	This time she takes three cuts before slamming her thighs shut.

	“Alright you little fuck. We’re gonna make sure those legs stay wide open!”

	There’s a broom standing in the hallway. I grab it and with two strands of rope I bind Holly’s ankles far apart on the wooden handle.

	“Ghraaggg! Naaahgghh!” Barb screams.

	Now gripping the broom I can keep the child spread-legged for my flogger.

	I whip Holly’s little cuntlet until it bleeds, harshly and repeatedly. I hit it so many times I lose count and then I fuck her again. I sink my cock almost all the way in now. Drawing out I whip her red-streaked slit a few more times and slam my meat back up in her. I fuck her for a good ten minutes, pound into her until I work up a sweat and then I put her on her knees and put my cock to the pinkish pucker of her little asshole.  

	I take my time with the assrape.  It is a dry and difficult penetration and the little bitch fights me all the way. I flog her back while I do it and she screams into the sheets and flails her arms, toes clenched, bound feet wriggling.  When I’m in Holly Winthrop’s shitchute up to my balls I toss the flogger aside and pick up the knife. To the whooping accompaniment of Barbara’s shrieked ball-gagged pleas I cut thin lines of blood on the ten year old’s back and ass cheeks. I caress the lovely cuts. I dip down to lick up the blood. I’m on the edge of cumming and I fuck the baby like a mad bull, pistoning feverishly into her. 

	I want to slaughter them both right now, mom and daughter. But I hold back. I know I need to stick to my plan even though my instincts are dangerously past the point of control. I can’t afford to do the kill here and give the cops a crime scene. As with my other victims no trace of these two must ever be found.  No DNA,

no fingerprints, no hair samples, no bitemarks. Nothing.

	Still, I need to put my cock in the terrified woman. There’s no question about that. I need to fuck Barbara Winthrop now. I need to beat mom senseless. I need to exert my full viciousness on her.

	I pull out of Holly and roll her on her back.  I bind the sobbing child’s wrists up on the broom handle, drag her up further on the bed and rope her neck to the head post.  She lies there whimpering weakly. Bloody.  Her asshole and pussy reamed raw,  her little feet up in the air.

	I turn to mom and pull the gag off.

	“Suck me, pig,” I snarl putting my shit-streaked prick to Barb’s lips and my bloody knife to her neck as I stand over her.

	I pull the roped woman to me by her hair and, submissively, sobbing, the bitch gets her mouth around my shaft and starts bobbing.

	“Very nice, mom. Show Holly how it’s done. Back and forth. Lick me clean. Don’t want all that babyshit on me.  That’s right. Go deep. All the way down your throat. Ahhh. Goddamn. That’s right. Very good. Are you watching, Holly? Can you see. Look up here, you little bitch. Look at mommy. Look and learn. Maybe your stupid daddy didn’t teach you nothin’ but momma’s doing a good job.”

	Secured to the headpost of the bed Holly can manage to turn her head only slightly, just enough to watch us over her shoulder.

	I take my cock out to rub it all over Barb’s pretty face, on her cheeks and forehead.

	“Awg God, Randy,” she whimpers, her tearfilled eyes looking for me. “Pleeze awg God pleeze don’t kill us - don’t kill us.”

	I slide down on one knee and cut the rope strands that bind her ankles then the ones that grip her wrists.

	“Get on the bed,” I tell her.

	“Pleeze, Randy - pl -”

	“Shut the fuck up and get on the bed. I’m gonn fuck you.”

	As she gets to her feet I rip her house robe all the way off her and push her

to the mattress.

	“Go on. Get up there. On your back. Next to Holly. And spread those legs wide. I’m gonna take what’s mine.”

	She moves slowly, unwillingly, sitting on the edge of the bed to look up at me

still sobbing.

	“Pleeze.”

	I slap her face. Once. Hard.

	“Lie back. Spread ‘em.”

	She knows she can’t fight me.

	Crying and blubbering she leans back on the bed. The mattress squeaks

under her as she brings her legs up off the floor and raises them.

	“Point those feet at the ceiling, bright eyes. Gimme a nice beaver shot.”

	“Wh-why?” she sobs. “Why, Randy? Why’re you doing this?”

	I come up against her, knife in one hand, my other hand reaching down to peel open her cooze.

	“Why, bitch?”

	Slowly I push the achingly full head of my prick to her vaginal mouth.

	“Because I can.”

	I penetrate her but she’s dry inside. Dry and unyielding. I’m gonna need lubrication.

	Reaching down I grab one of Holly’s feet.

	“Noo!” Barbara screams as I slice a cut right across the tender sole of her

daughter’s trapped limb making Holly scream and choke herself against the bedpost.  I take my prick from Barbara, rub it on Holly’s bleeding foot and return it to the woman’s waiting pubis.  This time I slide in deep to fuck my blonde mom-victim in earnest, giving her all my weight, popping her against the bed, now and then punching her belly or her tits just for the hell of it.

	“Stupid trailer-trash whore. Fuck me! Come on. Fuck me!”

	Barbara is hysterical but she knows better than to struggle or do anything other than lie there with her legs stretched apart and yield to my wishes.  Both females are crying and squealing and pleading - music to my ears as I take my pleasure.  The sight of Holly’s back and butt scrawled with knife cuts inspires true sadistic bliss in me. This is the best time I’ve had in a while and I want to make it last.

	Incredibly I feel Barbara’s cunt gripping me, obediently responsive to my demands. Leaning down and grabbing her by her throat I put some cut-lines

across my blonde captive’s breastmeat while I continue one-handedly strangling her and fucking her.  Her hands  come up to grab at my choking grip and I instruct her to get them off, to put them under her if she knows what’s good for her.  Crying and hissing with frustration she obeys.  I crosshatch her tits, shallow line cuts, making a tic-tac-toe grid on each boob.

	“Bet no one’s ever used your pretty tatas quite like this before, have they cunt?”

	“Oh God Randy please let us go. Pleease!? I won’t tell nobody. I won’t.”

	“Sshhhh.”

	Putting the Rambo knife down between her blood-cut tits I pick up the fishing hooks from where they lie scattered on the bed.

	“I’m gonna put these in you, bright eyes.  Keep real still or I’ll have to go to work with my knife again, got it?”

	“God Randy please oh God please.”

	“Be quiet, bitch. I like to concentrate on my work.”

	She doesn’t go completely quiet of course.  Both she and Holly keep up an

enticingly hypnotic whimpering, gasping, sobbing - a constant melody-less chant of suffering that’s just precious. 

	Tugging up Barbara’s nipple I stab the first of the sharp double-pointed hooks right through my bitch’s luscious dark-fleshed titcap. The murmurs of pain become wild screams.  I continue to slow-fuck her while I torture her and with each hookstabbing her legs fold around my hips tightly and she surges against me driving herself deeper on my prick as she wails. I take my time with her and when I’m done there are three hooks in each of her paps, one all the way through the nubs and two in each aureolae.  Tiny drops of blood grace the tip of each hook and skirt down the sides of her jugs like red pearls.

	“Ok, pig. Now keep your legs open, just where you got ‘em now.  I’m gonna fuck you with pain now.”

	“Wh-what?”

	No need to explain myself. I’ll just show her.

	As I slide slowly out of her I pick up the electrical cord, folding it over twisting it into a braid.

	“Just stay put and keep your hands under you just where you have ‘em.  If you try to move out of the way I’ll put most of that big knife in Holly’s tummy,

you hear me?”

	The knife still lies between Barbara’s bloody hook-gouged boobs, serrated tip pointing up at her throat as if indicating it’s fondest wish, as if pointing the way

for what is to come.

	“Randy,” she says. “Oh God, Randy, let us go. The money’s in a box in the closet in my room. I’ll show you. Just take it and go. We won’t tell nobody. 

We w -”

	I’m holding my index finger to my lips.

	“It’s quiet time, bright eyes. Keep ‘em wide for me, ‘K?  Fuck the pain for me. Take it for Holly. Show me how much you love your little girl.”

	The thin crisp whistle snap of the electrical cord through the air ends in a dull thud as the braided plastic cable lands on Barbara’s sweet blonde cuntmeat.  Her ass

bounces up off the mattress and she clenches her thighs together screaming shrilly.

	“Open up, bitch! Open up and keep it open or Holly’s guts’ll be on the floor

quicker than you can say sweet Jesus!”

	“Awwgh God Randy aww Goddd!”

	Slowly she spreads open, her thighs quivering. I waste no time. 

	Whp! Whp! Whapp! Slissshh! Whfff!

	Up and down, quick hard rapidfire slashes.  I cut her cunt quickly to blood. I beat it angrily venting my mysoginy on this helpless small town mom, making her scream and wail and beg for mercy. I show her who’s in charge. I show her who owns her filthy twat. I show her all she’s good for.  Stupid bimbo fuck. I show her what fucking the pain means.

	Whapp! Slasshh! Whppp!

	I slash at the back of her thighs, at her footsoles, at her calves and again at the

pulpy meat of her womanhood with destructive gusto.

	Then I toss the cable aside step up to her and sink my cock back into her beaten cunt, hard and deep, right up to my balls.

	She’s hot and jiggly inside.  Her blood drips down my thighs. 

	I go on fucking her like that for a long while, leaning over her to strangle her throat with both hands until her face starts to turn purple, her eyes bulging, blooddrops cascading down her sliced hook-gouged boobmeat. That’s when I finally

pull out picking up the knife from her chest.

	“Get on your knees, pig. I’m going up your ass.”

	It takes her a minute to get herself in position but she does it for me, just the way I like it and here’s the golden moment, mom on her knees, babygirl bound by

her head to the bedpost, legs on the broom-handle, both of them bloody and crying.  Barb’s face is in the sheets, Holly looks back at me over her shoulder as I step up to mom’s rump.

	“That’s right, Holly. You watch, baby. You just watch what happens to mommie - Get that ass up high, you stinking piece of shit. Come on. High! Open those legs, scumbag. I’m gonna fill you up.”

	I reach down for Holly’s other foot, after all I’m gonna need a good coat of

lubrication to breach Barb’s tight sphincter.  Gripping the baby’s roped ankle I cut a bit deeper than I did on her other limb and I’m rewarded with a hot scarlet gush.

Holly screams delightfully and tries in vain to yank away as I lift her spurting

meat to my bursting cockshaft.  When I’ve red-painted my cock from head to root,

under and over, I bring Holly’s cut footsole to my balls.  The tepid sticky flow against my genital sacs is most rewarding and in seconds I’m slamming up Barbara’s shitpipe, breaking through and busting deep.  I take it out briefly to smear it on mommy’s cuntblood which drools from her savaged pussy and smeared with both victims I re-enter going as far as the laws of physics will allow, my belly slamming against Barbara’s luscious butter-smooth asscheeks.

	Later I will have to come back to the trailer and clean up the mess I’m making, remove all signs of the murderous sexual chaos but for now I’m at full throttle, slicing at Barbara’s slender back and buttcheeks and the sides of her slender legs with the Rambo blade, ramming my cock to the balls, hilting myself in her guts.

	When I’ve taken my fill of her, finally, I pull out.

	I cut Holly off the bedpost, cut her ankles free of the broom handle.

	I put slave collars and wrist and ankle cuffs on both damaged females.

	All the fight is gone from them. All the spirit.  They are snivelling slaves,

eyes downcast, obedient and submissive.  I get them up on their feet, clip their

wrists behind them, attach a strand of chain from mom’s collar to Holly’s.

	Holly has trouble standing on her cut-up feet and has to lean against the wall.

	“Open up for me,” I tell Barbara, barbed wooden dildo in hand.

	As she does I lean down to push it up into her raped cord-beaten cunt.

	“Aauuowwghhh!”

	Agony scrawls itself across her face.

	There is an eyelet at the base of the dildo. I run a strand of rope through it.

	Finally I gag both mom and daughter with wadded up rags shoved in their mouhts and a strip of gray duct tape sealing their lips, wrapped all the way around

their heads.

	Quickly I put my clothes back on and then I take up the rope.

	“Let’s go. We’re going for a little walk.”

	I lead both gagged, beaten, shackled females, mom and daughter, out of the trailer’s bedroom and toward the door. Holly trails little red footprints as she stumbles and whimpers, blood that I will have to wipe up later.

	A quick look outside confirms that desolation prevails. It’s one of the things I love the most about rural areas, specially on Sundays.  No one around to check on

anybody’s business.  Wouldn’t they get an eyeful if they could see this - Barbara Winthrop and her footcut baby, naked, beaten, bloody, chained togeter and gagged emerging from the double-wide on this sunny perfect day.

	“Whrrggg!” Barbara groans as I yank on the rope tugging on her pierced cunt.  Blood drips down the inside of her thighs as she steps down to the ground.

Holly follows behind stumbling down the steps, yanked to her mom by the chain

attached to her collar. The child squeals in torment as her knife-sliced footsoles

come in contact with the hard ground. She falls and staggers back up awkwardly.

	I lead my captives into the woods and toward the deserted junkyard.  The heat of the day is blossoming all around us. From the tall grass insects spring up

and buzz around the naked staggering females, alighting to drink from their wounds and sting them.  The bugs stay away from me because I’ve taken the precaution to spray my clothes and skin with repellant - a necessary factor in the Carolina outdoors this time of year.

	The junkyard is just a fifteen minute walk from the trailer. It is one of my favorite killing spots and its proximity to the Winthrop trailer has been an important factor in my choice of Barbara and Holly for today’s entertainment.

It will, however, take slightly longer for my females to make this little trip today because Holly keeps tripping and losing her balance, unable to stay on her damaged tootsies. But relentlessly I keep mom moving by tugging forward on the rope attached to the destructive dildo and occasionally, when the child loses her footing and falls, she’s actually dragged along the pine-needles and pine cones and prickly grass and rocks and whatnot on her side or belly, pulled by the chain around her neck, forced repeatedly to recover herself and get her legs back under her.  Her mother is, of course, completely unable to provide any assitance being herself shackled, her wrists behind her, her dildo-pierced cunt being yanked on the end of my tug-rope.

	By the time we get to our destination, nearly a half hour later, the females are sweating, nearly fainting with exhaustion and fatigue, drained, their eyes dull.  They collapse against the rusted hulk of an old Chevy pickup.

	The junkyard has been abandoned for almost four years now, waiting for

the state to claim it for landfill.  While the boys at the capital take their time I’ve

found other uses for the locale.  I’ve brough females and children here from

several of the surrounding rural communities, sweet babies, young moms all

of which have died sobbing and screaming for me surrounded by the ancient rusting

frames.

	I have a spot I’ve picked for Holly and I unhook her collar from mom’s to pull her to it.  She totters weakly after me.

	The airplane fuselage lies near the center of the junkyard, wingless, a broken piece of silvery metal,  its insides plundered and scavenged.

	Barbara staggers after us on the dirt trail between the piles of scrap metal, her wrists cuffed behind her, the unattached chain now dangling from her collar.

	“Ghrrff!” She grunts unintellibly. “Nngghhff!”

	Next to the plane there’s an old wooden crate where I keep my tools.

	“Get up on there,” I tell Holly after I uncuff her wrists.

	Mom circles around me as Holly staggers up on the tail fin of the airplane. The metal is hot against the child’s injured feet and she has to bend down and crawl.

	Barbara continues to issue her gagged protests.  I turn to her and point at the ground.

	“Kneel there, bitch. And shut the fuck up.”

	Barbara sinks immediately to the dirt, going suddenly quiet.

	Holly looks back at her mom through dazed eyes.

	“Stand up, Holly,” I tell the child. “Stand up on the plane’s tail, sweetie. Yes.

There. Right there.”

	She leans against the tail of the junked craft.  The metal panels are long gone and all that’s left is the framing bars, the shape of the tail towering into the

afternoon sky.

	From the crate I take a slender spike, a steel mallet, a handful of bolts and a wrench and I move up on the tail with Holly.

	“Stand up against the tail, honeybunch. That’s a good girl. Back up against it.

Spread your arms apart. Yeah. Yeah. Just like Jesus on the cross sweetie. You know

how Jesus looks? Just like that. Oh yeah. Good girl. Stand there now. Don’t move.”

	I lean my weight against Holly, my side against the front of her small skinny body and I put one spike to the palm of her outstretched hand.

	“Ohh ghhrff nnnngggg!” Barbara yells. She staggers to her feet and

tries to climb up on the tail of the plane but manages only to stumble and totter

off into a pile of sharp-edged scrap.

	One good slam of the mallet drives the spike all the way through Holly’s little hand.  The child screams wildly, her cry muted by the wadded up cloth stuffed in her mouth and she tries to get away but I have her pinned easily against the hot steel piping. I yank out the spike, drive one of the bolts through the blood-spurting hole in her hand and secure it tightly into the waiting sprocket on the airplane tail frame with the wrench.

	Barbara is screaming, trying to extricate herself from the jagged metal pile,

her arms and legs torn by the sharp rusty debris.  She manages to come up on

her knees just as I drive the spike through Holly’s other hand.  Somehow she’s managed to rip the duct tape off her face and spit out the spit-soaked rag.

	“Aghh dear Goddd! RANDIEEE! NOOO!”

	When both of the Holly’s arms are secured to the tail fin frame

I bend down to slam the spike through her feet, to bolt her spread-legged and

crucified against the abandonded fuselage.

	Barbara has finally managed to scramble up on the end of the wing and she’s

stumbling toward me.

	“Let us go you bastard! Let us go! Let us go! Don’t hurt my baby anymore!”

	I turn and swing punching the cuff-bound bitch right in the face, breaking her nose and sending her crashing back into the scrap metal heap.

	Dropping my tools back in the crate I drag Barbara out of the junkpile by one leg.  I’m gonna have to restrain her now. She’s become too much of a nuisance.

	A steel beam rests ten feet off the ground between two piles of black-rusted

car bodies. A chain dangles from it.  I haul Barbara to the spot, force her up on her feet and hook her slavecollar to the dangling chain.  Now she’s ten feet from the airplane with a clear view of Holly’s suffering unable to do anything about it.

	From the crate I take my Canon.

	I shoot a few pics of Holly on the tail fin of the plane. She lifts her gagged face to look at me as she hears the camera clicking.  Her beaten lanky body all spread against the gray metal bolted to it is a stunning vision.  The expression in her eyes is what I live for, defeated, broken, psychologically gutted.  Lines of blood spill down the steel frame-pipes of the airplane from Holly’s hands and feet, childflesh and childblood on rusting steel in the bright haze of the Carolina afternoon sun - an image I will treasure.

	I turn and shoot a few of Barbara as well. Why not? Two for the price of one.

Too bad the Piggly Wiggly will be shorthanded for the next couple of weeks. And

Jim Hagwell’s not gonna have anybody to ogle anymore but this bitch is mine

now.  She’s quite a sight herself, hung by the neck, arms pulled behind her, up on her toes, whipped, raped, beaten, barbed wooden dildo deep in her twat, her nose smashed and swollen, one eye swollen shut.

	Now I pick up a strand of steel cable.

	I ponder how to finish it.  Mom first or baby? What will please me the most on this bright early summer Sunday?

	First I will beat both of them bloody with the steel cable.

	I start with mom.

	Barbara dances up dust with her feet and chokes on her collar as I stripe her and flay her with the metal cord.  She wails and pleads as I go up on the airplane

tail and tear into Holly.  I spare the child nothing.  Show her absolutely no mercy.

She pisses and shits herself while I rip the front of her body almost to the bone

with cut after cut of thudding steel.

	Leaving baby almost unconscious I return to mom. I flog Barb’s useless cunt with the steel cable until its a torn flap of meat. I swing her around and whip her asscheeks raw.  Blood washes down her kicking legs. 

	Standing behind her, holding her by one hip I kick her legs apart, crouch slightly and enter her asshole. I slowfuck her for almost ten minutes just to work

myself up.

	I take a few more pictures.

	Now I take the blowtorch.

	Barbara sees me coming with it, sees me light it up, the hiss and pop of the blue flame.  She’s babbling and screaming.

	I grab her by one ankle, twist her leg up and slow-burn her foot, her shin. I trace the countour of her calf to her kneehollow, burning, charring.  I burn her

knee black. She howls dementedly as I burn the inside of her thigh all the way

to her bloody dildo-stuffed cunt.

	“Suffer you stinking bitch,” I growl taking her other leg, repeating the moves, streaking mom’s skin with blistering heat, burning her limbs, cooking

her. “Suffer and burn for me. Give me all you got.”

	I move around her and torch her asscheeks and her back and her flanks.

	She dances freakishly, chokes on her collar rattling the suspension chain against the beam overhead, farts, pisses, shits herself, pukes gasps and

scream-howls her head off as I trace burnlines on her tits and chest, on her belly

and mons, on her shoulders and arms and bound hands.

	I stand in front of her, the hissing blowtorch in my hand.

	“Now it’s Holly’s turn,” I tell her, slow-stroking myself.

	“Nnagghhhh!! Pleeeeze! Doonnttt!”

	She stands on one burned foot, the other leg cocked and quivering. Her burned body smouldering, blood streaming from the hundred cuts and weals

I’ve put on her.

	Her eyes desperately hold mine.

	“You don’t want Holly to get some of what I just gave you?”

	“Ngg-noo - ahh Goodd - ah’ll - do - wh-wha -”

	“You’ll do whatever I want - That what you’re trying to tell me, bitch?”

	“Yghh - yezz -”

	She nods her head weakly.  Her hair is a tangled blood-streaked mess.

	“Ok. I’ve got an idea. I’ll let you down and uncuff your arms. You’ll hold your hands out in front of you, cup them for me and then I’ll shit on them, ‘K? Then you’ll go up there on the plane and feed Holly my shit. How’s that? You like that idea?  If you do that for me and do it right I’ll let both of you live. I’ll let you go.”

	“Uwwhrgghh!” she grunts nodding wildly. “Yezz - anyth-thing - any - thing y-you w-want -”

	I put the torch down on the ground, leaving the flame on of course. After all I know I’ll be using it again soon and I don’t want to go through the trouble of re-lighting it.

	I unclip Barbara’s collar and she slides defeatedly down to her knees on the ground in front of me, her head falling forward.  If she can do what I demand from her it will be a fucking miracle. The bitch is almost dead already.  I reach down and free her cuffed wrists.

	“Ok brighteyes. Hold your hands out for me, just like I said.”

	Sobbing softly she lifts her burned, cable-hacked arms and cups her hands in front of her, barely able to keep her head up.

	I turn my back to her, crouch over her extended palms and shit

a thick hot glop of crap into them.  Some of it drips to the ground but she

manages to keep most of it in her cupped hands.  She starts to get up.

	“Not done yet, cunt,” I tell her bluntly and stepping back I crouch over her face and shit on it watching dark brown stream-clumps of faeces spatter her cheeks

and roll down on to her hook-pierced slash-cut tits. 

	“Get it in your mouth,” I growl.  She opens up for me, leaning her head back to take it.

	When I’m done I wipe myself off with a shank of her hair. I push down and

smear my asshole on her face, smear shit all over her cheeks and eyelids, on

her broken swollen nose.

	“Alright, pig. Feed your daughter. I’m gonna take some pictures while you do it.”

	Barbara tries to walk but she ends up crawling on her knees to the plane. I get the camera and go up on the plane’s tail to rip the duct tape off Holly’s face, to ungag the broken child.  Clambering awkwardly on to the metal fin and staggering toward us mom moves toward her daughter, cupping my faeces in her extended hands like some strange offering. I start taking pictures as she draws closer then

jump off the tail to get a better perspective.

	“O-open y-your mouth, baby -” Barbara moans.

	The ten year old raises her face to her mother.  There’s no expression there, no life, no will - only suffering.

	“Whggg -” she groans as Barbara raises her shit-filled hands and pushes my waste into her daughter’s small half-open mouth.

	“Cram it in there, slut,” I growl at her as I snap image after image. “Make sure she swallows it.”

	Barbara’s sobbing, barely able to stand but somehow she follows through for me.  Holly chokes, gets some of my shit down, spews the rest, makes a mess of herself.

	When I put the camera down Barbara turns to me.

	“Is - is - that - wh-what - you -?”

	“Get off the fuckin’ plane. Come here to me.”

	She stumbles off the tail panel and staggers in my direction.

	“Kneel,” I say handing her a small strand of wire. “Put this through those hooks in your tits.”

	“B-but you s-said -”

	“Shut up, pig. Do it.”

	There’s no fight in her. She slides to the ground and laces the wire through the tiny eyelets at the base of each of the six hooks in her torn tit-bags.

	I take the wire from her when she’s done.

	“You’re gonna lose your nipples first,” I tell her yanking hard on the wire.  She cranes her head up to look at me, wide eyed as her nubs rip clean off her beaten, blood-slashed, burn-laced boobs.  Then she screams and topples to the dirt at my feet.  Tossing her torn nipples aside, grabbing her by her hair I drag her to the

wooden crate where I keep my toys.  I take a small short metal spike from the box, kick Barbara on her back, sink down, one knee on her belly and drive

the spike through both her nipple-less boobs, right to left, impaling both flesh-globes.

	She flails her arms weakly, pointlessly.

	Dragging her back to the suspension chain I now hang her by her impaled

tits, attaching a clamp to the spike between her paps and clipping the end of the chain to it, hauling her up off her feet and picking up the blowtorch.

	“About letting you go...” I tell her raising the hissing blowtorch. “Guess I lied, bitch.”

	I put the flame right to her ripped up dildo-stuffed cunt burning it black

	When she’s done screaming I look up at her smiling.

	The sky above us is cloudless and clear.  A warm breeze moves the swaying pines.

	“Now you’re gonna watch me kill your baby.”

	I move back toward the plane Barbara gurgling and moaning behind me,

her legs kicking air.

	I put the torch to Holly. Slowly. Methodically. For almost an hour while Barbara shrieks and blubbers and howls hung by her bleeding mutilated

tits up there like an animal.  I want mom to see, to understand, to grasp my absolute unrepressed brutality on the child and to take it with her. I want it to be the last thing for her - or almost the last thing.  

	After the burning I take the machete.

	I slash through Holly’s arms and legs, cut her off the airplane tail and

then lay her on the hot steel of the airplane’s fin panel to slowfuck her burned dying, mutilated body, looking right in her eyes as she dies, my cock stuffed in her 

little cunt. She says nothing to me but only sighs at the end, pupils dilated and glassy, a bloody drool oozing from her parted lips, a last odd sound coming from her.

	“- ugwwhh -”

	I shout triumphantly, push all the way in and empty my balls in my ten year old slaughterbaby, drain myself inside her.

	After a few minutes I slide out, trying to catch my breath.  

	The child’s armless, legless body slithers lifelessly off the hot steel tail-wing into the trash heap below.

	I pick up the machete and move toward Barbara.

	She no longer struggles. She’s done. She hangs up there, a slab of lifeless female meat as I whip her with the blade, hacking deep gashes in her

legs and sides, slicing her open, gutting her, plunging the blade deep into her

upper abdomen, hacking her liver in half and finally killing her.

	Before burying them in a grave I’d dug in the woods, out near Swank’s pond, where Holly had said she’d seen her father naked, I tear the dildo out of Barbara’s cunt and fuck both females again passionately. Fuck their dead, broken, gashed-out, burned-up stiffening bodies long and hard, give them both a good load of sperm before kicking them and the pieces of them and the sheets and mattress from the trailer into the ground and covering them up.

	It’s nearly a week before anybody in town even knows the Winthrops are missing. Apparently somebody from school goes by the trailer and finds it abandoned. 	I’ve cleaned it up really well.  There will be no clues to find. 

	The story makes the local papers and the nightly news on TV.

 	The police are curious about the missing twin bed and strongly consider foul play. But there’s no blood and no bodies. And naturally the box with the money in the closet is gone - a bit of income I won’t be reporting to Uncle Sam this year. 

	Last I hear is the feds are looking for Bobby John in Atlanta or someplace. Poor son of a bitch. I hope he has a good alibi.  If he isn’t in jail already then he’s definitely on his way there.

	Oh yeah, and the way I find out about some of this is from this young Savannah girl: Jess from Savannah. She tells me one day in the shop after she brings me some of her vacation pictures to develop.

	I’ve been looking at the pictures.  Jess is a nice name. She’s got a nice little cunt. I can see it outlined under her tight bikini bottom.  She’s nineteen. College gal.  Vacationing with her friend Lynn.

	There’s a picture of them both in their bikinis, tanned, smiling.

	I think they will look nice cut in half.  Maybe I’ll make them fuck each other first. Maybe I’ll just improvise a bit. I’m sure they’ll inspire me to do some nice work.

	I’m gonna have to get my tools ready, make a trip to the junkyard, get things set up.

	Summer’s almost over.

	Gotta take it when I can get it because soon I’ll be moving on. After Jess and Lynn I’ll be moving south and west, Pensacola or thereabouts maybe.

	 I like seaside towns.  

	For a guy like me seaside towns are perfect, specially if there are rural areas nearby.

	Woods, abandoned junkyards, that kind of thing.

	And meat.

	A plentiful and unending supply of young warm female meat.





***						***					***





	Must have been the winter of ‘78 or ‘79.  Not real sure.  Got fond memories of that one though she wasn’t the first.  I think she was maybe the fourth or fifth, but I can’t be certain. I wasn’t even sure back then - and now - hell, it’s been a while and there’s been so many.

	Her car had broken down on a blank stretch of road between Orchidea and Newport, a twenty mile stretch of single lane blacktop that twists over the countryside like a roller-coaster ride.  She had some kind of shitty vehicle, I remember that, a Ford Pinto or something like that, some unreliable piece of junk.

	It was late afternoon on a Sunday - I know it was Sunday cause I was off work and I remember seeing people coming out of a church in town that day before I ran into Mindy. I had my eye on a couple of the townies, specially one sweet honey blonde that worked at the post office. She used to go to church every Sunday and I’d keep a look out for her just hoping one day I might catch her alone.  That particular Sunday I had no luck.  The bitch was with her mother and some friends so I decided to drive back to Newport.

	 Mindy was sitting in that useless heap and shivering when I pulled up in my pick up. Stupid little shit was half naked wearing one of them hot pants outfits that were popular back then even though there was already snow on the ground. 

	She was all smiles when she saw me and rolled down her window.

	“Mister, my car won’t start.”

	“I’ll have a look,” I said with a nod.

	She had a nice face and sweet eyes and I figured her in her early twenties if that much. When I stepped out of my pick up and came up beside the car I got a good gander at her thighs and cleavage all squeezed into that short tight outfit, a fetching shade of red.  She had nice big lips too, plush, red, like her fingernails poised on the steering wheel, all nicely matching.

	I opened the hood and saw right away it was fixable. Nothing but a dirty

carburetor that could be wiped or sprayed and she’d be on her way, but by then

I had a fine hard on under my jeans and there was nobody on that road. 

	She wasn’t going anywhere.

	“I’m sorry, miss,” I told her, all honest and straight-like.  “I can’t do it for ya.  But there’s a town up the road a bit.”

	“Orchidea?”

	“Yup.”

	“Is there a garage - I mean do you know if there’s one there that might be open today?”

	“Couldn’t say for sure but I can drive you into town if you’d like.  Be a lot warmer there.”

	She giggled like a little girl and my gloved hands compulsively fisted up.

	I wanted this little slut bad. She’d make a fine substitute for the honey blonde I’d missed out on.

	Mindy opened the door and stepped out of the car on to the snow frosted grass wrapping her arms around herself, protecting her ample breasts and shivering.  She was maybe five foot three, if that, and deliciously shaped with flared hips and a full round ass. And her legs, long and bare were slender and smooth, her thighs and calves somewhat chunky, the way I liked them.  She was wearing high-heel sandals. Hardly the perfect footwear for the winter landscape around her.

	She caught me looking at her and blushed a little.

	“I was going to a party in Freetown.”

	“Uh-huh.”

	She looked at me a bit uncertainly.  Maybe she caught a glimpse of what I wanted on my face.

	“Well - I sure would appreciate that ride,” she said trying to smile again.

	She wasn’t expecting it so it was perfect. I punched her in the stomach, just above her crotch, into the snug wrap of her hot pants, low down, and she slumped forward with a grunt and slid to her knees in the snow.

	“Oh you’re going for a ride alright.”

	She staggered trying to get up and I kicked my boot into her guts winding her and felling her.

	Reaching into the flatbed of the pickup I got the crowbar and before she

could get up I slammed her short-haired blonde head.  Her hands went up on either side of her face and she got up on one leg and stared at me in dazed shock then

thumped back against her car, blood streaming down her face as she passed out.

She ended up sprawled and sitting on the cold ground.

	I looked around to make sure no one was around and then I lifted her up in my arms and carried her to my pickup.  She was lighter than I thought she’d be,

but substantial.

	All in all, a nice unexpected catch.





	So why do I remember her so well?  I don’t know if I can say.  I mean I remember many of them pretty good but there’s some that stick out more than

others.  Maybe it was that red hot-pants outfit, the way she looked so vulnerable

in it surrounded by snow and barren trees, the way she’d smiled or blushed standing there by that junky car. I’m not sure what it was but Mindy Garrison was one of the ones I’d remember.

	I got her name off her student ID in her purse. She had a small black purse with a shoulder strap and it smelled like her, sweet, flowery - like her perfume.  It was full of the usual crap. Lipstick, rouge, a couple of polaroids of her with some friends.

	Mindy was a North Carolina college girl, though she didn’t have the accent.  Maybe her folks were from somewheres else. 

	She didn’t even have a driver’s license. 

	She was just a regular girl, getting dressed up for some sorry-ass party, trying to be cool and hip, but being just a little bit over the top.  Way I looked at it she was looking for it - begging for it.  She needed cock and had set herself up as bait. To me, she was a juicy piece of sassy bitchfuck over which I was about to take complete posession.

	I drove her out to one of the dirt roads that lead to Greely’s pond.  Luckily

the snow hadn’t covered it too bad.  I owned an old hunting cabin near there; it would be a perfect place for me and Mindy to get better acquainted.

	Once I got her where I was going I roped her wrists behind her and brought her around with a couple of hard slaps. She started crying and begging as I got her out of the truck.

	“Shut the fuck up, missy and get up there,” I said roughly showing her the

flatbed of the pickup.

	“Oh god - please - mister - let me go - please - I won’t tell  - I wo -”

	I slapped her a couple of times more, real hard, just to let her know that all that talk in the world wasn’t gonna change diddlysquat and she finally crawled up there on the flatbed for me and I got up there with her.

	“Spread your legs wide,” I told her gripping her short mane and staring her down.

	I put my hand on her titties and then on her crotch and copped myself a nice feel. Then I slid my fingers under the hem of her hot pants and gently stroked her

cuntslit.  

	“Please,” she muttered. “Don’t.”

	I ignored her.  She had a nice little cunt. I could feel the feathery strands of pubic hair against the outside of my thumb. Girls weren’t apt to shave themselves down there back then like they do these days. I probed her little fuckhole and she

dropped her head and sobbed softly, a single tear moving down her shivering

face. 

	“Wh-what are y-you going to do?” she said, still downcast as I pulled my hand away.  She was blushing again, more intensely.

	“You’ll find out as we go, sweetheart.”

	I went on one knee to rope her pretty ankles to eyelet hooks that were bolted on the flatbed.  She was shivering and her skin was all pink and goose-bumpy from the cold wind blowing around her. The blood from the cut on her head was a dry dark-red smear down on her left cheek.  For me it added to her charm.

	I stood up and took out the knife. Mindy’s eyes went wide.

	“Don’t kill me,” she whimpered. “Don’t kill me.”

	“Quiet, Mindy. ‘Ok? You need to be real fucking quiet.”

	I put the blade to that hot pants outfit and slit it off her shoulders.  The top was elastic and it shredded and draped down off her waist.  Mindy wasn’t wearing

a bra.

	“Nice, girl. Real nice.”

	“Oh god, mister, please.”

	“Alright. I told you to shut up, didn’t I?”

	I cut a strip from her torn top and shoved it into her mouth securing it with a rope tied tight around her head.  Then I opened up my tool box and took out a three foot long cane I’d made from an old fiberglass fishing pole.

	“You said you were going to a party, didn’t you girl?  Well - I’m thinkin’ we got ourselves a party right here - maybe not exactly what you had in mind but what the hell.”

	She shook her head as I stepped off the back of the truck.

	Framed up there above me against the late afternoon sun Mindy was a sweet sight, high-heeled legs spread wide, face bloody and gagged, arms tied behind her.

	I started right in with no warning and no preparation swatting those meaty young college-girl thighs with my cane, swatting mercilessly, alternating, first one leg then the other, crudely, striping her right from the get-go, making her squeal and twist and pull on her leg ropes.  She tottered on her sandals, perched, high heels clunking against the metal of the truck flatbed.

	“You’ve got nice legs, pig.”

Swat! Swwisshh!

	“I like girls with nice legs.”

Wackk! Swatt!

	“You like to show ‘em off don’t you?”

Whiff! Slasshh!

	“Were ya thinking of showing ‘em off at that party, Mindy? Huh? Were ya?”

Slassh! Wackk! Smacck! Swatttt!

	Her pretty head rocked back and she gag-screamed at the fading sky.

	“Go ‘head and scream, missy.  Nobody gonna hear you out here, ‘cept the skunks and the birds maybe.”

Swat! Swwisshh!

	“Nobody but me.”

Whiff! Slasshh!

	“And I like to hear girls scream.”

Slassh! Wackk! Smacck! 

	“I like it a lot.”

	I beat Mindy’s pretty legs right near to blood concentrating my efforts betwen her knees and her hips, focusing my attack on the tender inside flesh of

her meaty thighs. Bitch had slabs like hams, pink, juicy and lean. Then I moved down to her shins and calves and the tops of her high-heeled feet almost making her fall, making her gasp and shriek, snot dripping from her nose and drool from her mouth, mascara running in lines down her face.  

	I got back up on the truck bed, took my knife and cut her hot pants open to rip them completely off her gorgeous body and leave my young bitch-captive bare-ass naked,  shivering as the temperature dropped, night quickly coming, puffs of breath misting around her gagged mouth.

	“yahg - gwah - gnnaa - wg -” she panted.

	I made no effort to understand whatever it was she was trying to say instead I stood behind her and whaled into her asscheeks and back tearing the home made

cane into her viciously, making her dirty-dance for me and scream and thump her heels against the flatbed.  I whipped her bound hands and arms as well and poked her with the cane and slashed up into her now bare cunt from beneath and behind.  I caned my young bitch well past sanity then unzipped my fly, pulled out my cock, stepped up behind her and put it up her muff, gripping her hips to fuck her whipped body.

	“This what you wanted, missy? Huh? This what you wanted? I bet it is - Hell yeah. I know it is. Don’t you worry none. You’re gonna get plenty of this tonight. Oh yeahh. Plenty of it. We’re gonna party down, girl.”

	In my leather jacket, jeans and boots, my cock sheathed in female I was well protected from the cold.

	Mindy was not.  Her skin was bluish.  She trembled uncontrollably.

	It was great to fuck her like that.  That made it memorable too.  I’ve never done another one quite like that, cold as meat from the freezer on the outside and hot as baked apple pie on the inside.  I ran my hand over her, squeezed her whipped

flanks and ass while I fucked her, continued to cane-swat her legs enjoying the

way her tight little cunny squeezed me with each slashing blow.  I reached around her and grabbed her pretty titties and pinched her nipples and made her cry.

	“We haven’t done anything with your little boobies yet, have we, Mindy? Mmmm.  They’re nice and firm.  I think I wanna see them bleed, girl. Oh yeah.  I think I might just want to rip ‘em to shreds.”

	I pulled back out of her, untied her ankles and gave her a good shove off the

flatbed.  She tumbled awkwardly onto the icy gravel with a screech, wrists still secured behind her, then she got up on one knee, got somehow to her feet and tried to hightail it, managing only to trip herself up on her high heels, losing her balance and tumbling into the ditch at the side of the road.

	Grabbing her by her hair I hauled her, half-dragged her back to the pick-up.

	“No running away, college girl. Party’s just starting.”

	Now I tied the young naked bitch back up against the side of the vehicle, a ‘74 Chevy if memory serves me right. I tied her legs apart, ankles to the truck bumpers, front and rear, then I untied her wrists and pulled her arms wide, like a crucifixion, her left arm to the passenger side door handle, her right arm to the flatbed door hinge.  

	It was getting dark so I got a fire going a couple of feet from the truck,

in front of Mindy, a nice glowing campfire on the edge of the dirt road.

	From the truck tool box I got my next weapon.

	“Ever see one of these, missy?”

	I showed her the single-tail bullwhip. I’d just recently bought it. I waved it in the air a couple of times and snapped it.  The crack made Mindy jump.  It echoed sharply through the woods around us.

	“It’s for girls like you.  Girls who want to be bad.  Girls who want to show off and get men all hot and bothered.”

	“Wggh - ghf - nng - ssgg -”

	“Hard to talk with a gag in your mouth, ain’t it? I bet it’s the first time in a long while you can’t talk your way out of something, am I right bitch?  Your kind’s

good for talking their way through life...aren’t you?”

	I tossed the long whiptongue back behind me and it rattled on the icy surface

of the road.

	“Nngg! Nnnaa!”, Cindy protested, knowing what was coming, outstretched arms thunking against the truck.

	“Yeah. Your kind knows how to sweet talk a man, how to wrap him around your finger, how to break his balls - little bitch.”

	The last word was just a snarl and I flung the whip at her hard, right across

her chest, right across her blue-pink nipples. Mindy wailed and slammed her ass

back against the side of the pickup.

	“You won’t be talking your way out tonight, missy.”

	I swung again, harder.

	“Fuck no. Not tonight.”

	I gave my young cruel and unusual punishment and she sobbed and shrieked as the day flickered out like the flame on a dying wick.  Maybe that was memorable too, whipping her by the dancing light of the fire, watching the cruel welt-streaks marr her lovely shivering body, puffs of breath from both of us as the night-cold swept in, the quiet solemn woods all around.

	Or maybe it was what came afterwards, how I cut Mindy free, ungagged her, and she sank to her knees on the hard icy ground as snowflakes began to drift down from the sky, how with her titties all cut up by my whip and trembling she knelt there after I took out my dick and obediently, subserviently, as the fire faded to embers, enveloped my shaft in her sweet red-painted lips.  If her cunt was apple pie her mouth was peach cobbler, all gooey and sweet for me.

	Mindy was a good cocksucker.  I saw she had lots of experience and even though she was sobbing and shivering and her face and hair were a mess she

gave it her college-girl best, keeping her hands behind her, thrusting herself on me, gagging, drooling.  Snow stuck to her hair and whip-slashed shoulders as she bobbed.  It was like I’d broken through, like she no longer feared what might be in store for her, like she was giving herself to me, lock stock and barrel.  I took my cock from her lips, grabbed her by her hair and slapped her face a couple of times then put my cock back to her lips. She went right back to it, eagerly, desperately.  I let her work me up taking my cock out of that sweet mouth only to smack her young face around pushing deep into her throat, grabbing her and holding her steady while I facefucked her, staring down into her sad green eyes, her lips stretched to the limit.

	After that I yanked her up by her hair, got her up on her sandalled feet and walked her out in front of me.

	“Let’s go, missy.  I want to fuck you good and proper.”

	The fire I’d started by the truck had already fizzled out.

	The snow was already thick and fluffy when we got to the cabin.

	As we went up on the creaking wood of the porch she turned to me.

	“Please don’t kill me.”

	I pulled her to me, kissed her shivering mouth, then turned her towards the doorway.

	“Shut up and get inside.”





	It was dark in there, what you’d expect from a hunting cabin. No running water, no electricity.

	I tied Mindy on top of an old beat up wooden table I’d brought there some time before, tied her on her back, arms drawn wide apart to two steel poles on either side of the table that helped hold the ramshackle roof up, her legs wide open and pulled high to suspension ropes.  Then I got a new fire going in the fireplace, a crackling heat-generating blaze that lit up the whole room.

	Still racked with spasms of shivering that made her beaten body bounce on the rickety table Mindy lifted her head, looked around and saw the manacles on the wall, the chains, the tools of torture on the small table in the corner, the blood stains on the floor and walls and on the rough surface where she lay.  I watched her eyes take it all in , the horror and fear moving over her to the dancing light from the fireplace.

	When the place had heated up a bit I began to strip.

	Mindy watched me.  I like to think she desired me, although there’s no way I know that for sure.  I was a pretty well-built guy, six-two, all hard muscle and brawn, no mustache or beard, crew-cut, dark eyes and hair.

	“You - you’ve done this b-before,” she said softly.

	“Coupla times.”

	“Other girls?”

	“Yeah. Other girls. I don’t like boys, missy, leastways not older boys.  I like little ones but I ain’t done one of them yet.”

	“Were they - like me? From the road?”

	“No. Got me a nigger hooker from Freetown.  And there was a schoolteacher up from Glendale Pines.  Coupla others.”

	“How many?”

	“Three, four. I don’t know.”

	By then I was standing over her naked, my cock upright like a goddamn steel pike.

	“Why?” she asked.

	“Because I can,” I said and I moved up to her grabbed her cane-whipped thighs and put my shaft to her cuntslit. “Because I like it.”

	“So you are going to kill me,” she sobbed.

	I smiled and rubbed my cockhead up and down her pretty pink sexpit.

	“Gonna fuck you and hurt you first.”

	Maybe that was the memorable part, the way she cried when I entered her that second time, like a virgin getting her first taste even though Mindy was no virgin.  Her cunt had been well used, and not just by me. The little whore had been around.  But she cried like a little girl when I pushed my meat all up inside her sweet cunnyhole, bawled and sniffed and groaned with each ramming thrust.  I think that was mostly because she suspected that the worst was ahead of her.

	I fucked her and worked myself up knowing I was going to want to hurt that pussy, to punish it terribly.  Her twat felt real nice inside, sweet and syrupy.  It called for heartless destruction. 

	I slid out of my trapped college girl and went to the table.

	I came back for her and showed her the weapon I’d picked.  It was a home made one and pretty effective: a fanbelt I’d bought at an auto parts store. I’d

driven a bunch of small frame nails through it, all in a single row along the whole length of the belt.  Rubber and metal.  Perfect for cunt punishment.

	“Guess where I’m gonna use this?” I asked holding it up for her to see,

standing a couple of feet away from her upstretched wide open legs.

	“Ohh noo! Ohh god noo! Pleeease!? Not on my pussy! Not on my pussy!”

	“Well, goddamn, girl. You guessed right!”

	I swung down viciously sending the studded belt against her sexmound. The hard rubber swatted down and shaped itself to her chubby pink meatslit and the

nails tore into the vulnerable flesh, ripping out her cunthair as I drew back to strike

again.  The young bitch screeched and thumped her head against the table and tugged on her arms and tried to bend and cringe away.  But her ankles were

strung up tight and her ass was off the table and all she could manage to do was

tug herself up, her rump bobbing, clenched, her knees bending, as she twisted

and squirmed. 

	I timed my strokes, keeping a slow beat, making Mindy dance and scream. I guess if her car hadn’t broken down she’d be dancing under some disco lights right about then but maybe not so dramatically as this.  After the fourth cut she was already bleeding real nice for me, tiny streams of red pouring down her spine-crack and spattering the table. I swung the studded strap back and forth, like the grim reaper cutting across a grass field with his blade, from left to right and right to left, across her meaty thighs, the outsides of her legs and the insides, her hips, her asscheeks.  I tore into Mindy’s already whipped body with gusto taking out all my meanness on her, using her for all she was worth.

	And when her cunt was a filthy bloody mess I entered her again and fucked

her hard for a while and she welcomed me.  Anything was better than that belt, I guess.  But her relief wasn’t gonna last long.  I stepped back to give her some more and she went hysterical. By then her cunt was starting to look more like smushed cherry pie than peach cobbler.  

	After a few meaty slashes that spattered blood as far as the wall behind

Mindy I decided it was time to check out that tight little asshole.  I put my prick

to her little pucker and pushed forward slowly and her dangling legs trembled

and she moaned and begged me to stop.  Mindy had been around but not enough to taste backdoor action.  Her ass was as tight as baby squirrel’s and I could barely

get the head of my cock past her rim.

	“Goddamn, girl. I’m gonna have to do something about this.”

	The firelight glowed in her eyes and she looked up at me between her bloody thighs as I got the knife and she cried to God and Jesus and who knows what all

else while I made a couple of neat incisions right on her asshole, just to nip the

muscle, pushing the tip of the blade into her and slicing.  Her tummy tightened

as she wailed and she farted up blood and shit.  I smeared my cock on that goo

and popped my hard meat into her.  The cuts had helped. I went all the way to the hilt with no obstruction, pushing deep.  Mindy’s crap chute was a real treat for me and I fucked it for almost a half hour pounding the leg-hung college girl and drawing a few skin cuts on her calves and on legs and on her smooth belly and curly-blonde pussy pelt with my knife while I did her.

	After a while she was exhausted and I was pretty much done with this first phase of torture.  I was ready to take things up a notch.  I was also pretty much done with listening to Mindy’s constant babbling so I picked up a stretch of barbed wire and wrapped it over her mouth and around her head yanking it tight until her

fucking cheeks bled, tying it off, making it impossible for her to form any

useful words.

	I let her arms down and put cuffs on her wrists then I dropped her cut up legs on the table and let her lie there for a minute before hauling her up on her feet. I grabbed her by the scruff of her neck and walked her to a corner of the cabin room.  She could barely stand up by then and blood drooled out her battered holes down the insides of her injured thighs.

	I pointed to the device on the ground.

	“Kneel on it.”

	I’d built it myself, two hinged two-by-four slats with holes for the legs mounted on a plywood base.  There was a socket on the base midway between the

two carved holes and a two inch thick barbed metal shaft rose up from it.  The shaft rested on threaded grooves and there was a small cranking device screwed into the wooden base next to it.

	Mindy  gave me a sad pleading look and hesitated. She instinctively grasped what the device was capable of. But she didn’t have much energy to fight me and she slid down with a muffled sob.

	“Put your legs in it, bitch.”

	She slid her ankles into the stocks and I drew them shut, latching them and trapping her in a kneeling position.  Then I pulled her cuffed wrists behind her and clipped them together.

	A rope dangled from the ceiling above Mindy’s head.  I fashioned a hangman’s noose in it and slid it down over my college girl’s head drawing it tight and pulling up on the take-up end of the rope so that she hung, choking, on her knees, legs trapped in the stocks, ready for punishment.

	The barbed shaft was poised just under her ripped up twat and I leaned down to turn the small crank lever a few times making it rise into her, pushing up into her and gouging her as she whined and squirmed uncomfortably, her neck tugging on the noose and keeping her still.  A few more turns on the crank and the shaft rose

higher ripping into Mindy’s battered cunt and causing her a world of hurt.

	Then I propped a long steel ice pick in the fire and pushed a metal tray

covered with needles into the flames.

	While I waited for the implements to heat up I drew the noose a bit tighter, cranked the barbed shaft a little higher and walked around poor Mindy studying her, enjoying her.

	“You’re a nice looking cunt, Mindy. A real nice looking cunt.”

	I stood in front of her and stroked myself while I talked to her.  Her eyes gleamed tearfully in her barb-wire gagged face and snot and blood dripped from

her lips and nose.  She was gasping and wheezing for air, her cheeks flushed

darkly. I don’t know that most people would really find the kneeling beaten female attractive at that point but one man’s feast is another man’s poison I suppose.

	“A nice looking cunt like you is a real catch for a hunter like me,” I mused aloud. “Yeah. That’s how I like to think of myself. As a hunter, Mindy. A cunt hunter. Or I guess you can think of me as a cunt-hating hunter. Because I hate pretty cunts like you. I always have.”

	My shaft throbbed hotly as I gently massaged it, showing it to Mindy, showing her exactly who and what I was and letting her know, in case she still didn’t, what she was here for.

	I still remember all these years later the look on her pretty horror-struck,

wire-gagged face.  She looked like a little girl who’d been caught stealing from

the cookie jar.  Kinda of afraid and ashamed and defeated all at the same time.

	“Yeah, slut. I’ve always hated pigs like you. You make me sick with your

lying teasing ways showing a man what you know you’re not gonna give him,

using him and breaking him down.”

	Now that might have been true of Mindy or not. At that point it didn’t realy fucking matter.  At that point she’d ceased to be who she was and she’d become

what I needed her to be.

	I cupped my balls with one hand and drew on it with the other masturbating

for my attentive audience of one.

	“You see this cock, bitch? You see it? It’s the last one you’re ever gonna see.

This cock is the one that will put you in your final place, Mindy.  Mmmm. Yeah,

girl. This one’s the one that’ll put the cork in the bottle.  You’re not the first and

you won’t be the last, missy.  But right now you’re the star of my show.”

	Through the cabin window I could see the snow falling thickly and peacefully.

The flakes floated downward eerily, caught in the shimmer of moonlight.

	“I don’t know why I hate women so much. Women. Pigs. Animals like you.

I don’t know why, Mindy.  Maybe one of them headshrinks would say my momma

done something wrong.  But she didn’t.  That woman treated me like any other momma would treat a son and she loved me good and proper. My dad too. Nobody

ever beat me where I didn’t deserve it or call me names or any other of that psychobabble shit.  I grew up regular.  Movies. Fishing trips. All that shit, Mindy,

you know. Hell my folks weren’t even all that religious or nothing.  I don’t fit any

of the regular patterns you read about. But I’m as mean as they come, missy. I

got something really wrong with me, something that needs tending to.  And I guess

you were just in the wrong place at the wrong time with your little hot pants

and your red lipstick and your red fingernails. Yeah, slut. I guess it was just a 

bad fucking day for little Mindy.  And it’s about to get worse right about now, Mindy. Oh yeah. Real fucking worse.”

	The ice pick was ready, already smouldering. I could smell it from across the room. Hot metal ready for hot bitchmeat.  And the needles too.  Tiny slivers

of suffering for my little college girl tramp.

	I walked over and tugged on Mindy’s choke line pulling it slightly tighter, cranked the barbed shaft another half inch up her, then I got the ice pick and came back for my choking bitch victim.

	Gently at first I began poking her beautiful tits, so firm and full and young

and pink. Gently, just the tip, sizzling into the sweet flesh making her squeal and

gasp and choke herself on the noose. Gently probing, watching her, poking, making

tiny black holes in those beautiful paps.

	“You got nice ones, girl. Mmmm. Yes. I wonder who you were going to show them to tonight?  I don’t think they’d want to see them after I’m done with them. No, sir. Not at all.”

	Poke after poke after poke, each one sending Mindy into contortions, her

feet kicking against the plywood base, her whipped thighs flexing, her shoulders

weaving from side to side and the rope noose digging into her throat.

	I grab the top of her head and put the hot ice pick to her nipple.

	“Take it, you little shit.”

	A thrust pushes the metal deep and my college girl tramp’s eyes bulge in her head and she makes inhuman sounds in her throat and spits blood from her wire

gagged mouth.

	“Just take it. Take it. Take it.”

	Outside the snow blankets the woods.

	I slide the ice pick out of her. Blood spurts out. I lean down and suck and drink from her. I reheat the ice pick.  I grab her head again and push

into her other nipple and her face is a sweatglossed mask of horror and pain

and I smile and push the ice pick deeper.

	“Take it, missy. Just take it. It’s what you know you deserve.”

	The night moves slowly, almost timelessly as I reheat the pick, crouching

by the fireplace, the heat of the flames moving through my tense aroused body.

Looking into the dancing orange tongues I realize how much I love to make

young bitch animals suffer, to hurt them, to wound them, to destroy them.  And this one, this blameless young college girl bitch is so perfect for me, so delicious and memorable, mannah from heaven for this poor country boy.

	I stand over her and let her look at the ice pick now glowing a dark amber shade and smouldery.

	“See how thin it is, missy. It’s real thin. It’ll mess you up inside but it won’t kill you right away. Not if I use it right. And I know how to use it, girl. I know

how to use it very well.”

	I pull up the only chair in the cabin and sit in front of Mindy.

	She’s dancing on her knees, her noosed head bouncing,

	“Awwgrrhh! Wrghh! Nghwrrgg!” she’s grunting. “Naa! Aghaa! N-gaaa!”

	With one hand I’m masturbating. The pick’s in the other.

	I pick my targets. 

	First that pretty shapely belly that’s never going to fill up with child.

	I push into the spot where her stomach is just below the ribcage.

	A hiss accompanies the inward thrust and blood spills from her and her pain

is fierce and her legs thump against the wood. I poke that area several times, going

deep, studying Mindy’s face while I do it.  A young slut’s face is beautiful when

this stage of suffering arrives and I know instantly the memory of Mindy’s features

will stay with me forever.

	I reach up and steady her by her shoulder so that I can thrust deeper, stabbing my young captive repeatedly now before the pick loses its flaming heat.

	I move down the abdomen thrusting through liver and intestines, burnstabbing.  I slam to the hilt into her bladder and uterus.  She pisses and

shits blood on the impalement shaft and howls and tugs on the rope noose so hard it creaks against the hook in the ceiling.

	“Easy, girl. Or you’ll break your neck.”

	I work my way back up to her pockmarked breasts, stabbing slowly, mercilessly, relentlessly, occasionally leaning in to drink from her.  I stab her

arms and shoulders, deep enough to hit bone. After turning the crank and pushing the barbed steel rod deeper up into her  I go behind her and stab the

palms of her hands and the soles of her feet and her calves and the backs

of her thighs.

	Then leaving the pick jammed deep in her asscheek I put on a pair of

work gloves and get the needles from the fire.

	I festoon her stabbed titbags with the hot needles putting fifteen in each

globe and moving up to her face to put needles in her cheeks and through her

nose and lips and ears, burn piercing my victim, deeply reveling in her extreme

and frenzied anguish.

	The last two needles are saved for those big beautiful eyes, the ones that will no longer beckon and tease and invite.  She tries to close them but I pull the lids back and pierce and the pupils burst like ripe plums and spit blood all over me.

After I poke each eyeball out I stand over Mindy to rub my cock against the bloody sockets. I then remove my gloves, push my thumbs into the holes, lick her blood from my fingers and skull fuck her gutted eyes before finally thrusting the needles through both lids permanently sealing them.

	I bend down to crank the barbed rod higher, rupturing through her uterus making her jitter dance on the plywood base. I stand back and take up the choke rope.  For a few minutes I pull the noose tighter and tighter and watch my eye-less, barbed-wire gagged bitch jerk around and grunt and suffocate and whimper like a wounded puppy and bleed.

	Then, in a sudden moment of inspiration I take the knife and cut the strangle

rope.

	Mindy topples forward but does not fall, trapped to the leg stocks, impaled on the barbed metal shaft.

	I free her legs from the stocks pull her off the shaft and haul her by one leg across the floor to the door and outside.

	The cold is intense on my naked body as I drag my half-dead slutkill toward the pond over the snowy path, she pisses and craps blood all along the way.

	Greely’s pond has not yet frozen over completely and its surface glows

like black quartz in the moonlight.

	I string Mindy up to a pine branch by her cuffed wrists at the water’s edge with a stretch of rope left there from a previous slaughter.

	With a steel pipe I attack my suspended dying college girl, breaking both her legs and hips, smashing in her ribs.  The impact sound of heavy cold steel against

human meat echoes over the water and in the snow-laden trees.  Snowflakes

dust Mindy’s hair, mine too, they melt on our superheated bodies, they mix

with Mindy’s blood.

	I know there’s nothing left for me to take from Mindy now and it’s high time to finish her.  

	I cut her down and drag her by her hair toward the water.

	There’s a slab of gray rock that dips into the pond. On that rock and below the surface of the water there’s a rusty metal eyelet. It was once the top of an anchor. I secured it there months before with metal bolts, using the tilted rock and the anchor ring that previous summer, for the final takedown of my little schoolteacher from Glendale Pines.  That slut had done a nice job of field testing the simple rig. Now it would get used again.	

	Reaching into the icy water I loop the piece of rope that dangles from the noose around Mindy’s neck and tug it through.  As I yank on it my young bitch is pulled forward and downward on all fours, head-first into the cold darkness of Greely’s pond at a forty-five degree angle. She struggles weakly but her broken body weakened by blood loss and trauma now assailed by freezing air and water is vanquished.

	I kneel behind her on the cold rock and thrust my cock deep into her knife-cut asshole to fuck my squatting eyeless college girl while she drowns.  Her head bubbles in the half-frozen water.  I give the rope some slack and she pulls back up for air. I tug hard and pull her again under the black surface. I give her slack and she comes up weakly and her slashed asshole rim squeezes me as her body spasms involuntarily.

	The ice-pick is still jammed in her assmeat. I yank it out and stab it through the middle of her back.  Her hands reach out on either side of the slanted stone

and scratch at it pointlessly.

	“Wrrrragghhhrrrr!” she shrieks inhumanly, mortally wounded.

	Yanking hard on the rope I draw Mindy’s noosed, wire-gagged, eyeless blonde head under the water one last time. Her arms flail like the useless wings of a barnyard hen. Mindy’s dying for my pleasure and the sensation is incredible.  Freezing iciness wraps all around me but my cock is sheathed in pulsing bloodwarmth, tightly gripped -  no longer apple pie or peach cobbler but hot steaming chicken broth. The goddamn bitch is involuntarily fucking me now, thrusting back and forth, drowning, flapping her arms on the rock, the only sound from her a gurgly frothing in the water.  I lean my head back and feel the snow on my face and keep the rope taut as she fights me less and less, her arms and hands shuddering against the rock, and her knifed asshole clamped on me.  She goes limp just as I shoot off inside her, dies with perfect timing as I shout victoriously and empty my balls in her gutted body.





	When I was finished with Mindy I slid out of her and hauled her out of the water and left her lying on her belly on the slanted stone, rushing back to the warm cabin before frost-bite could get me.  After crouching before the fire and regaining warmth I was tempted to stretch out on the creaky floor and sleep.  But I knew I couldn’t leave my broken bitchdoll out there where someone might stumble across her.

	So I got dressed, put on my boots and my jacket and gloves and went back out to the pond.

	By then Mindy was frozen solid, a bloody sticky gooey mess crystallized, her

hair stiffly tangled.  She gleamed in the moonlight like a goddamn ice-sculpture and

she was as stiff as a board when I dragged her to the burying ditch in the woods.

	I knew no one would find her there and in the morning I would come back

out, spray her carcass with gasoline and have me a nice bonfire.

	In the spring I’d fill the ditch with dark soil and plant some flowers there.

	By then there would be two other young cunts in the ditch with Mindy, including that cute honey blonde I’d had to pass on when I’d met Mindy, the one

I’d seen coming out of church with her mom and friends.

	Or there mighta been three, I’m not sure. It was a long time ago.

	None would be as memorable, that was for sure, though I’m sure I took

what I could get from each one. 





***						***						***	



	The foggy early morning quiet was shattered first by the sound  of the drab gray trucks pulling into the large clearing then by the screams of the young women.  The females were shoved out of the trucks, naked, into the muddy ditch the bulldozers had carved into the Polish field.  The Nazi soldiers stood over them with MP-40 machine guns and bayoneted carbines, some of them naked to the waist others in their SS uniforms.

	There were a hundred and seventy five females in all rounded up by Gruppenfuhrer Hauptmann’s troops after invading German forces moved east into

Poland and established control of the countryside.  Hauptmann’s troops were

sent in to instill terror and submission in the populace.  The bloodthirsty

sexual sadist was, as the top Nazi military staff acknowledged, the hot tip of the

Nazi sword now drawn for conquest and the young bitches, Jewish

and Polish girls, were the required sacrifice to the masculine Nazi god of war.

	Years later, Brygida Waszlowska, a farm girl snared in the early dawn

roundups that would end in that ugly ditch on that early autumn morning of 1939 several miles outside Warsaw, would testify before a war atrocities comittee gathering evidence for the Nurenberg trials about the massacre. 

	In a small room, while rain quietly drummed on the windows Brygida

would tell the three men in uniform, one American, one French and one Russian, and the stenographer who took down Brygida’s words, about the trucks and the women, about the sick perversion and butchery that climaxed on a forgotten field in Poland hidden by a thick cover of woods. The pretty blonde would tell them of other things that happened later in Italy and Berlin but the story of the mass killing in Poland drew immediate riveting attention from the evidence-gathering comittee.

	Brygida spoke quietly to the three men and the gray-haired woman stenographer telling her story simply in direct and unassuming words.  The French General’s eyes kept straying down the young woman’s satin-clad legs and the

expensive high heel, open-toe sandals.  He wondered how this Polish peasant had the means to afford such luxuries as satin stockings and leather pumps in post-war Berlin.  He also wondered what it might be like to feel those satin-clad legs pressing against his flanks; his lips were suddenly dry and he softly cleared his throat.

	 As Brygida spoke she brought the reality of that morning years before clearly before the Nuremberg investigators. 

	The trees had already begun to change into fall colors but that morning, she said, everything seemed gray and blurry. She had stumbled out of the truck where the females had been crammed inuhumanly, flesh against flesh, suffocatingly close. The soldiers yanked them down to the ground and jabbed at them with their bayonets and the horrified farm girl had staggered dazedly barefoot and nude on to the moist clay among the other screaming and sobbing girls.  

	For three long days before being herded into the trucks the females had been tortured and raped by Hauptmann and his men unmercifully. Brygida had been beaten with rubber truncheons and whipped.  She had been hung by her wrists on a rope line that dangled from the ceiling of the old church the Nazis had blasphemously converted into a temporary prison.  Her ankles were leather cuffed to a wooden spreader bar, her young blonde pussy had been mercilessly caned.  Then Hauptmann himself had taken her as she hung there, lifting his booming cock to her bleeding cunt to enter and posess her.

	While he fucked her Hauptmann whispered in flawless Polish in her ear while a few feet away several soldiers stretched a six year old girl out on the ornate church altar, nailed her to it on her belly by wrists and ankles then raped and sodomized her unmercifully.  As the inhuman attack on the child unfolded Hauptmann growled his angry words, roughly explaining his vision of the Nazi conquest strategy to the terrorized blonde Polish girl, emphasizing every salient point with his thrusting hips and his ramrod cock. Across the large congregation room, beyond a row of wooden pews, a dark-haired woman shackled to the church wall by her arms and legs was fucked with a knife while her nipples were slowly cut from her tits.  Two young schoolgirls were forced to suck the cocks of the men who tortured the witless woman shackled to the wall. The little girl on the altar whimpered and choke-sobbed.  The statue of Jesus hovered silently over the macabre scene of female destruction.

	“Women are shit,” Hauptman sneered. “Polish and Jewish women worst of all. You are all whores and deserve the most vicious punishment.  You are nothing

but dirt under the German boot.  We will rid the world of you forever.  We are going to slaughter you and many others like you and after we have done it word

will spread like wild fire throughout this miserable country and everywhere.  No one will dare lift their voice against us.  We will destroy your all will to fight, all will for independence. There will be no lack of cuntslaves and slaughterwhores for the Third Reich.”

	A few years later Hauptmann would use a similar strategy in Italy, deliciously destroying four young girls from a village outside Rome as their parents watched.  He would use it again when stationed back in Berlin and outside Auschwitz.  And after the war would spend itself, after Germany’s devastating defeat, Hauptmann would escape to Chile and spend the rest of his days in a small villa miles from the capital, continuing his inhuman destruction of female until the end of his life.

	As Hauptmann fucked Brygida, the soldiers kill-raped the child on the church altar. The darkhaired woman on the wall lost both her breasts and slipped into final

trauma.  Hauptmann looked into Brygida’s beautiful eyes, blue crystal, like

handpainted porcelain.  It was the beginning of the end for the young farm girl.

As the Nazi emptied his balls in her she realized her life was over.  She was broken

and useless and would never be anything but a doting slave.

	Days later, when Brygida found herself among the women in the killing ditch that cool gray morning she no longer feared death but only longed for the sharp hot bite of the bullets that would end her senseless existence.  She had been taken from her family and home with no idea as to what had become of her mother and father and her three brothers.  She was naked, beaten and alone, a nineteen year old waif, wasted, her body scarred by the violence the soldiers had wreaked on her, her cunt and assholes battered, her face bruised.  She had not eaten for days; her only nourishment had been the foul faeces of her torturers and her own, washed down with the hot piss of the laughing Nazi soldiers, and she now lunged with the other females, weak and spent, down an incline and into a sharp turn in the man-made ravine.

	The nude female captives were urged forward by the sharp bayonets of the jeering SS troopers and as they rounded the turn in the ditch they came face to face with the fat barrel of a single fifty calibre machine gun manned by Kommandant Hauptmann.

	Nailed to a wooden plank on the machine gun platform by her arms on her knees before Hauptmann a twelve year old girl serviced the naked Nazi killer with her mouth while two other older girls knelt behind him and licked his asshole and balls.  All three girls were crying and sniffling.

	As the first group of women  came into view in the killing ditch before him Hauptmann opened up and raked them down with machine gun fire.  The women behind those who were shot screamed and howled and tried to flee but the soldiers waited around the bend to jam their bayonets into their legs and asscheeks and flanks.  In this way a steady flow of women was ushered forcefully back toward Hauptmann’s strafing gun and the fifty calibre weapon exploded continuously, tattoing bullets into cunts, tits, faces, heads, feet, ripping the females apart. As he blasted the helpless nude captives Hauptmann thrust his cock deep into the throat of the twelve year old crucified before him on her knees and spread his legs so that the two sobbing girls behind him could lap at his balls and shithole.

	Into the melee of dead and dying females Brygida finally stumbled to face

the flaming spitfire nozzle of Hauptmann’s gun.  A spray of bullets

tore through a redheaded girl in front of her and a plump pregnant brunette

beside her.  Brygida felt the slugs pound into the front of her body, two into her

belly, one into her arm, one into her right breast and one into her thigh.  She sank to her knees and then fell to the blood spattered clay and the women coming behind her were torn to pieces by the blazing gun and fell on top of her.  Some women tried to climb out of the ditch but Hauptmann aimed his gun at them and obliterated them.

	It took almost a half hour to send all the females into the line of fire and after the final blaze of slaughter Hauptmann stood up and took his Luger The young girls on the platform with him did not even try to flee but when ordered to do so simply bent their heads down and offered the backs of their skulls to the Nazi’s gun.  Cum dripped from the lips of the crying crucified girl and then dark blood as the Luger blasted out her brains.

	Hauptmann and his soldiers then moved through the ditch, walking over the dead bodies, dispatching coup- de-grace headshots to those females that were still alive.  Some of the men fucked the dead bitches and emptied themselves in them.  Then the soldiers climbed up out of the killing area and the bulldozers moved in to shovel the thick clay on to the carcasses refilling the ditch, leaving no evidence

of the hideous massacre.

	Somehow, however, in the sick intensity of the moment, the soldiers had missed Brygida and she managed to claw her way out of the mass grave hours after the Nazis had left.  A farmer found her unconscious, nearly dead from blood loss, near the clearing and carried her home in a horse cart.  At night a doctor from the nearby town was quietly summoned and in a ramshackle barn the kind balding man patiently removed five bullets from Brygida’s ailing body.  

	What the Nuremberg investigative comittee would not hear because Brygida did not know it herself was that after the old doctor removed the bullets and bandaged the wounded farm girl he had sat down next to the bed. 

	“I’ll stay with her for a while,” he said. “Go get some rest.”

	The doctor waited for the farmer and his wife to leave the barn and after a moment he reached out and began to gently caress Brygida. At first he kept innocently to her shoulders and arms and limp hands but eventually he was breathing fast, thrilled by the feel of the wounded female. He pulled the sheet off her body and softly cradled Brygida’s firm breasts. He smiled and wished he was young again. He let his hands stray down her smooth legs to cup her knees, down further to her bare pretty feet. He leaned down and kissed her forehead and after looking around to reassure himself the farmer or the wife would not return he pressed his lips to Brygida’s mouth and then moved down to suckle her nipples.  He’d forgotten how nice a warm female body felt and tasted and smelled.  He knew he would get no payment for treating Brygida so he felt that this brief moment of private pleasure was his payment.  After all his probing caresses would cause no hurt and no damage. Nothing like what the poor girl had already gone through. She had been beaten and raped.  That was obvious.  But, though it was difficult for the old doctor to grasp, the marks left by her Nazi attackers only made her more attractive to him. More starkly beautiful.

	“Don’t worry, little bird. You’ll fly again.”

	His hand moved over the bandages on her belly to the soft wispy triangle

of blonde pubic hair.

	“Yes. You’ll fly again. Just like new.”

	The doctor thought it incredible that the young woman was alive; the bullets had miraculously missed vital organs and blood vessels. He finally, though reticently, left the barn and told the farmer and his wife to care for Brygida during what would undoubtedly be a long recovery. However, SS soldiers, tipped off by a Nazi sympathizer, came to the farm several days later, found Bryigida and shot the farmer and his wife. The doctor was also taken from his home in the town and summarily executed along with his wife and son.

	Brygida was driven to the makeshift jail, the Church where she’d first been

taken captive.  There Hauptmann came to her as she lay on a bare cot in

a cold bare dimly lit room that had once been the priest’s vestibule.

	“Yes,” he said softly leaning over Brygida, running one hand along

the young farm girl’s shivering nakedness, tracing the bloody gouge-scars the bullets had left on her. “I remember you. It’s amazing that you - survived.”

	For Brygida the Nazi decked out in full uniform was a god, a handsome and

brutal god that had pleasured himself with the torture and slaughter of her friends

and family.  She had faced his terrible gun and survived.  She felt strange and out of place but also odd and hot and tingly.

	“Open your mouth,” he said.

	She obeyed and he spat in her.

	She gave out a surprised whimper then gagged as she tried to swallow down his thick salty phlegm.

	“You are a filthy little whore,” he said. “Tell me. Repeat it for me.”	

	“i -i’m - a - uh - f-filthy - little - wh-whore -”

	He ran his fingers through her fine blonde hair, tangled them in her scalp.

	“Strange,” he muttered studying her. “You look almost - Aryan.”

	He tilted her head to one side and then the other observing her, as captivated by the girl’s beauty as the old doctor who had saved her had been.

	“Hmm. Truly a most intriguing thing...” His tone changed, his voice suddenly cold. “Still you are not worth much more than an insect.”

	He stepped back and began to strip and she watched paralyzed, on her back,

shivering, weak and drained still in terrible pain from the recent shooting.

	Hauptmann climbed on to the cot, spread her legs open and lifted them apart.

	“I most definitely remember you.,” he remarked as he looked down at her blonde cunt which still bore the fading welts of a vicious caning. “ You were a wonderful little fuck. One of the best.”

	He put his cock to her offered slithole and pushed into her.

	Unlike the doctor Hauptmann was young and cruel and full of sexual craving. He could take what he wanted from Brygida without hesitation.

	“Yess,” he growled as he fucked her. “Most exquisite.  It may be a good thing you crawled out of that ditch, slut.  A very good thing.  Maybe you’re meant for - better things.”

	The ‘better things’ Hauptmann had in mind for Bryigida hardly need to be

elaborated here. The details were taken down by the Nuremberg investigators and can be researched. To put it concisely the Polish girl’s recovery was long delayed for weeks as Hauptmann and several of his men continued to use their luckless captive through the fall and into winter.  Brygida was healthy and strong and even in those bleak conditions, with meager nourishment and minimal physical care her wounds, to Hauptmann’s surprise, gradually healed.  She became her Nazi god’s personal slave, his whipping girl and through the remaining years of the war she traveled wherever Hauptmann and his men went becoming an integral part of his entourage.  She witnessed and endured endless tortures, beatings, humiliations and soon came to forget that there was any other possible life but the one Hauptmann grudgingly granted her. She surrendered and accepted with wordless submission and watched innocent women and girls suffer and die for her Nazi master’s pleasure sometimes assisting the SS killers and often participating herself.

	Brygida’s narrative for the atrocity investigators ended there. The comittee took her signature and her photograph and fingerprints.  But there was more, a final untold narrative that would never appear in the Nuremberg records.

	A few days before the fall of Berlin, before Brygida ever appeared before the Nuremberg investigators, Hauptmann showed her the ticket for the ship that would sail to Chile.  It would leave from Lisbon in two months.

	“You’ll come to me,” he told her.

	She’d stood bathed in moonlight at the window of his house on the outskirts

of Berlin.  The thumping of artillery and the drone of overhead bombers was

constant.  The sky glowed darkly, lit by the raging fires in the city.  

	Brygida was naked, cuffed and collared, her blonde hair slicked back and

bound in a bun.  Her body was covered with welts from Hauptmann’s bullwhip.

	She could not see his eyes in the shadows. His face was an unreadable mask.

	“Yes,” she whispered. “I will come to you.”

	Her cunt throbbed eagerly for him.

	The day before she had watched him put his Luger up an eight year old girl’s cunt and squeeze the trigger.  After the rending blast, Brygida had sat on the dying child’s face to stifle the mewly wheezing cries under her wet cunt. The blonde had stroked herself rapidly, shaking as deep orgasmic pleasure waves thundered through her, Hauptmann watching as he too masturbated.  His hot sperm had eventually shot out against Brygida’s smooth thighs and on to the murdered child’s dark hair.

	Now, as night descended on a Berlin set ablaze by incendiary bombs, Hauptmann went around behind his young blonde slave and pressed on her upper back bending her forward until her shoulders rested on the table.  Then he urged her legs apart and put his cock to her asshole.  He gripped her cuffed hands in one of his as he thrust forward and entered her.

	She groaned and pushed back against him.  She loved him inside her. It was

where she belonged - on his big hard meat.

	“You will come to me because there is nothing else for you,” he said meanly.

	She began to cry.

	“Yes.”

	“Nothing else,” he growled.

	“Nothing else,” she whimpered.

	The next day he was gone.  He had released her wrists from the hard leather cuffs. Sore and aching she got up from the bed and read the note he had left for her on the dining room table.

	“The Allies will have a big trial when the war ends.  They will want to know about the things we did.  My name will come up.  They will want to know about me. Tell them. Hide nothing.  I want the world to know. They will be in awe of the Third Reich for all time when they know. You will be my messenger. You will tell them what happened in Poland and Italy and Berlin.  And when you finish telling them your story you will get on the ship and come to Chile.  I’ll be waiting.”

	And that was how Brygida Waszlowska had ended up in the room in Berlin testifying for the Nuremberg investigators.  Her story was quickly verified, the mass grave in Poland uncovered; Brygida’s story would become an integral part of the historical record and the Nuremberg prosecution. Of course, the note from Hauptmann, the one he’d left her before his departure was never part of her deposition. She’d burned it in the fireplace before ever talking to the

investigating comittee. 

	As a result of Brygida’s testimony, several Nazi commanders, those that had decided to unleash Hauptmann on helpless Polish, German, and Italian citizens as well as on countless Jews, would be found guilty.  One of them would actually do prison time, one year of a three year sentence, released for good behavior.  The others would walk free and became part of the ‘new’ Germany, many of them millionaires by the late 1980’s.

	After Brygida’s deposition no one kept tabs on the young pretty blonde as she boarded the train out of Berlin, or later when she boarded the ship in Lisbon.  

	Hauptmann was waiting for her, just as he’d promised.

	She survived for nearly two weeks and died for her master in howling agony, in the basement of Hauptmann’s villa outside Santiago, both breasts and her pretty blonde cunt and her tongue burned and cut out, her guts spilling down her thighs, down her satin-clad legs to her black high-heel, open-toed sandals, a black Nazi insignia branded on her forehead. 

	She was dumped in a shallow ditch near a wooded area.

	A pack of wild dogs found her and tore her mutilated carcass to pieces.



***						***						***





	At sixteen Shayna’s old enough.  

	She’s slightly on the hefty side with plump boobs and chunky thighs.  She’s five foot three, with a jet black mane of hair and bangs that fall over her brows. The studded tongue, the ring through the nose, the tatoo on her ass (Use Me Up!) and the tall fuck-me sandals on which she totters down the metal staircase, naked, her pale skin glowing in the dim half-light, her hair caught back in a pony tail, complete the pretty picture:  

	Shayna may be young but she’s already a full-fledged whore.

	There are fifteen men waiting for her in the large dimly lit cellar.

	“Nice.” one of them sneers. 

	“Oh shit,” she mutters.  It’s not what she’s expecting.

	The men are naked, wearing leather hoods. Black leather straps are buckled

around their waists. Whips dangle from rings in the straps. Knives are sheathed

there.

	She turns to scamper back up the steps but one of the men grabs her arm.

	“Where ya goin’ honeypie?”

	“Hey, let me go! I don’t do this shit - Rick said -”

	“I don’t care what Rick said, cunt. You’re here and you’re gonna take what’s coming to you.”

	He spins her out toward the others.  They lift her off her feet and carry her

screaming and kicking her to a wooden platform.  Her wrists are cuffed and clipped

to a suspension chain.  A pulley motor tugs her arms high and Shayna’s soon on her toes.  

	The men laugh, call her names, circle around her.  She floats above them

on the platform which creaks under her weight. She stands, back arched, legs taut and shapely on the raised surface under a bright halogen light, the tips of her high heel sandals scraping wood.

	If you’re thinking Shayna’s in trouble now you’re most definitely on the money.

	“Let’s do this little pig,” one of the men hisses.

	They unclip their whips from their waist straps and move around her.

	She screams at them, pleads with them but they smile and swing their whips.

	At sixteen Shayna the whore’s about to take some serious pain.

	The whips leap out at her from all directions, from all around her, swooshing and cracking.  They lick at her meaty thighs and calves, at her belly and mons. As

she swivels and turns and kicks her legs the whips lick and snap at her asscheeks,

at her back and shoulderblades, at her bouncing jugs.  They bite her nipples and

cut her, rip at her belly button, at the blue and red tattoo, at the shaved triangle

at the top of her thighs.  She sobs and shrieks in pain.  The men aren’t holding

back. They beat their naked prey hard. They are ruthless. But they take their time.  The whips fall with an unrushed rhythm, a constant measured pacing, cutting away at the young prostitute, covering her with hot red welts and tiny purple cuts.

	At sixteen Shayna’s the veteran of several gangbang and bukkake videos,

a real porn video queen - you’ve probably seen her on the internet - but this performance is not being recorded.  This gangbang is way too hardcore for the internet, definitely not mainstream - not for the faint of heart, as those cheap horror flick disclaimers often warn.

	Rick has made himself a bit of money over the past couple of years with Shayna.  This deal with the guys in the cellar will be his most lucrative but it will

also be his last involving the sixteen year old.  After tonight Rick will have to find fresh meat to peddle. The men Shayna has been sold to are about to fulfill the requirements of the message tattoed on the teenager’s ass.

	The whipping intensifies. The young black-haired bitch screams her head off.

Sweat pools in her eyesockets, glistens in the halogen glow, beads up on her tortured body.  The men continue to snarl ugly names at her, bare their teeth, scowl, strike hurtfully and savagely. They draw blood.  The men hate and desire Shayna, they want to posess and destroy her, they want to consume her, they want to punish her young female body and they do so more viciously as the minutes slip by. The sound the whips make on her change as she sweats and bleeds.  The whiptails splash and thud wetly. Snot trickles from her ringed nose.

	“Get her goddamn legs open,” one of the men growls. “Let’s rip that cunt up before we fuck it.”

	Shayna’s legs are drawn apart, ankles cuffed and clipped to o rings on the platform.  The whips fly again and she howls hysterically as the slashing tongues

find her vulnerable pussy nipping at her labia and clitoral hood, come up from the floor at her, wrap around her upper thighs, swoop and hack away at her cuntmeat.

	“Let’s see ya fuck this, pig!”

	“Yeah! C’mon! Fuck it you stupid bimbo!”

	The men exhibit great expertise standing back from the naked teenage prostitute and slicing at her, sending their single-tail weapons out, making them

crack and burn against her pubic mound and her titglobes, making her dance

and jiggle spread-legged, awkward, mouth wide as she gasp-screams and

begs, her voice ragged and hoarse.

	When blood is streaming down the inside of her flexing thighs the whipping comes to an abrupt end. 

	Shayna sags, hangs by her arms weeping, spasms shooting through her

tautly angled legs.

	 Most of the men stand back, clip their whips on their belts and stroke themselves watching from the shadows. 

	Two individuals split off from the larger group and approach the hanging teen.  They wield thick wooden dowels covered with steel barbs.

	“Yeah, break the little whore,” one of the watchers grunts.

	“Show ‘er who’s boss, Dave.”

	The two men take up positions on either side of Shayna. One of them teases her beaten thigh with the barbed dowel scraping the tip of it gently from her knee to her hip.

	“Feel that, bitch?”

	She turns her face to him, looks into the fierce dark glint behind the eyeslits in his hood.

	“P-please let me down. Don’t hurt me any - anymore - pl-please?”

	You think the killers will be moved by her request? Hmm. Somehow I don’t think so.

	The man on the other side lifts his barbed rod to her swollen nipple to gently tweak it with one of the barb tips.

	“You stupid little pig,” he says softly. His mouth is a thin cruel line. His eyes are on her bruised whipcut breasts as he talks to her.  “We’re gonna rip you to pieces.”

	She gives out a broken sob.

	For a few more seconds the men continue to prod gently at their target-bitch with their weapons.  Shayna trembles, her hands trapped above the tight cuffs above her head open and close, fingers reaching.

	Definitely - not - for - the - fainthearted...

	The fierce swatting begins.

	Urged on, cheered by their companions the two rod-wielding agressors lay into the young whore with angry viciousness.  Drawing fresh high-pitched screams

from their victim they beat her with their barbed dowels, slash at her legs from her

cuffed ankles to her knees gradually moving up past her knees to her hips. They

return to her knees to bash at her kneecaps and her shins. They move up to the soft belly and mons ripping at skin that is already whipslashed.

	Shayna bleeds and babbles and rocks on the platform giving the men a wonderful show as the two men aggressively attack her chunky ass.  One of the men prods and scrapes Shayna’s cunt with his tool while the other slashes at her hips and flanks. To raucous cheers from the group the men resume a hashing

assault on Shayna’s ass slicing at her Use Me Up! tattoo until it is illegible. They follow that with a hail of splintering leg-bashing blows that finally snaps her right kneecap, crippling her.

	“Let’s fuck the pig!” the man named Dave shouts tossing aside his blood-spattered dowel.

	Shayna’s ankles are uncuffed and she’s lowered down off the suspension chain.  She’s made to crawl around the circle of men, broken and bleeding to service each killer, to take each of their hard meatspears in her mouth, to lick

their balls with her studded slut-tongue, to suck lovingly and swallow and choke and fuck them with her upturned face.

	The young prostitute is slapped, punched, kicked and when the men are

savagely aroused she’s lifted on to an old wooden table.  

	The men take turns fucking her, pounding their cocks into her savaged lovehole brutally, lubricated with her blood.  Her head is pulled back off the

edge of the table so that she can face-fucked while she is cunt-reamed. The nose ring is yanked out of her nostril leaving her bleeding and groaning.

	It’s an old cedar banquet table, sturdy enough that the men can climb

on to it, one under Shayna his cock thrust up her tight asshole, the other crouched in front of her filling her cunt with his fat cockshaft.  Two others, on either side of the table make Shayna take their pricks in her hands to jerk them off while a fifth man rams his prick down her throat. The beaten teenage slut is made in this way to serve rotating groups of five while two others pick up the barbed dowels, peel off her high heel sandals and attack her feet, tearing her soles to blood while she is gangbanged.

	Energized to a frenzy-peak of lust-violence the men grind into their victim. They break one of her wrists, an arm, her other leg. They punch and slap and kick

her.

	Shayna shits and pisses herself.  The men piss inside her. They piss in her mouth.  They make her eat her own shit.  

	The stink of crap, urine and fucked bitch fills the room.

	At sixteen the whore Shayna is about to die fucking.

	The men unsheathe their knives.

	While still raping Shayna they begin stabbing and cutting at her.

	She wails and squeals and is rolled on her belly on the table.

	Her arms are drawn apart. Knives are stabbed through her forearms nailing her to the table. Each man takes a turn to sodomize the trapped bitch, to fill

her asshole to the hilt.  Each killer steps down off the table after the assfucking of the knife-impaled whore to rub his shit-smeared cock on Shayna’s suffering face while a new assailant takes her from behind.

	Exhausted and dying the young prostitute again and again begs for her life.

	The men laugh and continue their destruction heedlessly.

	They stab her asscheeks and her back, rip their knives into her kidneys and into her calves and into her broken legs.

	Pulling the knives out of her arms and sheathing their weapons they haul her off the table to the floor. They make her hold a glass bowl in her hands up to her face as she sits leaning back against the wall, her legs skewed and swollen.

	One by one the hooded males jerk off in front of their broken whore-doll and cum in her face and in her mouth.

	Not your typical bukkake film is it?

	“Keep your fucking eyes open you stupid tramp!”

	“Swallow it all, fuckface!”

	Their hot spunk gobs spatter her bangs and her pupils as she gasps and struggles to hold on to the bowl.  After all sixteen killers have dumped on her,

the cum is oozing off her face and into the bowl.  Some of the men step up to

piss in the bowl, laughing.

	Finally they stand over her.

	“Drink it, scumbag.”

	Sobbing and mewling helplessly she tips the bowl into her lips as she leans

her head back filling her mouth with cum and piss and blood.

	She’s yanked up, held up on broken legs, knife-wounded arms drawn back behind her, cuffed wrists clipped. The strangling noose is dropped over the luckless whore’s head and pulled tight around her slender neck. The rope is knotted to the suspension chain and the motor is switched on.

	Shayna is hoisted upward toward the ceiling, standing briefly on her cutup feet pissing blood, choking.

	The men unsheathe their knives again and come for her.

	Now she is deep-stabbed with relish, each man staking his claim. Her nipples

are gashed off.  Her breasts are stabbed, sliced, cut in half and torn from her.  The

neck-rope tugs her off her feet, lifts her, strangles her.  The slaughtering males circle

their prey, stab her back and shoulders and arms.  Shayna is disemboweled, cut open from hip to hip. She spills her guts screaming and choking, blood gurgling

up in her throat and spilling from her lips.  The men stab her pretty face, her eyes,

her cheeks.

	At sixteen Shayna is a fucking bloody mess, dying finally, going stiff, her eyeless face raised to the halogen light as the knives plunderfuck her young

body, ripping the life from it.

	She goes finally still and the only sound in the cellar is of the thudding knives entering and exiting her carcass, a thumping meaty sound that excites the killers, rekindles their fucklust. Groaning and grunting they lower Shayna to the ground and empty their cocks on her dead body, their feet in her blood as the cum spurts

hot, primal and eager from their balls.

	Later, the killers will cut Shayna to pieces and put her in five dark trash bags.

They will shower in the locker room and change into street clothes.  All traces of the slaughter will be hosed clean into the drain holes in the cellar floor.

	Out on the street they will take leave of each other.

	The trash bags will be taken to five different dump sites.

	The voices of the men will drift into the night before they get in their vehicles in the parking lot across the street from the warehouse.

	“That was fuckin’ awesome, dude.”

	“Fuck yeah.”

	“Next month?”

	“You got it. Just call Stills and confirm it. You know? Just in case.”

	“Sure. Hey, Dave, thank Rick for me will ya? That was one of the best we’ve had in a while.”

	“Absolutely. My dick’s still tingling.”





***						***					***	





	Vera choked and gagged as one after another the six naked men slam-fucked her gaping mouth with their massive cocks.  The men took turns to work themselves up with the kneeling dark-skinned chicana making the o-rings on her collar tinkle as they rammed her upturned face.  She knelt for it willingly, hands clasped behind her, wrists leather-cuffed, naked except for black stockings and garter belt. 

	The men laughed at her, called her names, spit on her as they throatbanged her.  Dark streams of mascara mixed with yellowish phlegm and tears ran in wet lines from the pretty latina bitch’s eyes.  Between attacks she puked and gagged and flecks of vomit speckled her thighs and shoulders.

	Her owner sat back on a black vynl couch a few feet away and watched.  He wore a black silk robe and he reclined comfortably, ankles crossed, bare feet propped up on a glass center table drawing on a smouldering cigar.

	Vera knew him only as Karl. In the last two years the cruel older man had taken complete posession of her.  She’d given herself to him without any more knowledge about him than his first name - and even that became irrelevant because he became ‘sir’ or ‘master’ and nothing else.  She knew absolutely nothing about him, who he was or where he came from - but she worshipped him.  Karl was her one - her only god.

	“Bang that stupid spic,” Karl snarled at his guests. “Bash her fucking throat.”

	His voice made her cunt tingle and throb.  She knew there was no feeling in him for her other than absolute mysoginous hatred and lust but his hard chiseled

features, his strong brutal hands, his deep-set green eyes made her lose her breath.

	The men he’d invited for the orgy were powerful studs, beautifully hung with nine and ten inch cocks and fat dangling balls. One was completely bald. Another one had long black hair and a ring in one eyebrow. Nude and muscular they thronged around Vera, pressing around the kneeling submissive female and into her while they waited, stroking themselves, grunting as she eagerly lunged forward into their offered shafts.  They grabbed her by her hair to thrust themselves into her, to guide her head and pound her, to powerfuck her throat. They may not have been as cruel as her owner but they were brutal and cold-hearted feeding on her submission and humiliation, provoked to a more intense level of masculine violence by her sobbing voice and her tear-blurred eyes.  They took over her, beat her face with their cocks and began slapping her and grabbing her tits and pinching her nipples.   

	“Yeah,” Karl urged. “Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Go ahead. Do that. Whatever you want. Use her. That’s all the stupid pig’s good for.”

	He drew on his cigar and blew thoughtful puffs of white smoke as the men

got rougher.  Vera gave herself to them for him. It was for his pleasure. Her life

had no meaning other than his pleasure.  She was an empty shell and she wasn’t sure exactly how he’d led her there. She knew only that she loved it,  needed it, couldn’t get enough of it, knowing she would do whatever he demanded or required, no matter how demeaning, how humiliating, how painful.

	Karl had hired the men, payed them well.  He was wealthy enough to do

what he pleased.  He’d bought the house near the remote mountain town and

he would have his driver pick Vera up and deliver her whenever he liked.

	She never knew what would be waiting for her beyond the tall metal

gate, behind the high concrete wall that enclosed his large mansion.  Each time

she called she prepared herself for him and went - even in the middle of the

night when the call came, waking her, she would get up, shower and go to Karl, leaving her daughter Aliana sleeping.

	The nine year old didn’t know what to make of her mother’s frequent disappearances or even less of the ugly marks and bruises that appeared on her mother’s slender body after each visit to Karl’s mountain retreat, and Vera never explained.  	

	Karl owned the small two bedroom house where Vera and her daughter lived and he allowed them to live there without paying rent. It was in a remote area of town, near the railroad tracks, fenced in by high thick hedges, an old stucco structure in need of paint and repair. Alhough Karl never gave Vera any money he had groceries delivered to his slavebitch and her daughter on a weekly basis.  She was nothing more to him than human trash to be used and abused in any way he saw fit. And Vera accepted it. Accepted without question or complaint.

	She now accepted the violence of the six men Karl had hired kneeling

and taking their punches and slaps, licking their balls and their assholes as they

growled and huffed and jeered at her and called her names and fellated her violently.

They had all fucked her, fucked her hard, slammed into her body, double and triple teamed her all through the long afternoon and now it was coming to an end.

	“Hold ‘er for me,” Karl told the men rising from the couch.  Two of them

flanked her, gripped her shoulders.  Karl came around puffing on the cigar, making it glow red.  He took it from his mouth and pressed the lit end to Vera’s

chest, to the paler flesh above her breasts.  She made a whiny sound and tried to move away but the men held her.

	“Don’t you fuckin’ move away from me,” Karl chided.

	“Fuck yeah,” one of them said. “Burn the little bitch.”

	Patiently, Karl puffed on his cigar and put it to Vera’s breasts repeatedly, branding red and black rings on her vulnerable paps, all around her nipples. Vera had nicely shaped jugs, ochra-nippled and pert. Karl loved to hurt them, to punish them, to beat them and cut them and burn them whenever he had a chance. Now, with each cigar burn, she struggled less, her head craning backward as she trembled, eyes shut, her mind invaded by the familiar and irrational masochistic pleasure and the need to obey him, to give him what he demanded.

	“Goddamn piece of shit loves it,”one of the men muttered incredulous.

	“Yeahh,” Karl replied indifferently. “She really does.”

	He finally stubbed out the cigar on her nipples and she bit her lip to muffle

the involuntary cry, tears, spittle and eyeshadow streaming down her cheeks.

	“Get ‘er up on her feet,” Karl said roughly. “Hang ‘er up on a chain.”

	The big empty room he used for his sessions with Vera was vast and drafty, sixty square feet with tiled floors and brick walls. It was at the back of the house with big picture windows that provided a stunning vista of the rolling mountain tops.  Chains and ropes and straps dangled from hooks or pulley motors in the ceiling. Wooden torture platforms and devices lined the walls. There were three glass cabinets full of torture implements, whips, rods, canes, cuffs, collars. Video cameras were positioned at each corner, high on the wall to capture the action for

later reference.

	Karl went to one of the cabinets and took a black leather single tail, a deadly

braided whip Vera knew well.  She quivered with anticipation as the men hauled

her up on her feet and lifted her arms behind her to a chain line.  One of the males

obviously familiar with the room’s devices went to the wall and flipped a switch.  Vera’s cuffed wrists were raised high and she was forced to bend forward precariously, grunting with exertion, awkwardly tottering until the pulley motor was shut off.

	“I’m gonna whip the pig,” Karl informed his men as he moved into position

a few feet behind Vera. “Make her suck you off. All of you. Cum in her mouth and on her face and when you finish piss on her.”

	“Oh yeahh,” one of the men growled smiling and grabbing Vera by her hair to shove his cock in her mouth. “This is gonna be good. Go for it, Karl. Give the bitch hell.”

	Vera’s hands closed into fists behind her as she heard the loud swish of the whip and felt its hard stinging thud against the back of her thighs.  She tried to concentrate on pleasing the man who slammed his long fat cock down her gaping

throat as the lash fell again and again across her stocking-clad legs.  Soon she

was sobbing and gasping, bent in half, trying to breathe as the first man emptied his balls in her gullet with a victorious cry.  Already the next man was stepping up to

the bound chicana laughing.  Vera drooled cum down her chin as she cupped

the new agressor in her sobbing mouth.

	“Spread wide, you stupid spic cunt!” Karl shouted meanly.

	She obeyed instantly without thinking, her feet slithering apart forcing her to sink lower as the man in front of her slapped her face brutally and slid his engorged

prick past her lips.  Her breasts, multiply burned, beaten and pinched and manhandled felt like they were on fire. They waggled on her chest, engorged nipples pointed at the floor, as she danced, restrained by her bound arms to the cock-thrusts of the men and the slashing of Karl’s whip.

	The braided lash found Vera’s cunt and she whinnied and trembled. She loved the hot burning pain of the beating, the cruelty of the men who now shouted and whooped as the second agressor shot off on her face, in her eyes and lips and nose. Vera lived for these intense moments in this room overlooking the distant

mountains. Often she could think of nothing else.

	The third male meat-smacked Vera’s cum-streaked face with his cock repeatedly and then slid into her mouth yanking on her hair and thrusting into her as if he were fucking her cunt.

	“Swallow me,” he grunted softly and she felt his hot mancum erupt in her throat and fill it, making her choke and sputter, thick cumphlegms drawn up into her wide nose and spilling from her flaring nostrils.

	The men taunted her and Karl whipped her harder, scored her calves with

hot welts tearing her stockings to shreds, slashed at her ankles and heels, her feet arched, her trapped hands describing arabesques, fingers extended as the fourth man now took her. He was the bald one, big with a big bull cock that crammed and stuffed her allowing no room for breath and he pumped the spic bitch slowly, with graceful thrusts of his big strong hips, his feet firmly planted.  He drew his cock out of her, lifted it and pressed himself to her.

	“Lick my balls, scumbag,” he told her gruffly. 

	She did so eagerly, her brows arched, tiny squeals coming from her

as Karl slashed the whip across her asscheeks.  She felt waves of heat pulsing

through her cunt. She was cumming, shivering and groaning sucking hot ball bags, licking and lapping until the man in front of her dipped his cock back into her mouth to jerk himself off with her head and empty himself in her throat.

	Choking and spewing spit, puke and cum Vera, her eyes brimming with hot tears, now took the fifth and sixth agressors who stood on either side of her feeding her cockmeat, making her alternate, making her take both at the same time, seizing her by her hair to hold her steady while Karl flogged her pussy and made her cum again.  She looked up at the men and they spit in her face and they shot off on her and then all six agressors stood in a semi-circle around her.

	Karl whipped her with deliberate well-timed blows, hitting her as hard as he could now, putting his body into each swing as the men lifted their cocks.

	“Beg for it, pig,” Karl ordered. “Beg them.”

	“P-please - eeiiii!” she bleated. “- owww! - Please p-piss on m-me.”

	Urine hissed from one cock then a second then all of the men were pissing

on the young darkskinned chicana, in her face, in her open mouth, on her whip-welted legs.  Her stockings and garter hung in tatters and the men circled around her to piss on her wounds and cuts, to rub their cocks on her beaten flesh, to piss

in her whipped cuntslit between her plump red-streaked asscheeks.

	“Gotta wash you down, mamacita!”

	“Wa-hoo - soak the pig down!”

	“Fuckin’ greaser whore!”

	By then Karl had returned the whip to the cabinet.

	The men finished and left and Vera hanging there by her upstretched arms,

gleaming wetly, standing in a puddle of stinking piss as Karl came around in front of her.

	“Now it’s my turn,” he said flatly reaching down to cup her chin in one hand and open his robe with the other.

	“Yes sir.” Her voice was hoarse, small and weak, wasted from the throatbanging.

	Karl was bigger than any of the men that had just used her, his prick at least twelve inches long and an inch wide and he now positioned himself at her mouth, slowly pushing in until he filled her forcing her to look up at him as he did it.

	He took the cord from his robe and wrapped it around her neck to strangle

her as he throatbanged her with cruel hard thrusts.

	“Listen up, cunt,” he said, staring down at her. “There’s something you’re gonna do for me. Something special. A once in a lifetime thing. You hear me?”

	“Ghfff!” she grunted trying to nod, her big brown eyes wide. She was having trouble breathing. Karl’s monsterprick and the tight silkrobe cord were effectively cutting off her air supply.

	“I own your ass, bitch. You and your little baby daughter. But I need to make sure I own it. You know?  I need to know beyond question that I own your filthy stinking chicano ass for life.  So you’re gonna have to prove it to me.”

 	Vera listened as he told her what he wanted - desperately she tried to get her mind around his words.  Was it possible he could draw pleasure from something so aberrant, so perverse, so monstrous? And was it possible that she could agree to such barbarity - that she would actually consent to do his bidding - just to prove his complete ownership over her? Was it possible she too could take pleasure from what he was asking?  When he was done talking he slid out of her and relaxed his grip on the robe cord.  She instantly gasped for air.

	He reached down with both hands to pinch her cigar-burned nipples sending shivers of shooting pain through her.

	“What about it, pig? Are you up for it?”

	“Aghh - God - Karl - I - don’t -”

	His hands slid away.

	“Ok, slut. Its real easy. If you don’t do this for me you can forget about ever seeing me again. It’s over. Understand?”

	Now she was crying as he gripped her by her hair, slowstroking himself,

enjoying her anguish.

	“Do - you - understand, you stupid puta?”

	He rubbed his inflamed prick on the tear-line that ran down her flushed cheek.

	Slowly he slid into her mouth again to pleasure himself.

	“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked leaning over her a leering smirk on his face.

	“Mmggfff!” she grunted, nodding slavishly, eagerly.

	“Well if you want me to fuck you you’re gonna have to say you’ll do what I want. If not you can get out. You hear me? You can get your chicano ass out of my house and never come back. I’ll be done with you forever. Finished.”	

	He slid out to let her talk.

	“Nn-naahh ohh Godd - pleeze - sir - fuck me! Please fuck me! Fuck me! I’ll do it. I’ll do anything - anything you want - anything...”

	“That’s more like it. Now hold your face up for me. I’m gonna slap it.”

	He hit her hard, seven brutal blows that clearly established his ownership over her and left her ears ringing and her cheeks smarting and then he went around behind her, took her by her hips, and put his cock to her whipped, piss-dripping cunt.

	When he entered her she was already cumming, already sure she was going

to do exactly what he’d requested.

	Her head hung down, her long dark hair bobbing toward the floor.

	There was nothing else for her, nothing.  She belonged to him utterly and if he needed proof than she would provide it.  Besides as horrible as what he proposed

was there was something incredibly exciting about it - something that made her

quake and melt inside.

	Later alone in the rear of the limmo, after she’d showered and put her clothes on she clutched her purse in her lap. Her body ached, the welts on her ass and legs chafed by the tight jeans, her burned breasts swollen and sore in her bra. The duffel bag Karl had given her rested on the seat beside her.  It was already night and quietly she looked out the window past the curving edge of the road at the lights of the town below. 

	As the limmo made its way down the mountain Vera bit her lower lip thoughtfully, dark eyes glowering.  She reached into her purse and got the plastic

vial Karl had given her.  She popped it open, took three of the pills and swallowed

them.

	Soon her mind was racing, careening like a plunging meteor.







	“Wake up, Aliana,” Vera snarled. She leaned over her nine year old daughter who lay innocently asleep on the small bed near the window.

	Out in the small yard crickets chirped and moonlight grazed the unkempt grass.

	“Mami!” the child said as she opened her eyes reaching up to hug her mother.

	“What’s wrong? Are you sick?”

	“No,” Vera said seizing her daughter’s arms, beating them down.  Aliana saw a strange fierce coldness in her mother’s eyes.  There was a stern look on Vera’s face, a scary look. The chicana’s cheeks and forehead were bruised.  There were dark welts on her neck and shoulders which Aliana could see under the collar of her mom’s blouse.

	“What’s the matter, mami? Why are you looking at me like that? What happened?”

	“Shut up, you little puta.”

	Vera had a strand of rope and she wound it tight around her daughter’s wrists catching the half-asleep child by surprise.	

	“Mami! What are you doing? Did I do something wrong? Did I -”

	The chicana slapped the nine year old’s face.

	“I said shut up!”

	Aliana whimpered.

	Vera knew she’d have to gag the child or the neighbors might hear.  Even though the nearest house was half way down the block Vera knew the child was

going to scream.

	The chicana tied the end of the rope to the headposts of the old brass bed securing her daughter’s wrists over her head. She worked rapidly, fueled by the amphetamines she’d taken in the limmo. Snatching the sheets off Aliana’s body she grabbed the child’s white cotton panties and ripped them from her to stuff them in Aliana’s mouth.  Vera pushed the cloth back between her daughter’s molars on both sides to prevent the child from closing her jaws - doing it like that kept the cloth from choking the victim.  Vera had learned that from Karl.  He’d done it to her many times. Horrified, the nine year old watched her mother take a roll of duct tape and rip off a piece.  Vera wrapped the gray tape over Aliana’s gagged mouth and around her dark-haired head.

	“Perra!” Vera hissed.  The drugged chicana’s mouth twitched. Her cunt tingled deliciously. “I’m sick of you. I wish I’d never had you. I’m fed up with taking care of you. You’re nothing but grief - useless little tramp -”

	Vera psyced herself up for what she was about to do with her words.  She needed to hate Aliana now. To hate her completely so that she could do what

Karl wanted done.

	Naked on the bed the nine year old watched, eyes slitted with fear, wispy bangs of dark hair streaking over her brows as her mother got up off the creaky mattress to strip.  On the other side of the room, by the wall, Aliana could see the videocam on the tripod aimed at her.

	A tiny red light below the lense was blinking.

	“We belong to him,” Vera said hoarsely as she slipped off her blouse and stood over her daughter, whipped breasts cupped in both hands.  A shiver of power ran through the naked chicana as she looked down on her defenseless daughter bound on the bed.

	“You know that don’t you, you little bitch? Or are you too stupid? Both of us belong to him.”

	Aliana now saw the damage Karl and his men had done to her mom, the burns and whipwelts, the bruises.

	“We are his. You and me. His. Completely.”

	“Ghff!” Aliana whimpered.  She was confused and terrified by her mother’s demeanor, by her terrible words.  Aliana had never seen Vera like this and it was

too much for the child to bear. Who was her mom talking about? Karl? Or

was she talking about something or someone else? How could they belong to someone? The nuns at school said no one belonged to anyone else. Only to God.

	Aliana made a clucking noise as saliva filled up her gagged mouth. The cotton panties were coarse and thick against her tongue.  She felt suddenly cold, though droplets of sweat dripped into her eyes. The ropes around her wrists were tight and hurting.  She tried to wriggle out of them but realized it was impossible.

	Vera’s hands moved down to her waist, to the belt, undoing the clasp. She kicked off her sandals and wiggled out of her tight jeans.  She picked up two more strands of rope and moved to the foot of the bed.  She reached down, grabbed Aliana’s ankle and pulled the leg down to the brass cornerpost to bind it. As her daughter whimpered Vera moved around the bed and tied Aliana’s other leg leaving the child spreadeagled naked on the twisted sheets.

	Gently Vera dragged the long fingernails of her right hand along Aliana’s lanky legs and shins as she climbed up on the creaky bed and knelt between her daughter’s outflung thighs. With her other hand Vera was roughly massaging her own cunt.

	“He’s made me see how much I hate you, how much you need to suffer - how much both of us need to suffer - for Him.”

	Aliana’s body was cool and Vera’s was hot, flushed. The nine year old felt her mother’s heat and looked down in horror at the multiple welts and bruises that streaked across Vera’s slender body.

	“Si,” Vera moaned wild-eyed as her daughter’s eyes scanned the damage Karl and his men had done.  She ran her hands over her damaged flesh. “He hurt me. Him and all his friends. They hurt me badly and I loved it -” Vera’s voice became a hissed whisper - “I love it when he hurts me. And now I’m going to hurt you, baby. I’m going to hurt you just like he hurts me because that’s what he wants me to do - because it’s what you deserve -  For Him.”

	Aliana now clearly understood her mom was talking about Karl. The man had done something to her mother. Something terrible that had changed her, turned her bad and mean.

	Vera swooned breathless. Free of all moral restraint by her drug-enhanced masochistic surrender she pressed her sexmeat up against Aliana’s small slit. The little girlcunt was peach-fuzzed, a small flesh biscuit, a miniature copy of Vera’s. Aliana was so beautiful, a mirror-image of Vera when she’d been that age. That was when Vera’s father and her two brothers had first taken Vera.  The memory flowed through the chicana now as she rubbed her clit against her daughter’s babypussy - the dirty mattress in the back room of her father’s auto repair shop - the distant sound of the ugly city - the smell of grease - the hissing breath of the three males waiting their turn as she lay there helpless.

	“Asi, mami,” her father had growled. “Asi, mi amorcito. Que rico!” He

had stroked her little clithood until her heart fluttered, until she wanted and needed something but didn’t know what,  and then he’d put his weight into her. Then Pablo and Tomas had taken their turns with less tenderness. At first it hurt and shattered her but eventually she accepted and delighted in it.  It made her different from other little girls. More grown up.  She was her father’s and her brothers’ whore for years until she ran away when she was seventeen and fled to the U.S..

	In El Paso she’d whored for a living and then danced at strip clubs and after a string of brutal men and two abortions she had Aliana.  For a while she’d tried to work real jobs, waitressing, retail but eventually she slid back into the seamy nightlife where she knew she belonged and eventually she met Karl.

	Aliana was terrified of Karl who at first visited them in a small apartment near the center of town where they used to live. It was the first time Karl would take Vera to his mountain home. The child had shrunk from the tall stranger as his eyes tracked her, leering.

	“You’re a very pretty little girl,” the stranger had said darkly as he sat on the couch waiting for her mom to come out of the bedroom.  Vera was putting on a short purple dress, combing her hair, carefully applying makeup in front of the old mirror.

	“Come here and sit on my lap, sweetie,” Karl told Aliana. “C’mere. Don’t be afraid.”

	Trembling, the child approached him and he’d taken her little hand and drawn her forcefully toward him to stand between his thighs.  She was only seven then and she’d been wearing a skimpy little one piece dress with a design of swirling yellow sunflowers and green leaves.

	Aliana had smoky dark eyes, mournful eyes that betrayed a fearful innocence.

Karl was captivated by them as he gently guided her small soft hand to his crotch then lifted her on to his knee, she facing him, straddling his leg, her eyes fixed on his, held hypnotically.

	Gently Karl had stroked Aliana’s neck just below her jaw, near her ear, and she’d felt weak and buzzy.

	Vera had watched from the bedroom doorway as Karl drew Aliana to him

and softly kissed her lips.  She watched his tongue dart out and lick the child’s

cheek.

	Seeing her daughter with the cruel stranger excited Vera.  She’d felt herself getting wet, her knees suddenly weak.  She thought maybe he would reach out and rip Aliana’s dress off, force the child to mount him and she looked on breathlessly.  But after a short while, after he’d made the child stroke his bulging crotch, Karl simply lifted Aliana off him and moved to the door.

	“Let’s go,” he’d told Vera.

	After Vera and Karl left Aliana lay in bed crying quietly, crying, remembering the cruel hands of her mother’s boyfriend, his mouth on her lips, the pungent smell of his breath, the way his peepee felt, all hard under his pants.  She cried pitifully and as the hours slipped by and her mother did not come back she finally drifted into dreamless sleep.

	Karl had never visited them again since that day, three years before but as Vera now knew he’d never forgotten Aliana.

	Maybe he’d known even then what he wanted.  Maybe all this time he’d just been waiting, working up to it, destroying Vera physically and psychologically until she would willingly carry out his bidding.

	And now that moment had arrived.  She reached down and pinched

up Aliana’s nipple nubs, kneeling over the child, still pressing her cunt up against

Aliana’s smooth pudenda. Growling fiercely, her body charged with sexual rut, her heart pounding, the amphetamine rush now peaking, Vera bent down over the bound and gagged nine year old and sank her teeth into the child’s nipples as she gripped them, first one and then the other, drawing blood almost immediately, smiling as Aliana kicked, whined, snorted helplessly under her.

	“Dirty little whore!” she growled and bit Aliana again and again, on her chest, on her shoulders, on up-flung arms.  She clamped down with fierce determination, raising her wild head after each bite to take in the sobbing contorted

expression on her daughter’s face.

	“Asi, maricona! Asi es como es! Sufre! Aprende!”

	Aliana needed to learn how it was. Just as Vera had learned. This was an important lesson, an inevitable lesson for the child, a lesson all girlchildren should learn.

	Relentlessly and patiently Vera planted bitemark after bitemark on her daughter’s smooth fragrant skin until tiny trickles of Aliana’s blood seeped down her sides and on to the sheets.

	The child needed to hurt, to learn what pain was all about, to know her place at the bottom rung of humanity, lower even than Vera, lower than an animal.

	The video camera placed near the bed and to one side, focused tightly on the females, recorded the matricidal violence:

	 Aliana’s sobbing duct-taped face, eyes terror wide -

	Vera’s wild gleeful look, her disheveled hair in strands around her bruised cheeks, hiding her face from the camera’s eye each time Vera dipped her head down to bite -

	Aliana’s bleeding nipples pinched up purple and blood-smeared in Vera’s long scarlet-nailed fingers -

	Vera’s bloodsmeared lips as she growled hateful hurtful words at her hapless daughter between attacks -

	Gradually Vera moved down Aliana’s body, finally letting go of the child’s titties.  The crazed woman now clamped her teeth again and again on her daughter’s belly and thighs - on Aliana’s hips and knees - on her chubby mons.

Eagerly and hungrily Vera licked at Aliana’s small red flesh-slit and bit it.  She

pushed her fingers into it and jabbed them inward and grunted with animal pleasure.

She wished Karl had raped Aliana that night three years earlier- raped her and hurt her and killed her.

	That’s all the little bitch was good for - no different than her mom.

	Vera’s sadistic frenzy escalated rapidly.

	She moved up the bed to straddle Aliana, ripping the duct tape from the child’s face and yanking out the saliva-soaked panties.  

	“Agh -” Aliana grunted. “Mam -uh - ghh -”

	“Stupid little shit,” Vera growled.

	Climbing up on the bed and grabbing the head posts Vera sat on her bleeding daughter’s panting sobbing mouth.

	“Lick me!” Vera snarled meanly clutching Aliana by her hair raising her

head up off the pillow suffocating the gurgling child under her throbbing whip-streaked cuntmeat. “Eat me!”  It was almost as if Vera wanted to stuff Aliana’s head back into the womb it came from, to engulf and absorb her back into her body.  She hopped and danced on the nine year old’s face, her pelvis thrusting to a silent inexorable beat, a pounding of ceremonial drums only she could hear.

	“Wwuughhfff!” Aliana grunted, her cries muffled and choked as her mother’s knees drove into her small shoulders, adding weight to her roped

wrists.  The child kicked her legs against the ropes that held her ankles, kicked

with all her might chafing and scraping her skin, toes curled, calves stiff and cramping painfully as she gasped for air, nose and mouth buried in Vera’s slobbery womanmeat.

	“Asi, mi amorcito...asi...asi...asi...” Vera moaned with eerie gentleness, as if

she was gently caressing Aliana to sleep and not drowning her in cunt.

	The child’s desperate movements began to subside and Vera drove down

against her impetuously, still clutching her head, watching with a mixture of

curiosity and unleashed barbarity as Aliana’s cheeks went dark purple, eyes

popping from their sockets as she looked up at he mother.

	“Yes -” Vera nodded smiling down at Aliana sickly. She could feel the child’s little tongue weakly rippling against her gaping labia. “Yes, sweetie. That’s right. That’s right. Keep on doing that. Keep on doing it. Just like a little kitty-cat.”

	Eventually Aliana’s tongue moved less and less and the child’s eyes went

glassy.

	Vera slid back and slapped Aliana’s face back and forth bringing the luckless child back from unconsciousness.

	“Keep going,” Vera snarled meanly, mounting Aliana again.

	As the child started to fade, violet-cheeked, Vera rose slightly allowing her

to breathe just enough to continue. She slapped the child twice and sank down

on her again.

	“C’mon - lick! UHH! Eat meee! - uhhh - yeahh - yeahh!”

	Vera trembled excitedly and as the first wave of orgasmic pleasure pulsed

through her she moaned and tossed her head back.  She moved up slightly and

made the child lick her asshole, rose up off her, slapped her viciously, then rolled back down and pressed her swollen clit against Aliana’s purple lips.

	Feverish with lust Vera now rose from the bed and went to the chair to reach into the bag Karl had given her.  She took the double-shafted dildo, a latex monster

with straps and steel barbs on both the inward and outward-aimed phalluses.

	Posing in front of the camera Vera stood, legs apart, the contraption in one

hand as she positioned it against her throbbing cunt.

	“For you, baby,” she said softly looking at the camera, and then pushed the thick barbed dildo up into herself.  Her face twisted in scowling pain as she forced the thing upward. Red trickles blossomed from her penetrated cunt and down the inside of her thighs. She looked into the camera’s lens and imagined Karl slowly jerking off as he watched.

	“All - for - you - uhh - just - like - y-you - want - it -”

	When most of the inward shaft was impaled inside her she buckled the straps tightly around her waist.  The outward shaft now projected menacingly as she

turned to the bed where Aliana lay moaning, tugging weakly at the ropes that

held her.

	“Look at me!” Vera growled. “Look what mami’s got for you.”

	Vera moved slowly, feeling the dildo’s piercing barbs with each step, her high-heels clacking on the wooden floor as she approached the bed. Aliana lifted her head off the pillow.

	“Nuh - mommie - nuh - pleeze -”

	The nine year old was horror-stricken.  She could not understand how the thing that sprouted from her mother’s abdomen had gotten there or what it was

for.  How could it be ‘for’ her? What was her mother going to do with it?

	Vera loosened the rope that held Aliana’s ankle to the bedpost then drew

the child’s jerking leg up and back, retying the rope to the top bar of the headpost.

	“I’m gonna put this inside you, mi amor - deep inside you. All the way in you goddamn little peepee.”

	The idea tore through the child’s innocent mind.  Inside her? How would that big thing go inside her? Was her mother going to cut her open and put it in her?

	“No, mami - no - no -”

	 Smiling sadistically the chicana then moved around the bed and did the same with her daughter’s other bound ankle so that the child lay on her back, legs pulled up and tugged back over her head.

	“Si, mi amorcito. Si!  You’re going to feel this pinga all the way in your little tummy.  That’s where it belongs.”

	Moving with sensual grace Vera climbed up on the bed between Aliana’s upflung legs.

	“All the way up in there.”

	Panic seized Aliana. She whined and shook her head and kicked her trapped legs.

	“No! Mami! Pleeze! I’ll be good! I’ll be good!”

	Vera reached down, grabbed the child’s head and stuffed Aliana’s panties back into her mouth. The chicana then wound a fresh wrap of duct tape around the child’s neck.

	“You’re gonna be good, alright, you little fuckk!”

	She put the tip of the barbed dildo to her daughter’s exposed slit-hole.

	“You’re gonna be real fuckin’ good...”

	As she pushed the thing inward Vera looked with deep interest at Aliana’s cute duct-taped face, the big mournful eyes going suddenly very wide, a shriek muffled and muted in her baby’s throat.  It was hard going and Vera had to slam her hips to inch the thick barbed latex shaft into Aliana’s immature twat.  Each thrust was a delicious stab of child-killing agony expressed in the pitifully evocative arching of Aliana’s dark little eyebrows, in the furrowing of her forehead, in the rolling of her bloodshot eyeballs.  The little virgin angel was bathed in sweat, her body glimmering with bloodstreaks from the bites, her arms tense and straining against the ropes, her thighs and legs too twisting and straining, ankles clattering against the metal bedpost bar.

	This was what men must feel, Vera thought insanely, this hard feeling, this

thrusting need.  With each jab forward into her child Vera felt the other end of

the dildo tear her own cunt inside and she groaned and spit drooled from her

puffy lips.  Vera’s eyes were now slits of needy lust.  She and her child were

becoming one, fused for Karl’s sick pleasure, brought together in pain

and violence.  Vera began to rock her hips, fucking Aliana with the cruel weapon,

grinding it in and out of her, tearing the child’s cunt - and her own - ripping both to blood.

	After several deep thrusts that nearly hilted the barbaric phallus in the nine year old Vera drew back, slowly sliding out, re-positioning the bloody tool against

Aliana’s tiny anal pucker.

	“Nghhfff! Nghh!” Aliana sobbed wildly, her head shaking from side to side.

	Smiling broadly, Vera grabbed her daughter’s thighs, sank her long nails

into the creamy skin and pushed forward.  The anal penetration was much more

difficult and the double-headed dildo damaged both daughter and mother in the course of Vera’s violent child-rape.  But the pain in her cunt only seemed to 

stimulate the drugged chicana toward more intense violence against her daughter and soon she was slamming the shaft deep into Aliana’s entrails.  

	The child was going pale, her eyes again fading, her movements going slack.

	She coughed and choked and a trickle of blood ran from one nostril.

	Pushing the killing dildo in as far as it would go Vera now leaned down, put her hands around the traumatized child’s throat and began choking Aliana as she fucked her.

	She squeezed hard watching Aliana’s eyes bulge and her cheeks go dark.

	“Puta!” Vera growled meanly. “Puerca! Asi - asi - asi - uhh - uhh!”

	After a second wave of orgasms pounded through Vera she slid out of her now unresposive victim and got up off the bed.

	It was time to complete the mission Karl had given her.

	She switched off the camera and put a fresh cassette into the cartridge compartment. Then she reached into the duffle bag for the disassembled metal spear shaft.  The three heavy interlocking pieces clicked easily into place and when Vera finished the thing stood four feet high on rubber-tipped tripod leg-base pointed at the ceiling, a two inch thick killing spike. 

	Then she got the coiled bullwhip at the bottom of the duffle bag.  She

took it out, unfurled it, laid it on the floor.  It had six tiny tails on the end.  On

each tail a small spiked mace was attached.

	The long thick rope came next.

	Vera took the rope and stepped out on the patio behind the old house.  The cracked tiles faintly reflected the moonlight.   

	Though the patio was walled in on all sides tree branches dangled over the edges of the brick walls.  One branch was perfectly suited for Vera’s purpose.  She moved toward it, high-heels tapping out her quick steps on the stone, the end of the bloody dildo scraping inside her as she moved, moonlight gleaming on her sweaty beaten body. 

	She no longer felt or looked human. She was some kind of harpie slaughter-demon set loose in the moonlit patio. After two tries she managed to sling the rope over the branch four feet over her head.  She tugged on it to test it.  Even when she put all her weight on it it would not yield but only shook gently, the leaves rustling with the movement in the stillness of the night.

	Vera set up the camera at one end of the patio and switched it back on. Then she went back into the house and turned on the two floodlamps in the patio.

	She knew that without light the camera would not do a proper job.

	Finally, the knife.

	She took it from the duffle bag and went back outside to leave it on the patio chair.

	Then she got the spear shaft and brought it outside, setting it up under the dangling rope.

	Bugs buzzed around the bright floodl lights. Crickets chirped.

	Vera’s skin chilled to the night air as she moved purposefully back into the house and toward the bed where the punished child lay breathing shallowly, gagged,

blood oozing from her torn orifices, dark eyes trailing up to look into her monster-mother’s emotionless face.

	Vera quickly untied her daughter and lifted her off the bed.

	“C’mon, you little shit. You’re going bye-bye.”

	Silently Aliana let herself be carried.  She was devastated physically and emotionally.  Cradled in her mother’s arms and carried out to the patio she made

small gulping sounds.  She moaned as Vera put her down on the ground

and moaned again as Vera drew her arms up to tie them to the rope from the tree.  Aliana’s arms stretched upward as her mother pulled on the rope and hauled her up off her feet.  The child wanted to ask why, she wanted to plead. She felt hot blood snake down her thighs from her pee-pee.  Her face and throat ached.  She wanted

to know what was happening as she looked down at the steel spike poised beneath her.

	“Spread your legs,” Mother ordered.

	Aliana was an obedient little girl - right to the end.

	She opened her thighs for Mother to position the spear beneath her.

	Mother had raised her way high, way high into the night, almost to the top of the high brick walls, though she could not look out beyond the patio.  She dangled

there, her little bare feet twitching, her little legs raised far apart. Aliana could see the marks the other ropes, the ones on the bed, had made on her ankles. Mother was holding this rope, which was thick and hard and hurt and numbed Aliana’s little wrists, as Mother positioned the shaft, holding Aliana by one ankle.

	“Stay like that for Mommy,” Mother urged meanly. “Just like that.”

	Aliana could still feel the dull pain from Mother’s deep bites all over her.

	Then Mother suddenly let go of her end of the hard rope and Aliana fell.

	The spear thunked into Aliana’s already damaged baby pussy and stabbed hard and deep through her uterus wall and into her bladder.  Blood and piss sprayed

from Aliana as her gagged cry died in her throat. Her legs kicked together then

bounced apart. 

	Vera tied off the rope to the faucet spigot in the patio wall.

	Aliana now hung by her wrists impaled on the metal spear, kicking pointlessly.

	Vera picked up the whip in the house and moved quickly out on the patio toward the squirming child.

	The lash whistled and slashed through the night air landing thumping blows across the impaled child’s chest, wrapping around her waist, biting into her thighs.  

	Vera had never used a whip but she’d had them used on her so often she knew instinctively what to do.  Hatefully she slashed at her daughter’s brown

body just as Karl had slashed at her, with implacable mercilessness.

	She made the six spiked balls thud into the child, cutting and gashing.

	Aliana danced in agony and sank further on to the impaling shaft.  The tripod legs held against the agitated squirming of the child’s body and thick gushes of blood rolled down the gleaming spear.

	Vera moved around the cunt-speared child careful not to block the camera as she sent blow after blow against the nine year old’s taut jerking body.

	The whip strands and the spiked balls cut the child, left red ripping ribbons.

	The gagged cries of the suffering angel were no louder than the protests of a drowning cat.

	The thudding whip was louder.

	Swwwisshhh-Thwaackk! Swwishhh-Thudd!

	Over and over, one after another, merciless, unsparing, uncaring, brutal.

	Swwwisshhh-Thwaackk! Swwishhh-Thudd!

	“Die!”Vera hiss-whispered, her face twisted in a hostile grimace. “Die! Die! Die!”

	Aliana tried to gather her bloody legs under her, her tiny feet gripping the

spear shaft but Vera moved to the rope and released it from the faucet spigot and

the child’s weight was now completely assumed by the spike.

	Aliana looked up at the distant moon which hovered behind a smattering

of clouds.

	In the distance there was the sound of a car passing by on the street in front of the house.  Crickets continued to chirp as the child trembled and gasped for

air.

	Again Vera took the whip to her, now swinging with all her might, tearing

into the child’s soft flesh, flaying her, making blood explode in tiny puffs off the

child’s body.

	“Now -” Vera grunted, dropping the whip, moving to the patio chair to pick up the knife. “Now you little scumbag - now - now -”

	It was a frenzied slaughter, Mother raising the knife high over her head, the long silvery blade catching the moonlight and the patio lights.  Later she would watch the tape with Karl and Karl would often cum at that moment forcing

her to drink his cum, pissing it down her throat as he watched.  Others would

watch the tape with them sometimes before all of them would beat Vera, rape-beat her, use her to exhaustion.  And she would welcome it - what else could a murderous monster-Mother deserve?

	The knife thunked, tore into Aliana’s whip-scored belly, into her mons. It gashed her life out of the child, it fucked her, a grisly death-fuck.  Impaled and sobbing and writhing the little angel began to give her life up to the moon, her little legs kicking.

	Vera yanked the double-shafted dildo out of herself, ripped the duct tape from Aliana’s face off yanked out the blood-soaked panties and thrust the dildo

end that had been inside Vera into Aliana’s sobbing mouth, pushing the thick

barbed latex down the dying child’s throat hard.  Then with a gleeful squeal Vera slammed the knife right through her daughter’s throat and left it there.

	A fountain of blood gushed from the dying girl-child showering Mother, spattering the cracked tiles on the patio floor - an insult to the moon - hot red

bathing Mother in scarlet - Mother falling in orgasmic pleasure to her knees -

the child fountain spewing scarlet in Mother’s hair and tits.

	Aliana’s eyes looked down on Mother - the sweet blameless child made a last little sighing sound forgiving Mother, knowing it was Karl that had made Mother do it - Karl that had sent the whip and the spear and the knife - Aliana opened her little mouth wide around the invading bloody dildo-shaft and tried to breathe and her little knifed head rocked backward and her eyes were filled with the moonlight.  She had tried to tell Mother it was alright that she loved her that she didn’t want her to

feel bad but she knew Mother would only give herself to Karl again and again until

Mother too would end up on a spear shaft and bloody - cut apart like a piñata -

like a lifeless puppet.  The knife in Aliana’s throat felt like a beam of light cutting

her little head off her, filling her mind with white superheated air, and she was flying upward like a dove and more piss and blood hissed from her metal-stuffed little pussy and she shit herself as she died and heard one last thing - Mother - Mother

crying - crying and sobbing in the moonlit silence in the patio and after that nothing except the endless mindless chirping of the crickets.





	“Is it what you wanted?” Vera asked weeks later.

	Karl and she had just finished watching the tape again.  

	Now, for the second time that day he had cum down her throat and stood naked in front of her silently, the rattan cane in his hand.  He’d whipped her shoulders and tits nearly to blood as she’d pleasured him.

	The day after the kill, helped by Karl’s limmo driver, Vera had cleaned up the house and buried Aliana in the woods outside the town.  Then Karl had told Vera to move in with him.  He kept her chained up in the basement when he wasn’t using her.

	The disastrous guilt-memory of the daughter-killing had turned the chicana into a mindless slave-zombie.

	“Does it prove my love for you?” she asked when Karl failed to answer her first question. 

	“It proves only that you are a piece of shit,” Karl told her brusquely. “A piece of shit that deserves nothing but constant punishment.”

	“Yes,” she muttered lifelessly.

	Then she raised her empty eyes, looked up at him, still on her knees, naked beaten and defeated.

	“Whip my face,” she said softly.

	And he did. Until her cheeks and eyesockets were ripped and slashed and

swollen.  Until tears and blood ran down her cheeks in unison.



***						***					***	



	In the year 39 AD under the crazed reign of Julius Caesar Germanicus, more commonly known as Caligula, there lived in the outskirts of Rome a most cruel man by the name of Leonius Attius Probus.  The barbarities perpetrated at the Probus villa by Leonius and his son Aquila scandalized Roman society even in those extreme years.  The emperor’s own well documented excesses paled before the events that took place as a matter of routine on the Probus estate.

	The villa itself was a beautiful retreat from the bustle of Rome surrounded by

apple orchards and sweeping hills, far from the capital, well isolated.  It had been built under the direction of Leonius years before, as a gift to his first and only wife Livia, when he had returned from a series of victorious campaigns in the North.  	Leonius’s military career and his many sucesses took him to the highest ranks of the Roman army and eventually to the Praeorian Guard as a right hand to Sutorius Macro who would assert  Caligula’s dominance over the empire.

	From the earliest years Leonius achieved great notoriety as a soldier.  He

led his legions through vicious campaigns in Palestine and Greece often pillaging

defenseless towns and directing his soldiers to loot and rape at will.  Leonius Attius Probus was a bloodthirsty general who enjoyed taking on ragged defenseless adversaries.  He chose only the most sadistic elements in the Roman army as his captains and lieutenants and criminals or slaves as rank and file and it wasn’t long before he earned a certain reputation.  Whenever the Empire needed to subjugate through terror and mayhem Leonius Attius was summoned, even if afterwards his name was only a fearful whisper in the Senate, one spoken only in the strictest of

confidences and avoided in all public declamations.

	In the wake of such campaigns Leonius would have his soldiers round up the

females of his defeated adversaries.  The most beautiful women and girls would

be stripped naked, savagely raped and tortured while Leonius reclined and observed drinking wine or nibbling on grapes.   Sometimes he would take part in these brutalities with his men often dismembering and roasting females over raging bonfires in some instances even devouring them with the core of his batallion in drunken orgies that would last for days on end.  Pregnant females and little girls were his favorite victims and when they were not flogged and beaten to death after the raping, or cooked and cannibalized, or crushed under a rampant stallion for the entertainment of jeering Roman soldiers they would be crucified and left in open fields as a reminder to any who would choose to oppose Roman rule.

	Leonius’s sadism intensified and deepened after he left the fields of battle. He was wealthy and corrupt, often a schemer in the Senate, drawing bribes from  gambling and prostitution establishments, amassing great fortune and sometimes assisting in the procurement of children and females for other corrupt elements in the ruling class.  He was for a time connected with the entertainments and games.  Had he lived years later he would no doubt have enjoyed and probably participated in the slaughter of Christians as a spectacle in the Colosseum, but such events would take place long after his death. Though the Colosseum had not yet been built, orgies and bloodsport were already an intrinsic part of everyday life in Rome and Leonius partook in as much of it as he could, leading a life of debauched and unfettered perversion.

	His wife Livia was reduced to masochistic slavery, beaten and degraded, often the victim of gang rape when Leonius invited several of his army cronies and lowlife

panderers to the villa.  Sometimes Livia was made to humiliate herself with dogs or pigs or to fellate the horses in the barns behind the villa for the amusement of Leonius and his inebriated guests.

	 This went on for several years.  Leonius’s beautiful young wife learned to accept her fate with admirable submission, even to enjoy the frequent humiliations and abuse. Dark-haired and brown eyed Livia was a delicious beauty, a perfect object for plunder for Leonius and his sick associates.  With great pleasure he converted the once naive virgin into a receptacle of every degenerate perversion possible, a pain-slut-animal who spent most of her waking hours on her knees or on all fours, rarely clothed, servicing her vicious husband and his male guests, offering herself for their whips and fists, her voluptuous body and pretty face often marred by bruises and welts, a disfigurement that only made her all the more attractive to her abusers.

	It was never clear who of all the men that frequented these feasts eventually fathered Aquila but once Leonius learned that his wife was with child he was

insanely furious.  He and three of his friends tortured her inhumanly, her nipples and belly burned, her fingernails ripped out, her face bruised and bloody.  Leonius had an ironsmith insert a metal ring through Livia’s ankle while the pregnant bitch was shackled to a stone slab.  The wound was cauterized with a torch. Livia’s screams could be heard by the slaves working the fields near the house.  Afterwards the metal ring was clipped to a chain in the courtyard and Leonius’s hapless wife spent the rest of her pregnancy like a dog, naked, crawling about the yard, trapped by her broken impaled limb. She was made to eat from a clay dish on the ground and left to weather rain, wind, cold and harsh heat.  Male and female slaves and visitors were encouraged to beat the pregnant bitch with stripped pine branches, to insult, berate and debase her, to spit on her and urinate on her.  Leonius himself finally flogged the unfortunate cunt to tatters and drowned her in the fountain behind the villa shortly after the boy was born.  Her body was tossed off a cliff nearby and fed to wild dogs while Leonius looked on, Livia’s horrified parents forced to watch before they were also decapitated by Leonius’s men and dropped into the ravine.

	Aquila thus grew up in a household rife with perversion and murder.  From the age of three the boy, a pretty dark-haired child with jet black eyes like his mother, was used incestuously by Leonius, anally raped and taught to suck cock like

a woman; he would serve his father daily and participate in the torture and killing

of slaves and errant females, women who had shamed their families and who

were sent to Leonius for correction or extermination, depending on the gravity

of their infraction.

	Leonius loved the boy in his own twisted way.  The boy was his son as well as his concubine and disciple and Leonius knew the boy would also one day be

his heir.  There would be no other wives, no other contestant to the Probus

fortune.  Leonius taught the boy to hate females, to torture and mutilate and

slaughter them heartlessly.  At the tender age of seven Aquila murdered his first

victim, a two year old blonde girl child whose parents had died in the collapse

of a building in the city.  Aquila’s father ordered two soldiers to take the sobbing

orphan infant to his villa. There, while Leonius looked on, masturbating, standing over both children, the little girl’s ankles and wrists roped tightly,  he directed Aquila to draw the edge of a sharp knife across the little waif’s throat, carefully, but

decisively.  The two year old screeched and gurgled as her jugular was cut open and her blood jetted out splashing Aquila’s face and chest.  The naked boy laughed gleefully, his small cock erect.  The little girl’s blood spurted against Leonius’s legs and the warmth of it was so pleasurable he ejaculated on both children, the laughing boy and the screaming neck-gashed girl who bleated like a goat, less and less as he and Aquila watched, less and less until she slumped dead, her beautiful green eyes

still open but vacant looking up at the ceiling.  Leonius then instructed his son to crouch over the dead curly-haired baby, untie her legs and put his small hard penis into her diminutive pink hairless vagina.

	“She’s so soft,” the boy sighed wondrously.

	“Yes,” Leonius replied, already working his way to another erection. “Females are soft, boy. Soft, shapely, seductive.  Females are devils, boy. They must

be slaughtered.  They are here only for our amusement and pleasure.  Nothing else.”

	Leonius then slid down behind his son and put his cock to the Aquila’s asshole to thrust crudely into him and fuck him.  He gripped the child tightly by

the buttocks as he pistoned into him.  Leonius loved the feel of childskin and he

ground his fingers into Aquila’s hips pitilessly until Aquila squirmed.

	“Push up into her, boy. Use her dead body, enjoy it.  That’s all she’s good for now. That’s all any of them are ever good for.”

	Soon Leonius orgasmed inside Aquila’s tight rectum as the boy dry-humped the dead two year old.  Aquila felt his father’s hot sperm ooze down the inside of his thighs but he did not yet have the capacity to achieve his own climax.  He liked

the sore feeling his father left inside him.  Aquila liked to be left bruised and aching. He experienced great pleasure and learned well the lesson his father taught him. Only two years later Aquila would torture and rape his first victim on his own without his father’s supervision.  Upon returning from a meeting in Rome Leonius would find her, a thin lovely olive-skinned twelve year old slave nailed to an upright cross behind the house by hands and feet, a spear up her cuntlet, her eyes gouged out, semen rolling out of her battered sexhole.

	“Like father, like son,” he muttered to himself, smiling.

	The years passed and the dark reputation of the Probus estate, of Leonius and his son Aquila became legendary.  Girls throughout the empire were kept in line by brothers or husbands with a harsh threat:  “Keep that up and I’ll send you to Leonius.” - Or: “I hear Aquila Probus is looking for a new girlfriend.”  Schoolgirls

were often heard to whisper, sometimes with terror, sometimes wistfully: “Be careful or Leonius and Aquila will take you away.” Aquila and Leonius, were, in spite of their fearful reputation, extremely handsome, virile, and swarthy and because of this they sometimes played central roles in the racy daydreams of young Roman girls for whom the mixture of sexual attraction, fear and terror was predictably an aphrodisiac. Still, experienced and knowledgeable travelers,  would often take lenghty detours in order to avoid passing the road near the Probus estate lest they should be accosted and captured by the frenzied debauchers.

	For a time Leonius placed a stone priapus at the entrance gate to his villa. It was a stone penis standing erect three feet high and two inches thick.  He would often chain girls or women there, impaled upon the stone cock for days on end, sometimes letting them die on it bloody and emaciated for passers-by to see.

	When Aquila was fourteen Leonius took him on a six month journey to northern Africa. They returned with five healthy young negresses chained up in an animal cage, black slaves that had been captured by a ruler who was an ally of Rome during a skirmish with a warring tribe.  The girls ranged in age from ten to fifteen.  They were slender and shapely and the two older ones had firm breasts and strong thighs.

	Aquila and Leonius unleashed the most hateful cruelty on their fresh nubian captives.  After forcing them out of the cage at spear-point they strung the five girls up in the torture room, a large chamber that opened into the back of the villa and looked out on fountains, orchards and hillsides.  The captives were manacled by their wrists to ropes that hung from hooks in the ceiling rafters.  Four soldiers with unsheathed swords, Leonius’s most trusted lieutenants, supervised the suspension and the subsequent bitch-whipping by Leonius and his son.  

	The negro youths were hung facing each other in a tight circle in the middle of the room by their upstretched arms.  Leonius and Aquila stripped naked and took up knotted floggers.  As they circled the five girls and slashed at them with their weapons the soldiers cheered them on.  Father and son masturbated as they whipped the negro slave-girls who jerked around, kicked and stamped their bare feet on the stone floor and screamed and begged in their African language.  In fact, the babbling made the soldiers laugh and jeer more vehemently.

	Leonius invited the soldiers to whip the girls across their meaty rumps

with their swords.

	“Make these black pigs bleed for us!” the sadistic Praetorian exhorted. “I want them all bloody before we put our cocks in them.”

	As the glinting swords hacked into dark brown meat Aquila exclaimed:

	“Isn’t amazing, father! They bleed red just like white females!”

	“And their cunts are pink inside,” Leonius commented. “Just like the palms of their hands and the soles of their feet.  Filthy monkey-women.  They will please

us well.”

	Father and son deeply thrilled to the hacking sound of metal on female skin

and the squealing pleading protests of the suspended niggerslaves.  The soldiers

plainly enjoyed this duty some of them already masturbating gloatingly as they

circled the screaming females.  They used their deadly weapons sparingly, slicing

with just enough force to cut the young slaves but not enough to cause terminal

damage.

	Leonius allowed his cruel soldiers circle and attack the defenseless children for a bit and then he called a halt to the punishment and moved in.  Aquila emulated his father. Both males pushed forward to rub their manly erections on the bloody buttcheeks of the sobbing niggerslaves to lubricate themselves for penetration.

Leonius urged his soldiers to join in and soon the five black captives were being

savagely raped as they hung by their manacled wrists.  Special sadistic attention

was heaped on the youngest of the girls who, after she was violated by Leonius and

Aquila was then hoisted up spread-legged by one soldier and anally impaled while

the other four Romans, slammed their stallion-sized phalluses into her with unbridled

brutality.

	The orgy quickly escalated.  One by one, each of the black girls was taken down from her suspension in order to be subjected to more extreme torture.

	The little one came first.  Already battered, violated and bleeding she was

forced to her knees, backed up against a wooden post, arms pulled back and up.

While one of the soldiers held her in that position a second man took up a stone hammer and slammed metal spikes through her hands, through her palms, and then through her forearms, shattering the screaming child’s bones and securing her to the post.  Her legs were drawn up and her feet nailed to the sides of the post.

Blood spurted and bubbled from the wailing infant’s limbs. 

	She kept repeating the same words over and over.  The other niggergirls

were sobbing and chanting a similar singsong babble.

	“Gaelius,” Leonius asked one of the soldiers, a hardened battle veteran who

had spent many years in North Africa.  “What are these nigger bitches going on and on about?”

	“They are begging for their lives, commander. And for the life of the child.”

	“Most charming.  Tell them there will be no mercy.  They are the property of the Roman Empire and as such their lives are worthless.”

	Gaelius complied and the men watched the effect of the terrible words, the young females still hung by their arms dropped their heads and cried and their

knees sagged weakly.  The child nailed to the post continued to chant the words

but now weakly and robotically.  Leonius stepped up to her and thrust a wooden

‘o’ ring into her mouth, gagging her, spreading her moist niggerlips wide. She made inchoate babbling sounds.  He unsheathed his dagger and with two quick movements he gouged out her upturned eyes.  He then dipped his cock into the bloody eyesockets.  

	The men looked on.  Aquila stroked himself and grunted with pleasure.

	Leonius took a hold of the little nigger bitch’s nappy head, gripping her tightly and he pushed his engorged blood-smeared cock into her ring-gagged mouth.

	“I’m going to kill her this way,” he said softly. “I’ve never done it like this before - uhh - it’s most interesting.”

	The powerful Roman thrust his massive manspear deep into the eyeless child’s throat, stuffing her windpipe shut.  The child jerked and struggled against

him, impaled by the spikes on the post, her struggling gradually decreasing, Leonius’s hips rhythmically but unhurriedly thrusting, his strong buttocks flexing,

until finally the little African girl was still and lifeless.  As Leonius pulled back,

her head toppled, blood oozing from her gutted sockets and nostrils. The other

girls cried out and sobbed hysterically.

	The next girl, one slightly older was chosen and Leonius gave her to the soldiers while he and Aquila returned to the three still left in suspension.  Father

and son donned gloves that had been fitted with steel spikes at the knuckles and

as they raped and sodomized the suspended bleeding teens they beat them, punching the spikes into their flanks and ribs and legs.

	Leonius’s soldiers pressed their captive on her back on to a wooden beam on the ground, her arms spread wide.  They nailed their screaming victim to the beam with spikes like those used on the younger victim.  Each of them took their turn

to roughly rape the little bitch one last time and then Gaelius pushed a ring-gag like the one Leonius had used on the first child into her mouth and crouched over her face.

	“Leonius,” the older centurion barked, looking up with a demented smile. “I’m going to use a different method than you.”

	“By all means,” Leonius replied as he punched one of the suspended slave children in the back while ramming his sizable killing cock up her tight rectal sheath.

“Feel free to vent your cruelty as you see fit.”

	At that moment Gaelius farted on the crucified girl’s face.

	“Good venting!” one of the soldiers joked.

	The crouching man’s fart was followed by a copious flow of thick hot faeces which filled the young negress’s fat lipped mouth and overflowed on to her cheeks

and neck.  When he finished Gaelius squatted lower in order to smear the shit all over the gagging girl’s face and to cram the stinking mass in her mouth deeper.

	“Anyone else need to take a crap?” Gaelius asked the other soldiers. “This nigger worm’s mouth’s no different than a hole in the ground.”

	Two of the other soldiers, the only ones still in Praetorian guard uniform, shed their armor and clothes and sank down on to the crucified girl to fulfill their commander’s request.  After they finished Gaelius took a dirty wash rag and wrapped it tightly  over the child’s mouth and nose, tightly, shit-gagging the unfortunate captive, knotting the rag tightly to her head.  He then instructed

his soldiers to lift up the wooden beam she was nailed to on to brackets on the wall

so that the little shit-gagged bitch hung off her feet suffocating, her eyes bulging

and rolling wildly, shit rolling down off her face and hair to her shoulders on

to her chest, down her belly and sides, down her dangling legs.

	“Beautiful,” Aquila muttered, struck by the beauty of the nailed, shit-soiled

girl.  She was mounted on the wall near the first child, the one Leonius had blinded and then suffocated with his cock whose body had been left impaled on the wooden post.  The fourteen year old boy, handsome and muscular, his physique shaped by

daily military training with his father’s troops, his blood raging with the full force

of sexual energy and homicidal fury, was awed by the sight of the black female

victims, one dead the other one dying.  He punched his spiked fists into the

suspended girl he was anally raping then drew out of her and approached the

shit-gagged captive.

	“Give it to her, Aquila!” one of the soldiers urged.

	“Slam the little fuck!” the others shouted.  “Come on! Show her the full fury of Rome!”

	Aquila approached the suspended slave who was already gasp-choking, shit dribbling from her nostrils, her eyes fluttering.  The boy assumed a combat stance

and drew his spiked fists back, looking into the pleading shit-oozing face of his preteen victim as he began to slam-punch her in the belly.  He grunted and growled as the soldiers and Leonius spurred him on.  He beat the dangling niggergirl faster and harder, punching her thighs, punching her little cunt, pounding barbarically, 

breaking her ribs, crushing her gutsac.  He put his spike-gloved fist to her small

rape-ravaged cunt and pushed upward gouging into her. The child pissed herself,

the hot fluid running down his arm as he jerked off, blood and urine dripping

off his elbow, the shouts of the men egging him on as he jerked off.  She quivered

like an arrow-pierced bird, her cunt squeezing tightly on his invading fist and her

head rocked back as he forced most of his arm up her, crushing her uterus.  With

a victorious shout he ejaculated.  His white cum spattered her feebly trembling

ankles and feet and she died as he withdrew his bloodwashed spike-gloved fist.

	The impact of Aquila’s cruel slaughter was like the spark lighting a fire. The soldiers took up their swords and approached two of the suspended niggerbitches.

Leonius took the third and last remaining slave, the oldest of the group, whose

eyes, unlike any of the other girls’, were most curiously and intensely green, like a cat’s. 

	Instead of releasing their two young female victims from suspension the soldiers just hacked through their arms.  The screaming girls toppled to the ground to be hacked and gouged by the centurions, feet and legs cut from them even as their hands dangled from the ropes, fingers twitching.  They were sword fucked and disemboweled as the men sprayed their screaming faces with hot cum.

	Leonius took a wooden club and attacked his green-eyed victim as she still

hung on the rope by her wrists, bashing at her arms and legs and hips as she

screamed.  He smashed both her ankles, shattering the bones and he cut her free of the suspension ropes so that she toppled to her knees into the bloody mess of her

dying companions, one nubian slut now beheaded and spewing entrails on the stone

floor.

	Leonius yanked his broken black bitchgirl up on her knees and pulled her face-first to his cock.  In a daze of pain and horror the young nigger accepted what

was demanded of her and began to lovesuck the Roman’s hard white meat.  Her meaty cushiony lips were like velvet on Leonius’s shaft.  He was about to deliver

a final skull-crushing blow with his club when she looked up at him with

her sea-green eyes.  Leonius had never seen such emerald anywhere, except perhaps in the expensive jewelry on the aristocratic women of Rome.  The African

slavegirl looked up at him with such pleading reverence, such feminine defeat,

such agonized loneliness that the cruel Roman’s killing hand was stilled.  As she

stared into his eyes she lapped at the underside of his cockcrown with knowing urgency, beckoning intense pleasure, making him grunt like an angry bull.  His

balls tightened and he felt the first intense spasm of climax.  Smiling down at his

slave he shot his load down her waiting throat and she drank and swallowed

and continued to accept him with her eyes.  It was as if she surrendering her soul

to him, as if she was saying: Kill me now if you wish - I’m yours.

	When he finished he released her and she toppled broken at his feet.

	One of the soldiers approached, sword raised.

	“No,” Leonius told him. “This one lives.”

	“Why, Father?” Leonius asked dreamy-eyed. Blood dripped from his spiked glove and a last gossamer stream of cum oozed from his young cock.

	“This one will provide us with far greater pleasure than her companions.”

	Leonius placed his bare foot on the back of the fifteen year old negress’s neck, pressing her suffering face to the floor.

	“She will be - memorable.  Gaelius, ask this young monkey her name.”

	The centurion went down on one knee and spoke to the broken teen.

	It took her a moment to reply, sperm dribbling from her black lips as she breathed more than spoke.

	“Semala.”

	“Most charming,” Leonius commented, pressing the heel of his foot harder into the adolescent’s neck.  “Semala.  It is a name that will soon be spoken of everywhere in Rome, in every dark alley and every whorehouse.  This filthy little nigger slave will soon be famous throughout the Empire.”

	The men laughed and Aquila echoed their laughter but Leonius was right.  It would be accurate to say in fact that he was more right than he could have known.

	Semala was allowed to heal, her broken bones to mend, and she was then put through months of humiliation and degradation more intense than anything Leonius’s wife Livia had ever undergone.  The young girl became nothing but a piece of human fuckmeat.  She was taught to accept and tolerate the most intense abuse, torture and debasement and to enjoy it and crave it.  She became Leonius’s and Aquila’s human toy, a plaything for father and son to use and debase.  The young beautiful nigger was often reamed by both father and son simultaneously and she drank their cum and their piss.  She learned to eat their excrement as well  as her own and to fulfill every outrageous demand put to her.  She was whipped and beaten often bloody often begging for more, often thrashed well past consciousness.  Her nipples and clit were pierced with golden hoops and her ears and belly button and nose were studded with jewels and rings.  She was used by every member of the Praetorian guard, most of the Senators and even summoned three times by

Caligula himself who used her most severely, returning her with both her holes

bloody and knife-cuts all over her pudenda and tits.

	But the most interesting aspect of Semala was a raging sadistic streak that

blossomed in the young slave.  She was allowed to participate in the torture and slaughter of Leonius’s and Aquila’s unfortunate victims. Nothing pleased the

older and younger Probus males than to see the wild black bitch taking a dagger

to a white Roman girl.  Semala loved to slice the nipples from torture victims.

She loved to fuck them with the blade of her knife and to slow-strangle them

to death while she did so.  Leonius conceived of a most delicious diversion.  He

would fit Semala with a wooden shaft studded with colorful steel spikes, strapping the device around the young nigger’s loins and he would order her to rape his young victims with it - the younger the better.  

	On one occasion a boy of four and a girl of six, brother and sister, children of a Senator who had been conspiring against Caligula, were sent to the Probus villa.  After Aquila and Leonius had had their fill, whipping the children and sodomizing them atrociously Semala, her killing cock strapped round her naked hips, was given free rein.  The little ones were nailed on a wooden platform on all fours, legs spread open,  spikes driven through their small footsoles and the backs of their hands.  The nigger climbed on the platform and knelt first behind the boy.  As she thrust into his anus she sliced his back with her dagger. Then she began to stab deep into his flanks, killing the screaming infant as she gouged out his colon with the spiked wooden dildo.  The boy’s sister watched helpless then screamed and babbled as Semala slid out of the boy and came for her.  Semala was far more cruel with the girl striping the shrieking child with dagger cuts and piercing through her cheeks and gouging out her eyes before the final slaughter fuck.  Leonius and Aquila mounted the platform to shoot off on the butchered children and on their exotic black slavewhore.  When they were finished they hauled Semala outside and

flogged her savagely until she screamed and bled and cried and proclaimed her

love for her Roman masters.

	Leonius had been right, if perhaps unwittingly, about Semala’s fame.  Soon the black bitch was spoken of in the same breath as Leonius Probus and his

son. The three formed a triumvirate of the underworld, known in every circle

where debauchery and perversion were pursued.  Unfortunately rumors of the

demented trio reached the shores of North Africa.  One of the warrior kings of that region, Semala’s father who’d thought his daughter had been murdered years before after she’d been kidnapped, was angered by what the Roman centurions had done with her, her physical and spiritual destruction,  as well as by the sexual slaughter of the other four other captives that had been taken. He staged several succesful revolts and allied himself with several regional enemies of the Empire.  A full blown war was soon under way. This conflict demanded more resources than Rome was able to spare and it sapped the economy of the city.

	Perhaps as a direct result of this unwanted and unwarranted conflict, domestic voices in Rome arose in protest over the immoral and degenerate behavior by Leonius and other officials, even Caligula, and the repercussions these outlandish behaviors were having on the Empire.  At first these voices were silenced but the chorus of dissent grew and a conspiracy evolved. Praetorian Sutorius Macro and his emperor Caligula died on the swords of those who were finally fed up with the corruption and wanted better for Rome.

	Soldiers were sent to the Probus villa.  Leonius, Aquila and Semala were

dragged outside and hung naked upside down by their ankles from a tall oak in front of the infamous house.  Some of the very men who had visited the villa and shared in the sadistic orgies now pleasured themselves by lighting father, son and their black slavewoman with their torches setting their scalps ablaze.  The screams

of the three burning perverts tore through the orchards and hillsides surrounding

the villa.  No doubt all their victims were waiting for them in the underworld

prepared to wreak vengeance on their dark souls.

	The villa was abandoned and soon collapsed and was overgrown with weeds

and shrubs.  The orchards, no longer tended by slaves, faded and succumbed.  

	Centuries later, during the second World War, Germans camped in the area

and tortured their prisioners there.  Innocent blood once again drenched the soil

where the Probus villa had stood.  A Nazi named Hauptmann slaughtered three

lovely Italian girls and their mother by a segment of ruined wall where once

Leonius had gazed into the eyes of a black slave named Semala and where

Aquila had knelt after killing a two year old baby while his father sodomized him.

	Years later, in the sixties, a Roman construction firm attempted to build

a suburban development in the area but the intent was ill fated, timed just before a major economic depression hit the city, and construction was halted leaving only the empty shells of half-built homes tangled with grapevines and deliriously beautiful wild flowers.



***						***						***



	Gloria’s stupid young face never looked as pretty as when I slapped it, bruised it, broke her nose and made her eyes swell shut.

	I led her to the bed by the dogleash clipped to the dogcollar around her neck,

a crappy nylon and velcro thing I bought at Walmart.

	“Tell me what you are, sweetie,” I asked as I sat down on the rumpled sheets.  There were bloodstreaks across the aquagreen fabric from our romp last

night. Guess I’d been a little rough on my little high school cheerleader.

	Not rough enough. Not by a long shot.

	“Ugh - sobb -,” she responded, trying to coax her mind and tongue to work at the same time.  Stupid little whore. “I - I’m a pi-piece of sh-shit whore.

A wuh-wuh-wuh -”

	“Take your time, sweetie. Get it out for me.”

	I can be a patient guy - sometimes.

	Her eyes looked past me at the rope noose that hovered over the sheets.

	“ - ugh - a wuh-worthless - scumbag - s-slut -”

	“That’s right. Very nice.”

	I watched her pupils sway slightly back and forth following the dangling rope loop behind me and then I yanked her to me and sank my teeth into her battered breastmeat. She yelped endearingly but though she pulled back against the leash, her hands rough-roped behind her, she held her ground as my incisors tore past her skin. A sweet rewarding flow of fresh bitchblood trickled into my mouth and I sucked greedily on the bitewound.

	I’d spent the last couple of hours with her in the kitchen of the small house fucking and sodomizing her on the formica-topped table, punching her face and small cherry-nippled breasts.  She’d sat on the table edge and faced me, supported

by her bound hands behind her, shoulders drawn up to her tear-soaked cheeks.

I’d punched her legs and her cunt too, slapped her silly, speared her cuntslit

and asshole with my ten inch meat to which I’d cleverly strapped twelve inches of spiky metal dildo.  I purposefully avoiding going too deep into her just then.  I meant to save full consummation for later.

	When her mouth had dripped blood I unsheathed my prick from it’s gore-smeared armor, put her on her knees and fucked her beaten face.  There’s nothing quite as sweet as hotly beaten young girl-cheeks and lips on a sadistic killer’s bare swollen cockmeat. I had her lick my balls and then I’d deepthroated young Gloria until she fairly choked up and spewed puke. Then I strapped the spear-dildo on again, tugged on the leash and got her up on her feet to lead her back to the bedroom.  I wanted to lay on the bed and have her slip her head into that rope noose and gouge her slimy little twat to shreds on the monstrous metal weapon between my legs.  But I was sidetracked momentarily by the two small melons of slutflesh on her chest - perfect American cheerleader boobmeat - which I’d proceeded to maul and bite and feed on.

	I satisfied myself for a while with her titties and then I lay back on the bed.

	My spiked dildo shaft rose dangerously toward the ceiling, a veritable spear of impaling metal already annointed with Gloria’s shit and blood.

	Above it the noose hovered.

	I indicated the up-pointing shaft after I fluffed the pillows up under my bald head, my mouth and cheeks splotched with Gloria gore.

	“Go to it, honey. Climb on.  Bury it in your cunt and ride it.”

	She sobbed and shook her head.

	“Ngg! Pleeze! It’ll b-break m-me - inside!”

	“That’s right. It will.  But here’s your options: Tear yourself up on me or take my knife in your sweet little neck.”

	“Nuuhh! Nuuh!” she cried shaking her head. “Pleeze, sir - pleeze -”

	“Please, nothing, you little shit. If I have to get up from this bed you’re gonna be one sorry little gal.”

	She was already a sorry little gal and I was probably going to use the knife on her anyway later but it was fun to play with her.

	“Come on, honey. Don’t keep me waiting. You wanted this - didn’t you?”

	She struggled with the idea, tearlines glimmering down from her purple-bruised eyes, down her fist-pounded cheeks. Paralell lines of blood streamed from

her flared nostrils.

	“You told me you wanted me to beat the shit of you, didn’t you?”

	She nodded slowly as her eyes considered the hangman’s noose.

	In a softer tone I continued:

	“You told me you wanted to go all the way - didn’t you? Isn’t that what you told me yesterday? Hmm?”

	She hung her head, still sobbing, and I knew she was trying to come to terms with it.

	“Come on, Gloria. Come and get it. You know you need it, sweetheart. Come and ride it - for me.”

	Just two months before she’d been on the cheerleader squad at Montvale High.  Now she was a crack whore who wanted nothing but to please me

with her suffering and humiliation.

	“You love me, don’t you?”

	She nodded slowly, still sobbing, still looking at the floor.

	“Ok. Well it’s time to show me how much.”  

	It had been a short trip for Gloria.  I’d seen the possibilities in her that first day when I approached the miserable little creature in the mall.   There were only hints then.  Slight almost invisible lines on her thighs and arms where she’d cut herself - a ring through one nostril and several in her ears - fashionably unkempt hair and goth makeup - pewter chains and trinkets around her neck and wrists - a tiny flame tattooed on her ankle.  	

	She had only a fever-touch of bad girl in her then, a cosmetic heat that she could easily dispose of when football season rolled around and a more wholesome look was required on the playing fields.  She was with a couple of friends that day at the mall, slinky little sleazepups who faded away giggling as I directed the focus of my attention on Gloria.

	By our second ‘date’ I’d already strung her up and whipped her young

shapely body, scored it, staked my claim. I’d turned her touch of fever into a full blown terminal infection.

	I was a thirty eight year old man and she a fifteen year old schoolgirl, five foot seven to my six foot three.

	I used every guile at my disposal to lead her down the path I already sensed

she wanted to be on and she followed quickly, aptly and unquestioning.

	It wasn’t long before she dropped school to come over and get high.

	It wasn’t long before she surrendered completely to my violence and this  moment - she now standing by my dirty bed, beaten to a pulp, ordered to destroy

herself further for my pleasure - had come sooner than either one of us could have

predicted.

	Gloria the cheerleader would soon be nothing but dead flesh buried in the woods down the road.

	Awkwardly she moves to the bed and climbs on to the rumpled sheets.

	“Put your head in the noose, sweetie.”

	She leans into it as she straddles me and I pull on the take-up strand to draw it tight.

	“That’s a good girl.”

	She hesitates for the briefest moment.  She’s finally stopped crying.

	Her puffy eyes glare defiantly as I yank on the end of the rope.

	She grinds herself down on to the metal dildo and her lips gape with the sudden hurt and the lack of air as the metal spikes gash the tender innards of her sexhole and the noose snares her worthless neck.

	Her eybrows rise and she’s about to scream but I choke it off immediately tugging fiercely on the choke rope and almost lifting her off my killing cock.

	With my free hand I steady her.

	“Fuck me, bitch!” I growl and she does as I tell her, her young cheerleader body full of life now bent on delicious self-destruction.

	“That’s it,” I snarl encouragingly. “That’s nice. Slam your pussy down into it, fuckface. Take it as deep as it can go.”

	Simultaneously I draw on the choke rope and the noose tightens around Gloria’s long neck, her dark hair whipping about her face, feathery wisps of sweaty

scalp like a dark halo on which the pale morning light coming through the dirty

windowpanes loses itself.

	I grunt with eager pleasure pushing up into her, meeting her downthrusts

with upthrusts, jacking my hips off the bed, my strong naked body worked up

to mania.

	“Tell me, slut!” I shout gruffly. “C’mon. Tell me what I want to hear!”

	“Uggh! Urrghhhh!”

	“C’mon bitch! Say the words for me!”

	“K-kuhh - KILL MEEE!”

	“Ye-AHH!”

	Downthrust and upthrust meet simultaneously and there’s a rending meaty sound inside her.  The metal phallus slides upward encountering less resistance.

I’m in Gloria’s uterus and her blood, sticky and thick rolls down my balls and

gathers, pools, under my ass. She wails and I yank on the rope to stifle her screams and grip her by her flank to hold her to me as I choke her brutally.

	Her eager dance begins to subside, her beaten face going dark purple, her

tongue lolling from her lips.

	“Keep going, slut! C’mon! Don’t fucking die on me yet!”

	The sheets under me are sopping wet with Gloria’s life. Behind her her trapped hands reach, fingers extended.  She seems to find a fresh reservoir of

energy and she begins humping mindlessly, eyes shut, her head angled

slightly, neck stretching as I keep her down and pull her up.

	“Ughhh - yezz - yezz -” she whisper-chants. “kill me - kill me - kill me - kill me - kill me - kill me -” 

	“Beautiful,” I moan feverishly. “Beautiful.”

	Tighter. I draw the noose tighter.

	She dances tremulously, slides from a crouching position over me to a kneeling one. I can see the blunt top shape of the killing phallus outlined in her

lower belly.  A sharp muddy stench fills the room as Gloria shits herself, faeces

and blood curling and puddling on the sheets - piss following quickly - her body evacuating as her lips quiver, blue, head angling even more, impossibly more until - her neck cracks and she groans weakly, her lower body quivering.

	“Cumming -”she gasps. “Ahhh Goddd cummmmmming -”

	Blue doll lips swollen - lips that smilingly framed the cheers on the football field - lips that kissed me tenderly and hotly and needfully after whispering my name - beautiful blue doll lips. 

	Blood gushes from Gloria’s open mouth.

	The cheap Walmart leash dances between her bite-marked, punch-bruised tits as the thick rope noose above it squeezes against her jawline.

	She’s looking down at me trying to say something.

	“Luhh -” she sighs. “Lugh - lugh -ghhh -”

	I feel the orgasm building and bulging in balls, hot thick sap rising.

	I yank fiercely on the rope and her purple face, bulging eyes, smiles.

	“Luhv - love you - s-sir - gguhhhhgggrrrhhh -”

	I like to think I’ve slaughtered her just as I cum.

	“Yeah! Fuck you, pig! Fuck you! FFUCCK YOUU!”

	Repeatedly as I shoot off inside the dildo sheath I gut-punch the young bitch trying to slam the life out of her. But moments after my heat subsides she’s still smiling, tongue dripping blood on my chest.

	“ - love - you -” she whispers.

	I reach out for the hunting knife on the bedside table, show her the blade.

	She nods weakly.

	I plunge it hard and deep into her belly and her body quivers ecstatically on me before finally hanging still, beaten bloodshot eyes still staring down at me - blood drooling lips still quietly smiling.

	By her head I hoist her off me completely, slide out from under her and let

her collapse on the bloodsoaked sheets.

	Unsheathing my cock I stand over my teenage kill.

	“Filth,”  I growl and lifting my meat I let go a stream of hot stinking piss all over Gloria’s smiling never-lovelier dead face.



***						***					***	





		

	I spotted her outside Pagan Bliss downtown, a nice green-eyed blonde pig, a perfect fuck animal - just what I was looking for on that stormy late-summer night.

	She wore a red sleeveless blouse with a very low-cut frilly-lace collar. The flimsy garment emphasized her voluminous cleavage, called attention to it, said:

‘here’s a couple of slut-tits to bite and cut into’. A tight short denim skirt revealed a set of perfect tattoo-decorated legs from tightly laced white high-heel sandals to well past mid-thigh, tightly encasing a mouth-watering wide-hipped ass. Big hoop ear-rings framed her snub-nosed pouty-lipped bad girl face and a smouldering cigarette  dangled from her insolent redpainted mouth. A small red purse hung against one hip on a red shoulder strap.  

	Light and shadow played on her features as she moved in and out of the neon haze coming from the Pagan Bliss sign and from the sodium street-lamps.  By turns she was an angel or a witch depending on the illumination. I watched her constantly transforming face as she hit on the club’s male patrons when they walked in or out. The men smiled, some stopped to chat. Clearly it wasn’t going to take the cunt long to get lucky so I drove up to the curb before someone else could walk off with her.

	She hesitated when I told her to get in, all hard-ass and suspicious, but she eventually complied. Whores believe themselves to be street-smart but most of the time they are incredibly, deliciously and wilfully stupid.  Undoubtedly self-destructive.

	I drove a few blocks turned into a deserted alley stopped the van and showed her the gun.

	She started crying and pleading. The street witch was gone and now she was all angel, a lost little harlot-cherub. Nothing like a Magnum to turn a girl’s heart. I love that shit. I love to see a fucking street hooker, specially a young pretty one like this one, beg.  From hard-ass to baby-girl in seconds flat.

	I snatched the cigarette from her mouth tossed it out, took her purse from her, and forced her into the back, into the customized cargo hold.

	(I like to call the van my cunt-cruiser, designed for the transport of willing and unwilling whoremeat. For many of my victims this will be the last ride they

will ever take.)

	After making blondie slip her wrists into the leather manacles bolted into the

ceiling bar I reached in under her miniskirt and ripped her thong down her

thighs.  I tore the tiny bit of impudent red fabric off her shoved it in her mouth looking right into her frightened eyes while I did it. She had big aqua-green pupils and I knew she’d used them to tease and tempt - now she was just a scared bunny caught in the hunter’s snare. A coil of tight rope went over the thong gag, wrapped tight around her head, tight enough to gouge into her soft skin painfully. Then came the black hood.  My trapped bitchwhore doe whinnied and shook helplessly in terror, banging her hands against the metal bar to which the leather manacles were attached, stamping her feet like a frightened fillie.

	She knew she was in for it. I could taste her fear, smell it. It made me rock hard. A young whore fuck animal posessed by fear is very appealing for me.

	I drew her strong tatooed legs apart and secured her ankles to cuffs bolted on either side to the floor of the van.

	Then to complete the initial capture-bondage I attached a steel hook to a

small bit of chain that hung from the ceiling of the van.  The hook had a blunt

fat end. Standing behind her I hiked up my hooded tramp’s skirt taking in her smooth white-slab buttcheeks and pushed the end of the hook hard up into her asshole making her grunt and give out a choked cry.  When the hook was lodged nicely I slapped her rump hard and she gave out another high pitched baby-girl-like cry muffled by the cloth hood.

	“Listen up, slut,” I said, talking to the back of her head.

	The red imprint of my hand flushed up on her dimpled asscheek.

	“I’m gonna have some fun with you tonight.  If you do what I say you’ll walk away. Understand?”

	It was a lie, of course.

	“You might even make a few bucks.”

	“Ghh,” she grunted, nodded, her hands drawing into fists above her head.

	“Good girl.  I hope you’re comfortable.”

	I got back into the driver’s seat, started the van and swung out of the alley and toward the interstate.

	“It’s gonna be a long trip,” I sneered.

	Her hooded head hung and her shoulders sagged.

	She began sobbing softly - probably worried I wasn’t being completely forthright about our ‘arrangement’.  Maybe she wasn’t such a stupid whore after all.

	Intentionally I braked hard at every traffic signal that stopped us on the way to the highway. Then I’d rocket out of the intersection causing her to bounce onto the hook embedded in her poophole, making her groan and choke, gagged, hooded slut headed for slow delicious torture-slaughter.

	I felt an almost overwhelming hatred for her, a dark loathing which excited me intensely.  One less whore on the street - one more unmarked grave by the abandoned farmhouse, I thought looking at her in the rear view mirror.  One less sweet scumbag piece of filth in the world.

	By the time we got on the interstate she was bawling miserably as if she could somehow read my thoughts or feel the dark hateful aura projecting from me. 	Shortly afterwards the rain started, a pounding summer storm that turned the road into a blurry smear.





	Two hours later I had my blonde tramp hanging from a rope line in the upstairs room of the Harrington property.  Her name was Laurie Stiller, at least

that’s what it said on her driver’s license.   I tossed that into the trash can downstairs along with her cellphone before leading her at gunpoint up the rickety staircase, making her climb ahead of me on those glamorously pornographic white-sandal-high-heel legs so I could get a nice look up at her from behind.  I like to

see whore-legs from that perspective, from the back all the way up to where

the buttocks swell.  It’s one of my favorite parts of the female anatomy.  Laurie still had her thong in her mouth so her assmeat was bare and uninterrupted, flashing enticingly, bountifully, in and out of view under her short skirt as she climbed each step toward the calvary of suffering that awaited her.

	She wasn’t Laurie Stiller to me. She wasn’t a human being. Just succulent fuckmeat to be butchered.

	 After I crammed the spit-soaked thong deeper into her mouth, I gagged her with a fat ballgag secured to her head with a black leather harness and hung her by her roped wrists. I peeled her mini-skirt off her, left her blouse and whore-shoes on, took my time enjoying her naked wild-eyed fear.

	The ramshackle bedroom, one of the two upstairs rooms, was lit by two battery-powered storm lamps that cast white fluorescent light from floor level, one in each corner of the room.  The lights floated in Laurie’s big green tearwashed pupils.  Her face was still flushed and sweaty from her hooded van-ride.

	Her dangling semi-nude bitchbody cast tormented shadows on the pale rotting walls.

	Her roped-together wrists hung on a hook, one not very different from the

one that had gouged her asshole on the trip out of the city.

	I like to make a bitch reach high like that, stretched, up on her toes.

	I like to see her skin glow in that white light.

	I like the sound of rain battering against the broken windowpanes and the

leaky roof.

	I like that look of absolute and helpless horror on a cunt animal’s face.

	Water-drips spattered the floor of the bare room in several places. The sound of the storm battering against the side wall of the house drifted in from the adjoining room. That darker room was where my cuntkilling festivities usually culminated.

	I’d left Laurie’s hoop earrings on her before shoving the gag into place and the harness over her stupid head.  They glimmered as she moved her head from 

side to side, looking around, trying to get her bearings. 

	Her now bloodshot eyes followed me around as I picked up the first whip I was gonna use on her, a double-tailed four-foot long flogger.

	She shook her blonde mane and stamped her feet like she’d done before, like a little show pony. She flexed her strong dancer legs in useless kicking motions and grunted.  Guess she was upset.

	I took another strand of rope and bound her ankles together.

	“I’m gonna beat the shit out of you and then I’m gonna fuck you,” I said matter-of-factly and I swung the whip back.

	I decided to start with those long slender legs she’d been showing off. As I said legs are my favorite targets.  Trapped and stretched bare shapely girl legs are always a priority for me.  I like to work my way up them from the shoe-strap at the ankle to the knee and then to the meaty columns that frame the cunt. And when I happen to get my hands on a bitch like this one with such outlandish tattoos - well, that only makes me more greedy for such punishment.

	Laurie’s markings were garish and dramatic, dragon-like snakes that curled their heads around one upper thigh, and their tails down the other side around the back.

	After a few modest strokes across those colorful reptiles poor Laurie was already sobbing and shivering, high-heels sandals stamping against the wooden floor.

It was apparent she’d never been whipped and obviously wasn’t much of a masochist.  Her inexperience was somewhat curious to me.  I found it intriguingly

enticing.  I would have thought that a whore of Laurie’s stature would have had a taste of sadistic treatment but she was fresh, virgin meat for my lash.

	I decided to switch her ankle ropes for a plastic tie, the ones electricians use to secure cables. I knew it would hurt more. I pulled it real tight making it bite into her flesh and I put a second tie around her thighs, just above the knees, just as tight, if not tighter.  Given Laurie’s low tolerance for suffering, hurting her like that was most fulfilling. Besides, band-bound, tattooed girl legs up on pretty whore-shoes are even more attractive to me than rope-bound ones.

	Laurie Stiller, aka fuckmeat, was in for it.

	I was gonna give this cunt as much as she could fucking take. And I knew that I could make a tall, strong-legged, high-heeled healthy bitch like her last.

	I could make her last for a very long long time.







	Laurie was not my only guest that night.

	Anne was out in the barn while I worked on Laurie.

	Talk about making a girl last...

	Anne had been out in the barn for a couple of days now.  She’d come of her own accord, willingly, not strung up in my cunt-cruiser like Laurie and most of my other girls (may they rest in peace) but in her own car which I’d since disposed of in the usual way (chop-shop buddy downtown).

	She was kind of infatuated with edge-play, Anne was.  I’d met her at a fetish

convention in a hotel in Vegas a couple of months before.

	Guess she liked the tune I played her.  She never failed to answer my emails

or phonecalls and after she’d completed some video shoot for some S&M website

which had hired her she came to the Harrington place unescorted, unprotected

and ready to face my music.

	She was real proud of the video she’d made for that site, a series of scenes

where she got seriously choked and flogged by some muscle-bound dude dressed all in black.  

	“That’s nice, babe,” I told her on the phone after I’d seen it. “But you know that’s only foreplay compared to what you’ll get from me.”

	Any other bimbo playing the S&M circuit for bucks would have run from that, from me, but not my Anne - she was for real.  She wanted to know what was behind door number one, door number two, and door number three. She was a very curious kitten.

	Unfortunately, curious kittens usually end up badly.

	She arrived on a sunny Friday morning and I treated her to her last meal, a sumptuous lunch at a resturant in the nearby town.  After the prime rib and the wine and the coffee and some pleasant and intelligent chit-chat I drove her back to the farm.  

	The conversation between us had flowed at the restaurant.  Anne was really a clever girl, one who could have had a future in anything she’d chosen.  Instead she’d chosen S&M porn. And now she’d chosen me and on the way back to the Harrington place the talking eventually faded.  She was a bit scared now, still brave, but her will was faltering.  She knew some of what I had in store for her. I’d told her about my preferences. I would soon be communicating with her in other more direct ways.  Words would quickly become unnecessary.

	On the front porch of the broken down farmhouse I swung her around and

slow-kissed her.  She was short, maybe five foot six, a nice little fuckpuppet, and I towered over her.  I held her hands behind her and she moaned softly.

	“You ready for me?” I asked staring down at her.  Her eyes were still shut.

Her lips swollen and eagerly parted even after I stopped mauling her mouth.

	“Mm-hmm.”

	“You sure?”

	“No - b-but I’m - here.”

	“There’s no turning back. You know that, don’t you?”

	“I know.”

	“Get on your knees.”

	She slid down slowly, down on to the creaky wooden slats.  The short black skirt she was wearing rode up revealing her pale thighs and she sat on the backs of her high heel sandals.

	“Rub your face on me.”

	She leaned forward obediently and pressed her cheek to the bulge in my jeans. Moaning again and closing her eyes she moved first one side of her face then

the other against me, smudging my pants with lipstick as the edges of her mouth

twisted against the taut fabric, keeping her hands behind her while I gripped her

hair above her head.

	I tilted her back away from me slightly and slapped her. She gasped.  One of her prettily manicured hands coming up to her face as I drew her back to my crotch.

	Above us storm clouds drifted over the noon sun and the landscape went gray.

	“You’re gonna bleed for me,” I whispered hoarsely then slapped her again.

	“Yesss,” she hissed moving her slap-flushed face against me more eagerly, arms dropping lifelessly to her sides.

	“It’s gonna be slow and hard. I’m gonna break you. I’m gonna finish you.”

	“Mmm - that’s - wh-what - I - want -”

	Anne was the real thing. She’d told me she’d had fantasies of being tortured to death since she was twelve.  She was about to get what she wanted. In spades. 

	After a while I yanked her up on her feet, took her hand and led her inside.

	



	Anne (unlike the whore Laurie) obviously loved to be whipped so I decided I’d start with that. I’d strung her up in the same spot I would place Laurie two days later. Unlike Laurie Anne didn’t have to be forced - not at first.  She had turned and angled herself, offered herself to me for the punishment.

	And there had been lots of punishment, five different whips in ascending order of cruelty from a simple flogger to the final bullwhip with lead-tipped

spikes.

	After three hours of slashing my dark-haired curious kitten was having trouble breathing between screams. Her creamy young body was sliced and bleeding. By then, she realized what she was up for and was asking for mercy and getting none.  Instead I hoisted up one of her cut-welted legs high, secured it to the suspension rope, and slid my cock up her slobbery cooze.  I’d stripped naked earlier and her nude tortured flesh felt real nice against mine. Her trapped bound hands waggled above her head and she stood tip-toe on one whipped foot as I pistoned in and out, hanging on to her for balance.

	“Pleease -” she gasped. “Uh - pleease - I changed my mind - let me go.”

	I held her face in my hand and spit on it.

	“Too fuckin’ bad, cunt. It’s too late now.”

	The wad of phlegm oozed down her pretty cheek.

	“I can’t take it.”

	“You can. And you will. You can take a shitload more than you think you can.”

	I slow-fucked her, choked her bare-handed, kissed her, dug my fingers into her big whip-cut boobs.

	After a few minutes of that she stopped fighting the flow of events.  I could feel the acceptance in her as she yielded to my thrusts.

	“Beat meee -” she finally moaned in my ear. “Pleease beat mee more -”

	“Beg me.”

	I looked in her eyes as she said it.

	“P-please - sir - pleease - beat - me - h-hurt me -”

	It was clear to me that Anne was gonna go all the way for me.

	I’d put my hands around her slender neck and while I continued to choke her and fuck her I’d tongue-kissed her.

	Anne still tasted good at that point, like peppermint candy - fresh and sweet.







	The whore Laurie, on the other hand, wasn’t gonna get the romantic treatment from me. Not like Anne.  The whore Laurie with her tattooed legs was gonna give me a whole different experience, a brutal bloodthirsty one.

	After I band-tied Laurie’s legs I whipped her harder, slicing across her belly

with the double-tailed flogger.  Her blouse billowed with each stroke and she

pirouetted helplessly on her toes offering me her big bare ass.

	“That’s nice,” I said between cuts. “Keep spinning around like that for me.”

	She spun like a Rockette in a Radio City Christmas special and I slashed.- asscheeks and lower back then belly and upper thighs.

	Another tatoo was spread over the area from her knee to her hip, opposing the dragon snakes. That tatoo showed a smiling naked cartoon girl that looked like she’d been lifted from some fifties skin magazine.  The girl had black curly hair and she was smiling and holding a big color-striped beach ball in her hands.  I tore the whip across the cartoon girl and her ball.

	On her other leg, down near the ankle, Laurie’s skin displayed two cherubic

female children with angel wings holding hands.  I ripped across that too.

	Laurie’s big hoop ear-rings danced against her cheeks and she sobbed and howled into the rubber ball-gag, her harnessed sweaty head tossing.

	I thought that maybe there was an explanation for this pig’s garish leg tatoos but I knew I wasn’t gonna care enough to find out what it was.  Instead I circled her as she pirouetted and slashed meanly at her legs, hips and belly as her bloodshot eyes pleaded with me.

	“Stupid fucking bitch,” I growled. “I’m gonna cut you to pieces.”

	She was trying to tell me something but the gag made it unintelligible and I only beat her harder.  I didn’t give a fuck about anything she had to say anyway.

Anything a whore might have to say is irrelevant at best.  Their only purpose in

life is to suffer and bleed and to please men like me with their suffering and their blood.

	When I’d damaged her thoroughly I untied her ankles and knees.

	The plastic strips had left sharp red-violet indentation lines in her skin. Her luscious thighs were whipped raw, the tatoos scrawled over with dark purplish line-cuts.

	Lifting her legs one at a time up off the floor by her ankles, peeling off her high-heel sandals, I secured her limbs to dangling cuffs leaving her spread open, barefoot, suspended and babbling, harness-gagged face twisted in demented terror.

	“You like to make men pay you to use your filthy stinking cunt,” I said as I put my hand to her shaved mons and pried open her labia between my strong fingers exposing the red inner lining of her sexmeat.

	“Don’t you?”

	She stared stupidly.

	“Don’t you, pig?”

	Gathering my fist I spread my feet on the floor for balance.

	“Well - this is payback.”

	I hauled back and slam-punched her chubby little pussy delighting in her screams and snorts as I took my time pistoning back and forth deliberately, fuck

beating the luckless whore.  Mucous, spit and tears drooled off her chin, mirroring the involuntary lubricating ooze that dripped from her punched twat.  Her tongue waggled in her ring-gagged mouth. Her eyes rolled wildly.  I punched her repeatedly, harder each time, busting up her filthy hole, giving my trashy animal pig what she so richly deserved.

	Then, taking a thin metal rod I attacked the white soles of her upended feet.

	Her legs yanked on the chains but could not draw away from the well-aimed

strokes.

	After fifteen cuts on each limb that left Laurie’s feet striped and bleeding I attacked her bruised battered cunt with the metal rod.

	By the time I put my cock to her slit it was a mess.  Entering her was heavenly. I slid deep, lubricated with blood and tattered flesh.  I cock-gouged her slowly, going up on my toes to give her the full measure of my prick, right up to my balls, enjoying her, reaching up to choke her almost unconscious, sometimes punching her tits and pinching her swollen whip-slashed nipples to bring her back around.

	At the edge of orgasm I stopped.  I knew Laurie would need a brief time-out before we went to the next stage. Besides I was eager to see how Anne was doing out in the barn. Curious-kitten-cunt had been out there for quite a while, ever since I’d left for the city on my hunt for fresh meat.  In fact she’d been out there all the time I’d been distracting myself with my colorfully tatooed whore-captive.

	I pulled slowly and hurtfully out of Laurie.

	“We’ll continue this later,” I told her smiling, punching her wasted cunt one last time before leaving the room and walking out of the farmhouse into the cold rain.





	Poor Anne.  The last two days with me had been hell.

	She was covered with welts, bruises, abrasions, cuts but there she was in the barn, still doing her best to please and obey her Lord and Master.

	It was darker in there than in the farmhouse.  Only one storm lamp lit up the large cavernous area.

	Anne was bound just where I’d left her, by her wrists which were drawn up behind her to a metal eyelet hook on the spoke of a large wooden millwheel.  She was bent slightly forward, forced to walk on a steel-plank walkway that circled under the large wheel.  It was an elaborate contraption I’d rigged up just for her because I knew she could take the devastating punishment. I’d found the wheel at an antique farm equipment auction, along with some other items, and bought it for practically nothing. It had taken me two weeks to set it up the way I wanted it and even had to hire a couple of guys to help me with it, but now I felt it had been well worth it.

	Though she had argued strongly to the contrary and fought me every step of the way I knew Anne was strong enough for my rig, even though she was so petite, stronger than other females I’d had before, and certainly more willing to be a cooperative partner in the destruction of her own luscious female body.

	Basically the premise was simple.  As long as she kept walking Anne would be fine, if a bit uncomfortable, forced to walk around and around the millwheel’s base on the metal strip.  But the minute she hesitated a powerful electrical current would flow through the narrow metal walkway and tear into her bare feet.  It would move up her legs and also shoot into her through a dildo crammed up her asshole and into a metal band strapped around her head.

	Anne would get a severe jolt of electrical agony that would practically knock her down.  And if she did get knocked over the electrical torture would just continue until she got up and started moving again.

	I stood watching her slow tortuous circling.  She was grunting and hyperventilating, her gagged face flushed.

	Water puddled all around and poured down from the many holes in the dilapitated barn’s ceiling.  The rain drummed steadily on the rusted tin roof, or what was left of it, keeping a steady ceaseless beat for Anne, her legs dragging, trudging heavily as she carried herself on.  She was wet and spattered with muddy roof dirt that had dropped down on her from above.  She’d also shit and piss herself several

times in the last grueling hours.

	“Pleeze -” she groaned as she saw me standing in the doorway. In the darkness I knew I was just a shadow-silouhette at the edge of the storm light’s illumination, more apparition than real. “Agg - godd - pleeze - can’t - take - nny - mohhr - c-can’t -” She was having a hard time making herself understood with the rubber gag in her mouth but her exhausted eyes up-raised under the steel band around her forehead, brows arched, certainly made the point.  I’d put her on the wheel that afternoon, nearly nine hours earlier and I knew from the scrapes on her knees and shins she’d fallen countless times and picked herself up urged to keep moving by the devastating electrical torture.

	“Tell somebody who gives a shit,” I snarled contemptuously and moved to a control panel on a wood post.  “If you think you can make me feel sorry for you you’re wrong. And guess what, pig - now that you asked for leniency, you’re gonna get just the opposite. You’re gonna have to walk faster.”

	I turned a small control dial and instantly my punished fuckbitch wailed as electricity sparked on her bare feet and ran up her legs and exploded in her asshole and around her bowed head.

	I picked up a thick wooden dowel and moved toward her swatting at her

calves and thighs and ass.

	“Faster, you fucking cow. C’mon! Move!”

	She stumbled and quivered and somehow found new energy under my punishing blows.  Like a workmule straining under an impossible load she picked up

her battered feet and legs and dragged herself forward on the steel walkway;.

	“That’s right,” I growled. “Do it. I know you can handle it. Move for me. Show me how much you love me.  Work for it. Please me. That’s what you’re here for.”

	I followed her around the millwheel’s perimeter delivering punishing cuts, occasionally bashing her knees and shins and heels making her intentionally lose

her balance and surrender to the electrical pounding.

	She took nearly ten falls before she could no longer get herself going again.

	I watched her for a while until her feet smouldered and her eyes rolled back in her steel-banded head and she was flopping around like a fish out of water then I cut off the juice.  She slumped on her punished knees, arms drawn back.

	I cut my naked captive loose and let her topple to the steel planks and roll on to the dirt floor of the barn.

	Pulling the gag from her mouth and unclasping the band from her head and singed hair I sat on her face and got her to lick my balls.

	Then, crouched over her I fucked her pretty face driving her dazed head into the mud.

	“Isn’t this fun, bitch? You’re showing me a real good time - uhh - yeah - that’s it - suck me - swallow it all, you fucking piece of shit.”

	And she did, choking then after a while puking up around the edges of my shaft which less than an hour earlier I’d been pushing deep up Laurie’s punished twat.

	“Yeahh. That’s nice fuckface. See? I knew you could take it. You’re gonna take a lot more for me tonight. A lot more.”

	Finally I rose up off her and stood staring down, her head between my feet.

	The steel band had left a reddish imprint on her forehead, an intriguingly attractive burn-line that somehow drew attention to the dark chestnut-brown orbs of her dazed eyes.

	“Get up on all fours and take that dildo out of your ass. I’m gonna fuck you.”

	She moved quickly to obey me, offering herself just as I wanted her, her back arched, whip-scored asscheeks gleaming in the fluorescence from the storm lamp.

	“Spread that fucking ass wide.”

	She grunted, obeyed, slid forward, her shoulders and cheek pressed to the muddy ground, hands clasped on her buttocks spreading them open for me, waiting.

	“What do you say to me, pig?”

	Her voice, though weak and raspy, was most adequately expressive of her dark neediness.

	“Pleeze - s-sir - pleeze - f-fuck - y-your - worth-l-less sc-scumbag - sl-slave -”

	I went to the wooden table on which the storm lamp stood, where all the toys were laid out waiting for use.

	I picked up the barbed steel dildo, slid my cock into it’s rubber core and strapped it around my waist over the black leather knife-sheath strap.

	“Beg some more.”

	She looked up at me, watching me come for her, seeing the punishing metal implement that projected from me with menacing power as I moved around behind her.

	“Ahg - oh godd - no -”

	“Don’t you fucking move, cunt.”

	And she didn’t.  She knelt right where she was, still holding herself open for me, buried her wet face in the mud, no longer looking but waiting, as I came up behind her, slid down to my knees put the metal shaft to her raw-burned anal orifice and pushed right into her.

	Anne’s screams, half muffled in mud, were delicious.  They vibrated in my balls and moved through me and pleased me as I tore her ass to shreds.





	I managed to hold back the now urgent need to finish.

	I knew I wanted something special on this rainy night of mayhem, something unique - something totally unforgettable.

	Bringing myself under control I slid out of Anne’s ripped bloody asshole, strapped a wide black leather choke-collar round her neck, clipped a leash to a ring on the collar and dragged my muddy-faced bitch out into the rainy night, crawling and wheezing behind me.

	Out in the yard rain drizzled down on Anne and I as we moved.  A distant

reddish dawn was already lighting up the horizon.

	I walked around to the back of the barn and turned to my crouching slave.

	“Get up.”

	She rose unsteadily and I walked her to a chain line that dangled from

a steel beam that jutted from the rear wall of the barn.

	A momentary flash of distant lightning lit up Anne’s terrified dirt-and-bruise-marred face.

	I clipped the leash to the chain line and turned a crank lever on the barn wall.

	As the chain line rose Anne rose with it, hauled up by her neck, choking,

eyes bulging, whip-torn body trembling.  She rose up on her toes, blood dribbling from her gouged asshole  and moving down the insides of her whipped thighs, her rain-soaked hair plastered in strands over her face.

	The barbed cock was still strapped to my crotch and I moved in lifting Anne’s legs in my hands, putting the blood-smeared metal to her cunt.  She choked desperately, cheeks now going purple as I entered her and held her up off the ground assisted by the choke-collar and the chain line.

	She wailed miserably as I penetrated deeply and after a while I began pumping deeply and crudely into my slaughterbitch, slamming her into the barn wall.

	“Sorry you came, pig? Huh? You sorry now?”

	“gg - hgnnn -” she groaned.

	“Answer me, you piece of shit. Are you sorry you came?”

	“Ng - no, s-sir - no -ghh - n-not - sor-ry - n-not sor-ry -”

	“Good girl. Bleed for me.”

	I rammed hard and deep into her and was rewarded by spurts of blood and tiny flecks of ripped twat-skin dribbling down my balls and thighs.

	Looking down I could see Anne’s creamy white legs now raked with welts spread open, dangling from my hands, feet arched, painted toes mud-spattered.

	I tongue-kissed her moaning mouth as I pumped into her, her legs waggling on either side of me, and the sky thundered and glowed like gray steel over us.  I bit her lips and then her cheeks and snarled and growled and pounded into her body.

	After a while I suddenly withdrew from Anne and stepped back.

	She choked and gurgled, now standing against the barn wall on her toes.

	I gave the crank lever a couple of turns and lifted her off her feet completely.

	She kicked against the wood behind her, her hands reaching up to the collar which now constricted tightly around her slender neck stem.

	I watched her until she started to go unconscious then I let her down, unwinding the crank lever until Anne rested on her knees.

	Then I stepped up to her and released the leash from the chain line.

	She slumped against me, her face pressed against my thigh, her voice strained as she spoke.

	“I -gh -th-thought y-you w-were going to -”

	“Kill you? Not yet, pig. I need more from you this evening. A lot more.”

	She said nothing else, either because she lacked the energy or because the idea of more and worse punishment had silenced her so I picked up the slack on the leash and led her crawling toward the farmhouse.

	It was time for my two slaughter-bitches to meet - Ms. Willing and Ms. Nonconsentual - Anne and Laurie - curious kitten and tatooed hoe - time for a double treat - time for a savage, no-holds barred, two-cunt takedown.





	Anne soaked and shivering, bleeding from her pussy and asshole, torn welted and cut from my whips, tall choke-collar tight around her throat - Anne the way she wanted and needed to be, muddied, soiled, destroyed, wasted - now knelt obediently front of Laurie who still hung by ankles and wrists her battered torn pussy exuding blood and piss.

	“Eat her,” I ordered Anne as I slipped the barbed-cock sheath off my erect prick.

	There was no hesitation, Anne dove face-first right into the blonde whore’s messy ripped-up twat.  While she worked on Laurie I pulled Anne’s arms behind her and handcuffed her wrists together.

	Standing over both women I reached out, grabbed Laurie’s whip-slashed boobs and tweaked up her fat nipples.  I pinched hard and the abused blonde groaned and looked up at me. Her eyes were no longer twinkling orbs of temptation - just wasted and empty windows into a wrecked spirit. If she had any question about who the woman I’d brought into the room, a stranger who was now lapping hungrily at her devastated sexpit, she didn’t care to express it.  My thought was that she was too far gone by then to care.  I could have led a Sumo wrestler into the room or a Bengal tiger - it was all the same to Laurie. Her ring-gagged mouth drooled.  I tit-slapped her a few times making her hoop ear-rings dance on her head and then went back to the hard pinching.

	“Gonna punish your fat tits, cunt,” I told her. “Punish them like they need to be punished.”

	“Nwagghh -” she groaned.

	The promise of more pain was the only thing that could draw a response from sweet cunt Laurie now.

	I smiled, turned and went to the cabinet for the metal hooks.

	The bare knob-head of my prick pressed up against the back of Anne’s rain-wet skull, as I stared into Laurie’s mournful eyes and drove the two metal hooks through the broken whore’s nipples, one at a time, gouging through firm blood-gorged meat, making my suspended captive scream holy hell.  Anne continued to rub her face and mouth up into Laurie’s ravaged sexmeat, my cock riding on Anne’s wet tangled scalp as I clipped the hooks to wire lines. On the ends of those lines I attached two more hooks which I then pierced one at a time into Anne’s ears making my kneeling rain-wet, foot-burned bitch scream into Laurie’s cunt.

	I stepped back, picked up the barbed lash and tore into Laurie’s whoretits.

	After a few explosive cuts that made the hanging blonde yelp like a wounded dog, jerk around and tug on the hook lines nearly ripping Anne’s ears out, I began

a controlled flogging of both victims sending the metal-spiked whiptongues against

Anne’s back and thighs and arms and against Laurie’s upstretched legs, tits, belly

and face.  I masturbated keeping myself at peak hardness while I beat my victims.

	Moving in I pulled Anne’s head back tugging the hooklines taut.

	“Uwwhhrggg!” she groaned.

	“Open your fucking mouth,” I ordered.

	And she did, and I straddled her and after I pressed my balls down into her lips letting her lick me a few times, letting her lick the underside of my shaft as she leaned back propped up on her cuffed hands, I stabbed a hook through her lower lip, ripping it right through before she could try to yank herself away.  I put another hook through one of Laurie’s cuntlips and secured the two bitches to each other with another wireline.

	Then I picked up a heavy wooden club and circled around them.  Their defeated eyes followed me.

	“Get your face back in that whore’s cunt,” I told Anne. “Lick that dirty twat nice for me.”

	Laurie’s ring-gagged mouth drooled on Anne’s tangled rain-soaked hair.

	I swung the club hard across Laurie’s lower back.

	“Pig!” I snarled, venting my rage now, drawing back to hit her again.

	“Scumbag!”

	“Trash!”

	With each demeaning insult I slashed the club into the young whore’s body.

	Each meaty smack drew impetuous and energetic shrieks, desperate angular tugs on the suspension ropes.

	Slowly I circled clubbing both sluts, taking careful aim and delivering pulverizing blows, bruising and pounding them.  I hit Laurie’s tatooed legs and

Anne’s meaty asscheeks slow-pumping myself as I moved around my screaming

bitches.

	I picked up a cattle prod and alternated club-pounding and prod-jolting my two captives, one weapon in each hand.  Touching the torture wand to Anne’s

upended footsoles which were already singed from the electrical torture in the barn

made my petite dark-haired slave yank back involuntarily pulling on the hook lines.

Blood trickled from her ears and mouth and from Laurie’s cunt and nipples.  Pressing the cattle-prod to Laurie’s hooked nipples sent harsh jolts through the

suspended whore making her try to swing away, making her tug on Anne

with insistent force.

	One vicious club-smack snapped Laurie’s left kneecap and sent her jerking

in the opposite direction finally ripping the hooks out of Anne’s ears and mouth.  Anne toppled sideways to the floor screaming.

	“Get back up on your goddamn knees, bitch!” I shouted at her smashing the club into her legs and ribs and poking her cunt with the cattle prod.

	“Get the fuck back up! Now!”

	Somehow she got herself off the floor and I grabbed her by her hair and drew her bloody face to my cock and slid into her mouth.

	While Anne fellated me with choking bloodwashed gulps, staring up at me worshipfully, I re-attached the hooks that had been torn out of Anne into Laurie. I pierced the bloody metal tips that dangled from Laurie’s nipples to her cuntflaps and the one that hung between her legs from her cunt to her mouth ripping it through one cheek.  The broken-kneed blonde sobbed squawingly.

	I pushed the club up her asshole and left it inside her.

	I pressed the cattle prod up her blood-torn cunt and fired it.

	“Fuck that you piece of filthy trash!”

	No longer a Rockette but more a punk rock banshee Laurie screeched and bounced in mid-air as the prod sent punishment shocks all through her uterine

channel.  Her tits waggled and her head moved from side to side and the wire-lines

tugged on the metal hooks embedded in her cunt and nipples.

	Anne was sending throbbing pulses through my fuckshaft as she

alternated licking my piss-slit, sucking my cockhead, swallowing all of my meat

right to the root to choke on it. She would lean down and lick my balls and thighs even going under me to push her tongue up my asshole and then begin the whole cycle again hell-bent on providing me with intense mind-numbing pleasure with her

bloody mouth.

	“Keep that up while I fuck this pig,” I growled moving up to Laurie, pulling Anne with me by her hair, ripping the meathook from Laurie’s labia and the club from her asshole and putting my cock to the exposed decimated cuntslit, right to her ripped up orifice.

	I fucked non-consentual while curious-kitten lapped at my balls. I went deep

and pulled back, teased that punished twat with my swollen meathammer.  Drawing

back I cock-plugged Anne’s mouth, guiding her head by her dark rain-soaked

mane.  Then, right out of the kneeling bitch’s lips I slammed into the hanging whore’s asshole.  I fucked both whores long and hard,  fucked Anne’s mouth and

throat and Laurie’s asshole and cunthole, my balls swollen achingly. I fucked to the point of crazed mindless pleasure, became a grunting wordless beast, a lust-crazed bull.  I needed whoreblood, needed to taste it drink it.  With one hand I choked

the stupid blonde bimbo with the other I pinched up her hook-pierced nipples and

sucked the dripping gore from them, ripped the hooks out, sank my teeth

into the screaming whore’s tits.

	“Kill her -” Anne gasped, her breath hissing against my balls and asshole.

	“Kill her - kill her - kill her -”

	I leaned down and freed Anne’s wrists tossing the handcuffs aside.

	“Put your fist up her ass,” I told her stepping back, reaching up to pull two grapple hooks that hung from pulley lines from a ceiling beam.

	Anne moved up to the suspended blonde whore and put her right fist to

Laurie’s violated shithole.  I watched Anne slowly force her hand up into the squirming bitch.

	Laurie whimpered mournfully, bit into her gag and I stepped in, pushed the grapple hooks one at a time her punished titglobes, impaling, driving the sharp points all the way through, tugging on the pulley line to raise both fat mammarybags high, almost tearing them off Laurie’s chest as she now wailed and shrieked, Anne fist-fucking her up the ass while the hooks ripped her big boobs open.

	I showed Laurie the sharp scaling knife.

	“Time to lose those nipples, shitbag.”

	The grapple hooks had stabbed through from underneath Laurie’s brown nipplecaps, forcing the dark hubs upward and outward and I now put my knife to

them, first one and the other, neatly and patiently excising the tatoo-legged blonde’s

nipples from her up-hung jugs.

	Anne watched mesmerized, kneeling on the floor beneath me, licking my cock, sucking on the crown, her tongue darting about underneath the glans.  She was slamming her fist deeper into Laurie, her forearm halfway up the luckless whore, bloody bits of shit and gore dripping down Anne’s arm.  With her free hand Anne stroked my balls and raked her fingernails against the sides and underneath my shaft.

	“Kill her -” she kept muttering under her breath, a hoarse, wasted mantra. “Kill her - kill her - kill her - kill her - kill her -” Her voice would stop only when she took me in her mouth but would start again as she drew back to lick and stroke me and look up at the damage I was inflicting on Laurie, the blonde’s tits spurting

blood on Anne’s upturned face.

	I licked the blood off the scaling knife blade. There were now two jagged blood-holes in Laurie’s hook-gouged boobs where her nipples had been.  The whore’s titcaps were torn meat on the floor.

	“I’m gonna kill the both of you,” I growled.

	“yesss -” Anne hissed. “uhh - yess - yess -”

	“Hold your hands out for me,” I told her. When she did I drew the scaling knife across both her palms and she squealed in pain but kept her hands out in front of her.  I cut her again.  Blood blossomed from the palm slashes and snailed down her arms.

	“Rub my cock with them - ahh - good girl - very nice - now lick - lick -

uhh yeahh you filthy fuckk - that’s real real nice -”

	I let Anne work me for a while and then I stepped away.  In my mind I had worked out how I wanted it to go and now it was just a matter of following through.

	First I let Laurie down off her suspension, cutting the ropes that held her wrists and ankles one at a time.  She toppled to the floor like a marionette freed from its wires.  She tried to stand and move toward the door but her broken limbs were numb and useless and shooting pains kept her hobbled on the floor, her footsoles cut to shreds by my steel rod.   Just to make sure she wasn’t going anywhere I picked up the club and bashed the back of her blonde head hard just as she got herself in a crawling position knocking her flat, nearly unconscious.

	By one tatooed whip-scored leg I dragged the luckless whore into the adjoining room, the slaughter room, which I’d prepared the day before.  

	Two paralell metal poles positioned two feet apart lay on the floor. They

were connected to each other by crossbars that were bolted to clamps on the

poles creating a narrow frame.  On to this frame I dragged my blonde slaughterwhore Laurie laying her on her back, trapping her punished body between both poles.  A spool of copper wire lay on the floor next to the pole-frame and I proceeded to tie the semi-conscious blonde bitch to the frame with it looping it around her chest tightly and then around her hips several times, working quickly

before she regained her wits and tried to struggle.

	Anne had crawled into the killing room to watch and she sat on the floor near the doorway mauling her pussy in her knife-cut hands.

	“H-how are you going to do her?” she asked, her voice still hoarse and weak.

	“You’ll see.  But in case you’re feeling left out, don’t worry.  You’re gonna be part of it.”

	I took one of two thin steel shafts from a table in the room.  I’d had one end sharpened to a spear-tip by my buddy who ran the auto-body business.  The shafts were three and a half feet long and one inch thick.

	I moved toward Laurie who lay stretched out and bound on the pole frame and called to Anne for assistance.

	“Prop her hands up against the sides of her tits - yeah, like that. Just like that.

Hold ‘em there for me.”

	With a sharp thrust I drove the spear-shaft through Laurie’s left hand into

her left breast and pushed the metal through the fat nipple-less udder.  The blonde

whore whined and squirmed. Blood trickled from her ear and her mouth.  I surmised the head-bash had done some nice damage.  I continued to push the shaft through her breast, all the way through, and then into her other breast, impaling

that jug and finally her other hand on the other side.  More blood oozed from the

holes that had once been Laurie’s pretty nipples, squeezed out by the pressure of the metal bar now lodged in her udders.  

	I attached a clamp to the spear-shaft where it was exposed, between Laurie’s damaged tits and clipped it to a hook attached to a chain that dangled from a

pulley in the ceiling. 

	Now, while Anne crawled to me and slid her lips around my cock I hauled

Laurie up off the floor by her impaled mammaries and hands.  As the blonde

bitch rose slowly and painfully gurgling and sobbing off the floor she tugged the heavy bar-frame she was wire-bound to upward with her.  Positioned as she was she seemed frozen in a permanent seductive pose, her nailed hands offering her

mutilated boobs like a cheap stripteaser.

	When I’d lifted her almost vertically I pushed Anne away. I inserted the two bars from the frame Laurie was tied to into metal clamps bolted to the floor. Then I picked up a tongue-vise I’d customized: two wooden strips lined with tiny steel spikes.

	I stood in front of Laurie, the bitch now hauled up off her feet, pulled

upward by her mutilated breasts, hoisted up between the secured bar-frame, her head several inches above me.  She was crying, racked by sobs, head sagging, her eyes pleading with me, her gagged mouth making unrecognizable word-sounds.

	I reached up and pulled the ball-gag down, out of her mouth.  The device had been strapped so tightly that it had left red lines scored on her cheeks.

	“I want your tongue,” I told her, grabbing my luckless victim’s head by one ear, holding the barbed wooden vise up for her to see.

	“Waaghh!” she grunted trying to turn away.

	“Don’t fight me, pig, or it’ll be worse. Give me your fucking tongue.”  

	Her horrific suffering was expressed  in the woeful flicker of her emerald pupils.  They reflected the glow of the storm lamps coming through the doorway from the room we’d just left and the tenuous glow of a third storm lamp propped up in a corner of this one.

	“I’m not gonna ask you again.”

	Forced to look down at me from her suspension she tilted her head slightly.

	“Pl-pleease -” she gasped. “Pleeeease -”

	“Please doesn’t mean shit to me now, fuckface. Give me your tongue or I’ll cut it out of you.”

	It took her a couple of seconds but she finally opened her whoremouth for me and I drew her ball-studded tongue out with one hand, between thumb and forefinger, to slip the vise on to it and tighten it unmercifully as she squealed and twitched.  Sandwiched between the two wooden strips her pink tongue flattened and bled as the tiny metal spikes pierced into it.

	“Waaahhh - awwagggh -” Laurie intoned.

	“You fucking piece of trash. Your whoring days are over.”

	When I finished with the tongue-vise I ordered Anne to get a hold of Laurie’s leg and I thrust the remaining spear-bar through the shrieking street-whore’s ankle, between the heel tendon and the bone.  Then I had Anne grab Laurie’s other leg

and pull it back so that I could thrust the spear through that limb as well impaling both tattooed legs together.  I stabbed a meathook into Laurie’s tailbone, splintering through it, jamming it deep making her twist and jerk frenziedly, trapped between the two metal bars on the upright frame.  Slipping a clamp on to the spear-bar I’d just put through her legs I strung the whore’s whip-slashed limbs up to the meathook in her spine with a strand of wire.

	Laurie shook and trembled, caught, trapped, impaled.  Anne and I watched her for a bit, Anne on her knees next to me, both of us slowly masturbating.

	“You gonna let her die like that?” Anne whispered hoarsely.

	“I said you were gonna be part of it didn’t I?”

	I took a final strand of copper wire, reached up and noosed it tightly around Laurie’s neck choking the suspended slaughterpig but not killing her.

	Moving across the room I ordered Anne to follow.  She crawled obediently

after me.

	“Get up,” I told her. “Stand on this.”

	She got to her feet and stepped up on to the board I indicated.

	I took up a big hammer and several six inch spike nails.

	“Spread your legs apart. As far as you can.”

	She knew what was coming.

	“Oh god -”

	“There’s no god here, pig.”

	“I don’t know if I can take it, sir. You’ll have to tie me down.”

	“No. You’ll stand there and take it,” I said and put the first nail to a spot just above her pretty painted toe. “You’ll stand there and take it because it’s what I want.”

	She whimpered softly, leaned forward, her bloody hands flat on the wall, closing her eyes resignedly, raising her head.

	 I raised the hammer high and brought it down hard smacking the nail right through her foot and into the wood.  Her scream was high-screeched and full of energy and she jerked and tried to pull back but I held her in place, digging my hand into her thigh to smack the nail again.

	“Stay put, bitch!”

	“Oh god sir oh god it hurts so bad!”

	“That’s right. It does. And there’s more.”

	Somehow she got herself under control and I moved to the other foot yanking her leg further out on the board, making her sprawl wide, nearly

losing her balance, leaning against the wall for support.

	I slammed a second nail into a similar spot on her other foot and as she screamed and banged her head and cut-up hands on the wall I pounded three more nails into each small white limb, the last two through the nails of the big toes, crushing bone and muscle, securing my young bitchslave to the wooden plank.

	When I was done I pulled her by her arms so that she bent forward over

an empty crate and I sat down on an old office chair in front of her.  Leaning back

and spreading my legs I drew Anne’s face to my upright cock. 

	Moaning and crying she slid her mouth down over my shaft.  Bent over, feet nailed to the heavy board, she was pretty much rooted to the spot.  Her hands gripped the chair seat on either side of my ass as she slowly bobbed on my cock

her whipsliced tits pressed against the surface of the wooden crate she was poised

over, her gouged ears and lip dropping blood on my thighs.

	“That’s right, bitch,” I told her. “You suck me. Uhh. You suck me and make me good and hard for the kill. Uhh. Good and hard for it.”

	I grabbed her tangled moist hair up in a clump at the top of her head and

thrust her down on to me, hilting my fuckspear in her throat.

	“Work it, fuckface. Work it good. Goddamn piece of shit.”

	She choked and gagged and spit ran down my shaft and balls. After a few upthrusts she puked on me.  It was nice and hot and the pungent smell of it filled

the room.

	Laurie looked down on us from her suspension on the bar-frame, blood spewing from her clamped tongue and running down her chin and neck.  I could tell that the life was slowly draining from Laurie, her head lolling as she stared down, and I knew that I had to act soon to obtain maximum enjoyment from my two slaughterpigs.

	I pushed Anne away from my cock and got to my feet.

	With a strand of copper wire I bound Anne’s wrists tightly together behind her, her bloody hands waggling as I propped her back up on her nailed feet.

	Lifting her I carried her to the wall, to a door between the two windows.

	I opened the door behind her and a cool breeze swept into the room, a smattering of raindrops.  The doorway opened into empty space. There had once been a porch out here but it had collapsed.  I’d long ago bolted a winch just above the door.  It hung from a steel bar that projected outward from the house. I’d suspended many bitches on that winch, some for torture, some for killing. On that winch I now hooked Anne’s bondage collar and edged her back closer to the twenty foot drop into the farmyard.

	“No sir no pleease! No not like this! No! I don’t want to!”

	I let her plead for a while, slow-stroking myself, enjoying her mindless terror.

	Outside there was a lull in the rainstorm and an eerie morning light glowed

over the barn and surrounding woods gleaming on the wet trees and the puddles.

	While Anne begged and pleaded helplessly spread-legged poised in the doorway I calmly attached the other end of the winch-line to the wire noose

around Laurie’s neck.

	The whore gulped up blood, looked down at me, shivered.

	The final thing was the five-hook wireline, each hook driven deep into Anne’s ravaged womanflesh, one hook through each of her filthy swollen labia, the third

hook into her clitoris from underneath, gouging and anchoring her fuckmeat, the last two hooks deep into her nipples.

	“No! Please! Oh God! No!” Anne squealed as I put my foot to her belly.

	One good kick-shove was all it took to send curious-kitten into her terrible

final fall.

	She dropped back and the winch-line went taut hoisting her neck as it

pulled on the wire around Laurie’s throat.

	I stepped back quickly to watch the results of a hundred and ten pounds of dead weight on the suspended tattoo-legged whore.

	It was impressive.  The wire closed tight around Laurie’s throat immediately

and yanked toward the door-winch hauling the luckless bitch back.  Pinioned between the two steel pillars on the bar frame her body went nowhere and her

long neck folded backward, her gullet ripping open, blood jetting from her severed

artery and showering me deliciously.  Her ripped larynx made a hissing bubbling

sound as her head and the top of her spine was essentially ripped off her shoulders, bounced toward the door, lifted toward the winch and snagged there.  Her headless body did a chicken dance on the bar-frame for several seconds and her blonde head trapped upside down between the top edge of the doorway and the winch wheel looked sadly down on me, blinked once, lips gaping, vise-clamped tongue curled.

	Laurie’s head and the top part of her spinal column were now all that held

Anne up off the ground.  I looked out the doorway and saw my masochistic victim

kicking her nailed-down legs against the wall of the house and staring up, flush-faced as the collar drew tighter and tighter.  I stood over Anne and jerked off enjoying her

drawn out destruction.  Her cunt and nipples had been ripped out of her in the

fall and hung in bloody pieces from the wirelines draped down off the edge of the doorway.

	I breathed in the fresh morning air and let go a hot flow of piss down on

Anne as she choked below me aiming the stream into her lovely brown eyes. I was

overwhelmed by a powerful surge of sadistic mastery and my balls tingled.  This

was one of the most perfect slaughters I’d ever performed, one I would never

forget.  Just above me Laurie’s mouth and gouged neck drooled blood on my

shoulder and back.  The winch groaned with the interrupted inertia of Anne’s fall

and the piece of Laurie’s spine crammed against the doorway began to bend. 

	The morning sun rose, hot on my skin, and long minutes drew by.

	This was far more intense and long-lasting than I could have possibly imagined, the dark-haired bitch below me banging against the house choking, slowly

choking, the blonde whore decapitated, her head trapped upside down above me,

long mane caressing my shoulders and back along with her pouring blood.  I had beaten, tortured, maimed and mutilated two beautiful females and had brought

them together to the final edge of death.

	Suddenly I heard the dry crack of Anne’s neck breaking. She mewled weakly and I turned and went downstairs.  I got the butcher knife from the kitchen

on the way out.

	Anne hung three feet off the ground, head twisted unnaturally, cuntless and titless, a wasted fuck-shell, twitching, still alive.

	I put the blade to her belly and opened her up, gutting her, letting her intestines flop out of her and spill to the ground.

	Then there was a wrenching sound up above Anne on the winch as Laurie’s head came loose, releasing the suspension line, allowing Anne to finally drop.  Anne fell on her legs, on her nailed feet, both legs snapping as they took her inert weight and she toppled face-frist into the mess of guts and shit and mud at my feet.  	Laurie’s head dropped beside Anne and rolled.  It ended up looking glassy-eyed at the rolling clouds.

	I bent down and rolled Anne over on her back.  She was still alive.

	“I want to finish in your mouth,” I told her straddling her head.

	She opened wide for me, her bloodshot eyeballs still dripping my piss.

	She died like that, looking up at me while I emptied my balls in her broken throat, pumping her skull against the wet ground.

	Afterwards I laid both dead bitches out on the floor in the barn and fucked

them again, headless non-consentual and cuntless curious kitten.  I sliced Anne’s head off, put both bitch heads side by side on the ground and pissed on them.

	I cut Anne and Laurie’s bodies to pieces and tossed them into a blazing fire in a pit behind the barn.  

	They burned nice, specially Laurie’s tattoed legs.  I dropped those in the 

flames last.

	By then the day was almost gone.



	

***						***					***	



	Stryker squeezed the head of his enormous tatooed phallus hard against the cheek of the suspended little girl. Urine oozed from his piss-slit. Sweaty and tear-glazed the child’s cherubic skin was cool and smooth against his hot meat.  Her angel-eyes drifted up to his, confused and lost.

	He’d strung her up by her wrists, her legs folded, ankles roped to her

thighs, footsoles upended. Behind her the killer had hung the other child, her brother, a slightly younger mirror-image of the little girl, in similar fashion, both children dangling from the tense pulley line, back to back, legs up off the floor, secured to each other by tightly cinched ropes around their necks, chests and hips.  Stryker figured their combined weight was probably just slightly more than that of an average adult female - not much of a strain on the thick rope.

	The girl and her brother were getting their first taste of the sadistic killer’s cruelty.  Their thighs and bellies bore sharp red welts from the fiberglass cane

he brandished.  He’d given them fifteen sharp snaps of the rod each and then he’d abruptly stopped the controlled beating to walk right up to them and empty his bladder on their small writhing bodies in short controlled spurts.

	“Want some more?” Stryker teased softly tilting the little girl’s face up high so that he could stare down at her. She had big blue eyes, pools of unspoiled innocence now shimmery with tearwashed horror and manpiss. The sadist’s face was slack, eyes slitted greedily.  He’d positioned both children so that they hung just off the floor, their heads level with his thirteen inch erection.  The little girl’s hair was plastered to her face, dripping from the initial dousing of urine.  Both children were dripping wet, baptized with Stryker’s piss which puddled under their hanging bodies.

	The little girl shook her blonde head and arched her brows pleadingly. Stryker noted she had the cutest eyebrows, slightly darker than her shoulder-length mane of curly locks.  

	“Too bad,” Stryker told her. “You’re getting some anyway, sweetie.”

	With a grunt of satisfaction the bald killer released the pressure in his abdomen shooting a fresh stream into the child’s face.  Before stringing up the children he’d downed a couple of bottles of beer and he was full up.

	“Wwhaaagghh!” she protested trying to turn away from the hot hissing fluid, big blue eyes shutting tightly, her head held still by her roped neck.

	Overhead, the central strand of thick rope creaked against the metal eyelet in the high ceiling as the children struggled purposelessly.

	Already the front of the girlchild was awash with Stryker’s stink; it dripped down her petite naked body leaving her plump baby thighs gleamy as it slimied to the bathroom floor, spattering noisily.

	“I’m gonna give your brother some now,” Stryker said reaching out,

swinging the children around, aiming his cock at the boy and again giving vent, expelling a tepid thick yellow stream.

	The boy, caught by surprise lifted his cute face innocently to meet the splashing flow which stung into his doll-like blue eyes - a lighter shade

than his sister’s.

	“Ngghrrghh! Stopp!” the boy squealed.

	Both children kicked and squirmed helplessly in mid air making the rope creak louder as Stryker smiled .

	“Either one of you ready to swallow yet?” the killer snarled.

	The boy shook his head wildly, piss drops speckling off him.

	“Nn-nnuuhhhh!” the girl moaned pitifully.

	“Too bad,” Stryker said, his voice dark with menace as he stepped back. “Too fuckin’ bad.”

	He swung the long green fiberglass cane hard across the girl’s upper thighs

and she screamed and jerked in mid air her little trapped hands clenched into fists

above her roped wrists.

	“Nooooooo!” she shrieked at the top of her lungs, her shrill voice deafening in the tiled room.  Her cry ended in staccato squeals as he slashed the rod repeatedly across her pretty thighs and the sides of her up-bent legs.

	The killer had made sure the house was well soundproofed. It would be impossible for the neighbors in the quiet suburban neigborhood to hear the cries of his victims, cries that he relished deeply.  But he knew that upstairs in the bedroom

the children’s mother would definitely hear - he wanted her to hear - wanted to 

make sure she was driven half insane by the screams of her babies.  She would be able to see as well, to watch the progress of the destruction, on a thirty-inch plasma wide-screen on the wall.

	He whipped the little girl across her pink-nippled chest and then he walked

around the hanging children and laid into the boy, whipping his belly, his armpits,

his thighs and finally his helpless bawling face.

	Again he stepped up to them.

	He swung the sobbing babies into a new position so that the little girl faced him.

	“Ladies first...You ready?”

	“w-hwww - awwhhh - whhh -” she moaned nodding, sobbing, her face a portrait of suffering submissive misery.

	“Let’s go. Open up nice and wide for me, honey.”

	Gradually and timidly she parted her lips.

	“Wider,” the killer urged meanly.

	Stryker found himself looking down into the reddish pink hole he would later crudely violate and he reached out to keep the suspended children steady as he

let go, a thin perfect stream of manpiss, right into the angelic blonde’s waiting mouth.

	“Mmm, yess, good girl,” Stryker said softly.  “Very very nice - now try and drink it - swallow it - mmmm - yes - that’s right - such a sweet sweet girl -  You’re my little toilet, aren’t you? Yes you are.”

	The child choked on his piss and gagged but she did her best.  She knew if she didn’t she’d get the punishment rod again. 

	Holding back the flow the killer now swung the boy into position.

	“Your turn, scumbag.”

	The boy was weeping.  Stryker guessed he was maybe five, maybe six. The fiberglass cane had left three thin cherry-red lines across his pretty cheek.

	Stryker hated him deeply.  It was a dark loathing, so viciously intense that it pleasantly surprised the seasoned bitch-killer because it was so thoroughly irrational. He knew he would end up cutting the little fuck to pieces.

	“Open up you little shit or I’ll give you some more cane on your stupid little face.”

	The boy complied almost immediately and Stryker grabbed the child’s short-haired head to bring his big pissing cock right up to the chubby-lipped mouth. With

a sneering sigh the killer emptied himself in his victim.

	“Drink it down,” he growled as the boy choked and gagged like his sister.

	When he was finished Stryker wiped his prick off on the boy’s whipped face and in his hair and then he tossed the rod to the floor by the jacuzzi tub in the spacious expensively-tiled bathroom.

	The killer reached down into the cabinet under the washbasin.

	The small silvery metallic dildo glistened in his hand.

	He went down on one knee in front of the little girl, gripped one of her piss-wet thighs and put the dildo to her little virgin cunt-plumb.  He looked up at her

face as he pushed it inward in her hairless slit relishing her misery, pushing the five inch implement firmly into the child’s sexhole.  Her toes up behind her thighs wriggled and she sobbed and whined. Technically she wouldn’t be a virgin for him when her time came but the small dildo was essentially harmless compared to his own gargantuan organ.  It would barely facilitate the eventual penetration.

	When he finished Stryker stood and grinned coldly at the children.

	“I’m going up to visit mom,” he said. “But, don’t worry. I’ll be back. We have lots of fun and games ahead later.”

	Impulsively he reached out and gave them a hard spin.

	He left them sobbing, squealing, revolving under the glow of the overhead halogen ligthing. 





	The idea of acquiring the upscale house on the suburban outskirts of Orlando had been Stryker’s stroke of genius that summer.  The paperwork had barely gone

through and he’d gone immediately to work customizing the six hundred thousand dollar dwelling for his dark needs.   

	Three of the five bedrooms became well-equipped torture rooms.  All other rooms including the three large bathrooms were also outfitted with pulleylines, chains, wall clamps, whatever inspired him.  He’d hired two of his men to assist with

the modifications.  It was hardly a project with which regular contractors could be entrusted.

	For Stryker the location of this house, less than six miles from Florida’s Disneyworld park could not be more perfect.  He would have paid a million if the agent had asked for it.  

	That summer Stryker’s violent appetites were at an all-time peak. He realized that he was going to need a fresh steady supply of young meat.  Florida had beckoned to the killer. It had beckoned with the promise of wide-eyed innocence and sun-bronzed little bodies and little feet in sequined flip-flops.  It had beckoned with images of a glittering castle and endless rows of Victorian-styled shops in a fantasy village under a glaring tropical sun where hundreds and thousands of budding families would wander dazed, unaware of the calculating evil that was among them, evaluating, sizing up moms and babies, specifically families without men, prey for the depraved predator.

	One week after he’d finished preparing the house, three days after he’d begun his ‘talent’ search, wandering unnoticed in the theme parks, video-cam in hand among little cinderellas and princesses in miniature fantasy dresses,

Styker had spotted his first targets - a young mom leading the sweetest, most mouth-watering pair of boy and girl siblings imaginable. They could have been extras in some TV or magazine ad pitched to the American family.

	It didn’t take the experienced killer long, after trailing them secretly for the better part of a day, to learn everything he needed to know.  In the Disneyworld parking lot that evening he’d watched them get into their bottle green Chevy SUV rental and drive off and he’d trailed them to the Holiday Inn Express in Kissimmee.   

	Later on his home computer Stryker completed the fact-finding phase of the hunt using the information he’d carefully gathered, mom’s social security number, plate number on the rental car, hotel room reservations.  He watched the videos he’d shot of them, Kathleen Waters and her children.  How absolutely flawless - a thirty two year old phys-ed teacher from Missouri - divorced - sumptuously appealing in peach-colored shorts and white sleeveless top. High-heeled mules revealing painted toe-nails. Well manicured hands clutching packages as she alternately led or followed her hyperactive offspring, tanned thighs straining as she moved.  Stryker played and replayed certain segments where he’d zoomed in on the kids as they rode the water rides, mom waiting patiently on the sidelines.  Kathleen had sat on a wooden bench, too much of a scaredy cat to get on the rides with her kids, and he’d let his camera ogle her, zooming in close, studying her ample cleavage, trailing up and down her slender legs and wondering if she shaved her pussy hair.

	Later he would be pleased to find out the she did.  He would also discover that she’d had a pink butterfly tatooed on her lower back, just above the swell of her perfect lusciously-shaped ass.

	



	The takedown had been amazingly simple, once the plan had been worked out.

	A couple of hours before dawn on the day Stryker chose to make his move he walked into the Holiday Inn Express parking lot, donned a pair of dark gloves and used a slim-jim to break into the Chevy SUV Kathleen Waters had rented at the airport. He hot wired the car and drove it six blocks to an alleyway between two abandoned buildings into an area hidden from a busy highway by several hulking rusted dumpsters.  He’d left his own vehicle there earlier, a Lincoln Navigator he’d prepared for the kidnapping. 

	Before he left the rented Chevy he looked around to see if the luckless tourist family he was about to posess had left anything of interest in it.  He found a pair of cheap Mickey Mouse ears, some souvenir trinkets, and some professional pictures in a folder on the back seat, Kathleen framed by her little ones.  He smiled and calmly studied his targets, Jenna, Tyler and mommie dearest.  He thought Jenna to be maybe nine or ten years old, Tyler six or seven.  The killers’ balls tingled. The Waters were going to give him a real good ride, he could sense it - and he was in need of a good ride - a good long one with lots of blood, sweat and tears.  He dropped the pictures and most of the items into a duffel bag for eventual disposal. Then he stepped out of the Chevy, went to his Navigator, removed his gloves, tossed them along with the mouse ears into the spare-tire compartment, and drove back to the hotel.

	From the hotel lobby, sometime after five a.m., after he’d called his men to tell them where the rental Chevy was so that they could dispose of it, he rang the room and awoke the young mom.

	“Mrs. Waters,” he said. “This is Tim McGuire. I work for National Auto Rentals in Orlando and we’ve been informed by the police that your SUV was 

stolen.”

	“Wh-what? You mean the Chevy?” her words were slurred and sleepy.

	Stryker’s cock surged responsively.  Her voice was delightfully feminine and

husky.  He was already imagining how beautiful her cries of agony would be, the heart-rending pleas for the lives of her kids.

	“I’m afraid so.  You’ll have to come with me to identify and retrieve the vehicle.”

	“Now?” she groaned.

	“I apologize. I know it’s very early but unfortunately that’s the procedure we’re forced to follow by our insurers.  I’ve taken the liberty to come to your hotel.  I’m downstairs in the lobby.”

	“I have two children - I’ll - I’ll have to wake them -”

	“That’s perfectly fine. Take your time. I’ll be waiting.  Look - I’ll

make sure you and the kids get some extra tickets for the rides at the park - and

of course a new vehicle if the Chevy is damaged or vandalized.  You didn’t leave

any personal property in it did you?”

	“No - well - I think - I think there were some things - some pictures we bought at Disneyworld - you know, from one of those photographers that walk around? And some other stuff maybe.”

	“Well I’m sorry to hear that, although I don’t think the thieves would have any need to take your personal items.”

	A half-hour later Kathleen in a pair of cut-off jeans and an orange halter top 

came out of the elevator with Tyler in tow and Jenna lagging slightly behind.   Kathleen’s dark blonde mane was gathered up in a pony tail tied off with a pink band. Stryker liked the way it bounced as she walked in her high heel mules. 

	Jenna looked exquisitely adorable in blue shorts, red flip-flops and a Sponge Bob t-shirt.  Tyler had a pair of lime-green knee-length shorts and a Magic Kingdom 

t-shirt and he was carrying a sippy cup.  He wore little white sneakers with blue stripes.  Both kids were squinchy faced with sleep. Mom’s eyes too were still sleep-swollen and she wore no makeup.  Stryker imagined she’d had her hands full 

getting the children out of bed and dressing them; she wouldn’t have had much time left to deal with makeup.  Stryker didn’t think she needed it. Kathleen Waters had lovely skin.  She had a natural, healthy, girl-next-door look and her disheveled sleepy appearance was actually quite pleasing to the killer.

	Stryker rose from the chair to meet the family in the middle of the lobby.  He noted that there was no one at the front desk, but he knew security cameras would be taping.  The fake mustache and hairpiece he was wearing would make him impossible to identify, specially since police had no record of him anywhere.  It would be days if not weeks before the disappearance of the family was noted and investigated.  By the time the flickering image of the strange man in white polo shirt and black jeans meeting the sleepy Waters in the hotel lobby was scanned all three victims would be long dead and disposed of; their rental SUV would be disassembled and sold as parts.

	“Mrs. Waters,” Stryker said, offering his hand.  She took it and he enjoyed the brief warm contact.  Soon he’d have much more.

	“I must apologize again for the inconvenience.”

	“I know,” she said with a tinge of annoyance behind her flickering smile.

	There was something about the tall, green-eyed stranger she instantly mistrusted.

	“Why do you people do it like this?” she asked.  “Couldn’t you wait for a more reasonable time?”

	“I know. It sucks. But that’s the way the district manager wants it.  And we

really don’t have much of a say.”

	“Hm. Well, let’s get it over with. Oh - and I will take you up on those extra tickets. And -”

	“Yes?”

	“Any chance I can wangle a nice Denny’s breakfast from National?”

	“Of course.  There’s a Denny’s a quarter of a mile from here. I’ll be happy to drop you there - after we see the car.”

	“Mister,” Tyler said. “I left my Mickey Mouse ears on the back seat. Do you know if they’re still there?”

	“I’m sure nobody took your stupid Mickey Mouse ears,” Jenna chided morosely.

	“Guess we’ll find out,” Stryker said in his most convincing Tim McGuire voice. “If not we’ll get you some new ones for sure.”

	Or maybe we’ll just rip yours right off your pretty little head, Stryker thought to himself, his face betraying nothing.

	He led the doomed family to his Navigator lodged between a pickup truck and another SUV on the far end of the parking lot.  

	“You could have parked a little more conveniently,” Kathleen complained.

	“Sorry,” Stryker replied tersely.  Stupid cunt.  Soon she was gonna be learning who was who and what was what. 

	Politely, he held the door open for the kids to go in the back seat and then for Kathleen in the front looking at the back of her legs as she rose up off one half-bare foot and slid into the Navigator.  She had long slender legs - firm calves and thighs. Strong. What one would expect from a phys.ed instructor.  Jenna and Tyler too looked fit, healthy, slightly tanned from their exposure to Florida sunshine. They  would all take a lot of punishment for him, much more than even Stryker would believe possible.

 	He got into the driver’s side and started the engine.

	Briefly, in the rear view mirror, he eyed Jenna’s meaty little thighs and her chubby hands clasped in her lap.  The little bitch had a cheap colorful band around one ankle and two around one wrist.  Those would make nice souvenirs.

	 Suddenly Stryker feigned consternation.

	“Sorry,” he said. “You’ll have to excuse me for one second. I’ll have to make a call.”

	Kathleen visibly rolled her eyes with annoyance.

	“Whatever,” she muttered.

	The killer stepped back out of the car unsheathing his cell phone.  He dialed the number that would trigger the mechanism he’d installed in the Navigator.

	Stryker looked around.  The traffic on the road in front of the hotel was very sparse.  No one was in the immediate vicinity.  No one was watching.

	Gently the killer tapped the final number in the sequence.

	Instantly a hidden gas cannister unloaded into the AC vents of the Navigator.

	In seconds Kathleen and her children slumped unconscious in their seats.

	Stryker waited five minutes for the gas to disperse and then he got back into

the car. 

	He opened all the power-windows and the humid summer Florida air rushed into the Navigator.

	Stryker eased Kathleen’s lolling pony-tailed head back on to the neck rest. He leaned over her and smelled her.  The sweetness of her skin made him instantly erect. In the back seat Jenna and Tyler leaned inward toward each other. A thin sliver of drool dripped from Tyler’s lips.  His sippy cup lay on the floor of the car.  All three victims had been helpful and buckled their seatbelts so the killer had nothing more to do than to drive them to his expensive house in the suburbs.

	Hours later they would wake up, naked, confused, tightly bound and deliciously helpless.





	He fucked them first.  All three of them. While they were still unconscious.  

	He stripped and cut their colorful tourist clothes from them with his combat knife. He stretched their healthy bodies out on the large king sized bed in the upstairs bedroom next to each other horizontally across the bare mattress. He peeled off his clothes and his wig and his fake mustache, tossed them into a dresser drawer, and after strapping on the black leather belt and knife sheath around his waist he climbed up on the bed with them.

	He fondled and enjoyed them. Kissed them and nibbled on them.

	He rubbed his tatooed cock on their faces, pressed his hard nipples against their sleeping mouths.

	He fucked the little boy first, flipping him on his belly, to put his behemoth phallus to Tyler’s little anus pucker.  Even though Stryker had coated his prick

with thick gobs of vaseline the penetration was extremely difficult.  Gripping Tyler’s

cute buttcheeks and holding them open and apart the killer knelt at the edge of the

newly-bought bed and pushed himself down to impale his limp victim, to enter the tender warmth.

	After several minutes a tiny trickle of blood appeared between Tyler’s butt-globes.  The fluid helped lubricate the killer and he was able to sink almost six inches into the boy’s asshole before he began slow-pumping in and out, pistoning on him, giving the child his full weight, dry-humping him.

	After a short while he moved to Jenna.  The ten year old lay on her back

her eyes closed.

	Stryker loved her eyelashes, blonde and long.  He trailed his fingers down her cheek to her small chin, down her graceful neck.  He moved both hands down her body, his fingertips eagerly exploring the tender landscapes of childflesh.

	He spread her legs far apart, pushed them back, gripping her by her ankles to put his slick cock-crown to her asshole.  He would save her little cunt for later.

	The penetration of Jenna was actually more pleasurable, perhaps because he was already lubed for it.  Grunting fiercely the killer slammed up into the child’s ass

with sudden heartless insistence.  He hammered the little bitch going nearly six

inches before being stopped short by her bloody faeces which leaked and spurted from the orifice clogged tight with his prickmeat.  He bent over her and kissed her inanimate face, licked her pouty lips, sucked on her ear-lobes, bit her shoulders.  He fingered the friendship bands on her wrist and ankle, pushed his finger under the elastic and slid it out letting it snap against her skin.  She had the softest skin browned to a cinammon hue on her arms and legs.  But the areas around her lower abdomen and chest that had been protected by a short two piece bathing suit were creamy white and she had a tiny mole just to the left of her chubby little mons.

	He remembered how he’d taken zoom in pics of her smiling face as she

rode the water ride in the theme park, her teeth bared gleefully, eyes sparkling.

He pushed into her, giving her another inch, stuffing her unresponsive little body. 	Jenna wouldn’t be smiling again.  Not in this lifetime.

	Stryker enjoyed fucking unresponsive victims, specially children.  Sometimes

he did it after he killed.  This was the first time he would enjoy his victims before

the torture.  It was a novel twist and one that set his pulse racing and his teeth gnashing.

	He caressed Jenna’s small legs from her ankles to her hips as he fucked her

enjoying the peach-fuzz on the baby’s skin, thinking about what he would do to

that flesh, how he would make her hurt and scream.

	He bit her arms and wrists, pulled out of her, stuffed himself back in and

slammed down into her giving her his full weight.  Then, taking his cock out he

massaged the bony cobra-head of it against Jenna’s lovely little cuntlet for a few seconds before turning to Kathleen.

	He was purposefully brutal with the unconscious pony-tailed phys.ed teacher.  Forcing her legs wide apart, pushing her knees down almost to her shoulders he pounded frenziedly into her offered womancunt, a pink neatly shaved female wound.  Slick with the blood and shit of her children Kathleen’s cunt accepted Stryker almost to the hilt.  He gave out a shout of victory as he stuffed Kathleen, making the lifeless womanbody take the crude fuck. He slid out of her cunt and flipped her over.  That was when he noticed the pink butterfly on her lower back.  It made him sneer contemptuously as he rammed into her asshole with somewhat limited success - the young bitch obviously an anal virgin - but after a few impulsive thrusts the killer made good headway, almost eight inches.  He spent almost a half hour on the woman, fuckpounding her spiritedly, squeezing her luscious tits and pinching her nipples, kissing, licking, biting and mauling.

	Finally, he got to his feet, standing on the mattress over the unconscious

Waters family, jerking himself off, legs apart, breath huffing, eyes wild, until he

shot off all over them, Jenna and Tyler and Kathleen, on their faces and on their

bellies and on their legs, annointing them, marking them, staking his deadly

claim.

	When he was finished, he slipped the colorful friendship bands off Jenna and tossed them in the dresser drawer.







	Before Stryker took the children into the bathroom downstairs and bound them in suspension, to whip them and piss on them he’d tied Kathleen to the matress in the master bedroom on her belly, legs and arms apart, cuffed wrists and ankles shackled to chains on the four corners of the stripped bed.  He bound her so that her head was at the foot of the bed and her feet against the headboard.  He did it that way so that she could watch.

	After the raped phys.ed teacher had come around she was able to lift her head up off the bare mattress and look at the large plasma screen on the wall in front of her and see the killer torture her children.  Completely disoriented, a thick wadded bridle-gag stuffed in her mouth, Kathleen at first had no idea what was happening.  Then she realized the naked monster with the belt and knife sheath around his waist was probably the man who’d come to her hotel that morning.  With a sickening sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach she realized that somehow he had kidnapped her and her children, hauled them away, and that she had no memory of it and no clue as to where the man had brought them.

	She could hear Jenna and Tyler’s screams from somewhere in the large expensive house and she sobbed and fought the ankle and wrist restraints uselessly.   

	As she watched the man step up to Jenna and rub his pissing cock on the child’s face Kathleen gurgled and shouted unintelligibly.  Her vaginal and anal

orifices ached and burned.  She realized she’d been raped. She looked down at herself and saw bitemarks on her skin. 

	She could smell Stryker on her, an acrid unfamiliar smell that nauseated her.

	The animal had taken her and probably the children while they’d been unconscious.  The thought of it simultaneously angered and terrified the young mom.

	On the screen she saw the killer step back to deliver a series of cruel blows

on Jenna and Tyler with a thin green rod.  Her heart went out to her babies, she whimpered forlornly when she saw the man swat little Tyler’s face.

	This was her fault.  She’d been too trusting.  She’d known there was something not quite right about the man, about the whole rental car thing.  But now

it was too late to do anything about it. Hopelessly she looked around the bedroom. She saw the scattered pile of clothes that the man had torn from them and tossed on the floor. He’d had his way with all three of them while they lay here, she thought - she and her children - raped and used while they lay unaware. She looked at the black leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles and tested them, yanking against the ropes that held her against the bedposts and she sobbed with helpless futility.  Her cell phone was gone and there was no phone in this room or probably anywhere in this monster’s house.  The hapless woman realized she and her children had been

abducted, taken for this man’s morbid sexual pleasure, for his sick enjoyment.

	Tears streamed down Kathleen’s cheeks, her pony-tailed head bobbing, as she watched her vanquised children drink the killer’s urine. In mute horror she saw him push a dildo up into little Jenna’s sex. From the speakers on the plasma TV she heard him say - “I’m going up to see mom.” and she watched him set the children spinning on the rope they hung from.

	Fun and games - he’d then said.  He would return to them for fun and games.

	She’d watched him go off screen and then moments later she heard his steps outside the room, his hulking weight on the carpeted stairs, the bedroom door opening.

	“Good to see you awake, cunt,” he said gruffly.  “Guess your bitchholes are pretty achy right about now.  But, you know what? It’s gonna be worse later.  Much worse.”

	Time seemed to stand still as he hovered over her.  She couldn’t bring herself to stop staring at him.  He was a beast, a demon. His eyes were serpent slits that mesmerized her. She saw the tatoo on his chest, the scrolling strip that read ‘Woman Killer’, the dagger and heart tatoo on his monstrous dick. She saw the remote control device in his hand.

	He reached down and held her head up high off the bed aiming her at the TV.

	“Watch your baby, slut. When I hit this button her tender little girl cunt is gonna burn.”

	Kathleen saw him press the control in his hand and she saw Jenna suddenly jerk wildly against the ropes on the plasma screen.  The child’s keening shriek exploded through the house.

	“Little whore has some pair of lungs on ‘er,” Stryker quipped.

	Again he pressed the button and again little Jenna bounced like a raggedy ann doll.

	He released the button and Jenna sagged lifelessly.  A whitish puff of smoke drifted up from the little girl’s tormented cuntlet.  Her movements set both children

twirling.  Tyler’s crying face came into view and drifted past.  While the camera did not provide an extreme close-up or a highly defined image the result of Stryker’s work was clearly exhibited.  Kathleen could see the welts and bruises on her children.

	“NNggggh!” she cried. “Ng! NGGH!”

	“Oh - you think I should give her more?”

	Stryker finished his rhetorical question with a push of the control button.

	This time he let Jenna dance for almost a full minute gripping Kathleen’s hair tightly to keep the bitch facing the plasma screen.

	Then he leaned over the suffering mom.

	“You want me to stop? Huh? You want me to stop hurting her?”

	“Awghh!” Kathleen nodded, her head still trapped in Stryker’s grip. “Gwhaa! - yzz! Yaghzzz!”

	“Ok, pig. Listen up.  If you don’t want me to hurt your baby anymore then you’re gonna have to let me work on you instead.”

	He stared down at her intensely then suddenly released her. He went to a walnut chest, opened the drawer and took the black leather lash.  He let it dangle to the floor, showing it to her, and she saw the metal spikes on the end of the leather tongues.

	“You understand? I’m gonna untie you and you’re gonna kneel on the bed for me and take this.  No ropes.  I want it to be willingly.”

	“Ghww -” Kathleen groaned uncertainly.

	“Otherwise the kids get it.  I’m not lying. They’ll get it in spades.”

	Kathleen nodded once then hung her head submissively.

	The killer moved in to release her wrists and ankles.

	“On your knees,” he told her.  “Hands behind you.”

	She lay unresponsive and he held the remote control up close to her face.

	“Do it now - or little Jenna’s cunt is gonna fuckin’ fry. And I may put one of those things up Tyler’s asshole too - just to complete the picture.”

	Trembling uncertainly Kathleen rose up on her knees.  She’d never been beaten.  Never as far back as she could remember had she even been spanked. She suddenly experienced a sudden pang of sorrow as she thought of her mom and dad.  They would have no idea about what had befallen her and the children - what if the monster decided to kill them and dispose of them somehow - the thought was too much for her - the thought of her parents wondering and worrying when she didn’t come home - the thought of dying like that - She choked off a muted sob in her throat.

	“Spread your fucking legs apart,” Stryker ordered coldly as he moved a few steps away from the bed.  He watched her obey, moving her thighs apart, her knees sinking into the mattress.  He noticed her cunt was bruised and reddish from his rape and his teeth had left red raw half-moons all over her.  He liked that.  She was already his.

	Still gagged, the young pony-tailed phys.ed teacher was delectable.  Her cuffed wrists and ankles interrupted the slender lines of her limbs and her hips arched forward slightly, her body forced by its position to offer itself to the killer.

	Stryker stalked his target moving slowly around the room, the whip dangling to the floor, spike-tails raking the carpet.  He was fully enjoying the terror and the

surrender of his female victim.

	He put down the remote control he’d used to trigger the electrical dildo in Jenna and approached the kneeling woman.  There was one more thing he needed.  

	He reached out and loosened the wadded bit so that the gag slid off her mouth and down her neck.

	“P-pleeze -” she moaned weakly as he stepped back.  The sound of her voice gave him goose bumps.

	He stood about seven feet from the bed.  On the screen she could see Jenna and Tyler twirling, twirling.

	“Pleze - gh - let us go - I - I’ll gi-give you m-money -”

	“Fuck you, bitch,” Stryker growled. “It’s not money I’m after.”

	The first slashing stroke drew a startled cry from her.  Her body jerked.  Again he slashed the metallic whip-spikes across her belly and she staggered forward, her arms coming up instinctively to shield her.

	“Pleeeze!”

	“Put your hands down! Put them behind you.”

	It took all she had but she obeyed him knowing there was no other way.  She screamed and sobbed as he slashed expertly at the front of her body, at her thighs,

at her hips and belly, at her plump ruby-nippled tits.  The confident, sure-handed way he swung the terrible whip made it suddenly clear to her - he’d done this many times before. This was what he wanted - this - to watch her and her children suffer and bleed.  She could see the pleasure on his face, the sick smiling twistedly demented pleasure. This was what this monster was all about.

	Stryker moved from vantage point to vantage point in the room knowing how and when to hit the kneeling female.  As he whipped her he pump-stroked his huge cock.  He was ready to fuck again.  The young mom’s pain was exciting and

even more so her unwilling submission.

	“Hold those pretty tits up for me, you stupid cunt,” he snarled. “Hold ‘em up. Make ‘em a target. That’s it. Yeah. Very nice.”

	His bald head and green eyes gleamed in the glow of the overhead lights and his powerful body coiled and uncoiled as he drew the whip back and struck.

	Kathleen twisted and jerked and bounced on the bed but always returned

to her submissive stance, her hands cupping her boobs for him, her breathless cries and screams punctuating each slash-stroke of the killer’s whip.  Her body was soon on fire and tiny flecks of blood marred some of the dark violet welts the lash was carving into her.

	“Lay down,” Stryker snarled, putting the whip down on the night table. “Open up for me. I’m gonna fuck your stinking cunt.”

	Relieved that the beating would cease, sobbing, she slid down and lay on her back and pulled her legs back for him, wide open for him.

	“That’s nice, fuckface. Real nice.”

	He put his cock to her whip-slashed cuntmound and entered her. Then, leaning down over her he put his hands around her throat and began to strangle

her.

	“Choke for me, you piece of shit - goddamn whore - worthless pig -”

	He fucked her and strangled her hard, until she almost passed out, until her eyes were bulging in her flush-cheeked face, a look of undeserved horror and anguish that thrilled him immensely.

	He alternately choked and released her, keeping her conscious, fucking her cunt and then her asshole and then her cunt again.

	Then he told her to get back up on her knees and he got the whip again.

	“Awgg Godd nooo -” she groaned.

	“Get those hands on those tits, hold those nipples high for me. Pinch them up. Make ‘em hard. Yeah. That’s right. Fucking piece of trash slut.”

	Now he slash-swung at her harder, more viciously and soon she was streaked with blood-cut welts, a lovely piece of suffering womanmeat, offering herself in exchange for her children.

	He would give her more, perhaps another hour of this - specially on her strong thighs and her well shaped titbags - before moving on to the next step.

	The fun and games were just beginning.





	Stryker made his way down the steps leading Kathleen on a leash.  The savagely whipped bitch stumbled awkwardly down the stairs.  The killer had  pushed a large ring-gag in her mouth and her cut-streaked arms were upraised and cuffed to a metal collar-bar that held her wrists tightly on either side of her face.

	She’d made no effort to fight him or flee.  He knew she was broken, defeated.

	In his free hand Stryker carried the multi-tongued whip he’d used on her, coiled. He walked quickly and Kathleen struggled to keep up with him, her disheveled pony-tail bobbing crazily.  She managed to catch only a darting glimpse of the tiled-floor hall and sparsely furnished living room before he drew her into the large bathroom where Tyler and Jenna hung.

	“Mom! Mommiee!” the children sobbed as they saw her and twirled helplessly, whining, pleading to be let down.

	“Shut the fuck up!” Stryker roared.

	He stood a few feet from them, stared at Kathleen and pointed at the floor in front of him.

	“On your knees, pig. You’re gonna suck cock.”

	“Gwaaahh!” Kathleen protested, backing away from him.

	He reached out, took her by the collar-bar and punched her hard in the belly.

	She grunted and bent forward, almost falling.

	Jenna and Tyler whined helplessly.

	The killer held mom by her pony-tailed head.

	“I’m not gonna tell you again,” he growled.

	Obediently Kathleen sank down, tucking her legs under her as Stryker uncurled the lash.

	“You know what this whip feels like. Jenna and Tyler are about to find out.”

	“Ngahh -” Kathleen groaned shaking her head.  

	With his free hand Stryker grabbed her pony-tail and put his huge prick to the forced ‘O’ of her lips.

	“The family that suffers together, stays together.”

	The way he said that made the phys.ed teacher quiver with paralyzing terror.

	His arm drew back and Kathleen heard the swish of the metal-tipped tongues above her as Stryker’s cock filled her mouth and slid down her throat.

	Kathleen Waters had never enjoyed sucking cock. She avoided it at all costs in her sexual relationships. She sometimes thought that that was the one reason Jeremy, Tyler and Jenna’s dad, had left her.  She was never able to give him what he wanted, never able to satisfy him and he’d found what he needed with someone else.  	Now as the sharp whistle of the lash whizzed above her head and tore into the bodies of the children she grunted and wheezed and tried to please the monster that had robbed the three of them of their freedom.  Maybe if she could please him he would stop his attack on them.  Maybe he would have mercy on them.  Maybe if she could please him she would be able to stop feeling so helpless, so lost, so confused.

	As she thrust herself against him trying to fuck him with her ring-gagged mouth she heard the tearing slash of the whip and the shrill screams of her children

and her mind came slightly unhinged.  She was covered with burning swelling welt-cuts.  She was on fire.  She was trying to grasp what was happening.  Maybe this

was just a nightmare.  Maybe she was still back at the hotel dreaming.

	She thrust herself back and forth on him.

	“Yeah, pig,” he sneered. “That’s nice. Real fucking nice.”

	She tried to grip his shaft with her lips but the ring-gag kept her jaws apart and all she could do was tongue him. What she would have liked to do was to bite him, to sink her teeth into his big tatooed prick and rip it off him and then run screaming for help from this house, but that was impossible.  Her hands were trapped in the metal collar-bar and all the metal ring in her mouth would allow was for her to try and get him off and hope his killing need would subside. She could sense his mounting excitement and it gave her hope.  Come on, she urged silently, sweat dripping into her eyes, her head aching from the yanking on her pony tail.  Come on, you bastard!  Finish! Finish!

	Stryker enjoyed the phys.ed teacher’s frantic attempt to provide pleasure.  It was useless, of course, but there was no reason to tell her.  It was best to enjoy it while it lasted.  He whipped her babies viciously curling the metal-tipped tongues against their suspended bodies as they twirled and screamed.  Soon tiny blood-lines

marred both nubile bodies, he was marking them just as he’d marked their mom.

	Marking them. Hurting them. Owning them.

	His balls slapped against the kneeling collar-cuffed female’s chin.

	He grunted, whipped harder and faster.

	He drew his cock out and pushed his balls against the puffy circumference of her lips.

	“Lick. Lick, you piece of shit. Show me how much you want me.”

	Then he slid back in, deep down her throat, clutching her head tightly, delivered five more slashing whip-strokes, rose up on his toes and grimaced.

	“Ahh - ye-a-AHH!”

	Kathleen choked as Stryker’s cum exploded in her throat.  She gagged, choked, tried to swallow, her eyes bloodshot and teary.

	She couldn’t believe the size of the load the man was ejaculating.  It was thick, salty, creamy.  It was going up her nostrils.  He was jamming her throat

shut.

	“Shit, bitch -” Stryker huffed.  “That was a top of the line blow job. Just what the doctor ordered.”

	Kathleen slid back down on her haunches and looked up at him, expectantly, cum drooling from her nose and chin, oozing down on her whipped tits.

	“Now it’s time to do some real fuckin’ damage...”

	The young mom uttered a defeated whimper.

	



	Seconds later he was already fully erect again.

	He wanted the little girl now.

	Kathleen staggered after him clumsily as Stryker moved toward the children, her arms held up by the collar-rod, ring-gagged face stretched stupidly.

	“Waaaghh -” she groaned as he unsheathed his combat knife. “Waagh!”

	“Shut up, bitch,” he warned.

	With a few quick moves he cut Jenna free and she toppled to the floor to lie on her belly at his feet moaning, her small body streaked with whipmarks.

	Kathleen got up on her feet and moved toward him trying to position herself between the killer and her children.

	Stryker pivoted effortlessly, turning toward her to swing his fist into her face.

	The blow took her off her feet and sent her into the porcelain tub on her back, one arm snapping as she collided with the smooth hard surface. She yelped with pain ending up with both legs sloppily draped over the edge of the tub and her head against the tiled wall.

	“Stay there, cunt,” he warned pointing the serrated blade in her direction.

	“Nuggh -” she groaned pitifully, trying to lift her head, his sperm still drooling from the fixed circle of her ring-gagged lips.

	She’d gotten him off for nothing.  He was going to kill her babies with that knife. Cut them to pieces and all she could do was watch.

	She craned her neck to watch him now turn to Tyler and cut the boy’s ankles free of his thighs.  Tyler’s legs dangled and he made a soft sighing sound.  He was almost unconscious, his body torn by the assault of the lash. 

	Stryker went down on one knee in front of Tyler taking the boy’s right leg by the ankle.

	“Bleed for me, you little scumbag,” the killer said softly.

	He put the tip of the sharp blade to Tyler’s kneehollow and scraped downward to the boy’s slender ankle.

	“Mmmrgggh!” Tyler groaned.  He trembled and stared wide-eyed down at the killer.

	In the tub Kathleen made a strangled sound.

	“Beautiful,” Stryker whispered as he watched blood spurt and blossom from the thin cut on Tyler.  It spilled scarlet down the little boy’s whipped limb, gathered at the heel of the small pretty foot, moved down the quivering sole and dripped off the cute toes. Tyler started crying.

	Stryker leaned forward to scoop up the warm syrupy boyblood with his tongue.  The rust taste sent his pulse racing.  Gently he took Tyler’s other leg and

repeated the same cut.  The killer then gathered both the sobbing boy’s feet in one hand and rubbed the dripping limbs on his tatooed cock.

	“Ahh - real sweet, mom. Your boy’s blood’s real real sweet.”

	He pushed the tips of Tyler’s small feet against his balls completely lubricating himself with the scarlet flow.

	He leaned over Tyler, crouching predatorially, holding his hand over the boy’s mouth until the child stopped crying.

	“That’s all for now, sweet thing. But don’t worry. I’ll be back for more soon.”

	Stryker reached for Jenna and swung the little girl on her back on the cold tiled floor.

	“I haven’t fucked your princess’s little cunt yet, mom,” he told Kathleen.  He could see the Phys.Ed teacher out of the corner of his eye though he was focusing his attention on the welt-slashed ten year old invitingly sprawled before him.

	“It’ll be nice to do it with you watching.”

	“Ughh! - uuug - ugh - uugh!”

	The child was conscious but unresponsive, traumatized by the torture she’d already undergone.

	Stryker knelt, pulled Jenna’s legs apart and reached down to slide the metal dildo out of her cuntlet.  Jenna moaned feebly, her face lax. The electrical device had left a red abrasion ring on her labia. The killer positioned the blood-slick crown of his own massive and impressively veined and tatooed organ to the diminutive slit and leaning over the child he slapped her hard across the face.

	“Wake up, you little shit. I want you to feel this.”

	Jenna sobbed and looked up at the monster hovering over her.  Utterly dazed

and incoherent she babbled, called for her mommy, raised her hands to her face.

	Stryker pulled her hands away.

	“Keep your hands down. I want to look at your stupid face while I fuck you.”

	Kathleen tried to sit up but the shooting pain in her cuff-trapped arm kept her down. She grunted and managed to prop her head up against the edge of the tub, her legs still sprawled over the tub’s rim.

	The sight of the six foot three bald-headed giant kneeling over tiny Jenna sent cold dread through the phys.ed teacher.  The child looked so small and helpless, like a doll, a plaything for the monster.  His tatooed cock gleamed with Tyler’s blood. Kathleen clearly focused again on the insignia the man had on his organ: a heart with a dagger through it, a gleaming red drop issuing from the dagger’s wound.  Kathleen knew suddenly and with cold certainty he was going to kill them.  All three of them. And he was going to do it slowly and leisurely.  And there would be absolutely nothing she would be able to do about it.

	Stryker put his knife down, grabbed Jenna’s thighs and pushed tentatively into the child’s babycunt.  He truly loved the sensation of a tight virgin littlegirl pussy - he loved the awesome sense of power and cruelty - he loved the physical sensation of it.  The little blonde angel opened her sky-blue eyes wide,  horror-stricken at the sensation of thick hard manmeat slowly grinding into her body.  She gave out a series of choked cries, little squeals that ignited the killer’s brutality.

	“Yes - you little shit - oh yess - it’s big - isn’t it? So big...”

	“Muhh -” Jenna gasped. “Muhmmiee - muhhmiee! Muhmieeee!”

	The killer’s vicious slap stopped her cry and turned her head.

	“Mommy’s watching. You don’t need to call her. She’s right there watching us - aren’t you mommy?”

	“Ghhugg! Nggh!”

	“I’m gonna go right up to my balls in her, mommie. All the way up to my goddamn balls. I’m gonna break her little cunt.”

	With quick probing thrusts Stryker pushed himself hard into the child, ripping the virginal orifice, childblood mixing with childblood, Tyler and Jenna’s, combined

to facilitate the killing rape.  The child kicked excitedly against him but he held her legs easily, her little feet-soles slapping against his biceps and chest.  Inexorably he

crammed himself into the ten year old until the penetration was complete, until

he’d put all thirteen inches into her, almost rupturing her uterus, making blue-eyed Jenna gasp for breath and nearly faint so that he had to slap her several times to keep her awake. 

	When he was fully lodged in his victim Stryker rose, picking up his knife, lifting the child off the floor and moving her toward the washbasin.

	There was a huge wall mirror over the washbasin.

	Stryker wanted to watch himself - it excited him madly to watch himself, to see what he was doing in clear reflection.

	In the mirror he saw the little boy hanging from the overhead rope, legs dripping blood - the woman sprawled in the tub.  He saw them behind him. In front of him was the sweet cock-filled angel, her head draped backward in the beige washbasin.  She was making odd gurgling sounds.  Spit drooled from her pretty

little mouth and snot from her nose.

	He brought the knife to her chest.

	Her arms lay limply on either side, one small hand grasping the edge of the washbasin.

	Lovingly, he cut her, cut into her little nipples and made her scream and kick

her bare heels against the washbasin cabinet. She squirmed energetically against him. Her babycunt squeezed against his meat responsively.  He cut each of her nipples in half. Licked up the blood.  Then he cut across the smooth creamy surface of her belly, a shallow, clean skin cut.  His whip had already damaged her severely but the knife’s marks were more distinctive, more intense.

	Struck by a sudden inspiration he reached down and turned the cold water

faucet valve.  Water flooded into the washbasin spraying Jenna’s surprised face.

The killer pulled on the stopper valve to keep the water in the sink.  When

the sink filled up he dunked the child’s head back under the water and held

her there by the neck. Jenna’s hair blossomed out around her submerged bubbling face. The sadist rammed his cock in and out of her battered sexhole, making her scream and drown, strangling her, raping her, and simultaneously drawing stripe cuts across her chest and belly and thighs with his knife.

	Mom was trying to get to her feet again, her trapped arms and collared head thumping in the tub.  After several desperate lunges she managed finally to fling herself from the tub and sprawl to the floor.  

	When she rolled over Stryker was waiting for her, standing over her, his cock a flesh javelin gleaming with Jenna’s cuntblood.

	“I told you to stay in that goddamn tub, didn’t I?!” he shouted.  “Isn’t that

what I told you?!”

	“Ugwwh! NGgh!”

	Behind him Jenna slid off the washbasin to the floor in a wet messy heap and lay there whimpering.

	“You fucking sluts never listen.”

	Kathleen saw him pick up a thick metal bar that was propped up against the wall near the door.

	“Now I’m gonna have to make sure you stay put.”

	He came for her, and she tried to cringe away but there was nowhere to go. She fell back on her spine as he towered over her, her broken arm sore, swollen, twisted against the floor tiles, her horrified face framed between her outstretched

hands.

	He slammed the metal bar twice across her knees, shattering her kneecaps, sending her into instant hellish broken-legged agony.  Then he swung again across her ankles, clean-breaking one limb and fracturing the other.  Grabbing her by her

disheveled pony tail he dragged her back to the tub and lifted her into it.  She toppled into it, her busted legs bleeding and swollen.  She tried to form words but made only inchoate noises and she felt herself fading, darkness buzzing around her eyes.

	She didn’t know what she was trying to say. Was she trying to plead? Was

she trying to ask why?  With her wrists trapped in the collar-bar, hands lifted and framing her head she looked like some grotesque pantomime of a vaudeville hoofer

making an exit. Her mind slipped overwhelmed with agony.

	The last thing she saw before going out was the killer lifting Jenna back up

on to the washbasin.

	“Mommiee -” the child mewled. “ - mommiee - please - nughh -”

	“Shut up you little pig.”

	Stryker entered her again - Kathleen could tell by the fierce look of pleasure on his face. She could see that, a blurry image on the mirror above the washbasin.  She watched his big firm asscheeks clench and unclench as he pumped into the child. He was destroying her sweet Jenna, her lovely baby, defenseless and

wailing Jenna - blamelessly suffering Jenna.

	Then Kathleen Waters blessingly passed out.



	

	Leaving Kathleen Waters broken and unconscious in the tub Stryker took her two children out into the hallway leading Tyler by a thick strand of rope crudely tied and knotted around his neck and carrying Jenna over his shoulder.

	He took his baby victims to the other torture room on the main floor, a large windowless chamber that had been intended as a rec room.

	There he made Jenna and Tyler Waters kneel in front of him and hold out their hands so that he could swat their cute up-ended palms with a rattan cane.

	“First one to pull their hand away gets the knife instead,” the killer told them bluntly.

	He gave each child twenty deliberately fierce cuts on each limb-pair until the doll-sized hands were striped, bruised and cut. He ordered the children to turn their hands over and he struck at their knuckles and fingers. As he lifted the cane to strike for the fifth time on the inverted palms, Jenna, unable to take any more, drew her back.

	Stryker drew his knife and grabbed the little girl by her hair.

	“Member what I said, sweetie? Looks like we have a winner.”

	“Nooooo!”

	Tyler tried to protect his sister, to fight the killer seizing Stryker’s arm as he moved in.

	The killer gut-punched the boy then drew the rope around Tyler’s neck up to a hook that dangled from the ceiling.  Tyler was yanked high on his toes, gasping, his punished hands pulling uselessly against the choke-cord.

	Jenna had meanwhile tried to crawl away but didn’t even get to the door of the chamber before Stryker grabbed her ankle and dragged her back to the

center of the room.  He positioned her on her knees next to her neck-hung sibling.

	“Hold your hands way up above your head, sweetie,” he told her. “Both hands. That’s right. I’m gonna cut you with my knife, k? Just like I said I would. If you try to move your little hands away again, like you did with the cane, I’ll put my knife in Tyler’s tummy. You got that?”

	“Pleeze don’t hurt us no more,” Jenna bawled as she brought her arms up,

her cane-striped palms offered to the killer.

	“I am gonna hurt you, honey. I’m gonna hurt you a whole whole lot.”

	The killer drew his knife up to the child’s hands.

	“I’m gonna hurt you because you belong to me now.  Both of you and your mommy. And I can do with you whatever I fucking want.  And what I want is this.”

	Stryker took Jenna’s right hand by her thumb and pushed the tip of his sharp combat knife into the tender palm flesh, drawing a line from left to right just under

her fingers.

	“Owww!” Jenna protested miserably but she continued to hold her hands up knowing the killer would not hesitate to use the knife on her brother.

	“That’s right, baby. Take the pain for me. Show me how much you love little Tyler.”

	“S-zztopp -”Tyler gurgled as he watched a pearl of blood snake down his little sister’s arm to her shoulder.  He knew how the knife blade felt.  His legs were

still bleeding and burning from Stryker’s earlier cuts.  Tyler could barely breathe

as the rope dug into his little throat. “Szzt-topp it - ugh - pleeze -”

	“Shut up you little fuckk. You’ll get yours too. Soon. Very soon. Don’t you fucking worry.”

	Patiently the killer worked on the little girl, cutting her hands and arms, not slicing deep but getting long streamers of blood rolling down her arms and sides, tiny drip-spatters on her face and forehead.  The rivulets that went all the way down her arms joined the drier spills and cut-lines on her chest and nipples and shoulders.  The amused killer sat down in an upholstered easy chair and drew the sobbing child to him, turning her, making her lift her feet one at at time up behind her to his knife, she bent over, her bloody cane-whipped hands on the marble floor.  He cut thin slits on each footsole, on each calve, on each ankle, cut little Jenna up slowly, carefully, expertly.  Then he drew her up on top of him, facing away from him, making her sit on his upstanding cockspear, her legs apart, her cut-up hands on his knees spilling warm blood on him as he forced his way back up into her making her shriek horribly as he carved his initials on her back with the knife, M on the left, S on the right, marking the child indelibly and forever, making her his for all eternity.

	Aroused by the sick sodomy and mutilation of the ten year old female he finally pushed her off him and taking her by her disheveled hair drew her to her rope-hung brother.

	He made her take Tyler’s little cock in her mouth at knife-point and to fellate her brother as he watched, slow-stroking himself.

	He prodded and cut the young female with his knife tip, urging her to obey each explicit command.

	“Lick his little balls - Kiss his peepee - Suck on it - Little fuck - Lick his little balls - Go on - Get down under him - That’s right - Now suck on him some more - Suck his pecker! - Keep going - I didn’t say you could stop did I?”

	He moved around them, went down on one knee, reached down to pry Tyler’s arched feet from the floor one at at time to cut the hanging boy’s footsoles and to slice at his heels while Jenna babbled and choked on his little meat.  Hurtfully, the killer prodded the sharp tip of his knife into each of Tyler’s toes, into the meat of each toe and under each small toenail.

	Both children sobbed, screamed and bled, little Jenna’s mouth around her

brother’s little babycock, her nose up against his hairless mons the large M and

S letters scrawled and bloody on her sloping back.

	Moving in over them Stryker rubbed his cock on Jenna’s face and on little Tyler’s genitals.  The children smudged him with their hard-earned blood and tears.

	Drawing Jenna’s ankles together Stryker looped her legs with a stretch of

barbed wire and hauled her upside down off the floor on a pulley line in front of her brother.  The girl hardly struggled and he effortlessly pulled her hands behind her and barb-wired her wrists together at the middle of her back.  Her long blonde mane toppled almost to the floor, her inverted face squinched up as she cried 

and babbled endearingly.

	After tying Tyler’s ankles together and his wrists at his sides with two more

strands of the rusty wire, strands looped hard and tight around each of his thighs

the killer pierced a small meathook through Jenna’s lower lip making her squeal like a wounded puppy.  He clipped that meathook to a small chain-strand and linked the strand to another hook which the killer pierced right through the middle of Tyler’s little cock. The boy’s cry was as high-pitched and girlish as his sister’s. Pinching up little Jenna’s labia the killer stabbed a third hook through the genital flesh and chain linked it to a fourth hook snagged in Tyler’s lip.  The sadistic killer was rewarded with more screeching cries and bawling protests following each piercing. 

	Now both children were linked inseparably to each other, mouth to genitals,

in painful sobbing shrieking bleeding pain.

	Stryker picked up the cattle prod and went to work on them pushing the metal forktip into their trapped bouncing bodies. He moved around them touching

the forked tip against their blood-smeared backs and legs and sides making

them jiggle and dance and almost tear themselves off the hooks in their mouths

and peepees. 

	The killer traded the cattle prod for a short lead-tipped dogwhip and he

attacked the bound, hook-pierced, knife cut babies mercilessly flogging them

until they pissed and shit all over themselves and each other.  The heavy lead

balls on the end of the dogwhip tongues thudded cruelly into babyflesh, slicing

and ripping, gouging whatever skin the knife had spared.

	Viciously Stryker stood behind Tyler and whipped the lead-spiked flogger

up from the floor and into the boy’s balls.  The boy tried to bring his bleeding

legs together, staggering and choking on the strangle rope and Stryker moved

in close to kick his legs apart again.

	“Keep ‘em open for me, scumbag!” he shouted and swung the heavy

flogger up into tender genital meat.  “Keep ‘em wide open if you don’t want

me to cut your little sister’s head off her goddamn neck!”

	The threat was good for five savage blows that tore Tyler’s balls to shreds then the boy, whimpering, sobbing, drew his legs protectively together.

	Stryker then circled the pair and attacked Jenna’s asscheeks and pussymeat with the lead-tipped flogger.  One of the flogger’s tongues snarled in the chain-line

and tore the metal hook out of Jenna’s labia.  A second blow gashed the hook out

of Tyler’s mouth.

	Now aiming lower Stryker tore into Jenna’s little face gashing the hook out

of her mouth and simultaneously out of her screaming sibling’s babycock.

	Finally the killer took his knife and cut the choke rope that kept Tyler

hanging.  The boy toppled to his knees and fell face-first to the floor.

	Stryker then lowered the pulley line hooked to Jenna’s barb-wire-bound

ankles.  The little girl slid down on top of her brother forming an intersecting cross of decimated flesh, moaning and squirming in agony.  The killer stood over them, knife in one hand, whip in the other, enjoying his grisly work. He sheathed his knife and slow-stroked his regal erection as his bloody victims rolled apart and lay at his feet sobbing and pleading.

	Taking Tyler’s neck-rope the killer half-dragged the little boy to a wooden

table set against the wall and lifted him on to it, laying him there on his back.  Then

he went back for Jenna, reaching down to drag her across the room by her blood-spattered hair.

	He hauled Jenna up on her knees, her wrists and ankles still barb-wire bound

and turned her so that she was forced to kneel awkwardly behind him as he stood

facing the table where Tyler was sprawled.

	He leaned over the boy.

	“Grab your ankles and pull your legs up for me, scumbag.”

	Defeatedly, the boy obeyed the killer.

	“Higher. Spread ‘em. That’s a good boy.”

	“You kneel there and lick my balls,” he told Jenna, spreading his feet far apart on the floor, lowering himself to position his massive cock to Tyler’s blood-smeared anus. “I’m gonna fuck your little brother.  Just can’t get enough of his

tight little asshole.”

	As the boy lifted his legs and pulled himself open Stryker smiled.  The barbed whip had left vicious gashes all over Tyler’s knife-cut legs and the child’s balls were gashed open and oozing.

	“Mmm,” Stryker moaned hungrily.  “That’s how I like it. Raw and meaty.”

	With his free hand the killer lifted his tatooed cock to the boy’s gashed genital flesh to rub on it, to dip his piss-slit in Tyler’s warm bloody balls. Then

Stryker slid the scarlet-goo-smeared cockcrown to the boy’s asshole.

	“N-noo - noo -” Tyler gasped as the killer put his behemoth hammerhead to the puckered orifice.  The boy’s face cut by whip-marks, his lip gashed by the hook

that had been whip-torn from his mouth, his eyebrows arched in an expression of

pleading, made Stryker’s breath catch.  His victim was beautiful.  Both children were. Their mother too.  Nothing pleased the killer more than the absolute destruction of such innocent beauty.  Such beauty should not be allowed to exist, should serve only to please beastly, inhuman appetites.

	“Start licking sweetie,” Stryker growled down at Jenna who tottered behind

him.  He reached back and drew her pretty, lip-gashed face to his ass, right between

his hard flexing cheeks. “C’mon. Get your tongue working.”

	As he felt her begin lapping tentatively, he drew the barbed lash back, slid

his meat forward into Tyler’s asshole and brought the whiptongues whistling down on the boy’s chest.

	Tyler’s legs flinched. He let go of one ankle as he screamed.

	“Keep those fucking legs up there, scumbag, or I’ll cut them off you!”

	The killer then swatted the lash down and around behind him making the barbed tongues rip into Jenna’s back.

	The killer smiled as the ten year old screamed into his balls and he drew his legs together to keep her there, kneeling, her face in his ass.

	“Don’t stop licking, sweetie,” he urged as he forced his way up into Tyler’s clenched butthole.

	He alternately whipped both children with the deadly lash as he sodomized the boy forcing most of his cock up into the eight year old. Swinging forward and

down he slashed at the boy’s chest and face and belly, swinging back he ripped

into Jenna’s flanks and back and arms and shoulders.  Both children dutifully maintained their forced positions, Tyler grasping his ankles and keeping his legs

folded back, his knees on either side of his head, Jenna kneeling, barb-wire bound,

suffocated between Stryker’s hard asscheeks.

	“We’re having so much fun,” Stryker sneered. “Aren’t we? Ohh - yeahh -

sooo much funn!”

	It went on for nearly an hour, until both children were torn and striped and

on the edge of consciousness, Jenna’s drool washing down his legs, her tongue numb from working his balls.

	Stryker turned and took the phys.ed teacher’s ten year old daughter by her hair drawing her head back.

	He was at a fever-pitch of destruction.

	“Open wide, bitch,” he growled

	And he put his bloody shit-slimed prick to the child’s mouth, rubbing it against her gashed lip, Jenna’s bloodshot eyes bulging as she made weird sounds in her throat.

	“You are my god,” he growled. “Tell me that. Tell me.”

	“Gghww?”

	“Say: You are my god, you little cunt. Say it. I want to shoot my cum in your mouth when you say it.”

	“ - p-pleeze - gh - ngh -”

	“Say it or I’ll kill you and your brother right now.”

	“- uh - ughh - y-you - are - mg - my - my - g-god -”

	“Ahh, yeah. That’s nice, Jenna. That’s real nice. Say it again.”

	He was jerking off hard and fast now.

	Her sweet eyes looked up at him in abandoned horror and confusion.

	“ - y-you - ahg - are - my - ug - godd -”

	“Goddamn fuckkk - little whore!”

	His balls tightened up and he felt the pressure move through his lower belly and explode from his cockhead.  He held little Jenna’s head keeping her there so

that he could spray all over her little face and into her gaping mouth and into

her begging eyes to blind her.  He tossed the whip down and pried her little mouth open to force his way in and unload three thick spurts right inside her.

	“Drink it you little shitt! Drink it!”

	The child choked and blubbered and cum and spit drooled down her torn lip and chin.

	Stryker turned and lifted Tyler from the table to drop him next to his kneeling sister.  Tyler leaned on Jenna for support.

	“Kiss him,” Stryker snarled at Jenna.  “Go on. Kiss him and spit my cum in his mouth. Go on.”

	As the children tottered together following the killer’s depraved instructions, doing a forced cum-swap and sobbing miserably,  Stryker aimed his cock at their

faces and released a hissing stream of hot stinking piss.

	Making disgusted faces the children turned immediately from the hot flow, Tyler sliding down off his sister and trying to crawl away.

	Stryker held back his urine and went to a small cabinet nearby.  He came

back with a small spike-lined ring gag.

	He forced the ring-gag past Jenna’s lips making her mouth gape wide as the barb-wire bound child screeched for mercy.  From under the table Tyler watched

as the killer drew Jenna up by her hair once more.  With deliberate cruelty the

sadist forced his semi-erect cockshaft into the ten year old girl’s ring-gagged mouth, pushing deep.  Jenna’s jaw clenched. The spikes on the outer perimeter of the metal

ring dug into the inner lining of Jenna’s oral cavity.

	“You don’t like my piss?” Stryker growled. “Huh? You don’t like it? Well

too fuckin’ bad for you sweetiepie.”

	Clutching the child to him Stryker let his bladder go.  The gush poured into

Jenna’s throat gagging her.  It streamed from her nostrils and puked up from her

wide-apart lips.

	“Swallow it, you little dirtbag.  Like I told you before - you’re just a little toilet for me. That’s all you are. That’s all. Both of you. Just little fucking toilets.”

	Stryker plugged the ten year old’s throat with his cock and he felt himself

already getting hard again as he drained his bladder inside her.  When he pulled

out of her he looked down at her drooling, oozing mouth, at her suffering face

flushed almost purple and then he let her go and she fell sideways to lay on the floor whimpering.

	“Never thought you’d be getting this at Disneyworld, did you, you little scumbag?  Not quite your Mickey Mouse, Donald Duck kinda shit is it?  Not

quite the fun and games you had in mind.  Well, guess what? There’s more coming up for you.  You and your little brother will soon be going on another trip.  A nice long trip that you won’t be coming back from - ever.”

	He stood over both terrified children slowly masturbating himself back to

a full erection.

	“You and your scumbag mommy. All three of you.”





	There was one last exquisite tableaux left to explore.

	He dragged mom in from the bathroom. Broken-armed and broken-legged the young bitch was in a hazy hell of suffering. After freeing her from the collar-bar he revived her with a few vigorous slaps on her face and strung her up on a pulley line by wire-bound wrists.  Undescribable pain exploded from her cracked forearm as it was jerked upward.  Stryker forced her to stand tip-toe on her broken limbs, ankles also wirebound, on top of a metal plate. The metal plate was wired to a switch on a box that housed a car battery.

	Then he hung both children by their wire-bound wrists on chains in front of Kathleen so that she could see them, torn and bloody and used up, nearly catatonic with suffering. 

	The children dangled helplessly as he shoved tube-gags afixed on harnesses into their throats.  After buckling the harnesses tightly on their little heads he connected the ends of the tubes to two black hoses that ran to a pump next to

a smouldering cylinder full of boiling water.  Steam rose up from the glass cylinder

and the bubbles glinted as they rose through the water.  A blue gas flame flickered

under the cylinder.

	He turned to mom.

	“Here’s the story, bitch.  When I press this plunger -” He showed it to her,

a wireless switch in his hand - she stared vacantly, pain darting through her stretched broken-limbed body - “ - your feet will get an electrical charge.  As you

pull your feet off the plate the rope you’re hanging on will take your weight triggering the pump over there.  Boiling water will then flood into Jenna and Tyler

until you put your feet down again and take the load off the ceiling switch. Sound good? Let’s try it. Let’s see if it’s working.”

	Stryker pressed the button and sparks shot up Kathleen’s broken legs. She

arched, shook and screamed frenziedly yanking herself up off the metal plate,

her twisted feet wriggling.

	Instantly the pump motor purred and the black hoses flexed.

	Jenna and Tyler made horrible gurgling sounds and squirmed and shook their

heads and sizzling steaming water spurted from their gagged lips.

	Quickly Kathleen set her feet down again and painfully took her weight off

the suspension rope.

	The pump stopped and the head-harnessed children slumped, gasping.

	“Guess it works,” Stryker commented pumping his cock in his free hand. “Let’s see some more.”

	Again he pressed the switch, again Kathleen lifted her legs howling. But as the pump started up she struggled to put her feet back down. Stryker, smiled, stroked himself more urgently and kept the button pressed.

	The young bitch’s agony was delightful to the killer.  She knew that by stopping her own suffering she would only bring hellish pain to her children and

she tried valiantly to keep her position, twitching and screaming, sparks burning

on her feet, her shattered knees and broken ankle twisting, buckling in swollen

fiery chaos.

	“Pleeeeze!”she screeched. “Aggh Goddd pleeeeeeeeiiiiizze!!”

	“Take it, pig.”

	Kathleen kicked her battered legs back up off the plate.  The pump purred again and Jenna and Tyler danced in mid air, drowning in boiling water which pushed down windpipe and esophagus, down into their bellies, burning and scalding.  It bubbled up from their nostrils and steam wafted up from their obscenely contorted faces.

	Somehow Kathleen managed to lower herself back on to the plate.  She danced and fidgeted and yelled at the top of her lungs but managed to stay down stopping the boiling water from flowing into Jenna and Tyler.

	Stryker left the electrical switch in on position and picked up a long pole with a metal spearhead on the end.

	Circling around the quivering phys.ed teacher he began jabbing her thighs and calves with the spear tip trying to get her to move her legs.  She rotated on the plate, on her broken legs following him with her pleading eyes.

	“Come on, pig. Get ‘em up. Let’s go. I know you want to. I know you don’t want to keep hurting. Come on.”

	“Nnnnoooooooooooooooo!”

	Stryker smiled and kept jabbing, harder, deeper, into her feet, into her busted up knees and broken ankle, up into her arms, as she rotated, as he circled - harder - deeper - drawing blood which rolled down her chest and jiggling legs, and pooled and bubbled on the metal plate.

	It took him almost ten minutes of prodding before Kathleen, threw her head back with a sobbing shriek. The tormented bitch kicked her legs up again and the pump whirred to life.

	“That’s better,” Stryker commented moving toward the children, bloody spear-tip upraised.

	The two babies danced for him, horribly and beautifully, suspended, as the

boiling fluid poured unchecked into them.  He drove the spear into their flinching thighs, moving around behind them, spearpiercing their whipped asscheeks, their

kneehollows and calves their kicking feet.  He speared their bound arms and their

hips and their hairless mounds.  He speared Tyler’s little hook-damaged cock and ripped up balls and Jenna’s swollen hook-pierced little cuntlet.  Stryker knew how deep to pierce so as not to terminally wound.  It was his intention to hurt, to make them scream and suffer.  Not yet to slaughter.

	Jenna and Tyler’s bellies were already swelling up incredibly with fluid by the time mom managed to put her feet down on the metal plate again.

	“Ghaaaaa - yaaaaaa - yaaaaaaaa!” Kathleen scream-babbled.  Through the reddish mist of her own agony she looked across at her children.  They were bloated horribly, looking almost like miniature pregnant dolls about to give birth.  Blood streamed from the spearwounds and whip-slashes and from hundreds of cuts all over them. And now the monster was turning toward mom, cock in one hand spear in the other.

	She shook her head but could not speak to plead with him.  There was nothing in those eyeslits but demonic hunger as he began jabbing at her legs

again.  Maybe he would kill her and her kids now, like this, suffering and babbling.  Was this how they would die, in this demon’s lair, for his unquenchable pleasure?

	“Get those feet up,” he was snarling angrily. “Get ‘em up you fucking

bitch. Make your babies hurt for me.”

	He stabbed into her toes and heels and the pain shot through her, rocketed

through her and she could do nothing but obey, knowing nothing but suffering

and defeat as she drew her legs up.

	She tried not to look at Jenna and Tyler, tried not to hear their ugly drowning bubbling howls and her mind was slipping, drifting, fluttering.

	She watched him stab her children over and over with quick urgent moves.

He was so powerful, so horrible, an unfettered demon running amok.

	And then she saw him reach down and take the switch and cut the power.

	Jenna and Tyler slumped and quivered and water and steam bubbled out

of them.  The children piss and shit blood and boiling fluid as he let them down to the floor.

	Then he moved toward her and he let her down too and she fell to the tiles

and crumpled into a fetal position shivering at his feet, a mass of punished female meat, no longer even human.

	He held the bloody speartip in front of her face.

	“Kiss it,” he said.

	And she did.

	“Lick it clean.”

	She did that as well.

	There was nothing left for her but to obey. 



	

	It took Stryker only fifteen minutes to drag his three broken bloody victims down into the carport and into the cargo van parked next to the Navigator.  He gagged them and blindfolded them then pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt managing to keep his raging erection and the urgent need to slaughter under control.

	Midnight had already come and gone.  He’d fucked Kathleen’s broken-legged body one last time on the torture chamber floor, right in front of her suffering children, pounding into the phys.ed teacher’s cunt and asshole, going almost to orgasm before deciding to take the Waters family on a final ride out to Jade East Village.  

	The killer had been working on the Waters family now for nearly thirty-six hours. It was time to end it and Jade East Village was the perfect place for it, an abandoned suburban development two miles from Kissimee he’d discovered accidentally on one of his exploratory missions to Disneyworld.  

	Two years previously a tornado had swept through the development site and

partially destroyed it. After a phone conversation with an employee at the Chamber of Commerce Stryker discovered that the corporation that was engaged in the building project had never recovered financially and as a result the entire three mile square area was abandoned.  The fate of the project was now in a permanent limbo, a lengthy and costly legal process under way.

	Intended as a gated community for retirees Jade East Village was bordered on

all four sides by a seven foot high brick wall.  Oriental motifs and symbols once adorned the now ivy-covered bricks. The houses inside, most of them unfinished, were ravaged by tropical plant growth, holes in the walls, missing doors and windows.  It was an apocalyptic scene, perfectly suited for Stryker’s needs.

	The property was unprotected and unguarded, the large front gate chained

and padlocked. After discovering and exploring the site one Sunday afternoon Stryker had simply cut the chain and replaced the hacked link with a trick link that could be slipped off.  That way when the security guard came by to check on the property, which as Stryker had observed, he did twice a week, he would find the chain and lock seemingly untouched.  

	The bitchkiller had already used the abandoned housing project once, with a delightful dark-haired sixteen year old he’d picked up one night in an Orlando dance club.  He’d found a perfect spot when he’d brought his young ‘date’ to Jade East Village, a house that was nearly complete near the center of the abandoned complex.  By then the teenager was nude, in cuffs and gagged and kicking around in the back of Stryker’s van.  He’d raped, and torture-slaughtered the luscious high-schooler spending a few delicious hours with her first in the flickering light of two kerosene lamps inside the abandoned house, later in the weed-grown yard by the glow of the moon.  He’d cut her to pieces, cannibalizing some of her and burying the rest of the insolent teenager in that small yard behind the house.

	The killer realized that between the high priced dwelling he’d converted and

the site at Jade East Village he would be able to keep his operations in the Orlando

area going for quite a while, at least until the number of missing females and children became noticeably unusual.  While his house would be perfectly suited for

initial attack and torture, specially of multiple victims, the Jade East house would be

an excellent disposal site for quick single kills or for those victims, like the Waters, were already beyond struggle and escape.

	When he got to the Jade East Village Stryker stepped out of the van and went to the gate. The night air was cool on his super-heated skin. By the glare of his van’s headlights he released the trick chain, drove through and then got out to close the gate behind him.  Inside the complex the sound of the van’s engine interrupted

the dark gloomy silence.

	Stryker navigated through the narrow streets overgrown with weeds and

obstructed with construction materials.  On both sides of the van the deserted

crumbling houses rose hauntingly, broken shells, a dreamscape of unrealized

promise.  Kathleen and her children whimpered and gasped and sobbed in

gagged misery and terror.

	Stryker pulled up to the killing house and stepped out into the warm night.

	From the side of the road he took several two-by-fours into the house and

lit the kerosene lamps.  He picked up the nail gun and made two T crosses, child-sized.

	He took his victims from the van one by one and carried them into the back

bedroom of the house.  Standing over them he stripped naked once more and buckled the black leather belt around his waist, knife and gun sheaths on opposite sides.

	He removed the black cloth from Kathleen’s face but left the children blindfolded.  They looked more helpless that way - blind, mute, bellies still bloated from the boiling water torture back at the house.

	One last round of unforgiving rape followed.  The children’s voice-boxes had been thoroughly burned out by the scalding, besides they were ball-gagged, so they made little or no intelligible sounds as the killer pinned them to the ground and slammed into them, the boy first and then the girl.  Mom watched silently, the shadows from the kerosene lamplight dancing on the dilapitated walls, the black ballgag pushed deep into her mouth and harnessed-strapped to her head.

	After he used the children for a while Stryker pulled mom down beside

them, turned her on her belly and assraped her.  He worked himself up on his

defeated victims, allowed his destructive fury to refuel itself, went through another

round of rape before finally taking Tyler to the wooden T cross on the floor.

	He rolled the boy on to the cross, untied his hands, drew his arms up to the

crossbeam, took the nail-gun and then climbed on to Tyler’s arms, digging his heels into Tyler’s shoulders so that the child would not be able to move. Smiling, the killer shot two six inch nails through each of Tyler’s wrists.  With each pounding impact the boy’s body jerked and an odd breathy sound came from his gagged lips.  Kathleen whimpered pitifully and tears ran down her cheeks.  Jenna flinched to

the loud blasts of the nail gun and moved her blindfolded head from side to side as

she lay against the wall on the wooden floor-slats.

	Stryker then propped up Tyler’s little feet, one foot on top of the other, knees slightly bent and he fired three nails into them finally pinning the boy to the cross.

	He then took Jenna.

	“Nnggg!” Kathleen groaned. “Nnnnnngggggg!”

	He untied Jenna’s ankles and then her wrists. Then he removed her blindfold and turned her so that she lay on her back.

	“Ok. Here’s what I want you to do sweetie. I want you to lie on the wooden

cross for me.”

	The child blinked and looked around, dazed. Coming up into a sitting position, she saw her brother, still blindfolded and gagged, nailed to the two-by-four T and her eyes darted back to the monster’s face.

	“That’s right, sweetie. It’s your turn. Just like your brother.  But I don’t want

to have to hold you down like I did him. I want you to lie there for me with your

arms open like his and just take it.”

	“Nnngnngnn!” Kathleen grunted.

	Stryker turned to look at the Phys.Ed teacher.

	“Shut up, mom. Or I’ll cut your larynx out.”

	He returned his attention to Jenna.

	“So are you ready? Will you lie on the cross for me?”

	Jenna cringed back against the wall and shook her little head.  She tried to talk but only odd broken sounds came from her.

	Stryker unsheathed his knife.

	“I think you will, sweetiepie. Yes. I’m sure you will. Cuz if you don’t ”

He held up the serrated combat blade and the kerosene lamp light gleamed on it, bounced reflections against the walls of the abandoned house. “ - this will go up your little peepee.”

	Jenna’s eyes filled with the blade.  It filled up all of her.  She imagined it going up inside her and destroying her, cold, pitiless, hard, worse than the man’s big tatooed snake-like thing.

	Reticently, crying soundlessly, she moved to the T cross on the ground next

to Tyler who squirmed and gasped motionless, wrists and ankles bleeding.

	She lay on top of the wooden T and slowly outstretched her little arms.	

	“Thaaat’s a good girl,” Stryker said, sheathing his knife and moving over her with the nail gun.

	Above Jenna there was hole in the roof of the house.  She could see, as she

lay back on the hard wood beams, the stars, cold, distant, flickering.  She looked up and wondered if heaven was there and if that was where she and mommy and Tyler would be going - and then she heard the first slamming boom of the nail gun.  Pain tore through her. It was way worse than anything she could have imagined, tendons and nerves pierced, torn, cut through, and she tried to pull away but by then Stryker had slammed her back down under his heel and shot a nail through her other wrist pinning her to the T.  He shot one more nail into each of the girl child wrists, just as he’d done with her brother but now instead of moving her legs on to the center beam he put the nail gun down and unsheathed his knife again.

	“You should have kept your arms down for me, sweetie.”

	“NNNNNNNNGGGG!” Kathleen gag-screamed.

	“I don’t like disobedient little girls...”

	Seizing and lifting both of Jenna’s ankles up high in one hand, Stryker thrust the combat knife into the ten year old’s muff-slit, hard, stabbing it to the hilt, driving it all the way up into the crucified child’s immature uterus.  A mewling noise came from Jenna’s throat, a trembly, warbly, squeaky sound of inexpressible pain.  Stryker ripped the knife out. The toothy blade tore flesh as it exited. Blood spurted from Jenna’s babytwat.  The killer put his cock against Jenna’s anus and brutally slammed inward.  He stabbed the back of the child’s thighs still holding her little legs high.

	Sliding out of Jenna he moved across the dark room to Kathleen yanking the phys.ed teacher up into a half crouch after slicing through her ankle ropes.  He pulled Kathleen to Jenna.  Arms drawn behind her, wrists tightly bound, Kathleen

could barely stand on her battered whip-torn limbs.

	“Sit on her face, mom. Now. Sit on her little face.”

	Kathleen obeyed robotically.  She was completely overwhelmed by the sadist.  Pain exploded in her broken knees and throbbed in her shattered arm as she placed herself over Jenna.

	Stryker took Jenna’s ankles again, lifting her legs high, now angrily thrusting his bloody blade into the little girl’s asshole, hard and deep, then yanking it out,

ripping Jenna’s poophole, gashing it, then stuffing it with his bursting cock.

	“Ahh yeahh!” the killer growled. “That’s real nice, mom. Real fuckin’ nice.

Your little girl’s so warm and sweet inside -” Then he stared down meanly at Jenna. “Lick her, you little weasel. Lick your mom’s peepee or I’ll put that knife back in you.”

	Kathleen tottered on broken legs.  Jenna moved her bloody mouth against her mother’s cunt.  Stryker ungagged Kathleen and frenchkissed the hapless

phys.ed teacher as he sodomized her daughter’s bloody shithole. He bit Kathleen’s cheeks and neck. Still holding up Jenna’s coltish legs Stryker cut deep into the little girl’s feet and ankles with his knife.  He slashed at Kathleen’s tits, sliced her nipples open, made the young bitch kiss him while he continued to prod and slice her with his knife.  He spat in Kathleen’s eyes and in her mouth, slid out of Jenna, punched his fist into mom’s upraised face, knocking her into the wall and off her daughter. Then he took the nail gun arranged Jenna’s legs over the woodbeam and completed the gruesome child crucifixion, shooting three spikes through Jenna’s quivering knife-slashed limbs.

	He carried the crucified children into the back yard, first Tyler, then Jenna,  lifting the T crosses, slipping the center beam into holes in a concrete

slab that extended from the rear of the house.  The sky was already starting to

brighten, dawn was glowing, dull and silver above them.

	The little boy and the little girl went up facing each other, their bloody bodies wetly gleaming, Jenna’s head tilted back to look at the dawning sky, Tyler’s slumped, blindfolded, his breath ragged.

	Stryker dragged Kathleen out of the house, tied her by her neck to the trunk of a mango tree in the scraggly weed-tangled yard.  He wanted her to watch.

	From the van Stryker got the last thing.

	He walked up to Tyler, ripped off the boy’s blindfold and put the Mickey Mouse ears on his head.  

	“Ggw?” Tyler whimpered hoarsely, his pale blue eyes flickering as he weakly raised his head.

	Stryker unsheathed his knife again,  put it to Tyler’s ears with surgical accuracy letting each delicate shell of skin fall to the dirt as the child huffed and squirmed on the cross.

	He moved down to the boy’s penis, drew it up with one hand and slow-sliced it clean off. Then he made the boy’s wasted throat almost scream as he poked deep

into the ripped ball-sacs with his knife tip. Going down on one knee the sadist

sliced both bleeding balls open and tore them out from between the boy’s thighs.

	Groaning with agony and desperate horror, the big gag still lodged in her mouth, her throat choked tight by the rope around the tree trunk,  Kathleen lay on her side, wrists roped behind her and watched as Stryker rolled out the gas grill and fired it up.

	She watched him heat up the knife.

	Tyler squirmed, his small crucified body posessed with the inexpressible energy of intense agony, his little Mickey Mouse eared head, bloody, turning

from side to side, eyes shut tightly.

	Stryker watched him, fed on the boy’s suffering.

	Jenna looked down at the ground in front of her,  fading from blood loss and trauma, her little heart beating weakly.

	Slowly the sun rose over the tangled trees and shrubs of Jade East Village, a beautiful Florida sunrise, dark orange, purple streaked, coming over the abandoned

houses lighting up the yard.

	Stryker stepped up to Tyler, knife blade red hot.  The crucified boy, raised high on the T cross matched the killer’s height. Stryker reached out to tilt his little victim’s chin up.  Gently, Stryker pressed his lips against him in a hungry tongue-kiss. The boy opened his eyes to see the sadist’s eyes right up close to his and

smell his breath and feel his hard tongue grazing against his then Tyler felt the

hot knife blade pressed to his side.

	Patiently taking his time, stroking his cock against the six year old’s gashed out bloody scrotum  Stryker gave him the knife.  Long cuts into his flanks

and belly, into his thighs and arms, shallow at first then deeper.

	He bit the boy’s slender neck and whispered into the bloody ear hole.

	“You’re going to die, scumbag. Die. You’re going to hell. You’re going to be Satan’s little fuckboy.”

	Kathleen across the yard could not hear Stryker’s words but she could see

the effect they were having on her broken, crucified baby.  The animal was kissing

and nibbling on Tyler and at the same time slicing him up with the hot knife. She

yanked desperately against the rope around her neck and the ropes around her

wrists but there was no give.  There was no escape, no hope, no release from this

unending horror.

	Stryker stepped away from Tyler, reheated the knife on the hissing grill flame.

	The morning sun rose higher.

	Jenna tried impossibly to breathe.  Urine and blood oozed from her battered

little cuntlet.  She lifted her eyes to see.

	Stryker went back to the boy. He cut both nipples off Tyler then put the hot knife to the middle of the six year old’s sliced up belly, to the indented belly button. Jenna saw him push the blade in, heard a sighing gas escape the bubbly wound.  Tyler arched against the cross, nailed hands extended, nailed feet arched, toes curled.

	Stryker took the knife out, sheathed it, moved up close to the crucified child and raised his cock to the wound he’d just made pushing into Tyler to gut-fuck him.

Leaning on the T cross, gripping the wood beam on either side of Tyler’s mouse-eared head the killer leaned down to whisper again as he slow-pumped his shaft

into the child’s innards.

	“This - this - uhhh - this is all you’ll have for all eternity little Tyler.  This all up inside your little body.  The devil’s big thing all up inside you forever.”

	Tyler’s mouth opened in a silent scream and Stryker spit in it.  He then kissed the suffering child again, obscenely and licked his pretty eyes.

	Stryker withdrew from Tyler and reached into the gutwound to pry out a

thin strand of pinkish intestinal gut as Tyler wrenched crazily against the cross, his crazed baby eyes looking up into the dawning sky.  After he  pulled out almost

a foot of entrail from the boy’s belly Stryker left it there, dangling down over

the boy’s castrated crotch and he went back to the grill to reheat his knife.

	It was Jenna’s turn now and Kathleen watched shaking uncontrollably,

rattling the mango tree as the back of her head thumped against its trunk.

	Stryker stabbed deep into the top of Jenna’s thigh and sliced downward toward the knee. At the knee he pulled the knife out then put it in again

raking it down to her nailed ankle.  He repeated the two cuts on the child’s other leg as Jenna surged and gurgled and shook the T cross she was nailed on. Working with deliberate precision the killer made several parallel cuts to the first on Jenna’s legs skinning the child’s limbs, stripping off chunks of bloody flesh.  Crouched

before his girl victim he put the knife to her battered and butchered sex and

cut her little cuntlet out, excising the small triangle of female flesh out neatly with three perfect cuts, her blood riffing and spurting out on his face and arms.

	He poked and prodded her belly with the knife, gouging the child, moving up her body to cut out her nipples and draw savage X cuts across her chest.

	Then, after reheating the blade he gouged into her belly button, just as he’d

done with Tyler, cutting himself a fuckhole in the crucified ten year old.

	He sheathed his weapon and put his cock to her belly and entered her.

	He held her angelic face in his big bloody hands.

	“You’re mine now, sweetie - all fucking mine - but in a little while you’ll be with Tyler and your mom.  You’ll be in a dark terrible place forever.”

	He kissed the terrified silent child, as she sagged weakly on the cross.

	He pressed hard into her, up to his balls, feeling the hot muck of her insides

all around his invading shaft.

	“You’re gonna be Satan’s little fuckpuppet - just like your brother - forever - 

just like this - forever - every second, of every minute, of every hour -”

	He thrust his tongue into her ear.

	He licked her and tongue kissed her again.

	Then he sank his teeth into the graceful stalk of her neck, hard, tearing into her jugular and drinking her blood as she trembled and spasmed, her blonde

mane brushing his bald head.

	Pulling out of the little girl he now pinched a gut strand out from her belly wound just as he’d done with Tyler.

	He stabbed small meat-hooks through each child’s dangling entrails, strung both hooks up to a larger rusty winch that dangled on a pulley line from a tree branch above their crucified bodies and pulled on a take-up line to slowly gut his dying victims, to pull their innards upward, their broken battered childbodies nailed down and ripped open, spurting blood in beautiful arcs, lit and warmed in

the fresh sunshine of the new day.

	He went to Kathleen and untied her from the tree, dragged her out to the

concrete slab between her dying children to be bathed in their blood, unggaged

her and rubbed his cock on her spattered face.

	“Suck my cock like you love me. I’m not gonna force you to do it.”

	She turned to him obediently.  There was nothing left for her.  She was his.

Broken. Used up.

	He untied her hands and she gave him everything he wanted, rubbing his

big shaft gently, caressing as she sucked him, on her knees for him, the hurt of her broken limbs thundering through her. She licked his balls and his asshole and drank his piss while her babies died, framed above her in the orange dawn.

	He took out his knife and sliced both her breasts off her and she slumped

to the ground dying.

	Jenna was already dead and Tyler was wheezing his final breath.

	She watched him cut the children’s eyes out, pressing his heated blade into their little faces.

	She cried out weakly, sobbed.

	“Kill meee -” she gasped. “Pleease - kill meee -”

	He plunged his blade into her guts a few times then sheathed his knife and took the gun out.

	He kicked her on her belly and fired twice into her lower back exploding

her kidneys inside her, the bullets ripping out through her belly and into the ground.

	He put a bullet into each of her extremities, arms and legs then he kicked her

on her back and fired twice, one into each of her feet.

	She thought it was over then, felt herself fading but a short while later

she came to.

	He had cut pieces of Jenna and Tyler from them, fingers, toes, bits of flesh.

	He was cooking them on the grill.

	There were two metal dildos propped up on the grill on either side of the cooking meat.

	The battered broken phys.ed teacher felt herself being hauled upward.  The winch hook driven under her neck tore out through her mouth.

	She hung there bleeding, the heat of the sun playing on her face and looking down she saw the monster take the metal dildos from the grill with tongs and lift them one at a time and press them into her filling her cunt and then her asshole with blistering steel, smoke and heat sizzling up from her as she groaned and shook in a final balletic death spasm.

	The last thing she saw was the monster dipping a basting fork into the grilled

pieces of human meat on the grill, taking one and lifting it to his mouth.

	Then Kathleen swooped upward into the hot sunlight.  Far above her Jenna

and Tyler were already racing, gleeful, free of the monster’s greed, moving on

gull-like wings over the sparkling ocean.





	Stryker buried the Waters family next to the teen he’d murdered a week earlier, near the back wall of the yard in the Jade East Village house.

	He’d fucked their destroyed bodies one last time, devoured the bits of them he’d cooked and then hacked them to pieces with an axe, wrapped them in a plastic tarp and pushed them into a hole in the ground.

	After he cleaned up the site, put the grill away, he disassembled the bloody T crosses and tossed them into the grave with his victims.  It took him a half hour

to fill the hole back up.  

	It was afternoon by the time he got back to his house

in Orlando. He would spend the day sleeping and maybe cleaning up the mess in the

torture chambers.

	Then it would be time for a fresh hunt.

	He wondered how long it would be before he saw Kathleen and her two children and that stupid teenage girl on the news.

	Not long probably.

	Things like that didn’t take long to make the news anymore.

	He’d have a small window of opportunity at Disneyworld.  Two, three months maybe.  Six, seven families.  

	He lay on the bed where he’d first raped the Waters, where he’d torn into Kathleen’s young body with the spiked whip.  The plasma screen near the bed

now showed an empty bathroom, a blood-spattered floor, chains hanging motionless.

	Stryker shut it off, drew a sheet over himself and went immediately to sleep.
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