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   Foreword From The Author. 

   

   

   Over two-hundred years ago, one of the most notorious, brilliant, perverted authors that ever lived penned the masterpiece, ‘120 Days of Sodom.’ That writer was, of course, The Marquis de Sade. 

   When I was a young, teenage-boy, I found a dog-eared copy of 120 Days in a charity shop which I bought for twenty-five pence out of my pocket money. Perhaps if the old woman behind the counter had realised the full extent of the gleeful depravity contained within its pages, she might not have sold it to the skinny, wide-eyed boy with the bad hair and glasses. I hold that one book responsible for setting me on my course of writing extreme horror. I will never forget the feelings of utter revulsion and terror 120 Days stirred up. If, during my writing career, I manage to terrorise you, dear reader, even half as much The Marquis de Sade terrorised me, then I will be a happy man. And seeing as this is his two-hundred year anniversary, I felt the overwhelming urge to write a homage to the true master of horror. The result is ‘Splatterpunks.’

   I urge you to proceed with caution, the following story is not for everyone. 

   

   

   




 

   

   

   

   Not joy but joylessness is the mother of debauchery.

   - Frederick Neitzsche 
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   It was all just so fucking boring. Sebastian Connell-Wright laced his fingers behind his head and stared up at the high ceiling as the high-class whore performed deep throat fellatio on his semi-hard cock. This bitch was costing him five thousands pound an hour. Five thousand fucking pounds. Sure, that was small change to him but it was still a fair wad of dosh. He certainly expected more than this for what he’d forked out.

   “What else do I get for my money?” he languidly enquired.

   She eased her mouth off his wet shaft to reply. “Whatever you want, baby.”

   “You tell me. You’re supposed to be the BDSM queen of London.”

   “I have a high pain threshold. My pussy and arse can stretch to gigantic proportions. And no one inflicts pain better than me.”

   “Is that right? The thing is baby, I kinda like to be the one to dish it out, you know what I mean? And I know plenty of women with cavernous cunts and arses so stretched that the shit just drops out of them. Do you do scat?”

   The pretty young woman paled. 

   No, fuck pretty, he thought. She’s a fucking goddess.

   The girl was naked, and not a day over twenty-two. Tits just a shade too large for her slim frame stuck out jauntily and he guessed he could probably circle his hands round her tiny waist. Not that she was bony or anything, her arse was one of sublime beauty, not too big, but certainly with plenty enough meat there for him to grab. Sebastian liked a nice, meaty arse.

   “No. I don’t do scat.”

   “Shame.”

   He knew better than to fuck with her. This slag was untouchable, she didn’t even have a pimp, she had a goddamn agent. If she left him with even a hair out of place he’d probably live long enough to pay the price.

   I should never have chosen this one, I don’t know why I bothered.

   You chose her because she’s beautiful.

   Sebastian sighed. He was a sucker for a pretty face, and a real sucker for a pretty body. Unfortunately, in the real world, girls that looked like this one here were hardly worth the effort. Yes, of course they were in his league, but you couldn’t have any real fun with them. They were whining, money grabbing whores, the lot of them. Not to mention they were as dull as shit in the sack. 

   “You don’t do scat? Not even if I double the price?”

   “No, not for anything. Mainly because of diseases and stuff. My agent would kill me if she found out.”

   He supposed he could up the offer to a million, but no. Why should he? He was already pissed off at the idea of lobbing the slag even more money. He’d save it up for someone else, maybe even someone that he didn’t have to pay for. Five thousand was more than enough to pay for sex.

   And it was a pointless exercise if she wasn’t totally disgusted. Besides, he probably shouldn’t make too much of a mess of the hotel room. He liked this hotel and might want to come here again.

   “You do fisting, though, right?”

   “Yes.”

   “And you don’t mind a bit of dirty talk?”

   “Not at all.”

   “Then get on all fours, bitch.”

   She did as instructed without batting an eyelid.

   The thing was, Sebastian wasn’t into the BDSM sex scene. There were plenty of clubs out there that catered to rich men with more, how should one say, decadent tastes. Sebastian had even tried a few, but ultimately such places left him feeling a bit silly. All that leather, all those sex toys, all those willing participants. To be honest, he found them kind of weird.

   Sebastian fisted the girl’s vagina, ramming his hand in and out at speed. This was a mighty fine pussy, he had to admit. Most pussies that were no strangers to fisting were distinctly baggy. Not this one though, it was as tight as a gnat’s arse when his cock had been in it less than ten minutes ago. Talk about muscle control, like it had been trained in martial arts, or something. The daft thought made him smile.

   “You like that, slag?” 

   “Yeah,” she panted, her breath hitching in her throat with the violence of his thrusts.

   Sebastian couldn’t give a flying fuck if she did like it or not. He didn’t even know why he bothered asking. Maybe because it was as good a lead up as any to what he really wanted to say.

   “Have you ever been fucked with a chainsaw, cunt? Ever taken one of them up your love hole until it came out your throat?”

   She didn’t reply. Understandable, really, the slut seemed to have developed a bad case of selectiveness deafness, with her face buried in the silk pillow case and her arse in the air. He knew what she was thinking, ever the consummate professional she surely was;

   Sticks and stones may break my bones, but words will never hurt me…

   He smirked. Do you have any idea how much I want to break your bones, bitch?

   “Or how about a knife up your arse? Ever tried that? Slice right through to your cunt wall then you’d take a whole lot more than just a fist up there. Like your severed leg maybe, thigh stump first.”

   He was pretty sure she’d heard him. Fuck, it was no fun whatsoever without even a hint of a reaction. He had planned to fuck her up the arse for his grand finale and slap her around a bit, but he couldn’t be bothered anymore. 

   He withdrew his fist with a wet pop and the amazing vagina instantly sprung back to normal proportions.

   “Playtime’s over, sugar. Get dressed and get the fuck outta here.”

   “But you haven’t come,” she protested, wide eyed and now sitting upright.

   “Do you care?” He opened a bedside drawer and proceeded to empty five grand out of his bulging wallet, then handed it to her. “Now will you please get the fuck out?”

   The whore whose name he didn’t know dressed quickly in her classy attire of black pencil-skirt and while ruffle blouse. This was definitely the last time he paid for a high-class escort.

   Yeah, that’s what you said last time.

   His mobile went off the same door as the door slammed. As much as a fire regulation, hotel door could slam anyway. The name, ‘Richard Granger’ flashed on the screen.

   “Hello, Dick,” he said, picking up the mobile and pressing it to his ear.

   “I’m at Henry’s. Want to meet?”

   “Sure. Why the fuck not. I’ll be there in five.”
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   Sebastian was true to his word. Hell, he didn’t even have to get dressed, he hadn’t so much as undone the top button of his shirt with the diversion of the whore at the five star hotel.

   Henry’s was quiet tonight, probably due to it being a weeknight. A lone girl wrapped her lithe body around a pole on the otherwise deserted, raised platform that ran down the middle of the cavernous strip-club. Sebastian took a moment to access her out of sheer habit. He was never one to ignore a naked woman. She wasn’t his type; not enough up top, and what was there looked plastic. He hated plastic tits with a passion.

   He spotted Dick immediately; a short, fat, balding man sitting in one of the semi-circular booths that lined the perimeter of the club in London’s Soho.

   “Hello Dick, what’s up?” Sebastian asked, sliding in next to the older man on the red leather seat.

   Richard Granger would only allow two people in the world to call him ‘Dick,’ and luckily for Sebastian, he was one of them. If he wasn’t, he felt sure he wouldn’t still be in procession of his own penis right now. Or his life, for that matter.

   Dick clicked his fingers to get the attention of a passing waitress, gesturing to his empty whisky glass and holding up two fingers.  Sebastian gave the girl the once over. Now she was a looker. Briefly he wondered why she was waitressing and not stripping. What a waste. She was openly accessing him, curiosity stamped on her classically pretty face. He could almost hear what she was thinking…

   What the hell is that gorgeous guy doing with a fat, ugly old dude like him?

   Their eyes locked for a second and she lowered her gaze, caught out and blushing hard.

   “So, how’s the missus?” Dick was asking him.

   “Visiting a friend out of town or something. I don’t know, who the fuck cares.” he said, wrenching his attention away from the pretty waitress.

   Dick leered. “While the cat’s away…”

   “The rat will play,” Sebastian finished. “How’s your good wife?”

   “As fat and as disgusting as ever, but she serves her purpose. The cloak of marriage wonderfully conceals a multitude of sins.”

   Both men laughed heartily. A little flutter of nervous excitement clenched in his belly. When Dick summoned him like this, it invariably meant one of two things. Dick wished to confess something gloriously fiendish, or he wanted to plan another of their special little parties. 

   “So, son, what have you been up to?” the man asked in a deceptively casual manner.

   “When you called, I had just got rid of a high-class escort.”

   The man leaned in closer to him, his piggy little brown eyes gleaming merrily. “And?”

   “And I chucked the bitch out on her arse. Didn’t even get to shoot my load.”

   “Why not, son?”

   Sebastian sighed heavily. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me lately. I’m just so fucking bored of it all. The girls, the drugs, the limitless wealth and endless holidays. Our parties are the only thing that keep me sane. Oh, I don’t know, I just want more. It’s like I’ve got this big empty place, right here, right in my fucking soul,” he said, tapping his chest for emphasis . “And no matter what I do, it just seems to get bigger and bigger.”

   “Good job you met me today then, isn’t it? Because I’ve got just the thing to put the spring back in your step.”

   Sebastian’s heart quickened. Oh, how he loved this old fucker, much more so than he had ever loved his biological father. The old cunt had been as proud of punch of him when he’d told him what he’d done to his parents. How he’d poisoned them and fed their corpses to the Rottweilers on the Kent Estate. And this was the man that had been the best of friends with his father, the late Earl of Kent.

   Sebastian came from old money. Dick was new money; fingers in every pie, a thousand brown noses up his substantial arse, High Court Magistrate, you name it, Dick was up there when it came to controlling the country and the people in in that he held nothing but disdain for.

   “Tell me more, you disgusting old goat,” Sebastian said, all but giggling. “Are we to throw another party?”

   “Now, now, is that any way to talk to your godfather? I love you like my own flesh and blood, and this is how you repay me, with such marked disrespect?”

   Sebastian let out a hearty laugh. Richard Granger was an evil, perverted bastard in the truest sense of the word. He also happened to be especially fond of young men. The only reason he hadn’t ever touched dear little Sebastian when he was growing up was because he too was also an evil, perverted little shit. Perhaps even more so than he. The two males had sensed the evil in each other as surely as a pair of tomcats on heat. 

   “I am most glad that you didn’t love me like your own flesh and blood when I was growing up, for now I would surely have an arsehole the size of the Mersy Tunnel.”

   Although this was not strictly true; the only thing of substantial size on Richard Granger was his ever expanding girth. He was cursed with a pencil penis, no thicker or longer than a chipolata sausage. When erect. Sebastian had seen his pathetic excuse for a cock many times, usually when it was excavating a young man’s bottom at one of their delightful soirees.

   Dick accepted the compliment gracefully. “You flatter me so. However, I did not ask you here to discuss my prick. Maybe the needs of my prick, but that is something else entirely. I have an idea for a party. A different sort of idea.”

   Sebastian was intrigued. “Go on.”

   Their parties were legendry, and a good part of the reason that he and Dick were so close. Hosted by Dick, himself, and, of course, Harlan, they usually involved prostitutes of both sexes and various ages. Invariably they descended into violent orgies that left even the most hardened whore trembling in horror, shame, and disgust. 

   Deep in Sebastian’s depraved soul, he craved another party. It had been months since the last one. 

   That same, gorgeous waitress appeared at the moment Dick was about to reply with two tumblers of whisky on a tray. She set the drinks down on the table, and as she did so, Sebastian stared at her arse straining against the black fabric of her skirt. What an arse. What a body. Nicely curved, just on the right side of plump and Sebastian’s cock twitched in approval. She pretended like she didn’t know he was checking her out, but there was no disguising the blush that stained her cheeks and the upper portion of her chest that could be glimpsed above the high neck of the fitted, white shirt.

   “Of all the girls here, you gawp at the waitress?” Dick said when she had gone.

   Sebastian shrugged. “She’s pretty.”

   “Then she will come to our party! She will be your special guest.”

   “She’s not exactly our usual party guest now, is she?”

   “That, my dear boy, is entirely the point. That’s why this party will be like no other. More like a holiday, if you will. An endless party where the guests are not the usual fare. Where they are all our dreams come true. Where they are expendable.”

   Sebastian didn’t follow. “Expendable?”

   “Yes, my dear boy. I am bored of paying for what I need. Why should we not just take it? Take what we really want rather than just make do? And then do with them what we really want to do?”

   Sebastian was silent for a moment, letting the magnitude of his words sink in. “Because we don’t want to go to jail, perhaps?”

   “Did you go to prison after the untimely death of your parents?”

   “No. But that was undoubtedly only because of you.”

   “Exactly. I am the police. Oh, come my son, I know your urges are strong. Would you not like to exorcise them in a safe, controlled environment where anything goes? I believe it would be cathartic for all of us, especially my brother. His urges are getting the better of him, and if I don’t give him a safe place in which to vent, even I might experience difficulty in keeping him out of prison.”

   Sebastian thoughtfully scratched his perfect, manly, square jaw. “So instead of pros, we’re talking ordinary people off the streets? As in kidnapping?”

   “Where is the fun in corrupting something that is already corrupt? We need innocent flowers, plucked for our amusement, to do with whatever we will. Like that waitress over there whom you can’t stop staring at.”

   It was true, Sebastian was quite taken with her and freely admitted that his gaze was repeatedly drawn in her direction. Looks wise, she reminded him of the whore he had just been with. Except there was nothing whorish about this girl. Which would make what he wanted to do to her all the sweeter.

   “I have to admit I am intrigued by your suggestion. But I just can’t see how it would work. We’re not talking about the abduction of just one or two people now, are we?”

   “Indeed not. I was thinking around ten.”

   “How would we control so many people? Wouldn’t we need outside help to keep them in line? And where would we hold such a gathering?”

   “I have a château in France. It stands alone in the Bordeaux countryside without so much as a village for many miles. It is invisible from the main road, not that the road could ever be called ‘main’ by any stretch of the imagination. It is entirely sealed off from civilisation with an impenetrable stone wall that runs the full perimeter, all eight miles of it. Not even the postman gets past the front gate. And even if he did, it is a two mile drive to the front door.”

   “The guests could still run riot. Whatever weapons we may have could easily be turned on us. We would be outnumbered.”

   “You are right, there are many variables to be considered.”

   Sebastian smirked. “But nothing we can’t overcome, right?”

   “Absolutely. If there’s one thing life’s taught me, money can buy you anything.”

   The excited butterflies in Sebastian’s stomach fluttered all the harder. His head was already swimming with the possibilities.

   “Shall we draw up a guest list now? You are right about that waitress, she is certainly at the top of my list. But what about Harlan? Shouldn’t we wait for him before we plan any further?”

   “I don’t see the need,” the older man replied. “I think we should present it to him as fait accomplie. Besides, you know my brother’s tastes, they are broad, to say the least.”

   The very least, Sebastian silently agreed.

   Both Sebastian and Dick were evil sadists. Dick’s little brother Harlan was different. Yes, he was evil. Yes, he was a sexual sadist, (a sadist with no sexual preferences; if it was a hole, he’d fuck it.) But he was also insane. That is, insane in the manner of a wild animal; his actions were completely unpredictable and he was prone to violent tantrums. Only Dick, and occasionally Sebastian, could go some way to controlling his behaviour.

   Sebastian could do little to suppress the gleeful smirk that tugged at the corner of his full mouth. “So let’s talk details.”

   “I was also thinking that perhaps we could also invite our wives to the party.”

   “Our wives? Are you serious? I thought you hated yours as much as I hated mine.”

   Sebastian thought of his loser of a wife, and shuddered. He honestly didn’t know why he had married her. She was a retired model who had never quite made it to supermodel league, and he had made the mistake of marrying her for her tight body, pretty face and sexually submissive nature. If he divorced her now, the bitch would screw him over for every penny he was worth. He knew he would end up killing her one day, he just hadn’t gotten around to it yet. 

   Then the penny dropped. 

   Well, maybe that time has just come. 

   A grin slowly spread across Richard’s puddingy face. “Yes, my dear boy, this going to be one hell of a party.” 
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   Molly Harris couldn’t stop thinking about that handsome guy she’d seen at work; the guy who’d been sat with the short, fat one. There was just something about him, something mesmerising. It had been two days since she’d last seen him, but the image of his face still burned bright in her mind. 

   I wonder if I’ll ever see him again?

   She shook her head in disbelief. This was most unlike her. And anyway, he must be a pervert to frequent strip-clubs.

   But he didn’t look like a pervert.

   She had never seen a man like him. He was so attractive it hurt; handsome in the way of a Hollywood actor. There was a stillness about him, a brooding look of intensity that blazed behind his carefully composed, perfect features. That intensity was heightened by his relatively young age. She figured he couldn’t have been that much older than her, like, maybe mid-twenties. He exuded such maturity, from his expensive, tailored shirt, to his immaculately clipped, light brown hair, down to his gym honed body that was just on the right side of tastefully worked out. He was, without doubt, a man in control.

   And those eyes. God, those eyes. Pale blue, like a winter’s sky and equally as cold.

   Sighing heavily and shaking her head to dispel the image of him, she stepped out the front door, closing and locking it behind her.

   As she walked away from the large terraced house she shared with five other students on the main road, her mind turned to more mundane matters. Like how much she hated the fact she had been forced to take the job at the strip-club to pay her way through uni. It made her feel dirty, like a whore of something. Not that she was. Far from it. 

   It’s just a waitressing job, she reminded herself. It could be on the moon for all it matters, a waitress job is a waitress job.

   Even so, she knew she should have taken the cashier position at Tesco, despite the money being a lot less. 

   I wonder if he’ll be there tonight?

   She pulled the duffel coat more tightly around her body, as if the action would somehow squeeze the stupid thought out of her head along with the cold that seeped past her clothes into her bones.

   She shivered in the cold, December night and quickened her pace. 

   Should of got a taxi to work.

   But being a student, taxis were a luxury she simply couldn’t afford. She decided to treat herself to one after her shift with her tip money. 

   She was so lost in thoughts of the shift ahead that she didn’t notice the non-descript, black car that was curb-crawling her. It was hardly unusual, this was London after all, and the car didn’t register with her. There could be a hundred reasons for the car to creep along next to her; the driver could be looking for a convenient place to spit out the passenger, or was lost, or was perhaps waiting to pick up a friend…

   Or Molly Harris was about to be abducted. 

   Before she even had a chance to react, the rear car door threw open and a tall, wide man dressed from head to toe in black blocked her path. The stranger grabbed her and spun her round, holding her tight in a head-lock. Her feet paddled air where seconds ago they had been firmly planted on the pavement, then she was launched face-first onto the backseat. 

   This happened in less time than it took her to draw breath to scream. The scream died before it erupted from her lips thanks to a hard blow to the back of her head. Then there was nothing but blackness. 
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   Bethan Connell-Wright sat at her elaborately carved, white, fairy-tale dressing table. She looked beautiful, and she knew it. She applied a final coat of red lipstick, patted her new, Marilyn Monroe-esque platinum blonde bob, and allowed herself a nervous smile of approval. She stood up, briefly admiring the way the floor-length, slinky black dress clung to her equally slinky body.

   I hope Sebastian likes my new look.

   He won’t. He won’t because he doesn’t want you anymore and there isn’t a damn thing you can do about it…

   She knew that Sebastian was getting bored of her. They had been married for all of six months, but with every day that passed she could sense his emotional distance as surely and as predictably as autumn turned to winter. She was getting more than a little worried. The new hair was desperate measures.

   My marriage has gone beyond a new haircut. Nothing can save it.

   “Bethan? Are you ready?”

   It was Sebastian’s voice, drifting to her from beyond the bedroom door. Taking a deep breath, she went to join him in the dining room.

   Her heart sank when he didn’t comment on her hair. 

   “They won’t be long,” he said instead, gesturing absently for her to take a seat at the long, highly polished table.

   Sebastian remained standing when she nervously sat, her mouth dry with nerves and her voice shaky when she spoke:

   “I was rather hoping we might spend the evening just the two of us. I can’t remember the last time we spent an evening together, just talking, like we used to.”

   He regarded her thoughtfully, as if seeing her properly for the first time since she entered the room.

   “What the fuck have you done to your hair?”

   Despite the humour in his voice, Bethan was humiliated and dangerously close to tears. She was saved from answering when the door to the dining room opened. 

   “Would sir care to test the wine?” the butler asked.

   The overweight man in the black suit suited entered the room. He carried a silver tray held aloft, on which was balanced a crystal decanter half filled with red wine and five glasses.

   “No, sir wouldn’t. Just leave it on the table and show in the guests when they arrive.”

   The butler bowed slightly, and silently shut the door behind him. Sebastian proceeded to pour out two glasses of red, sliding one of them across the table towards her.

   She took a big gulp out of the glass, not savouring the taste of one of the finest Merlots in the land or giving a shit how expensive it was. All she wanted to do was get pissed.  It burned a path of comforting fire down to her stomach. 

   I wish this was whisky, was all she could think.

   She felt Sebastian’s eyes on her but refused to look up from the red liquid she swirled around in the glass.

   “I have exciting news, sweetheart. I’ll be sharing it at dinner tonight.”

   “News? What news?”

   She looked up from the swirling red liquid, her heart skipping a beat when her eyes locked with his. He may not love her anymore, but she sure as hell still loved him.

   Even when he hurt her, she still loved him.

   God help me.

   “It’s a surprise. Trust me, you’re gonna love it.”

   Although judging from the malicious glint in his eye, she very much doubted it. She allowed herself to take in how handsome he was, how at ease he was with the opulent surroundings of their five bedroomed, London home. Or rather, her home. This was where she spent all her time, despite Sebastian having at least five other homes dotted around Britain. If only he spent as much time in this house as she did.

   Just like the room he stood in, he was perfect. The crystal chandelier worth hundreds of thousands of pounds glittered like his pale blue eyes. Both were cold and hard, reflecting light, not warmth. The exquisite tailoring of his grey suit matched the understated décor of the room; both were classic and priceless.

   “Why did you marry me, Sebastian?”

   The question surprised her as much as it did him. He looked at her blankly.

   “Because I loved you.”

   Loved.

   Her heart sank.

   “And do you still?”

   “Do I still what?”

   “Love me. You’re twenty-five, blue blooded and with limitless wealth. I’m a washed up catwalk queen pushing thirty. Please tell me why you married me?” 

   “Because you understood me. You understood my needs.”

   Indeed she did. They may not have had sex for a few weeks, but the bruises remained. Unconsciously her fingertips fluttered to her right breast which still ached a little.

   He said understood. Past tense. 

   “Let’s not have this conversation now. Our guests are arriving any second.”

   “Your guests, Sebastian. Not ours.”

   How she hated his stupid, fat friend, Richard Granger, and his equally stupid, fat wife. But not as much as she hated Richard’s brother, Harlan. Oh yes, that guy didn’t just take the biscuit, he took the whole fucking barrel. And if truth be told, he scared her.

   “What’s wrong with you tonight? Why are you being a miserable bitch?”

   She looked up at him with sad eyes. “I miss you.”

   “For fuck’s sake, Bethan, we’re married, aren’t we? I’m here now, aren’t I?”

   “It’s not what I mean and you know it.”

   In a flash he was upon her, roughly pulling her to her feet by her slender upper arms and snarling into her face.

   “What the fuck is with you? I give you everything you want, don’t I? Look at your surroundings, do you know how fucking lucky you are to have all of this?”

   My beautiful, gilded cage, she thought sadly. Bethan wasn’t quite the gold-digger she was made out to be. She would swap all the money and the trappings of wealth if he would just love her like he used to.

   “I love you,” she said simply.

   He squeezed her arms harder until she cried out.

   “You’re hurting me,” she panted.

   “Yeah. And you love it, don’t you bitch?”

   Tears prickled her eyes, but they were tears of shame, not pain. He was right. She was a born masochist. She lived to receive pain, and more specifically, pain inflicted by Sebastian. Her soulful brown eyes locked with his. She recognised the hard glint in his gaze, she could tell he was seconds away from bending her over the table, impending guests be damned.

   It didn’t happen, and Bethan didn’t know if she was relieved or disappointed. He put her through the ringer, emotionally and physically, there was no doubt about it.

   Richard and Esther Granger were shown into the dining room by the butler and Sebastian left her side to shake Richard’s hand and slap him on the back.

    In that moment, for some inexplicable reason, she felt more alone than she had ever done in her life. Like he had truly deserted her in every possible way.

   She shook her head slightly to dispel the silly, paranoid thought.

   The two women politely nodded a greeting to each other. Bethan could tell that her dislike for the stupid fat cow was reciprocated. It didn’t take a genius to work it out from the way Esther glared at her when she thought no one was looking.

   “Where’s Harlan?” her husband asked.

   “Said he was running late when I called him just now,” Richard replied. “Busy with something, he said.”

   Bethan caught the unholy fire behind the fat, little man’s grin. She didn’t know what his secretive smirk was all about, but whatever it was, she didn’t like it.

   Nope, she didn’t like it one bit.

   “Yeah, well, he’s probably getting warmed up for the big event.”

   Both men laughed and Bethan shuddered without understanding why she did so. That bad feeling was back in all its glory.

   Sebastian proceeded to pour out the wine for his guests and gestured for the overweight couple to sit down.  Her eyes locked with Esther’s for the briefest of moments when she sat down directly opposite her. Was that a flicker of sadness she detected? Or perhaps fear? She almost felt sorry for her, being married to that fat cunt.

   Almost. Her fleeting pity was instantly replaced with the usual dislike when the passing look of human vulnerability on Esther’s wide face was pushed aside by a condescending smirk.

   Fat bitch. What’s she got to be so smug about?

   “Cheers,” Sebastian said, raising his glass in a toast. “To mine and Richard’s glorious surprise to be unveiled over dinner.”

   “Cheers,” Richard echoed, he too raising his glass.

   The table was too wide for the glasses to meet – not that either woman joined their husbands in the toast.

   The door opened and the butler entered, carrying four large plates effortlessly balanced up his arm.

   “Fabulous,” Sebastian boomed, clapping his hands together in delight. “My favourite. Chicken.”

   The men laughed again, and Bethan just didn’t get it. As far as she had always been aware, Sebastian’s favourite dishes were steak or fish, not chicken. Especially not chicken that to her untrained eye just looked like a single chicken-breast fillet plonked in the middle of each plate.

   “Shouldn’t we have white wine with chicken?” Esther asked, addressing Sebastian for the first time since they had arrived.

   “No. White wine is too acidic, you’ll be drinking only red. And perhaps champagne, apparently the bubbles reduce the acidity.”

   Richard brayed laughter and Bethan felt her heart kick up a notch.

   What the hell is going on here?

   She stared glumly down at the plate that the butler had placed in front of her. There wasn’t any kind of sauce on it or anything.

   “Sebastian?” she asked softly, tearing her gaze away from her bizarre dinner to look at him.

   “Yes, dear?” he said, the mirth in his eyes painfully obvious.

   “What’s going on?”

   When she glanced over at Esther, she too bore the same quizzical expression. 

   “Should I tell them? Or would you like to do the honours?” Sebastian asked Richard.

   “Oh, I think we should eat first, this starter looks so delicious, I can hardly wait.”

   Sebastian almost sprayed his wine out over the table at that.

   Esther put down her knife and fork and glared at her husband.

   “Richard. What on earth is going on? Don’t you think you’re too old for whatever this juvenile, school-boy prank might be?”

   Richard regarded his wife thoughtfully and Bethan watched their exchange in fascination, despite the weird turns this evening was taking. Absently she thought what an ugly couple they made. Esther was in her late forties to Richard’s late fifties. Like her husband, she was short and fat. Bethan doubted that she had ever been pretty. Her nose was too bulbous, and her eyes were too small. Her jawline was weak, further highlighting her numerous chins. The hair didn’t help either, a salt and pepper bowl cut that drew attention to the worst of every feature.

   And she really needs a dose of botox to sort out the forehead. Shit, it’s not like she can’t afford it.

   She wondered what Richard saw in her. Yes, he was a pig and she hated him, but he was still one of the richest men in Britain. A self-made man that could take his pick. It wasn’t like Esther was even nice. No, she just didn’t get it at all.

   “You’re never too old to have fun, my dear wife. And we are going to have a lot of fun, aren’t we Sebastian?”

   “Oh yes, Richard, we are.”

   Bethan glanced at her husband but he was ignoring her and tucking into his bland chicken fillet. Esther looked like she was about to say something further, but seemed to think better of it. The men ate the chicken and yet again the women locked eyes across the table. 

   That seemed to spur Esther into action. With a look of disdain on her fat face she picked up her knife and fork and cut into the chicken.

   Bethan didn’t pick up her own knife and fork.

   I don’t like this.

   “Eat,” Sebastian barked at her.

   That pissed her off. Yes, he was a sexually dominant monster in the bedroom, but he usually respected her in front of others.

   In her head she was walking out of the dining room and slamming the door behind her. Slamming the door on their relationship for good. 

   Instead she began to eat the bland chicken and Sebastian threw her the smallest nod of approval. It didn’t make her feel any better. 

   The four of them ate the ridiculous starter in silence and the creeping sense of unease intensified. Bethan drained her wine when the dry chicken got stuck in her throat.

   Sebastian and Richard finished their chicken at the same time.

   “Come on ladies, eat up,” Sebastian cajoled. “We’ll tell you all about our little surprise when you’ve finished your starters and we’re eating the main.”

   It felt like it took forever to finish the dry chicken, but the women persevered.

   Why are we eating this? Why aren’t we telling them where to go?

   Because we’re scared.

   That realisation was like the proverbial slap across the face. She hadn’t wanted to admit it, but she couldn’t deny it much longer. Richard obviously had the same kind of hold over Esther as Sebastian did over her.

   They’re playing us like puppets. 

   Bethan swallowed the last mouthful and got to her feet.

   “Where do you think you’re going?” Sebastian asked.

   “To the bathroom,” she replied.

   That wasn’t quite true. She had every intention of grabbing her coat and walking out on this nightmare dinner party. 

   “Sit back down.”

   The quiet command of his voice made the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stand up on end. Sebastian walked over to the bell that hung down next to the large bay window overlooking Hyde Park and rung it. Instantly the butler was in the room, clearing the plates. With him he brought a fresh bottle of the finest Merlot, and placed the opened bottle on the middle of the table.

   “Please, sit,” Sebastian repeated.

   Against her better judgement, she did as he asked of her. She wasn’t sure why. It was as if the power he had over her in the bedroom was spilling over into their daily life.

   Conversation turned to more mundane matters as they waited for the main course. Richard and Sebastian talked business and the women sat in silence.

   “So I said to the PM, I am sick of these bloody unions, these strikes are really pissing me off and if could I’d sack every last one of the useless cunts. Worker’s rights my arse…”

   Bethan wasn’t listening. His diatribe washed over her as she made light of her second glass of wine.

   In less than ten minutes the main course had arrived. When the plate was placed before her, Bethan’s heart slammed against her ribcage. She couldn’t catch her breath and she felt lightheaded and dizzy, like her skull was suddenly too tight and crushing her brain.

   “Sebastian? What’s going on?” she asked, staring in disbelief down at her dinner.

   “I don’t know what you mean,” he said with a smirk, then turned to address the butler. “You may take the rest of the night off. Kitchen staff too. Just be here at six tomorrow morning to clear up.”

   “Very good, Sir.”

   “Looks delicious,” Richard said, picking up his knife and fork. 

   Bethan just stared listlessly down at her plate. Not one chicken fillet this time, but two. 

   This has to be some kind of joke. What’s for pudding? Three fucking chicken fillets?

   “Richard, I have no idea what’s going on, but I want no part of it. I want to go home.”

   Bethan glanced up at Esther. There was a tremor to her voice, like she was on the verge of tears. She quite understood, she was feeling pretty choked up herself. This evening was turning into a surreal nightmare. 

   Richard blanked his wife and addressed Sebastian: “Should we tell them?”

   “I don’t see why not.”

   “Ladies, Sebastian and I are to throw a party.”

   Bethan and Esther looked at the two men blankly. 

   “And Harlan,” Sebastian added. “Don’t forget Harlan.”

   “I could never forget my baby brother. Who could?”

   “Indeed. And the good news is ladies, that for you the party games start now.”

   Bethan just wasn’t getting it. “What do you mean, the party starts now? I thought this was just a quiet dinner party for the five of us. Are other people coming round tonight?”

   Sebastian laughed like she had said something really funny and her flesh crawled.

   “No, darling, not tonight. We are going to the party, the party isn’t coming to us. In the meantime we are going to play a few party games to get us in the swing of things. Ladies, please remove your clothes.”

   Bethan just stared at him. Surely she hadn’t heard right. “This isn’t funny, Sebastian, I’m going.”

   For the first time, Esther was in agreement with her.

   “Too right. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’ve had enough. Come on Bethan, let’s leave these sad little men to their silly little games.”

   “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”

   Sebastian spoke with a smile but his voice was steel. It had the desired effect. Esther froze, standing over her chair, visibly trembling. Then her paralysis broke and she stomped over to the door, the voluminous, flowery dress billowing around her vast body.

   Sebastian sighed theatrically. “Fine, then we’ll do this the hard way. Maybe it’s for the best we flex our authoritative muscles early on so you know who’s boss.”

   As he spoke he pushed back his chair and he was upon the fleeing woman in seconds. Despite her bulk, he effortlessly grabbed her from behind in a headlock. She had reached the door and he fisted her bowl hair-cut, slamming her forehead against the wood panelling. His arms around her prevented her from sliding to the floor. 

   Bethan clutched her face in horror, a reflex scream escaping her lips.

   My God, this can’t be happening…

   Sebastian may well like it rough in bed, but that was just sex. It never even occurred to her that he could be a violent thug in everyday life. 

   Yeah, well, that’s what you get for marrying a guy you only knew for a month…

   “Listen up, Bitches, and listen good. As from now your lives have changed. You exist purely for our entertainment. I do not advise any more escape attempts, it could get incredibly ugly for you in a very short space of time. Now, I appreciate that this is a lot to take in, so perhaps we could all resume our places at the table like civilised adults before we get down to business. You will have to forgive us for being so hasty, we were just keen for the games to begin, weren’t we Richard?” 

   Spittle glistened on his full, lower lip and his face was a none-too-fetching shade of post-box. She didn’t recognise him. He looked insane.

   “Indeed we were, my dear boy,” Richard replied.

   He certainly didn’t look any saner. His piggy little eyes shone with an unsavoury light and he leaned back in his chair, his fingers laced casually behind his bald head like he didn’t have a care in the world.

   Bethan hadn’t moved a muscle. She had barely even breathed. She stared at the unfolding scene in wide eyed disbelief, her knuckles white from clutching the table edge.

   Esther was moaning incoherently, her body still slack. That must have been quite a blow to the head, it was a wonder she was still conscious. Sebastian gripped her under her armpits and half walked her, half dragged her over to the table where he dropped her on her chair. She stared over at Bethan with glazed, stunned eyes. Sebastian remained standing behind her, his hands resting casually on the back of her seat.

   “Now, let’s start this again shall we? Bethan, please take off your dress.”

   “Fuck you.”

   The words came out before she had a chance to stop them.

   “Yes, I will, don’t you worry about that. Don’t make me ask you twice, I’m not keen to do any lasting damage to either of you at this stage. Especially you, dear wife, it would be such a shame to mar your perfect body.”

   Richard laughed. “Makes no difference to me, my friend.”

   Sebastian shot him a stern look. “When it comes to our wives, only with each other’s permission, remember? That was the deal, right?”

   “You almost knocked my wife unconscious.”

   “I had no choice, she was escaping.”

   “Okay, okay, point taken,” Richard said, holding up his hands in mock-surrender. 

   “Good. Now Bethan, take off your damn dress this instant.”

   During the men’s brief exchange while their attention had been diverted, Bethan had slipped her table knife under her rump.

   If I stand up to take off my dress, they’ll see it.

   Maybe not, they’re on the other side of the table.

   She let out a little sob. If her only weapon of self-defence was a table knife, then she was well and truly fucked.

   “Bethan? What are you waiting for? Get on with it.”

   Shakily, she got to her feet. The sense of unreality was all-consuming; that and fear was a palpable thing that churned in her guts and goose-bumped her skin. 

   The evening gown slithered down her body in a whisper of soft material. Beneath it, she was bra-less. She wrapped her arms around her small breasts, in that moment all the passion and love she had ever felt for Sebastian changing into blazing hatred.

   “Knickers too, please, then sit down again. Although you can leave on the high heels, they’re rather becoming. And would you please stop crossing your arms like that, you look like an old fishwife.”

   She sat down swiftly after removing her panties, eager to protect the smidgen of modesty she had left. Richard’s nasty little eyes latched onto her breasts which she kept covered with her arms, despite Sebastian having told her not to.

   “Not bad, for a woman, I must say.”

   It was only in that second that Bethan realised Richard was gay. Not that it mattered, but it did explain why he was married to such a fat pig. He was just using her so he could get on with fucking men in peace.

   Probably boys, the fat cunt…

   “Isn’t she?” Sebastian agreed. “I almost feel sad about what we have planned.”

   “You can’t be serious.”

   “I did say almost.”

   During Bethan’s strip, Esther remained statue-still. It was only now she spoke, like the fog, or mild concussion was beginning to clear from her addled brain.

   “Richard? I am your wife. All the years I’ve stood by you, and this is how you treat me? I don’t understand, why are you doing this to me?”

   Richard’s outwardly jovial exterior evaporated, revealing his true self.

   “Now listen here, you fat cunt, I’m sick of your whining and moaning and constant fucking nagging. I have had it up to here with you. Get on your fucking knees before your master.”

   “Richard! Please stop this, I don’t understand…”

   Her words gave way to a pitiful squeaking sound when Richard got to his feet and slapped his wife across the face. He fisted her hair and shoved her off the seat and she landed in a heap on the floor.

   During their exchange, Sebastian had walked over to the Victorian sideboard and opened a drawer, producing a small revolver. He trained the nozzle of it on Bethan.

   Her blood ran cold.

   “I think our wives need to learn who’s boss, they need disciplining.”

   Richard stuck out his bottom lip like a petulant school-boy. “Guns are so boring. The whole point is to have some pre-party fun with the bitches.”

   “I agree, my friend. I just thought it might make them a little more compliant. A little more cooperative.”

   “Sebastian,” Bethan said softly. Only when their eyes locked did she continue. “It’s not too late, whatever it is you feel you want to do, you can stop now. Nothing’s happened yet, nothing has to happen. Just walk out the door and leave me and Esther alone. We’ll pretend this never happened. Because nothing has happened.”

   “Have you finished?” he asked in a bored tone.

   Bethan didn’t reply. She didn’t know what to say, what to do. All she knew was that if she gave into the growing sense of desperation then she was completely fucked.

   Richard was towering over his wife, who groaned and pulled herself into a sitting position. He kicked her square in the rolls of fat that comprised her stomach and laughed when she doubled over.

   Richard giggled and clutched his expansive gut.

   “Oooh, I can feel the chicken working through.”

   With that he stood on the chair that his wife had just vacated and pulled down his suit trousers and underpants. He squatted over the table, his wide, hairy arse hovering over her plate of untouched chicken fillets.

   Bethan was having difficulty believing what she was seeing. Her stomach clenched and her tongue arched with the sudden rush of bile that flooded her mouth.

   Richard was shitting on his wife’s plate. The thick, brown turd smoothly exited his arsehole in one solid line, landing heavily so that the plate clattered slightly on the wooden table. Bethan could only stare at the horrific spectacle in a state of shock.

   “Dinner is served, ladies,” he said with a chuckle. 
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   Molly’s head was groggy with the mother of all headaches. She opened her eyes to darkness, her mind a blank. She was cold and aching from head to toe. The monotonous vibration of an engine penetrated through the fog clouding her brain.

   Where am I? What happened? What’s the last thing I remember?

   The words tumbled meaninglessly in her mind as she tried to make sense of them, of what was happening to her.

   She was lying on her side and her arm was asleep from lying awkwardly on it. Only when she went to bring her hands round to her chest did she realise her wrists were tied behind her back. For a moment the ground lurched and jolted beneath her and she wondered if her system was poisoned with drugs. She forced open her heavy, sticky eyelids.

   The earth moved again. No, that couldn’t be her. She struggled into a sitting position, pulling frantically at her binds. Only then did she realise that she wasn’t alone.

   “You’re awake, then. Thank God someone is awake.”

   It was so dark that for a moment she couldn’t see who had spoken. She forced her eyes to adjust, and could only then just about make out a young guy sitting a few inches from her on the floor, leaning against the wall. Fleetingly, she assessed him. Was he friend or foe?  It was near impossible to discern hair or eye colour in the dark, but he was tall, slim and even in the blackness she could sense he was a looker. His hands too were tied.

   Friend, she decided.

   “Where am I? What’s happening? Who are you?”

   Speaking made her realise how thirsty she was, how constricted her throat was and how cracked and gungy were her lips. When the small room they were in swerved sideways, she fell backwards and the air slammed out of her.

   “Can you crawl over to me? You’re less likely to roll if you’re propped up against something.”

   Roll? What the hell’s he going on about?

   Of course. I’m in the back of some kind of van or something. That explains why the ground’s moving…

   It doesn’t explain jack-shit.

   She groaned and hauled her aching body into a sitting position once more.

   At least I’m still dressed, she thought with the smallest amount of relief. I haven’t been raped.  Her duffel coat was gone though, leaving her in just the short black skirt, black tights and white blouse.

   No wonder I’m bloody freezing, she thought.

   Her eyes were adjusting to the dark with every passing second and she saw the cute guy in front of her had on a thick pullover and jeans, so it was alright for him.

   She took in her surroundings. The space was less than six feet wide and perhaps twelve foot long.

   That’s when she noticed the others for the first time and gasped in shock. Four bodies were sprawled out on the floor behind her. There was a boy and a girl, just arm’s length away, their faces almost touching like sleeping lovers. Two more behind them, lying awkwardly on the hard ground. All of them had their wrists bound behind their backs.

    For a second she thought that all four bodies were writhing in pain, then she realised it was just a trick of the dark and the way their lifeless bodies shifted slightly with the erratic motion of the vehicle.

   “Are they..?”

   “Dead?” the young man finished for her. No, just out cold. Drugged, probably. So far, you and me are the only ones awake.”

   “Who are you?” she asked in a hoarse whisper.

   “Name’s Mike Presdee. How about you?”

   “Molly. Molly Harris.”

   “Well Molly, I think it’s safe to say, welcome to hell.”

   He leaned his head back against the wall and closed his eyes. Molly was having none of his reticence. So many questions hovered on the tip of her parched tongue, she didn’t know where to start.

   “What’s going on, Mike? Why are we in the back of a van? Where are we going? Why are we here? What the fuck is going on?”

   He opened his eyes when she raised her voice.

   “I know just about as much as you do. I was walking home after a long shift at the garage and I was kidnapped. Then I woke up here.”

   Kidnapped.

   As soon as he said that word it jolted her own memory. I was on my way to work. This car pulled up alongside me. I was grabbed…

   And that’s the last thing I remember until waking up just now.

   “Same here,” she said. “But why?”

   The man shrugged as best he could with his hands tied behind his back. “I haven’t the foggiest.”

   She shuffled over to him so she was sitting with her back to him. One shoulder pressed against the cold metal of the wall and the tips of her fingers brushed against his.

   “Let’s untie each other. Come on, we can do it.”

   “No.”

   “No? What do you mean, no?”

   “The van stops every once in a while and the driver checks on us. He has a gun.”

   His words were the equivalent of a bucket of ice-water dumped over her head. Yet it made perfect sense. Who would go to all this bother of such an elaborate kidnapping just to let them run wild?

   The engine’s hum grew deeper in tone and Molly lurched sideways when the engine spluttered and died. 

   “Get back in position,” the boy called Mike hissed. 

   He flopped sideways, playing dead, but it was too late. The corrugated sliding door of the van whooshed up. By the time she lay down a man had already swung his bulky figure up into the back of the vehicle, making it sway, the soles of his hard boots echoing on the metal floor.

   “Two of them are awake,” he shouted back to whoever was travelling up front with him.

   “Then put them the fuck down,” a male voice drifted back to them.

   Molly glimpsed past the man and the opened door, but didn’t see much of anything – it was night and she glimpsed nothing but muddy countryside.

   The man towered over her and neither she nor Mike could even pretend to be asleep. The gun dangling from his fingers was all too apparent and her stomach somersaulted. 

   “No please,” she began, but the words were cut off when he placed his big, black boot over her neck.

   “Shut up, bitch, I don’t want no dramas.”

   Keeping his foot on her neck, he leaned down and she felt a sharp prick at her upper arm, easily penetrating through the flimsy material of her shirt.

   The fucker’s injected me, was her last coherent thought.

   For the second time that night, Molly was unconscious.
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   Esther simply was not cooperating. She had been propped up in the chair but her eyes were glazed and her head kept lolling forwards. Richard stood over and slapped her face from side to side.

   She remained unresponsive.

   “Eat your dinner, you fat bitch,” he admonished. “Here, fucking eat.”

   He grabbed the fork and curled her slack fingers around the handle. Holding onto her left hand with his own hand, he placed his free arm around her neck in a headlock, then stuck the prongs of the fork in the turd.

   Bethan gagged. The stench of shit was strong, even from the other side of the table. Richard scooped up a generous portion of shit and brought the fork up to her mouth.

   Esther found her lost strength. Molly watched in utter revulsion and morbid fascination the way her forearm trembled trying to keep the stinking turd away from her face. For a little fat man, Richard was surprisingly strong. Stronger than his wife, anyway. When she opened her mouth to scream, the offending fork was shoved in.

   Esther’s eyes bulged and her face reddened alarmingly, expanding to even wider proportions like a puffer fish.

   The shit-caked fork clattered to the floor and Richard held his free hand over his wife’s mouth. She screamed a blood curdling scream into his palm but he did not let up.

   “Fucking eat it, you ungrateful cunt!”

   The poor woman had no choice. Bethan could see the moment she swallowed from the way her throat bulged slightly and her eyes rolled back in her head.

   The rise of vomit caught Molly completely by surprise. She swivelled in her seat and threw up over the polished floorboards. 

   “Oh my God, Bethan, that’s disgusting.”

   Her husband’s voice barely penetrated through the ringing noise in her ears and she looked up at him through bleary eyes. He stood over by the sideboard, the gun sill trained on her.

   “Why are you doing this to me?” she wailed, wiping her snotty nose on her bare forearm. 

   “Because I can. Because I’m bored of you, dear wife.”

   “Then divorce me, for fuck’s sake.”

   “Where would be the fun in that?”

   She could hear Esther moaning from the other side of the table but refused to look, refused to even think about what the wretched women was being forced to eat.

   Her stomach cramped again.

   No. You mustn’t think about it.

   “You’re a bastard.”

   It was pathetic, but it was all she could think to say. He laughed happily, like she had paid him a compliment.

   “Oh, come now, Bethan. You know you like it rough. That’s why I married you.”

   She couldn’t even begin to formulate an articulate response to that, it was just stupid. There was a world of difference between rough sex and violent insanity. Besides, her cramping stomach was making it difficult to speak without chucking up over her words. When Esther’s moans of protest intensified she covered her ears with her hands and squeezed her eyes tightly shut.

   This can’t be happening, this can’t be happening...

   She gasped when strong hands wrenched her hands away from her ears, and she opened her eyes to her husband standing over her. The gun was pressed to her temple. An overwhelming urge to piss and shit joined in with the nausea.

   That’s just wonderful.

   “You must never ignore me, Bethan, I am your husband, do you understand?”

   When she didn’t answer he bashed the side of her head with the butt of the gun hard enough for her to see a flash of stars. “I said, do you understand?”

   “Yes,” she squealed. 

   “Good. I know you like this. I know you want to be hurt. Properly hurt. I’m a sadist and you’re a masochist. You still love me and I want to destroy you. It’s the perfect match. So why don’t we take this relationship to its natural conclusion? Trust me, you’re gonna love it.”

   He fisted her hair and pulled her to her feet. She could hardly stand she was trembling so violently. Every inch of her exposed flesh was goose-bumped and her nipples were rubbery and tender. He let go of her hair and cupped her face, staring deeply into her eyes. For a second there she thought she glimpsed the man she had fallen in love with. 

   Then he delivered a stinging slap across her face.

   “Never back-chat me.”

   Roughly, he spun her round and bent her over the table, holding her down by the scruff of her neck. Once more he grabbed great fistfuls of her newly bleached hair and lifted up her head so aggressively she thought her neck would snap. She heard the fly of his suit pants descend and felt the head of his cock probe her arse-crack. 

   “Watch them,” he hissed, not for a second letting up on her hair.

   She didn’t know why she kept her eyes open. It wasn’t like he could see her face. But look she did because her husband had told her to. She watched Richard force-feed his wife his own excrement as Sebastian mounted her from behind. 

   He slid in easily because she was wet. Despite her terror and her revulsion and the fact that Esther looked close to passing out in a trance like state way beyond terror, Bethan continued to watch them.

   “And what the fuck were you expecting to do with this?” he growled as he slammed unmercifully into her.

   For a second she didn’t know what he was talking about. When she felt a sharp pain in her shoulder blade, she worked it out.

   He’s found the knife I was sitting on. Something hot and wet ran down her side. My blood. He’s cutting me, oh dear God above, he’s cutting me…

   Her orgasm exploded after so few thrusts, and with it there was an explosion of sorts in her mind. When his hands circled her neck and squeezed, all she could think was how much she loved him.

   And she knew she was doomed.
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   The deep rumble and vibrations of the engine stirred Molly into consciousness and for a moment she didn’t dare open her eyes. She was propped up awkwardly against the wall and slowly her ghastly situation came back to her. The dull, aching numbness in her arms and wrists had turned to pain and she could no longer even feel her hands. 

   Her eyes snapped open. It was still so dark. Everything appeared as it had before. Still the same van, the same travel companions. Instinctively she cast her gaze around for Mike. It was so dark it was hard to spot him, but she thought that might have been him splayed awkwardly against the opposite wall to her. They had been separated, probably a deliberate ruse to disorientate them further and prevent them from talking should they wake up.

   We’re being hoarded like cattle. But to where? And why?

   Wherever it was they were destined, she was as sure as shit it wasn’t anywhere good.

   “Is anybody awake?” she called out hoarsely, her feeble voice almost drowned out by the roar of the engine.

   No one spoke straight away and she thought everyone was either unconscious or no one had heard. Or perhaps they were too scared to speak.

   “Yes,” said a female voice just when she had given up on a reply. “Who are you?”

   It was the girl lying on her side next to her that had spoken. She looked young, not even eighteen, although it was incredibly hard to tell in the dark. She was lying in an awkward position with her hands tied behind her back, just like all of them.

   “My name’s Molly. Who are you?”

   “Evangeline. Where are we? Where are we going? Why is this happening to me?”

   The girl sounded pitiful and Molly’s heart went out to her. She was just so young. If only she could give the poor girl an answer.

   “I don’t know. How were you kidnapped, Evangeline? Do you know why anyone would want to do this to you?”

   She knew she was clutching at straws, but if this girl knew who she had pissed off to wind up here, then maybe it would give her a clue as to why she was here. Right now, knowledge was her only power.

   “I was walking back from a shift at the shoe shop and these guys just pulled up in a car and took me…”

   Her words trailed off into soft sobbing.

   “Do you have enemies, Evangeline?”

   “No. Who are you anyway?” she asked between choking sobs. “Are you one of them?”

   “What? No, I’m just trying to piece all this bullshit together…”

   Molly’s words were cut short by the change in tempo of the engine and the fact the vehicle was lurching more erratically.

   The engine revs decreased and turned into more of a deep rumble before it died completely. Either this was another pit-stop, or wherever it was they were headed, they had arrived. She head a door slam, then footsteps crunching on gravel. She tensed up in terror and scrabbled away from the end wall that was making loud banging and clanging noises.

   The entire wall slid up with an almighty crack like thunder, and fresh, but icy air rushed in. She hadn’t realised how sour the air in here had got; sweat mixed with fear. A primal and feral odour, like the stench from caged animals.

   Which is exactly what we are to these people.

   “Just two of them awake,” the short, overweight stranger said to someone else that she couldn’t yet see. He was waving a gun at them. “Two of the girlies.”

   “Leave them to me, I’ll take it from here. Just stand by and keep an eye on the rest, put them down if they come to, I’ll deal with them in a bit.”

   “Right you are, boss.”

   The short, fat man who had perhaps been the driver stepped to one side, the gun casually trained on them. A new man came into view.

   It was dark, but Molly was able to make out more details by the light of the moon.

   The girl called Evangeline didn’t stop crying when the man pointed the gun at them. 

   “Out,” he said, flicking the gun.

   The man was completely unfamiliar to her. The first thing she noticed about him was his height and the sheer width of his shoulders. He was maybe late thirties and dressed in a dapper suit complete with waistcoat. His face glowed red with the light from the taillights. He would have been handsome, were it not for the scar that ran the length of his left cheek. Molly shivered at the sight of him. He was just wrong, not that there was anything glaringly up with his appearance that she could put her finger on. Maybe it was the intensity of his dark eyes. They positively glowed with delight, like he was sharing some fabulous joke. 

   Molly wasn’t laughing. “Who are you? What do you want with us?” she asked over the girl’s noisy crying.

   “Just your company, my dear child. Just your company.”

   She didn’t move and stared defiantly up at him. At the end of the long, gravel driveway behind him, she could make out a huge building beneath the watery moonlight. It looked like a castle, or a mansion. It didn’t look British, that was for sure. More like a French Château. 

   Am I in France?

   That made sense. Judging from her aching bones, she had been in the back of the van for a long time.

   “Welcome to Château a la Pain,” the man said with a nasty smirk, confirming it.

   Not that it helped her situation any.

   “What are we doing in France?” 

   “All in good time, my darling.”

   He lunged for her feet and she hardly flinched, her reflexes were so dulled by fatigue. He pulled her to the opened door by her ankles and she fell clumsily backwards, her tied wrists crushing painfully between the weight of her body and the floor. When her rump was at the edge of the van with her legs dangling over the edge, he pulled her roughly to her feet by her hair.

   “Hey,” she gasped, batting weakly at his hands.

   He let go of the long, blonde strands and nudged her forwards with the gun between her shoulder blades. She stumbled, just managing to right herself in time before she fell flat on her face.

   “Driver,” the unnamed man called. “Get the other one out the van, will you?”

   The shorter man grunted his consent and the girl’s screams intensified until they were of ear splitting volume. Molly didn’t know where she got the energy to make so much noise. Apart from anything else, it was just such a waste of precious energy. 

   A few seconds later the girl had been dumped next to her on the gravel and the short man melted into the darkness once more. She carried on screaming and slumped to her knees with her arms sticking awkwardly out behind her, howling like a wounded animal.

   “Evangeline,” Molly said. “This isn’t helping. Come on, stand up.”

   “You heard her,” the tall guy with the scarred face said. “Get up, little girl.”

   He aimed a kick at her ribcage and Molly couldn’t stop the scream that escaped her lips. Evangeline slumped forward in pain, the scream turning to pitiful whimpering. Molly breathed an inward sigh of relief when at last the girl had the good sense to stagger to her feet. Absently she noticed how short and slight the girl was. Once again she was struck by how young she looked.

   “Walk, bitches. Come on, it’s cold out here.”

   Molly was painfully aware of the man right behind her. It did occur to her to run, but she knew that would be stupid and she would be shot dead in a heartbeat. 

   The château was perhaps one-hundred metres in the distance. Their way was lit intermittently by small ground lights that ran the length of the gravel drive. It was too dark for details, but carefully kept lawns dotted with the occasional tree surrounded them, fading into darkness as far as the eye could see.

   This place is fucking palatial…

   The closer they got, the less the building was a grey blur. Despite her terror, she still was able to appreciate the beauty of the place. It was the size of a big hotel, wide and imposing, complete with turrets at either end. The elaborate roofscape combined Gothic structure with Renaissance ornament, adding to its foreboding and self-important air.

   “Beautiful isn’t it,” their captor said over Evangeline’s sobbing. 

   “Yes,” she replied, doing her best to keep her voice steady despite the sandpaper-dry mouth, thumping heart, and jelly-like legs. “Baroque, I take it? Built during the reign of Louis the Fourteenth?”

   The man laughed in delight. Molly had hoped he would. Despite her relatively young age of twenty-one, she was gifted with an uncanny ability to read people, to know what to say to please them. It was a useful social gift that worked wonders at parties and in pubs. Now she hoped that maybe, just maybe, it might save her life.

   “Close. It was built during the reign of Louis the Fifteenth, as in mid sixteen-hundreds rather than early. How does a little girl like you know so much about French architecture?”

   “From university. We touched on architectural styles in Social Science.”

   “Beautiful and educated. Sebastian certainly does have taste.”

   Who the fuck is Sebastian? she thought.

   “Who are you?” she asked in the same clear, light voice that was the perfect match to his. “Why are we here?”

   “The name’s Harlan. And you’ll find that out soon enough. Patience, dear child.”

   She knew not to push. The building loomed closer until they were right before it. Up close she saw quite how amazing the place was. Beyond the fountain and carefully kept hedgerow were steps that led up to the grand, double entrance situated in the middle of the building. She didn’t notice the two men straight away as it was so dark and they were so still. They stood a few hundred metres apart either side of the entrance, leaning casually against the stone wall of the building. Both held rifles.

   Molly knew better than to point them out to the man known as Harlan. Evangeline, however, had other ideas.

   “I’m not going in there,” she sobbed, refusing to walk further as Molly and Harlan ascended the steps.

   Evangeline,” Molly hissed. “Can you not see the men standing guard? They have guns. Do you want to be shot?”

   “Who the fuck are you? You’re one of them, aren’t you?” the girl spat, finally spilling over fully into hysteria.

   “Shut up,” Harlan said in a friendly manner.

   But Molly could easily read the look in his eyes. He was getting wound up. And she did not want to find out what this man was capable of when would up.

   “Please stop,” Molly added. “you’re not helping yourself at all…”

   “Fuck both of you,” she cried like a spoilt little kid.

   Then she took off into the darkness. The two men raised their rifles, aiming at the staggering figure in the darkness.

   “Don’t shoot to kill,” Harlan roared.

   A gunshot fired and the girl went down. She hadn’t even made it onto the grass.

   Molly screamed, she couldn’t help herself. 

   “Get inside. Unless you want to be shot too.”

   The tears fell as she stared at the unmoving girl. 

   Stupid, stupid girl.

   “Don’t shed a tear for her, she brought it upon herself. Now will you please get the fuck inside?”

   Harlan overtook her on the steps and pushed open one half of the heavy, wooden, double doors. 

   With a wildly beating heart, Molly stepped over the threshold into the dark guts of the château. 
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   Bethan was on the brink of passing out with her husband’s hands gripped tightly around her neck, bruising her windpipe and squeezing the life out of her. The remnants of the orgasm washed through her just as Sebastian exploded inside her. 

   As soon as he was done, he pulled out and let go of her neck, leaving her still bent over the table and choking down air. His sperm leaked out in dribbling trails down her inner thighs and the blood from the cut on her left shoulder trickled down her back and ran down her sides, dripping onto the floor.

   She was only dimly aware of the wound, it didn’t really seem that important when compared to the sudden, unexpected turn her life had taken.

   Esther was no longer being force-fed her own shit by her deranged husband. He was now talking animatedly on the phone and Esther was slumped forward with her forehead on the edge of the table, groaning softly. Bethan slithered into her chair and wrapped her arms around her chest, shivering violently.

   “It’s Harlan he’s not coming tonight. He’s in France,” he said to Sebastian.

   “What?” Sebastian all but spluttered, striding over to his friend. “Give me that, I want to talk to him.”

   He reached for the phone but Richard twisted his heavy torso out of Sebastian’s reach. “What’s that you say? The blonde one? I don’t know, I’ll ask.” Richard turned to talk to Sebastian. “He wants to know if he can have some fun with one of the girls off the lorry.”

   “For fuck’s sake,” Sebastian cursed, running his hands through his still perfectly-in-place hair. “No, he fucking can’t. Why’s he even there? Staff are supposed to be unloading them. We were supposed to all be going together.”

   It struck Bethan how much he sounded like a whining little boy. Like the spoilt rich kid he really was. This was a man who had grown up knowing only money in the place of love. And now that unloved little boy was a cold bastard who needed to go to ridiculous lengths to feel even the smallest thing.

   I’m the only person in the world who really understands him. He needs me.

   Bethan didn’t feel right. She was confused and dazed. She knew that this was the wrong way to be thinking, but she couldn’t seem to stop herself. 

   Richard listened some more to Harlan on the phone, then he covered the receiver with his hand to talk to Sebastian. “He says he really wants the one with the long, blonde hair.”

   “For fuck’s sake, how many times? The whole point is that there are six of them. Three girls and three boys. He can’t go killing one, they’re all carefully chosen, it’s too short notice to find another.”

   “No, dear brother, I’m sorry, you can’t, that wasn’t the deal,” Richard said into the mobile. You did what? Jesus Christ Harlan, you can’t go fucking this up for us.”

   “What is it?” Sebastian asked desperately. “What’s the stupid cunt done?”

   Richard’s face hardened. “Don’t talk about my brother like that.”

   “Dick, please, what he’s done?”

   Richard sighed heavily, relenting. “One of the girls was shot on the grounds of the château.”

   Sebastian paled. “Which one?”

   “Which one?” Richard asked into the phone, then, “Evangeline.”

   Sebastian breathed a sigh of relief that tugged at Bethan’s heart. Who the fuck was Evangeline?

   “Tell him that there’s one called Molly there, and if he so much as hurts a hair on her head I’ll cut off his balls and use them as earrings.”

   That statement was enough to turn Bethan’s blood to ice. Facing the prospect of unimaginable torture and possible death was one thing. Another woman was quite another.

   “Did you hear that?” Richard asked with a small smile. “The girl called Molly is Sebastian’s special plaything. You’ll leave her alone if you know what’s good for you.” He nodded his head before speaking once more. “Hmm, I see your point. I’ll call you back in five minutes, okay? I need to talk to Sebastian.”

   “How badly injured is the girl?” Sebastian asked when Richard hung up.

   “That, my dear boy, is entirely the point. It’s a bullet in the shin. She’s crippled before we even start.”

   “Fucking idiot,” Sebastian said, his nostrils flaring.

   “It wasn’t Harlan’s fault. She probably would’ve made a bolt for it regardless.”

   “Oh come on, we both know that’s bollocks. If the staff had taken care of them as planned, it never would’ve happened. Harlan had to weigh in there and take over. The guests should never even have been fucking conscious when they were transported inside the château.”

   All throughout the exchange, all Bethan could think was; Who the fuck is Molly?

   “Who’s Molly? And Evangeline?” she asked in a small voice.

   Both men turned to look at her incredulously like they couldn’t believe she had actually spoken.

   “Your wife needs to learn some manners.”

   “She will, don’t you worry about that. Are you jealous, Bethan?” he asked in a soft voice. “Because there’s no need to be. I promise that I’ll treat you differently to the others. You will have your wifely duties to perform. No one can replace you.”

   She knew that she would have to be a space-cadet to be comforted by his words. But in a small way, she was.

   As long as he loves me the best…

   “I hate to break up the tender moment, but what should we do? Can Harlan have the girl or not?”

   Sebastian scratched his chin thoughtfully. “She is damaged goods now. Shame, she was such a pretty girl. I guess he can have a bit of fun with her. He can’t kill her though, it will ruin the party numbers. But he can fuck her up pretty good, she doesn’t have to last the course. Maybe it will be fun to start the games with someone severely mutilated, add a bit of drama to proceedings.”

   “I’ll tell him now,” Richard said, mobile in hand. “But he won’t be happy.”

   “Just tell him all his dreams will come true when the party starts properly. We’ll be there in less than five hours.”

   Bethan felt sick to her stomach. Not because her husband had just raped her, or the woman sitting opposite her had been forced to eat shit, or because Sebastian had stabbed her in the back in every sense of the word. No, she felt sick because her husband had developed feelings for another woman.

   When she met this Molly, she was going to kill her. 
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   The heavy door swung shut and Molly and Harlan were plunged into darkness. Darkness and warmth. For the warmth at least, she was grateful. Her breathing sounded ragged and desperate, deafening to her own ears in the pitch black. She thought about making a break for it, of hurtling herself into the depths of the château.

   There’s no point. I don’t know the layout. There are armed guards outside and my tied hands will slow me down.

   Molly was just waiting for her chance, and she knew in her heart that this wasn’t it. Harlan crashed into something behind her, cursed, then everything was bathed in brilliant light. The light hurt her retinas and she was forced to squeeze her eyes tightly shut.

   When her eyesight had sufficiently recovered, she took in her surroundings.

   It was beautiful. Never had she seen such wealth, such opulence. They were stood in the hallway, and that alone was still bigger than any room she had ever been in before. The ornately carved ceiling was high enough to give her vertigo and a winding staircase led up to the open balcony-landing that ran the entire length of all four walls.

   She didn’t have time to admire it for long.

   “Move,” he barked, jabbing her in the ribs with his gun.

   He steered her towards the first door on their left, which opened out into what she assumed was a ballroom. Even in the dark she could see that it was almost twice the size of the hallway. Harlan flicked a row of light-switches, and Molly gasped.

   What a place, her head hurt taking it all in. Like the hallway, the ceilings were carved from white stone. Life-size, white statues of cherubs and naked women curved gracefully at the point the wall met the dizzyingly high ceiling. Huge, crystal chandeliers hung from the intricately carved stone roses. The space was longer than it was wide, and one wall was comprised almost entirely of long, gold-framed, thin mirrors, presumably so guests past could admire their pampered, privileged selves and the beautiful surroundings whilst they danced. The opposite wall had many floor to ceiling windows, each one separated by a full-size, gold statue of a naked women. She lost count of the windows after eight because the effect was dizzying and dazzling; so much gold, so much sparkle, so much fucking money.

   “Do you like?”

   “It’s overwhelming,” she answered honestly. 

   Now she could see him in a properly lit place, she was able to study him for the first time. He was handsome in a conventional way, if you were into the whole dark and brooding thing. Black hair flopped over his pale forehead and his physique and face were bulky, only just on the right side of fat. Everything about the strong lines and heavy features of his face spoke of aggression and a mean spirit. There was just something fundamentally evil about the firm looking, sulky, full mouth, the slight hook to the masculine line of his almost-too-large nose and the glint in his big brown eyes that should, by rights, look puppy dogesque, but instead seemed to reflect back at her a thousand infamies. The bulging, reddened scar that ran from the left-hand corner of his mouth up to his ear, like his face had once been split open, heaped more cruelty and danger onto his already frightening but arresting visage.

   “Indeed it is overwhelming. You are very lucky to die in such beautiful surroundings. How many people get such an opportunity? Shall we sit? The guards will be bringing in the foolish girl in a minute.”

   She hadn’t noticed straight away the long table running the centre of the room. Despite its size, it was lost in the vast and opulent surroundings. Unlike the rest of the room which was light and airy, the table was dark mahogany. Five, high-back chairs with wooden armrests lined either side, with one at the head of the table.

   Eleven chairs. 

   She did a quick mental calculation. Six of them had been kidnapped and brought here. And there was this guy, Harlan. That left four free chairs. She doubted that was coincidence. This nightmare had been carefully planned out down to the last detail. Four more people were going to fill those seats.

   Who the fuck else is coming to this fucking party?

   In a daze she let herself be herded to the nearest seat at the end of the table. Her heart lurched hopefully when he spun her round and untied the ropes at her wrists. It felt so good to have her hands back again and she rubbed her chaffed wrists as she sat down. Harlan remained standing and pulled out a mobile phone from the inner pocket of his jacket.

   “Dick! I’m in France…. I know, I know, I couldn’t wait, I had to be here to see the goods unloaded. And what a fine batch, I must say. One girl in particular has caught my eye. Maybe I could do her before you lot arrive? It’s the one with the long blonde hair…” He held the receiver away from his ear as if whoever on the other end of the line was shouting. “But why not? You can bring a replacement.”

   He sighed heavily and stuck out his bottom lip while he listened to the person on the phone. Molly frantically cast her eye around for some kind of weapon while he was momentarily distracted. There was nothing. The table was bare and there were no other objects in the room; it wasn’t like she possessed super-human strength and could lob one of those gold statues at him.

   “Okay, okay,” Harlan was saying. “And there’s something else. We’ve had a little accident. One of the girls made a break for it and got herself shot when we were walking up to the front door… Evangeline. Her name’s Evangeline.” He listened some more, then turned his attention back to her. “What’s your name?”

   “Molly,” she whispered.

   “Goddamn it! That’s a blow. But what about the shot girl? Can’t I have her? She’s damaged goods before we even start. Yeah, well, don’t take too long making up your mind. Call me back as soon as possible.” He pocketed the phone once more, his movements jerky and agitated. “Looks like you’re off the hook, Molly. Sebastian’s taken quite a shine to you.”

   Who the fuck is Sebastian?

   The wide, double doors to the ballroom burst open, and through it came the whimpering Evangeline held upright by one of the guards. He looked a real mean bastard. Heavy set, dressed in black, the rifle slung casually over one shoulder. His head was shaved and there was no compassion in his dead, dark eyes.  He dragged her across the parquet floor with her knackered leg dragging uselessly behind her, leaving a trail of blood in her wake. The man and the shivering, crying girl stopped before Harlan.

   “Thank you,” Harlan said, “just leave her with me. Keep watch outside, we don’t want any more nasty accidents like this one. Try to keep them all in one piece. In one hour you can bring them all in and set them up as you were instructed to do.”

   The man nodded. “Very good, sir.”

   “You’ll have to excuse me ladies,” Harlan said when the man had left the room. “I’m waiting on a phone call. And here it is now. Dick? So can I?”

   He listened to the voice on the other end, nodding and frowning in concentration. Molly stared at the girl who had collapsed on the floor. Her leg was in a bad way. The poor thing was shivering in pain and her black trousers clung soggily to her misshapen, lower leg.

   “See you soon,” Harlan said, dropping the phone back into the inner pocket of his suit jacket. He shrugged it off and hung it over the back of the chair. 

   The tiniest glimmer of hope flickered in her mind. If she could just get hold of his phone and call the police…

   Harlan saw where she was looking.

   “On second thoughts…” 

   Shit! Way to go, Molly, you fucking idiot.

   He picked up his jacket and strode over to the nearest window, draping the coat over the head of the gold statue.

   Somehow I will get to that phone, you evil cunt.

   He strode back over to them, rolling up the sleeves of his white shirt as he did so. 

   “Evangeline, Evangeline, sweet, little Evangeline.”

   He crouched down next to the girl and tenderly brushed a lock of short, blonde hair off her sweat beaded, white forehead. She looked like a natural blonde, complete with alabaster skin. But now she was so pale from blood loss she was almost see-through. Without warning he tugged on the lock of hair he had just seconds ago stroked so lovingly and ripped it free from her head. Her screams were re-ignited to an ear-splitting level, effortlessly filling the vast room.

   “Hush, my precious.”

   Tenderly, he stroked her blood streaked face. The blood ran over her forehead, into her eyes and gaping mouth. Molly wished she would stop screaming, she feared for her own sanity if she kept up that animal wailing. 

   “I did warn you.” From the pocket of his trousers he produced a penknife. “Always keep one on me like a good boy scout. I think if I cut just here it should stop the noise...”

   Molly could barely hear him over the girl’s screams. 

   Abruptly, the screaming stopped. 

   He laughed. “That was lucky, could’ve done some real damage there if I’d missed.”

   The penknife stuck out of the girl’s throat, embedded in her voice-box. Or at least, that’s what Molly assumed for she was no doctor. The girl’s eyes were wide with terror and her fingers hovered over the knife. Common sense had obviously prevailed enough for her to know that she might bleed out if she removed the weapon.

   Molly had to avert her gaze to compose herself. She was close to throwing up and that wouldn’t help her or Evangeline’s situation whatsoever.

   When she felt sufficiently recovered to look at them again, Harlan was cradling the girl in his arms, her back resting against his front. He got to his feet, effortlessly scooping her up under her armpits. She was only a small girl, and Harlan was a brute of a man. A life-size, wide-eyed doll with her dainty, ballet-pump clad feet swaying a few millimetres over the parquet.

   Suddenly he spun her round and cradled her floppy body close to his. He waltzed like a pro across the ballroom, her toes inches above the ground. 

   Molly remained painfully aware of his discarded jacket with the mobile phone draped over the statue. But there was no way she could get to it; it was at least twenty paces away from where she sat and the arm around Evangeline’s waist held the gun.

   “Tell me child,” Harlan said in a sing-song voice, “have you ever danced with the devil by the pale moon light?”

   He laughed loudly and spun her around with even more vigour. Molly felt sick to her stomach watching them, it was like a crazy, fucked up version of Beauty and The Beast. He was so big, she was so dainty and lifeless. Their reflections filled every mirror in turn, but it was seeing their ghostly reflections in the black glass of the row of windows that was disconcerting. She was watching a dead girl and she knew it. 

   You’re dead too, if you don’t get that phone.

   The macabre couple waltzed up the table, where Harlan spun the girl round and bent her over the table opposite from Molly.

   The girl’s gaze held all the life and vigour of a fish on a fishmonger’s slab. Her head was twisted in Molly’s direction but those dead eyes looked right through her. The knife remained sticking out of her throat and Molly wondered if she would bleed to death when the time came to pull it out.

   Oh fuck, he’s going to rape her.

   That thought was a sledgehammer in her mind, paralysing her. Harlan held the girl down on the table by the back of her head – not that he needed to for it was painfully obvious that the girl was going nowhere. With his free hand he swooshed his belt through his belt buckle and his trousers and underpants pooled at his feet.

   Molly gasped at the sight of his cock. The thing was obscene, she had never seen anything like it. It was long and fat, the head of it bulbous. Not only that, but it veered dramatically to the left. The sheer size and weight of the monster appendage caused it to dangle downwards, despite being hard. It came to mid-thigh and her insides shrivelled just looking at it; a cock of such proportions and curvature could do a lot of damage. Especially to a petite girl like Evangeline; it was at least half the length of her torso.

   Harlan ripped off the girl’s trousers, and Molly winced on her behalf when he yanked them down over her shattered shin and kicked her legs apart.

   Harlan’s finger’s curled round the repulsive slab of meat and she watched him guide the head of the thing inside her.

   Molly couldn’t see Harlan’s orifice of choice from the angle of her line of vision, and neither did she want to. Either way it was bad. But hadn’t she heard somewhere that, perversely, it was easier to take an oversized cock up the arse than the vagina, seeing as colons stretched on forever and wombs were easily ruptured…

   Christ Molly, what a fucking thought.

   Evangeline’s expression remained dead, despite the man grunting behind her. It must have been a tight fit as beads of sweat broke out on the man’s forehead. He gritted his teeth, the veins in his neck protruding with the effort of entering her.

   Evangeline’s paralysis broke and she screamed. Or at least, she would have done, had her voice-box been intact. The blade of the penknife vibrated slightly in her throat with the force of her silent scream. Her fingernails clawed at the table top, her face contorting into a grimace of such open-mouthed, eye-watering agony that Molly wept tears enough for both of them. 

   With an almighty shove, Harlan drove all the way home. Evangeline’s eyes bulged, her body convulsed with spasms and blood flew from her lips.

   Fuck, his monster cock’s ruptured her insides…

   No, hopefully it’s just blood in her throat from the knife.

   Molly squeezed her eyes shut and placed her hands over her ears in an effort to drown out his grunts. When she felt brave enough to peek out of one half closed eye, Evangeline was unconscious. Or dead. Harlan carried on humping the girl’s unmoving body, his face red and his spittle-wetted lips pulled back in something that might have been a grin. Although to Molly it more resembled the hungry snarl of a wild animal.

   The movement of his hips grew sloppy and erratic, and he slammed into her hard and fast. Her torso slid back and forth over the table and Harlan howled in pleasure.

   He’s coming. God help her, he’s coming.

   Briefly she thought of the monstrous baby that might be conceived with Harlan as the father. Although she doubted either she or Evangeline would live long enough to witness such a thing.

   “Oh yeah, that was a fine piece of arse.”

   Molly noticed in horror that his stiff cock showed no signs of going down. The awful thing glistened with blood where he had ruptured the girl’s womb. He saw Molly looking at it, and he stroked it, only pausing to bring his bloodied hand up to his lips to suck his fingers.

   “Mmm, nothing beats the taste of pussy blood. I see you admiring my manhood, Molly. Don’t worry, it won’t be long before you taste the delights that I can give you. And I will, over and over. Because I am blessed with an entirely unique condition. The thing is, Molly, I have been known to discharge over twenty times a day.”

   Twenty times? He had to be taking the piss.

   Yet that monster fucking thing was still as hard as ever.

   “Good for you,” she said with far more bravado than she felt. “Have you killed her?”

   “You have spunk, I admire that in a girl. You will be fun to break.”

   Once again, Molly cast a longing eye over to his coat. She couldn’t help herself. She would die before she let that brute rape her. 

   “AND I’M STILL SO FUCKING HORNY!” he suddenly shouted, making her jump. Just as quick, he was the calm gentleman once more. “Where are my manners? We need champagne to celebrate the start of our beautiful party.”

   She thanked a God whom she didn’t believe in when he pulled up his suit pants and tucked away his blood splattered cock. He walked over to the wall at the far end of the ballroom near their table and pulled on a bell rope that she hadn’t noticed until this moment. It didn’t make a sound, but she supposed the ringing bell could only be heard by the staff at the other end.

   Staff. Who else is in this house? Maybe they don’t know what’s going on here, maybe they’ll call the police when they see what’s really happening...

   Yeah, right. They would be in on it too, how could they not be?

   In less than five seconds a new man dressed in black appeared. He hardly looked like a butler. In fact, he wore the same dark jeans and pullover that the guards outside wore.

    “Sir?” 

   “Champagne on ice. Make it snappy. Oh, and a large glass of water too.”

   “Sir.”

   The man didn’t so much as glance at her and Evangeline. Harlan clapped his hands in delight at her quizzical expression.

   “Yes, Molly, we have employed scores of men to help make this party an unforgettable experience. All are trained killers. And some can cook too. Such multi-talented chaps.”

   Her heart sank. This place would be swarming with those guys.

   The same man brought in a bottle of Moet cooling in an ice bucket and three glasses, as well as a tall glass of water. He placed them on the centre of the table and silently retreated. Molly went dizzy with longing just looking at the water. It was only adrenalin keeping her going at this stage; dehydration had severely weakened her to the point where she was close to passing out.

    Harlan poured out the champagne and placed one flute by the unconscious Evangeline’s head and handed Molly the other. She took it, even though the last thing she wanted in the world was alcohol. She couldn’t take her eyes off the water.

   Harlan raised his own glass in a toast. “To good times,” he said, and drank.

   Molly didn’t respond. In a flash Harlan was on her, knocking the glass out of her fear stiffened hand so that it shattered on the floor. He fisted her hair and pushed her face down onto the table. The shock of it made her scream and her nose mashed painfully against the table top.

   “Just because Sebastian has a soft spot for you, it doesn’t mean you can disobey me. You’re not completely fucking immune, do you really think he’ll give a shit if I do off you?” In a flash he was calm again and released his grip. “But of course, you’re thirsty aren’t you? Where are my manners? Please, drink the water.”

   Her hand trembled violently when she took the offered glass. His features were composed, that friendly twinkle back in his brown eyes as he perched his backside on the table edge right next to her.

   Jesus. What a fucking psycho.

   But she wasn’t about to turn down the life-saving water. Greedily, she gulped it down, choking a little to start with. The water trailed down to her stomach, both soothing and reviving and her clenched-tight insides unfurled slightly. She could even feel it in her brain, soaking into the parched cells which expanded in relief. The water tasted a little strange, not that she gave a shit and dismissed the thought instantly.

   When she had drained her glass she wanted more, but didn’t dare ask. The glass felt weighty in her hand and she wondered how much damage it would do if she smashed it against his skull. 

   Not enough.

   A shard of glass would be enough to cut his throat, though.

   Yeah, but then what? Run outside and get shot by one of the gorillas?

   No, she could slit his throat, call the police, and hide somewhere until she was rescued.

   “Now, where were we? That’s right, making a toast. Here, have Evangeline’s champers, she doesn’t want it right now.” She accepted the glass and kept her gaze lowered, lest he should read her intentions. “Here’s to good times.”

   “Good times,” she echoed listlessly, sipping the champagne when he did.

   He didn’t sip though, he knocked back the contents of the entire glass in one gulp, then proceeded to fill another.

   “My brother says I have the constitution of an ox. I can drink ten bottles of wine a day and not be pissed or hungover.”

   Bully for you.

   “Why me, Harlan?”

   He looked at her thoughtfully. “I don’t know. I wasn’t allowed to choose any, but then, I can’t say I’m too fussy. A hole is a hole is a hole is a hole, right?” He laughed. “But I like you, Molly, you’ve got guts. And I can’t wait to see them.”

   He drained his second glass and poured a third. Molly didn’t stop to think or question her actions. In one fluid motion she jumped to her feet and brought her champagne flute crashing down on the table top. Clutching the stem with a jagged edge where the glass used to be, she swiped for his neck.

   She had reacted quickly, but Harlan was quicker. His reflexes weren’t dulled by exhaustion and terror. He was bigger, stronger and as fast as a blood crazed cheetah. Molly didn’t stand a chance.

    Easily he was able to deflect the blow, his big fingers circling her slender wrist and twisting until she yelped and the glass fell from her slack fingers.

   “Now look what you’ve done. That’s all three glasses you’ve fucking smashed.”

   Even though she had dropped the glass, he didn’t stop twisting her wrist. Her forearm screamed out in sudden, terrible pain. Bone and tendons were pushed to the max. It was impossible for her arm to turn anymore, but he tried. And he did it with a smile.

   Oh my God, it’s going to fucking snap…

   Her vision dimmed with the unspeakable pain.

   “Are you going to be a good girl, now?”

   “Yes,” she gasped and suddenly the terrible pressure was gone.

   She fell to her knees, gasping and shivering. She cradled her arm which was, in turn, numb and hurting. Tentatively she wiggled her fingers and that small movement caused her to almost black out.

   “Oh, don’t be such a baby. You’re not going to enjoy the party much if you can’t take a little arm twist like that.”

   Fuck you, was on the tip of her tongue but she had the good sense to leave it there. She took deep breaths, forcing down the tide of nausea and tears.

   I won’t let this bastard beat me.

   She lifted her eyes to meet his. He was chugging out the bottle, making light work of the little champagne that remained.

   “Are you going to sit at the table now like a civilised human being?”

   If she wasn’t so scared and hurting, she would’ve laughed at that one. Ignoring the impossible pain that consumed her arm with a kind of blazing numbness, she sat in her seat once more.

   “Better. I think it’s time to bring in the others, don’t you?”

   Molly just stared at her tormentor who hadn’t even moved from his perch on the table edge. 

   The others from the van. Oh God, what’s going to happen to us all?

   But God had nothing to do with it, that was one thing she could be sure of. Her head was beginning to feel really strange. She was having difficulty focussing and a tingly heat spread up from her toes, making her legs feel like lead.

   “I slipped a little something in the water, I’m guessing you’re feeling a little drowsy right about now.”

   But she couldn’t properly hear what he was saying, her thought processes were sluggish and his voice sounded low and deep and was that even English he was speaking?

   She fell face first onto the table, all further thought terminated. 
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   Bethan was not a happy camper. Since her husband’s and Richard’s bizarre announcement of the party to be held in France, she and Esther had been bundled into Sebastian’s private helicopter. He had a pilot’s licence and the helicopter was permanently parked on the roof of their London home.

   Now the four of them were in the air and on the way to France. Bethan had been allowed to put on her faux-fur coat over her naked body. She was thankful for that, for she surely would’ve frozen to death during the journey otherwise.

   I’m off to certain death.

   No one spoke, the helicopter was too noisy for conversation. Bethan had nothing to say any way. Sebastian was in a separate compartment up front piloting the thing and Richard and Esther sat on the seat opposite her. Esther had fallen into some fear-drenched trance and Richard stared stoically out the window, blanking Bethan.

   How did my life come to this? And am I ready to die?

   She didn’t want to die. But she did love Sebastian. She lived to serve him, ever since they had married she had wished for a real dom/sub relationship, but it never went further than rough sex. Her father might have stopped coming into her room at nights when she turned sixteen, but the desire for a strong, male figure in all her relationships remained.

   She wanted to be hurt. No, she deserved to be hurt, she craved it with every ounce of her troubled being. She was a bad, rotten, sorry excuse for a woman whom could only find redemption through painful, hard, humiliating sex.

   Be careful what you wish for, she thought with a humourless smile. 

   She knew there was something wrong with her for feeling this way but by the same token she knew there was no other way she could think.

   She closed her eyes for a second, gathering her strength. She had a feeling she was going to need it. 

   This is it, the moment I’ve been waiting for my entire life. The moment the man I love is going to possess me completely.

   Tears stained her cheeks at the same time as the tiniest, most wistful smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.
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   Molly came to and for a blissful few seconds she didn’t remember a thing. Her state of denial didn’t last long.

   “Ah, my favourite is wake. Hello, sleepyhead.”

   The sound of Harlan’s horribly familiar voice made her flesh creep. She prised open her eyes and went to bring up her good arm to wipe the sleep out of them and found she couldn’t. She ached all over. There was nothing new there, aching and hurting had become her natural state, but this was different. Her neck and shoulders screamed out in fiery protest, and her entire body was racked by cramps.

   It took her a moment to work out it was because she had been sleeping upright in one of the high-backed dining chairs and her wrists were bound with coils of rope to the hard armrests.

   Then she saw she was naked. She went to scream for him to until her, but her words came out muffled. 

   Oh my God, I’ve been gagged too.

   She heard the muffled grunts around her before her eyes focussed enough to see she wasn’t alone. The others from the van were with her at the table. 

   “You’re all coming round at the same time. How delightfully perfect. I guess the party has officially started,” Harlan said.

   Molly turned to look at him. He was seated at the head of the table at the opposite end to her. There were two empty seats either side of him and then there were the six hostages, including herself.

   Molly glanced at each of her companions in turn. Everyone apart from Harlan was naked. Molly was seated at the far end of the table and Evangeline was to her right. She looked in a bad way, but she was just about conscious. Evangeline was the only one of them that wasn’t gagged by a red, silk scarf – her blood darkened scarf was tied around her neck. Molly figured it was a miracle that the girl hadn’t died from being stabbed in the neck. On Evangeline’s right was one of the other victims, an attractive young girl with a shock of bright red curls and a Rubenesque figure, kind of rounded yet underdeveloped at the same time. Her eyes were wild over her gag and she pulled uselessly at her binds.

   Directly opposite her was the guy who had introduced himself as Mike. His eyes locked with hers over the red silk gag. Unlike the others he wasn’t thrashing against his binds and his big, blue eyes were soulful and sad. He was conventionally handsome in an entirely boyish way and his dark blonde hair was floppy and glossy, his naked chest hairless and pale. The two guys seated to his left were incredibly similar appearance wise, although they looked younger. One was blonde, the other dark. The blonde bore a starting resemblance to Mike, except Mike was taller and more filled out, his shoulders naturally broader. The blonde boy was much fairer, much slighter, much more delicate looking to the point of almost crossing the gender barrier. All three possessed a child-like innocence about them, like choir boys, although it wasn’t quite so strong with Mike.

   Molly hung her head, Mike’s penetrating gaze shaming her through no fault of his own.

   Harlan clapped his hands together in glee.

   “At last, the rest of the party has arrived. Perhaps now we can eat.”

   The double doors to the ballroom opened and four individuals entered the room. The tall man held her attention. For a moment she didn’t recognise his handsome face despite its familiarity.

   The guy from the club. Of course. And the short, fat bloke he was with.

   Two women accompanied them, one beautiful, the other older, fatter and uglier. The beautiful woman with the stylish, short, peroxide hair and dressed in knee length fur completely ignored the boys sat at the table. She seemed to be intently scrutinising Molly and the other two girls. Like she was looking for someone she knew. Her eyes settled on each of them in turn and when it was Molly’s turn, she scowled.

   What have I ever done to you, bitch?

   The short, fat man in the suit immediately went straight over to Evangeline. He pulled back the red scarf that adorned her neck to peek at the wound.

   “You were lucky you didn’t kill her, dear brother.”

   “Indeed, but what is done is done.”

   “Did you fuck her?”

   “Yes,” Harlan said, a grin causing the scar that ran down his left cheek to crinkle. 

   The short, balding man looked like he too was trying to suppress a grin. “And she still lives. She must have a constitution that completely belies her tiny frame. Was it up the arse or in the cunt?”

   The redhead squealed into her gag and thrashed violently in her chair but both Harlan and the shorter man ignored her.

   “In the cunt.”

   “Strange choice for you, I must say.”

   The gorgeous guy that had so caught her eye in the nightclub came over to join them. He looked directly at Molly, and smiled. Like the other two men, he was dressed in a suit.

   “Hello, Molly. I’m thrilled you could come to our party.”

   Except now he wasn’t quite so gorgeous to Molly. 

   “Why?” she groaned into the gag but it came out incomprehensible. 

   He seemed to understand what she was saying though.

   “Because you’re beautiful. Because I want you. Because I can.” He turned his attention to the short man. “Shall we take our seats? Shouldn’t we get acquainted with our guests and maybe eat? Those poor things must be famished after their long journey.”

   “Indeed,” the short man said, taking the seat at the head of the table and turning his head to address the two women that had entered with them. “Bitches, come over here. And for God’s sake take off your clothes, do you see any of our other guests wearing clothes?”

   The beautiful woman instantly shrugged off the fur coat and it slithered to the floor. Beneath it she was naked, except for the high heels. Her body was divine; tall and slender as a runway model with perfect legs that stretched on forever. The older woman, however had no such desire to bare all. With a sob she ran for the door.

   “Should I shoot her?” Harlan asked, touching the gun that was tucked into the waistband of his suit pants. 

   “You’ll do no such thing,” the fat man said sternly. “One of the guards will bring her in.”

   “Fine,” Harlan grumbled, taking his seat on the opposite side of the table to Molly on the short man’s left.

   The good looking guy from the club sat on his right and the glamorous woman with the short, blonde hair sat between him and the redhead girl who was making the most fuss out of all the hostages.

   Once everyone was seated, a man in black appeared carrying a tray with bottles of champagne and glasses. He proceeded to pour out the drinks, then melted away once more.

   “Welcome to my French abode, everybody. This is going to be the gathering of a lifetime. Cheers.”

   “Cheers,” the two men and the blonde woman echoed, drinking from their champagne flutes.

   Of course, none of the other guests could pick up the glasses before them, seeing as they were bound and gagged.

   “You will have to forgive me leaving you all gagged while I make my pre-dinner speech, but I’m sure you appreciate I would like to speak without being interrupted. As I said, welcome to our little gathering.  My name is Richard Granger, and I am a self-made millionaire. This is my little brother, Harlan, and this is Sebastian Connell-Wright, your genuine, blue-blooded aristocracy,” he said, gesturing to the gorgeous man on his right. 

   “Hello,” Harlan and Sebastian said in unison, then laughed.

   “The blonde is Sebastian’s wife, and the fat cow whom will shortly be joining us again is my wife, Esther. Ah, speak of the devil.”

   The fat woman was being escorted into the ballroom by an armed guard. She too was now naked. Her rolls of fat bounced as she walked and she was sobbing. The man guided her to the vacant seat between Harlan and one of the kidnapped boys.

    “You need to shut up, dear wife, or I will cut off your rolls of fat and make you eat them.”

   That seemed to work. Her sobs dialled down a notch.

   “Better. Now, if you haven’t already worked it out, you are all going to die here. I strongly suggest that you do as I, my brother and Sebastian say and make your remaining days as easy as possible upon yourself. You must expect nothing but total humiliation during your stay and obedience is the one and only virtue I recommend. You have all been specially chosen because of your unique beauty, yet you must understand that you cannot rely in anyway whatsoever on your charms. If you attempt to use your body or sweet face to bargain with us you risk angering us for we are void of all human compassion and we live to see you suffer. I won’t lie, your service will be difficult and painful, and the slightest disobedience will be met with the most severe of punishment…”

   Apparently the redheaded girl had heard enough. Of all of them, she was crying the hardest. Tears streamed from her eyes, joining the snot that bubbled in her nose. Her little breasts jerked with her hitching chest as she screamed into the gag.

   “Please sort her out, Harlan,” Richard said, his small eyes narrowed even further so that they were hardly noticeable in his fat head. “But do it quietly, I’m trying to talk here.”

   “You got it, big brother.”

   He sprang to his feet and walked behind fat Esther to the girl that was writhing so hard the legs of the chair rocked on the floor.

   “Feisty little redheaded bitch, aren’t we? Talk about living up to your stereotype.”

   “Harlan, please.”

   “Sorry.”

   Richard sighed and continued. “As I was saying, you will do well to do as you’re told, to be submissive and compliant at all times. Fulfilling our desires is your only function. Not that you will have much to gain from doing as you’re told, but simply because you have much to lose.”

   Whilst Richard spoke, Harlan had untied the kicking redhead and slammed her face first onto the table top with her shapely arse in the air. She wasn’t screaming anymore thanks to his meaty hands circling her neck. Her eyes bulged madly and her face was a darker shade of red.

   He’s going to fucking kill her, Molly thought in horror. But she was too scared to make a sound, she even held her breath as Harlan raped her. She didn’t want to be next. That disgusting, monster cock was plummeting the girl’s rectum and with every plunder, it came away glistening red.

   No one moaned into their gags anymore, only Harlan’s grunts could be heard as Richard continued to speak:

   “I would also like to add that escape is impossible. We are in the depths of the countryside, there is not even the smallest of villages for at least forty miles. This château grounds are over ten-thousand acres, and even if by some miracle you managed to slip by the many guards outside that patrol the building twenty-four hours a day, and you managed to navigate the two miles to the border, you still would not be able to scale the thirty-foot, barbed wire topped wall that completely surrounds the building.”

   He stopped speaking for a moment to let his words sink in. The sounds of Harlan’s grunts hung over the table like a poisonous gas. She glanced over at Mike, who was also looking at her. Amidst all this depravity, all this sickness, all this repulsive sleaze, she was absurdly touched that he was looking into her eyes, and not at her breasts. The two other guys sat next to him had avoided eye contact with her, and when they had looked her way their collective gaze had lingered on her breasts. But not Mike. She felt the connection between them. She even managed a small smile. Fleetingly he returned it with the weakest smile she had ever seen in her life. There were tears in his eyes as he did so.

   “And wives, you should also know that you will receive no special treatment. We wish to kill our guests for sport, but we wish to kill you because Sebastian and I are sick of being married. You will be treated more harshly than the other party guests. All of you remember this; it is not as human beings that we see you. You are animals to us; animals that we feed in return for their services. Animals that we beat when they refuse to be put to use.”

   “Speaking of which, I’m starving. Should we not untie the guests and start the feast? This is a party, after all.”

   “Indeed, Sebastian, indeed. Would you all kindly excuse me one moment?”

   Just as Richard got up to leave the table, Harlan ejaculated. He groaned loudly, his body taut, the veins in his neck standing out in stark relief.

   “Fuck!” he exclaimed, squeezing the girl’s neck so hard her face went from red to purple.

   “Mind yourself, brother, mind yourself,” Richard admonished from the double doors before disappearing through them.

   Molly noticed with some relief that his hands went slack around the girl’s neck and her colour slowly returned to something approaching normal as she remained slumped over the table, retching pitifully.

   “Fuck, that was good,” he said, rubbing his still hard, blood splattered cock before shoving it back in his trousers.

   He got to work helping Sebastian untie the six pairs of hands that were bound to the armrests. Harlan pushed the shell-shocked redhead back into her seat and she screamed in pain. A puddle of blood pooled beneath her chair and Molly shuddered in pity, wondering how much internal damage had been wrought inside of her. 

   Sebastian untied Molly. 

   “We’re going to have so much fun,” he whispered in her ear before moving on to Evangeline.

    As soon as the girl was untied she slumped against her, a dead weight against her bad arm. Molly removed her own gag.

   “Evangeline? Are you okay?”

   She knew the question was stupid, but she didn’t know what the hell else to ask. The girl looked up at her and mouthed something. Of course. Thanks to Harlan and his penknife, the girl was mute.

   “So you’re Molly, then.”

   Molly looked sideways past Evangeline and past the injured redhead who still hadn’t moved from her position slumped over the table at the beautiful woman who had addressed her.

   “Yes. Why?”

   But even as she asked why, she got it instantly. This was Sebastian’s wife, and she was jealous. Fucked in the head undoubtedly, but still jealous nonetheless. 

   “I just wanted to know, that’s all.”

   Molly felt a rise of anger at this stupid woman’s misplaced jealousy. Her own husband was about to kill her and all she cared about was the fact her husband wanted to kill another woman too.

   That is so fucked up.

   “I didn’t ask to come here and get slaughtered.”

   “Now, now, ladies,” Sebastian laughed, untying the last of the three lads. “As much as I love beautiful women fighting over me, you bitches don’t get to call the shots. This is mine, Richard’s and Harlan’s party, and you’re the guests, so as such you should be polite and respectful. Isn’t that right, Harlan?”

   “Sure is,” he said, sitting down in his seat.

   Richard reappeared and everyone was seated round the table once more to begin the dinner party from hell.
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   Richard had brought one of the guards in with him. The newcomer stood casually against the far wall with the rifle trained on them.

   “Just a little incentive for you all to behave. I find a constant, visual threat works wonders. Cheers, everybody.”

   Richard raised his champagne glass in a toast. Molly was the first to raise hers in response, she remembered all too well what Harlan had done to her still aching arm when she hadn’t. When Mike raised his glass his eyes locked with hers and somehow his gaze imbued her with the tiniest glimmer of hope.

   The two boys next to him cried softly, but still they managed to raise their glasses. The same couldn’t be said for the two girls to Molly’s right. Now that they no longer had their wrists tied to their chairs, both the redhead and Evangeline were slumped face first on the table. The three men appeared to be ignoring such disobedience. For now.

   Another two men dressed in black entered the room. Both had plates of food balanced up their arms, and after a few trips back and forth, the plates were laid before each of them. It smelled divine and looked good enough to be served up in any restaurant. 

   Her heart lurched in hope. Food means cutlery. Cutlery means knife… 

   Any hope was immediately dashed when the cutlery was laid before them and it was plastic, like at a kid’s party. She doubted that the knife could even cut through bread, let alone human flesh. How was she supposed to take down three men with a plastic knife? Or a real one, for that matter? She noticed that their three captors had real cutlery, though. 

    All thoughts of knifing the bastards was temporarily forgotten when the jug of water was delivered and poured into long glasses. The three boys and Molly knocked it back with giddy relief.

   “Evangeline,” Molly said softly, nudging the near passed-out girl. “You must drink something.”

   She remained unresponsive.

   “Leave her,” Sebastian said sharply. “Unless, of course, you wish to become the next sport.”

   She really didn’t.

   “Eat!” Richard said, clapping his hands together. “You will need your strength. Bon appetit.”

   Molly glanced at the guard with the gun and picked up her knife and fork. Despite her terror, her stomach growled in hunger. When was the last time she’d eaten? Time was jumbled and meaningless.

   “I’m sick of those bitches with their heads on the table. Guard,” Richard barked, clicking his fingers, “please take them away. Put them to bed and tend to their needs, make them as strong as can be for later. The rest of you, eat, for pity’s sake.”

   The guard came over and scooped up the groaning redhead, cradling her in his arms like a baby. While the girls were taken away, the others listlessly ate. The three men however, ate heartily.

   As much as Molly hated to admit it, the food was excellent. Just a simple chicken dish on a bed of salad, but the marinade was to die for.

   Richard talked as he ate. “You all must be exhausted, after dinner you will rest and the party will resume after your naps. We shall all enjoy some games now at dinner, but the real celebrations will begin at our next gathering. I should imagine that most of you will live long enough for that. I think that perhaps we should all get to know each other a little better, first. Shall we start with the boys? You at the end. Introduce yourself to the rest of the table.”

   Mike put down his knife and fork. Molly admired his resolve in the face of adversity. If he was scared, he sure wasn’t showing it.

   “My name’s Mike,” he said in a soft voice with hardly a tremor. “I’m twenty-two-years-old and I’m a mechanic.”

   “Indeed,” Richard said, laughing. “The little grease monkey was helping to service one of my vintage cars and I thought to myself, ‘there’s a lad I wouldn’t mind servicing myself, even if he is a little older than I normally prefer.”

   Sebastian and Harlan laughed. 

   “You have fine taste, Dick. Where did you find the other two boys? And the redheaded girl? I’m afraid I can only claim responsibility for Molly. And Evangeline, of course, who is currently indisposed.”

   “Let the boys talk for themselves. You, lad, tell us about yourself.”

   Richard was addressing the boy next to Mike. Tears glistened in his big blue eyes and he hastily wiped them away.

   “My name is James. I’m nineteen and a student. I’ve never seen these men before in my life.”

   “No, James, you probably haven’t. But I saw you,” Richard said conversationally. “How could I miss a boy such as yourself? A boy of such heart-breaking, extraordinary beauty? I saw you when I drove past a park in London. You were sitting under a tree reading a book. You looked so angelic with the sun playing in your golden hair, so studious and adorable. I had one of my men follow you, and the rest, as they say, is history.”

   The boy in question cried silent tears. He was indeed beautiful, Molly thought. He looked younger than his nineteen years and had about him an air of innocence. Richard’s gaze settled on the third, dark-haired lad. 

   “I’m Tim. I’m eighteen-years-old and I’ve just left college.”

   “I spotted this one in a crowd of people on a busy London street. Something about the sweet lines of his face drew me to him. That, and his sweet little arse.”

   The men laughed. Molly glanced at the two wives. Sebastian’s wife’s expression was unreadable. She looked neither scared nor happy. Richard’s wife, however, looked about ready to scream bloody murder. She constantly snivelled and her mounds of fat trembled slightly with her barely controlled sobbing.

   “Young lady,” Richard said, addressing her. “Tell us a little about you.”

   “I’m Molly, I’m twenty-two and I’m at university.”

   “The second I saw you in the strip-club I had to have you,” Sebastian added. “You are quite possibly the most beautiful girl I have ever seen in my life.”

   That’s when Molly glimpsed the hurt behind Bethan’s carefully composed façade, but just as quick it was gone again. 

   “Fabulous. Now we all know a little bit about each other, let’s eat, drink and make merry. Cheers,” Richard said, raising his glass in yet another toast.

   “Cheers,” everyone around the table echoed.

   “So, tell me Sebastian and Harlan, are you ready for the most impure, evil party of your lives?”

   “You bet,” Harlan said.

   “Absolutely,” Sebastian agreed.

   “You’ll never get away with this,” Mike said. 

   Molly’s toes curled at Mike’s outburst. Luckily for him, it was met with amusement.

   “Of course we will, you silly little boy,” Richard replied. “Mine and Sebastian’s prestige keeps us well beyond reach of those vulgar instrument of repression which should only be used against commoners like you.”

   “This chicken really is delicious,” Harlan said, polishing off his plate and rubbing his stomach. “In fact, I can feel it working through as we speak. Brother? Whom may I take?”

   “Use my wife, she is, after all, the inspiration for this party.”

   “No!” Esther cried. “Please, Richard, I can’t take any more, have pity on me. I have stood by your side for so many years, I have turned a blind eye to your countless indiscretions with young men…”

   “And got rich and fat off my worldly wealth in the process. Do not rouse my anger, my dear, and do as you are bid.”

   Harlan sprang up from his seat and yanked the fat woman off her chair. She thumped to her knees, sobbing.

   “Lie on your back, and open your mouth, for I wish to shit in your mouth,” Harlan said.

   Molly simply could not believe what she was hearing. She watched the unfolding scene, completely stunned. No one else moved either, the shocked silence that hung over the table a living, breathing thing. Harlan aimed a kick at the woman’s face and she fell backwards, the back of her skull bouncing off the parquet floor.

   Harlan squatted over the woman’s face, his feet firmly planted either side of her shoulders. He proceeded to loosen his suit pants so that his hairy arse hung inches over the woman’s face. 

   He strained until his veins popped on his neck and his face turned red.

   “I need to be frigged. You, boy, get over here and wank my cock.”

   He spoke to the blonde called James. James just sat there, looking as stunned as Molly felt.

   “Do it, boy,” Richard added. “Or things will be much worse for you than just having to perform a little hand job.”

   The boy went over and bent awkwardly over the grotesque spectacle. Tears streamed out of his eyes when he tentatively reached out for Harlan’s cock. It had been hidden by his thighs because it hung straight down, but now James had freed it. It looked as large as a fireman’s hose in his little hand and he awkwardly pulled the foreskin back and forth over the hard shaft. It proved too difficult for the boy to keep this up one-handed and he held onto the disgusting thing with both hands. He was forced onto his knees by the sheer awkwardness of his position and got to work in earnest.

   “Ah, that’s much better, what supple little hands you have, boy,” Harlan said, his eyes closed in bliss.

   James wanked all the harder as if to hasten his discharge, undoubtedly so he could get this horrific experience over and done with.

   Molly gasped when a large turd emerged from the man’s backside. Amazingly, Esther kept her mouth open.

   I wouldn’t do that. I couldn’t. They would have to kill me first…

   The turd expelled in a fluid motion and slipped past the woman’s waiting lips. The woman groaned and her eyes bulged. The shit kept on coming and disappeared further into the woman’s waiting mouth.

   Just when Molly thought she was going to actually swallow the damn thing, the woman screamed and rolled onto her side, spitting out the foul offering from Harlan’s corrupt bowels.

   “I can’t, you’ll have to kill me first,” she said between retching and convulsive sobbing. “You’re all fucking animals!”

   “Animals,” her husband said thoughtfully, just as Harlan expelled another hard jet of spunk in a sticky puddle on the floor with a howl.

   The boy crawled away from the beast, sobbing every bit as hard as Esther.

   “Do you think we’re animals, Sebastian?”

   “No, Dick, I do not.”

   Harlan started making monkey noises. He grabbed his still stiff cock and swung it round and round in circles. He continued to whoop and holler and jump around with bended knees, the knuckles of his free hand scraping on the ground. The sound of it inexplicably troubled Molly even more than watching him shitting in someone’s mouth.

   “Well, maybe my brother is a bit of an animal. But even so, a few hundred years ago we would have been called Libertines.”

   “Libertines,” Sebastian said thoughtfully over Harlan’s whooping. “That sounds so old fashioned. I prefer Splatterpunks.”

   Richard burst out laughing. “Splatterpunks. I like it. You’ve been reading too much Splatterpunk horror, my boy.”

   “Reading does broaden the horizon so.”

   Richard clapped his hands together for order, and Harlan instantly stopped the monkey impression. “Everyone back at the table.”

   Harlan pulled up his trousers and stuffed his cock back in, resuming his seat at the table like nothing had happened.

   James got shakily to his feet, stumbling and almost slipping on his arse in Harlan’s puddle of sperm. 

   Esther, however, didn’t move. She remained on the floor in the foetal position, groaning and crying.

   “I think your wife is upset,” Sebastian said.

   Richard sighed deeply. “I was hoping she would last a little longer than this. Are you coming back to the table, dear? Or would you rather be slaughtered like the fat pig that you are?” he asked in a rather loud and patronising tone.

   The woman didn’t respond, except to cry some more.

   “Fine. Let’s make an example of her to our other guests. Are you listening, my beautiful little fuckers? You will die an excruciatingly painful death if you disobey us. Harlan, Sebastian, shall we serve up Esther as the main course?”

   “Oh, that’s sick,” Sebastian smiled. 

   Richard scraped back his chair and got to his feet. He walked over to where his sobbing wife lay. 

   “There is much meat here to choose from. Harlan? You are the strongest of the three of us, would you care to slice off her tits?”

   “I would love to slice off her tits,” he replied. “I have my trusty penknife on me.”

   “Perfect. And while you’re doing that…” He unzipped his trousers and his tiny prick came into view. “I think I will have myself a piece of arse while you’re butchering the meat.”

   “Good idea,” Sebastian said. “Think I’ll join you.”

   The three boys and Molly were no longer so stunned and silent. 

   “Please don’t do this to us,” James said, the one who had just wanked off Harlan.

   “Please don’t do this to us,” Richard mimicked in a high, falsetto voice. “You’ll do, boy, you’ll do nicely.”

   “Don’t touch him,” Mike said over the boys’ and Molly’s sobbing. “Just let us go, please.”

   Molly threw him a look. There was no point appealing to his good side. These men were monsters, pure and simple. And they would surely die if they didn’t do as they were told. The moment for escape was not now, they all had to play along until an opportunity arose.

   James cried openly when Richard dragged him to his feet by his hair, the look in his eyes utterly conflicted, like he didn’t know whether to punch him or run. Instead good sense reigned supreme. The poor boy allowed himself to be bent over the table with his arse in the air. He cried and sobbed.

   At least the bald-headed cunt has a pencil penis. He should be thankful for small mercies.

    An ear splitting scream echoed off the walls of the vast ballroom, effectively drowning out the boy’s protests. 

   Harlan’s got to work then, cutting off Esther’s tits…

   Molly closed her eyes and covered her ears with her hands, doing her best to block out the horrors going on all around her. She couldn’t handle it, she would surely go insane if she had to live through this a second longer…

   She felt warm hands on her forearms, and she flinched.

   “No,” she sobbed when her hands were prised off her ears.

   “Look at me, Molly.”

   Reluctantly, Molly opened her eyes. Esther’s inhuman, high-pitched screams filled her brain with madness. Sebastian stared down at her, one hand reaching down to gently roll a fear hardened nipple between thumb and forefinger. His icy blue eyes held hers, as cold and as deadly as a snake’s and she trembled uncontrollably.

   The sound of a throat clearing could be heard, barely audible above Esther’s horrific screaming, James’ sobbing and Richard’s grunting. It was Bethan, Sebastian’s wife. He let go of Molly’s nipple.

   “Is there something troubling you, dear wife?” Sebastian asked her.

   She just stared at him with an expression on her face that Molly couldn’t fully read; it was part blushing embarrassment, part fear and could that really be jealousy?

   “What’s it to be? I fuck Molly, or I shit in your mouth.”

   Esther fell silent, either passed out or dead. 

   Thank God for that.

   Molly caught the disgusting way her thoughts were going. For a moment there she didn’t even care if the wretched woman was dead, just so long as that awful screaming stopped.

   “Shit in my mouth, then. I am your property, do what you want with me.”

   What the hell? Crazy, fucking bitch.

   Sebastian looked from one woman to the other, as if torn. Then he shrugged his be-suited shoulders and laughed.

   “Fuck it, whatever the missus wants.”

   Molly looked frantically over at Mike. He stared back, wide eyed and disbelieving as Richard continued to rape the boy right next to him. Tim, the dark-haired boy to James’ left stared miserably down at the chicken on his plate and avoided any eye-contact, his shoulders jerking with his sobbing.

   Richard’s fat face grew redder and his grunts got louder. James cried hard as the foul man came, shooting his load into his rectum.

   As soon as the sex act was complete, Richard resumed his seat at the head of the table like nothing had happened, a soft smile of satisfaction on his face as he watched the unfolding carnage around him. James crawled back into his chair, crying uncontrollably and shifting his probably extremely sore arse on the hard wood of the seat. With a final look of longing at Molly, Sebastian went over to his wife and dragged her to her feet. Harlan came over with a large lump of bloody meat that was easily as big as his hand. 

   Esther’s breast.

   Her stomach turned and she closed her eyes, unable to tolerate the madness going on all around her. From the other side of the table, Sebastian let out an almighty fart and the three men laughed. 

   Still Molly kept her eyes closed.

   “What shall I do with her tit?” Harlan asked.

   “Stick it on my plate,” his older brother replied. “I like a bit of raw meat. Oh my, that is a fine looking turd, son. Poultry surely does produce the most splendid shit, not too hard, not too soft, just melt in the mouth perfection. And poultry is all you sorry fuckers will be eating for the rest of your short lives. That and faeces, of course.”

   Molly heard Bethan groan as her husband was undoubtedly defecating in her mouth.

   It was too much, the grotesqueries had caught up with her and just like a corseted heroine from times gone by, she fainted clean away.

   






   13. 

   

   

   

   

   

   Sebastian was stood over his seated wife, his legs either side of her lap and his arse cheeks smothering her face. The most satisfying shit was emitting from his gently contracting bowels.

   “What the devil is a woman’s tongue good for if not to wipe arseholes? And what use is their gullet if not to swallow our shit?” Richard said happily, after extolling the virtues of consuming poultry in order to make the most perfect turd.

   Sebastian grunted in agreement, concentrating on the job at hand. He wondered what type of shit he was producing; firm or sloppy? If felt solid, something she could really get her chops around. Bethan’s moans reverberated against his arse-cheeks and his cock stiffened in approval. Why hadn’t he ever used his wife’s face as a toilet-bowl before? It really was quite liberating.

   Or should that be libertine…

   He smirked, and glanced over at the true object of his desires, Molly, the waitress from the strip-club. The smirk died on his lips instantly. The stupid bitch had only gone and passed out.

   “Oh, for God’s sake,” he moaned, the last of the shit slithering from his rectum and straight down his wife’s throat.

   He zipped himself up and went to her, scooping her up under her armpits and plonking her unceremoniously back in her seat. Her eyelids fluttered and her head rolled forwards, her body floppy.

   “Wakey, wakey, rise and shine, it’s dinner time.”

   Actually, it wasn’t. As he spoke he saw that the sun was rising. The east facing windows were a perfect showcase for the spectacular sunrise that bathed the not so distant, cluster of trees in a myriad of gentle colours. Molly groaned and her eyelids flickered open.

   Sighing deeply, he stroked her beautiful face. This was the first time he’d seen her up close and in daylight. She truly was a flawless beauty. Her skin was clear and smooth with just a hint of a fading summer tan. Her hair looked a natural, rich shade of gold. And so what if it wasn’t, it certainly couldn’t have been more than a shade or two lighter than what nature had intended. 

   “Sun’s up,” he said to Richard, who was attacking his wife’s breast with a steak knife and fork. 

   “Indeed. Perhaps it is time for our guests to retire for a few hours, they must be shattered after their journey and they will need their strength for tonight. But unfortunately, not all of you will get to participate in the jollities, two of you must accompany us now to your death.”

   He clicked his fingers and the guard holding the gun came over. Sebastian inwardly laughed at the gruesome visage of his friend, at how much terror he must be striking into the hearts of their victims right now. His lips were smeared with his wife’s blood as he thoughtfully chewed on her nipple.

   Esther. He’d almost forgotten about her. The fat bitch was still lying on the floor where Harlan had dumped her. Or should that be, dumped on her.

   He smirked again. This was all so much fun. 

   Sebastian so enjoyed watching all their beautiful faces drop even further into the abyss of despair with Richard’s news. He sat back down again, savouring the atmosphere.

   “Which two should we take?” Harlan asked through a mouthful of chicken.

   “I want to keep Molly,” Sebastian said. 

   He felt Bethan glare daggers at him, and a little shiver of excitement coursed through him. He knew his wife was a submissive, but this was insane. He wouldn’t kill her now either, he would savour her death later on. And if her reactions now were anything to go by, then so would she.

   “I don’t give a fuck,” Harlan added helpfully. 

   “Yes, well, I vote for Tim and my wife,” Richard said. “The bitch is on the verge of a breakdown, anyway. And she isn’t exactly going anywhere.”

   “Fine,” Sebastian agreed.

   Like Harlan, he really didn’t mind, so long as he could save Molly for later.

   “Guard,” Richard said to the man who hovered over them. “Take the others away to their sleeping quarters.”

   With some reluctance, Sebastian watched the others being carted off. 

   “Goodbye darling,” he said to Molly, “don’t miss me too much.”

   “Fuck you,” she spat back.

   Bethan looked imploringly over at him when he addressed Molly. She was jealous.

   Yep, there’s no doubt about it, my wife is nuts. 

   Another pair of guards came in to help, and soon the guests were removed from the ballroom.

   The three men looked at each other. So this was it, then. None of them had ever killed before, not like this anyway. Not for recreation. Okay, so in the past Harlan had killed once or twice in a violent, drunken stupor, and Sebastian himself had killed his parents in order to get his hands on their vast wealth, but this? This was a whole new ball game. The prostitutes at their other parties for whose services they had paid never wound up dead. Incapacitated maybe, but still breathing. 

   Richard, the natural leader of their little group, cleared his throat to speak.

   “Gentlemen, I do believe this marks a turning point in our relationship and in our lives. Once we cross this line, there is no going back. Once we experience all the delights that the flesh has to offer, we will be changed. Are you both ready?”

   “Does a bear shit in the woods?” Harlan asked with an unholy grin that crinkled his scar.

   “I’ve been ready for this my whole life,” Sebastian said with absolute assurance. 

   Richard picked up his glass of champagne. “To libertinage.”

   “Libertinage,” the other two repeated, reaching for their own glasses.

   “Keep away from me, you fuckers.”

   All three turned to look at the remaining lad, who had got to his feet. He held one of the steak knives, slashing it wildly at nothing-in-particular. He was edging backwards, his eyes never leaving them, heading towards the door.

   “And where do you think you’re going?” Sebastian asked, amused by the boy’s audacity.

   “Keep away,” he repeated, his voice high and squeaky.

   Sebastian caught Richard’s eye. He knew what his friend was thinking. If they let him run out the room then a guard would merely escort him back in again. Arguably that was no bad thing, it would be a reasonable excuse to start torturing the boy. Not that they needed an excuse, but he figured it might upset the boy and therefore be more fun if he thought he had brought the most severe stuff upon himself by attempting an escape.

   So they let him flee the room. Almost immediately he was back, flanked by two men. Sebastian studied the lad as the two men dragged him back in. He much preferred women, but he still liked to fuck men. Gorgeous young lads, specifically. He could fully appreciate the boy’s beauty and was drawn to it. His desire for the boy was not even a flicker compared to the raging fire that was his desire for Molly, but it was there, just the same. The boy was so delicate, so beautiful, he would be a joy to mutilate.

   The guards brought him up to them and Richard nodded. 

   “Leave us.”

   They let go of the dark-haired boy who dropped to his knees. The fight was seeping out of him already.

   “Bare hands, or tools?” Richard asked.

   Sebastian thought for a second. “Both.”

   “Pleeeeaaaaase!”

   “Harlan, would you mind fetching a bag of equipment? I left one upstairs in my usual sleeping quarters, please could you go and get it?”

   “Can’t you get one of the staff to do it?” he huffed. “I don’t want to miss out.”

   All throughout their casual exchange the boy sobbed and pleaded on his knees with his hands clasped before him. He looked so angelic with the morning sun playing on his pale body and dancing in his tearful eyes. 

   If Sebastian had had a heart, it might have ached. Instead the only thing that ached was his cock.

   “Go on, you won’t miss out, I promise.” Richard waited for his brother to leave the room before continuing. “You’ve never witnessed my brother lose it before, have you?”

   “I can handle Harlan.”

   “That’s not what I’m saying. He can get a little over-excited. You have my permission to knock him out if he starts taking over and ruining the moment.”

   “In other words you want me to give him a slap for you if he starts getting in the way,” Sebastian said, doing his best not to grin.

   “Something like that, yes.”

   The boy continued with the sobbing, staring imploringly up at them with big, brown eyes.

   “Please let me go, I’ll do anything you want, anything.”

   “Damn right you will, boy. You can start by sucking my cock.”

   This one wasn’t gay, that was obvious from his look of total disgust. Shame for him. It might have made things easier on him if he was. 

   Sebastian smiled slightly. Or maybe not.

   He shuffled forward miserably on his knees, ready to perform as needed, ready to do anything to save his pitiful little life.

   How pathetic. Didn’t he understand that he was already dead?

   Richard stopped short of pulling out his sorry excuse for a cock. “On second thoughts, why don’t I suck yours? I mean, where are my manners?” The boy looked blankly up at him. “Well come on then, lad, on your feet. It is I that should be on my knees.”

   Sebastian eyed the boy’s flaccid penis with total disinterest. That part of the male anatomy did little for him. When he was with a man, he liked to be the one doing the fucking. Not that he had anything against being sodomised, he couldn’t care less about pain. It was more about the loss of control. Sebastian liked to be the one on top, so to speak.

    But he still occasionally appreciated the hard lines of a well-formed, masculine arse and enjoyed a good, hard buttock pounding now and then.

   His friend sunk to his knees and with an exasperated sigh, Sebastian pulled the shivering boy to his feet. His cock seemed to look even smaller now he was upright, like it was trying to shrivel up inside his body.

   “Do as you’re told, kid,” he ordered, slapping his pert little arse.

   The boy’s face screwed up in disgust when the older man’s mouth latched onto his penis and sucked like a hoover. Sebastian watched closely. Men were such simple creatures, he decided. The slightest stimulation would induce an erection, no matter who, or what was manipulating their genitals. Sure enough, the kid was getting hard. Sebastian smiled. 

   He watched the unfolding scene with bated breath, dying to know what Dick was planning. He didn’t have to wait long to find out. The boy’s scream was so loud and high-pitched that Sebastian had to cover his ears with his hands.

   Richard had bitten off the tip of the boy’s cock.

   “Oh my, that’s tasty,” he said, chewing and sucking on the lump of meat in his mouth. 

   The boy howled in agony, blood spurting in great arcs from his severed genitals. He fell to his knees then onto his side, clutching the bloody stump that had once been his cock.

   Sebastian giggled. “Oh my, that’s just mean.”

   “We haven’t even started yet. Ah, here comes my brother.”

   Harlan rushed up to them, clutching the large sports bag which banged heavily against his thigh.

   “What did you do?” he panted. “You started without me! It’s not fair.”

   “Relax,” Richard said, “you’ll get your turn, don’t worry. Open the bag and bring out the crow-bar and blowtorch.”

   Sebastian noted how Harlan’s expression softened slightly on hearing those words. Appeased, he zipped open the bag and quickly found what Richard asked for, handing them to him.

   “Good man. Now, cauterise the boy’s penis with the blowtorch. And when you’ve done that, would you mind doing the same to my wife’s missing tit?”

   Esther was unconscious, lying in a pool of her own blood. She was weak, both mentally and physically, Sebastian didn’t think she would last long enough to appreciate much of their game. At least the boy was a trooper, he hadn’t passed out yet.

   “What else you got in that bag?” Sebastian asked.

   “Take a look, son. Everything that the discerning libertine could ever require.”

   Sebastian rummaged through the bag and the various metal tools and instruments clanked together. Pliers, chisels, a small handheld saw with rusty teeth, screwdrivers, hammers, a box of nails, gardening shears, secateurs, a rake, and other sharp looking gardening tools whose names he didn’t know.

   He picked out a pair of sturdy pliers, turning the object slowly over in his hands. His mouth was suddenly dry and his heart beat extra fast with the possibilities. He had never used such a thing on human flesh before. 

   Always a first time for everything.

   Harlan fiddled with the blowtorch and the blue flame sprung into life. He held it in front of his face and the blue light reflected in his big, brown eyes. The raised scar crinkled like a caterpillar with his smile. 

   Without further warning he wrenched away the boy’s hands and thrust the flame to his genitals. 

   Oh, the noises the boy made. It made the tiny hairs on the back of Sebastian’s neck stand up on end and his ears ring. What a glorious spectacle it was, he didn’t know it was possible for a mouth to even open that wide with such cries of agony. The aroma of cooking meat assaulted his nostrils and made his mouth water. Miraculously, the boy was still conscious when Harlan’s task was complete. His groin smoked and his hands fluttered like wounded butterflies over the seared meat.

   Harlan repeated the procedure at the gaping wound on the unconscious Esther’s chest but Sebastian and Richard paid her little heed. Both stared down at the whimpering boy.

   “He’s strong,” Richard said.

   “Yes,” Sebastian agreed, crouching down next to him.

   With one hand he stroked a strand of dark hair off his sweat-sheened forehead, the pliers firmly gripped in the other.

   Hmm, now what to pull off first…

   “She’s completely out of it,” Harlan said when he came back over to them.

   “Heat up the end of the crowbar with the blowtorch,” Richard instructed.

   That’s when Sebastian noticed that the straight end had been sharpened to a tip. His sick mind was beginning to follow Richard’s equally sick train of thought; that is, to penetrate and cauterise at the same time.

   “Are you going to use those, or just look at them?” Richard asked.

   “I’m just savouring the moment. Aren’t you going to do anything to him?”

   “Not just yet, right now I’m happy to watch you boys play.”

   Sebastian picked up one of the boy’s hands. The resistance in his arm was weak when he tried to tug his hand back. He gripped his thumbnail with the pliers and yanked hard. It was remarkably easy to wrench the nail free from the nail-bed. He watched in fascination the blood pooling where the nail had once been.

   Not as much blood as I thought there’d be.

   No matter. It seemed as though the lad had given up on screaming. Sebastian missed the sound, although it was nice to give his eardrums a rest from the high-pitched noise. He made a funny kind of keening sound instead, like an injured cat near death.

   Sebastian turned his attention back to the sports bag, he was sure he’d seen a pair of garden sheers in there somewhere… And there they were. They felt nice and sturdy in his hands.

   He placed them at the base of a finger and snipped. 

   Oh wow, that finger sure came off easily…

   “Harlan?” Sebastian said, as the thought suddenly occurred to him, “would you mind following my trail with that blowtorch? Stop him from bleeding out?”

   “Splendid idea, my boy,” Richard said.

   So Harlan aimed the blowtorch at the severed stump on the hand. The boy’s eyes rolled back in his head. Surely he couldn’t stay conscious much longer…

   But Sebastian really hoped he would.

   He managed to cut off a nipple, another finger and the tip of his nose before he passed out. Harlan went back to heating the crowbar after he had cauterised the wounds. All three men silently stood over the boy, willing him to wake up so that they could continue. It didn’t seem like it was going to happen anytime soon and they all shuffled from foot to foot impatiently. Behind them, Esther groaned.

   “Give me those shears, I’ve been wanting to do this for years…” Richard strode over to his wife and leaned down, pinching her cheeks so that her mouth was forced open. “On second thoughts, I have a much better idea.”

   Sebastian watched in fascination when Richard stabbed Esther under her chin at the point where it turned into her neck. He wiggled the scissors in her neck, widening the hole. Her eyes bulged and her fat arms flailed, a strange, gurgling sound escaping her lips. Then Richard rolled up his sleeve and stuck his first two fingers in the incision, his face a frowning mask of concentration.

   Sebastian and Harlan burst out laughing when they saw what he had done. He had managed to draw her tongue back and down, passing it through the hole. 

   “Give us a kiss, baby,” Richard said, leaning over to waggle his tongue against the bloody end of hers. “Mmm, baby, you never tasted so good.”

   The boy was coming round, cutting their laughter dead. Sebastian was overcome by the most powerful urge to hurt him, to stamp on him and kick him and give vent to the rage that had accompanied his every year of the twenty-five that had thus far comprised his life.

   “Is the end of the crowbar nice and hot, Harlan?”

   “I should say so, Richard.”

   “So drill a cunt for Sebastian, seeing as he has no taste and prefers cunts to arseholes.”

   Harlan smirked. “I don’t have a favourite hole, but I think I’m about to.”

   Where the boy’s cock had once proudly sprouted, Harlan rammed in the pointed, white hot end of the crowbar. The lad’s arms and legs jerked comically, but his body skated over the slippery, bloody floor with the violence of Harlan’s thrusts.

   “How does it feel to be fucked? How does it feel to be a woman?” Harlan shouted down at the boy, his face red and his scar standing out even more because of his exertion. “Will one of you please stand by his shoulders and stop him fucking sliding everywhere.”

   Richard obliged his brother, planting his feet either side of the boy’s neck so that his shoulders rested against his ankles. Now Harlan had sufficient purchase to drive the end of the crowbar home. Miraculously, the boy didn’t pass out. The agony must have been unspeakable. 

   He certainly doesn’t look too happy, Sebastian thought with some satisfaction. It was as if the boy had gone beyond screaming, for no noise apart from a funny sort of whining, heaving sound escaped his lips. Maybe he’s cried himself hoarse. 

   Sebastian stared down at him with his head cocked to one side. Despite the size of the ballroom, the whole place reeked of cooking human flesh. Once the crowbar had been rammed inside the boy to around the length of thirty centimetres, Harlan withdrew it in one swift movement. He got down on his elbows and peered up the hole he had just made.

   “Nice,” he said. “Hardly any blood. Richard, you are a genius.”

   “I know. Sebastian, would you like to be the first to fuck the boy’s new cunt?”

   “And you don’t mind? You did choose this one, after all.”

   “I hate cunts, even pretend cunts. Don’t you worry, I’ll have my fun with him after you and Harlan.”

   Sebastian didn’t have to be asked twice. Even better, the gruesome attention the boy had received seemed to bring him round; he found his voice and screamed out his agony into the vast room and the heartless fuckers within it.

   Sebastian pulled down his trousers and got busy fucking the boy’s new hole.
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   Molly sobbed into the pillow, in that moment just wishing to die and get it over with.

   No. She must not think like that. She was still alive, wasn’t she? She still had a chance to escape…

   Molly and the others had been separated, she didn’t know what had become of them. All she knew was that she was upstairs, alone in a spartan, but still beautiful bedroom fit for a princess. The bed was four-poster and piled high with soft blankets and cushions. Everything was clean and bright, and a chandelier hung from the high ceiling. A large, plastic bottle of water had been left on the bed, which she greedily gulped down. The bed was the only furniture, apart from a plastic bucket at the foot of the bed which looked completely out of place with the rest of the room. She presumed that it was supposed to be the chamber-pot. Tough luck if it wasn’t; she had already pissed in it.

   Molly was exhausted. The guard had roughly pushed her into this room less than an hour ago and ordered her to get some rest before locking her in. She had gone straight over to the window and opened the shutters with every intention of hurtling herself out of it – that is until she saw how high up she was. Then she saw the guards patrolling outside and her insides shrivelled.

   The next thing she did was to hunt around for some kind of weapon. She had visions of herself attacking the next armed man that came into the room…

   But how, exactly, was she supposed to do that? Come at him with a pillow and wrestle the rifle out of his hand? Or perhaps knock him over the head with the plastic bucket?

   Exhaustion was beginning to take its toll. And now here she was, lying on the bed under the wonderfully soft blankets, hating herself for just giving in to her body’s desperate need to rest, yet fully understanding she was fit for nothing if she didn’t.

   She didn’t know she had fallen asleep but she must have done. A far away, high pitched screaming played in an endless loop as the soundtrack to her nightmares but whether it was real or imagined, she didn’t know. Molly drifted in and out of an uneasy sleep, not wanting to fall into too deep a state of unconsciousness for fear of leaving herself vulnerable.

   She didn’t know if minutes or hours passed in this way, but when the door creaked open, she sat bolt upright in bed. One of the mean looking bastards with a rifle entered the room.

   “Up,” he said. “You are required in the ballroom.”

   She stared up at him, her eyes still heavy with sleep and her vision blurred. How long had she been out of it? The room was definitely darker, like it was dusk. Swinging her legs out the bed, she covered her breasts with her arms. She knew that the action was pointless, but she wasn’t a broken woman yet, she still had her dignity.

   As soon as she set foot outside the room with the tip of the rifle digging into her bare back, she bumped into Mike, he too being escorted downstairs by a guard. She went right up to him and pressed her body against his as they walked across the wide landing. 

   “Next chance we, get, we kill them,” she whispered in his ear. “If we attack together, we stand a chance.”

   “You read my mind,” he whispered back, “I’d rather die trying than live through this.”

   “The first opportunity?”

   “The very first.”

   “Oi! Stop whispering you two, stop touching.”

   A guard roughly grabbed her upper arm and dragged her away from him, but not before their eyes locked in shared respect and understanding. She saw the fight in his eyes and she allowed herself to feel hope.

   Escape or die trying.

   Molly padded naked down the spiral, wrought-iron and marble staircase, back into the ballroom from hell. Things certainly hadn’t improved since her last visit.

   Her and Mike were the first to arrive. Esther and Tim had never left. The hosts greeted them, all three sitting at the table and drinking wine. Richard was smoking a foul smelling cigar. Behind the heavy odour was something else, something far worse. Looking at the grizzly scene before her, it didn’t take a genius to work out what.

   Burnt flesh.

   “I trust you slept well?” Richard enquired.

   Molly barely heard him. Tim and Esther were propped up against the wall nearest to the table. Esther’s eyes were wide open and lifeless. And was that her goddamn tongue sticking out of her neck?

   But fuck her if Tim wasn’t still alive. His eyes rolled back in his head over the bloody mess that had once been his nose. His slight body was peppered with blackened wounds, and his penis had been severed, a gaping, raw hole where his manhood had once been.

   It was however, the sight of their stomachs that drew her attention. It took a moment for her to work out what was wrong with what she was seeing, but when she did, she doubled over and dry heaved.

   Oh Jesus, that’s so fucking sick.

   Esther and Tim had been cut open from groin to sternum, then crudely stitched up again with thick, black thread. But that wasn’t the problem. The problem was the two lengths of greyish rope that connected them through their sewn up gashes.

   She glanced over at Mike, who was also staring at the spectacle open-mouthed. 

   “We took our fill of their bodies, and when we were done, we scooped out their intestines and swapped them round. My fat cunt of a wife died instantly, but the boy still lives, amazingly. We’re waiting to see how long it takes for him to expire. Please, won’t you both sit down.”

   Molly felt light-headed and her legs wobbled precariously. 

   “Molly,” Mike said, barely above a whisper.

   The sharpness in his voice reminded her to be strong, and she took her seat at the table. Escape or die trying.

   One by one, the rest of the guess were escorted back into the room, all of them taken to their original seats. The two empty places that Tim and Esther used to occupy only served to remind her how close to death she really was.

   The two girls looked like they had been patched up pretty good. They were conscious, anyway. Evangeline’s shin had been bandaged and the redhead whose name she did not know seemed alright, even if she did now walk with a limp.

   “Before dinner is served, do you know what I feel like doing?” Harlan asked.

   “What? Pray tell, dear brother of mine,” Richard replied.

   “Kicking someone the fuck to death.”

   “Just don’t take Molly.”

   There Sebastian goes, dragging me into it again…

   “Take the redhead, I’m sick of the sight of her, I don’t know what possessed me to pick a girl. I should’ve left that to you, Sebastian.”  Richard said.

   You fat pig, Molly thought.

   Molly was experiencing a whole new emotion. Anger. She held onto the feeling, knowing that it would serve her well.

   “Please leave me alone,” the redhead said. 

   She sounded like she didn’t have half as much fight in her as she’d had earlier. Harlan ignored her feeble protests and dragged her out the chair before throwing her to the ground behind Molly. She screamed and tried to scramble to her feet but Harlan kicked her down, his foot connecting with her head.

   “Anyone care to join me?”

   Sebastian got to his feet, but Richard didn’t.

   “I am saving my energy, I am older and I like my torture to have a little more finesse. But each to their own, this is a party, after all.”

   To Molly’s shock, Bethan stood up. 

   What the hell’s she doing? 

   Joining in, that’s what. 

   Was she doing it to try and win back her husband’s favour? Or was she just as sick in the head as they were? Her bare feet didn’t seem to put her off, she kicked the girl all over her body with as much vigour as her husband and Harlan.

   Oh God, they’re going to kill her.

   Molly’s gaze locked with Mike’s across the table. His gaze flickered over to the ballroom’s double doors, then back to her again. Immediately, she saw what he was getting at; there were no guards in the room.

   Fuck it.

   Simultaneously, they jumped to their feet. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Mike throw a speedy right-hook at Richard’s temple. The blow knocked his head sideways and was so fast he didn’t even have time to cry out.

   Maybe it was because their bare feet made no sound on the parquet flooring, or maybe it was just because Sebastian and Harlan were so intent on the job at hand, that they almost made it out the ballroom unnoticed. 

   It was Sebastian’s wife that noticed their escape.

   “Hey! Two are getting away!” she screamed when they were mere seconds from the door.

   Molly knew Harlan had a gun, and it spurned her on all the harder. A gun fired and she flinched, convinced for a second that she had been shot. But by some miracle, she was still running.

   I haven’t been shot!

   She had reached the double doors and she threw herself against them, expecting Mike to be right behind her. Except he wasn’t.

   She allowed herself the most fleeting of glances behind her and glimpsed Mike on the ground.

   No! 

   Without further hesitation she pressed onwards. One of the armed men was coming right at her. Not for a second did she lose momentum and he was so surprised to see her he didn’t even have time to raise his rifle. She ran directly into his path with a war cry and he fell backwards with her on top of him. During their tumble to the floor, she managed to twist the gun so the length of it caught him under his chin, snapping his head back.

   He didn’t move when she clambered off him and she didn’t hang around to see the damage she had done.

   This was the part where she fully expected to die, to be mowed down by the other guards. Instead she saw she was alone. She didn’t stop to question it and hurled herself outside into the now dark night, not even pausing for a second to take the man’s rifle.

   By the time Sebastian and Harlan burst through the ballroom doors, she was gone.
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   “Where the fuck is she?” Sebastian said.

   Harlan screeched to a halt behind him, almost knocking him over. The cavernous hallway was empty.

   “She can’t be far, probably ran outside, one of the guards will stop her for sure,” Harlan said.

   Sebastian wished he shared Harlan’s confidence. This wasn’t supposed to happen, it wasn’t part of the plan. The guests weren’t supposed to escape and they sure as shit weren’t supposed to punch Richard in the face. Everything was spiralling out of control and he didn’t like it one bit.

   “Guards!” he roared, but no one came running.

   Of course, they were all outside; the new batch of party goers were arriving right about now. He glanced up the stairs; it was a distinct possibility she had run up there. But it was more likely she had legged it outside.

   “You look upstairs,” he said to Harlan, taking the rifle out of the unconscious guard’s hands as he didn’t have his own gun. “I’m going outside.”

   He burst through the front door, looking round for signs of Molly. The van with the latest batch of people was parked right in front of the door. 

   “Have you seen a girl run out?” Sebastian growled to one of the guards who was milling around outside with another ten or so men, waiting for Richard’s go-ahead to open the hatch on the back of the van.

   “No, Sir.”

   “A girl has escaped, how could you stupid fuckers not see her? Get your men together and fucking find her. She’ll be running wild on the grounds somewhere.”

   “Yes, Sir.”

   The fat driver of the van came over to him scratching his arse. “You don’t wanna check the guests in yet, then?” 

   “No I fucking don’t, I want the girl found.”

   “Ain’t nothing to do with me, I just transport ‘em. Hey, mate, calm down.”

   Sebastian pointed the rifle at the fat driver. “Make it to do with you. Find her or you don’t get paid, you stupid fat cunt.”

   Sebastian was boiling over with rage, it bubbled in his brain like a vat of boiling oil. Talk about cluster-fuck. The staff had obviously gotten cocky and complacent, a lethal combination.

   “And someone please fetch the other men who are preparing dinner in the kitchen. Find that fucking girl!” he bellowed to no man in particular.

   The men scattered, jogging off into different directions of the vast grounds. He forced himself to relax. They would find her, how could they not? Even if by some miracle she managed the two mile hike to the perimeter, if she didn’t die of hyperthermia or collapsed from sheer exhaustion, there was still no way she could scale the twenty foot, barbed wire topped wall surrounding the grounds. It was just a matter of time.

   It suddenly occurred to him that she hadn’t run off at all, that maybe she was hiding under the van. He crouched down and peered underneath, half expecting to see her cowering there like a frightened animal.

   Nothing there. A stupid hunch. Sighing heavily, he went back in.

   Inside, he met Harlan coming down the stairs.

   “Any luck?” he asked, seeing immediately from his face that it was a futile question.

   Harlan shook his head. “No. You?”

   “No. Fuck!”

   He kicked a nearby gold statue in frustration. Fuck, he really wanted that girl. For him, she had been the whole goddamn point of this fucking party. Oh, the things he had been saving up to do to her… Sebastian was in the blackest of sulks. He had never felt so badly done to in his life. He was like a kid who’d saved the best bit of his dinner until last only to have the plate snatched away at the last second.

   He marched back into the ballroom with Harlan hot on his tail. Richard was there, rubbing his head, still seated at the head of the table. The guests were silent and unmoving around him. Apart from the redhead, that is, who lay doubled up on the floor, her mouth dripping red.

   “Sebastian. A word,” he said. “Harlan, watch our guests.” Once they were out of ear-shot of the others he grabbed his arm and pulled him close. “What’s the big idea? I don’t have a gun on me, what if the guests had revolted in my weakened state?”

   “It’s not my fault the stupid fucking bitch made a break for it.”

   “Have they found her?”

   “No.”

   Richard sucked in an angry breath through his teeth. “Sebastian?”

   “Yes?”

   “Don’t you ever undermine me like that in front of my brother and my guests again.”

   “How the hell did I undermine you?”

   “By leaving me when I had been punched in the face. Leaving me when you knew I didn’t have a gun.”

   Sebastian didn’t know that, and he hardly thought it was important anyway. There was a girl missing, why was Richard whining on like a prick?

   “We need to find the girl.”

   “She’ll turn up. Christ, Sebastian, she won’t get away, you need to get your priorities straight. We’re going to go back over to our guests and we are going to continue with our games. We will not show weakness in the face of adversity.”

   Sebastian had a certain amount of respect for Richard being so much older, but he didn’t see him as in any way superior. In fact, right now Richard seemed more like a fussy old man. A fussy old man who was telling him what to do. And no one told Sebastian what to do.

   “You know what, Dick? I don’t think I’m in the party spirit anymore. I think I’m going to call it a night.”

   He marched over and aimed the rifle at each of the girls in turn. First his wife, then the blonde, then the redhead doubled over on the ground. All three instantly began whimpering and Sebastian felt better for it.

   “Sebastian,” Harlan exclaimed. “What the hell are you doing? You can’t go shooting the guests, where’s the fun in that? This is supposed to be a party.”

   That’s when Sebastian accidently trained the rifle on Harlan, seeing as he was talking to him.

   “Are you actually pointing a gun at my brother?” Richard asked.

   He hadn’t raised his voice, but there was no mistaking the icy threat behind his words.

   Sebastian was getting tired of this. All he wanted was the girl, and the girl wasn’t here. Sebastian always got what he wanted and in a flash of indignant self-pity, he aimed the gun at the blonde’s head and pulled the trigger. She jerked backwards, her head exploding in a fountain of gore. Sebastian liked the way it felt. He liked watching her brains explode. It was a simple pleasure, one of instant gratification and was the perfect vent to his anger.

   It felt pretty good so he did it again with the redhead. He doubted she knew what had hit her, that she probably hadn’t even seen the rifle. Her brains splattered the floor all around her headless corpse. She had never looked so good and he had the sudden urge to get on his knees and rut with her.

   Then he aimed he nuzzle at his wife’s head. Her hands flew up before her face, as if that would somehow protect her from a bullet. 

   “Seb! Please, I can show you so much pleasure, I’ll do anything you want me to, I love you…”

   “Fuck off.”

   The rifle fired and Bethan’s brains decorated the table with lumps of dripping gore.

   Harlan got to his feet. “Oh yeah,” he said, rubbing the huge bulge at his crotch. “Mind if I fuck your wife’s neck stump, Sebastian?”

   “Not at all.”

   Without even looking, he casually pointed the rifle in the direction of the young lad whose name he couldn’t even remember, and fired. 

   His head too exploded like an overripe watermelon dropped form a great height. 

   “Where are you going now?” Richard said.

   “To find the girl,” he called over his shoulder.

   Out of the corner of his eye on his way out the door, he glimpsed Harlan standing over his wife’s body and ramming his huge penis down her neck stump in a bizarre parody of a blowjob. The sight left him numb. All he wanted was the girl, he couldn’t give a shit about anything, or anyone else.
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   Molly wanted to cry out; her entire body trembled with the effort of clinging to the underside of the van. Sweat stung her eyes and blood trickled from her fingertips making her grip slippery, but still she clung on for grim life. 

   At least that gym membership is paying off at last, she thought, silently thanking God for all those chin-ups.

   It was indeed a fortuitous stroke of luck that the van was parked so close to the château; when she had arrived here she vividly remembered the walk up the drive. Given the short distance to the van, she had immediately dived beneath it without anybody noticing. 

   Footsteps crunched in the gravel around the vehicle.

   They’re going to look under the van any second…

   A familiar voice sounded that made her blood curdle;

   “Have you seen a girl run out?”

   Despite her terror, she clung on all the tighter. There was no way she would let Sebastian get her.

   Escape or die trying. I will not let go, I will not let go…

   Her body was beginning to tremble violently as Sebastian tore strips off somebody.

   “…how could you stupid fuckers not have seen her,” he was shouting.

   Molly concentrated all her efforts on holding on as a new male voice quipped something about checking in the other guests.

   Oh God, there must be others in the back of the van…

   Lots of feet crunched on the gravel around her, and she squeezed her eyes tightly shut, praying for the nightmare to be over soon. Sebastian’s voice drew closer, and she heard him sigh. She glanced sideways and a pair of expensive, men’s shoes were right by the van. She couldn’t remember what shoes Sebastian had been wearing, but they had to be his.

   She heard him sigh again, louder this time, like he was actually under there with her. She closed her eyes and held her breath. He had to be down on his knees, looking for her beneath the van…

   She let out a shaky breath when his footsteps retreated and unable to hang on a second longer, she dropped to the ground with a cry. Luckily for her, Sebastian had already gone back into the house.

   Every muscle in her body sung out in protest and she lay on the gravel on her back, knowing she must move but in that moment completely paralysed. If anyone were to spot her now, she was as good as dead. Lady luck remained on her side, for all the guards were busy scouring the grounds for her.

   A gun shot rang out from inside the house and she cried out and flinched. Another two followed soon after.

   They must be shooting everybody. I guess the party’s over…

   Molly rolled out from under the van and got shakily to her feet. Limping badly, she made her way round to the driver’s door.

   Yes!

   The keys were in the ignition. A moment of indecision rocked her. Should she remain hidden under the van, or just get in and drive? 

   There would be others like her in the back. Remaining hidden might well save her own skin and be her lift out of here, but it would be as good as murdering the others. 

   I guess that’s that, then.

   Molly climbed into the driver’s seat, turned the key in the ignition, and floored the accelerator.
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   Sebastian got outside just in time to see the van speed off down the drive.

   “You cunt!” he screamed.

   He knew full well who was driving and stormed back into the house with fire in his belly.

   “Richard!” he shouted as he barged into the ballroom. “She’s taken the god-damn, motherfucking van! We need to lock down the front gates right now!”

   Sebastian appeared to have interrupted Harlan’s orgasm; he muttered angrily to himself as he stuffed that obscene, gore splattered cock of his back inside his trousers.

   Richard was standing over his dead wife, gently prodding the exposed intestines that joined her to the boy. The boy winced and groaned.

   “Richard? Richard! The girl’s getting away.”

   Richard turned to face him, his eyes far away and dreamy.

   “I’d best shut down the gate, then.” 

   In that same languid state he walked towards the door. Sebastian didn’t care for this sudden mood change.

   “Where are you going?”

   “You want me to shut down the gate, don’t you? The control box is in the hallway.” Sebastian and Harlan followed him out the room. “When you get the girl, bring her and the van back to the château. Here, take the keys to my car, it’s parked round the back.”

   Sebastian snatched the keys out Richard’s hand and was already out the front door while Richard was still talking. It was going to be okay, there was no way she could drive past the locked gates. He would find her, bring her back and everything would be perfect. 

   Outside, he noticed he had company. Harlan jogged along next to him and Sebastian threw him the smallest of smiles. He loved his friends, he really did. As long as they stuck together, they were invincible. 
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   The bullets bounced off the van with a metallic ping! 

   It must be armoured.

   Molly ploughed on at thirty miles per hour, the absolute top speed the narrow, gravel road and pitch black would allow, paying little heed to the stray bullets that ricochetted off the sides.

   One bullet blasted through the passenger window and windscreen, completely shattering the glass before her. Panicking, she bashed out the jagged shards of glass with her fist.

    But at least the men were on foot and the spray of bullets came in short, sharp bursts. They would never catch her, she was home free.

   I’m going to make it…

   The light from the headlamps illuminated the huge, iron gates up ahead and her heart surged with hope. As soon as the wave of hope hit her, then so did the despair.

   The gates are locked. I’m trapped.

   Yet another moment of indecision plagued her. Brake or drive faster. 

   Molly floored it. 

   She hit the gates at just over thirty miles per hour. If she hadn’t of fastened her seatbelt, she absolutely would have been killed. Instead, the crash violently jolted ever bone in her body. She jerked forwards, her forehead smacking against the steering wheel before her head was snapped back into the soft upholstery at great speed.

   Then it all went dark. 
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   Sebastian couldn’t believe the stupid bitch had actually attempted to plough through the gates.

   “Wow, that’s gotta hurt,” Harlan said with a smile.

   The nose of the van was concertinaed and thin wisps of smoke curled from the engine. Sebastian eased the Porsche up behind the van and killed the engine. Both men swung their long legs out the red Porsche and strolled over to the driver’s side.

   “Well? Is she alive?” Harlan asked when Sebastian opened the driver’s door and felt for a pulse at her neck.

   For a moment he thought she was dead, and then there it was, the faintest flutter beneath his fingertips.

   “Yeah,” he replied with some relief. 

   The fun wasn’t over yet, then. She looked so beautiful. Only her forehead was bloodied, the rest of her face was unmarked.

   “Good. Oh, and Sebastian?”

   Sebastian wrenched his gaze off the girl and turned to look at Harlan. His blood ran cold when he saw the gun pointing in his face.

   “I’m sorry, but you are going to have to die now.”

   “What the fuck?” was all he could think to say.

   Harlan shrugged. “Sorry, not my idea, I’ve always kinda liked you. Richard said I must kill you and bring your body back with the girl and the others.”

   “Why?”

   “Richard says you’ve turned into a liability. You shouldn’t have gone all commando like that on the guests. It wasn’t your place.”

   Sebastian’s head reeled with the sudden turn of events. How could Richard do this to him? They were friends, they loved each other like family…

   Family. He thought of his dead wife and his dead parents.

   Yeah, seems like you’re not the only one that fucks over their family.

   “Harlan, wait, you don’t have to do this.”

   “I do. I really do. Don’t worry, I’ll do you proud, I promise to have some fun with your corpse before I take you back.”

   Fuck that. 

   Sebastian figured he had nothing to lose and he lunged for his arm. The gun fired in the air, and the men fell to the gravel in a deadly embrace with Sebastian on top. Harlan was bigger and stronger, but Sebastian had quicker reflexes and drove home his current physical advantage. Repeatedly he bashed the back of Harlan’s hand on the ground until his fingers loosened their grip. Then he fisted his thick, dark hair and brought the back of his skull crashing down on the gravel. 

   Harlan had quit squirming.

   “I’m sorry buddy, it’s nothing personal,” he said, getting to his feet and stamping down with all his might on Harlan’s face. 

   His head kind of imploded. He had always wondered what it would feel like to crush a human head with his foot – and now he knew. He thoroughly enjoyed the deep-sounding crack of his skull splitting open. The noise was a physical thing, jolting up his leg and reverberating through his entire body. God, it was deeply satisfying, even if it was his old friend Harlan. Oh well, never mind. Richard was right, friends and family were a liability. 

   The sound of the girl groaning snapped back his attention. He went to her, but not before wiping Harlan’s brains off the soles of his expensive Italian shoes on the low-rise, stone wall that lined the gravel track leading to the château.

   It suddenly occurred to him that he had to get all this carnage the hell away from the gate. Okay, so the road beyond the property was deathly quiet, but it was still a public road. If someone was to drive by now and then call the police, it could make life difficult.

   Sebastian worked quickly, a plan hatching in his mind. 
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   Molly’s head was swimming. She sat there dazed, groaning in pain, her head feeling like it was about to explode. 

   Fucking gates didn’t even dent.

   Big hands hooked under her armpits and she felt herself being lifted up and out of the driver’s seat. 

   Sebastian. 

   She was a fool to think she could escape, a fool to even think for a second she would get out of this alive. He cradled her against his chest like a new-born and carried her over to the high, concrete wall next to the gate and set her down against it. 

   She wanted to get up and run, but in that moment she knew she was defeated. What would be the point? There was nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, she was trapped on the château grounds and there were still those guards searching for her. 

   And she hurt. She hurt all over; her head felt like it was about to burst, her legs were weak and her torso battered. She was cold, naked, a complete wreck. She was too weak to even ease her back away from the cold concrete that bit into her tender, bruised skin.

   So it was with resignation that she watched Sebastian move the van onto the muddy grass away from the gates and therefore from the view of the road.  Only then did she notice the prostrate, be-suited figure lying face-up on the gravel. The physique was unmistakable.

   Harlan! But what’s happened to his face?

   Groaning, she looked away in disgust. Would the horrors never end?

   At least he’s dead. If only Sebastian was dead too…

   The glowing headlights of the Porsche illuminated Sebastian when he stepped out of the now hidden van and walked round to the back of it. 

   He inserted a key in the lock at the base of the van from the key-ring that had been in the ignition. The door rolled up. From where she was sitting, she couldn’t see in the back but she heard muffled screams.

   The people in the back are gagged and bound, just like I was.

   Her heart plummeted when Sebastian pulled a gun on them.

   “No,” she sobbed, but her weak voice was drowned out by the firing gun.

   Once, twice, three times the gun went off. 

   “Fuck it!” Sebastian screamed as he continued to pull the trigger on an empty chamber. 

   In a temper he threw the gun to the ground and hoisted himself into the back of the van. She heard more screaming; the unspeakable, blood-curdling sound of individuals being beaten to death. 

   She thought about getting into the Porsche, the keys still had to be in the ignition seeing as the headlights were on. Immediately, she dismissed the idea. Where would she drive to? These gates had to be the only way out and that hadn’t exactly worked out.

   Harlan was just a few metres away from her. 

   I wonder if he still has his mobile in his jacket pocket? Or that penknife?

   With renewed hope she crawled over to where he lay and patted down his body with the screams of the tortured and the dying ringing in her ears. Her fingers curled around the penknife and she half laughed, half sobbed. She flicked open the blade, not believing her luck. Her body didn’t seem to hurt quite so much as it did when she crawled back over to the spot where Sebastian had dumped her. 

   She sat on the knife and waited for him to finish his sick business, waited for him to come to her.

   Then the grim silence fell. A death silence. Somewhere, far above, an owl hooted.

   This is it. My one and only chance. 

   You’d better not fuck it up, then…

   Sebastian jumped free from the back of the van. He glanced over at her to make sure she was where he had left her and headed for Harlan. Once there he crouched over his body and from the waistband of his trousers he produced a small knife. 

   At first, Molly couldn’t see what he was doing. He had his back to her and his arm jerked back and forth in a sawing motion.

   Like he was cutting through something.

   With a final grunt of exertion, he fell backwards, his hand bent at an unnatural angle to his wrist.

   Not his hand. Harlan’s hand.

   The knife was pocketed once more and he righted himself. His tall body cast a long shadow in the Porsche headlights when he approached the side of the gate, and only then did Molly realise what he was doing.

   He’s unlocking the gate, it must be fingerprint coded with Richard’s and Harlan’s prints.

   Sure enough, he pressed the pad of Harlan’s finger against the glowing blue keypad and the gates made a heavy, clanking sound as they swung outwards.

   Her overworked heart pounded against her ribcage when he approached. She had to play this just right, her future, or lack of, hinged on this one moment.

   “Come on, sweetheart,” he said, reaching for her, “we’re going. It would appear that my good friend Richard wants me dead and the guards will be swarming here any second to make sure Harlan has done his job properly. I guess things have gotten a little crazy. I think I need to empty my bank account of a fair few million and disappear for a while…”

   She never fully understood why he didn’t just kill her there and then. It was madness for him to engage her in conversation, madness not to just kick and punch her to death like he had the others in the back of the van.

   Maybe he fancied a travel companion. Maybe he wanted to rape her at leisure at a later date.

   Whatever his reasoning, it was his downfall. As he leaned down to scoop her up, her shaking fingers curled around the knife she was sitting on and brought it upwards at speed. It lodged high up in his right-hand side, slipping in effortlessly. 

   Groaning through gritted teeth, she twisted it as hard as she could. He grunted and staggered backward, clutching the knife. When he landed on his back she straddled him and tugged out the weapon. A spray of hot blood hit her in the face, but she barely noticed. She brought the knife down again and again, stabbing him repeatedly in the chest until his white shirt turned red.

   “Stop,” he gasped, his hands flying up to protect his face and blood pooling in his mouth.

   She stabbed through his hands and took out an eye. It suddenly occurred to her that he wasn’t screaming. Despite the awful pain he must be in with death so close to claiming him, his lips were pulled back in a grin.

   It made her pause.

   “Feels good, doesn’t it?” he said, gargling on his own blood. “You and me, we’re not so different.”

   Then he went slack, that rictus smile still firmly in place. His one good eye seemed to be staring into her very soul, accusing her of blood lust, so she stuck the knife in it and left it there, the handle pointing up to the black sky.

   You and me, we’re not so different…

   “Fuck you,” she panted, wiping the blood and tears from her eyes.

   He was blood soaked, his clothes were useless to her. Harlan’s jacket was usable, at least it wasn’t ringing wet with blood. With some difficulty she prised it off his still warm corpse and shrugged it on, got into the Porsche and turned the key in the ignition.

   She drove at speed through the opened gates and didn’t look back. A sense of calm enveloped her. She knew that there would be a long battle ahead. Richard Granger was untouchable; it would be like the infamies that had taken place in the château had never happened. He would hunt her down, she was under no illusions about that. He would hunt her down and he would try to kill her.

   Let him.

   When Richard came for her, she would be ready.

   You and me, Richard, we’re not so different.

   

   

   

   The End.

   






   

   

   

   

   Hey, you reached the end. I sincerely hope you enjoyed Splatterpunks. If you did, please check out my author page on Amazon. I release a new book every month or so for your sick, reading pleasure.

   Take care and sweet dreams,

   Sam.
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