
  Killing Stroke:


   


  Imminent Bloodbath


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  A 


  Fae Corps Publishing Anthology


  Copyright © 2025 Fae Corps Publishing


  Publisher Fae Corps LLC


  
[image: OEBPS/images/image0001.png] 


  
All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


  This is a work of fiction, any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination. The theme for this means that there are darker things in the submissions. Please take care of yourself and read only if you are in the right mind space.


  
Fae Corps LLC


  5415 Raven Dr


  Charleston WV 25306


  Faecorpspublishing.com


   


   


  Editor: Patricia Harris


  Cover art: Serenity Studios Covers


   


  [image: OEBPS/images/image0002.png]
 


  Friday Vash


   


  Dedicated to Raz T. Slasher and Malcolm Tanner for writing killers who invoke the mind and inspire the imagination. 


   


  Serena Mossgraves


   


  Death is not an end, it is merely another journey.


   


  Dr Raz T. Slasher


   


  Dedicated to Patti and Jenny for always believing in me, even when I don't. 


   


  The Art of Victory


  By James Moran


   


   


                  Lieutenant Delpier rode down on his dear friend Boutier on a horse he’d claimed in the chaos of the retreat. Delpier’s small stature required that he stand up on the saddle to help Boutier swing onto the horse as retreating soldiers scattered from its hammering hooves. Upon reaching the staking of the command tent, the horse reared up. Lieutenant Delpier said to his dear friend, “Go inside and speak with your dying brother. I’ll join you there.”


   


                  Boutier charged into the tent and shoved his way through the stand of officers arrayed around a litter upon which his brother was indeed dying. Old Douchle the medic had his brother’s shoulders and head couched in the embrace of one arm while his other hand shakingly sewed shut a wound on the dying general’s side. Montier was looking away and was frighteningly wan and in obvious pain. When he saw Boutier he barked, “Move aside.” Then he croaked, “Come here, brother.”


   


                  Boutier knelt and drew his kerchief to wipe away the blood from the lips of his elder brother.


   


  “I shouldn’t have involved you in all of this warfare business,” Montier rasped. “I should have encouraged you only to be an artist.”


   


  Boutier sought his elder brother’s hand and wept.


   


  “Only an artist and a lover can end this battle,” said Montier. And then he whispered, “Will you end this battle?”


   


  With all the force of his emotion Boutier nodded his head up and down.


   


  When he lifted his face Montier’s eyes searched his, and as if content with what they saw, he ordered, “Go rally your men so my death is not in vain.” When Boutier continued by his brother’s side Montier growled. “Go now!”


   


  Boutier pressed the skin of his brother’s cold knuckles to his face, gazed at his noble general, and stood.


   


  The growing crowd parted for him, except for one man who detached from the group and strode close. “When he dies, I won’t suffer you to live,” Schnabe hissed in Boutier’s face. Schnabe then turned and drew in close to the litter and his beloved general.


   


  Encountering Aschel, Schnabe’s fully armed guard, blocking the exit, Boutier turned back to examine the interaction between Schnabe and his brother. Montier urged Schnabe to lean in close. Montier ran his fingers through his beloved lieutenant’s hair as he spoke to him. He then gripped him by the hair and went for his neck. Schnabe reached for the blade behind his hip, first stabbing Douchle as the old medic moved to block him, then thrusting the knife into Montier. The crowd surged forward, barring Boutier's passage to his brother. Boutier leapt onto the backs of those officers in front of him but rolled instinctively to the side when he sensed a threat. There was Aschel hefting his dagger high with the blade pointing down. Aschel’s face turned to shock as Delpier appeared like a monkey on the large guard’s back, sawing open his throat with his own dagger. Boutier scrambled forward; the path no longer blocked. Schnabe flopped like a fish on the ground. Montier lay expressionless with eyes wide and still, the scalpel with which he had punctured Schnabe’s neck still in his grip. The old medic lay face down on Montier’s blood-blackened chest.


   


                  Delpier sent everyone out of the tent with orders and shoves, and soon Boutier was wandering outside, vaguely aware that he was collecting wood for the pyre with the others while Delpier dressed the bodies.


   


                  Boutier wandered about with only three spindly sticks in his grip, unable to collect any more. Wherever he looked he sighted soldiers snatching twigs and gathering fallen branches. Every man within sight had joined him in his errand to facilitate his brother’s journey into the next world. Some hacked at trees with whatever weapons were at hand. Others were cutting loose squares of dry turf. He felt as if, upon their shoulders, they bore his weight. Out of respect, those nearer to him worked silently.


   


                  He became suddenly ashamed of his clouded state. “That’s enough!” he called. “That’s enough. Bring what you can and follow me.”


   


                  He threaded through the men, recognizing many a dirt and tear-streaked face, then drew them all back to the command tent. There Delpier pointed, suggesting the nearby hillside for the cremations, and Boutier offered a nod of ascent.


   


                  Boutier and Delpier raised the litter bearing Montier over their heads. Old Douchle’s litter followed them. Boutier did not ask what of Schnabe and Aschel. He knew some of their supporters were among the onlookers. The litters placed, he lit the pyre in the four directions, and the louder it roared the louder he heard the voice of his brother ordering his men to place their allegiance in he, Boutier. At the same time, he heard in the whistling notes his brother’s pride in him, as well as his brother’s apologies, which he chose to ignore. In the heat that nestled against him, slapping his lapels and cuffs back and forth, he knew his brother’s embrace.


   


  He approached the fire and found footing on a thigh-thick trunk that refused to catch. “Here, before the body of your beloved general, I stand, to give you your deserved compensation for your loyalty to him. That compensation is the truth. Montier and Old Douchle are dead and gone. Though Douchle died at the hands of Schnabe, my brother Montier did not. Montier had already been dealt death by our opponents on the battlefield, and Schnabe only acted in response to the death that Montier had dealt him. I believe he struck Montier out of sheer surprise and out of the hurt that sprung both from Montier’s action, and from his love for Montier. Schnabe should not be considered a perpetrator or a traitor, not even upon old Douchle. I do not believe Montier nor Douchle would consider him such.


   


  “My brother knew that Schnabe believed I caused this battle. He feared that this understanding would lead Schnabe to harm me, and therefore would lead us to defeat. Your course remains yours to take, but understand clearly that this conflict between Knuschell and the kingdom of Zough was indeed caused by me. Until now you have understood your speaker’s words. Now understand your speaker!”


   


  He pointed at Montier’s pyre.


   


  “You know my brother. You know of my father. They were the greatest military leaders Knuschell has known in two hundred years. I was raised upon their shoulders, but their epaulets would not stick to me. Though I learned to fight I have the nature of a composer, and since the theater of my family is one of war, I composed the marching songs that have never failed to embolden the spirits of you, our brave warriors.


   


  “The kingdom of Zough requested that I compose a concert for their royalty, after which I was led to expect the offer of a commission from them. I entered their country and for the first time observed the cultural ways of which I’d absorbed much hearsay. They are a people more sensitive and passionate than we, short to judge and quick to act. As a man drenched in passion for the arts I recognized and admired this, and when I met Zara, the daughter of their monarch Nelza III, I resolved to claim her. Hours before the concert I altered the composition only slightly, but enough to stir the passions of princess Zara. I led the orchestra through the movements, and just as I predicted, Zara fell in love with me. A love driven by such a force of passion I couldn’t have foreseen. Just as I had not foreseen that the real motivation behind my invitation to Zough had not been a commission, but rather a plot to assassinate me and spark a war for our trade routes. When, a single day after hearing my composition, Zara learned of this plot she placed her own life in the balance. Nelza III, underestimating the passion of his own bloodline, resolved to follow through with the assassination, and Zara took her own life in protest.


   


  “I managed to escape. But did I truly escape? An army hungry for vengeance has followed on my heels, and dealt death not only to my own brother, who I loved greatest in this world, but to my kinsman whose blood still cools. Just as Schnabe drew blood from his leader because of his love for him, so Zara drew her own blood out of love for me, and now Nelza III draws blood out of his love for his daughter. He no longer cares for trade routes, and this has not been a calculated battle. The last calculation was performed by my brother when he cut short the life of Schnabe, his most trusted lieutenant. By doing so he could place in charge one who has spent time with the Zough and understands their ways. In doing so he has ended this conflict. 


   


  “In as much time as it takes the sun to set, we will march into the Zough camp. Yes! We will march to their line of defense, into their camp, and meet eye to eye and end this strife. You think I am mad! But understand how we will march. We will march as you already know how: to the tempo of our drummers. And drummers you will play as exacting a tempo as you have ever known. But marchers your feet will fall behind on that tempo. You will march out of step so slightly that only a man with a keen ear can tell. And you will march in step with one another, so that all are equally out of step and so that all are consistently out of step. At the same point, just behind the tempo, your feet will fall every measure. Your stomp shall be perfect in its imperfection. Just as Schnabe’s imperfect actions came from his perfect love! Just as Zara’s imperfect solution came from perfect love! Just as Nelza III’s hatred springs from love! We each, each of us, will know that as we march, we are human, and we are surrounded boundlessly by those that are human. Never are we perfect. Think of nothing else, and within each step you will find perfection! Think not of what has happened, or what will happen, and I guarantee you, we will be victorious. Let there be no doubt in your hearts, we will be victorious! In my words you will find the last commandment of your beloved general; he died and killed his friend to bring them to you. Obey them and follow me into peace!”


   


                  The heat of the fire and the tears of the men mixed to create a humidity that touched every face. For a moment all were silent. Then that moment shattered, never to be clasped again, and the men broke camp to gather in formation.


   


  The Fading Light 


  By Morrigan Darqmoon


   


   The jailers cleaned out the now empty cell as the occupant, Jeremiah Allen Windsor, had just been executed. One of them, reaches in a hole that was in the ratty mattress. And pulls out a journal. 


   


   “Hey Paul...look at this,” Richard holds up the journal. 


   


   Paul Williams looks at Richards. “Awww Jeremiah wrote a journal. Let’s read it before giving his shit to his family!”


   


   


  June 13th, 2023


   


   I hate gays. 


   


   I hate anyone that isn’t white. 


   


   I reeeeeealllly hate non-white fags – they are worse than white gays. 


   


   I dream about killing them. I’ve killed a few lately. Every time I see one of ‘them’ or a group of ‘them’ and I immediately start dreaming about different torture techniques I could do on them. I dream about wrapping my meaty hands around their throats and squeezing them until they pop. 


   


   Putting a bullet in them is the easy way. Nah. Too many people can do that. 


   


   My other favorite thing to do to them? Stalking them. Getting to know their schedules. If they manage to catch me following them, I just grin and duck down an alley til they are far enough ahead to start following again. That split second of fear in their eyes just spurs me on. When I do catch up to them, smelling their sweat brought on by fear, coupled with the sheer terror on their faces….MAN! That is one of the best feelings in the world. Hearing them pleading for their lives just makes me crazier and angrier. They have no right to live! Do they listen to the crying and begging from the children they assault? NO! Do they care that they are spreading their diseases and killing innocents? NO! So I have taken it upon myself to rid this city of them, no matter how long it takes me.


   


   Now, let me tell you about some of the fags I’ve bagged. 


   


   Last week I found these two pretty little bull dykes. Huggin’ and kissin’ all over each other as they walked through the park. One was petite, blonde, and had the clearest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. Her hair was cut in a pixie style and she had these tiny tits that made her look almost male. Her partner had long night-black hair, deep brown eyes, olive skin, looking every inch a bull dyke redskin. The blonde was dressed in this denim mini skirt, bright green heels, and a neon green mesh top with a dark crop top under it. The redskin had a tight blood red crop top, her big, beautiful pleasure mounds showing she had no bra on, baggy black jeans, and black combat boots. They obviously had just come from the club, and it looked like pixie cut had had too much to drink as redskin had to damn near carry her to their favorite spot.


   


   I stood watching them until they reached the overlook. The overlook was relatively secluded. There was a wooden walkway, then stairs that led to the large deck that looked out over the ocean, and there was another walkway continuing along the dunes for about 50-60 feet. There were bushes and a few palm trees around it. A small cluster of palm trees gave enough shadow in one of the corners that couples could hide whatever they were doing. 


   


  Since it was a Wednesday, there wasn’t anyone else there. Perfect! I went up the walkway behind them, and as I walked down the other side, I waved my knife at them. 


   


   “You bull dykes best stay away from me or else!” You should have seen their faces! Oh the terror!


   


   They stared at me, their eyes wide as saucers, and nodded. I walked down to the end of the walkway and stood their pretending to enjoy the ocean. I walked down to the water, standing there for a few, looking over my shoulder every now and then to make sure they were still there. I took my flask and filled it with ocean water, closed it, and put it away. I’ll need that in a bit, heh heh heh.


   


   After about 10 minutes, I made my way back up to the walkway and moved quietly so they didn’t hear me coming back. I figured 10 minutes was long enough for them to start getting really hot and heavy. Sure enough, as I snuck up to the where the walkway opened up to the deck, their tops were off and they were enjoying each other – grabbing and licking and sucking. Not going to lie, the view got me kinna hot. My groin swelled as I continued to watch them for another minute or two. I slowly crept up behind pixie cut, and seeing the native’s eyes closed, slipped a scarf around pixie’s face and neck, yanking her backwards. The native yelped as she tried to grab pixie’s hand but I was too quick and much stronger than her. Once I had pixie in my arms, I stuffed some of the scarf in her mouth then tightened the grip I had on the bit that was around her throat. Holding the scarf with one hand, I took my knife out and placed it against pixie’s throat.


   


   “Now….you wanna live? You stay right there until I am done with your thing.” 


   


   She nodded, her eyes swelling up with tears, and sat down right where she was. She put her hands over her face as she started bawling.


   


   Still holding on to the scarf around pixie’s throat with one hand, I look at the Native. 


   


   “And quit yer caterwallin’ else I’ll slice its throat right now!” 


   


  ((Richards: “Holy shit!” He flips through it a little. “He wrote about all of his killings!” “Well keep reading asshole!”))


   


   The girl looks up at me, takes a couple of deep breaths and sniffles, but stops crying. 


   


   “That’s right….do what ‘ole Jeremiah tells ya to do!”


   


   I look back down at pixie cut as I hear her gasping for air. Ahhhhh, just the sound I was waiting for.  Pixie gulps a couple of times, desperately trying to get some air into her lungs. I just pulled tighter and tighter until she finally went unconscious. I let go of the scarf and watched her fall to the deck, not making a noise. 


   


   I hear a scream behind me and turn to find the other bitch standing, hands over her mouth as she yells for her lover. 


   


   I walk over to her.


   


   “If you don’t shut your piehole, I will cut your tongue out.”


   


   I pull the rope I had slung over my shoulder off and grab her arm. I kneel down, yanking her with me as hard as I could, making her yelp. I take some of the rope and tie it to one of the legs of the seats that were along the deck. Once it’s nice and tight, I throw her up against the chair and start just pummeling her with my large fists. I beat her to a hair before she would pass out. She needed to be awake for this next part. I tie her to the chair with the rest of the rope and grab her chin, my dirt-soiled fingernails digging into her skin. 


   


   “Now. You are going to watch what I’m going to do to your lover. If I look at you and you are not watching, I will cut that beautiful face of yours. Got it?”


   


   She nods as much as she could as I’m still gripping her face. I shift her face so I can admire my handiwork. The left side of her face was just one big swollen bruise.  Swollen to the point where she couldn’t open her eye. 


   


   I let go of her face, shoving her head into the back of the chair. Then I turn to the adorable pixie. Taking my knife, I methodically cut off what clothes she had left on, then laid her on her back, her legs spread wide. I then spent the next hour raping her in many ways. It’s a shame she was a dyke. Once I am done ejaculating all over pixie, I get dressed and pull a gun from my pocket. I turn to look at the redskin, who, despite everything I did to her girl, is still watching, tears rolling down her face. I give her a smirk and put two bullets in to pixie – one in her head and one in her pussy. 


   


   Turning to the native dyke, I move to her side and start slashing her. My knife dug deep too. By the time I was done with her, her insides were on the deck. Because I took so long knifin’ her, she had passed out from the pain. I shrug cuz what do I care? I take my gun and shoot her in the same places. 


   


   Once I know they are one hundred percent dead, I pull some tools out of the bag I had hidden in the bushes and start chopping them to bits.  After that was all done, I took every part of them, save their heads, placed the body parts in garbage bags and tossed them into the ocean. I pick up their heads and position them on the table in the middle of the deck, cleaned up my mess, then went home. 


   


   I couldn’t wait to prowl about again tomorrow night! Good luck pigs! You’ll never find me! 


   


   The two guards, looking a bit green in the face, stared at each other, and closed the jail cell door. As they walked down the corridors, the inmates whoopin and hollerin, they just ignored them and brought the journal to their chief. 


   


   “Uh Chief. You’re gonna wanna see this. And give it to the DA. We found it in Windsor’s mattress.” The one who read it says.


   


   “Be prepared. That man was a sicko,” the other one chimed in. 


   


   Their female chief took the journal from Richards and looked from the journal to the officers. 


   


   “That bad?” 


   


   “Yeah. I wouldn’t suggest you read it to be honest, but after you see the first few pages, you probably should just bring it to the DA,” Williams answered.


   


   “Okay then. Thank you for the warning. Y’all can go clock out. Try and get some sleep.”


   


   The two left, clocked out, and as they got to their cars, they looked at each other.


   


   “Sleep….yeah right!”  Williams yells at Richards before he gets in his car and heads home. “I’m so glad I don’t have a family to go home to like Richards.” He mutters to himself, wondering how either of them were going to get that journal entry out of their heads. “Sometimes I really hate this job.”
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