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In the late 1900’s times were desperate, filthy and dangerous. There was a shocking rise in murder cases in all states, but these murders weren't being committed by adults quite shockingly, not by children. 

So the government at the time made the decision the stupid decision which later would come back to bite them in the arse, instead of putting these dangerous children behind bars or the death penalty like the law would do if they were adults, the government didn’t want this sort of thing podcasted all over the newspapers that the murder rate was rising and the most disturbing thing was that they were children killing other children and adults like your son or daughter, mother or father, the government definitely did not want the public to know this. The decision was made to place these so called troubled murderous children into a specially built school, well when they say school it was more like prison which is where they should of been, it had bars across the windows and guards posted at every exit and entrance that the building had the only difference was that it didn’t have a high wall with electric fence surrounding the building, the government thought that educating them would change them somehow and then released back into society as professional educated young adults not dangerous murderers but how wrong they were they just didn’t know it just yet.

This school was built exactly like the government wanted in the middle of nowhere hidden away so that the public were unaware of it actually existing, as far as they were concerned the murderers were locked up in prison for the rest of their lives and not forgetting that the public think its adults not children. The outside of the building looked like an old fashioned gothic style Maison house with a long gravel driveway, at the end of this were huge metal gates obviously locked at all times unless there was a new occupant arriving at the school, just outside the gates was a gatehouse were the guards sat and monitored every movement inside and outside the school. The murderous children were being watched 24 hours a day 7 days a week, they couldn’t get away with anything even trying to escape (even though they tried).

Passed the gatehouse is the long gravel driveway which is lined with gas lamp posts which are dimly lit all day, the main doors to the school are thick heavy metal double doors locked of course and as you look up every window has metal bars across them, you can make out silhouettes of children staring out wanting to be outside to escape this hell. The only heating in the building comes from fireplaces but only in the main rooms, not the bedrooms. They can't be trusted with fire so it gets pretty cold in the bedrooms at night even the windows get iced up on the inside. 

The school provides bedrooms for 50 children at one time, when you walk around the back of the school there are the same style of buildings adjoining each other in a giant square, there is a square bit of open space in the middle of the building this was the only fresh air and outdoor space that the children got, it was just a slab of concrete no grass so I suppose that bit was just like prison. The rest of it was actually like a normal school not punishment for the crimes that these kids had committed, the inside of the school was just like another typical school of that time wooden panels covering half the wall, the floors as you walk down the dimly lit corridors you notice that the walls are bare apart from the dark wood panels there are no paintings hanging up of the headmaster or any of the teachers, only the odd poster hanging and the thing that every school has a trophy cabinet unfortunately not one of those at this school what kind of trophy are these kids going to achieve a good killing trophy, good imagination, good use of a weapon, they can't risk having anything around that could be removed from the building and used as a weapon either to hurt but most likely used to kill another child. 

But some of them don’t even need a weapon they just use their hands to strangle one another, one child even used their feet to stump on the victims face over and over again until it was pretty much flat to the floor that’s what kind of children go to this school, the only difference between this being a prison rather than a school is that in every classroom underneath each wooden desk was a set of steel ankle chains which were linked to a bolt that was concreted into the floor so as soon as the kids were sat down at their desks a guard would come round and lock each prisoner or child into the ankle chains. It was so the teachers felt safer and knew they couldn’t get attacked by their own students. I mean you need some balls to work at a school like that trying to teach murderers to be better young adults on release. Anywhere you go in the school there are guards positioned everywhere just standing watching even in the bathrooms there are spy holes drilled into the walls but even with the guards present accidents apparently still happen. Well when you put murderers all under one roof trouble will happen, the prison staff always record it as suicide less paperwork to hide, keeping this buildings secret. 

Everyone knows deep down that the children are killing each other and still the government want to release these kids back into the real world probably to kill again, the suicide well killing rate is so much higher in this school than in local prisons that’s why these kids need to be in a proper high security prison or given the death penalty not a school!  

The school is just like any other high school in America. It has its own social circles and of course everyone wants to be in the popular boy or girl gang, nobody wants to be the nerd that gets bullied, everyone fits into a group, it's just that these gangs are dangerous in this school/prison. The most evil of these groups and are therefore most dangerous of all were the leaders of these gangs, you have of course the popular boy Frederick who killed his girlfriend with a kiss which I know sounds weird, how can you kill someone with a kiss but when your mouth is laced with poison then it turns deadly, apparently the girl started to fit with foam forming at the edges of her mouth. He stood there just watching as she was fitting and her eyes rolled back into her head she started to turn purple and still he didn’t do anything not even call for help, he just stood over her until she finally stopped fitting and then for a final bit of disrespect he kisses her again on the mouth and leaves her to die all on her own. The victim's body was discovered a couple of hours later by her distraught parents who at that point were too late to help.

Like any other school if you have the popular boy, you also need the popular girl and in this case the popular girl caused ten times more damage than the popular boy did. The popular girl who now attends this school but in her previous school she had a group of ten young girls who desperately wanted to be in the popular gang and would do anything and I mean anything to be part of it. The popular girl Jessica made these ten young girls into her personal slaves and would humiliate them whenever she wanted a laugh. According to some reports, her boasting about it when she arrived at the school was a common thing with murderers each boasting about their killings trying to outdo each other. 

One day Jessica made each one of her followers crawl on all fours and bark like a dog and even that didn’t put them off. Jessica is in this school for mass murder, she twisted and got into the heads of these girls and arranged a special treat for them not knowing this was a murder plan that she had been plotting for a while. She got all the girls together in one of the unused classrooms so that they wouldn’t get disturbed along with several razor blades, she convinced the ten girls that if they cut their wrists and drew blood that would prove enough and they would become part of the popular girls group, she informed them that she had to do the same exact thing as well to prove herself to become part of the popular gang. As soon as they did the sacrifice, Jessica would go and get help, well that was what she told them but that wasn’t part of her plan and never happened. The ten girls slit their wrists with the razor blades and waited while blood started dripping down their hands, dripping blood drop by drop onto the floor waiting for her to help but instead she turned around and walked slowly out of the door and locked it behind her so they couldn’t escape and get help. Instead she watched them one by one bleed to death watching them collapse to the floor in a pool of their own blood and fall silent into a deep sleep and never wake up. Blood was covering the floor when the ten girls were finally discovered which wasn’t until the end of the teaching day, apart from the fact that they had sadly passed away Jessica had walked from body to body checking to see whether or not they were indeed dead, she had left her footprints behind in the girl's blood and next to some of the bodies it looked like she had kicked them as the blood beneath them was smeared across the floor but did she do it when they were alive or dead? 

Next comes the nastiest cheerleader Emily. She's at this school for double murder but not her classmates, this cheerleader murdered her own parents. It all started with the cheerleader secretly dating an older man, this man was twice her age. At the beginning it was all okay as the relationship was a secret no one knew but eventually she got fed up and brought her relationship out in the open, doing the typical teenager drama knowing it would annoy her parents which was the whole reason for dating an older man but she ended up going too far. She walked her new man straight into the family home and introduced him as her boyfriend but not just that she also told them that she was having a sexual relationship with him, that disappointed and angered her parents who immediately banned her from seeing him ever again which now angered and upset her. She went storming upstairs to her room and that was when she started to plan her deadly revenge. How can they tell her what to do? She loved this man and would do anything to be with him and nothing or no one will stop her.

The planning went on for days trying to figure out what to do. She thought of running away but she knew that her parents would find her and she needed something permanent. That’s when she knew her parents had to die she hated them that much they had to die, a slow painful death making them beg for their lives to allow her to date this man, so a quick death was out of the question she wanted them to suffer just like she was suffering right now not seeing the guy that she loves and so the preparation began stabbing her parents to death. The only thing that she could get hold of was one of the kitchen knives, she took one from the kitchen and hid it in her bedroom pretending to her parents that she had no idea of where the missing knife went and this knife she knew was sharp as she had accidently cut herself with it on several occasions and her mum had cut her hand badly with it as well so she knew it could cut through skin. Next to think about was when and what date?  Then she knew as soon as she had the knife that night they would die.

A couple of days later she had the knife she told no one of her plans not even her boyfriend who she was still infact seeing, she knew that tonight was going to be the night. That night she waited up staying silent in her room waiting until her parents finally went to bed it felt like hours to her but she needed to make sure they were fast asleep before giving them their deadly surprise, she was going to attack her father first as she knew she could fight her mother off if she woke up but her father was too strong so he will have to die first. After about an hour she slowly and quietly opened her bedroom door to listen, her father was snoring his head off like normal and her mother mumbling to herself they were definitely fast asleep it was time. She grabbed the knife that was hidden underneath her bed and creeped slowly into her parents' bedroom now was her chance she needed to do it and now, with the knife ready in her hand she went up to the side of the bed where her father was fast asleep, he was laying on his back this was ideal she lined up the knife and sliced straight across his throat. Blood splattered everywhere, his eyes opened up and stared at her he struggled to breathe, then her mother woke up startled awake by her husband's blood being splattered across her face as soon as she saw her husband she screamed loudly not realising that it was her daughter trying to kill them. Luckily for Emily there was no one else in the house, no one to call the police, now it was her mother's turn. 

She managed to jump on her mum before she could even escape. She started stabbing her randomly all over her body just to stop her from moving around, her mother slowed down which was a good thing as Emily was getting really tired. She looked over at her father who was now still and probably dead. The colour had drained from his face and was now ghostly white, the blood had stopped pouring out of his neck and was now just dripping drip by drip. The final part was doing the exact same to her mother but she wanted to do it before she died from the stab wounds, she wasn’t moving much so now was the time. She sat across her mother's body with her knees holding down her arms so that she couldn’t wriggle free she raised the knife up and sliced it straight across her mother’s throat there wasn’t as much blood as her father’s wound but the little her mother did have, it sprayed straight into her face she had to drop the knife to wipe it off but ended up smearing it instead. 

After the murder spree she sat down in the corner of her parents' bedroom staring at the bodies of her dead parents, she was discovered days later when her neighbours phoned the police because of the awful smell that was coming from the residence, the police found her cuddled up in the corner fast asleep, her parents on the other hand were definitely dead they were all shivered up, their bed was drenched soaked in their bodily fluids, Emily still had her mother’s dried blood smeared on her face she admitted to everything even smiling and laughing when she told them what she had done in detail and that's why Emily was sentenced to life in prison for double murder but now she is in this school being educated and will finally be released possibly to kill again.

Now comes the person that everyone hates and you never forget the bully. He or she made your life an absolute nightmare but this one bully did more than just call you names, kicked or punched you, he went a lot further than that way too far. He managed to sneak a claw hammer into school. Apparently the hammer belonged to his father who was a carpenter by trade so kept a lot of his tools at home so easily accessible to him.

Mark the Bully. That day he walked into his school as calm as anything but one thing was really unusual and strange, he just wondered he didn't say or do anything horrible, no beatings, nothing he just walked straight down the corridor in silence, until he stopped suddenly. He had met someone walking the other way he stood there and just stared at them he reached for the hammer which was tucked into his waistband of his trousers, he pulled it out and just hit this poor child straight in the face with as much force as his body could produce which was a lot as Mark was bigger than most of the other kids in his year and even the whole school plus a few of the teachers as well, so that sort of force caused plenty of damage to the other child. The force of the hit sent the poor child flying to the floor in a blooded heap with blood spraying on anyone who was near but that wasn’t enough for Mark but at least this kid survived his attack he was one of the lucky ones.

That one attack wasn’t enough for Mark though he wanted more victims, but instead of the other students running away from the individual wielding a claw hammer causing injury they all just stood there, watching, they couldn’t believe what was happening in front of them which was brilliant excellent news for him they were all sitting ducks frozen to the spot so he could continue his attacks. Mark just wandered up to other children not even rushing and one by one just started hitting them, sometimes just lightly catching them just broken bones nothing serious but others they weren't so lucky. He was hitting them that hard, knocking them to the floor in a pool of their own blood with their faces caved in not moving. In total he murdered five students and a teacher and injured four, mostly broken noses he hit one child so hard that his skull just shattered into tiny pieces puncturing his brain, blood was pouring out of every orifice of his tiny little body and left the child with an unrecognisable face as it was all caved in. 

Now the foreign exchange student Haruto, in this case this student was dangerous. This child came from Japan, he was meant to be studying this country's cultures and history but instead this student turned murderer. He was forced to come over to this country by his parents as he was getting into a lot of trouble at home mainly fighting and thieving, his parents thought that maybe sending him to a different country in a student exchange programme it might help especially by keeping him away from the so-called friends that were getting him into trouble in the first place but unfortunately that only triggered something more evil inside his head. What his parents or anyone else didn’t know was that he had packed something very dangerous into his luggage, something that landed him in this school. As soon as he started at his new school, in a strange country which he hated already it didn’t go well and as the days went by it made him more and more angry and desperate for revenge on his parents. He was being bullied for being weird and strange looking. It didn't help that he spoke in Japanese mostly swearing at them, in this school if you didn’t fit in you were an outcast and open to be bullied. None of the other students in this school were interested in learning about his cultures and country and he definitely wasn’t interested in theirs. It was time for payback; nobody disrespects him. 

The day had finally arrived, he couldn’t take anymore at school he flipped, he marched to his locker that he was borrowing whilst here in this country but little did he know he was never going home again, he would never see his parents again. In his locker he had kept his secret which he had brought all the way from home with his favourite samurai sword, very dangerous in the wrong hands. Haruto grabbed the sword out of his locker stood right in the middle of the corridor and just started swinging the sword around, according to other students who were frozen to the spot watching him, he started doing all these traditional moves that they had been shown in books regarding Japan and its cultures but they had no idea of what was about to happen. He had been taught these moves back at home of how to use a samurai sword. He stood in the middle of the corridor and waited, waiting for the school bell to ring to signal the end of the school day. That's when he began to cause panic and mayhem.

The school bell rang and children were busy rushing around, quickly filling up the corridor desperately trying to get out of school and go home but little did some of them know they would never be going home again. As he stood in the middle of the school corridor he started swinging the samurai sword around, he started to come into contact with the children in the corridor they had nowhere to run as they were packed in like sardines in this one deadly corridor, parts of children were going everywhere skin, hair, bits of body parts fingers mostly, as the children were trying to shield their faces from the blows of the samurai sword and of course blood splattering up the walls, on the ceiling and puddles all over the floor growing more and more with every attack. He was trying hard not to slip over in it and just concentrating on getting the moves right just like he was taught back home he wanted to make his parents suffer, that this was all their fault. He was also covered in other children's blood splatter and his clothes were drenched in blood. The only time Haruto stopped and that was only for a second was when his samurai sword got wedged into a thick bit of bone, the skull of one of the unfortunate victims and it was annoying having to stop every now and again which interrupted his rhythm, so he tried swinging the sword a bit lower so it would just slide straight though the body without any resistance like the arms and legs which were perfect to slice through with his sword.

Arms and legs were flying everywhere, nothing or no one could stop him. You couldn’t get anywhere near him unless you wanted to lose a limb. It was too dangerous to get anywhere near him while swinging that sword. That was until it suddenly all came to a stop. Haruto just dropped the sword and fell to his knees in the middle of the carnage and started praying, apparently asking for forgiveness surrounded by body parts, blood and dead children. Along with the foreign exchange student were the other outcasts of the school including the music band geek, the computer nerd and the unpopular girl. 

The music band geek Charlotte, she wasn’t put into this school for mass murder like some of the other kids that were in this school she only killed one person but the person she killed was her competition, they were due to compete against one another for the only place in the school band for a trumpet player. Her school was competing against other schools to win best school band, the school had never had so much interest in children wanting to be in the school band before that’s why they never entered the school band competition before, so this was the first year that the school actually had to turn students away they were only allowed a limited amount of students in the band and this was the first year that they had two trumpet players interested in joining.  Charlotte knew that the other girl would get the place as she was the good girl in the school with top grades and behaved, she never got into trouble whereas Charlotte was always in trouble, her grades were bad and was constantly in fights with other students  so she knew she was never going to get the place but she wanted this so badly that nothing or no one was going to stop her from getting into the school band especially not this girl she would kill to get this place, this girl had to go for good.

The day had come the competition had arrived, the two girls had to stand opposite each other whilst the rest of the chosen band were standing behind them listening as they were the ones that would decide who was going to join the school band, they would be taking it in turns playing the music piece that was selected by the teacher that they would be playing in the contest. The other girl began she was first up but unfortunately what she didn’t know was that there was a little surprise waiting for her, which was about to hit her straight in the face and it was going to hurt, bloody hurt well burn and burn badly. But what the other girl didn’t know was that before the competition had even started, Charlotte had gone into the science lab. At this time chemicals, even really dangerous chemicals weren’t locked away so you could grab anything. So she took that advantage, she laced her trumpet with the strongest chemical that she could find in the classroom. She didn’t want to kill this girl, she just wanted her to back off and let her have the spot in the band.

What she laced it with was dangerous, deadly; she just didn’t have a clue as to how bad the chemical actually was. As she picked up her trumpet, carefully so that no chemical dripped out she wanted all of it to go over this girl,  get ready to play the deadly trumpet. The other girl moved and it was the move that Charlotte was wanting she had lowered her trumpet down to her side this was it her face was uncovered it was now or never time to put the plan into action. She took a deep breath and blew as hard as she could into her trumpet knowing she had to get this chemical to cover this girls face, she felt a bit faint after blowing that hard but it worked as she could see the liquid droplets shooting out of the end of her trumpet and straight into the other girls face. It all went deadly quiet, everyone was frozen to the spot no one said anything until the silence was broken by a loud high pitch scream, the other students in the band started giggling thinking it was spit that had been blown over her not anything else especially not anything dangerous even the teacher thought it was just bodily fluids. It wasn’t until her face started to go bright red not with embarrassment but with skin starting to blister and peel off her face in clumps with this weird colour liquid dripping off her face and onto the floor, but in a state of panic the teacher just ran as fast as he could out of the classroom not stopping or looking behind him hopefully getting help but whilst he had escaped everyone else was frozen to the spot watching. 

The pain had got too much for the girl and she had collapsed on the floor desperately struggling to breathe. The girls face had now what looked like lost a layer of skin as it was blistering and really swollen, the tip of her nose was melting blobs of her own skin which had dripped onto her clothes and was starting to collect into little hard skin puddles on the floor surrounding her, her eyelids had melted away and her eyeballs were now exposed to the chemical but that didn’t last long, the chemical was now attacking them making them really red and swollen they were getting bigger and bigger, Charlotte was watching everything that was happening. Then all of a sudden the girl's eyeballs suddenly exploded. bits of her eyeball went flying across the classroom hopefully the rest of her face won't explode that will cover everyone with bits of her. The girl's mouth was now starting to do the same as her nose had done, her lips were now non-extinct melted away, the corner of her mouth was dripping onto the floor, her face was now a melted mess, her facial features were now melted away.

The teacher had finally come back with help, but it was no use the girl took her final slurp and died in front of everyone. Her plan had worked. She was definitely going to get the spot in the school band now as her competitor was now dead, the acid had dissolved everything on her face, it was still eating away at her skin while she was laying there on the floor dead. Luckily Charlotte’s new school well prison that she was heading for didn’t allow any dangerous chemicals in the school. So all the children there were safe for the moment nothing dangerous was allowed at the school except for the home made weapons that the children would make like daggers out of the wooden chair legs, the school also took away the metal cutlery and exchanged it for plastic ones but it's amazing how strong the plastic ones are especially when you try to stab someone with one and of course do a lot of damage as well, so the school exchanged them once again for wooden ones which you could still use as a weapon.

Next amongst the other outcasts was the library book nerd Eric, who spent all of his time in his favourite place, the library. Now the library in his school wasn’t massive and didn’t contain an awful lot of books but there was one big advantage: no one used the library so it was always quiet and warm. He was the only one in the whole school interested in this place it was all his, at lunch times he used to go in the library not just to read the books but mostly and more importantly to hide from the bullies who spent their school lives tormenting him there was nowhere else in the school that he could hide. Even though the bullies knew exactly where he was hiding at all times, but he felt safe in the library he tried to ignore what they did or say as he was trying his best to hide in the world of all the books and not live in the horrible real world.

It all started with the bullies just randomly hammering on the door shouting nasty and obscene words though it, after a while he could slowly block the words out, when the bullies realised the words weren't working anymore they decided they needed to up their game and that’s exactly what they did. Instead of just hammering on the door they would run up and down the corridor which circled the library hammering not just on the door but on all the walls and the windows, this tormenting went on for weeks but one day it got serious. The bullies were totally out of control even the teachers didn’t do anything to stop it, they barricaded the door so that he couldn’t get out and that’s when it all started. The shouting again which he was used to but the bullies had an extra surprise for Eric, it all went quiet then all of a sudden there was a bang and the sound of glass shattering it made him jump something hit him hard in the back of the head, when he reached up and touched the spot where he had been hit it felt wet but it wasn’t until he looked at his hand that he discovered exactly what it was his own blood, whatever it was that hit him had cut his head open. That was it he couldn’t take it anymore, as he sat there holding his head something had suddenly clicked in his head. He had had enough of the bullies. They have gone too far now it was time for payback but how, when and with what, time to start planning and it had to be good. Days later he knew exactly how, when and with what.

Today was the day he was really excited and couldn’t wait to put his plan into action. He had stolen well borrowed his father's shooting rifle out of his gun cabinet. This means one thing: it's shooting time! Now the bullies will pay, he marched straight into the school holding the gun in his hands but what was weird was that no one, not even the teachers stopped him, he headed straight into the library, sat in his chair and waited. It wouldn’t take too long for the bullies to sniff him out they always knew where he was, well he did spend most of his time in the library so I suppose it didn’t take a genius to work out where he was hiding but unfortunately these bullies weren't that clever as they had no idea what was about to happen. Eric sat there in his normal seat with the gun in his hands ready, when all of a sudden he could hear the bullies laughing and joking outside the door, then he heard the exact same noise that he had always heard. The door being blocked up he knew what was coming next, glass shattering and that wet feeling running down his neck but he wasn’t going to give the bullies that chance he stayed sitting in the chair and opened fire. Eric’s father had been teaching him how to aim and shoot for years since he was a young boy, so this was going to be an easy game for him and very enjoyable. He was going to love this. He started shooting one shot after another. His aim was perfect. After each shot he would hear less and less laughing and joking coming from outside the library he would hear thump noises instead, he was hoping that it was the bullies bodies landing on the floor dead. After shooting for a while he couldn’t remember exactly how many he had shot off but the laughing and joking had finally stopped it was replaced by screaming but instead of stopping he continued shooting, he knew that he hadn't killed all of the bullies yet there was no way but he wasn’t 100% sure he didn’t know whether he had counted wrong or maybe he was just enjoying it too much. He fired off three maybe four more just to be certain then he just stopped. It had definitely gone all silent outside, dead silent, no footsteps, no laughing or joking, no talking, nothing he had finally done it the bullies were history no more bullying he was free at last.

Eric slowly got up from the chair he was nervous to see what was on the other side of that door but he needed to know whether the bullies were dead or not, he put the safety catch on the gun and laid it down gently on the table next to a heap of books and slowly and quietly walked up to the door, he wanted desperately to know if there was anyone outside still especially if it was one of the bullies still alive then he would have to quickly grab his gun and shoot him. He couldn’t leave any of them alive. He needed to finish his plan, he gently placed his ear to the door, definitely 100% nothing, silence so he pushed the door it wouldn’t budge so he pushed it harder and harder until finally it gave way. He walked out into the corridor but when he turned around to see what was exactly blocking the library door it wasn’t what he was expecting to see, normally the bullies would use books, boxes, even the rubbish bins that are located in the school corridors they used anything really to stop him from getting out and escaping but this time instead of books and boxes it was a body lying in front of the door and that was what was stopping the door from opening and the body he knew who it was, it was one of the bullies one down more to go.

The next thing Eric saw put a massive smile on his face, the bullet had hit the bully right between the eyes he had hit him the way that his father had taught him to kill something or someone like he had just done to the bully, out right without making it suffer like father had taught him the kindest way but is that what he wanted, no! He wanted them to suffer just like they had done to him they had to pay! As he started to walk around the perimeter of the library he counted up, all the boys that used to bully him but of course not now as they all have bullet holes somewhere on their bodies most of them he managed to shoot out right with just one bullet straight in the target area right between the eyes but others he seemed to have missed the target spot. His father wouldn’t have been proud of him missing the target area but he did get them elsewhere though so they still suffered. Some of the bullies he managed to hit more than once lucky them he thought but he wanted to kill them off with just one hit but they are all dead now, laying in pools of their own blood which made him chuckle to himself but the laughing suddenly stopped when he came across this one body. This body wasn’t one of the bullies, this body wasn’t supposed to be there. He felt disturbed and utterly disgusted with himself. How could he have murdered this young innocent girl who had nothing to do with the bullying? Why was she there? How could he have been so careless, this girl was the only time that he felt any sort of guilt about the murders, that image of the girl with bullet holes in her, bleeding her own blood because of him. That image haunted him and that’s what he thinks as to why he is here at this prison type school for murdering the poor innocent girl not for the nine boys or bullies that he shot to death.

Next we have the unpopular girl Frances, now this one was different she wasn’t hands on with the murders and when I say murders I mean a whole classroom, full of children plus the teacher as well. She watched them die and enjoyed every minute of it, as the unpopular girl Frances was being bullied by the popular girl Jessica and her gang they did the typical bullying things name calling, kicking, hitting pretty much making her life miserable. Then one day like so many other victims of bullying she had, had enough after three years of being bullied constantly day after day, month after month, year after year this was it, this was finally going to end and it was going to be the most painful way possible.

She had thought about these plans for ages right down to the finest detail, it made her happy deep down inside finally they were going to be the victims not her anymore she was going to make sure that the bullies saw her as they were dying and laugh like a proper evil laugh you hear on the radio, definitely one of them.  The difference was she wanted to get caught to let the victims of bullying know that bullies don’t win and of course payback. Payback was fun! Her plan that she had decided on was a brilliant one, but meant that unfortunately everyone in her class had to die along with the bullies so innocent children had to die as well but then again it was half their thought as well as they didn’t stop or help her with the bullying and bullies, they are just as guilty so they will have to die as well. What the plan consisted of and what she eventually did was turn her classroom into a gas chamber.

The day before she was going to put her plan into action, she had managed to sneak into the science labs and nick these gas canisters that they had been using in their science lessons, but these canisters were filled up with this nasty gas. The science teacher had done this science experiment with this gas on a frog which had knocked this frog unconscious it had eaten this frog slowly from the inside to the outside of it-it took a while for this to happen it was definitely painful as the frog was making these weird noises and its limbs were twitching and flinching away to itself, you could feel the pain this frog was going though. This gas was perfect, the bullies were definitely going to feel that I can't wait to watch. She placed the gas canisters into the air vents that blew air straight into the classroom where everyone was going to be, she put the canisters on to a slow release just so that no one would know they were there until it was too late! She couldn’t hang around too long; she needed to get the hell out of there as fast as she could. She now needed to do the next part in her plan, Frances had snuck into the school office and had stolen the key for the classroom, every room in this school had a key to lock it, so every classroom, every cupboard, every office literally every door as this was a troubled school they had a big problem with students stealing items from the school and then selling them to make a bit of money, anyway back to plan. Frances walked quite fast to the classroom not wanting to raise suspicion but also trying to get there quickly to lock the classroom door before anybody realising what was going on and tries to escape, that can't happen they all must die. 

Frances had made it to the classroom door no one had stopped her to see what she was doing roaming around the corridors she was surprised to see that the school corridors were dead, dead silent everyone all the kids and the teachers were back in their classrooms for registration straight after lunch but she had to do this before her teacher realised that she was missing, she quietly sneaks up to the door and places the key into the lock slowly and gently turning it to lock it, it worked no one had seen or heard her. Frances waited for a bit like when they waited for the gas to attack the frog, after a while she decided to peer carefully through the glass window that was placed in the middle of the classroom door, the first thing she looked up at was the air vents you could see a mist type smoke coming from them not a lot but hopefully enough to kill them, but not too much for people to notice it. She knew at that point it was working and the best thing was that nobody had noticed it yet and hopefully they won't but when or if they do it will be too late to save their lives. The next thing that Frances turned her attention to was her teacher because if the gas was affecting her then it would definitely be killing the children, but when she looked at this point she was still talking to the rest of the class but she noticed that the teacher was yawning a lot. Hopefully that means that the gas is working, slowly I hope she didn’t really know as the frog never yawned, she didn’t want it working too fast she wanted all of them to die a slow painful death. The look of pain on their faces she couldn’t wait for that moment which will be soon she could feel it, her attention was then drawn to the kids sitting in the classroom amongst them were the bullies good, they were all there some of them were yawning like the teacher, some of them were just sitting there at their desks it looked like unaffected by the gas as of yet. Others were fast asleep laying their heads on the desks. Hopefully the gas has affected them already but she couldn’t see their faces so she didn’t know 100% if the gas had killed them or not. Moments later, well minutes, the teacher was now sitting down at her desk but coughing now, the gas was definitely working.

As Frances looked back up at the air vent there was more of the gas filtering though, hopefully it won't be long now and they will all die a horrible and agonising death. Seconds later the teacher began coughing harder and more frequently but that wasn’t why Frances had a massive smile on her face, the reason why was yes she was coughing but coughing up blood as she coughed. Blood was splattered all over her desk and all over her hands dripping down onto her desk drip by drip, now I know the gas was working. The teacher was slowly dying, now it was time for the innocent children and her special guests, the bullies, the reason why she was doing this. The rest of the children were just about still conscious but now they were panicking she could see it in their faces but half of them were too weak to stand up to do anything but one child managed to stand up as he started to walk towards the door but unfortunately he was too weak and collapsed in a heap on the classroom floor he tried desperately to continue by pulling his body along the floor but he was just too weak but he did manage to reach the door the only one to try, he stretched his hand up to the door handle she was getting ready to see the door handle move and getting nervous, it was a good thing that the door was locked he wasn’t getting out of there the panic was over. That was it the boy went really limb and she watched his hand slowly slide down the door it came to a sudden stop alongside his body, she closed her eyes for a couple of seconds before reopening them again she looked through the door window it was a total mess in the classroom, the teacher was now laying across her blood soaked desk, blood was pouring out of every orifice of her body definitely dead. Some of the other children were having the same problem as the teacher bleeding everywhere, others were now struggling to breathe and then coughing up blood as the gas was eaten them from the insides and then finishing off by eating the skin on the outside of their tiny bodies away, which caused massive blisters on the skin. Some of the children now looked like mutants, aliens from a different planet it made her feel sick looking at them but on the other hand this was fun especially seeing the bullies in pain like they had done to her but now she had an advantage she could stand up and watch fully though the window without caring whether the children could see her or not. 

It was far too late for them, no one could help them now it was like a scene from one of those crime murder books that she loved reading so much. It was probably about five minutes later there was only a couple of children left but they wouldn’t last much longer. While she stood there she was surprised though that no one, no other children or teachers had disturbed her to find out why she was the only one standing around in the corridor. She turned back around and took her final look into the classroom. She was just in time to see the last child take his last bloody gasp before his head slammed down on to his desk, she looked around the rest of the classroom everyone was finally dead including every one of the bullies. She started laughing uncontrollably and got louder and louder. That evil laugh that she had thought about was now becoming reality. She had done it.

Last but not at least any less dangerous was the gothic girl Louise, who dressed differently, was always in black and never smiled and rarely spoke, that made her an outcast from the start. There was no one else in the school that dressed like her so she was on her own which made her a target. It started off with the other children just whispering about her like where had she come from? Why did she always wear black? What was wrong with her? They were wondering why she never spoke to anyone and that’s when rumours started going around the school that she was hiding a secret, a big secret that she didn’t want anyone to know so that of course made the other children more intrigued they were determined to find or work out her big secret. Days later whilst studying in a history class the topic came up with regards to the subject of witches, the teacher started teaching these children along with Louise about this certain subject about how dangerous people thought witches were, that witches would put curses on you and cast spells and that if you were found guilty of being a witch or practising witchcraft the punishment included being imprisoned, flogging also called whipping or caning with blows commonly directed to the persons back, fines or exile but most witches were sentenced to death after much torturing. Unfortunately, for Louise the worst was just about to arrive, in the history books at school that the children were studying with regards to witches the book showed pictures of women that had been accused of being witches they were dressed in dark clothing with no skin showing, sad looking all the time well that was what the pictures shown in the book and loners. It didn’t take long for the children in her class to start thinking that maybe she was a witch as well, she did look like one and that’s when the proper hateful rumours started going around the school again and that’s when the nightmare for Louise started.

It started with just whispers at first then the odd child would shout ‘witch’ at her which she could deal with at first, she would just block it out but then it got worse everyone started to join in they would shout ‘witch’ at her but because she wasn’t reacting to it like they wanted the children upped their game. Graffiti was sprayed on her locker to begin with saying that she was a witch and needed to be burned on a stake then the graffiti was sprayed on the walls and corridors of the school, everywhere she looked there it was written in big letters she couldn’t hide from it anymore, telling her that she needed to be killed, most of the children and even some of the teachers now believed she was indeed a witch. Some of the teachers even refused to teach her anymore she ended up spending most of her school day sitting in an empty classroom reading books not even studying anything in particular, as she had no idea what to study as no teacher went anywhere near her just encase they caught any witch diseases or she would cast a spell on them. That’s when she started to think about this little plan, if people thought that she was a witch then maybe she should act like a witch she would start by mumbling things to herself in front of the other children in the school, to the children it sounded like spells but then she pushed it too far she was witnessed by the other school children reading a witchcraft book not that she actually understood anything that was written in it. That was the final straw that the children needed and now they knew she was a witch and she had to be punished and so the kicking, hitting, punching and pushing began. The children didn’t and weren't even thinking about killing her like they did in the books. They just wanted her out of their school. Most of them were scared that she would put a spell or curse on them. The bullying got worse and worse until she had had enough. If they thought she was a witch then maybe she should go on a witch hunt in the school and that’s exactly what she did. 

As soon as she got home she went and searched around her father's tools. As soon as she found it she knew this was it, this was going to be the perfect tool for this kind of job. She had managed to sneak it into her school bag ready for the morning. She knew exactly what she was going to do; she just needed to wait, wait for that word then attack.

Louise walked into the school like normal the next day, hiding the weapon under her jumper. The weapon in question was a steel spike that she had spent over an hour sharpening the night before she had even tested the sharpness on this spike by dropping it into her desk top which left quite a deep dent in it, if that’s what it did to the desk imagine what it would do to someone's skull! That thought made her so happy and more determined to do this, they won't know what's hit them, she knew exactly what she was going to do she just needed one of the school children to say that secret magic word and then she would strike. She didn’t have to wait long, she had only managed a few steps into the school corridor when that word that she was waiting for was shouted out at her ‘witch’ she didn’t know which child had said it but that didn’t matter it had been said and that was it she saw red. She pulled the steel spike out from beneath her jumper, she thrust her arm as hard and as fast as she could straight into this boy's chest, the spike was definitely sharp, the boy just fell to the floor blood splattered everywhere! The spike was still stuck in this boys chest, blood pouring from the inflicted wound as soon as he stopped twitching around she placed her foot onto the boys head and pulled with all her mite to get the spike free and out, she couldn’t kill anyone else if her spike was stuck in this one boy and she wanted to kill more, everyone who shouted ‘witch’ at her and told her that she needed to be punished and die for her nasty witchcraft. While she was trying to get her spike out she could hear shouting and footsteps rushing around in panic. She needed to hurry up if she wanted to kill more, to finally get revenge.

After what felt like ages the spike finally gave way and slid straight out a bit sticky and obviously a bit bloody as well but more importantly still sharp which was good. Now the next victim, there was plenty to pick from as everyone was screaming ‘witch’ at her, she violently turned around with the steel spike sticking straight outwards to her side it caught this girl right in her side catching her in between her ribs she stopped suddenly. That was what Louise wanted, as soon as she stopped Louise just plunged the steel spike in deeper and then as quick as she plunged it in then ripped it straight out again but that time it was a lot easier than the boy, she didn’t bleed as much as the boy did which was a disappointment but she couldn’t linger around too much otherwise everyone would escape. Louise ran up the corridor just randomly stabbing, due to previous experience she tried to stab the other school children in the lower midsection like the girl so that her spike wouldn’t get stuck again, but on one occasion it did get stuck again but luckily for everyone that was her last victim, it was a good thing as she was getting a bit tired and bored. Next time she thought she was going to use a number of weapons just to keep the excitement going, as she was trying to get the steel spike out of her last victim the teachers had managed to grab her, they threw her onto the floor each teacher holding a part of her holding her down, she was held down facing her victims. She started counting them one, two, three, four, five and six, although two of them were still breathing and alive unfortunately. Teachers were sitting with her victims holding bandages or whatever they could find on the wounds to try and stop the bleeding, but the other four were definitely dead two of them had fatal stab wounds to the chest with their bodies surrounded with pools of their own blood the other victim was a girl who she managed to stab in the side and her final victim was another girl who had multiple stab wounds all over her body she was slumped over in the school corridor every part of her was covered in dried blood even her hair was drenched in blood and her body, well that was surrounded by a pool of her own blood but in the blood there were footsteps leading from the girl's dead body it looked like Louise’s footprints definitely from her shoes. 

As the teachers held her down she had a big grin across her face thinking about everything that she had just done, that’s when she started laughing to herself which then made the teachers scared the laughing got louder and louder the teachers jumped off suddenly and backed away from her thinking that she would cast a spell on them. At this point the teachers weren't scared off her stabbing them as the spike had got stuck in the last victim they just had it in their heads that she was indeed a witch ready to cast a dangerous and evil spell on them and that was more dangerous than the spike.

That’s the sort of children that are in this school that the government wants to release back into the community dangerous killers of which are children.
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Chapter 2
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The school for many years on some part had been a success, with as many as 50 students at one time, with many being released some unfortunately weren't able to be released due to many reasons but one child who murdered his parents was educated at the school and then released with good grades has gone back into the community with of course a new name, to make a life for himself and that’s what the government wanted and so far fingers crossed he has settled in well in the outside world, well what I meant to say was that he hasn’t killed anyone yet! Probably a good thing that he hasn’t got any step-parents, it's just him on his own. Another candidate released from the school for murdering and disassembling a friend of his was released after only serving a minimal sentence that was put in place by the government for children who displayed good behaviour, good learning skills and show remorse for the crime they committed and part of that was to write to the families of the ones they murdered to ask for forgiveness. Once the child showed these skills they would be considered for release, this child was deemed recovered from his ordeal it was like he was the victim not that he was the one that murdered someone, ‘fit for release’ was written down in his file recovered from brutally murdering someone, but I suppose luckily for the community after three months of being released he was found by police hanging by a rope in the local woods obviously couldn’t cope. 

When his dead body was found hanging he had evidence of syringe marks in his arms, dirty and very smelly he had been living on the streets but when the school gets informed with regards to any suicides there is a consider amount off or naturally causes not so many of them, the child's personal file which is kept at the school are destroyed straight away so it's just like they never existed but the school does have a couple of successful stories not many but a few where the children have left school fully educated have grown up, got married and had children of their own (a murderer breeding) and have never got into trouble again not telling anyone about their biggest secret but that type of success story is rare very rare most of the children that eventually leave the school either turn up dead have committed suicide as they can't cope in the real life or have committed more crime mostly petty crime. There was one child that was at the school for murder, his father’s murder, he nicked his father’s hammer and whilst his father was fast asleep in his armchair his son creeped up behind him and plunged the hammer with all the force he could muster into his father’s skull, it hit with such impact that his head exploded bits of skull, skin, blood and bits of his brain matter went everywhere he ended up being covered with bits of his father’s brain. But instead of stopping, he continued hitting him over and over again in the same place, by the time the police showed up his father’s head was so squashed and caved in he was unrecognisable. His head was now relocated inside his neck and the boy was standing there with the bloody hammer in his hands standing over his father’s dead body covered in bits of his father with a grin on his face and the reason why he did it was because his father refused to give him some money so that he could go to a party that his friends were having. But what they didn’t know was that the child had health issues mentally, that the school had discovered and that he was supposed to be on medication which he wasn’t taking and now he is on death row awaiting execution. These children unfortunately are back in jail but adult jail, once they had left were signed off they could not return to that school again once they left that was it either adult jail or suicide.

The school or the secret prison that no one not even the public knew about as it was referred to by the children, there were put on lock down all day and all night when the school was on lock down it meant that no one could get out and no one could get in that’s why the children called it a prison. The school rarely went to lock down only if something really bad had happened, everyone would be sent to the main hall while whatever it was, was being dealt with. The school didn’t even go on lock down when one of the children committed suicide, the staff would just carry the dead body out of the main entrance doors and disappear with it, the body never to be seen again. On a normal day there are armed guards located on every main entrance and exit door in this school they are armed with a shotgun and are taught that if there is any trouble shoot to kill even if it is children but unfortunately today was one of those troubled days, two rival gangs decided that today was the day to settle their differences. This had been building for quite a while and this was going to be dangerous murderers versus murderers this was going to end in death. It all started first thing in the morning before the start of school, all the children were in the main hall having their breakfast, the two rival gangs were sat on either side of the hall while the rest of the children were sat and ate their breakfast on the middle tables, the hall was massive but very dark with arches over the doors and windows with creepy old gothic looking gargoyles with eyes that followed you around the room creepy things sitting on these tall dusty pillars that surrounded the walls and in between them located on the walls were old dusty cobwebbed covered portraits and landscape paintings with off yellow colour frames, the tables situated within the great hall were long, old, very used, wooden and very heavy, the benches that the children sat at were wooden as well these benches came from the local church but these benches were nailed to the floor so that the children couldn’t knock them over and maybe use it as a weapon.

It all started with both leaders of the gangs shouting obscene words across the hall at each other but this behaviour was quite common this would normally happen but would quiet down when the teachers appeared but this time it didn’t the two rival gangs continued, the shouting got louder more obscene and more disturbing they were threatening each other which considering these children were in this place for murder but at this moment nothing really concerned the teachers yet. It wasn’t until the children started throwing their breakfast trays across the hall at each other which still had their breakfast on it, so food was flying everywhere, the trays were made out of plastic and could easily be used as a weapon that’s when the teachers started worrying and went into panic mode. This was going too far and wasn’t going to end
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