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MAYUMI WAS WELL INTO her second climax when she realized the man’s cock she was riding had softened. She’d expected as much, as that tended to happen after she’d stabbed her lover multiple times in the face, neck, and chest. It wasn’t the first squirt of blood that gave her pause but the limpness of his formerly erect dick that halted the last burst of carnal pleasure. Mayumi’s frustration mounted like pressure in an exploding volcano. She’d hoped his dying body would last much longer than the others had. 

Luring strange men to hotel suites was the easy part. The difficult task was getting them to stay alive long enough to fulfill her sadistic desires. Of the twenty men who had fallen prey to this murderous succubus, only a few had been able to last long enough to give her the gratification she needed to satisfy her deadly urges. Nevertheless, this sorry excuse for a man didn’t last a single minute after the first knifepoint punctured his lungs and guts. 

Ms. Mayumi Yamanashi, the teenage girl who wandered the red-light district of Kabukichō, Tokyo, in search of her next victim, would always have an endless number of would-be victims to choose from. There was no shortage of perverted old men in Shinjuku seeking out the company of high-school girls to molest and fuck. Those types were always easy prey. Slaughtering these old fucks gave her more pleasure than anything she’d imagined.

“You can’t die yet! Stay alive, you fat fucking bastard! Stay alive!” she shouted at the dying man, slapping his face with blood-soaked hands.

“Not yet! I didn’t come yet, you pathetic old shit. I need to come!” Mayumi screamed, stabbing him over and over again, blood splashing all over her face and naked body. Finally, exhausted, she looked down at his exposed bloody organs and decided it was of no use. “These old fucks always die so fast,” she mumbled to herself. She climbed off his dead body and sighed. “Anyway, I’ll mark him down as number twenty-one.” The girl took a shower in preparation to leave the bloody mess of a scene without a care for who discovered it. Consequences didn’t concern her. The only thing in life that mattered to Mayumi was satisfying the deadly lust inside her. 

Fearful of their daughter’s erratic behavior, Mayumi’s parents had kicked her out of their home after she tried to cut off her father’s foot with a wire saw. However, they continued to support her financially until she could finish high school. The shame of putting her in a mental institution was too much for them to bear. They left her to her own devices until they could wash their hands of her in adulthood. For the next year, she would have the time of her life, collecting souvenirs from her victims in the form of testicles that she would store in jars of pickle juice. 

The jars were stockpiled in her bathroom, each labeled with the name, sexual positions used, and time of death of her victims. Mayumi marveled at her collection every night before bed. This was her little personal paradise. Her mother and father hadn’t seen or spoken to her in ten months since casting her out. This sense of isolation only fueled her sadistic, murderous lust. 

Kneeling, she slices the man’s balls off, and collected them as souvenirs from her latest victim with her tanto blade and left for her apartment. Mayumi noticed many lovers flaunting their affection for one another as they entered the building of the Love Hotel. She never understood why. Love, affection, and kindness were foreign to her. The only fixations that concerned her were sadism and death. Those were the keys to happiness in her mind. 

Mayumi snickered at the couples and walked out into the streets of Shinjuku, where partygoers and drunken salarymen were making a ruckus. The night was still young, and she believed it was a bit premature to go after the first man who hit on her. Her latest victim left her unsatisfied, and she craved more—she craved climax.

With her souvenirs wrapped in a piece of cloth in her handbag, she felt it prudent to put them in a jar of juice before they began to smell. A convenience store was right around the corner, and with the stolen credit card she’d used to pay the bill at the Love Hotel, she made her way to the convenience store for a jar of pickles. By chance, a man noticed her walking alone. Many students her age usually traveled in groups, and it was rare to see one wandering alone at this time of night, especially in the red-light district of Kabukichō. The young salaryman kept his eyes on Mayumi as she ventured inside the convenience store. He was on his way home to his wife and two kids when he figured to make a pit stop for an after-work snack. 

Mayumi noticed him noticing her, which she delightfully welcomed. Without hesitating, she led him on—luring him, stalking him, readying him to die. Two victims in one night made her pussy wet with anticipation. The last one had left her frustrated, and this younger salaryman might have the stamina to satisfy her urges. 

Mayumi flaunted herself when she realized the man was gazing at her sweet, youthful legs. She stealthily kept her eyes on him as he followed her into the convenience store. This salaryman was just the type Mayumi longed for—men seeking underage schoolgirls. The look in his eyes told her he didn’t care. In fact, the expression on his face when he stared at her school uniform gave Mayumi all the needed reason to make him her next victim. Mayumi knew his type—an overworked man with a ruthless domineering boss, who worked so many hours he never had time to see his wife and kids. He was the perfect victim for slaughter in her eyes. She adored older men, as they reminded her of her father. 

Glancing back subtly to see if he was still looking, Mayumi leaned over to fetch a jar of pickles, exposing her white panties in his direction. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped as beads of sweat formed on his forehead. She gazed back at him and smiled. The man couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Mayumi began to taunt him, lifting her skirt and slowly caressing her soft backside. The sweat on his forehead turned to droplets. 

He dared not approach her, but the sensual scent of the bathing soap on her skin called him. A wink and a smile were all it took to draw him in. 

“Are you going to stand there staring, or are you going take me out to a bar or something?” Mayumi said to him. 

No flirtation or playing hard to get—the simple, direct approach was how she got what she wanted. And it always worked. 

“A bar?” the man laughed. “How old are you?” he questioned nervously.

“Old enough to grab your attention. Or should I say young enough to grab it? You like girls my age, don’t you? Now, are you going to take me out or what?” Mayumi asked more seductively.  

“S-sure,” the man stuttered. 

Before leaving with him, she journeyed to the alleyway beside the convenience store. She had to ensure her souvenirs got treated as soon as possible. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, following her into the alley. 

“I’m just peeing; I’ll be there soon,” she said. 

“You can pee at the bar,” the man responded.

“Please just wait,” she said sternly, hastening her efforts to close the jar. Upon completing her task, Mayumi grabbed the man’s arm and leaned her head against his shoulder as they walked along side by side. 

The excitement in the man’s loins was overpowering his better judgment. He knew not what would befall him if he stayed this course. Nevertheless, the call of an innocent young girl wanting to be penetrated was all that embodied his thoughts. Primitive lust had him now. 

They entered a local bar, where they sat in a dark area hidden from the view of the other clubbers who were drinking and enjoying themselves. Her fake ID served her well in getting into places that would usually be off limits. After multiple shots of whiskey and sake, Mayumi, with the look of madness in her eyes, stared at him as if he were a meal. “So, are you going to tell me your name?” she asked. 

Swallowing a shot of sake, the man ogled at her nervously. “I’m Katsuhiro. And you?” His gaze then focused on her smooth, silky thighs. 

“You don’t need to know my name, do you? You just want to fuck me, right?” 

“What?” His eyes lit up in shock. 

“You heard me. You want to fuck me, don’t you? You want to penetrate my teenage body, don’t you?!” 

Katsuhiro stared at her in disbelief.

“Well, yes or no?” 

“Y-yes,” he said shyly.

“Then let’s go. Come on,” Mayumi said with a sadistic grin. 

Katsuhiro took the last glass of sake and gulped it down before grabbing Mayumi and leaving the bar. With police surrounding the Love Hotel she’d just left, Mayumi did her best to avoid being seen. She pulled Katsuhiro in the opposite direction toward a taxi to take them to another hotel some miles away. She hid her handbag under the seat in the cab and stared at Katsuhiro without blinking. 

“How much do you charge?” Katsuhiro asked, to the shock of Mayumi. 

“What the hell are you talking about?” she bellowed.

“You’re going to charge me for this, aren’t you?” 

She gritted her teeth. “How dare you. I’m not a prostitute, you idiot. I’m just looking for satisfaction. I wanna be fucked. Is that is hard for you to believe?” She fumed.

“Oh . . . I’m sorry. Please forgive me.” He put his hands in his lap and bowed. 

“If you insult me like that again, I’ll slice your fucking throat open,” Mayumi whispered. 

“What was that you said?” he asked, unable to make out what she said. 

“I said, please respect me, and I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted. I’ll make you feel as if this were . . . the last night of your life.” Mayumi had a devilish gaze in her eyes that Katsuhiro didn’t quiet notice. 

Mayumi smiled and gazed out the window, contemplating just how long this man would last. Hopefully, he’d give her the pleasure she longed for. Katsuhiro moved closer to her and slid a hand under her skirt. Mayumi closed her eyes and opened her legs wide, welcoming his touch. The taxi driver looked in his rearview mirror and caught a glimpse of what they were doing. 

“Don’t look at us. Pay attention to the road,” said Katsuhiro. The pitch of his voice startled Mayumi. With a murderous gaze, she grabbed a wire saw out of her bag and wrapped it around the driver’s neck. 

“Is it your wish to die tonight?” she asked, showing her teeth. The driver momentarily lost control of the car, struggling to steer in the right direction. She loosened her grip on his neck. “Tell me, you old fuck. Do you want to die?” she asked again.

“No,” said the driver fretfully. 

“Then don’t look at us, don’t look at me. Understand?”

Katsuhiro gazed at Mayumi in horror. 

“What are you doing?” Katsuhiro shouted. 

She sighed before removing the wire from around the driver’s neck. “I’m sorry. I just really hate it when people don’t mind their own damn business.” 

Mayumi sat back, took Katsuhiro’s hand, and placed it between her legs. The feeling of her soft teen thighs washed away his concerns. They stopped at another Love Hotel outside the area and exited the taxi. Mayumi got out and walked toward the hotel. As Katsuhiro paid the driver, he was met with a pleasant surprise as Mayumi’s panties hit him in the face. 

“Come and get me. This teen pussy is waiting for you,” she said, lifting her shirt to reveal her soft, perfect, nude backside. Mayumi ran into the hotel, giggling, while Katsuhiro gave chase. The forbidden fruit was calling to him, and it would be his undoing.

***
[image: image]


KATSUHIRO’S TWO-YEAR drought in a sexless marriage, forced him to drool as Mayumi ran into the hotel with her sweet little teenage ass exposed. Unable to gain control of his senses, he stumbled to choose a room. His increased libido had him nervous with excitement.

Mayumi took action, pushed him out of the way, and picked a room for the both of them. He embraced her in his arms with his cock rock-hard, as they ran to their chosen room. 

“Come on, Katsuhiro. Come taste me,” she said yet again as they entered the room and slammed the door behind them. Mayumi ripped off her school uniform and wasted no time in clawing at Katsuhiro’s clothes as well. Then, with their tongues locked in a passionate kiss, Mayumi jumped on him, and they fell to the heart-shaped bed. She wrapped her legs around his waist tightly. 

“Wait, do you have protection?” he asked. 

“Fuck condoms! I like it raw,” she shouted, grabbing his long hard length and shoving it deep inside her. 

Katsuhiro gasped. The feel of her wet pussy paralyzed him with pleasure. Mayumi scratched his back like a savage, drawing blood. 

“You’re going to satisfy me, aren’t you? You’re going to give me what I need, right?” she said, thrusting about. Her bag, which lay on the floor, fell over on its side, revealing the jar that contained the testicles of her last victim. She focused his energy on her to avoid it being seen. They swayed all over the bed like insatiable beasts. Mayumi scratched his back deeper, drawing more blood. Thoughts of him dying violently in her embrace filled her mind. Bloodlust consumed her. 

“I’m coming!” she screamed before climaxing with deathly fury. Legs shaking, she rolled him over so she could take control of him. Mayumi pinned him down on the bed with a homicidal glint in her eyes. Katsuhiro squeezed his eyes shut as she bounced up and down on his cock. Neck-deep in the feeling of pleasure, Katsuhiro didn’t notice her removing a pair of fluffy pink handcuffs from her bag on the floor next to them. 

“Put your hands together on the bedpost,” she commanded. Caught in the moment, he complied with her demands. She handcuffed him to the bedpost with a bright, devious smile. 

“I’m . . . I’m gonna come!” screamed Katsuhiro, much to Mayumi’s displeasure. 

“Not yet,” she whispered in his ear before biting off a piece of his lobe with animalistic aggression. No one could hear his screams of pain in this Love Hotel’s soundproof room.

“Are you freaking insane? Get off me!” he screeched. She ignored his pleas. She couldn’t stop herself—no one could. 

“You’re going to give me what I want! You’re going to satisfy me, right?” Mayumi rocked back and forth on his manhood, clawing at his chest with her sharp catlike fingernails. “Yes, just like that,” she said. Katsuhiro’s pain overshadowed his pleasure, but not enough for him to lose his erection. Screaming for his life, he thrashed about, fighting to gain freedom. His movements only increased the sensual sensations that Mayumi felt. His cries for help only served to please her that much more.

“Two in one night. I can’t believe this . . . Two in one night!” she shouted repeatedly. Upon hearing those words, Katsuhiro realized he wasn’t the first man she had done this to. The horror began to set in. 

“You’re going to give me what I want, right? RIGHT? RIGHT!” she screamed like a psychopath. Then, thrusting and pounding harder and harder, she reached into her bag and pulled out her tanto blade. The same blade she’d used earlier that night on her first victim. 

“No! Please!” Katsuhiro shouted.

“Yes! You’re going to last longer than the others!” She raised the blade above her head.

“Please! I . . . I have a family. Don’t do this!” he pleaded. 

“Fuck your family! I’ll fucking kill them too. You’re meat. That’s all you are is meat. Meat for slaughter!” she yelled, bringing the blade down and stabbing him in his right eye. The puncture was so deep she struggled to get the blade out for a second blow. She had to use both hands to yank it from his head. Once dislodged, she brought the blade down again, stabbing him in the mouth, then the chest, then the neck. The blade pierced his flesh repeatedly as Mayumi screamed in a psychotic rampage while coming on his dick intensely. Twenty, fifty, one hundred thrusts as the tanto plunged into Katsuhiro’s body, reducing him to a bloody mess. His intestines and many other organs became exposed. 

“Yes! God damn it, yes!” she shouted. By the time she was done, Mayumi lay exhausted atop Katsuhiro’s mutilated body. She rubbed the blood all over her breasts, face, and mouth with a gratified smile. With her blood-soaked fingers, she rubbed her clit while staring at his dead body until she came . . . over and over again.

“You did it. You satisfied me. You made me come. Thank you,” she said, kissing his dead lips before making her way to the bathroom. But before she could reach the bath to cleanse her body of Katsuhiro’s blood, a phone began to ring. She dug under the pile of clothes to find
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