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“Know what’s better than beer?” asked Gator.

Brody III, who was only the second Brody in the family, considered that for a moment. “What?”

Gator grinned. “Nothin’.”

“Aw, c’mon, Gator. Why would you wanna ask me a question that ain’t got no proper answer?”

“I wasn’t tryin’ to trick you.” Gator took a big swig from his can of Pabst Blue Ribbon. “Just declarin’ my love of beer.”

Grandpaw walked into the living room portion of the trailer. “You boys need to get those wide asses off the couch, ‘cause I’ve got a job for you both.”

Gator and Brody reluctantly got up.

“A snowstorm is comin’. And as ya’ll know, the shack where we make our shine has seen better days. I’m gonna need you two dipshits to spend the winter there, to make sure all’s well in the spring.”

“But Grandpaw,” said Brody. “We had plans for the winter! We was gonna look at titties!”

“The only titties you’ll be seein’ this winter are each other’s. And don’t go gettin’ all queer when the cold makes those nipples perk up. Pack yourself some beer and sandwiches and git goin’.”

Gator and Brody pouted as they packed for the long winter. Then, heads hung, they made the journey to the moonshine shack, which was nearly fifty feet away. 

“It’ll be all right,” said Gator, speaking more to himself than to his cousin. “We done made it through worse.”

“Like what?” asked Brody.

“What about that one time we was fishin’ for trout and our boat sank? We lost our beer, and our nudie mags got all wet!”

Brody nodded. “That was a dark day indeed. Ain’t sure it compares to spendin’ the whole winter in the shine shack, though.”

Gator had to agree. The shine shack didn’t have a TV, or a couch, or beds—just a wooden floor with nails that hadn’t been hammered in right. But if something happened to it during the winter, there’d be no place to make shine in the spring, so he supposed Grandpaw was acting in the family’s best interest.

They sat on the floor.

“What do you wanna do?” asked Brody.

“Not what you wanna do, that’s for sure,” said Gator.

“Aw, c’mon, Gator, why do you wanna go makin’ incestual innuendo? That ain’t what I was thinkin’ at all.”

“How do you know that’s what I was gettin’ at? Maybe I thought you wanted to learn a foreign language or somethin’.”

“I don’t even like talkin’ English.”

“Let’s just go to sleep. It’ll make the winter end sooner.”

***
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“Gator? Gator? You up?”

“I am now, dumbass.”

“I’ve gotta use the shitter.”

“Then go. Why are you bringin’ me into the process? Need me to part your butt cheeks for ya?”

“We ain’t got no shitter.”

Gator’s face fell. “Damn, you’re right. The shitter is all the way over there by the trailer. We’re gonna have to evacuate our bowels out in the wild.”

“That ain’t right, Gator. We’re supposed to be civilized folk, and Grandpaw has us dumpin’ out here like animals.”

“We could pick a corner, but there ain’t much room in here, and I roll around a lot while I sleep.”

Brody nodded. “And this one is gonna be a squirter. We don’t want that inside, not with these warped floorboards.”

“I guess we’re squattin’ outside, then. Damn. This winter is gonna take a big-ass toll on our psychological well-bein’.”

***
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“We’re out of beer and food,” said Brody, his voice filled with panic.

“Already? It’s only been two hours.”

“We ain’t gonna make it. We’re gonna die, Gator! You ‘n me are gonna die out here!”

Gator slapped Brody across the face. “You need to hold it together, cousin! This ain’t no time to go descendin’ into madness! If we ain’t got our mental health, we ain’t got nothin’!”

“But we’re gonna starve to death! We’re gonna dehydrate!”

Gator slapped Brody again. “What did I just say?”

“You done knocked out a tooth.”

“Well, you’ve still got six more. And you can always shove it back into the socket.”

“Nah, I swallowed it for nutrition.”

“I can’t have you losin’ your mind out here. Our situation is dire enough without you goin’ all looney tunes. If you look at me and you see a chicken leg or a ham hock, I need to know about it before you try to resort to cannibalism.”

Brody nodded. “I’ll do that.”

***
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“Goddamn it, Brody! You done ripped out my hair!”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“You were tryin’ to open me up like a pull tab and drink me!”

“Naw! It wasn’t like that!”

“You looked at me and you saw a damn ol’ PBR!”

“Naw, I swear—well, yeah, that’s what happened. I’m sorry, cousin. It’s been a long-ass afternoon.”

Gator scratched the top of his head. “It’s a good thing my head skin was sturdy enough to survive your attack. But it ain’t even started to snow yet, and your ever-slippin’ grip on sanity is becomin’ a source of concern. You done need yourself a hobby.”

“I already got myself a hobby, but there ain’t a titty in sight!”

“Maybe you should try writin’ a book.”

Brody grimaced. “Those things is full of words.”

“There ain’t nothin’ wrong with words, in a reasonable quantity. We’ve got the pencil and notebook that Grandpaw uses to write down moonshine orders, and you’re gonna use them to write yourself a book.”

“I ain’t got no plot! I ain’t got no characters to develop! I ain’t got no themes to explore!”

“I don’t give a crumbly shit. Write yourself a book so that your mind doesn’t succumb to the dark void!”
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“Goddamn it, Brody! Nobody gave you permission to gnaw on my leg!”

“I didn’t realize I was even doin’ it.”

“You broke the skin in a few places. Now, what if I had one of those blood diseases? I don’t, ‘cuz I can’t afford no whores, but if I did, you’d be in a mess of trouble right now.”

Brody wiped his mouth. “Shit, Gator, how am I gonna make it through the entire winter? If I’m gnawin’ on your leg already, before long I’ll be tryin’ to chew my own dick off.”

“Yeah, if a man can actually bend in that direction and chooses to chew instead of suck, his mind is beyond repair.”

“Is it queer if you suck your own dick?”

“It ain’t not queer. I guess it depends on the thoughts you’re havin’ while you’re doin’ it, whether you’re comin’ at it more as a giver or a taker. Anyway, how’s your book goin’?”

Brody shrugged. “I think it’s all right, but I ain’t got a basis for comparison.”

Gator took the notebook from him. He flipped through several pages. “This is nothin’ but I miss titties over and over.”

“It’s my way of explorin’ the human condition.”

Gator tossed the notebook aside. “Goddamn it, Brody. It’s bad enough that I’ve gotta spend the winter protecting this shack. If I get one more hint that your grasp on reality is slippin’ away, I’m going to send you right back to the trailer!”

“You can’t do that! Grandpaw would tan my hide but good!”

“What else am I supposed to do? Spend the next few months in close quarters with somebody who’s gone plumb loco?”

“You shouldn’t say loco,” said Brody. “That’s racist against Mexican people.”

“No, it ain’t. Maybe it’s cultural appropriation, but there ain’t no Mexicans in this shack. Are you gonna tell on me?”

“Naw, Gator, I’d never do something like that.”

“Then there ain’t no need to even bring it up. Now I’m gonna take a quick nap, and I need you to swear to me that I’m not gonna wake up to find your mouth anywhere near me.”

“You won’t. I swear.”

***
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“Goddamn it, Brody! You swore!”

“How many times do you expect me to apologize?”

“Once would be nice!”

“Fine. I’m sorry I bit off your finger.”

“Lordy, but it stings! And look at it spurt! Why would you go and do such a thing?”

“Well... in the moment, it just felt like your hand was a bottle of beer, and your finger was the cap.”

“Were you aimin’ to drink from my finger stump?” asked Gator.

“Yeah. I mean, I didn’t bite it off just to be a dick. And I’ve gotta admit, watchin’ you waste it all over the floor is makin’ me mighty sad.”

Gator covered his stump with his good hand. “You ain’t gettin’ a single drop of this. You’ve lost your damn fool mind, and as far as I’m concerned, we’re no longer cousins.”

“You don’t get to just say that,” said Brody. “That ain’t how relatives work. There might be a formal process you can go through, some legal paperwork, but you can’t just declare that I ain’t your cousin on the spot.”

“In my heart, somebody who tries to use my finger stump as a spigot ain’t my cousin.”

Brody hung his head. “That’s fair.”

***
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“My arm!” shouted Gator. “Where’s my goddamn arm?”

“It ain’t my fault!” said Brody. 

“It sure as hell is your fault! You’ve got gristle all over you!”

“I figured you’d wake up! Each time I bit off one of your fingers I thought, ‘Well, surely he’ll wake up this time.’ But your ass stayed asleep! So, I just kept goin’. Do you know how hard it was to get your arm off? All that bitin’ and twistin’ and pullin.’ Why didn’t you wake up and stop me?”

“Because I’d had a lot of beer before we ran out!” said Gator. “I can’t believe my own flesh and blood is a cannibal. If Grandpaw were here right now, he’d shove his foot so far up your ass he’d lose a shoe in there!”

“I ain’t no cannibal!”

“The hell you ain’t! What else do you call a man who eats the arm of another man? You sure ain’t no goddamn vegan!”

“I was drinkin’ your blood like it was beer! Not a scrap of flesh went down my gullet!”

“You keep your distance from now on,” said Gator. “We’ve got the whole winter to get through, and it ain’t even snowed yet.”

“I can’t keep my distance in this tiny little shack, even with you takin’ up less space on account of you not havin’ a right arm.”

“And that’s another thing. Why couldn’t you have at least had the consideration to take my left one?”

“I didn’t think about that,” Brody admitted. “I forget that not everybody is ambidextrous like me.”

“This is your last warning, cousin. You keep your teeth to yourself.”

***
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“Brody, you dipshit! Stop slurpin’ on my intestines!”

“I need beer!”

“Ain’t nothin’ in my bowels but poop that ain’t done bakin’ yet! Goddamn, you have gone as feral as a rabid raccoon. You go on and get the hell out of here!”

“But we’re supposed to watch over the moonshine shack!”

“If you stay in here much longer, I won’t be able to watch the shack ‘cuz you’ll have sucked out my damn eyeballs!”

“But Gator—”

“Get the fuck out, Brody.”

“All right,” said Brody, heartbroken. “I’ll go.” He walked toward the door.

“Leave my intestines behind.”

Brody dropped Gator’s intestines on the floor and left the shack.

Was I too hard on him? Gator wondered.

***
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The next morning, Gator went outside to check on his cousin. Brody lay outside the shack, skin blue, eyes glazed. 

“Aw, shit,” he said. “Brody, you’ve gone and froze to death. And it ain’t even started snowin’ yet. I know I talked like I didn’t approve of cannibalism, but you’d be mighty sore if I let your body to go waste, so I’m gonna cook you right up and eat everything but your dick.”

***
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“Well, fuck,” said Gator, as he watched the moonshine shack burn. He should’ve tended more carefully to the fire he was using to cook Brody.

He knew he’d never hear the end of it from Grandpaw, so he took a deep breath and walked into the flames. 
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SWEET PEA
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“I don’t think she’s coming back,” said Summer. She crossed her arms, shoving her breasts up with her forearms. 

Luke couldn’t help but stare at the massive twin slopes barely contained by the white tank top. 

Knock it off, dumbass. It’s what got you kicked out of the car to begin with. 

He checked his phone, again. Still no service. Not that he’d expected to have it so far into the mountains. Standing on the side of the road, he looked both ways. No cars in sight. All he saw were inclines and trees. “I can’t believe Clarice left us like that.”

“I’d do the same thing if I caught my boyfriend fingering my best friend.”

“Shut up.”

“Well, it’s what you were doing.”

“Like you didn’t want me to!”

“You could’ve said ‘no’.” 

Luke couldn’t have stopped himself even if he’d wanted to. He and Summer had begun their coquettish relationship on Instagram. He’d been married to Clarice for six months and had gotten to know Summer through her. She’d even been the Maid of Honor at their wedding.

Then Clarice wanted to lie down in the back seat. She’d been doing most of the driving, so Luke volunteered to take over. Summer offered the back seat to Clarice to “stretch out.”

Things were fine for about twenty minutes. Next thing Luke knew, Summer’s shorts and panties were on the floorboard and his finger was knuckle-deep in the soft, dripping folds between her thighs. 

All that damn noise she’d made. 

Woke up Clarice. He’d never forget seeing Clarice’s face in the rearview mirror, her eyes slits of rage while her mouth stretched into a silent snarl. The fear he’d felt made it easy to understand why he was so willing to pull over after she told him to. Why he’d climbed out of the car with Summer when Clarice ordered them to do that as well. 

He figured Clarice only wanted to be alone for a little while. After she cooled down, she’d come back to pick them up. He would apologize over and over. He’d screwed up, but he didn’t want to get a divorce over this. 

He noticed Summer was looking at him, grinning. “What?”

“There’s a trail right there.”

He saw it, a skinny path of brown slitting the green and leading into the woods. 

“Want to go in the woods and fool around?” she asked, biting down on her bottom lip. 

“You can’t be serious.”

“Why can’t I?”

“Remember Clarice?”

“She’ll cool off and be back, eventually. Might as well do it while we can. Not like we’ll have another chance after this.”

Luke coughed a laugh. No way was he going to risk making matters worse. What if Clarice showed up and they weren’t here? What if she found them in the woods?

He didn’t want to think about it.

But his eyes began to explore Summer’s body. Her shorts were barely there at all, showing her curvy legs, and pulling taut against her smooth pubic mound. He remembered how soft and warm she’d felt and wanted to feel her again. 

No. Messing up once had been bad enough. He didn’t need to do it twice. 

A few minutes later, Luke followed Summer into the woods. The shade offered a cool reprieve from the summer heat.

What am I doing?

Right now, he was gawking at Summer’s hips swinging her ass one way and then the other. Each time, her shorts hiked a smidge higher. He could see the lower humps of her buttocks peeking out. 

I must be crazy. 

Stupid. Crazy had nothing to do with it, and he knew it. 

“Look at this,” said Summer, gasping. 

They’d reached a small clearing bordered by trees. A larger, felled tree lay across, segregating the small section. Beyond that, Luke could see the path continuing deeper into the woods. 

“This is perfect,” she said, turning around. “Like it was put here for us.” 

Before he could say anything, she grabbed his shirt and pulled him close. Her lips mashed against his, her plushy tongue shoving into his mouth and wrestling his. It was hard to keep up with her intensity, but he soon matched her chaotic rhythm. 

After a few minutes of rough kissing, she pulled back. “Aren’t you glad you came in here now?”

Luke could only huff a response. Then he gasped when Summer dropped to her knees, unzipping his pants in one motion. 

“My, oh my,” she said. “Clarice told me you were huge.”

Though it was the best sexual compliment he could’ve asked for, hearing his wife’s name was almost enough to kill the fun. But Summer’s stroking hands quickly made him forget. Her mouth sucked him in, the lips pressing the skin as they slid up and down the shaft. 

Luke barely enjoyed it before he felt the blunt strike at the back of his skull. Dropping forward, darkness covered his vision like a curtain lowering on a stage.

When Luke opened his eyes again, he was no longer on the ground. He could feel a rough hardness under him. Trying to move his head sent a wave of pain into his stomach, nauseating him. He let the moment pass before trying again. 

He’d been bent over the felled tree. His wrists were tied with rope, stretched over the abrasive bark, the lengthy rope stretching under the trunk and fastened to something out of sight. He pulled on it, but it hardly moved. 

A gasping sound came from off to the side. He looked over and saw movement in his blurry vision. It slowly cleared, forming into the image of Summer bent over a tree stump, her arms stretched out like Luke’s and tied at the wrists, her body twitching and shaking as something rammed into her from behind. 

Luke continued to stare, unable to comprehend what he was looking at. No way was it real. He must have been unconscious, trapped in the throes of a horrible nightmare. 

But no. 

He knew that was not the case. The thing mounting Summer was real—it’s head of burlap-wrapped pig was real, as was the dark, baggy coveralls that rustled with its thrusts. It moved in a steady pattern, jostling Summer with each hard penetration. 

Instead of crying out for help, Summer leaned back her head, her mouth hanging open in an O shape. She let out gasps and moans that sounded shaky until she called out and squealed, her body convulsing. 

The thing behind her rammed her a few more times, making Summer grunt, then pulled out of her and got off its knees. A huge, stiff erection jutted from its front, sheathed in the milky white rubber of a condom.

Summer, huffing, rested her head on her shoulder. “That was... fun. God. Wow...”

The pighead thing turned to Luke and saw him watching. Its big ears were stiff, angled down over the top of the slanted forehead. A furrowed brow had been formed into the mask, making it look angry. The flat nose looked crooked; the nostrils colored black. The eyeholes were small and narrow, but he could see a set of hazel eyes inside peering at him.

He knew those eyes quite well. 

No way. 

The pig thing shrugged, then tugged off the mask. 

Clarice now stared at him, her dark hair damp and matted from sweat.

“Why’d you take off the mask?” asked Summer in a winded voice. “He’ll see your face.”

“He recker-nized me, even wit the mask.” Laughing, she dropped it on the ground. Her accent was suddenly much more southern.

He tried to shake his head, but the pain stopped him. “What the hell is...?”

Summer sighed. “You were supposed to stay dressed up the whole time, sweet pea. That’s the point of this, you know. Make it look like a local hillbilly fuckwad attacked us.”

“We are local hillbilly fuckwads,” said Clarice, cackling unlike he’d ever heard her before.

“You know’s what I mean, sweat pea.” Summer’s voice had lost its kittenish tenor and had been replaced with a twang that sounded like it came from the hills.

They were all from the south, but Luke had never heard such a backwoods accent come out of either girl, let alone anybody in real life. 

“It’s fine,” said Clarice, staring at Luke. “God, you was so easy to manip-er-late. Prob’ly easiest of ‘em all.”

Summer laughed. “I tolt you he would be. When I saw his profile on the internet, all he had was pictures of hisself in the mirror. Shirtless ‘uns.” She laughed. “Loser.”

Luke couldn’t ignore how much their words were adding to the hurt and humiliation he already felt. 

Had this been a test to prove himself loyal to Clarice? If so, he’d failed. 

“I can tell you’s confused,” said Clarice. “You gots that look you get when I want you’s to understand somethin’ simple.”

Luke felt a tear break loose from his eye and trickle down his cheek.

“The fucker’s cryin’,” said Summer, laughing. Her lovely face had somehow changed to something cruel and ugly. 

Clarice smiled. “Big baby. Summer ain’t just my friend; she’s my lover. Has been for a long time.”

“Since school,” said Summer.

“When our fam’lies caught on, they’s kicked us out. We was on our own in the woods for a long time.”

“Long time,” echoed Summer. 

“But we gots an idee,” said Clarice. “It changed ever-thing. Sometimes she marries the marks, and I play the see-ductive best friend. This time, I gots to be the wife and will collect the big ass life insurance policy I have on you. It’s fun. We’s just playin’ pretend, s’all.”

Luke laughed. He didn’t know why, but it tore out of him, making him hurt. 

“What’s so funny?” asked Clarice. 

“Money. That’s what this is about?”

Clarice smiled, though there was no humor in it. “What else would it be?” She pointed at him. “You’s figered this was because you fooled around wit her?” She shook her head. “No. We been planning this from the start. All you guys are so predic-able and easy to trick. And after you’s dead, we move on, change who we are, and do it again.” She tapped her temple. “We’s smart that way. Keeps us out of the sticks.”

Summer nodded. “It’s a livin’. But we watch lots of them murder shows, and the trick is to make it look like we’s both been attacked. That’s why Clarice was forcin’ herself on me like a crazed rapist. And I’ll just barely survive and talk about this awful person in a pig mask. I mean, how silly, right? I’ll says we was out here because we’s got kicked out of the car. We came out here, fooled around some more, and was attacked. Blah blah blah. 

“The coppers will find them fiber things on me. They’s will find them on you, too. I’ll fib up the timeline it all happened to give Hannah—oops, I mean, Clarice, plenty of time to establish her aler-bi.”

“And I,” said Clarice, “will be at the hotel, all hurt and thinkin’ about divorce while this happens. I’ll shower, wash away that pesky ever-dence and decide about my future, then come looking for you.” Her smile dipped. “I’ll find you guys like this.” The accent was gone, again, tucked behind the façade she’d been presenting to Luke all during their time together. 

Clarice shrugged. “Seems overly complicated, but it’s really not. And I can switch my real accent off and on, easy as pie.”

Luke had a hard time keeping up with everything they were saying, but he was sure he understood it all. He was fucked, no matter how he looked at it. “It’ll never work.”

“Why not?”

“Because it won’t.”

Clarice, or whatever her name was, laughed. “It always works. But it is time to wrap it up. Right, darlin’?”

Summer nodded. “Right, sweet pea.”

“I’ll do Summer first because it’ll look like you were forced to watch her being raped and stabbed.” Clarice pointed at the massive cock between her legs. “It’s fake. But the condom hides that. You like it?” She wiggled her hips, making it bounce. “Had to make it look like she was raped, or people might not buy the story.” 

The sound of Summer grunting caught his attention. He looked over and saw her yanking at the ropes on her wrists, twisting her hands as she fought with her bondage. 

“What’s wrong?” asked Clarice, stepping over to Summer and bending over to pick up a rusty machete. 

“Huh?” said Summer. Gone was the mean cockiness in her attitude. Now she seemed scared. “Nuh-nothin’.”

“It’s a different rope,” said Clarice. “I found your trick rope the other day. You’d cut it, so you could pull your hands free and attack me.”

Summer’s mouth dropped. She shook her head. “Nuh-no. I didn’t do—”

“I know about you and that Natalie bitch, too. Plannin’ to kill me today, huh? Make it look like the pig man got me?”

The color drained from Summer’s face. She shook her head. “What are you...?” She stopped talking and began to cry. 

Clarice sighed. “I thought we loved each other.”

Summer sniffled. “I’m sorry. I messed up. It won’t happen again. We can kill Natalie together and move on from this.”

“You’ve been fuckin’ her behind my back.”

Summer cried harder. “Only a few times. That’s all. Don’t matter none.”

“It matters to me.” Clarice stood beside Summer, looking tiny in the baggy coveralls she wore. Her hands were covered in work gloves and held the machete at an angle. Tears had turned Summer’s face into a glossy mask.

“I hate this happened,” said Clarice. “But the policy I took out on you will help me get over things pretty nicely. No biggy.”

Money. 

Luke had watched a lot of those murder shows as well and was always surprised by how so many killers’ motives had stemmed from greed. And now he was wrapped up in one of those stories himself. He could see himself sitting in the interview chair, telling his side of it, while a horribly acted retelling of events played out on screen. 

Luke almost laughed. He knew that would never happen. He wasn’t getting out of here. 

Summer looked up at Clarice, her makeup smearing down her face. “Please, Hannah. Don’t do this.”

Clarice—Hannah—stared at Summer for a moment. “I’ll miss you.” Then she slid the blade across Summer’s throat, opening the skin as she stepped back to avoid the spray of blood. It quickly turned to a stream that poured from the slit in her throat. 

Summer jerked and twitched, trying to bring her hands up to her throat but couldn’t. Her wide eyes stared at Clarice, the hurt and betrayal showing in them as her life faded away. Her head dropped, bashing the tree stump she was bent over with a sickening crack.

Luke watched Clarice, standing before Summer as she bled out. He was shocked by how much blood continued to dump out of the gash. He wanted to try and reason with his wife, but he knew his fate was going to be the same as Summer’s.

Finally, Clarice turned to him. Her eyes were grim, her expression blank. She sighed. “That wasn’t as much fun as I thought it would be. I kind of regret doing it.”

“Then don’t do it now.”

“Oh, I don’t care about you,” she said, stepping over to the other side of the clearing. She came up to the felled tree, climbed up, and squatted next to his left arm. The machete dangled between her legs like a sharp cock. “I loved Patricia. You? I don’t love at all.”

“That was her name?”

“Yeah. She hated it. Can’t blame ‘er none.” 

Luke saw how close Clarice’s leg was to his hand. Somehow, she hadn’t noticed. He could easily grab it, though he had no idea what he’d do once he did.

“Since I’m kinda bummed,” said Clarice, “I’mma do you quick. Probably just whack your head right off. Don’t look it, but this machete is purdy sharp, and I can prob’ly do it in one shot.” Her accent had begun to fluctuate back and forth. “Since you’s already bent over the tree, I’ll just—”

Luke shot out his hand, snatched her ankle, and yanked back. Her foot ripped out from under her. She managed to let out a startled grunt before dipping backwards and dropping over the other side of the tree. 

The air blasted out from her mouth when her back whammed the ground. Then it shot out of her when the machete twirled back and punched into her chest. The blade sank deep between her breasts, proving how right she was about its sharpness.

Luke cried out in victory, but his celebration didn’t last when he realized what he’d done. 

Oh, shit. 

Luke stared down at Clarice. On her back, she looked straight up, trying to breathe. Her eyes were wide, leaking tears. The machete protruded like a lever from her chest. Arms splayed wide, her hands gripped the grass and plucked them from the dirt. 

He reached for the machete’s hilt, but it was slightly too far away. “Clarice?” He gulped. “Hannah?” 

Her eyes moved to look at him, then froze. She’d stopped breathing. 

How the hell was he going to get out of this predicament now? A few tugs on the rope showed he wasn’t getting loose. 

He yelled for help until it felt like something ripped in his throat, killing his voice completely. All he was left with were the sounds of the woods, the chirps of birds, and droning of insects all around. 

Hours went by and nobody came.

The hours became days, or at least he thought they did. 

It was hard to tell. 
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“Ain’t I fucked you before?” Cleetus asked, as I cried out in pain from his meaty thrusts. “Thought I’d popped that there cherry uh’yours already.” 

“You darn-well know we did it in the barn loft after prom,” I said. 

“That was you?” He never stopped pounding my sore muff. 

“Yep. That was me.”

“Yeah, yeah. I got it in my brain now. That there was a good night. Popped your cherry and Mitzy’s, one right after the other.”

“Well now, ain’t you a stud?” I rolled my eyes and silently wished my torture would end. I couldn’t figure out why my girlfriends liked this bullshit sex act so much. My hole felt like it was being stabbed over and over. Nothing but pain and misery; it definitely wasn’t romantic.

“...cherry growed back...” 

Huh? His words pulled me from my thoughts. “Why you babblin’ ‘bout cherries again, dumbass?”

He was panting now; whether from exertion or because he was ready to cream me, I wasn’t sure. “I said I remember pushing through your cherry las’ time. And you bled, cuz we was laughing about stainin’ your daddy’s hay, ‘member?” 

“Yeah, so? What ‘bout it?”

“Dammit, woman, don’t you listen? I said I jus’ pushed through it again!”

I sighed. “O’course you did. That’s what sex is...broken skin, blood, sufferin’.” My voice was flat.

He stopped moving and stared at me. “That ain’t right, ya silly
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