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            Pain has a face. Allow me to show it to you.  
Lead Cenobyte
Hellraiser – 1998
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Her client barely had a face.

It was there, but so buried under alterations it was difficult for Cassie to make out his features in the softly lit room. Eyebrow rings; studs in the cheeks; the entirety of the ears decorated; nose studs and a hoop in the septum. His whole head, including the neck, was covered in tattoos. These tattoos were not of tribal or floral designs, but a collage of tools—screwdrivers; wrenches; power drills; nail guns and more. His lips were tattooed into a pair of pliers that opened and closed when he spoke. And his nose was fashioned to look like an upside-down sledgehammer.

“How’s the wine?” he asked.

“Very nice. Thank you.”

“My pleasure. I’m glad you appreciate the finer things, Jasmine.” 

He smiled at Cassie and she wondered if he could tell it was a fake name. But didn’t all escorts go by a pseudonym? All the girls at the Wild Rose agency certainly did.

“You’re drinking a 2010 Vega-Sicilia Unico,” he said. “A single bottle runs for almost five-hundred dollars.”

Cassie nodded and took another sip. She wondered if he was telling the truth or just making this up to impress her. She didn’t know a damn thing about wine. Most of the wine she’d had in her life came out of a box. But judging by this luxury high-rise apartment and the perfectly tailored suit he wore, she figured Clayton Rackmore was a man of considerable wealth. If he wanted ridiculously priced wine, he could easily afford it. Apparently, he could also afford to spend half of the two-hour slot he’d paid for chatting with a high-priced escort. It wasn’t uncommon behavior for a client. Some men wanted to talk before they touched. It made no difference to Cassie. It was their dime.

Rackmore stepped to the wall opposite the windows, which looked out upon the sparkling night sky of Manhattan. When he came within three feet of the wall, a motion sensor turned on a bar of lights that ran along the floor, illuminating the canvas paintings hung there.

“What about art?” he asked. “Do you appreciate it as well?”

“I do, but I wouldn’t say I have an eye for it.”

He flashed her a grin and she saw his gums were tattooed. “You just like what you like, huh?”

“I guess so.”

“I’m a name in the New York art scene.” 

He gestured to the paintings and Cassie really looked at them for the first time. The canvases had been splattered with various shades of red and black. The backgrounds of each painting were abstract, but floating in the foreground were images of different tools—chainsaws, jackhammers, machetes and bolt cutters. Monkey wrenches and scrapers and axes. There were also nuts and bolts, washers, sockets and wing nuts. 

“If you were an art fan and didn’t recognize my name, I’m sure you would have recognized me by sight.” Rackmore chuckled and pointed at himself. “Can you believe this face has been on the cover of The Artists’ Magazine, First American Art Magazine and The Brooklyn Rail? Makes the stuck-up old biddies rather pissy, I can assure you.”

Cassie knew not what to say. In situations like that, she’d learned it was best to say nothing. She flashed her Dentyne smile and sipped the wine.

Rackmore paced. “What some people don’t realize is the human body is a canvas in and of itself. Tell me, Jasmine, do you have any tattoos?”

She did, but even in her strapless dress with the high skirt they didn’t show. Standing up, she stepped in to Rackmore and put her palm on his chest.

“Why don’t you take a look and find out?” she said.

He told her to disrobe and she gave him a brief striptease, speeding it up when she sensed his impatience. Standing there in just her high heels and thong panties, the butterfly on her right buttock was visible, as was the tramp stamp at the small of her back. Rackmore came in for a closer inspection.

“Tattoos,” he said. “Not long ago, it was only bikers and ex-cons who had them. Now it seems more people have them than don’t.”

“I’ve thought about getting more.”

“And what about piercings?”

Cassie had two earrings in each ear and one in her belly button. She wasn’t interested in anything more, but before she could tell Rackmore that he tore open his shirt, the metal snaps popping, uncovering a body like the inside of a tackle box. Under all that metal, every inch of flesh was decorated by more tool tattoos.

“Sensing a theme to my art?” he asked.

She nodded. “You must really like tools.”

“I love them. Tools are what separate man from the animals, the ability to build and transform things by manmade devices. Where would civilization be without tools? Would we be civilized at all?”

Cassie shrugged.

“Ever since I could pick up a hammer, I’ve enjoyed a love affair with tools,” Rackmore said. “Using them, I create art that expresses my love for them, particularly the art I’ve made of my own flesh. It’s a perfect circle.”

He removed his suit jacket and shirt, then undid his slacks and let them fall. The rest of his body matched what Cassie had seen so far, spikes and studs and screws and chains and pins, tattoos that left no spot of flesh untouched. He removed his underwear, showing the shaved smooth genitalia, a scrotum punctured by hoop wires and an erect penis shaft studded with a Prince Albert, the foreskin bejeweled. A thin band of gold ran into the urethra and exited out of the top of the shaft. Like his nose, his genitals formed a sledgehammer, the penis the handle, the testicles the hammer’s head. 

“Do you want to make love now?” Cassie asked, wondering if he’d have to undo his flesh’s décor. 

Rackmore only smiled and went to the cabinet to refill his glass. He opened the top drawer and pulled out a handheld sledgehammer with a head of silver coated in diamond. 

“Jasmine, how would you like to be an artist?”
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She’d almost left right then and there. No amount of money was worth getting hurt. She wasn’t about to let this nutjob beat her with tools to get his jollies. But before she could walk out Rackmore reassured her.

“I want you to be an artist,” he said, “not a piece of art. You won’t be hurt. I need your help, Jasmine, to sculpt my body the way I picture it in my mind. I can’t do it on my own.”

“Why?”

“There are places I cannot reach. More importantly there are things that need to be done, but I don’t believe I have the nerve to do them myself.”

“Why me?” she asked. “Why not get one of your artist friends? You have assistants, don’t you?”

“Of course. But that isn’t part of my overall vision. The artist who becomes my hands is an integral part of the work too.”

Cassie crossed her arms. Just when she’d thought she’d met the weirdest client ever, another loon pulled her into his bizarre world.

“You’ll be paid handsomely,” Rackmore said. “I come from a family of considerable wealth.”


She exhaled and pointed to the sledgehammer.

“What exactly do you want me to do with that?”


When he told her she flinched, even though it shouldn’t have surprised her.

“You might need someone stronger,” she told him. “A man can wield tools with more force.”

Rackmore shook his head. “Again, it’s my vision. I want a woman, a particular kind of woman—an Amazon goddess, like you.”

Cassie smirked. It wasn’t the first time she’d been labeled as such. Standing at six-foot-three and weighing two hundred pounds, she was a large woman, but only plump in her breasts and rear, giving her a strong, impressive figure. 

“Woman is the mother of the world,” Rackmore said. “I want a powerful, beautiful one like you to be my sculpting hands for my greatest creation, the ultimate joining of man and his first tool—the hammer.”
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“I always thought this song was about a guy with a big dick,” Rackmore said.

He was stretched on top of a giant canvas on the floor, dribbling blood making red roses upon the stark white. They’d put on the television for background noise and Peter Gabriel’s ‘Sledgehammer’ video was on, part of some best of the ‘80s countdown. Cassie didn’t know if Gabriel had been referencing a well-endowed man or not, but she would never hear the song quite the same way after this.

The nails were pure silver, except for the heads platted in gold. They varied in size—some no bigger than a thumbtack, others large enough to pin down railroads, thick spikes as long as her forearm. Rackmore eased them into it, instructing her every move as she’d hammered so many nails into his back she’d lost count. He refused to let her dab the blood away with a rag, wanting every drop to be captured by the canvas. Slick burgundy streamed across his torso.

“We might have to stop for now,” she said.

“No! The muse has touched me! We must create right now!”

“You might bleed to death.”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“What? Of course it matters.”

They were filming everything to document the birth of Clayton Rackmore’s masterpiece. If need be, it would serve as evidence he wanted all of this. But even if it was ruled manslaughter and not murder, Cassie wasn’t about to go to jail for him. She’d spent too many years behind bars already. 

“You don’t understand,” Rackmore said. “I’ve been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. It’s a particularly cruel disease because once you start to notice symptoms it’s already too late. I’ve been given less than forty-eight hours to live. I need you here. I’ll double the amount we agreed upon, just fetch me my checkbook from the cabinet.”

A five-figure payload for one night’s work was not the sort of job Cassie quit. This was enough cash to get her out of this business for good, so after Rackmore wrote her the second check she took up the sledgehammer, the diamond head catching the light, sprinkling rainbow spots all about them. Under Rackmore’s instruction, Cassie drove roofing nails into the backs of his knees.

“More!” he shouted.

The hammer came down, driving the nails deeper. Cassie’s entire body flexed as one muscle until the tips of the nails pierced Rackmore’s kneecaps. His cries of pain betrayed the joker’s grin upon his face. He closed his eyes in masochistic delight. The lids had been tattooed to look like the tops of Phillip’s head screws. She pulled him up with her hands beneath his armpits and bent him backward until he was face up, still nailed to the canvas at his decimated knees. 

Rackmore grit his teeth. “Do it.”

The hammer swung, turning his smile into an explosion of splintering bone. Shards of teeth were tossed like confetti and the ones that fell into Rackmore’s mouth he spat out like a popcorn machine. Cassie gathered the tooth shrapnel, sprinkled them across his chest, and began driving them back into his body. As they pierced the flesh, there was a sound like pool balls colliding as the force of her blows cracked Rackmore’s ribs. With each swoop the sledgehammer felt lighter, as if it were no longer a tool, but a mere extension of her body. The tool had become her paintbrush, and twitching below her was the creation, a canvas of living, breathing meat. At first the gore had disturbed her; now she saw it for what it truly was, what Rackmore’s artistic eye had allowed her to see. 

She didn’t know art. She just liked what she liked.

Knowing he’d eventually pass out, Rackmore had typed up specific instructions for what she was supposed to do, how to puncture, pound and sculpt him into perfection. When at last he fell unconscious (a nail through a testicle put him out like chloroform), Cassie admired what she’d done so far, but when she reviewed the rest of the artist’s blueprints, her brow furrowed. 

She shook her head at Rackmore. “Come on. Let’s not half-ass this.”

Staring down at what she’d forged with her own hands, she was touched by the fire of inspiration. The blueprints were discarded. She didn’t need them. It was not Rackmore who guided her now—it was the hammer. She was tapping into her own heart, expunging her own artistic expression. He’d said he wanted to make her an artist. Well, he’d succeeded.

Picking up a railroad spike, Cassie turned it in her hands.

When you look at this, what do you see?

The answer was simple.

Cock.

How many had been inside her? How often had she been hammered by them? How often had she been nailed? These were the piercings that didn’t show, needles that tattooed you from the inside, marking you as whore. 

Cassie thought of the position she was put in whenever it was a party. Two or more men always meant she’d end up on all fours, one stud in front and another bringing up the rear. 

The spit-roast.

She leaned Rackmore back onto his belly. He was breathing, but out cold. Digging the railroad spike between his buttocks, she wondered how long either state would last. Once the tip of the huge nail was inserted into his anus, Cassie reeled back, the biggest swoop of the night, and crashed the head of the hammer against the silver-dollar-sized head of the nail. One pounding and the entire spike disappeared into Rackmore’s colon. His head shot up, screaming and belching blood, and Cassie stepped on his wrists, pining them to the canvas with her high heels, and took another railroad spike from the pile. Rackmore’s toothless, blood-flushed mouth offered no resistance. The sledgehammer shimmered as it drove the spike down Rackmore’s throat. Jets of gore burst from his nostrils, filling Cassie’s mind with the most spectacular visions, and she loaded his nose with roofing nails and hammered them deep, hoping to hit brain. When that didn’t happen, Cassie kicked away the remaining nails. She wouldn’t need them anymore. 

Blood made the sledgehammer’s handle so warm in her hands.
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The only other written instructions Rackmore left was contact information for an art dealer, someone he described as very discrete. Under different circumstances, Cassie never would have invited someone else to the scene of a crime she’d just committed, but knew it would be far too selfish to keep such a masterpiece to herself. Good art was a gift to all of humanity. And she knew what good art was now. It hung upon the wall beside Rackmore’s paintings, completely overshadowing them. It’d been a struggle getting it up there, but presentation is everything, and she’d long ago learned you only get one chance to give a good first impression.

The dealer rushed right over, having expected the call. She was slender with large implants and a face botoxed to a swollen sheen. Tattoos, piercings and multiple plastic surgeries made it impossible to tell her age. She stood before the new piece of art, hip cocked, smoking from a long cigarette holder.

“This isn’t a Clayton Rackmore,” she said. “I mean, it is Clayton, but it’s not a Clayton Rackmore.”

The woman still hadn’t turned to face Cassie. She was fixated on the work.

“Clayton was a great talent,” the dealer said. “But this... this...”

At last, the woman turned to her. Cassie was still in just her panties and high heels, every inch of her tattooed by blood spatter. The dealer smiled with a mouth full of diamond teeth.

“Clayton was good,” she said, “but you are a genius.”

Cassie blushed. “You really like it? I mean... it’s my first.”

“We won’t let it be the last
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