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    1

    For me, your life

    Germany, somewhere in the northern part of the Federal Republic, which has always produced a wealth of powerful characters, stood a large building complex from a bygone era of prosperity in one of its heavily built-up metropolises. Hopelessly caught between the dawn of a modern world and the inexorable return to its natural origins. While data streams raced over it at ever-higher frequencies, transience ate away at its foundations. It undermined the supply and disposal lines, caused the asphalt to break open and the steel to turn gray—a flawless, merciless process of decay that the digital world only documented from a distance. Via outdated routes, the highest goals also reached this damned place, whose winding structure hid the stunted feelings of charity as the last remnant of warm humanity. Actually, a city within a city was supposed to be created here, one that could have ensured a comfortable living space for every kind of person. However, no goal was achieved that could somehow secure any desire for work with leisure, recreation with family and friends, young and old. Beyond the architectural form of an oppressive labyrinth, in which the longings at its inner core found the abstract loss of themselves, there was only an exit from which the former euphoria of construction gave way to social and economic decline. Initial progress stagnated, while the glow of hope faded in the souls of both residents and operators. What remained was a dystopian concrete world subject to various forms of erosion, among which the protection in and around this living space crumbled inexorably and the wet, cold, or dusty wind whistled through broken window cavities.

    Stunned and alienated from a meaningful center, the last hope often lay in the vertical escape route over the edge of the steep skyscraper cliffs. But in all these hostile conditions, a fallen fellow human being was just one of many and did not attract attention, so that collecting lifeless bodies and their remains had long been a standard part of the daily routine of state employees. Fed by the basest instincts, which even the nearby river could not wash away, only sorrowful and hateful individuals emerged from these artificial mountains. Inexorably, this scum drifted along with all its actions, completely obvious in the current of the course, with the visible peaks of deep forces predetermining its course and most of its entire range remaining hidden below the surface, where a multitude of grotesque figures pursued their selfish activities. Geilph Gryhilialier was a very special kind of creature. He was like a living being with male sexual characteristics of the human species, in his early forties. Coughing heavily, he slowly came to his senses after a night of heavy drinking. As usual, his sticky eyelids parted according to two stitched wounds, the stitches being the eyelashes caught in each other. Then his cloudy gaze searched for the free light source of the day. With enormous back pain, he sat up slowly, panting. With a powerful breath, he expelled the clumps of hardened snot and tar from his battered airways, followed by his first conscious laugh of the new day. The agony he experienced as he struggled to breathe was clearly visible, but the joy he felt in the practiced transition from the threat of suffocation to his beloved laughter was even more so. For him, his continuous laughter was like an indispensable bodily function, which he equated with breathing as a necessity of life. Even in his sleep, his windpipe worked with almost every exhalation, also as an effective laughing tube, which laughed louder and louder as his snoring  increased with age . He laboriously coordinated his degenerate body through the room he had darkened, whose condition was comparable to his own, while repeatedly emitting his psychotic laughter, only this time a little louder and more pitiful, because he realized once again that he lacked everything in life that made a life worth living. In a frenzy, he made his way over an enormous amount of rubbish, consisting of decades-old electronic waste, ragged textiles, smashed furniture, and all kinds of household waste, to the window so that he could operate the nicotine-stained blinds. Various organic substances were mixed in with the packaging, such as cans, bottles, plastic wrap, bags, and blister packs, in the littered living space. In the decomposition processes taking place there, he would have found more sustainable nutrients than the previous fast food could ever have contained. All those last remnants, which conventional people found deeply disgusting for self-protection, were stuck all over this hole, and even they seemed happier than the official resident could ever have been. A multitude of noises accompanied his every step. A crackling was followed by a crunching, then a scratching, followed by a loud hissing and his exhausted gasping during an unpleasant cracking sound. He thought his eternal pains were his only faithful companions, never leaving him alone, but he would have liked to have left them himself ages ago. He only changed the angle of the slats slightly, because too much light would reveal too much of his personally miserable reality; after all, he needed just enough light to find his way to his moldy bathroom. There were no windows there, and he had smashed the extractor hood in a fit of rage fifteen years ago when he first moved in. His destructive behavior was just as typical of him as always doing only as much as was absolutely necessary, or even less, which was basically nothing. When he finally reached the mirror cabinet, he looked at his worn face. It was marked by decades of uncontrolled drug use, the landscape-like furrows on his face speaking for themselves. But this language, which he voluntarily confronted himself with every day, would remain a foreign language to him forever. With a loud laugh, he brushed his light brown, greasy, shaggy, and very thin hair back over his flaky, half-bald head with a small loop. The many sweat pores of his coarse-pored skin pulsated so strongly from this extreme laughter that they resembled the contractions of small sphincter muscles with pus flow. After he had proudly prepared his last outwardly dying remains for public viewing, he looked sadly into his swollen eyes, from whose glands sleep was washed out in a diarrhea-like fluid. Only his own tears, which he squeezed out every day, gave him repeated confirmation that his unnatural self-pity was something completely normal. This delusion made him feel particularly gifted in his contrary behavior. He would have liked to do some early morning exercise, but it was far too late for that. The muscles of his younger years were long gone, and he had almost completely given up on self-preservation. He no longer needed to keep fit for women, because he sometimes got them, albeit very rarely, purely for consumption with his poorly thought-out hypocrisy. Every now and then, there were those who fell for his stupid flattery. So he made his way to a butcher to beg for slaughterhouse waste for his temporary hostage. When he reached the ground floor from the sixteenth floor by elevator, the first gust of wind opened his hair loop as soon as he left the front door. A loud, uncontrolled laugh then sounded from his mouth-like throat, almost as if he were calling for help, while the street noise disappeared almost completely for that moment. Passersby looked at him in bewilderment and questioningly, but he felt like he was on a desert island, hearing only himself in his own world. He energetically smeared the few greasy, damp, and much too short strands like paste back over his bald scalp, vainly trying to fiddle with a new hair tie. He ignored the fact that this hairstyle was not for him and only stayed in place because of his poor personal hygiene, which is why his tiny little braid was tied solely from the slightly longer strands at the back of his head. Then he impatiently took his electric smoker out of his pants to suck on the smoke he craved. He watched in amazement as the clouds of smoke produced by his addiction machine left his nostrils, as if he were playing with soap bubbles again. On his way, he lustfully ogled all kinds of women, of all ages and types, receiving only contemptuous glances or being ignored in return. He owed this contempt solely to his deliberate posture, with which he wanted to appear as animalistic and agile as possible to those around him. He convulsively pulled his shoulders back toward the back of his head, pushed out his flabby chest, and sucked in his thick beer belly. It was therefore quite obvious that he was confusing his trapezius with his latissimus. After his return, he entered the egg carton-soundproofed room where his captive lay for the first time that day. Delighted by her hopeless situation, her helplessness made him feel at least a little more alive, and this feeling was obviously given to him by this severely harassed woman. She lay on thick old mattresses that covered the entire floor so that the neighbors below Geilph's apartment couldn't hear everything he was doing. Whimpering, the woman begged repeatedly, exhausted and strained: "No one will find out, please! No one will find out, please! Please! Plea..." Laughing proudly, he replied: "Wuhuhehehehehehe... Ihihihehehe. I, ihihihich know! Eheheheheh." When his laughter suddenly stopped, he spoke softly and monotonously to her: "I, ihihihich know dohohohoch. My dearest owl, wihihihier we will soon be a real Fahahahamily and united forever. Ehehehehehe." Frenetically, he sat down next to her, full of anticipation, to dig out the first carcass remains from a smeared garbage bag. With his unwashed hands, he stuffed the first bites of the slaughtered animal's remains into his throat. He chewed the food from the entrails with relish, pulling the tuft of hair at the back of her head forcefully into her neck so that he could use his dripping tongue to pass her brittle lips as a key. She accepted this inhumane procedure apathetically, instinctively keeping her emaciated body alive only for her unborn offspring. Disgusted, but without the nausea she had felt before, she swallowed the tough mass in her mouth and longed in vain for salvation of any kind. After a covetous fit of laughter, he began to caress her neck, eagerly preparing the next bite for her. For him, feeding his owl, as he called her, several times a day was a culinary orgasm. This time, he placed his left hand on her neck so he could check her swallowing. With triumphant laughter, he cheered loudly for every single bite she devoured. Then, panting, Geilph demanded that she use her mouth to clean the gaps in his teeth of the tough mass of veins, cartilage, vessels, and much more from the most recent feeding. This disgusting process aroused him so much that his erection gave him so much pleasure that he could hardly breathe for laughter. Driven by lust, he exposed his genitals, adorned with straw-like matted pubic hair, for stimulation. With eager hand movements, this sex offender began to masturbate. He would have loved to penetrate his owl, but the offspring in her abdomen prevented him from doing so. So, excitedly, with his pants around his knees, he left her prison with eager rubbing movements to devote himself to his classic satisfaction from days long past: pigeons. He hurried as quickly as possible to his equally windowless kitchenette to fetch the seeds for his alternative sex objects from the pantry. Once again, with loud laughter, he stumbled excitedly onto his balcony, his second bedroom, his playground, his paradise of pleasure. Sodomy with the rats of the air was a happy memory from the past for Geilph Gryhilialier, when he had the reliable opportunity to enjoy normal pollution with fun. He delighted in how these feathered, almost loyal animals cooed over the bait, pecking at it to their doom. One hand scattered the seeds, the other hand held the shaft upright. Oblivious, the pigeons cooed more and more as they pecked, and their numbers grew. With this abundance of attractive objects, he felt like he was in paradise, rushing at top speed toward his longed-for climax, when after a few seconds his ejaculation brought an immediate end to it. In his loss of control, his climax caused a deafening laugh to sound from his throat, causing the entire flock of pigeons to suddenly explode into the air like a smoke bomb. So this uncouth ogre stood on his balcony, his sticky genitals in his hand, surrounded by hundreds of fluttering pigeons. Spurred on by the sound effect of the echoing echoes through the high-rise canyons, he deliberately used his vocal cords even more strongly to make his annoying laughter heard as far as possible. Even though he was sometimes noticed by various residents during his sick antics, no one in this degenerate society was seriously interested in such everyday occurrences anymore. There were more than enough pressing problems, and further interest in some marginal phenomenon might even be considered a personal betrayal. Deeply frustrated and completely exhausted, Geilph trudged back to his hostile accommodation, panting. His personal anger didn't even leave him with enough strength to get really angry. Crying and sniffling, he desperately opened the door to the prison of his captive owl and sank to his knees in front of her. Sobbing with a long, wicked laugh, he begged for comforting security. "Eheheheheheheheh cry, cry, my most precious owl, cry, I... I," he stammered, "I, i ic i icki, I love you, my owl! I will give myself up for us, because I am your lehehehehe, your hehehehe heben, life!"   
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    To the dim light of the world

    As Geilph Gryhilialier fed his caged owl mouth-to-mouth like he did every morning, he suddenly noticed a wet spot between her emaciated thighs, so he grabbed her crotch. Holding his paw to his mouth, he sniffed her and licked her excitedly. This clear liquid was not urine. Only now did he hear his victim whimpering softly that the baby was coming, that her water had broken, and that she urgently needed a doctor because she was too weak. But Geilph just started laughing loudly, with idiotic anticipation of the impending birth. He ran his hand through her thin hair. Almost all of her hair had fallen out, and he tried to reassure her that they would soon be a real little family. The first contractions shook her female body, she writhed like a worm, sweat stood on her forehead, and her moans grew louder with each wave of contractions. Although her body was emaciated, she wanted to give birth to her child in this inhumane place; unfortunately, she had no other choice. Only this abominable creature from Geilph was with her, and not her friend, whom she had actually wanted to move in with. But on the last day before her move, she ran into her doom. Another wave of contractions rolled through her abdomen, a scream escaped her dry throat and caused her just as much pain. She also noticed how this perverse creature, who humiliated her day and night, stuttered nervously and eagerly, uttering single vowels. The contractions grew stronger at ever shorter intervals. She writhed in pain, screaming. Geilph then raised his right hand, which still had bits of tripe stuck to it, and slammed it with full force into the left side of her face. He ordered her to be quiet.  wanted to tell him something, but her captor had taken off his dirty, beer-stained shirt and stuffed it into her mouth. The stench of the gag, disgusting and sour at the same time, made tears well up under her eyelids. Meanwhile, Geilph, laughing loudly, fumbled with his prisoner's pants, pulling them down and then removing her panties. He had never actually witnessed a birth, but he had heard about some of the procedures. With a piercing gaze and an annoying laugh, he tried to inspire confidence, clenched his fist, and penetrated her. Desperate, the pregnant woman began to moan pitifully and tried to kick him away. He insensitively pulled his closed hand out of her and threw his arms around her roughly. The woman in labor felt blood on her thighs and screamed as loudly as the garment between her teeth would allow. Geilph then pulled her head back, ordered her to be quiet so that she could rejoice with him over the child, and with these words pressed her head against his greasy chest. The two remained like this, neither of them knowing for how long. Meanwhile, more and more waves of contractions swept through the emaciated woman in labor. With an impatient laugh, Geilph eventually stood up and spread the legs of his hostage, who was far inferior to him. Just like the first time, he thrust his fist into her abdomen again. Again, he felt blood on his hand, which aroused him. He stretched out his index finger, felt a small opening, and pushed his right index finger into it. It was the cervix. In secret, this mouth spoke to him directly, palpably, in an invisible sign language, which he obsessively interpreted as an invitation for his phallus. The feeling of his finger in this tight hole aroused him even more, and he once again got an erection in his pants. He relished pulling his right hand out of her vagina so he could taste the mixture of blood and her female juices. Trembling with excitement, he laughed loudly, took off his pants, and knelt with his erect penis over his still-writhing victim. Meanwhile, he began to massage his deformed penis, gazing lustfully down at the helpless woman. Disgusted, his victim squeezed her eyes shut, but he held her head in his direction with his left hand. With his right hand, he squeezed and pulled his penis, which slipped through his blood-soaked hand. Laughing louder and louder, he began to moan, shaking the entire apartment, but none of the neighbors seemed to care. His genitals slid through his hand faster and faster, a tremor overcoming him as he ejaculated on the face of the expectant mother, bringing him a nasty, malicious laugh. With semen on his hand, he got up and walked to the door with his typical gait. Before opening it, he looked back at his owl, tormenting herself so beautifully with her child in her womb, which he now wanted to have. The contractions now followed in quick succession, the birth was imminent. A C-section, flashed through the pregnant woman's foggy mind, and at that moment, Geilph was back with a carpet knife. Fear shot through her body, panic, horror. With the old knife, this monster cut open her pants to first tie her legs and then, with a laugh, her arms above her head, kissing her watery lips. Resignation spread through her body, and she began to cry bitter tears as his hand ran across her face, smeared with semen. With a confident laugh, Geilph assured her that he would always keep her with him and that he would also take care of her offspring. Filled with tears of a mother's grief, she closed her eyes and felt the cold, rusty, and blunt blade against her abdomen. Like an unskilled butcher at the beginning of his training, he tore through her flesh, blood flowed out, and the smell of iron filled the darkened room. His hands slid into the open abdomen of the weakly breathing woman and tried to feel something. Suddenly, he felt something, a small foot, which he pulled out of a leg without any sensitivity. With loud laughter full of paternal joy, he looked at the little girl. He used the old hand tool to cut the umbilical cord, causing the infant to cry. He carefully pressed the newborn to the left breast of the new mother, while he himself laid his head on her right breast and watched her newborn make its first tentative attempts to drink. He laughed again and told the mother how cute this little thing was, just like her mother. He laughed without interruption and said: "Ihihihi, I'm going to call your daughter Soho hoho hohola, Sohohohl! Hohohohahahaha!" With her last ounce of strength, the heavily bleeding woman lifted her head to look at her offspring. A final tear ran down her face, and with one last breath and one last thought, so full of love for the beautiful little creature, the tormented woman died. As the lifeless body of Sohola's mother grew colder and colder and the flow of milk dried up, this small, helpless, innocent infant began to cry bitterly, so heartbreakingly, as if he understood his situation, the horrific conditions under which he was born from his deceased mother and drawn from a true marginal existence into the dim light of the world. Gently and with the utmost caution, Geilph reached for the infant to lift him to his chest, weighing him back and forth almost caringly with a smile. Full of anticipation, his eyes shone ever more greedily. At the same time, his vile mind was hatching disgusting plans for how he would manipulate and exploit this helpless girl to his advantage, for she was to be his ultimate ticket to the world of lust he so longed for. Instinctively emphasizing his dehumanized emotions, he stretched his blood-smeared, filthy paws, a last remnant of hope for charity, high above his nodding skull toward the crumbling ceiling. Laughing, he snorted in this victorious pose, his perverse message in the cry of rutting compulsion: "I, ihihehehähähä have dihihihihich! Whoever ihihihihimmer dihihi has power hahahat, has made you gemahahaha, duhuhuhuhuhu belongs to mihihihi me and you wihihihi will shear me many horny women beschehehehehe, my sohohoho, Sohola, hahahahahahaha!"   
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    Bloody shreds

    When he applied his bent wooden saw with worn teeth to make the first movements of pulling and pushing, her skin cracked like the bite through the taut intestine of a Vienna sausage. The little flesh underneath offered a little more resistance, but it was the bone that was more difficult for him, offering so much resistance that, out of sheer impatience, he leaned the sawn-off leg against the wall at a forty-five-degree angle. With a well-aimed kick, he broke the bone. In quick succession, the bone cracked with a crunching sound, the flesh tissue of fat, tendons, veins, skin, and atrophied muscles spraying bloody shreds interspersed with threads. As he succumbed once again to one of his senseless compulsions to laugh, a multitude of different bodily fluids ran down his face. So, piece by piece, he cut up the corpse of his deceased victim into compact pieces for storage, food, and disposal. Exhausted from his previous work, he treated himself to another cold bottle of beer while watching one of his many beloved zombie movies or similar series, which he always enjoyed immensely and particularly loudly. He really liked the fantasy of living in a world in a state of apocalypse, because there his actions or even his recklessness might even get him ahead. But because he had always, at every moment of his life, focused his actions solely on comfort and maximum laziness, he was also relieved that his incredible cowardice, coupled with his fundamental diplomatic and social incompetence, meant that life in a welfare state was the best thing for him after all. Thus, he enjoyed continuing to vegetate parasitically, exploiting the last few opportunities available to socially disadvantaged members of and hypocritically eking out a miserable existence. He consumed fantasy worlds created by much more intelligent people in his long leisure time as if on an assembly line, whereby the accompanying messages in the subtext of their actions were as recognizable to him as photons are to the natural eye. So, due to his lack of perception, he didn't even think about finer connections in the first place. Everything he did was at the expense of others, which he was more than aware of, which is why, among other things, he always had to laugh so exaggeratedly loudly.
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    Devilish passion

    Every time Geilph Gryhilialier strolled down Schlimmerstraße, he was immensely enchanted by the most diverse subjects of other genders, for whom he felt a compulsive desire. They all appeared to him as exclusive offers in the center of his perception, from which he was granted nothing more than his glassy stare and uncontrolled drooling, which ran from the open corners of his repulsive face, outside of his real reach. So it was always: look, but never touch! Just like most crazy fans of expensive car brands, he always dreamed of various test drives where he could have discovered the specific functions, advantages, and disadvantages. The fact that each individual person was a fully-fledged human being with a sensitive soul played only an insignificant role for him, as just another marginal phenomenon in the infinite selection of extravagant designs. Superficially, he examined, as far as he was able, all appearances that showed any feminine resemblance to him. His primitively wired brain had been programmed in horny mode for as long as he could remember, and the fact that he now urgently needed something to copulate with again made him burst out laughing. Cheered up, he decided to go to the small playground at the other end of this busy street, where he hoped to find willing women who would do more than just turn him on. When he arrived at his destination, he sat down on a weathered park bench. Then he gave Sohola a bottle of baby milk and treated himself to a big gulp of beer. It only took a few minutes for him to finish his drink, which he confirmed with a loud burp. Sohola also let out a cute little burp with a satisfied expression. In keeping with her developmentally joyful abilities, she looked around at the neglected area for adolescents.

    Full of joie de vivre, she perceived colorful plants through her childlike eyes, which, reflecting the beauty of nature, showed how fragile modern architecture was and how even the finest grasses impaired its massive existence. Geilph, on the other hand, was fixated on his frustrated thoughts of erectile dysfunction and premature ejaculation. In keeping with his careless personality, he threw his empty glass bottle behind him, which hit a young, neglected woman hard on the head. Only a quiet whimper made him think about the previous resonance of the bottle being thrown, and then there was a rustling sound. Geilph looked around uneasily, laughing, but he couldn't see anything unusual, so he gently pushed the pram away from him and back towards himself. When the noises became more noticeable, he took a closer look into the bushes behind him, where he discovered a strange woman of about twenty-five years of age. Her tired, uncertain gaze looked fearfully at the man who was a complete stranger to her, who now took the initiative to make contact. For this reason, the man who was frightening to her, who always had a smile at the ready, stood up. This time, the smile was meant to cheer her up, but her insurmountable worries made her resistant to any cheerfulness. Nevertheless, or perhaps because of this, he walked quickly toward her. However, the young lady initially recoiled from this eerily smiling guy with his grotesque appearance. Laughing a little more quietly, he hypocritically assured her that he only wanted to help her. She could trust him without hesitation, after all, he was the dutiful father of a disabled infant. Now the unsettled woman cautiously crawled out of the bushes. With her early signs of wear and tear, she looked extremely worn out. Trying to imagine what this drug addict might have looked like before her addiction, before the resulting side effects had turned her into this wreck with such indifference, she had certainly been a beautiful girl. Completely focused on his mode of being horny, his only intention now was to fuck this old woman properly today. Her first glance went to the stroller, where Sohola was happily playing with her hands and feet and showing great delight at a handful of colorful butterflies. The uneducated horny man hypocritically said with confidence, "I, ihihihi, I have a disabled daughter, that's me, me, hehehe! Her mother unfortunately died during childbirth, but that doesn't bother you, ohohohoho, does it?" Reveling in the memories of Sohola's birth, the feeling returned to his hand in his owl's abdomen, and he suppressed an excited laugh and put on a slight smile. He greedily ogled her thin figure, on which her feminine charms were only a guess, and noticed that his lust was beginning to take control of him, while the drug addict uttered a restrained request: "Please, please excuse me, but could I perhaps stay with you for one night today?" The wet, cold weather and the falling temperatures of the last few nights had worn her down to the bone. His smile now turned into a nasty grin, foreshadowing a new weather situation she had never experienced before. Of course, she could sleep at his place for a while, if he knew the name of the pretty young lady. Hesitantly, she whispered, "My name is Fenah." He, on the other hand, stood proudly puffed up like a rooster, the alcohol already going to his head again, and introduced himself with a loud, nasty laugh, slurring his words slightly: "Ihihihi, I, ihihihi, I am Geil, um, um, um, Geilph, Geilph Gryhilialier, and I warmly welcome you to my place, welcome!" Ominously, the feathered rats of the air shot up into the sky, as if warning poor Fenah of her impending doom with their questionable cries. With both hands on the stroller, he tried to steer his current family into his dwelling as quickly as possible, because Fenah gave the disturbing impression that she would not be around for much longer. Besides, as a smaller man, he found it far too uncomfortable to attract attention in public with this woman who was over a meter tall and almost ninety centimeters tall. For in addition to her size, her very emaciated stature was also striking, with parchment-like skin that revealed almost all her bones, and with every movement, one expected them to protrude painfully. Like a long-obsolete radio antenna, she swayed as she walked, swinging her arms conspicuously in front of her, presumably to gain momentum. She was constantly struggling to maintain her balance, and standing still was the most difficult thing for her. In contrast, the last long strands of her thin hair floated with ease at the slightest breeze, while the bald patches on her scalp spread out as the unmistakable extent of nutritional deprivation, since her top priority was the intoxication for which she had given up her life worth living. Beneath her sunken facial structure, her skull appeared almost as bony as a skeleton, and her faded facial expressions consisted only of her empty eyes, the last relics of dead traits. Without detours, Geilph headed with the two helpless beings to the most conspicuous building in the dilapidated ghetto, where his hideout was located and where he could be himself without restraint. As Fenah entered the room lined with egg cartons, where the brutal birth of the infant had taken place just a few weeks earlier, Geilph placed the baby in its incredibly dirty bed among infectious laundry, where millions of pathogens were ready to cause dangerous infections. Grinning stupidly, he gave the neglected infant a slobbery kiss so that it would fall asleep peacefully, which it did, happily sucking its thumb. Then, for once, he closed the door of the room where Sohola was now sleeping, very quietly, and crept excitedly to the darkest part of his health-hazardous empire, one of the black cable ties in his filthy hands. Laughing with curiosity, he found Fenah collapsed on one of the already unusable mattresses, one of the many protruding steel springs piercing her back, which is why the greedily staring sex offender disparagingly insulted her: "Ihihihihich, I should have known, you're a sneaky dirty cunt who just takes advantage of poor men and then, ungrateful as you are, even makes everything dirty. Ahaha, ahaber, but I, I will pull you, educateihihi, educate, eheheheh!" But Fenah was barely aware of what was happening, so she remained completely indifferent, causing him to rush over to the miserable heap. He aggressively grabbed the few remaining hairs on her head to pull her back by the neck, staring into her apathetic eyes and pointing out that he had seen through her poor disguise as a victim. He thus demanded punitive compensation from her, causing the helpless woman to recoil slightly in horror. Freed for the moment from the vicious grip of her tormentor, he was busy removing the last of her fallen hair from his greasy hands, which is why he repeatedly insulted her: "I, ihihihihihi, I knew that filth like you shouldn't be picked up off the street, because filth like you only makes more drehehehe, dirty filth, hehehehe! And I don't want filth in my hauhauhau home! Hauhau auau, hau hau her!" The many long strands of blood-smeared hair, together with her apathy, brought out an ever-increasing amount of his malice, from which he then began to slap her in the face with his flat right hand. The reddened mark on her face clearly showed his sadistic craft, against which she was unable to defend herself. Laughing contemptuously, he asked her if she wanted a stronger second helping, and he gave it to her without waiting for an answer, more than generously, harder and harder, until he had beaten her sunken face bloody and made her even dirtier. Almost unconscious, his victim whimpered, "Aaaaaah, let me rest a little longer..." Out of fear, she made the strenuous effort to give him the intimacy he demanded, but unfortunately, almost everything was too difficult for her, so her attempts ended in pitiful failure. Annoyed, Geilph shook his neurological control center, which only ever produced mental garbage, and helped her so much that he almost had to do everything himself. He had to undress her and himself, until he was kneeling in front of her in his underwear. He watched her as she struggled to do or even attempt anything, whether it was actions or bodily functions. Thus, she stared expressionlessly at the slight movements of the still-clothed, semi-erect member behind the never-washed fabric with its yellow-brown discoloration. At the beginning of the end of removing the last remnants, the dry areas of the strongly smelly mixture crumbled from the fabric structure, through which the sour, pungent stench had been filtered together with microscopic particles until just a moment ago. Despite her strong-willed suppression and the almost complete disappearance of her five senses, the helpless woman was not spared immediate vomiting. Three thin streams shot out of her mouth and nose. Almost the entire torrent of corrosive stomach acid hit the misshapen pervert on his stark naked lower body. Frightened, he roared furiously: "I hate you, you dirty piece of cunt shit! Duhuhu, you lick it all up now! Otherwise I'll slit you open! You fucking shit cunt! Scheiheihei, you cunt shit! Eheheheheh!" Obediently, without batting an eyelid, she submissively licked the monster she had vomited on thoroughly. Her narrowed eyes burned with a pain so unbearable that even the villain's continued blows could not surpass it. "Ihihihihi, I was right, you're a sneaky dirty whore! Duhuhuhu huhu Huhuhure," the perpetrator insulted his female victim, who was far inferior to him. Thanks to this whore, as he called her, the mean and dangerous Geilph Gryhilialier became hornier than ever. Nevertheless, he pulled the cable tie as tight as he could around his sparkling clean genitals. The broken man violently pushed this truly very weak sex back to the ground, onto the scrap-ready mattress, from which the protruding steel springs inflicted further bleeding injuries on her. On the costly path of suffering in her life, her enormous number of injuries had always shown her several directions that were open to her, and every single decision of her stubbornness had ultimately brought her here, where, according to a marginal phenomenon, she did not even feel the last remnant in the middle stock, since her loss of self had already played out an inner perception as bulky waste, but how long should this hellish game continue? Fleeing into the boundless expanses of her innermost soul, she sought the true beauty of existence, with which she did not really want to have any real contact. Unfortunately, her malicious contact outside her sphere, regardless of her state of mind, urgently wanted to penetrate her. From one outburst of rage to the next, her bone-dry vagina fueled his rage with increasing malice, causing him to commit further atrocities. Accordingly, he stood over her to quickly moisten her with his urine. With the first drops, Fenah enjoyed the pleasant warmth on her half-dead body. She discreetly let out a relieved moan, and with a deep breath, she was drawn back into the tangible world commonly known as reality. From a sweet, warm summer rain, she suddenly found herself under a golden shower, under which she would have been better off not blinking, and so it came to pass that she was not hit by life-affirming rays. She was hit by a bitter ray that rekindled the burning in her eyes, which she had almost overcome, causing her rapist to utter hateful cries of joy. Geilph succumbed to the pure malice within him, transforming every perversion, from the smallest to the greatest, that came to his deranged mind into a devilish passion that night, and what was too much suffering for the victim was too little creation for the perpetrator. Geilph lost all sense of time, and when, after what felt like an eternity, he was slowed down by his fatigue, he left the scene of the crime and the woman he had raped lying motionless in the uninhabitable room. The vital celestial body, already shining golden high in the sky, gave Geilph a pleasant warmth as he fed Sohola in the light of the sunshine and then let him fall asleep peacefully next to her. At the same time, while he continued to dream deeply and soundly of his life-despising hobby, Fenah's heavy eyelids parted again slightly. Shut off from the daylight, she came back to her senses in the darkened room from her darkest dream, in which she was further tormented by her worst nightmare, and tried to realize what this perverted monster had done to her in the last few hours. To her, it felt as if nothing on and in her had been spared. Unbearable pain emanated from everywhere and within her. Even crying, which naturally could bring some relief from the suffering, was almost unbearable for her. Every slightest movement, whether conscious or unconscious, absolutely everything hurt like hell. How, for example, could she survive without breathing or swallowing when even every single heartbeat continued to torment her? And even though her heart was still beating and she thought of love, on which her most beautiful dreams depended, she had become a drug addict in the course of her existence. Her once lofty goals were all gone. She had actually wanted to become a veterinarian, because animals always accept and even love people as they are, and regardless of their anatomy, they have the greatest emotional hearts that no human soul possesses. That was once part of her loving belief system. But with the recurring mistakes of her unstable personality, she lost more and more parts of herself over the years, which she sought in substances that altered her consciousness. Without ever finding what she was looking for, she now found herself, after all the stressful times, in this degenerate hole full of decaying slime, where it was even dripping from the ceiling and from which there was definitely no escape for her into a regular life. For her, there was only stagnation without a promising future. So she didn't think twice and reached into her small cloth bag, where she carried her most important possession. This possession was one of the substances she loved above all else; indeed, she loved it more than anything else. Even though she had long since lost her faith in love, this substance had at least lent her love in the moments of its effect, which she then found deep in her heart as the last remnant of her own. After this intensely extended journey of thought, which could not even be reproduced in the smallest fraction of the words written down before, she understood exactly, from the point she had fixed in her mind, how she had been searching for her lost faith in her life, and all because the constant pressure had made it impossible for her to believe anymore. At the very last moment, she pressed a record amount of her love-bringer into herself for an extra dose of love. A "no" that distributed this high dose directly into her veins as the last remnant was her last loving "yes," a "yes" to saying goodbye to this final station of her transience. After her pulse had gradually fallen below the lowest rate, her heart finally stopped.

    Sohola lay babbling next to her happily slumbering owner. Crying, she rolled her small round body from one side to the other. Her empty stomach growled audibly with hunger, but Geilph slept like a log, even when her sore bottom made her cry, as the exertions of the previous night had completely exhausted his meager reserves of strength. Only when his body had recovered in the next few hours did the cuddly baby manage to wake him up. The first thing the depraved criminal greeted with a wide yawn of his ragged mug was the stench that had become deeply ingrained in the four walls over the years, from which another almost tangible cloud of the heaviest stench fell and mixed with the lowest layers to create a new spicy note in the room's atmosphere. The increasing effort it took him to get out of bed was also related to the living environment  he had created at , where an excessively high gas content also contributed to the poor living conditions for mammals. Annoyed, he laughed to distract himself from the tiresome obligation of caring for the growing human being. But the joy of this small, vulnerable child was simply unique, no matter how small the attention, even though the most important necessities were provided in a rather heartless manner. Old shirts were used as diapers, which were always turned inside out and reused. After a liquid meal in the form of beer for Geilph and artificial baby milk for Sohola, he pressed a recently found toy into her still clumsy stubby fingers. Toys were simply anything that Geilph himself didn't need or had found somewhere in the trash. Occasionally, with a lot of luck, there were special children's toys, one of which today was a broken rattle from the feces-smeared gutter in front of the house entrance, which still rattled damn well. He didn't care in the slightest about the splintered handle with its sharp edges. Upon entering the room where he had locked Fenah, he laughed with anticipation of a second round in which he wanted to continue indulging his devilish passion. His expectations grew even greater when he saw her lying motionless in the filth with her eyes wide open. At first, he thought she was playing a little prank on him and kicked her in the ribs with his right bare foot, which was almost black with dirt. But the woman showed no signs of getting up, so he followed up with another harder kick, saying, "Ihihi, I'm back, hahaha! Ihihi, I brought you something delicious to eat, and you can even help yourself, bedihihi! Hihihihi!" Geilph was amazed at how conveniently she was lying at his feet, so he opened his pants to get on with things as best he could and took out what he was now talking about with conviction: "Ichi, ihihi, I, ihihihi have something exciting here again," he said, pulling his penis taut, continuing, "and something to play with," he said, loosening up to play, "and chocolate, hahaha, before, um, uh, yes, more milk than chocolate! Hehehehe!" He stared in amazement at the naked, maltreated woman and kicked her in the ribs once more. But even when he delivered this much harder kick, the naked woman did not move a millimeter and did not make the slightest sound. Geilph's agitation increased again as he bent down to her, despite the severe pain in his back. He wanted to shake her awake, but then he noticed that she was already cold and stiff. Outraged by her treacherous behavior, he cursed her as he left: "I, ihihihi, I hate you, you fucking whore, whore," and slapped her lifeless body until his hand hurt, "you nuhuhuhu hooker couldn't do anything anyway, but you can definitely feed me, hehehehe, that's right!" When his anger had subsided somewhat, he decided to dismember this woman as well for storage. So, just as he had done to his beloved owl a year ago, he now cut Fenah up piece by piece and packed each individual body part into freezer bags. But before he put the new bags in with the ones already in the freezer, he scribbled lots of stars on the bags containing the remains of his owl, because he always wanted to know whose remains he was eating next. After finishing his work, he closed the freezer, feeling somewhat happier, and, true to his scandalous thinking and behavior, wanted to get his hands on some new, appropriately hot supplies as quickly as possible. So he hurriedly got ready with his underage bait, because for him there was nothing better than living out his devilish passion.   
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    More luck than sense

    In the following years, there were more warm, sunny summer days, and on one of them, Geilph decided to use Sohola for what he had ultimately kept her for: to find copulation partners. So he tried to dress the little girl up nicely and then take her in the buggy to a new playground in the surrounding area. Her clothes were almost always made up of old rags that he found, was given, or sometimes stole. He couldn't be seen with her too often in the same places, otherwise the risk of being exposed would be too high for him. After all, he deliberately kept the little girl at the lowest possible level of education in order to elicit as much sympathy for her as possible and to gain recognition from women for his feigned self-sacrifice. Deep down, he was really proud of his laziness as an achievement, having invested nothing in this young girl for more than three years, although this behavior benefited him and him alone. In her pretty little dress, the cute girl sat beaming with joy in the stroller, watching the city life around her on the way. When they arrived at a playground in a small suburb, Geilph immediately looked for the female gender, while his daughter looked for places to play where other children were already happily playing. On a bench with a wide field of vision, he spotted a young mother, alone with a book on her lap, only occasionally looking up at the large climbing frame with a slide. What then flashed through Geilph's mind did not belong there, but at most in a porn movie. Slowly, with his chest puffed out like a rooster, he approached the object of his desire. With an artificial, automatic smile, he began to utter a few words from his repertoire of meaningless chatter to make contact: "Hahahaha hello, hohoho, is there any room?" The young woman looked up at him with her gray-green eyes, brushing back a strand of her caramel-brown hair as she nodded. Although body language usually suited him better, this gesture was too difficult for Geilph to understand, so he asked again: "Ihihihi, I want to know if there's still room? Hehehehehe." The young lady looked up at him skeptically again, scrutinizing him and wondering if he might have gotten lost, but the greedy look he had shown when their eyes first met immediately dispelled her previous thoughts. She also noticed that he had a child with him. He stared at her, laughing, while holding on to the handle of the stroller for support. Sighing, the mother said, "Just trust your visual perception." To Geilph's regret, such an answer was far too complicated for him. Pushing the stroller in front of him like a handbrake, he stood motionless in front of her like a parked car. Shortly before the woman continued reading, she shook her head in disbelief and lowered her gaze back to the open book. With each page she read, she briefly interrupted her book to check on the children playing, noticing how this strange figure was still staring at her. Geilph called this staring "eye fucking." He looked at her feminine attributes while running a sex movie in his dirty mind. He estimated the woman, who was about five feet seven inches tall, to be in her early thirties. The curves of her silhouette were enough for him to start the first scenes of his movie, and he sank so deep into his coital fantasies that he didn't even notice little Sohola whining more and more. Only when the object of his desire took the initiative for his supposed daughter did he reappear and laugh loudly to himself. "Your little girl wants to play. Help her out now, she'll be very grateful to you," the mother simply let him know. Nervous, with awkward motor skills, he whined as he fiddled with Sohola's transport aid. After his back cracked loudly several times, the woman finally pointed out to him in no uncertain terms that he could sit down next to her on the bench. Before Geilph could even sit down, she continued reading. Geilph turned the cart toward him as he took Sohola out to send her on her way. He placed the child with her back to him, pushing her toward the playground equipment with his right hand, but the little girl understood the gesture anyway. Any normal parent would have been filled with love at the sight of this child's joy, but her father no longer had eyes for her. "What are you reading, hahahaha? Hehehehe," he asked his bench neighbor with unnatural interest and repulsive joy. She replied cynically, "A story." Delighted, he laughed loudly at her quick response. He eagerly tried to strike up a conversation because he desperately wanted to meet new women, as he hadn't had a single success since the death of Fenah, who was addicted to drugs. Like a street dog in human form, he panted: "Gehehehe stories are tohohoholl, great. Hehe hehe hehe." Annoyed, she rolled her eyes and turned the book in her hand so that Geilph could read the most important information about it from the outside. After a few seconds, the mother opened it again in front of her eyes to continue with her plan. But Geilph didn't give up and proudly introduced himself: "I, ihihihihihihi, I am horny, um, um, um, Geilph, and my disabled daughter is called Sohola. Hehehehe." Perplexed by such a derogatory statement from a father about his own daughter, she immediately closed her book and turned to him with a fake smile to introduce herself as well: "My name is Lanie. The blond boy with the green jacket on the slide over there is my son." For the young mother, the conversation was actually over, but her skepticism about this bizarre guy was already too great. Her concern was for the cheerful girl playing. So, thanks to her female intuition, she decided on the most tactical dialogue possible to determine the situation. "Stories can be very complex, but not all of them are well layered," she told him with a certain arrogance for self-protection. Simpler than the function of a hammer, Geilph just laughed: "Jiahaahaaahaaaaa, hehehe."

OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
Horst Saezt

LUZISPHEROIK

What are you?

novum





