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CHAPTER 1

The filthy infant lay screaming upon the moist floor of
the forest as her mother, her cries almost as shrill as that
of her child, stood several paces away, pinned against a
tree by two uniformed, anonymous figures. The field
marshal approached the child and gently prodded its
clothing with the razor-sharp bayonet point attached to
his AK-74 copycat model, specially made for him in the
clandestine armaments factory operated directly by
members of his unit. Whereas most who were fortunate
enough to be equipped with firearms were relegated to
utilizing older and carefully maintained weapons from
existent stockpiles, certain elite ranking individuals such
as himself were supplied with freshly minted firearms
such as the one which he now held, for reasons of both
practicality and prestige. Hot air infused with his ever-
present rage blew from his nostrils, his eyes were wide-
open and bloodshot and this along with a heavy black
mustache arranged his face in a decidedly intimidating
veneer. The cold blue point of the bayonet continued to
toy with the flimsy garments of the squiggling child,
slowly opening its shirt to reveal a pale white chest
holding a fast-beating heart, sped up considerably due to
duress, thumping heavily beneath its flesh.
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Seeing this from her location several paces off the
mother's cries of distress began to reach horrific
proportions. The field marshal raised his left hand in a
brief gesture, to which the guards holding her responded
by grabbing a handful of her honey-blonde hair and
yanking her head downward as another attached a
rubber ball-gag to her mouth, stifling her screams so that
now only the sound of the infant’s cries permeated the
wooded landscape. As if on cue, the field marshal
suddenly arced his rifle behind his head and drove it
down, skewering the child on the tip of the bayonet. The
bayonet set deep into the innocent flesh, directly
penetrating into the child’s heart, causing a stream of
arterial flow to shoot several feet into the air. The field
marshal raised the rifle back up into the air above his
head, the bayonet bloody with the crimson flow from its
most recent child sacrifice, a veritable moloch in the form
of a machined rifle, the small child’s limbs convulsing in
its death throes. Deftly and with much skill, as he had
assuredly done this before, the field marshal held the
rifle at an angle so that the blood flowed downward
without soaking the preciously oiled metal of the main
part of the gun. Smiling beneath his thick black
mustache, the field marshal eyed the mother: his eyes
filled with an insane mania, hers filled with a shock
beyond all reason. The child’s cries were now silent and
he placed his mouth in line of the blood flow allowing
the rivulets of blood to fill his mouth, staining his face
and mustache in hideous ornamentation.

After making his point known and as the blood
began to cease its flow, the field marshal lowered the
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bayonet, still bearing the twitching infant on its point,
and unceremoniously pushed the corpse off of the
weapon’s deadly accoutrement with one heel of his
combat boot. The child hit the ground with a dull thump,
the last of its blood spreading around in a muddied pool
upon the earth, its milky eyes frozen in the pangs of
death. The field marshal looked at his guards, their faces
revealing nothing but cold, cruel eyes behind the black
balaclavas which were the hallmark of the internal
security forces. The field marshal raised his left hand in a
similar brief gesture as before. ‘Do as you want with the
woman and with the remains of the child.” With that and
a final sardonic smile, this time aimed at his men, he
turned from the scene and marched several yards into
the forest toward the small tent that functioned as his
temporary headquarters for small unit operations in the
area. Behind him, the guards paired off with the woman
and the corpse of the child respectively, enjoying their
peculiar tastes to the hilt. '
Inside his tent, the field marshal sat down in a
shadowed corner and took a cloth to clean the infant’s
blood from his face. The child’s blood had encrusted in
his mustache from his earlier imbibement and his
attention to grooming in this respect was left half-
undone intentionally, so that his men could visibly view
the tell-tale signs of his cannibalistic orgy and so that he
himself could enjoy the traces of the harsh iron scent of
the child’s blood, reminding him of his undertakings, a
notch in his myriad successes. Unlike the pathetic
excuses for military formations before the nuclear wars
had etched their memory of mass murder onto the fields
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of the earth, the military formations now wore their
proclivity for bloodshed on their sleeve. That was as it
should be, according to some at least. The field marshal
turned to the black screen of his small portable laptop, a
scaled-down version more similar to a stand-alone word
processor than the more sophisticated equipment that
generations before him were once used to and, lighting a
cigar and letting the smoke billow around his face, he
began to write the minutes of the last several days’
operations which were quickly drawing to a close. Soon

he would be back at headquarters and then the real work
would begin.

Since the last time he had been at HQ the pressure of
unfolding events had heightened considerably. The
entire organization was undergoing a brutal increase in
internal discipline, some referred to it as a purge,
commiserate with its continued successes on the field.
Usually in charge of a much larger force, the small unit
action he had been undertaking during the last several
weeks made up for what it lacked in manpower in the
level of its sensitivity and the brutality and efficiency
with which he had accomplished his orders thus far,
assuring him of continued prestige and favor in the eyes
of the commander. The commander was the ultimate
authority and was the highest deity within the
organization, although various death cults worshiping
varied demonic entities and past martyred operatives
flourished amongst the rank and file, which helped boost
their morale in an otherwise hellish situation and also
seemed to provide inspiration and increase operational
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acumen in the fulfillment of their equally hellish
missions. As long as the commander remained at the
helm as the unquestionable deity, a thousand flowers
were allowed to bloom in relation to subversive cult
factions. No great wonder, considering that most of them
were manufactured directly by the intelligence sector
itself and disseminated quietly, giving the impression
that they were organic in manifestation.

The headquarters of the organization was housed in
a giant and imposing stone structure, the nerve-center
which was housed in what was a former high-security
federal penitentiary in the old days and which now
served as the fortress housing the commander and large
numbers of shock troops and internal security forces.
The organization had annexed the infrastructure of the
surrounding small towns that had once survived
economically via employment at the penitentiary, with
the security level of the resident operatives living in the
area increasing or decreasing according to their
proximity to the main compound. In the administrative
buildings behind the concertina wire, hundreds of
faceless individuals worked in the offices and
interrogation rooms of the internal security sector, of
which the field marshal’s personal security force were
members.

The commander stressed the importance of
extremely harsh discipline within the organization, with
an internal apparatus of repression to match his
unmatched megalomania, rising paranoia and fanatic
need for cultivating an atmosphere of absolute terror
within and without. Punishment of the corporal nature
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from levels going from conservative to obscene was
normative rather than being the exception to the rule. If
terror reigned supreme within the organization itself, the
commander reasoned, then those so exposed would be
perfected as instruments to spread terror outside of
territories currently acting as organizational strongholds.
The administrative buildings housing the internal
security personnel at HQ were split seventy-five twenty-
five between offices (some inside former cells)
responsible for amassing reports, organizing surveillance
material, the drafting of indictments and enhancing
internal disciplinary policy and the punitive units, which
busied themselves exclusively with interrogation, torture
and incarceration.

The former penitentiary had proved an ideal command
center and residency for the organization thus far, being
virtually impregnable by conventional means from the
outside and equally hard to leave from the inside, as
appropriate to its former use. On the exercise grounds
where convicted murderers and rapists in the old society
used to lift weights and walk the track to alleviate the
paralysis of a forced sedentary existence in confinement,
new murderers and rapists, this time cultivated by the
state rather than confined by it, now used the same area
as a military drill ground. Black uniformed shock troops,
blood lust bred into their very flesh, could be seen
training in rotation day and night on the drill grounds,
making for a sublimely intimidating sight in the dead of
the night as they trained under electric generator
powered light, an anomalous sight in the new society
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where open flame was the standard. The sound of
incessant marching, frequent firearms and explosives
training, drill masters barking orders from high atop
raised platforms overlooking the training areas, frequent
alarm sirens piercing the night and the pressurized
atmosphere of the prison buildings bathed under
gigantic spotlights even in the dead of night were a
testament and sign of the commander’s undisputed
authority and the prowess of the organization which he
had built up from nothing.

Once back at HQ the pace of work would take on an
intensity that would make the small unit action he had
seen here seem like a vacation in comparison. The field
marshal relished the stresses of the battlefield and
reveled in the gory brutality that was the hallmark of his
campaign style yet, like some perverted sexual deviance
that was both compelling and revolting simultaneously,
nothing could match the stressors of life on the base. It
was as if even the presence of the commander behind the
walls of the concertina-wire laden fortress, physically
unseen the majority of the time but apparent
everywhere, was enough to push the entire facility to
psychological boiling point at all times. Soon he would
be back.
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CHAPTER 2

Instead of being on the drill grounds with the rest of his
tactical shock unit at 2:00 AM. as scheduled, Private
Bonn was facing another kind of ordeal altogether. Ten
minutes before he should have been marching down the
dimly-lit corridors toward the drill grounds with the
other men from his barracks a call came over the
intercom system. A blistering crackle of distortion
erupted from the decrepit wall-mounted speakers
followed by an anonymous voice, the standardized
organizationally-induced ~attitude of indiscriminate
hatred being the only inflection: ‘Private Bonn, report to
inquiry center immediately, Private Bonn to inquiry
center.’

The fact that this had been broadcast over the
intercom system at all, sounded aloud in every last
corner of the former penitentiary, was injurious enough
in itself. Usually any suspected disciplinary infraction of
a degree warranting investigation at the inquiry center
would be relayed privately via use of a personal courier
acting on behalf of their superiors’ orders in internal
security. Those who were proven guilty beforehand did
not receive a notice, they were simply extracted from
their sleeping quarters in the dead of night and never
seen again. With the announcement going over the P.A.
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at an equally nocturnal juncture, it was obvious that
psychological warfare was at play, as even a seemingly
simple order to report would mark him with high
suspicion amongst all of his peers, a gauntlet which had
now been thrown down with no mistaking. With the
hard eyes of the other shock troops avoiding his glance
as they vacated the barracks for drill, it was glaringly
obvious to Bonn that the intercom message itself was
already tantamount to an indictment in effect. In an
anonymous police state within a police state, as the HQ
most certainly was, having his own name publicly
associated with the inquiry center in any way
whatsoever was much worse than anything that he
could have faced at the hands of his unit superiors.

Now Bonn stood alone beneath a vast concrete
archway, waiting for the remotely-controlled steel door
to the outer portion of the former inmate hospital to
open. The entire former hospital building was huge,
consisting of three gigantic wings outlaid in steel,
concrete and brick and even more secure than the other
parts of the high-security installation. Within the former
government that held power over the building, one of
the stratagems employed for confining those deemed
criminally insane was to foster a system of incarceration
within incarceration, which meant that not only were
such individuals incarcerated but they were also
independently committed and confined to certain
sections of the institution with its own rules and
administration. The organization continued this thread
within the arts of penology, but employed it in more
diverse fashions than the former administrators of the
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penitentiary would have ever dreamed. The first wing
consisted of administrative offices, main ward and
medical operations, the second had been used for the
terminally ill and doubled as a medicinal storage
repository and the third wing had housed the psychiatric
facility. Other than a routine interview held in an
adjutant building at the beginning of his enlistment,
Bonn had never stepped foot in or near the inquiry
center in several years, nor as a sane person did he have
any desire to do so.

High above on either side of him and to the right, huge-
bodied internal security guards stared down at him from
their watchtowers, their faces completely black in
balaclavas and tinted goggles, silenced MP5 submachine
guns clutched threateningly in their black-gloved hands.
A low buzzing sound started as the steel door to the
inquiry center’s lobby began to slowly open, revealing a
brightly-lit foyer, surprisingly antiseptic in feel, with
concrete block walls painted cheap white, sparsely
decorated with various unit crests from the internal
security forces. Bonn entered and was met with surprise
when he felt a light tap on his shoulder.

‘Private Bonn?’

The voice emanated from a female officer, nearly his
own height, dressed in the same black uniform as
himself, the only distinguishing feature being the
presence of a polished Sam Brown belt and a small
inexpensively-minted ~chrome-colored badge which
marked her as part of the building’s security detail.

‘Private Bonn, officer.
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The officer nodded at his confirmation and pointed
to the far end of the foyer leading towards a heavy metal
door with a small wire-mesh window inlaid three-
fourths of the way up.

‘Follow me.’

They proceeded to the other door and then on
through to a long corridor, the officer removing a large
set of keys and opening then locking the entrance behind
them. The keys were facets of the original infrastructure
of the prison, which came ready-made for the
commander’s purposes. Nearby military installations
had been looted of their hardware and then abandoned,
manned by heavily armed squadrons of security troops
who guarded some of the decaying military hardware
still stored there. While built for launching offensive
measures in the past, most military installations had
focused on waging war abroad, not domestically,
whereas the penitentiary served a very local purpose
which made it more secure than the former bases.

At the abandoned bases most of the various large
land vehicles and aircraft simply sat, pilfered for random
parts and materials as needed. The large amounts of
refined fuels necessary to run such mechanized
behemoths were long gone and the human personnel
knowledgeable on how to operate them were
generations dead. Easily maintained vehicles that could
continue to function well on old, dirty, mixed and
experimental fuel, like combat jeeps and certain of the
smaller armored trucks represented the extent of the
organization’s motorization. Use of fuel-driven vehicles
amongst the non-military populace in areas run by the
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organization did not exist and even amongst the
organization itself their use was becoming less and less
frequent as time went on. Whereas elsewhere in the
world there were some backwards-thinking dreamers
who sought to squeeze the last drop of hope from
remnants of the old civilization, the organization was
coldly pragmatic in pursuing new ways of doing things.
What the organization lacked in ability to harness still
existent technologies of the former era was made up for
in their ability to inspire - and inflict - heavily
ideologically-based terror. The gadgetry of the decadent
consumerist society of the past was now mostly useless,
but accounts of former dictatorships and the doctrines
and methodologies used to hold them together had a
more eternal quality, qualities that had been adeptly
mined by the commander in his obsessive rise to power.
Private Bonn and his escort stopped at a closed door
to the left, halfway down the corridor, further on which
led to a large secure area in which was located the
former operating theater. By this point Bonn was
sheathed in a cold sweat of mounting paranoia,
exacerbated by the presence of his escort, who came
across as utterly cold and devoid of any conscience
whatsoever. The latter attribute no doubt facilitated her
being part of the internal security force, who pleasured
like nothing else in feeding on their own. In the shock
troop units and squads there was still the necessity of
maintaining some sort of mutual consideration in order
to be functional on large-scale combat missions, however
tinged with sadism that mutual consideration might be.
Internal security were under no such restraints and

13




IRON GATES
represented a different animal altogether.

In the organization it was an unstated rule that seniority
was decided by how cruel and insane one had proven
themselves to be, both in nature and application.
Considering that, the commander was the supreme in
cruelty, supreme in the pathology of applied human
control mechanisms, and the internal security units
functioned as the direct manifestation of that hideous
will.

Bonn’s escort rapped on the door twice in rapid
succession at which point a buzzer sounded and the
door clicked open with a jolt. The uniformed female
gestured that Bonn should enter on his own by pushing
the door slightly ajar, allowing him to hold it open
before turning and marching off back in the direction
from which she had come. Not knowing whether he was
about to enter an interrogation room or something
potentially worse, Bonn entered and the heavy door
closed behind him, locking automatically. The room in
which he now found himself was several degrees colder
than it had been in the corridor. A black internal security
unit banner bearing initials and a unit crest involving
crossed rifles and a symbol that Bonn did not readily
recognize hung behind a large wood frame desk at
which sat a severe figure who, like all other personnel on
base, was garbed in a black tactical combat uniform.
Unlike the uniformed officer who escorted him in the
corridor however, this man’s uniform was unique in that
it bore no distinguishing sign of rank whatsoever: no
unit crest, badge or flourish designating status, nothing
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at all that would betray what section of the organization
to which he was attached.

The coldness of the room was offset by the acrid
stench of stale cigarettes. Most people smoked the hand-
rolled deal these days, which came in do-it-yourself
packets produced within the organization for those who
choose to so imbibe, however a few of the uppers had
access to the old factory-made filtered kind which had
been painstakingly preserved through a variety of
humidification processes down through the intervening
years. Glancing at the brown glass ashtray sitting on the
mar’s desk, the private could see that he had been
smoking some of the filtered variety, which marked him
as higher on the pecking order than anyone he had ever
met with one-on-one in his career thus far. Beside the
ashtray sat a large bottle of liquor marked with a factory
label. In most cases whatever might be in the bottle
would assuredly not be what was on the label due to the
growing scarcity of anything before the ‘late
unpleasantness’ (an understatement if there ever was
one) however, considering the existent anomalies that he
had observed in this man’s office thus far, Bonn halfway
thought the label and the liquor might match in this
particular instance. Directly in front of the man sat a thin
black binder.

‘Private Bonn, please have a seat.”

The man’s voice was rough, perhaps a testament to
his obviously high-end tobacco habit, and carried no
discernible accent that Bonn could trace. Bonn saluted
before taking a seat on the plain metal folding chair at
the place it had been positioned, which sat him facing
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the internal security personnel square on across the desk.
The man was completely bald, whether naturally or from
shaving could be not ascertained, more than likely he
was in his forties and with a face heavily lined from
stress. His left hand grasped a pen which he tapped
against the desk in rapid staccato fashion, as if gathering
his thoughts.

‘Let us cut straight to the chase, Private Bonn. You
can address me simply as officer, is that sufficient? Right.
Take a look at this photograph.’

The officer opened up the black binder, which
contained a notepad, several folders and a side pocket
containing an envelope and an embossed business card,
with no name but bearing the same standard as featured
on the crest displayed behind his desk which, in its
bizarre and disturbing design, seemed to exude the
measure of death in every shape, form and fashion
imaginable. The officer removed the business card with
one swift motion and replaced it facing face downward,
having taken notice of his subordinate’s interest. Bonn
was impressed, the officer was edging him on, proffering
information then concealing it. This was the hallmark of
the diplomacy of espionage.

Bonn looked down as the officer placed the envelope
in front of him.

‘Open it.’

Bonn complied and duly opened the envelope as
instructed. Several black and white photographic prints,
glossy and thus obviously coming from an
organizational surveillance unit operation, featured a
youngish girl with black pigtails bearing a penetrating
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stare and livid countenance. The first photograph
showed her sitting on a bench somewhere on the
compound, dressed smartly in a tailored black uniform,
which intimated implicitly her importance to the chain of
command, as such perks as tailored clothing were not
often given out and certainly not at random. Most
organizational uniforms were of roughly a one-size fits-
all variety and it was up to the individual organizational
personnel to make any necessary adjustments on their
own.

Taken at a distance, the image on the photograph
was immediately recognized as one having been taken
surreptitiously due to the angle from which the picture
was taken, which would have not been ideal had the
image been taken in an openly stated and official
capacity. She sat cross-legged on the bench, casual in
posture, the contours of her black uniform pants
revealing a very thin, starved figure. Bonn scrutinized
the area in which the photograph was taken, noting
some small trees in the background and a building that
looked both easily recognizable as being part of the
commander’s vast compound yet also unrecognizable in
terms of its exact location.

‘Have you been having sexual intercourse with this
individual, Private Bonn?’

Bonn looked at the officer incredulously, his
attention snapping from his analysis of the picture to the
unnamed officer before him. He had never seen the girl
before in his life and was needless to say not at all
pleased with the way that the surprise interview at the
inquiry center was going thus far, as he now understood
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that he was inhabiting a dangerous precipice from which
it would be very easy to fall very far into hell.

‘Thave never seen this girl before in my life, officer.’

‘T think you've been fucking her.’

Bonn’s face began to redden, as the officer’'s mood
began to move into that of a hostile interrogation.

‘Admit that you've been fucking her!’

Bonn said nothing.

The officer burst out of his seat, walking around his
desk and bending slightly down, putting his face less
than two inches from Bonn's ear. His left hand snaked
around the back of the folding chair, his palm situated
on the private’s left arm, thus able to immobilize it
immediately should Bonn make the slightest move.
Meanwhile, the officer’s right hand had raised as to grab
a hold of Bonn's collar. The choking was not physically
painful to the private, but the message in the forced
discomfiture was, as it were, quite resoundingly clear.

‘Do you need me to call some people in here to talk
to you in a way that you can understand, private?
Because you are obviously not understanding me, nor do
I believe you are even trying to understand me, isn’t that
right?’

Bonn could feel the moist breath of the officer on his
ear and neck as the officer made his inquiry in an evenly
stated tone, while gradually tightening his grip on
Bonn's jacket. Any moment the unbridled sadism would
break loose, Private Bonn could feel it in his guts.
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The officer released his grasp on Bonn and stepped
back several paces.

“Put your face against the wall, trooper...

‘T have never seen this...”

‘PUT YOUR FACE AGAINST THE FUCKING
WALL YOU SON OF A BITCH!!

Any move at resistance would only make things
considerably worse, so Bonn walked briskly to the
nearest wall and put his nose against it as commanded.
Once obediently assuming this posture, the officer
promptly walked up behind him without warning and
slapped his opened palm against the back of the
private’s head with all the force he could muster, making
Bonn lurch forward and bust his nose with a resounding
crack against the concrete black wall. Blood begin to
pour from Bonn’s nostrils in torrents. Bonn grasped at
his nose blindly in an attempt to stop the flow of blood
before beginning to back away from the surface of the
concrete wall.

‘DID I TELL YOU TO BACK AWAY FROM THE
FUCKING WALL YOU GODDAMN ASSHOLE??? DID 1
FUCKING TELL YOU TO DO THAT?

As the screamed admonishment filled the room the
officer shot his arm out, grabbing a small fistful of
Bonn's hair before driving his face back into the wall,
causing Bonn to scream in pain as blood began spurting
anew and with great force out from between his fingers,
which still held onto his face in a vain attempt to stop the
flow coming from his now twice-broken nose.

Whatever test the private was undergoing he now
understood that he was losing and losing fast. His vision
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was blurry from squinting in pain and shock at the
sudden brutal facial wound, his head having also
absorbed a portion of the impact against the unyielding
concrete wall of the small office within the inquiry
center. Bonn began staggering backwards as he felt two
other sets of hands, not the officers, grab him from either
side and lead him toward the officer’s desk.

‘Put that piece of shit over the table.’

The officer, now visibly more composed and
somewhat recovered from his aggressive exertions,
walked over to the table and removed the glass ashtray
and the bottle of liquor with one hand and the leather
folder and photographs with the other, placing them out
of harm’s way on top of a nearby file cabinet, drab gray
in color. Meanwhile, two internal security personnel
who apparently had entered while Bonn was in no state
for observation, faces completely obscured in black
masks and tinted goggles, dragged Bonn over to the
desk. Still bleeding heavily, Bonn found himself being
bent over the table, his belt being unfastened and his
trousers and undergarments being pulled around his
ankles.

The officer paused and removed one of the pictures
from atop the file cabinet, sliding it into a clear plastic
sleeve which he removed from the binder. This he
proceeded to slide onto the table directly at eye level
with the unfortunate private, now held firmly down on
either side by the black-masked and black-attired
security guards.

‘Dear private, I want to once again ask you to take a
very close look at the picture in front of you. Pay very,
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very close attention to this face. I am going to ask you
several more times if need be, but not for long, certainly
not indefinitely, as we are all busy about the
organization’s work, isn't that right? Well, should I say
that is we should be, we should be. Have you seen this
individual, private? We know you have. I know you
have personally! Have you had sexual intercourse with
this individual perhaps, perhaps even engaged in
mutual insubordination against the rule of the internal
state together, acting in tandem, acting against the
wishes of the commander himself even by proxy? Just let
us know, private, let us know and you had best let us
know right fucking now!” The officer emphasized the last
three words by thumping his fist against the table,
causing the picture of the girl to fibrillate from the
resultant vibrations.

Bonn suddenly felt a cold chill move over him as he
recognized the sensation of a gloved finger, greased with
some unknown lubricant, being slowly and persistently
inserted into his rectum. Bonn stared into the picture,
studying the minute counters of the thin-faced girl as the
security guard drove his finger deeper into the private’s
entrails, the gloved knuckles of his other fingers
grinding against the exposed flesh of the private’s naked
backside. The violated walls of his anus, stretched out of
capacity with no notice from the cold leather-encased
finger, caused indescribably painful protests in his
internal nerve-endings. Blood flow from the busted nose
had now stopped and the existent blood began
congealing nastily, clogging his nostrils and causing the
private to breath belabored through his mouth, accenting
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the mood of the molestation now taking place. Bonn’s
mind began to race. What was he supposed to do?

‘Sir, I have never seen this girl in my life...

Bonn’s voice now sounded like he had been the
victim of a three week long cold, as all normal breathing
had ceased from his blood-clogged nostrils, causing his
mouth to gape open in an attempt to increase oxygen
flow into his lungs. The pathetic delivery of his riposte to
the officer's accusations was multiplied by the
discomforting and revealing position he was now in,
bent over the table like some unfortunate wife preparing
for the wild thrustings of a drunken husband.

/.. but if you want me to say that I have seen her, then
[ have seen her.

‘DON’T FUCKING PATRONIZE ME YOU PIECE OF
FILTH, YOU FUCKING SHIT!

The officer’s mood had now returned to fully hostile
in tone and in an ever-increasing degree than before.
Bonn attempted to gather himself to provide some split
second reasoning that might assist him in the situation.
All the while he continued to stare involuntarily into the
black and white photograph of the unknown individual
placed before him, the edges of which were now
splattered with his own blood. Bonn took note of the
plastic casing and could feel the turn of the screws
within his own mind, the officer was obviously quite
thorough and had more than likely gone through this
routine before. At this point, Bonn’s mental sanity began
to crack around the edges. In a brief moment of stress-
induced hallucination, he could almost believe that the
figure in the picture was smiling slightly at his plight.
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Bringing himself back into the present, he garnered his
remaining strength and shouted back at the officer the
best he could in his uncomfortable position.

‘WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO SAY?’

He could hear low spoken orders exchanged
between the officer and the guards and the finger which
was jammed into his guts now became two fingers and
moved in as deep as possible, while the other guard
jammed a nightstick against the small of the private’s
back, pinning him more securely to the officer’s desk and
causing him to arch in a posture that was increasingly
obscene, as no doubt was appropriate to the situation.

‘Private Bonn, I am getting so sick and tired of this
endless back and forth. You are now wasting valuable
organizational time. You are wasting the shock troopers’
time, your comrades’ time, soldier, as you should be on
the drill grounds right now with the other men, this very
second? Isn't that right? This very fucking second?’

Bonn made a groan confirming the officer’s inquiry.

‘But instead of being out on the drill grounds, under
the gaze of the commander, and you know he is
watching at all times, instead of being out there training
to be a killer, you are here in my office taking it up the
ass like a little fucking slut, aren’t you, aren’t you, you
piece of fucking shit!”

As accent to the officer’s lecture, the guard inserted a
third finger into Bonn's rectum and began thrusting back
and forth, causing the private’s chin to smear the blood
now profusely staining the officer’s table. Bonn could
feel an uncomfortable rumbling deep within his
intestines. Things were going very, very wrong.
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‘Don’t you want to go back to the drill grounds,
private?’

Bonn made a guttural sound that somehow managed
to communicate his acquiescence to his interrogator.

‘Good, now we are getting somewhere, private, you
have a goal in mind and goals are important in this life.
We have established that you are wasting your unit’s
time, however something that also bears airing in the
open is that you are wasting my valuable time as well,
by continuing to prolong this interrogation and yes, you
can tell for yourself by this point that it is an
interrogation. Self-criticism without self-rectification is
nothing, private, nothing whatsoever!’

“When you waste my time and when you waste the
time of internal security then you are directly offending
the commander himself, the commander’s institution,
the commander’s mission. You like fucking around with
internal security or whomever and whoever, no respect
for anyone, for any-fucking-body?’ The officer picked up
a leather blackjack from atop one of the file cabinets and
slammed it down on the desk less than an inch from
Bonn's face.

‘So, private, dear, dear private, if you want to
continue to live at all - I repeat - IF YOU ARE NOT
INTERESTED IN DYING THIS FUCKING SECOND -
then you need simply confess and then we can debrief
you, end of story. Do you understand? That is the path
to your resolution - I am making it as clear as it possibly
can be what your option is.’

‘Officer...”

“Yes?’
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‘SPEAK UP, PRIVATE!
‘T confess!”

The words came out strangely due to the stress of his
nose injury, which was now certainly beyond all repair,
and the continued pressure of the gloved fingers probing
him from behind.

“You confess?’

‘T confess!’

“You confess? Speak up you piece of shit!’

‘] CONFESS! I CONFESS! I CONFESS!

Bonn felt the nightstick dig deeper into the small of
his back.

The officer’s face, visible from the corner of his eye,
had become a grimace of an even blacker rage which was
fast rising to the surface.

‘Private Bonn, you do not even DESERVE TO LOOK
AT THIS PICTURE!

The officer snatched the photograph in the plastic
casing off the table and out of Bonn’s line of vision,
replacing it on top of the file cabinet with a resounding
thump.

“You confess to seeing this girl? You confess to seeing
this girl? Did you just tell me that you ‘confess? Well I
say that you have NEVER seen this girl! In fact T am
quite sure that you have never seen this girl in your
entire miserable life. Are you trying to make me look like
an idiot? Well, well now, I think you are the idiot. Soon
enough you will be able to discover how much of a
goddamned idiot you are for lying to me, lying to
internal security, lying to the whole goddamned
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organization. May as well be lying to the commander
himself, right? I say again Private Bonn, and I emphasize
this so that it will sink in with no chance of
misinterpretation on your part, that based on your
response you are a fucking LIAR and furthermore you
are more than likely a goddamned TRAITOR AS WELL!

Bonn began to weep silently, adding the salt of his
tears, moistening the still-wet blood stains on the desk.

‘Clear him out, he doesn’t even deserve that much!”

Bonn felt the gloved fingers withdraw from his anus
in one abrupt motion. The nightstick withdrew from the
small of his back and with a shove he felt himself being
pushed off the table, slumping to the floor involuntarily.

‘STRIP THAT TRAITOR!

The guards, faceless and terrifying, stood him up
straight, ripping open his combat jacket and removing
every other existent piece of clothing from his body
within less than two minutes time. One of the guards
removed a large knife from his utility belt and slit all the
shoelaces from the private’s combat boots before pulling
them off and throwing them to the side, thus removing
them considerably faster than would have been possible
in a more conventional manner.

‘DS to control, DS to control, come in control.’

The officer now sat back behind his desk, speaking
into a CB-type radio apparatus.

Electronic distortion poured through the attached
speaker unit on the small piece of equipment and an
anonymous voice spoke on the other end of the line.

‘Control.

‘Get two more guards in here and bring some
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restraints, we are sending this one into R&D so be ready
on your side within the next ten minutes for receipt.’

‘Confirm on that DS, guards are on their way.’

Before the officer had even set his microphone down,
Bonn could hear the unmistakable sound of combat
boots running down the corridor, along with the metallic
jangling of chains.

The door buzzed, opening the lock, and two large
guards burst in, dressed exactly like their counterparts.
They came in shouting and in full raid posture, with
firearms drawn, metal chains and leather restraints
attached to clips on their belt.

‘FACE DOWN ON THE GROUND! ON THE
GROUNDY!

The first set of guards who had now succeeded in
stripping the private naked, Bonn now only wearing the
blood stains on his ruined face, pushed Bonn down and
spread him out flat onto the ground, face-down, as the
other two guards moved in, holstering their weapons
and attaching manacles to his ankles. Handcuffs
followed, bringing his hands behind his back. Both sets
of restraints were then attached to each other, rendering
him hog-tied.

‘Good-bye, Private Bonn, this could have been
considerably easier if you had simply played by the
rules.’

Bonn felt himself being painfully gripped at each
limb by the four guards and being lifted up from the
ground. The coldness of the room was trebled in his state
of forced nakedness.

The officer rose from his desk and walked in front of
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the guards. Bonn’s face stared downward toward the
floor and then, as the officer moved closer, he saw the
officer’s leather boots come into his view.

The officer grabbed Bonn by the hair, raising his
head so that he could see his face despite his awkward
position. Bonn'’s eyes, clouded with tears and blood, saw
through the painful haze the cruel face of the officer, an
angry scowl on his face, sweat dripping from his
forehead.

‘Next time it won't be so pleasant, I can assure you,
hope that you remember that when you get to where
they are taking you.’

The door buzzer sounded and the officer walked
over, holding the door open for the four guards who
proceeded to exit the office with their prisoner.

‘Guard.’

The guard holding onto the private’s left arm turned
his masked face toward the officer.

‘If you don’t mind, tell them down at control to send
someone in here to clean up the mess, I like to keep a
tidy desk.” The officer turned back, looking at the
reddish stains pooled across the wooden surface of his
desk with disapproval.

“Yes, sir.

The officer retreated into his office, closing his door
behind them and leaving the guards to do their duty.

At a breakneck march the guards proceeded down
the corridor towards the secure area. A few
administrative secretaries were loitering in the corridor
outside of one of the investigative offices and cat-called
as the guards passed with their bare-assed, hog-tied and
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A brunette holding a clipboard turned toward the
other secretary who had whistled and lowered her
glasses, arching her eyebrows mischievously.

“That little piece of meat is going to be in for the time
of his life, sister!”

Both women began laughing. The laughing was not
pleasant.

The guards, Bonn in tow, marched past the painted
line on the ground designating the beginning of the
special secure area leading toward the other wings of the
internal security building and, proceeding down another
corridor to the right, disappeared into the interior of the
facility.
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CHAPTER 3

The field marshal sat at the edge of the forest as a blood
red sun began making its descent behind, illuminating
the crest of the mountains before him to the east.
Weather permitting, it would take a week for his small
unit to cross over the mountains on foot and then several
~ more days' march through the foothills before reaching
level ground and the base. As he watched the dying rays
- of the sun casting its crimson light over the wooded
~ mountaintops the field marshal considered what would
~ be happening back at headquarters during this time of
~ day. Most shock troops and other organizational sectors
not on duty would be engaged in evening classroom
training sessions on a wide variety of topics, including
the history of the land’s descent into societal breakdown
and nuclear war, which had reached its zenith more than
seventy-five years before. As such, almost no one living,
‘except perhaps a few isolated individuals (whom he nor
f. anyone he knew had ever met) would remember what
the world was like before that time except through
books, carefully censored, which had been stored at the
institutional library which was accessible, in a controlled
degree, to most members of the organization over a
certain security ranking.
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The field marshal certainly did not remember what the
world was like before the apocalypse, as he himself was
born right in the midst of the blood and fire of societal
anarchy several decades after the collapse. During those
days in the territory in which he and his mother lived, in
a land north of the organization’s present headquarters,
there had been considerable more diversity in the armed
groups that were in operation. However, operating
according to long defunct political and religious
ideologies, throw-backs from the old days, coupled with
a biological attunement toward obsolete methods of
waging guerrilla warfare, their groups were easily
absorbed into, forcibly taken over or exterminated by the
organization in time.

The field marshal had always admired the
organization from the earliest he could remember. His
mother worked as an informant against the so-called
‘sovereigns’” who lived around the area of his birth and
who spoke of the organization with fear and loathing,
referring to them as communists, criminals and other
epitaphs which made no real sense in terms of what such
designations meant before the states of the world had
cannibalized themselves, with mass loss of human life
and permanent loss of advanced infrastructure, in a time
that may as well be considered prehistory with the way
things were run now.

In exchange for spying against the people in their
area, many of them related to her (not that that meant so
much these days - and any person with the slightest hint
of organization-leaning ideology would understand
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clearly that familyism as it was practiced traditionally
was disgusting, nothing more than a bourgeois
aberration), the field marshal’s late mother received
ration packets, black-market liquor, edged weapons and
clandestine ideological training material, all of which she
received on a regular basis and all of which was carefully
concealed beneath the floorboards in a small abandoned
structure in the forest behind their residence.

His mother actively taught him to read at an early age
and actively encouraged him to peruse the
organizational pamphlets and related materials that she
received. This, along with a passion for practicing with
the large, serrated-edged weapon that his mother
entrusted him with, seared into his consciousness the
goal of becoming an enlisted member of the organization
as soon as he was of age. At the time the organization
recruited at eleven years of age and above, now the age
bracket had been lowered considerably and there were
many children that were sent on dangerous missions as
young as six, having spent their life from the cradle
being trained for inflicting death, conducting espionage
and executing other sophisticated facets of political and
military science according to the needs of the group.

Raising himself from the rock on the outcropping, the
field marshal looked one last time toward the east before
returning the way from which he had come, back toward
the camp. He had finished his report ahead of schedule,
allowing him a brief respite and view of the mountains,
rising in all the grandeur, in the the east, before sunset.
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At that time his escorts had still been sporting with the
woman, her muffled screams of grief and horror being
too much for his head to bear after filling out fifteen
pages of mandatory documentation and entering more
than that in electronic data, all of which was now
secured in a padlocked box which he carried with him
on all missions outside of the organization’s territory.
‘Outside of organization territory’” was almost a
misnomer at this point in relation to his current area, as
the few inhabitants they had encountered were little
more than savages, existing alone or in small packs,
emotional and fragile creatures that marked them as the
detritus of the fallen civilization. Detritus is trash and it
was amongst the purview and job description of his
commission to exterminate such trash, to sweep away
the past so that the organization and its brutal, future
ethic could take total hold without any traces of pre-
apocalypse humanitarian contaminant left to mar their
historic work. Like chaff, those who simply lived but did
not imbibe the fuel of fanatic desire for geopolitical
domination and control could, as simply as that, be
blown away suddenly by the incoming, violent wind.

Back near the area where the lone mother and child
had been ambushed by the field marshal and his elite
guard unit earlier in the day, the level of atrocity had
continued apace, managing to maintain itself steadily at
an unspeakably horrific pitch, a great success
considering the intensity of the inaugural actions taken
on the unfortunate victims prior.

After the field marshal had left his two internal

security attaches with the woman and the dying child,
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said attaches who had formerly worked as punishment
camp guards for the organization before moving up the
ranks into the prestigious position of the field marshal’s
personal guard, they had availed themselves and taken
the blessing of their superior officer quite earnestly when
they were instructed to enjoy themselves to the very hilt.

The guards came from a background much like the field
marshal himself, albeit being less prodigious in the
military sense as normally understood. Both had been
exposed to organization ideology early during their
childhood, except in their case they had been born in an
area that had just recently been taken over by the
commander’s forces and which contained very little
opposition in regards to organizational program.

In areas that were only beginning their new local
identities as organizational strongholds, it was
considered imperative to make organizational presence
dramatically known and to commit at least ten to twelve
punitive actions against real or perceived local dissent to
organizational control on a regular and consistent basis.
In cases where no actual dissent to organizational control
existed, the shock troops and associated personnel
would perform punitive raids and public criticism rallies
and executions aimed against individuals who were
earmarked as being potential future problems depending
on their background and personal and social history
within their respective communities. The investigative
work leading to making the choices in this respect were
executed by intelligence officers on the ground,
information on potential targets being fed to local
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intelligence handlers by domestic human sources located
throughout the area.

Without such repressive political theater as exhibited
in the criticism rallies, raids and executions, any
potential future dissent would be given the de facto
green light to bolster their operations, incipient or active,
and loyalists who supported the organization’s mission
would be demoralized at the lack of mechanistic and
applied social brutality. Seventy some-odd years since
the last nuclear warhead sent the genocidal rays of its
radiation sun shining gleaming death on all known
continents, only a considerable amount of bloodshed,
butchery and violence would manage to get the attention
of the people. The populace had been effectively and
realistically ruined for more subtle means of political
communication.

The men who were now pulling security for the field
marshal both grew up in the same territory. Although
they did not interact in their youth, their shared
background provided ample basis for strong solidarity
in their adulthood and professional lives, especially in
the hermetic atmosphere of the field marshal’s personal
service.

Embedded deep within their psyches lay
impregnable imprints from the mandatory propaganda
rallies put on by the enlisted organization forces which
they had attended as children. In the organization all
propaganda activities were formulated and managed
exclusively by the intelligence directorate, removing the
need for another separate internal branch to handle tasks
such as producing literature, forming curricula and
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holding public events. The purpose of this
conglomeration did not intimate, however, an attempt to
cut corners, or bespeak any lack of acumen of order on
{he part of those so concerned, as propaganda was of an
unequivocally vital importance to the organization’s
mission, particularly in the arenas of recruitment and the
harvesting of human resources.
With propaganda activities being managed directly
by the intelligence branch, the commander could be
gatisfied that those responsible for the imperative tasks
of said propaganda had the full measure of military and
intelligence-driven psychological warfare methodologies
and advanced police coercion techniques and training at
their fingertips at all times. Especially in the context of
public rallies, the efficaciousness of such an arrangement
~ could be seen dramatically in stark relief on the parade
prounds, as the officials orating and the hand-picked
Individuals from the local populace recruited by
intelligence in the crowd could coordinate seamlessly
amongst themselves, in concert, for mass group effect.
Aside from more specific desired results and
specialized undertakings, in general, the mass rallies
were designed to cultivate an attitude of hubris, total
Identification with the group and fanaticism for the
organization’s  objectives and leadership in the
‘demographics of moderate to heavy supporters and, in
contrast, to inspire blood-curdling terror in those who
might possess even the slightest latent seeds of rebellion
in their minds. The rallies almost always followed the
same formula wherever they were held and invariably
began with a shock troop contingent marching through
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the main strip of town or along the main road if held ina
strictly rural environment.

Usually a group of forty shock troops would méke
up the bulk of the procession, divided into ranks of five
abreast. In front of this would be a section of the baby
brigades as they were informally referred to in the
organization, the youth corps which consisted of. boys
and girls from five to eleven years in age. The ponh.fex of
the local youth corps, the organization’s bizarre
equivalent to class president or valedictorian, WOl.-ﬂd
head the parade carrying a torch made of a burning
human head. The head was always that of a member of
the organization itself, not an external enemy as rr.ﬁght
initially be thought. The pageantry aimed at driving
home the commander’s policy towards external rebels
would come later on, at the end and zenith of the
propaganda rally.

The tradition of parading a human head fashioned as a
macabre flaming torch had begun early on in the
organization, back in the days during which the
symptoms of overt radiation poisoning had been seen
everywhere as part of the hideous direct aftermath of t}}e
worldwide nuclear conflagration. In those days and in
days since, the particularly fanatical members of‘ the
group would volunteer to commit a grisly act of. ritual
suicide as a sign of their absolute and total commitment
of individual members of the group toward the aims of
the collective whole. In those days, closer in proximity to
the wars, the volunteers would often be drawn from
amongst those who had been adversely affected by
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radiation, putting the continuation their of long-term
service to the organization into question for practical
reasons, despite their all-out ideological elan. The
esoteric reason behind the ritual suicide was as old as
combat itself, being based on the practice amongst
certain ancient cultures of offering a severed human
head as a sacrifice to the goddess of war, death, night
and destruction in exchange for the boon of achieving
victory on the field of battle. The practice of turning the
head into a burning symbol of martyrdom to be paraded
before supporters and potential enemies alike seems to
have apparently been the organization’s own innovation,
although many held that such a practice had been
executed within certain formations similar to the
organization long beforehand.

In a private ceremony, held directly before the rally
and attended only by uniformed members of the group
and leadership, the martyr, chosen amongst the
volunteers, via secret selection by a special committee
composed of ranking members amongst the shock troop
and intelligence community, would perform his or her
act of martyrdom in a solemn and grim rite.

Amped-up on a specially manufactured liquor laced
with stimulants administered by an organization
physician, the actual narcotic element based on the
original methamphetamine formula as developed and
utilized by the Nazis during World War II, the martyr
would be led to the stage, flanked on either side by
women (or men, in the case that the martyr was female),
who acted as the martyr’s pleasure concubines and
personal attendants in the last few days leading up to the
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ceremony. A large bonfire and myriad sacrificial pyres
contained in large metal urns would be used to light the
ghastly scene as the ritual took place.

On a plinth, beneath a large black banner bearing the
insignia of the organization, lay a long and large knife of
the survival combat variety with a sawing blade on one
end and a compartment for holding essential supplies
hidden within the handle, a quality piece crafted
originally for one of the now defunct governments
existing well before the nuclear wars and maintained
religiously ever since. Painted black, except for along the
edge, which had been sharpened to the keenness of a
razor, the bleak and gory instrument lay oiled and
gleaming with an evil light, a blasphemous and
impersonal idol inside a cult forged within the very
nuclear zenith of death.

The insignia of the organization featured a profile
image of the commander, dressed in a peculiar black
mask embedded with his personal crest, worn only by
himself and his own elite guard unit, minutely painted
upon the area centering around his third eye. Bandoliers
of high gauge bullets crossed his chest, medals covered
his width and knives and firearms burst from various
military belts attached to his arms, belt and legs, holding
sheathes and various holsters custom-made for the
armed-to-the-teeth dictator of the organization and
supreme authority over all the human inhabitants in
areas his forces controlled. His blistering eyes, blank yet
enraged simultaneously, stared forth into an even more
nightmarish future than anyone could possibly dream. A
motif of an enormous bat rose up from behind the

40

IRON GATES

leader’s profile, prolonged fangs with pouring streams of
blood dripping downward, anointing the image of the
- commander and bringing home the horrific, insane and
malicious nature of the organization and its ultimate
leader.

Several members of a specially selected youth
musical corps, picked from the most succulent and
~beautiful amongst the children, stood ground-level on
cither side of the stage, dressed in obscenely revealing
uniforms, sounding hideous trumpets and beating
]trange rhythms on military-style drums. Deranged
older men and women, totally destroyed physically and
psychologically from that radioactive residue which still

»‘ ¢ earth, looked on with milky eyes and pathetic sexual
longing upon the lithe limbs and figures of active youth
in all their sublime glory.
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CHAPTER 4

‘Don’t shout or I'll shove it straight up your ass, little
ch!’

A youngish girl with black hair arrayed in a hasty
upon her smallish skull bucked wildly around,
ated on all fours, her pert and youthful buttocks
ating round in a primitive rutting gesture as the
leutenant rammed his cock into her slick genitalia in
measured and energetic strokes. At the lieutenant’s
onishment, her animalistic grunting tapered into a
, sick hissing sound, not unlike that of an enraged
obra ready to strike.

" The lieutenant was attending one of the conferences
put on by the elite political figures within the
organization, held on a secret base consisting of a vast
imber of corrugated steel buildings linked together by
dors, containing various meeting halls, residential
s and offices, the second of which the lieutenant
nd the daughter of a high-ranking organization military
figure now inhabited.

~ The site of their cohabitation in mutual lust was
dorned with all the basic amenities befitting visiting
anizational liaison members from abroad. A chest-of-
awers, a bed of variant size depending on what was
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available and some tables and chairs outfitted a medium-
sized room lit by pressurized oil-lamps of the variety
that were utilized by the old-order Amish during the era
before the wars.

Small, bee-sting tits bobbed chaotically as the
lieutenant bore into his night's lover with schizophrenic
abandon. His eyes lolled back into his head wildly as
spittle dribbled down his handlebar mustache, pooling
on the female’s upturned buttocks and then streaming in
pools upon the dirty desert-tan sheets equipping the
dilapidated mattress upon which they now performed
their conjugal pastimes.

The lieutenant's flesh was marred with various
wounds, inflicted by the enemy and self-inflicted both,
bearing testament to the atrocious mental state that the
lieutenant, one of the top brass within the organization,
wore with an inflated and unapologetic ego. In a group
in which insanity was a mark of distinction, the
lieutenant was by anyone’s account extremely
distinguished.

Along with the tell-tale signs of lacerations from
razors, combat knives and other edged tools of similar
intended purpose, the lieutenant’s sadistic-looking frame
also carried scars from several gunshot wounds, many
years old. Surviving gunshot wounds in the era post the
wars was extremely rare, as medicine in general was on
the decline and those who were educated in the
questionable medical training centers run by the

organization had much different priorities than
physicians of the former era. Manufacture of stimulants
used to increase propensity for violence and battlefield
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, amina over long periods of time without sleep, truth
serums for interrogations and experimental chemical
~ and biological weapons and the methods of their
~ application were the top priority for anyone with
medical training or scientific know-how.

~ Hidden deep within the monolithic complex of steel
buildings with no external windows, the residential
areas for visiting brass were infamous for being stale and
‘M‘rless. This made the exertions of the lieutenant’s
intercourse even more pronounced as evidenced by the
fact that both he and the girl were drenched in sweat.

- The lieutenant massaged the girl's buttocks,
‘moistened with perspiration and his own saliva, which
fell from his mouth involuntarily in grotesque rivulets as
he took in the beauty of her pale, flawless skin in
counter-pose to her night-black hair. Now looking
straight forward toward the headboard, the girl's ocean-
blue eyes stared from deep rings of black, fashioned with
homemade eyeshadow made from soot and the fat of
|~ swine, obtained from her kitchen at home. Her
ather, an official in the clandestine armaments business,
as an ample sportsman and wild boar still proliferated,
ving strong constitutions and proving highly
aptable to post-nuclear environs, flourishing as the
began to naturally reforest itself, providing ample
ideal habitats for the tusked beasts.

~ The girl turned her head, looking backward toward
{he lieutenant and drawing his attention however briefly
way from the upturned curvatures of her delicious
derriere, exposed in full swell as he continued to thrust
Into her moist vagina. She looked at him with a petulant

i
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pout, extending her bottom lip and widening her eyes in
feigned innocence.

‘T don’t think you will, lieutenant - all threat!’

‘All threat, then? We'll see about that!’

The lieutenant’s eyes also widened, not in feigned
innocence but in increasing amazement at just how
turned on she was making him. She was pushing all the
right buttons. They had been fucking since the second
night of the conference and now, four days in, this was
the next to the last night before the delegates returned to
their various assignments elsewhere in the sprawling
southern territories now controlled by the organization.
The lieutenant slowly inserted one moistened finger into
the girl’s arse, sliding it back and forth, widening it ever
so slightly for the coming sodomy. The girl cooed in
delight and her face began to tremble in perverse
premeditation of what was to come. Not that this move
on behalf of the lieutenant came as any surprise.
Manufactured contraceptives no longer existed, all
manufacturing being strictly based around military
need, not consumer desire. Enlisted personnel and non-
military members of the populace were all encouraged to
apply more creative ways of preventing unplanned
pregnancies. The lieutenant continued to massage and
then removed his stiff member from her slit, inserting it
between her buttocks. The girl, now fully in the swing of
things, let loose with a snarl of excitement as they
finished each other off in grecian courtesan fashion.

Afterward they dressed and checked the time, which
informed them that it was now late enough in the night
that most of the after-session functions for the attending
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- personnel were already well past, unless they wanted to
- drink rot-gut with varied drill masters and specialized
intelligence personnel around burning barrels of refuse
~ in the open-air courtyard at the center of the compound.
As they had already enjoyed themselves considerably
tonight as it were, they decided that they would pass on
- seeking out other companionship and instead enjoy their
next to last night together alone with one another in the
“confines of their room. The lieutenant had a bottle of -
liquor that was much better than the rot-gut the lower
- ranks would be drinking and some cigars that had been
given to him after a military campaign near the coastal
regions and he intended to enjoy them with a beautiful
girl, not out amidst the rabble. This girl in particular was
o treat and a lesson in contrast; he could associate with
shock troops and spooks from internal security anytime
‘and usually, due to the rigors of his profession, the
association was more frequent than he might desire.
~ The couple now sat at one of the low tables in the
corner of the room, studying each others faces as the
lieutenant poured a portion each of the harsh-smelling
brown liquid into metal tumblers, passing one to her
\long with an anise-scented cheroot, part of a stockpile
of the same that had been given to him by one of his
subordinates during the campaign in the east after his
an had found them, naturally humidified in a dank
cllar, in the home of one of the many families that he
had butchered, exterminating to a person as per
anizational edict in relation to persons inhabiting that
particular region. The girl, now dressed in her tailored
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began taking long draws, causing the burning ember at
the end of the cigar to pulsate and sending large billows
of white smoke circling round her face.

‘Are you going back to headquarters after you finish
here, lieutenant?’

Even with their previous activities withstanding, a
pronounced degree of formality recommenced once the
sex was over. The lieutenant, although technically lower
in rank than some of his peers, was indisputably one of
the commander’s favorites. The lower rank was a
technicality, part of the political games that sometimes
reared their heads within the organization, making the
lieutenant a target from some sectors due to his
undisguised psychosis and inability to play well with
others as the case may be. Be that as it may, ninety-nine
percent of the group brass would give the lieutenant a
wide berth under any circumstances. His violence and
insanity were mirrors of the commander’s own violence
and insanity, a similarity that had been well noted by the
commander. Within the organization making an offense
against one of the commander’s favorites was
tantamount to making personal offense at the worshipful
feet of the commander himself, an act considered by no
one except those lusting for a slow and painful death.
Those who had been so foolhardy to do the latter often
did so unknowingly and after so failing, in a military
world dictated by a highly sophisticated but unwritten
etiquette, they were quickly dispatched, disappearing
into the hells of the internal security department
forthwith, often never even understanding for what
reason they had been ruined. For the girl, cohabitation
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\with the lieutenant was not only quite pleasurable, it was
an honor, and, particularly for a career-minded
organizational operative such as herself, it was a
~ potential gateway to better things - or worse - depending
on one’s perspective. She considered herself innately
psychotic and lusted for a partner with whom she could
thrive in a bleak world based on ever-dangerous games
of one-upmanship amongst competing rabid beasts with
the countenances of humans.

~ ’Not this time, Nadezhda.’

Nadezhda thrilled inside, as this was the first time he
had called her by her given name. As far as Nadezhda
“was concerned, she knew better than to ask him his. No
‘one knew the name of the lieutenant and as no one ever
asked he was as ever simply known as the lieutenant, a
ctice of anonymity that was applied amongst the
‘most sensitive of personnel in referring to them only by
rank, even within internal organizational documents.
There were various rumors within the organization
concerning this practice as it was applied to the
licutenant specifically and also as to why he had not
been promoted to a higher outward ranking. Some say
that when he originally received the rank of lieutenant
lhe went berserk and assassinated several men in his unit,
10t because of any rationally understood enmity existent
veen them but rather as a violent and fratricidal
celebration of his moving up in rank, his joy - their
orrow. Those who were more in the know concerning
o events surrounding the incident believed that the
mmander himself was directly responsible for the
‘-F-g tenant's promotion and sent a personal secret
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message via a headquarters-based courier informing him
of the names of several individuals within his unit whose
immediate executions were personally commissioned,
along with detailed instructions of how and where to
perform the deed. The opportunity of committing
further, unusual and extraordinary bloodshed was the
commander’s personal reward to the lieutenant on the
occasion of his promotion and the fact that the orders
had been personally issued assured an ever spiraling
level of elation in the lieutenant in the ferocity and detail
with which he went about his orders. With that act,
enemies of the commander had been executed as
needed, the lieutenant had been forever cemented as a
loyalist and, due to the obscurity surrounding the
incident, a legend was born concerning the lieutenant’s
excesses.

Nadezhda nodded her head in assent, pulling a
rough slug from her tumbler and taking a deep draw on
her cheroot. She knew better than to ask for any details
without their being proffered. If he was about to go to
the field on a mission it was not her business to know.
Secrecy was lifeblood within the organization, without
the importance of secrecy remaining heavy in
circulation, the organization would collapse. That had
been the fate of the less brutal, less malevolent post-
nuclear war paramilitary outfits that had risen in spats
during and after the nuclear winter. As always it was old
ideas, outmoded thinking and a tendency to look back
upon a perceived golden age of ‘ethics’ that spelled the
demise of such groups. The laws of survival were not
dependent on how well one cultivated an atmosphere of
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civility amidst chaos and as far as members of the
organization were concerned, civility within chaos was
~ an aberration and an impossibility, well worthy of being
smashed with extreme prejudice. What the people really
~ lusted for was order and there was no better order than
~ dictatorship, which was exactly what the organization
offered.
~ Nadezhda had grown up firmly in the bosom of the
‘organization and had even been dedicated as a child by
the commander himself, although she was too young to
remember it, back in the days when the commander
would be seen more frequently amidst the higher brass
{ d unlike the present, in which he was wrapped in
almost complete obscurity. Nadezhda's father was a
particular prize within the organization to this day and
especially in the years in which the organization was
undergoing its formative stages of consolidating their
ower and authority. His father, her grandfather, had
been a professional gunsmith and amateur lathe
operator before the wars, his choice in profession no
loubt testament to the fact that he could see the writing
n the wall as the geopolitical scene ratcheted up
lowards the boiling point which caused nuclear death to
eign down, obliterating untold numbers of the earth’s
inhabitants. His skills had been passed down to his son
t an early age and Nadezhda’s father had proved to be
| prodigy in the realm of the manufacture and
maintenance of a wide variety of small arms. Coming
rom an area of the land known in former times as the
dry due to its proliferation of industry, Nadezhda’s
ather had migrated south and away from the large
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metropolitan areas in the hideous nearly several decade
period of nuclear winter, but not before pilfering a
significant amount of equipment from government
facilities on his trek down through northern Virginia,
famous for its military installations and bred-in-the-bone
gun culture.

Once in the deep south he linked up with the
organization, who readily rolled out the red carpet for
someone of his considerable mechanical skill and know-
how, not to mention the fact that he had arrived in the
southerly clime with both ample supplies of armaments
manufacturing equipment as well as a considerable
personal arsenal, which he gladly donated to the
organization in exchange for assurance of lifelong
security and occupation in the furtherance of their
mission. Supplied with a decent residential living
situation for himself and his daughter, his wife having
died of radiation exposure soon after the child’s birth on
the journey south, the armaments officer settled down
near organization headquarters, equipped with a full
staff and a facility to work with, and set about the
business of manufacturing the sought-after instruments
of death that were essential to maintaining current
organizational territories and expanding those territories
into uncharted areas where life was said to be even more
unpredictable and fraught with danger.

Some of Nadezhda’'s earliest memories were of
learning to read in the large glass cubicle formerly
utilized as a guard shack in the abandoned cannery that
now served as the organization’s main armaments
factory, located deep in the woods a few miles southwest
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of headquarters, the location which was guarded heavily
both by contingents of shock troops, surveillance teams
~and via secrecy of the location itself. Once refurbished as
i weapons facility, the quaint dimensions of the interior
puard shack inside the building itself seemed almost
comical in comparison to the machine-gun toting black-
‘masked nightmares who roamed the roof, perimeter and
surrounding areas at all hours, thus Nadezhda was
hequeathed with this daytime residence so that her
er could keep closer supervision on her, easily seen
through the plexiglass, while he roamed through the

The lieutenant smoked his cigar, inhaling deeply and
exhaling through his nostrils in a great stream of smoke
Hl at made him resemble some fire-breathing beast as
Nadezhda studied him from across the table. She had
been attracted to the lieutenant since an early age,
having heard about his various exploits while
nssociating with her schoolmates in the youth corps
ncademy. Various of the girls would stand around the
foyers of the administrative offices, featuring large
poster renderings of the various military commandants
d officials who had received medals and various other
honorifics due to the severity of their repression of
opposition on the battlefield. While her mates had
favored the field marshal almost to a person, she had
ys favored the lieutenant. Whereas the field marshal
aled to the youths as a sadistic yet somehow
aindfatherly figure, the lieutenant was all punishment

Il the time, unpredictable, privileged within the
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framework of the commander’s favor and always
horrific in execution. This fondness for extremes put her
in good standing with various of the more brutal
elements in the academy, including many of the boys,
who she wiled away hours with practicing ambush
maneuvers and interrogation techniques long after the
mandatory day’s training sessions were over.

Now she sat across from him, having mutually
enjoyed with him in a conjugal fashion for several nights'
time although speaking very little of serious matters
until the present. Sitting through hours of tedious
programming lectures during the day at the conference,
Nadezhda, like the majority of other attendants, was
mentally and physically exhausted at the end of the day.
Except for those inhabiting the perpetual ‘situation
room’ (field marshals, generals and other war theater
decision-makers), whose positions mandated their
continued attention long into the night, most of the other
attendants sought some sort of diversion in the evening.
Getting smashed on the liquor provided for the
attendants, discussing events along tables of food (fresh
meat hunted with firearms being a welcome delicacy,
especially for those from headquarters who subsisted the
majority of the time on strange substances laced with
pharmaceuticals that kept them going long past the time
that they would have passed out under natural
circumstances) or, for the loners, holing up in their
residential quarters with some propaganda magazines or
simply their own dark paranoid minds.

The lieutenant poured himself another snifter of
liquor and took a deep drink while keeping his eyes
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evenly boring into Nadezhda's.
S0 T assume you will be back at headquarters yourself
“soon, correct?’
‘That’s correct, lieutenant.’
She was pleased with his inquiry, but did not show
i, keeping the tone of her voice monotone and without
Inflection. She had no intention of showing her cards or
any vulnerability to his attentions until she could better
nscertain the situation. Having heard the tales for many
years of the lieutenants split-second moves from
m icability to cruelty and also well aware of his
tendency for forced rape and murder of past lovers, or
dropping an oblique false accusation to internal security
that would, due to his rank, almost assure a sudden
extraction, she wanted to keep well on his good side.
- ‘What detail do you work in?’
‘Code clerk and intelligence analysis, internal
ecurity administration.”
The lieutenant took another drag from his cheroot,
10w burned to the end, and snuffed it out on the ashtray,
\ls mustache twitching slightly under the stress of his
chalation.
- ‘What would you ideally like to be doing for the
rganization, Nadezhda?
~ Now the kicker had come, a surprise for her. Her
er to this question could take several possible
yurses depending on his mood and his base intentions
| asking the question. It could be merely small talk or
a provocation to draw her out concerning her
mbitions, or it could be something else altogether.
ther than beat around the bush, Nadezhda decided to
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answer honestly.

1 would like to work for torture center, incarceration,
at HQ internal security.”

The lieutenant was impressed and pleasantly
surprised at her proclivity to work in what was
considered a dirty assignment even within the sadistic
confines of organizational life. Internal security were
pariahs in any case, although being the commander’s
favorite operation, and torture center, housed in a
separate secure building adjutant to the inquiry center,
was the height of nastiness, the crown jewel of human
rights abuse for internal subversives and high-level spies
and espionage suspects. Having worked in intelligence
analysis of suspect elements within her own
organization however, the thought that she might want
to move from shoring up investigations and expanding
them through interrogation seemed a logical Pprogression
from his vantage point.

“Have you put in for a transfer?’

‘I have attempted in the past, but internal security
said that they rely on me for decoding and associated
activities and that there are more qualified individuals
lined up for posts at torture center.’

The lieutenant snorted with disgust, no doubt her
higher-ups were referring to personnel from the shock
troop units and guards from the military concentration
camps. He instantly disagreed with their decision - a
femme fatale with deeply rooted ties to an armaments
background and present employment in intelligence
analysis was exactly what torture center needed to add a
layer of sophistication to their grisly tasks. He intended
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(o do something about it.

‘Ask and you shall receive, Nadezhda. You want the
rank of Agent along with it, correct?’

Nadezhda did not pause before answering.

‘Special Agent in charge.’

The lieutenant showed no reaction, but Nadezhda
seemed to detect that there was the slightest hint of a
ymile around the corners of his mouth. She reached over
the bottle and poured herself another draught, raising
the cup to her lips and consuming the majority of it in
one swallow. They were well on their way to getting
piss-drunk and she was enjoying herself to the hilt, both
the intoxication and the interesting turn of events that
their  post-coitus discussion had taken almost
immediately.

"Well officer, I will see what I can do, in fact I will do
more than that. I am surprised that you want to stay at
leadquarters though, most headquarters staff are ready
0 get out and see the rest of the world outside - see what
organization is doing in the field, perhaps take out a
few enemies on the field, do a little hunting...”

~ The lieutenant's eyes glazed over slightly and he
ould feel himself begin salivating, considering both the
exquisite taste of animal flesh and human flesh alike.
0st the nuclear wars, meat was meat and judging on
he had seen the progression over the years,
1nibalism was a trend that was going to accelerate. A
kill always tasted better than eating some diseased,
hydrated corpse on the compound, which was the
dent of natural protein available at headquarters unless
person wanted to go out of their way and risk potential

I
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punitive response - that happened sometimes too.

‘Have another drink, SAC.

The lieutenant grinned discernibly this time and
reached into the pocket of his black jacket, removing a
small wallet and taking out a personal credential card,
embossed with a personal insignia and contact
information of his headquarters liaison secretary at the
base. The personal insignia, not a group insignia of one
of the organizational subsections such as intelligence,
internal security or the shock troops was a particularly
significant distinction, as it marked him as not belonging
specifically to any of the known sectors of the
organization. Some speculated that the lieutenant was
part of a secret outfit reporting directly to direct
emissaries of the commander and engaged in secret
work. The lieutenant's uniform bore only an
organizational crest and no other markings, which could
designate him as anything from construction security in
armaments to interrogator in intelligence. He removed a
small ink pen from the other pocket, a water-proofed
variety issued to organizational personnel, and wrote
several lines on the back of the card before resheathing
the pen and handing the card to Nadezhda.

Nadezhda took the card and turned it around. The
words written on the back of the card meant nothing to
her, a string of several unrelated words followed by a set
of numbers. Her code clerk training began to go into
effect but she was not able to readily ascertain the nature
of the code.

‘Don’t bother, Nadezhda.’

The lieutenant looked at her with a bemused
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“expression.

“You will not be able to crack that code, although feel
(ree to give it a shot when you back to your room later.
" Don’t do too good with it though or they will never let
you out of the code office.

Nadezhda smiled back and put the card into her
pocket. She would have to have faith in the good graces
of the lieutenant, although she would most certainly
attempt to decode the message before she retired for the
‘night and most certainly before she would hand it in to
“anyone. The ciphers on the back of the card could just as
‘easily be instructing that the person turning the card in
should be executed or incarcerated as it could be
instructions for assignment.

‘Hand that card in to the internal security
administration secretary, not your direct boss in internal
security. Better yet, put it in the night slot, that way you
won’t have to deal with anyone directly. Once the person
who needs to see the message gets the card you will see
that everything will work itself as it should.’

Nadezhda managed a slight smile although the
paranoia concerning the potential intentions of the
lieutenant bothered her. If she did get promoted to
lorture center, and at the extraordinarily influential post
of SAC no less, without having to work her way up
1\?; ough the ranks in the usual fashion as a clerk, then
promotion to Agent, Supervisory Special Agent, etc. then
u- would be a dream come true. If something else was
vritten on the back of the card, well, she’d rather not
‘i!» about it at this time. She poured herself another
drink and took a long draught to steel her nerves. She
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was fucking the lieutenant, she was drunk on
particularly potent and good quality alcohol and it
looked like she may be in charge of her very own
chamber of ghastliness in the modern dungeon that was
torture center. Life was good. Apparently the lieutenant
was pleased with her thus far; she intended to make sure
that she had some insurance on her side.

Finishing her drink and standing erect she crossed
her arms over her chest, staring down at the lieutenant,
his face now ruddy and flushed with intoxication,
beginning to overheat in the atmosphere of the enclosed
room.

The room was the lieutenant’s own - she had been
barracked in another several corridors away and other
than sleeping it had been barely lived in during her
tenure at the conference, as she had been spending most
of the time after meetings with the lieutenant in his own
quarters, during which time she had gotten to know the
lay of the land. She paced over to a chest of drawers and
removed from between several uniform shirts a rolled
piece of leather.

Taking it and letting it unfurl in her anorexically
small right hand, the object was seen to be a utility belt
for field missions, more sturdy than what was usually
worn at conferences. It was thick, black and highly
polished and still smelled of the animal from which it
had been made.

‘Dear lieutenant, you have put a lot of trust in me in
this sudden promotion, I am glad that we are making a
strong mutual impression on one another. T think maybe
you should give me a forewarning about how life is in
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lorture center. Coming in at your recommendation, I
ant to make sure that you have full confidence that you
“ure sending in a well-disciplined human resource.’

~ Nadezhda walked to where the lieutenant still sat
and placed the belt on the table in front of him before
linking down onto her knees and beginning to gnaw on
the lieutenants arm. The lieutenant shook her off,
knocking her to the ground in surprise, before taking the
last draught of the liquor from his cup. He stood,
inadvertently knocking the chair over as he grabbed the
leather belt, coiling the end around one hand and
macking the thick leather onto his other hand.

~ ‘Bend over the bed, my little pet, so I can see what
xactly you are made of.

- Nadezhda complied immediately.
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CHAPTER 5

Bonn was carried down the halls into the intestines of
quiry center he could see very little other than the
loor passing by him in feet and yards and the marching
boots of the guards which held him. A place of ten-
housand varieties of possible paths, all leading to
(ually potent vectors of ruination, the inquiry center
julsated with a doom-laden aura so prominent that no
could mistake that this was a place where the most
ous aspects of human nature were allowed, nay,
yvoked to come to the forefront.

The guards held his arms and legs in a vise-grip,
ening considerably once they had moved past the
on the floor that marked the beginning of the secure
. They had walked through several corridors
aining individuals which he could hear but not see
use of his awkward position, however the voices
entirely more serious and less flippant than the
staries that had mocked him on his exodus from the
e of the anonymous internal security officer who
conducted his interrogation.

r all he knew the secretaries could have been a
laged incident, part of some grand psychological
t being put on by internal security for the
ent of his mind. The voices that he heard as he
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moved deeper into the corridors of the inquiry center
were hushed, brutal. If a naked man being carried hog-
tied by a contingent of guards was something that
caught the attention of people on the administrative side
of the building, it was apparently so unnoticeable here
that it did not deserve any pause from whatever black
work the personnel were busying themselves with. If his
situation was business as usual where he was going then
he was in trouble. But, he knew instinctively that he was
very much in trouble and he was no innocent after all, he
was a shock troop, albeit very low on the totem poll and
only having seen action on the field once outside of the
confines of headquarters. It seemed like he had been at
headquarters for far too long; now he knew that he had
obviously been at headquarters far too long indeed.

The guards turned a corner and stopped, letting the
private dead-drop the less-than-a-foot between his body
and the floor, which had formerly been tile in the
administrative section but had given way to a polished
concrete as they moved further in. The drop was not
enough to cause any serious damage but it was jolting
nonetheless and re-opened the bleeding from his broken
nose. Since his nostrils were completely clogged with
blood however, no blood leaked out onto the floor or,
hell forbid, the boots of the guards, but instead simply
pooled in his nostrils. He coughed as the iron liquid
dripped further into his sinus canals and down his
esophagus.

The guards reached around his head and stuffed a
black ball-gag into his mouth, fastening the leather
straps around the back of his head. With equal rapidity
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nother guard moved in and placed a black hood over
his face, another placing a pair of modified guard
poggles painted completely black over this and the last
placing a pair of large headphones over where his ears
‘were now concealed beneath the thick black fabric. Bonn
‘was now completely enveloped in darkness and all sight
und sound stopped. He could feel the guards picking
him back up and could tell by the air flow moving over
naked flesh that they had resumed their march,
liowever he now neither saw the direction in which they
were going nor could he hear the sounds of the guards’
\ombat boots thumping against the concrete. At some
point he felt the air get colder and a breeze flow past him
hefore stopping. When he could feel the guards
proceeding again the air was much warmer than it had
been in the inquiry center. He had left one building and
ntered another.

Immediately the scent of strong disinfectant chemicals
him, exacerbated by the warm air. His mind was in a
te of high disorientation already due to the sensory
privation, and as his body relaxed slightly in its bound
late he could tell that the warmness of the air would
nly serve to increase his susceptibility to the sensory
eprivation already driving him toward mental
\stability. He felt himself being slowly lowered onto a
rd metal surface which seemed to be higher than
yund floor. Deprived of speech, hearing and
ement and atrociously exposed in a state of
umiliation, shock and forced immobilization, all he
ould do was drive further into his own mind, fighting
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to maintain some semblance of reality and to what might
happen to him.

The interior of torture center was all concrete walls
lathered in layers of black paint, lit with low-level
generator-induced light shining down from their
mounting places high in the roof overlooking a vast
interior. A monitoring station sat in the center of the
room, manned by five guards seated beneath a plexiglass
enclosure that was filled with all manner of restraints,
chemical sprays, nightsticks and several weapons. Much
of the metal was original equipment from when the
building had been used as a penitentiary before the
nuclear wars. At some point before the nukes went
airborne the prisoners went ballistic, not about to sit out
Armageddon behind bars, and a massive riot involving
over eighty deaths occurred before the strongest of the
convicts made their way out into the surrounding
countryside. The correctional officers were too easy of an
immediate target for the prisoners’ rage. There was none
of the usual recourse to emergency backup in the case of
a prison riot at the institution at the time, as every
member of the National Guard and local police were all
preparing for a much bigger catastrophe.

The black paint had been the organization’s own
addition to the internal infrastructure of the main
processing area of the high security segregation area,
apparently recommended by no less than the
commander himself.

Inside the monitoring station all the original
computer monitors that had been installed there for the
staff had been removed as well as the computers
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themselves, as well as the electronic monitoring
(uipment, etc. One organization modified laptop
wufficed for the torture center secretary who entered in
{he essential information onto the local database. For
Interrogations and tortures, notes would be taken of
ualient information and quickly hand-encrypted and
destroyed. Torture center, in order to apply the highest
ecurity possible, always adhered to an even more
it itarian standard than was applied in the organization
5 a whole.

{CT (External Control Torture) was horrifyingly enough
lhe actual name of the specialized correctional unit
ontrolling the torture center, the full name of which was
xternal Control Torture Administration Center
CTAC). The broad utilization of this so-called
dministration had its emphasis on administering
punishment. The atmosphere was extremely harsh and
Jn: harshness was increased with large doses of pure
rror in that the ECT was the staging grounds for the
most sadistic minds within the organization. The most
brutal of the shock troops, men who had been remanded
‘.':m their training units for committing particularly
arsh hazing practices on other troops, or shock troops
ho had been operating in the field and had been
,' erved raising the bar in the intensity and creativity of
ied atrocity were often selected for service in the
CT. Several small units of hardcore intelligence officers,
killed in interrogation, torture and pioneers of the
panization’s embryonic punitive mind control
rogram were also stationed in ECTAC.
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The intelligence officers in place in ECT were for the
most part field operatives, and their brand of applied
intelligence (intelligence in the organization equaled
terror) bore the stamp of the sort of operations in which
the interrogations ended with the termination of the
person being interrogated in many cases, and often a
butchering of the person’s corpse and meal of human
flesh to follow, along with the obligatory sharing of bone
fragments as souvenirs when it came to particularly
high-level targets. The latter practice was more common
amongst the elite amongst the shock troops, and the
intelligence officers' engagement of similar activity on
the field attested to the stark reality of a post-nuclear
world and frequent fraternization with the military
troops by intelligence. For an intelligence officer, to bed a
harsh matron who manned a belt-fed machine gun
during large-scale exterminations was more than an
exotic experience.

The level of sophistication was primitive despite the
high-end working capital of the installation, which
boasted mechanical advances in order to operate the
steel doors leading to the segregation housing units
themselves, which had once been operated frequently
throughout the day, opening and closing by electronic
impulse. In order to abbreviate the process of guards and
ECT personnel moving to and from inmate areas within
the institution, several of the cells in the interior of the
wings of the segregation units had been appropriated for
guard stations. Their steel doors were removed and
replaced with heavy black plastic curtains so that
personnel could go from guard cell to cell (usually the

68

TRON GATES

uards appropriated a row of five cells along the central
ousing corridor) with minimal difficulty. The door to
lie segregation housing units leading to the receiving
nd discharge and outer areas of the prison were built
xclusively to work by electronic pulse and were once
tequently operated by remote control from the guard
lations. This was no longer practical due to restraints on
lectricity even within the commander’s base, which was
ne of the few places within the organization to have
lectric lights, the bluish hue of spotlights sending the
Joar signal to all that the organization was the
nequivocal master of the area. Now the door to the
pregation cells themselves were only opened a few
nes per day, with the guards attaching the circuit to
Jie entrance-way to one of the generator hookups which
0t one surge of electricity enough to open and close
10 door.

The private lay on his stomach, the cold metal of the
itney causing goose pimples to rise along his flesh.
though he could not hear, he could feel the jostling of
mey being rolled for a brief period of time before
t himself being roughly lifted and placed on a thin
(lress. Now he was only left alone with the beginning
ilitating aches from his prolonged state of being
cled in an uncomfortable position along with the
g sense of dread and mental incapacitation
inning to set in from the sensory deprivation hood.
had managed to exhale in a snort through one of his
so he was now able to breath slightly. The other
utril would remain totally clogged with blood unless
could get a finger to it, which was impossible in his
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current state, and the ball-gag, stretching his mouth
uncomfortably, provided no air flow. He would remain
in this position for quite some time until his formal
processing began.
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CHAPTER 6

large podium stretched across the deep interior of a
5t corrugated steel building, formerly used for some
\d ustrlal enterprise but now the site of one of the
Ip amzatlon s leadership-level conferences. It was now
hhe afternoon before the final conference meeting to be
eld in the evening. The installation, technically secret
utside leadership and select required personnel, was
ncated in organization territory at a mid-point between
¢ commander’s base and the secure areas of the border
at marked the most far-flung horizon of the
ization’s holding operations. ~Organizational
ives and activities existed beyond this border,
er the secure area marked the last geographic line
the land and the populace was entirely in the
anization’s pocket.

ge banners representing various sectors of the
anization such as intelligence, shock troops and
ernal security hung high from the rafters above the
V of the participants. The entire hall was lit with
¢, pressurized gas lamps which cast the entire

g place in an eerie glow. On the far end of the
hg a hangar door had been opened, letting in the
'] ght of the sun, cloaked behind cloud cover and
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overcast weather that had been steady since the
conference began several days prior.

In the post-apocalypse people had gotten used to the
absence of the bright electric lights that once lit the vast
swathes of the civilized world. If some stray satellite
from the old days was still circling the globe, taking
automatic photographs of the various portions of the
earth, it would see that the globe was now covered in
darkness - as appropriate in this, the new Dark Age.

Long work tables with folding metal chairs had been
set up across the expanse of the floor and were
populated with some three hundred members from a
cross section of the organization. Many of them had
come to the organization in their own way with different
stories to tell and operated in varying sectors of the
group, yet their elan and fanaticism toward forwarding
the mission of the commander had facilitated their rise
within the ranks that put them at the conference today.

Nadezhda, sitting with a contingent from her office
in internal security, found it hard to concentrate on the
various matters being discussed from the podium,
although she duly took notes concerning salient points,
particularly when it came to her specialty areas of code
decryption and intelligence analysis. The lectures on
those two topics from the podium were however quite
brief, less than fifteen minutes each, the code and
intelligence analysis work being relegated more so to
early morning and late afternoon sessions in smaller
meeting rooms and attended only by those working in
those fields, as well as a few intelligence liaison officers
who worked on the ground at shock troop units.
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\Ithough part of the purpose of the event was to build
ohesiveness and focus amongst the individual sectors of
{he organization in relation to their work, her mind was
on another sector altogether. The last sexual experience
| the previous evening had been intense and the
licutenant had been very pleased by the correct strategy
of her ministrations, having given her a hard beating
/ith the leather belt that she had offered him followed
by taking her over his knee and spanking her like a
hild, before she led him to orgasm via energetic oral
limulation. Her petite bottom felt quite bruised the
econd day, but pleasantly so, and it was easy to be
minded of what she had been doing as she attempted
 sit for the long hours listening to lectures in the very
lain metal chair. Equally on her mind was the
utenant’s card that she had been handed, which sat
curely within the wallet on her person - she would not
k any chance of that particular document walking
vay from her, and she had kept the wallet clutched to
1 breast the night before when she slept, having finally
lurned to her own room after spending the entire
ening with the lieutenant, too tired to engage in an
tant code-breaking of the cipher that the lieutenant
d inscribed.

Her father was on the stage now, giving a
monstration of the various guns that armaments were
v producing on a regular schedule. Large numbers of
arms had been saved after the nuclear war and
y maintained, however even tools of metal and
Il ,egm to wear down in time and her father had been
y in beginning the production of new pieces as well as
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replacement parts so that corrective as well as
preventative  troubleshooting ~ could  be easily
accomplished.

A MP5 submachine gun was lifted into the air and
snarled out with several shots bursting in rapid
succession from its mean-looking snout. Nadezhda's
father had loaded the various test weapons with blanks
carefully produced by himself personally with his own
reloading machine that he had built from old plans; he
would not entrust this task to a subordinate in case of the
rare chance that they might put a live round in the gun
and some conference attendee accidentally catch a bullet.
He paid close attention to detail, a trait which had
assisted him well during the course of his long career.

Nadezhda’s father’s full name was Felix Zhuvova
Yatskaya and he stood imposing behind the speaker’s
lectern as the last dummy round burst from the MP5 and
the majority of the three-hundred strong hall rose in
raucous applause. Yatskaya was a total veteran of the
organization in every respect and knew exactly how to
win over an audience, knowing better than anyone else
that machine guns would do the trick in almost every
circumstance.

He gave a description of the MP5, how many had
been produced in the last five years and what the current
production schedule was and then went through similar
tests and descriptions over an impressive list of other
small arms including the M15, AK-74 and several
handguns. Via being the mind behind the post-nuclear
rearmament, Yatskaya had found himself in the
supremely satisfying position of custom-making the
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! senal of the organization’s new world according to his
particular taste in firearms. The submachine guns and
handguns that he selected to become mainstays in the
0 rganization’s arsenal were picked from a rich history of
use by military, guerrilla outfits and street gangs. All
prohibitions as to modifications and incremental
Increases in a firearm’s level of inherent lethality had
been unceremoniously thrown out the proverbial
vindow after society descended into anarchy, allowing
Jadezhda's father's work to come into full flourish in
designing and manufacturing a particularly intimidating
pectrum of death-dealing instruments. Ammunition
lips had begun to be produced in much longer higher-
Ipacity designs on most pieces for accelerated efficiency
n direct combat situations without having to change
lips. Many of the guns were outfitted with ferocious-
lboking bayonets sharpened to a razor’s edge and some
[ the weapons had been given semi-official nicknames
like ‘meat-grinder’, ‘blood mist’ and ‘hacker’ to intimate
) those being so commissioned of the unparalleled
pabilities of the weapon and to build the bloodthirsty
orale of the ever-growing population of shock troops,
commandos, internal security executioners and
igence wing assassins. For the latter, an entire
cctrum of weapons had been introduced at lower
toduction levels and designed for their specific
[poses in mind, outfitted with hand-crafted silencers
il flash suppressors and primitive scopes drawn from
| military models.

sassinations were done in areas that would be harder
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to execute a typical land campaign replete with burning
buildings, ~destroying or seizing infrastructure,
enslavement of the area youth and raping of the women
followed by eventual public executions, enacted after
long, well-orchestrated periods of humiliation, of
whatever leadership might be present. Some of the small
communities, savage in their adherence to long dead
modes of living, however backward thinking they might
be, still managed to exist far enough afield from
organizational strongholds and decently armed with old
firepower to dissuade the organization from spending
the manpower and resources needed to do a typical land
attack. Although the organization would get them
eventually, one way or another, there were still limited
resources and the commander’s forces could not be
everywhere at once. In these cases, intelligence officers
would be sent in under deep-cover, sometimes
cultivating local informants under a false flag and
sometimes using commando units who conducted
surveillance from a distance for weeks in harsh
conditions. Once the leadership and key community
members were identified, a sniper would be sent in with
the commando unit running back-up to take out the
targets. The communities would then be completely
shattered, disorganized and, most importantly, terrified.
Assassinations were a way that the organization sent a
message to recalcitrant communities that clearly stated:
even if we aren’t in your backyard yet, we can still reach
our tendrils into the very heart of your world and
destroy it. Do not feel safe, we are breathing down your
necks. After a period of time following the
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sassinations, most of the communities would break
down on their own and then conventional organization
forces could move in easily. Some areas, after the death
of their leaders, upon whom they had become dependent
‘on both for direction and psychologically in general,
would voluntarily ~offer themselves up to the
organization, sending an emissary over the line into
o ‘panization  territory and begging the first
tepresentative they found to have the organization move
in and run things for them. This was always highly
morale boosting for the organization and a string of
uccesses had kept intelligence unit assassins continually
\‘J! sy'

- Increasingly the commander and his direct
lenipotentiaries had been stressing the importance of
lirearms as being the key necessity in ventures on the
u but attempting to limit their use within internal
ectors. Internal security guards throughout the main
ompound and around the perimeter of the conference
1all where they met now of course were armed to the
eth but however equipped the guards were with
nachine guns and other accoutrements, standing orders
1ad them utilize the firearms only when no other option
‘:‘lh“ Thus training was increasing across the board
n command edict concerning the use of edged weapons
. well as psychological training to induce armed
rganization members to be more enthusiastic to kill
ith their bare hands. Brandished firearms within the
Iganization were always a good deterrent against
w‘i:[(” dissent, however the precious bullets being
wrned out by the armaments division were best
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relegated to field use. Although not frequently spoken
of, the organization’s emphasis on terror and internal
discipline and raising up the banner of a new dark age
had within its political DNA the seeds for a future in
which almost every aspect of the old society would, in
time, fade away.

As such, heavy industry was not being developed
within the organization territories - nor anywhere else as
far as the organization’s spies and voices abroad could
tell. Seventy-five years after the nuclear war humanity
was still in scavenger mode. There were ample empty
houses, buildings and infrastructure thus no real need to
develop anything but maintenance-level building skills
in the generally demoralized and scarcity-driven
utilitarianism that was the general rule rather than the
exception among the totality of the populace,
organization-administrated and otherwise. In the realm
of food cultivation the rule of thumb was take what you
could find, do what you could do. Other than in the
higher ranks and amongst those who could manage to
hunt a little themselves, food for organization members
consisted of highly processed materials (including
rendered products extracted from their former
comrades) generously laced with certain chemical
extracts to mimic natural health.

As he continued to speak, Yatskaya filled his oratory
with rising levels of volume and excitement as each new
weapon was shown. At the end of the presentation,
along with a set of dignitaries from the commander’s
liaison coming from headquarters, he revealed a larger
piece than had been in use. Well recognized by all
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members of the organization as a small Palestinian-type
puerrilla rocket, the crowd erupted with a diabolic
(tenzy upon viewing the artillery piece, everyone on
Iheir feet, fists raised in the air and screams of bloodlust
on every tongue. Nadezhda rose like in a dream and her
mouth filled with a hateful screech as her arms raised up
traight in the air. Across the hall amongst another sector
0l attendees, the lieutenant also found himself in the
mesmerizing spell of the newly produced upgraded
yeaponry.

[he thirteen foot black cylinder gleamed with a sinister
lint, with the initials and make, KVA-1, painted in plain
il letters upon the side. The small pulley with the
jechanism set atop its tripod mount rolled into the
nter near Nadezhda's father. Brutal and as imposing as
J\e weapon which he had forged, he too raised his fist in
violent scream as the artillery piece came into the view
| the amassed organizational personnel at the
mference. This was the day that he had been waiting
1, the unveiling of the fruits of a project that he had
er working on for many years with complete secrecy
ithin the armaments division. Nadezhda in the
lience was floored considering that she had seen no
uible signs in her father over time that would have
mpromised that he was working on something very
eeific and ambitious such as this.

If she had still been younger and studying at the
maments factory as she had when she was a girl she
yuld have noticed, but code-breaking and intelligence
ilysis in internal security had become all-consuming
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work and her visits with her father were almost always
at his residence; there had been no specific need to visit
the armaments factory as of late. Organization life, even
in its mundane particulars, did not mimic the softhearted
ways of the familyist-minded bourgeoisie which once
ruled the land. If Nadezhda, as a commissioned code-
breaker and internal security personnel, frequented the
armaments factory without due reason, no matter that
her father worked there, she would be noted for
potential espionage activities if the action continued.
Once she moved out of the youth corps and into full
service not too long ago, she had been well aware that
the dynamics change when a person joins a subsector
within the organization. Shock troops were more lenient
and accepted in certain circumstances, but internal
security were always suspect. They preyed upon the
people and then they preyed upon one another, which
would be the scenario as already mentioned. It was a
cannibalistic bureaucratic beast that devoured human
beings without any understandable discrimination - it
was to be avoided.

Yatskaya waved his arms in a gesture for the crowd
to quiet and the roar lessened to a degree, although all
were still on their feet, then all of a sudden a huge
banner that had been rolled up and hidden in the rafters
behind the stage was unfurled dramatically, featuring a
new insignia of the organization, now no longer
featuring the bat but instead crossed rockets behind the
profile of the commander. In the comner in blood red
stood a new image of a bat, flying down from some
ghastly sky as if in the midst of a hunt. The symbolism
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{everberated with everyone throughout the hall, striking
“leep chords in the very center of their consciousness.
Now they had advanced their death machine into an
entirely new level and their domination would be
unstoppable. 'DEATH! shouted the armaments official,
howling like a madman through a generator-run speaker
nystem. ‘DEATH! screamed the unhinged audience in
iwsponse. ‘DEATH! DEATH! DEATH! - the chant
tesounded like the roaring of ten-thousand tigers
_‘:J oughout the metal hangar, sweat pouring down every
lace in emotional exertion.

i ‘Esteemed members of the organization,” began
Yulskaya. “‘We are now entering a new and increasingly
yeaponized era within the organization. With the
usistance of our chemistry sector, in conjunction with
rmaments over the last several years, we have worked
ithout stop on forwarding this project under the
xpress orders and personal leadership guidance of the

The audience response was now caged chaos.

‘Only with the leadership of the commander could
o have reached the level that the organization, his
sam, now has at its hands. We are going to usher in an
| in which death will reign from above onto our
emies and they will recognize without fail that they
ust submit under the lash of this group, this
janization, this spearhead of the new Dark Age! Let
0 exploded bodies of their kith and kin be the
unishing testament for any who would seek to conspire
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against the might of god-in a-flesh-body, the
commander. Let him hear your screams!’

The audience erupted into banshee shrieking,
exploding the limits of sanity.

‘By being present here today, you are the first outside
of the production team and the highest levels to be
informed about the existence of this weapon.
Propaganda sheets are being printed both in white and
black propaganda style, two different versions for the
benefit of our group and our enemies respectively, acting
as the prophet in the wilderness bringing to light the
horrific new level of our organization’s might. Within
two months’ time there will be a mass rally near
headquarters in which this lethal arm of the commander,
this lethal vessel of death stamped with the mark of our
our organization, will be formally unveiled to the
organization as a whole. At that time there will also be
mass initiations and the conferring of medals and
armbands forwarding our new emblem. For those who
want to sign up for special initiations please see the
processing liaison officer who has a table set up at the
back of the room tonight. Attendees will be given
priority for choice initiations and will be attended and
devised with much circumstance. The commander will
be attending this rally personally and your dedication
and elan with which you take on the responsibility of
setting an example as members of leadership cadre will
quadruple the discipline of your subordinates and give
untold pleasure to the commander. Avail yourselves of

82

IRON GATES
(his opportunity!”

Various religious cults, thinly veiled fronts of certain
wxperimental intelligence operations utilizing  the
population of the organization as its experimental lab
1als, would be at the coming event. In the organization
Ihe lines between the swelling mystical current within
the post-nuclear populace and methods of maintaining
iganizational cohesiveness on a psychological,
nociological and physical level were always blurred. If
e tendency existed, it would be co-opted by the
panization. Many tendencies of course were crushed,
ever in the latter doomsday scenario in which they
ound themselves operating, the leadership of the
Iganization had learned that it behooved them to play
rlain chords. The majority of the tendencies most in
were fabricated by intelligence itself. In the old
lays, a shadow state like the organization would have
wen termed religious extremists or most loathsome in
wir methodology of governance, however, the thrust
sheer scope of the cult programs within the
ization were unlike anything the world had ever

wsentation of the rocket had induced the highest level
security possible for this rally. The project had, in
ily, been kept an absolute secret without any chinks
| the armor of silence, as none of the attendees outside
{ the project had seen this coming. The additional
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security personnel had been personally requested by
armaments or at least someone going under armaments
cover. For a long time the organization had boasted
various particularly nasty weapons - chemical, biological
and radiological warfare was considered the name of the
game, the crest jewel to the organization’s usual
shootings, dismemberments and more primitively
executed atrocities on the field. Now all of this hideous
weaponry would have a psychotic means of dispersal.
From the times when elite units would make moves
against small settlements with poisoning the wells or
contaminating the food supply, the organization could
now load those same agents into warheads and send
them spiraling over the spires of the forests and into
unaware and unprepared centers of humanity,
inaugurating their actions with explosions, shrapnel and
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Jpportunity to receive reports on the scope of the new
jroject and various public strategic outlines that I am
mure will be of interest to you. I am looking forward to
upeaking with you soon and more in-depth. Long live
‘the commander!’

A cheer rose up from the crowd as the people began
making their way toward the hangar door. Still guarding
the stage, several technicians came and wheeled the
cket in an opposite direction, out a side door and
lieyond the view of the attendees. The cheer broke down
Into a minor cacophony of animated conversations as
ey moved toward the courtyard.

Jutside the hangar was a bustle of activity as the
e ogates began pouring into the area located securely

etween several of the steel buildings making up the
onference location. On huge spits wild boars were
lating in roast, sending a sweet scent of broiling flesh
Ifting across the grounds. Large open-faced military

i
| rising casualties and ending them with culling cultured

from varied pages of the the organization’s encyclopedia
of death.

i

‘Esteemed members of the organization.’ Yatskaya’s
voice sounded like hosts of phantoms flying over the
three-hundred strong crowd of organizational personnel.
A team of guards moved in around the stage
surrounding the speaker and the weapon and some
activity could be seen commencing at the mouth of the
hangar. ‘Please head into the courtyard where
refreshments have been prepared and enjoy yourselves
for the rest of the afternoon. Evening session will begin
at the usual time; we have a special session this evening
and it will be brief, as all of you are preparing to leave in
the morning. In the courtyard you will have the
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nts were manned by various low-level clerks from
nlelligence who were passing out pamphlets and
wspapers glorifying the appearance of the rocket in
lie organization’s arsenal. Industrial-sized plastic barrels
itfitted with primitive tap mechanisms had been set up
various junctures, dispensing a crude organization-
de low-alcohol small beer similar to the potato recipes
e utilized by Russian peasants, the difference
lween it and its historic counterpart being that the
ization version was also, as usual, amply fortified
ith laboratory-produced stimulants.
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The conference had been more exciting than most of the
attendees had premeditated. It was within the purview
of executive strategy to engineer events such as these
during significant successes and this was most certainly
a stellar success by all accounts. A several hour period of
celebration was soon to begin which would culminate in
a final debriefing which was more perfunctory than
essential, as by the time the evening session started there
would be atrocious levels of intoxication throughout the
attendees - the informational meat had been set to the
organizational vultures in the afternoon session, as by
prior design and culminating with the armaments
announcement.

A snowless winter was upon the landscape but due
to the southern climes the weather was relatively warm
considering, however to both cut the chill in the air and
provide atmosphere there were lines of steel drums half-
buried in the ground burning a variety of refuse for
warmth and additional light in the courtyard, these
much similar to how partisans in the old days used to
arrange a landing strip for descending support aircraft.
Nadezhda looked around the area for her father but he
was nowhere to be seen, more than likely he would be
locked in serious closed-door sessions well into the
evening whilst the rest of the company celebrated the
victory which was due highly in part to his design.

Cold chills broke over her neck when she considered
what had been said earlier in her father's speech,
concerning the commander taking personal leadership of
the project from the onset, which meant that the
commander had been working with her father face-to-
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e and - by implication - for some time. The
elopment of the rocket under the joint work of the
tommander and her father would catapult her into
entirely new levels of respect and prestige within the
uiganization and she wondered what this, along with
lhe coded message that the lieutenant had given her,
vould mean for her future. Driving her wandering
lhoughts to the side, she approached a small lean-to
imoffering drinks of a stronger variety than what was in
plastic drums dispensing the potato-based liquor.

Several ebony-skinned men with huge frames stood
warby, smoking large cigars which contained a brutal
mrcotic favored by some of the members of the
Iganization with a particularly strong constitution.
Ihey were hand-rolled with wild-growing tobacco,
lled rabbit tobacco, but interspersed with ample
mounts of a mild hallucinogenic substance called
erebranam’ and finally dipped into another chemical
iften thought to be an equivalent to the embalming
Uid of pre-apocalyptic times) which acted as a sedative.
e combination of mild hallucinogen, nicotine

vor from the commander, who considered them
iperior to many of the other racial strains and, because
pir ancestors had lived in the area for hundreds of
s before the nuclear wars and had not always been
| good terms with the state, they were considered
lural resistance fighters who were able to roll with the
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punches to a higher degree than some of the genetic
strains who had socially been raised on the soft tit of
luxury, making the latter sub-species all the more
neurotic and destroyed when the world came down
around their heads in a sea of nuclear fire.

The men did not notice Nadezhda as she walked
beneath the awning of the stall, where a small boy
around ten years of age manned a primitive non-electric
refrigeration unit made of some put-together pieces of
insulated material, surrounded by a few cartons and
various plastic cups. Nadezhda smiled at the boy, who
promptly grinned in return. His beady eyes ran over
every inch of her body within a few seconds, greedily
imagining the specifics of the slight curvatures that
existed under the black uniform.

‘Hello, brother, Nadezhda said smoothly, aware of
the young man’s interest and fully intending to take
advantage of the situation and give the youth a thrill in
the process.

‘Hello, sister...” said the youth, his voice trailing off
inadvertently amidst his rapture.

Obliquely, Nadezhda raised one hand and cupped
her breast through the fabric, pursing her lips slightly
while nodding toward the tankard. ‘Please set me up
with one of those, brother, and perhaps I will set you up
with one of these later.

~ She tapped her small breast, the curvature of which
was barely noticeable beneath the fabric.

The youth went to preparing the requested liquid
extra quick.

Nadezhda would be enjoying a mixture of
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promethazine, codeine syrup and a mild alcohol made
from the rotting persimmons that fell down from the
boughs of the trees in the fall, combined with ice. The
purpose of the drink, which Nadezhda favored, was to
produce a state of extreme somnolence, lowering of
respiration capacity and producing a dissociative state.
As the young boy prepared the concoction she eyed him
ppraisingly; she would have to show him a thing or
lwo before the night was over.
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CHAPTER 7

f

 the field marshal returned to his encampment he
uld smell the unmistakeable aroma of roasting flesh
or an open fire. Beneath his thick mustache he smiled
id mentally commended the acumen of his guards for
ir practicality. After he had left them alone with their
ctims, they had paired up, one guard holding the
and the other guard holding the still ball-gagged
r tightly against a tree. By this time the baby was
owever blood was still trickling from the bayonet
which had spiked directly through its heart,
ing massive internal bleeding in its infantile frame.
ard held the baby, manipulating its dead body
like a sick marionette and, once close to the
1's face, took great delight in squeezing the baby
ird as he could, causing blood to belch out of the
d mouth. The mother's face widened in a total rictus
OITOT.
we take this gag off of you, are you going to

I'he guards looked to the mother's eyes for any sense

ymprehension but saw nothing. The fact that the field
rshal had told them to have a good time essentially
that they could do whatever they wanted with her
| that more than likely any intelligence she might field
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them would be of minimal value or else the field marshal
simply did not care in this instance. Their motivation in
considering taking off the gag was part sense of
responsibility that she should be interrogated at least a
little bit and partly interest in her mouth in general.
‘Listen, bitch, we have listened to your screaming
enough for one day. If you scream when we take off this
gag do you know what we are going to make you do?’

The woman shook her head in negation.

‘We are going to make you eat your baby, isn’t that
right?” The mother's masked guard nodded in
affirmation to his anonymous partner. Fresh tears began
streaming down the woman'’s face.

‘We are not going to let you eat all of it, though,
because we are most definitely going to be eating most of
it ourselves, isn’t that right?” The guard nodded at the
other guard who nodded in turn.

One guard held the baby in his arms in a mock sense
of parenting, gently rocking the corpse and looking at
the small bleeding infant through his black goggles.

The other guard had the woman pinned to the tree
with one hand and with his other hand he pointed in her
face, making sure to psychologically send the message
home. He was very interested in interrogating her, or at
least pretending to.

‘If you make us eat the baby then we are going to
have to take our masks off and if we take our masks off
that means that you are going to have to die because you
can’t know our identities, now can you? Can you, you
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fucking bitch, you stupid fucking whore? The guard
emphasized his misogynistic diatribe by thumping her
head against the rough bark of the pine tree, further
ndding a debilitating measure to the situation.

The guard motioned for the other guard holding the
baby to set her down and assist him. He took a hold of
he woman’s hair and dragged her into the clearing,
lorcing her to her knees on the forest floor, covered with
lallen pine needles. As the guard removed the ball gag
ftom her mouth, the other guard held a huge survival-
le combat knife, hefting its weight threateningly in his
hands to remind the woman to keep her sound pressure
evel down.
~ ‘There is no one here except for you, me, my friend

tapon. The woman did not react. She had just seen her
fant child bayoneted and then mutilated in front of her
ce; whatever the guards intended to do to her would
0l make an impression after the previous ordeal - or so
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The guard ripped open the woman's blouse, revealing
her breasts, pale white and topped with large, succulent
and prominent areolae. The guard reached out and
slapped them with his gloved hand, bringing out a gasp
from the woman’s mouth. Her eyes widened in hatred,
but she didn’t say anything at the sudden perfunctory
humiliation and shock of the sudden blow. The guard
moved toward her and began massaging her breasts
with one hand and feeling her underneath through her
thin cotton pants with the other hand, having resheathed
his knife.

The other guard was near the edge of the forest and
looking around the trees. Both guards were still
completely blacked-out and obscured due to dark-tinted
goggles and balaclavas. The forest was becoming dark in
the twilight of the hour with shadows forming around
the second guard as he reached into a tree and broke off
a stout, whippy branch, breaking the cut with a small
machete that had been attached to his belt. Smelly sap
oozed out the green hardwood branch.

‘Get the gag back on her!’ yelled the guard
massaging the girl. The second guard approached,
carrying his freshly cut punishment rod in one hand and
removing the ball gag from a small pouch at his belt with
the other. ‘Got it right here,” he said.

The sense of menacing was made strange and alien
by the mens' anonymous and bleak disguises. There was
no personalism to relate to and within the horrified mind
of the victim. Nothingness oozed forth from the bleak,
horrific black-masked faces staring from seas of
blackness, the slight microscopic image of herself

94

IRON GATES

~ peering back from their mirrored effect, showing her
~ tortured face and the copses of pine and rough
hardwood in the forests surrounding them.

‘Put the muzzle on the bitch,’ barked the guard. The
second guard tossed down his switch and ran up on the
 woman, jamming the ball-gag in her mouth and
fastening the straps around the back of her head,
~ bunching her thin, wheat-blonde hair. He accelerated the
attack by ripping her shirt the rest of the way open,
revealing a gaunt, starved figure, pale and shivering. He
'~ too reached around and smacked the red-tipped breasts
with his gloved hand. ‘Steady now,” said the other
: guard.
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CHAPTER 8

Blood spurted nauseously from the shock troop’s nose as
the lieutenant bashed him in the face with a leather
encased blackjack, filled with heavy lead. The trooper
rumpled to the ground with a muffled howl as the
tenant moved in and drove a booted foot into the
man’s midsection.
~ ‘Get up, you filth!" the lieutenant screamed, gobs of
pittle flying from his mouth in unrestrained rage.
~ The lieutenant’s body pulsated, the hormones of a
blood beast riddled with organization-designed
timulants and seared together in one fleshly package
years of brutal organizational training and
brainwashing.
The lieutenant had been called out by a member of
\ternal security ten minutes before the afternoon session
d released and led into a foyer leading to a small hall
ew rooms with all the doors tightly shut. The shock
was within one of the rooms, remanded there due
reach of security protocol in unloading the rocket
the lorry before the presentation.
The trooper had been smoking while waiting for the
al security retinue to arrive to take the test model
the hangar when the team from internal security
ed. Beneath their masks he could not ascertain their
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- lake that one to out-processing satellite!’ The guards
. took off at a horrid trot, practically dragging the
unfortunate trooper along toward a side door leading
loward the hangar from the backside.
At the processing satellite guard station (‘out-
: processing’ being not a place but a thing) the head guard
on ?luty, making an absurdly incongruous sight sitting
behind a desk fully masked, goggled and suited for
- tombat, with a silenced MP5 sitting on the wooden desk,

IRON GATES
expressions of blearing, black hatred.
‘What the fuck are you doing, trooper?’ the head
guard asked.
The shock troop did not respond immediately and
instead blew a ring of smoke out from his lungs,
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WEM‘ oblivious to the situation and oblivious to the fact that he
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was adding irredeemable insult to injury by his actions.
‘Take a few steps this way, trooper. The guard
pointed to a concrete wall a safe distance away from the

live rocket. The shock troop complied. Once reaching the
wall the trooper took another drag from his cheap,
stinking cigarette at which point the guard summarily
smacked it out of his hand.

“You are a fucking idiot, trooper!’

This time the guard smacked him in the face. A red
handprint spread across the trooper’s face as his
cigarette slowly burned out a few feet away.

"You fucking motherfucking stupid fucking idiot!’
screamed the guard. ‘That rocket is live, brother! You
should have felt damn lucky to be responsible for having
any part in the transporting of that weapon or being
close to it at all’ The shock troop began to backtrack.

Listen,  had no idea what that thing was, L.

The shock troop was cut short with one black leather-
gloved finger held menacingly in front of his face.

‘Shut up! Shut the fuck up! If you do not know now
then you are about to learn. Take this filth out of here!’

The guard raised his hand in a swift gesture and two
other guards marched over and took hold of the errant

shock trooper.
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‘Hltelned with growing ire to the report from his detail.
He was doing what?’ the head guard asked the men

Incredulously.

The apprehending guards proceeded to brief the

lsident security chief on the situation in full. The shock

ltoop was summarily ushered into a small enclosed

tourtyard with high concrete walls rising on either side

0f him and a pale sun shining above.

- ‘Guard.

Back at the desk the security chief motioned one of

4 internal security personnel over to him.

- ‘Do you have a few minutes?’

‘Whatever you need.’

- ‘Good.’

‘Get into the conference and find the lieutenant and
Ive him this, escort him back when he comes in case he
lbesn’t know his way.
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The lieutenant was in the throes of armaments-induced
insanity and martial fanaticism when the guard
approached him with the note. Once having finished
reading the coded message, which took less than a
minute, the lieutenant crumpled the note in his hand and
began laughing loudly, his eyes lolling around in his
skull in a decidedly maniacal fashion.

‘Let’s go, guard, let's do it!’

The guard, duly impressed with the lieutenant’s
zestful demeanor and pleased that he had been given
this particular detail, a highlight to an otherwise bad
situation, motioned for the lieutenant to follow him
toward a plain door located near the back of the
conference room.

It did not take much briefing from the security chief
after entering the small satellite station to make him
understand why they had called him in to perform an act
that any of them could have done. It was both an
honorific calling him in, a morale booster to the guards
having some official interaction with the dreaded and
infamous lieutenant and also, at base, throwing blood to
the beast - much like tossing a fresh rabbit corpse to a
ravening wolf or a slab of raw steak to a rabid dog. At
the desk, the security chief smiled to himself as he heard
the lieutenant being led into the enclosed courtyard
annex and the door slam behind him.

Not far away as the conference of attendees were
beginning to get into their own revelry, a few imagined
that they could hear the martial barking of a harsh male
voice and a few blood-curdling screams wafting across
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' the air. It was no surprise however, such sounds were
~ expected and often forthcoming for those living inside
the organization; what other events might be happening
at the secret base in addition to the conference was
~ anyone’s guess.

‘Get the fuck up, get the fuck up, get the fuck up!

The lieutenant chanted his internal mantra aloud as
he pounced like an animal upon the shock troop who lay
prostrate on the ground, clutching his abused stomach as

blood gurgled out of his nose and mouth.
. ‘GET UP GET UP GET UP!
The lieutenant's hands snarled out at the prone shock
troop like enraged asps, grabbing the trooper forcefully
around the neck and wrenching him to his feet.

‘Don’t ask, don't telll

The lieutenant was now beyond any semblance of
sanity as commonly understood. A few of the guards
inside the satellite pressed their ears against the steel
door, vainly straining to hear some sounds of the action.

purplish tongue protruded from beneath the
lieutenant’s mustache and to the surprise of the shock
troop the lieutenant began lapping the blood from his
face, swallowing it with strange gurgling noises and
feinted ‘oohs’ and “ahhs’ of an amorous encounter.

The lieutenant, his mouth now amply stained with
blood, removed his hands from the trooper's neck and
forcibly pushed him with both hands, sending him
jprawling on the ground once again, barely missing
gmashing his head against the concrete floor.

101




IRON GATES

‘Tthought I told you to get up, you slimy shit, get up! Get
up! Get up!

The groggy soldier began making the motions to attempt
to rise, rolling over on his side and supporting himself
with one of his hands. The lieutenant promptly walked
over and brought his boot down on top of the trooper’s
hand with a resounding crunch, crushing numerous
small bones and bursting blood-vessels and nerve-
endings. The trooper screamed pitifully, his bloodied
face now a total wreck, contorting at the sudden searing
pain of his smashed hand.

The lieutenant walked over to him and whopped his
blackjack at a vicious angle onto on the back of the
trooper’s head, causing his face to rebound on the floor.

‘The security guards in there told me everything!’

The lieutenant bent down, hands on his knees, to get
his face as close as possible to the trooper.

‘They told me everything, trooper!’

The lieutenant emphasized this by widening his eyes
and thumping the blackjack against his leg as he rose
and began pacing back and forth in front of the trooper’s
face, now resting on its side upon the ground.

‘They told me that you, trooper, have been passing
SECRET DOCUMENTS to the ENEMIES of the
organization, that you have made PERSONAL
ACCUSATIONS against the commander, that you have
been CONSPIRING with elements of dissent amongst
your unit, and much more as well!’
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- The trooper went into shock. Dear life itself, what on
\rth had internal security told him?

‘No...

The shock: trooper managed to let loose a pathetic
croak from his belabored lungs.

‘NO WHAT? NO WHAT? NOW WHAT HAVE YOU
BEEN UP TO, YOU MOTHERFUCKING TRAITOR PIG!
The lieutenant would have gone for the shock
{rooper’s hair, however the shock trooper was bald so
lhe lieutenant improvised by grabbing the back collar of

around the floor of the courtyard annex vigorously.
‘TRAITOR! TRAITOR! TRAITORY’

Spit flew from the lieutenant’s mouth as he capered,
yetting his already blood-encrusted mustache, as he

very so often the lieutenant emphasized his message by
macking the shock trooper on the top of the head with
is blackjack.

~ '‘BLEEEEAAAARRGGGGGG!

The lieutenant’s litanies of crimes and false
cusations, all contrived within his own mind as part of
ls interrogation ruse, began degenerating into
nimalistic sounds of unchained brutality and fury and
heer violent physical effort.

The lieutenant continued to scream, each time he
reamed he beat the lead-weighted blackjack against the
hock troop’s head a little harder and the shock troop
creamed along with him, albeit with a more defeated
lone.

~ The forced dragging had left a neat trail of blood
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spiraling around in concentric circles upon the floor of
the courtyard annex. The lieutenant stood up, slowly
catching his breath, drool dripping down his face
causing further streams of filth-encrusted clarity in his
otherwise blood-encrusted face, sweat glistening on his
forehead in beads.

The shock troop, now punished into total exhaustion,
lay like a slug.

The lieutenant walked over to the door back to the
satellite and began banging on the door, screaming. The
shock troops, their ears still pressed to the door, almost
fell over with surprise.

‘Lieutenant calling chief!” yelled the guards.

‘Well for fuck’s sake open it up and see what he
wants!’

The guards complied, opening the door to reveal the
staring, deranged face of the lieutenant. A hushed
conversation ensued and the guards returned to the
chief’s desk to relay the request. They led the lieutenant
into a makeshift lavatory where he slurped up tepid
water from an open basin.

The guards returned, one carrying a jug of blue
chemical antiseptic, a length of chain and leather
restraints, the other guard carrying a black shining
martinet, greased to perfection.

‘Be so kind as to join me, why don’t you?” said the
lieutenant, smiling, as he stepped into a small section of
light beneath the overcast sky of the courtyard. The
guards didn't even consider the implications of the
request. Personal service to the lieutenant would
catapult them in status far above anything that they
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could hope to accomplish in the backwater of being
stationed at the conference center attached to a small
security detail reserved for special duty at intermittent
events at the secret base.

The guards brought their items into the courtyard
annex, transformed into an arena of sublime punishment
through the machinations of the lieutenant, as the shock
troop lay on the ground, breath slow in trained survival-
reflex relaxation to the severe trauma he had undergone
thus far. Such semblance to relaxation would not last
long.

‘Strip him,” ordered the lieutenant. “And bind him,’
he added, as an afterthought.

The guard carrying the restraints and the antiseptic
set the clear container upon the ground and then knelt,
removing various chain and leather restraints from his
utility belt and arranging them neatly according to their
use.

The guard approached the shock troop and began
moving the mostly limp body onto its back, beginning to
unbutton the uniform shirt. If it wasn’t going to be of
any use to him anymore then others in the organization
could certainly use it. The shock troop began to struggle
slightly and the guard got up close on his face.

‘Listen to me, trooper, we are going to strip you. If
you want me to push my fist straight through your face
then let me know. If you don't struggle, who knows?
You might have a fighting chance at staying alive.’

The shock troop stopped his feeble struggling and
the guard thought to himself in satisfaction how easy it
had been to play the false psychological ruse on the
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prisoner. Being knocked unconscious would definitely
be a progressive move in counterpose to waking
consciousness prior to what was coming. All was
predicated upon the measured heightening of the levels
of abusive tactics being applied both psychologically and
physically.

The guard finished removing the combat jacket and
then took off the shock trooper's shirt, revealing a well-
exercised chest and torso and a few grisly tattoos of
atomic mushroom clouds, armored skeletons and naked
women in various states of undress. The guard noted
them internally with favor.

‘Put him in the corner and in the second stress
position.’

‘Get up, trooper’ the guard commanded the shock
trooper. The shock trooper complied, rising unsteadily to
his feet, gore from his face streaking down his neck.

‘Take off your boots and trousers.’

The trooper bent over to begin fumbling with his
bootlaces and promptly fell over.

‘Goddamnit!" screamed the lieutenant and walked
over to the shock trooper, kicking him brutally in the
midsection, however carefully holding back, the gesture
being more for psychological effect than physical,
sufficing however to cause the victim a considerable
amount of pain without a strong amount of damage,
additional damage which could easily move into
terminal levels in light of the trooper’s present state.

The lieutenant promptly grabbed the shock trooper
by the arm and began dragging him over to a corner of
the enclosed building, propping his frame face-forward
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the corner of harsh and rough concrete blocks. The
lieutenant reached around the front of the man’s waist
and unbuckled his pants in one fell motion, then
dragging the man’s pants and underwear down his legs,
tevealing his naked flesh. He left them pooling around
the man’s ankles.
~ ‘Well, I'm sure as hell not taking off those fucking
boots myself!’ the lieutenant yelled, his head careening
{oward the general direction of his contracted assistants.
The guard whose activity with the prisoner had been
taken over by the lieutenant promptly pounced down on
the ground and began wrestling the boots off the shock
{rooper with surprising rapidity.

The guard threw his pants and remaining garments
off to the side along with the boots and walked over to
where the restraints were laid out on the ground and
started expertly and rapidly picking them up and
placing them upon the prisoner in a well thought-out
‘and predetermined manner.

The first was handcuffs which were attached behind
his back. Following this were several restraints which
bound a thick leather strap around the inside of the
man’s knee pits and around the upper part of his back,

The lieutenant taunted the trooper from several paces
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away. _

The lieutenant walked up to the other guard who
had for the extent of the scene thus far simply been
standing a few yards away in the courtyard, holding his
vicious and expertly oiled martinet, various straps
coiling around each other with the ends tied like a knout,
ready to pound in the finer points of discipline even into
the most recalcitrant of errant personnel.

‘Bring that little slut to heel, gentlemen!’ the
lieutenant roared.

The guard with the whip looked toward the
lieutenant at the statement of his orders, as the lieutenant
had approached him briskly before speaking, getting
directly into his masked face and laughing with an
atrocious glee. The lieutenant then, in an unprecedented
move, suddenly pulled up the man’s ski mask until right
below the eye level, where the balaclava was held fast
with the elastic strap attaching the dark goggles in the
uniform prevalent trend of appearance within the
guards of internal security.

The lieutenant stood in front of the guard blocking
the vision of the other guard who was in the corner,
busying himself with arranging the shock troop in the
correct stress position. The shock troop sat on his knees,
completely immobile, his head resting on its side, the
side of his face resting on the cold stone floor and his
crown pressed up against the corner, grating against the
edges of the concrete blocking. His buttocks and backs of
his legs were exposed fully to the guard who finished
attaching the last rings into the apparatus.

The lieutenant darted his tongue into the mouth of the
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surprised guard, the latter whose one hand was resting
at his side and the other hand grasping the martinet,
leaving the lieutenant at leisure to perform whatever
molestation was now occurring.

The lieutenant finished with his oral stimulation and

ran a finger across the red lips of the guard, before
patting his face and pulling the balaclava back down and
testoring the guard’s usual sense of concealment. The
lieutenant finished his gesture by reaching down and
pently massaging the guard’s member through his pants,
checking for signs of sexual stimulation, before sliding
his hand around and clutching the guard’s right cheek
\with a firm grasp as he moved his mouth close to the
frea of the guard’s ear and whispered: ‘I hope 1 see
[ _\Dmething interesting out there, or else you are going to
pet it!’ The lieutenant released the guard and stood aside,
" if to gesture the guard forward toward his awaiting
captive. The guard moved swiftly out from the area of
{he lieutenant, duly noting the gravity of his words and
‘. ached the corner where the shock troop awaited,
pathetic in defeat. Without ceremony, the guard began
\ls work.
; The whip flew through the air, its ends splaying and
en connecting again firmly on impact as they drove
IL0 the prostrate soldier. The bulk of the martinet’s sting
ltled over the curvature of the man’s obscenely
lationed posterior, the ends of the whip snaking
: d, hitting his lower back and the small parts of the
de of his chest which were able to be exposed in
?endum due to his extremely confining level of
siraint. The shock troop let out a bleat of pain.
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The guard continued along the same course, striking
with full force and as hard as possible, the long snaking

tentacles of the whip predictably splaying forth and then

reconnecting as they impacted the naked skin of the
e flesh. The

shock trooper’s totally exposed and yulnerabl
shock troop screamed with each impact until, after

twenty strokes, the screams began to taper off into a

gurghing sound of pure exhaustion, mental collapse and
stress-induced psycho-physical preakdown.

‘Rape him, why don't yot friend!’ the lieutenant
laughed.

The guard did not see the humor in the situation, but
duly went forward, placing the martinet on the floor and
Kkneeling as he began undoing his pants- Surprisingly, he
found that his member was already erect when he pulled
his underwear down to his knees. The lieutenant noticed
the man’s endowment and began a mocking clapping in
the background.

Very good, guard, quite good! Now giv
show, why don’t you?

The shock troop began grunting in protest as the
guard moved his erect member into the shock trooper’s
entrails, already well lubricated with the sheath of sweat
that had formed over his entire body from the already
serious martinet whipping and the thorough physical
beating that had gone on before. Although trebly
humiliating, the current action was well-timed by the
lieutenant to keep the prisoner alive for some bit longer,
as continued flogging at the intensity that the guard had
been delivering thus far would have sent him into shock,

comatosis and then death only within a span of ten to

e us a little

110

IRON GATES

fifteen minutes mo
- re, .and perhaps consi
. sc,i el;c;:rz;zr sophlsFicated it rp;ight ]:(lede‘:/zz)l}rll e
e d.casual’c%es were apt to 0CC1,11‘ es O‘t Iy
o :1 ff}_’u cor}dltions such as these. espedaly
K. exerﬁor{ )y adse.u? the.blearing and fanatic ecst
e r.mmstermg torture, held firml o
e apilelr s sides as he plunged his erect };10111‘"0
. lqavm’co the trooper’s rectum. Thef) sli &
. somefh seen, this coming theoretically. btftc'k
. hearinmg else participating in sorr;eth' .
- within the men in ghiasb ?11:1: ujkh e T By gos}:if
. i, i . Against all tho
v‘depleteg ystat};h};}ilcal impossibility due to his uggel‘rllte a?d
- begir;nine shock trooper himself felt his oy
. g to harden, the sudden stimul fn
— clounteraction to the martinet la ;tilr?n
o g;uardp e bleeding lacerations on his buito kg,
J: e agv:;sstntc})‘w duly agitating as his osvri
| e wounds in the context of his
- From the distance the lieu
scene unfolding before hi::.n ZIIIt (iat};?: 3\; lau%hing .
as of course

uC}l situations and duly m.hablted t]fl.ls paIthuIaI
L )' s
e Ihe heutella[lt C]apped llalder VVhen ]:le heard ﬂ'le

111




IRON GATES

proffered martinet from the guard and began laying on
the stripes heavy and hard without mercy. The shock
trooper, still stunned from the rape, began howling in
pain as the lieutenant drove the whip mercilessly into
the man’s back, thighs, legs and whatever else exposed
part the tendrils of the whip decided to impact upon.
The lieutenant was going at it as hard and reckless as
could be imagined, with little concern at this point for
the amount of injury he was causing. The guards looked
at each others’ masked faces and both knew that the
lieutenant was now going in for the terminal gesture.

The shock trooper continued to yell as the lieutenant
laid the whip on.

‘Hope that you enjoyed the ministrations of the
guard there, trooper, for that is the last pleasure that you
will ever experience in this lifetime!’” The lieutenant
punctuated his statement with peals of obscene laughter
which echoed throughout the courtyard.

The shock trooper’s screams began to fade and
although the martinet continued beating without cease
into his exposed flesh the cries of pain no longer came.
The shock trooper had passed out and gone into mild
shock from the heightening levels of pain.

‘Bring me the antiseptic!’ shouted the lieutenant,
drawing the martinet away from the soldier’s flesh and
massaging its now bloody filaments with his hand. The
guard carried the large container of bluish chemical
liquid over to the lieutenant and exchanged the container
with the whip. ‘Clean that up, we don’t want a good
implement like that being ruined from the blood of that
little piece of shit!” The lieutenant gestured to the shock
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tooper, although it was clear who he was talking about
evertheless.

- The lieutenant removed the cap from the container,
ending an acrid smell of alcohol-based industrial-
Irength cleaning liquid wafting into the cold afternoon
lr, Without any ado, the lieutenant took the base of the
ontainer in one hand and the handle near the spout in
e other and tossed a large portion of the liquid onto the
ounds of the shook trooper. The shock trooper was
awake, screaming in horrid tribulation as the
[tohol burned into his exposed wounds. The lieutenant
nponded by sloshing some more of the liquid upon the
's flesh and kicking him out of the corner so that he
now lay bound in some sort of disturbing version of the
position.

One of the guards walked over to the shock trooper,
(tking him and nudging him with his boot so that he
b facing upward toward the lieutenant. The lieutenant

| then began pouring the antiseptic chemical straight
o the shock trooper’s face, the first quantities of which
mptly went into the shock trooper’s mouth which
p agape, the chemical blue liquid causing him to
r and begin puking, which only fell back down upon
face and dribbled along the side of his neck. The
mical burn began doing its horrid work upon the
trooper’s eyeballs and flesh. The lieutenant ceased
ddling him letting him fall back once again into the
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perverse version of the fetal position and then continued
to douse him with the liquid until the entire fifteen-
gallon canister had been completely emptied on the
man’s naked body.

If you still want your restraints now is the time to
get them off, guards.” A guard scrambled with keys in
compliance, removing the handcuffs and other restraints
and watching as the man’s body collapsed out from the
forced stress position, covered in slimy blue liquid and
his own blood and filth.

“You could have easily avoided this entire incident,
shock trooper, had you not taken it upon yourself to put
the commander’s mission in jeopardy by your idiotic
actions. Had you committed a blunder at another time,
perhaps there would have been more leniency for you.
Unfortunately for you, you decided to act the fool not
only concerning what is arguably the highest priority
development for the organization in many years, but
doing so at a time when all of us are busy celebrating
this newly unveiled device which you, in your stupidity,
nearly destroyed by accident! Thankfully there were
some knowledgeable persons who were able to identify
your mishandling of the situation and correct you before
your actions spiraled into real damage. What you have
done today is real damage however, because you have
dishonored your entire unit and whoever knew you will
have to look back in shame at the fact that there was
association between you. Isn’t that a shame? Your bitch
of a mother and bastard of a father, should you have any
and should they still be alive, will be subjected to shame
upon shame until their last pathetic days are spent, does

114

IRON GATES

{hat please you? Furthermore and most direly, you have
put out these fine men,” the lieutenant gestured toward
~ Ihe guards, “who should have been better spending their
{ime in celebration and revelry at the glorious new
armaments development. Thus we have to say goodbye
{0 you now and put this chapter to a close.”

Ihe lieutenant took a few steps away and removed a
packet of cigarettes from his jacket pocket and then
temoved a lighter from the other. The shock trooper’s
‘eyes were bare slits, their film covering slowly burning
away from the chemicals in the antiseptic and the man
‘was as such unaware of what was transpiring, having
barely heard the lieutenant’s monologue through the
sirens of his own excruciating pain. The guards looked
at the lieutenant in awe. With a brief motion, the

«i ament of bluish smoke. As soon as the ember reached
Ils peak of heat the lieutenant threw the cigarette down

With low-intensity flame across the areas that had been
iaked by the antiseptic.

/ s
We're done here, men, I am going to request that

‘None whatsoever, sir.’

‘The shock trooper’s body slowly burned, his semblance
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of screaming garbled and low. The incendiary in the
liquid would quickly burn down but only after taking a
serious amount of flesh off of the unfortunate shock
trooper who had deigned to smoke in the presence of the
commander’s rocket.

‘Get a few of your undercorpsmen to come in here
and keep watch on him should anything happen. He will
probably need some more antiseptic and a good hard
scrubbing inside a closed punitive unit to heal those
burn wounds.” The black humor of the statement was
not lost on the guards. One of the guards gathered up
the restraints and empty canister along with the
martinet, while the other guard unlocked the door and
led the lieutenant out from the courtyard annex and back
inside the hallway of the satellite security unit. The three
men disappeared into the corridor and the door closed
with an audible click. On the ground, slowly burning,
lay the half-dead body of the shock trooper, staring
listlessly up into the gray and unforgiving sky, beaming
down its dead light upon the horrid landscapes of the
post-nuclear world.
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CHAPTER 9

herself was working her way deep into a heavy state of

i
11

mg other organizational brass, eagerly awaiting the
ossibility of Nadezhda taking a continuing interest in

1 Large groups of men and women dressed all alike in
¢ standard organizational uniform, distinguished only
ightly by small modifications to their uniform that
otfed them as being part of this or that specific
anizational sector, stood around the burning barrels
f refuse, inhaling the stinking smoke of charred trash
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previously restricted chemicals and substances that had
once been carefully kept away from the populace in days
past in order to not cause an inadvertent breakdown in
the social fabric. Such breakdown in the social fabric was
no longer a concern, since society as it once had been had
simply ceased to exist and, unlike previous times, the
rule of dictatorship was strict and more obscene than
anyone could have ever imagined in the past - such a
small inducement as temporary change in one
individual's psycho-physical makeup was not enough to
bring down the iron fist of the commander that made its
way into the life of every person under the rule of the
chain of command of organizational hierarchy.

It would be an understatement to say that the
constitution of the average person had become much
harsher after the nuclear wars, and those who lived
within the confines of organizational facilities and areas
controlled by the group were subject to persistent
psychic driving techniques without end that custom-
made them to face death, commit death and any and all
things in between. Although how widespread nuclear
war would affect the surviving populace had been the
subject matter of various speculative studies in the
hallowed halls of academe of old, as well as in the offices
and research faciliies of large militaries and
governmental ~organizations, nothing could have
prepared those individuals (they themselves long since
dead from the blasts themselves or having whiled out
their last days, their eyeballs melted, bodies sick from
radiation poisoning and inhabiting a blind and suffering
existence on the outskirts of the once-great metropolises)
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for the way that humanity had actually been affected.
For many of them, observing the way that life went on in
the present, it would have not seemed to be deigned
with the title of humanity or life as it was once known at
all, even in contrast to the premeditated moral
degradation present prior to the nuclear conflagration.
With a celebration of this much weight, the situation
on the ground at the conference was sure to go in
interesting directions before the night was finished and
at present it was still only mid-afternoon, with the final
conference session (which would be perfunctory and
ritual more than a working meeting like the last several
days) still several hours away. Already the roasting pork
was sending a delicious aroma throughout the air,

- masking whatever fallback odor there might have been

wafting through the wind from the annex courtyard

| where a certain unfortunate shock trooper had just been
it aflame by the lieutenant.

‘Nadezhda moved over to an empty space of wall where
one of the many corrugated steel buildings was arranged

o frame the space of the courtyard and sat down cross-

lgged, leaning her back against the wall and slowly
drinking her beverage. The sedative effect of the drink
Increased her state of deep thought as she considered the
Itajectory of the last several days. The conference had
bheen much more than she had bargained for, first with
\er beginning amorous encounters with the dreaded and
Infamous lieutenant, followed by his promise to establish
her in torture center as a SAC and then finally with the

ouncement from her father in front of hundreds of
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people earlier that he had just finished a high-end
armaments project under the direction of the
commander himself. Although familyism and any sort of
patronage based on birth was officially discouraged
within the organization, family ties still meant
something on a visceral level and despite the
organization’s level of brainwashing and ideological
remolding it was hard to fully eradicate the feelings that
came with biological relationship. This was apparent as
various members of the organization, passing by her
location, would stop briefly and nod or wave as they
went about their way. She had positioned herself far
enough from the crowd that it would be obvious if
someone was approaching her for face-to-face
conversation, which might have brought the attention of
roaming security guards or surveillance teams in plain
uniforms who might be watching for anything off-color
following the announcement. The development of the
new weaponry was politically the equivalent of
throwing a piranha in a tank of fish and everyone was
both suffuse with excitement but also on edge and on
guard as to what this would mean for life in general
within the organization. The commander had been
increasing the level of discipline and severity within the
organization in a highly graduated fashion over the last
several years and the manifestation of their new armed
capability had something to do with the preparation that
had been ongoing, although they had not known quite
what they were preparing for and still didn’t fully, only
relying on the word of the commander and faith that he
would be leading them in the correct direction as he had
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for decades since soon after the last atomic bomb
wreaked its hideous work upon the earth. Within the
organization there was really no competition for
leadership with the commander. There were more
apparent and visible leaders who people interacted with
on a more frequent basis yet the commander was
untouchable, far beyond the scope of mnormal
consideration and, as such, he was bullet-proof
Ieputation-wise. His practical acumen was without
(uestion as could be seen in their collective gradual
ascent in power and influence in the post-apocalyptic
world under his practical leadership.
Nadezhda had only worked her way a quarter of the
way down her drink before she began feeling very
lisoriented. She was glad that she had stationed her
back against the wall because the support now seemed
Necessary rather than only a welcome respite to
landing. She would wind out her time here and look in
lhe crowd, seeing if the lieutenant would make an
pearance. She hadn’t seen him since before the
fternoon conference session began and was surprised,
5 he was not usually one to break from such revelry.
‘deed, in such a momentous occasion as this, his
resence would not only be palatable but expected by
other attendees. Her co-workers in internal security
ode-breaking and surveillance analysis, who had some
dea of the relationship between she and the lieutenant
uring the conference thus far, she had spotted a few
ards off, their eyes locked lustily onto the greasy,
Woking flesh of one of the gargantuan swine and their
irge plastic mugs filled to the brim with the potato-

I
i
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based liquor that was flowing like water from the tapped
tanks stationed throughout the courtyard.

‘Bring them on in, corporal!’ a black-masked internal
security guard barked to a pock-marked shock trooper
wheeling a small camper-like device on wheels. From
inside the camper one could hear the faint whimpering
of children. All around the courtyard the eyes of the
various organizational brass lit up with unconcealed
delight. The shock trooper had brought in a cage full of
captured children from one of the recently conquered
territories. The adults had remained stationed back at the
place where the combat took place and set to slave labor
at various hard physical tasks in support for the
organizational armed forces that were now stationed
there, and the children had been taken away as a
punitive measure. A secret underlying reason the
children had been removed was to provide them as
entertainment for the organizational brass on just this
occasion. Bald lust showed on the faces of the people
present, some more than others, in gratitude at the
commander’s thoughtfulness in this regard. The corporal
brought the trailer to a stop and the end, which would
have once hooked to a automobile but was now being
pulled by man-power, dropped onto the ground, putting

the trailer at a tilt and causing the captives inside to slide
around, which elicited some more sounds of discomfort
from inside, much to the pleasure of the mass of
organizational personnel who were now watching
closely. Two masked guards with the usual silenced MP5
submachine guns stationed themselves at either side of
the trailer door as the corporal saluted and went off
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toward the liquor dispensers, intent on getting heavil
dn;.mk before all was said and done. The make of ’rh}el
trz.uler was such that no one could see inside, only the
faintest sounds escaped, increasing the speculation and
lust of the conference attendees in treble fashion.

A .crowd began gathering around the area where the
traﬂer. was now parked, various men and women in
organizational garb and black-masked security strainin
to 1:1631‘ the soft sounds of children crying, which ﬁlleg
the.1r loins with delight and feelings of profound
satisfaction in their evil hearts. The theft of children
amongst the areas that were taken captive by the
orga‘mzation were at once one of the greatest terrors for
t}'.le inhabitants so targeted and also one of the most
piquant delights for those within the organization, who
reveled in child abuse, the destruction of the ﬂov:rer of
youth in various fashions, also delighting them as well
because they, holding themselves to a higher standard
th;.m the moth-eaten moralities of the past, which put
childhood on a pedestal, found it highly amusingpto
understand that through the satiating of their own base
ple.:asures that such simple activities would so highl
agitate those who were less developed and who hadgno);
been conditioned under the merciless discipline of the
commander and his organizational apparatus.

A blank-faced woman in her late thirties, strin
yellow hair hastily tied up with strands fallil;g dov%i
uPon the collar of her black uniform jacket, looked with
milky anticipation at the filthy trailer and the two
submachine gun-armed security who watched over it
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She had never given birth, always shoving some tense
wire into her vaginal canal whenever the telltale signs of
pregnancy had hit her years ago when she cavorted with
other members of the shock troops and security attaches
to the mechanics’ brigade on campaigns. Her love life
had fallen since then and the thought of young children
brought out motherly feelings within her, distorted with
sexual perversion and an innate desire to see young
blood spilled. Especially blood, rebellious blood, from
lands beyond the commander’s control. She imagined
that the seeds of defiance in those white and red blood
corpuscles might act as some magical elixir that would
cause her own physical vigor to return to her, what little
of it she ever had, being of several generations of those
highly affected by residual radiation. She imagined her
ideal child victims as one hand snaked down to her
crotch, shamelessly masturbating through the black
fabric of her uniform pants as her other hand held a cup
of harsh liquor which she consumed greedily, the slick
rotten-egg color dribbling down her chin. She felt herself
being shoved to the side as younger and more healthy
attendants moved their way forward to hear the sounds
of the child victims. She giggled to herself sickly, before
moving toward the side of the crowd to finish herself off
in a ruinous act of self-satisfaction, the images of young
flesh dancing lecherously in the clouded confines of her
mind.

A portal opened up in the side of one of the metal
hangar walls and a jeep slowly rolled out, powered by a
cacophonous engine spurting pollution from its tailpipe.
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A drab olive gray, the well-maintained monster was
driven by two masked guards and standing on the bed
stood a monstrous woman, nearly six feet tall. The
crowd erupted in screams of frenzy as the machine
rolled slowly out, flanked by eight submachine gun
carrying members of internal security, armed to the teeth
and highly intimidating. The commandant standing on
the bed was of super-high rank, wearing a pointed black
helmet of fine mesh and one bleak bar of horizontal
goggle lens and erstwhile garbed in a shining black
outfit of skintight design and unknown fabric origin. Her
large breasts shone like bleak and deadly moons encased
in the shining black fabric, one of her waspish and
skeletal hands carefully holding a vial containing a green
poison liquid, her other clasped triumphantly on the bar
separating the bed from the cab of the military
automotive.

Her waist bore a thick nylon utility belt with a harsh
nursery strap hanging to one side along with
implements such as night sticks, restraints and then, in
the other, a bleak, long-nosed pistol in a stellar black
holster. She was of the elite of the elite, a god in the flesh,
the touted female known as the commandant - never
seen but worshiped throughout organization-run
territories as a black mistress of death, destruction and

- imploding schizophrenic blood lust - creeping like a

mustard gas mist across the destroyed and devastated
plains of a post-nuclear hell. Her pictures had sprouted
up ten years ago, traded and dispensed as icons by a
strange cult that had cropped up within the
organization. Like many of these intelligence-born
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viruses, the cult's operational influence over the
populace came about overnight, sprouting suddenly like
some poisonous mushroom, as livid-sounding characters
in the garb of internal security operating off-hours began
spreading the rumor about a great black terror, garbed in
the most horrific bleeding nightmares of the post-nuclear
world, holding the power of total destruction in her
hands. Soon pictures of her uniformly disguised face
began cropping up on corners of settlements and on
bulletin boards, and then they began appearing on the
desks of various organizational personnel. One more
hideous cult microbe had been released into the
superstructure of the organization by the iron will and
nightmarish genius of the commander.

From black reinforcement steel poles attached to the
back of the jeep flew black flags, emblazoned in the
center with a large circular bluish globe depicting a mild
sky, with a giant red, orange, yellow and black atomic
mushroom cloud filling the firmament, sending black
and red rivers of death flying outwards upon all living
things. This was her flag, the flag of total death. The
crowd of three-hundred or so were divided, some
surging toward her, although steering clear of the
marching heavily-armed security beside her, and some
standing off but watching ever so intently. This was the
division between her devotees and her non-devotees.
The fanatics of the sect were at once drawn forth into the
highlight of the spectacle, well-conditioned and
expectant of her eventual arrival, which was now nigh.
This reflex was no matter overall, however, considering
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the fact that many more of these cult gods would begin
to manifest ‘during the night” according to the sublime
psychological plan of the commander and the highest
echelons of internal security, devised by the glistening
elite amongst intelligence.

Certain members of the audience began bleating like
disturbed goats, throwing themselves forwards toward
the area where the slowly moving tires of the jeep were
proceeding. They were summarily kicked in the face and
shoved out of the way by internal security for temporary
quarantine - the deaths in her ritual would be carefully
controlled for the audience. She was compared to the
mother of death, who would nurse her own children
then destroy them without any mercy whatsoever, keen
on the perverse obliteration of their mortal lives and
feeding upon the astral lifeforce of the pain spreading
around their dying and pained forms, like a toxic sponge
drawing upon the rivulets of surrounding sour blood.
The zenith of killing would come soon enough.

The woman on the back of the jeep, known as the
deity called the commandant and revered hitherto as
some mystic potency residing within the physical body
of the commander, had now manifest. From her
glistening black hip she removed a large thick-gauge
needle nearly the length of a railroad spike and held it

~ aloft as the audience screamed in devotion. Another line

of uniformed security emerged from another doorway
into the corrugated metal building, forming a flank in
front of the jeep as the vehicle came to a halt, idling and
then shutting off as deep electronic rumbling erupted
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from some hidden apparatus beneath the platform on
which the commandant stood. The low tone of the harsh
sound caused the ground beneath the feet of her
adherents to shake disturbingly. Several shock troops fell
to the ground weeping, completely in the thrall of a
hideous, black devotion.

The shining needle was held at a playful angle by the
commandant as the bellowing resonance of the gigantic
subwoofers within the floorboard of the military vehicle
emitted a deep, hellish roar that mixed with the
screaming and howled prayers from the mass of people.
A contingent of guards formed a human corridor leading
from the area around the jeep to the trailer full of
children, two of the guards began removing the huge
padlocks and slowly pulling the gate open as the burr
from the jeep’s sound system grew louder and louder.
Now audibly heard within the screams of the crowd and
the sound believed to be the voice of the commandant
herself was mixed the faint yet unmistakeable
whimpering of the children inside the prison wagon who
were being slowly and reluctantly led out. They were all
naked but surprisingly freshly clean, from toddlers to at
least two youth that looked to be in the latter stages of
thirteen. The guards were all armed with MP5
submachine guns and those who were not leading the
children out all had the snouts of their firesticks pointed
threateningly at the members of the crowd, who wisely
stayed a respectable distance away. The guards would
not hesitate to fire should the need arise. Additionally,
interfering with this activity, unprecedented as it was in
the history of the organization, was intuitively
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understood as being an unforgivable offense against the
commandant herself, who would no doubt cause a doom
more horrific than anything imaginable upon those so
infringing. The audience had a clear memory of the
would-be martyrs that had been brutally beaten away
from the area of the jeep and ushered into punitive
quarantine just a few minutes ago. To make their point
clear, two huge and vicious-looking guards, loaded with
even more heavy weight belt-fed machine guns than the
other guards, had started routinely snapping off a few
rounds here and there if the crowd deigned to get closer,
their random victims sinking to their knees in strangled
death. It continued to stay a respectable distance.

As the children were led out into the frightening
scene before them, their whimpers turned to screams,
which pleased the personnel participating in this bleak
sequence of staged horror to no end. A thin specter-like
security guard, of long limbs and lank constitution,
stood at stark attention to one side of the jeep surveying
the reaction of the crowd. During the last few moments
the commandant had discreetly handed the vial of
poisonous chemicals to the guard in question who took
them, cautiously, now cradling them between two

- gloved hands. The commandant now began lovingly

stroking the tip of the giant needle, bringing even more
attention to the malign disposition of the instrument
which was aligned toward only the most hideous of

~ tortures. As the children were forcibly led from the

trailer, screaming in horror, their eyes riveted by the
inhuman sound and the sleek, almost robotic-looking

- female encased in black and a deadly shining sight visor,
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toward whom their procession was steadily heading.
The naked flesh of the children became livid as the cold,
late afternoon air seeped into them. Within minutes, as if
moving in a nightmare, the children found themselves
bunched within a circle of security guards who forced
them into a collective huddle of young innocent flesh
before their lethal goddess. More than one guard held an
infant in his arms, merciless fingers grasped around
fragile necks in the very beginning of their development.
The commandant held the needle with one hand and
pointed a willowy black-gloved finger toward the group
of children as loud thundering sounds began emanating
from the speakers. Many personnel had raised their
hands in awe and naked worship, their eyes frozen open.
Some slumped to the ground or lay flat altogether in
total obeisance before the living goddess of death who
stood before them, an inverse valkyrie coming from the
very black soot fires of the nuclear holocaust itself. A few
shock troopers in the audience had made ample open
slices into their arms with whatever edged weapons they
possessed on their persons, letting the blood drip down
upon the ground. Others raised their wounded limbs,
mutilated from previous misadventures either internally
or externally induced, as if to hope to draw the attention
of the commandant, who appeared regal and completely
evil in countenance.

At the commandant’s gesture, one of the men
holding a baby began walking in slow procession toward
the metal rail circling round the bed of the jeep. The
commandant now leaned against the rail, her black-
encased buttocks shining in the pale afternoon light in
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psyshosis—inducing lustiness, her pointed finger now
motioning in a come-hither gesture to the child carried
by the masked and anonymous guard.

Deep within the bowels of the converted penitentiary
many miles away, the commander himself sat deep in
concentration amongst his own activities, with a filament
of his awareness in meditation upon the events which
were happening erstwhile at the conference center.

Meanwhile, the sudden appearance of the
commandant had roused Nadezhda from the lethargy of
lher excesses of intoxication and she too stood riveted
~ mouth agape in a strange devotion mixed with awe tha;
made it hard for her to look away. Without any
~ conscious purpose that she herself was aware of, she had
forced her way through the crowd and now stood onl
geveral persons back from the line of internal security a};
the procession continued and the baby, its small arms
Emeheehng in its youthful idiocy, with trunk held
gﬂrn.nly by the guard, made its approach toward the
\waiting arms of the commandant.

g Across from the scene, on the other side of the jeep
{he lieutenant stood within the crowd, the tell-tale signs
of having taken part earlier in the execution of an
Interrogation and torture still lined into his face, flanked
by two black-masked internal security members that he
had taken with him in reciprocation for their havin;

"ct.ed as willing and dutiful accomplices in saig
activities. For all the guards knew, their post with the
| 1.1tenant might be a permanent assignment from this
.omt on, to which potential fate they would be very
conducive indeed. They had arrived in the courtyard a
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few minutes before the commandant had appeared,
which was enough time for one of the guards to supply
the lieutenant with the drink of his choice, which he had
hastily consumed before sending the guard off for
another. By the time the second arrived all hell had
begun to unfold in the arena. Through the crowd, the
piercing psychotic eyes of the lieutenant had indeed
spied Nadezhda in devotional thrall, but due to distance
and positioning as well as ample intoxication on her
part, she was not aware of his distant stare.

The guard reached the bed of the jeep and raised the
infant before the commandant, its face red and smeared
with tears, and screaming continuously. ~ The
commandant reached out with one gloved hand, still
holding the needle deftly in the other, and took the
infant in her grasp, moving back to the center of the bed
of the jeep, facing the crowd and raising the infant aloft
into the air. The bass sounds amplifying from the inbuilt
speaker began to fade and now all that could be heard
was the roar of the crowd as the mistress of death stood
with her sacrifice. The baby continued to scream
horribly, its peals of distress echoing within the metal-
enclosed courtyard, mixing with the massed adulation of
the crowd. With a nodding motion toward one of the
senior guards, the guards in the front responded in turn
by raising their hands and lowering them to induce the
crowd to silence. The assembled personnel duly obeyed,
Now the only sound within the courtyard was the shill
crying of the infant, which sounded rather small and
insignificant in comparison to the roars that had jusl
been silenced by dint of their obedience in devotion.
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The commandant brought the baby closer to her breast,
testing it upon the slick black fabric with one hand. The
child sputtered and then went completely silent, the
deceit of motherly affection completely bought lock,
- stock and barrel by the traumatized youngster, too
young to understand rational intent but animalistic
enough to perceive implied physical comfort. The faces
of the crowd looked on in absolute awe at the persuasive
“und highly duplicitous nature of the commandant. The
¢hild rested upon her bosom for only a few minutes as
{he silence continued sinking into the arena. Only a few
minutes and then, as quickly as she had brought it to her
breast, she grabbed the infant by the head, palming the
ulkull like a ball and, with her other hand, thrusting the
long shining needle directly into the child's heart,
5 using bubbling blood to shoot from the wound and
hegin pouring down from the child’s mouth and nostrils
i the burst principal artery sought a passage out from
I persistent internal bleeding. Beyond several gasps of
elight the crowd continued to maintain its deadly
nce.

~ The silence was over however once the commandant
rapped her hand around the child’s throat and with

al sound of primal bloodlust curled through the
as everyone from shock troops - to

Aldly toward the corpse as it began its descent to the
iound. It never reached the ground however, for as
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soon as it came within the grasp of the mob it was ripped
limb from limb, those obtaining portions of the child’s
anatomy greedily sucking the blood from the soft skin
and chewing the flesh whole. Those who were not so
lucky to obtain a piece of the child tumbled onto the
ground on their hands and knees, attempting to suck up
any of the red elixir that had fallen to the earthen floor.

The commandant slipped the needle back into the
pouch on her utility belt and raised both hands upright,
fists clenched in victory and unmitigated authority as
her devotees and many who had become devotees just at
that moment went berserk around her. The bass sounds
from beneath the jeep bed recommenced at this time in
full bombast, interspersed with guttural, squealing
sounds that reminded one of some massive electrical
disaster. The commandant punctuated these particular
sounds by shaking her right fist in unison.

Those who were in the know and part of her cult
before the event knew that this was the veritable voice of
the commandant which could not be understood by
mortal comprehension but the message of which would
seep into the very depths of the hearts of the devotees
themselves, implanting the message, mission and nature
of the commandant within them to draw upon until they
too met her in some blood-strewn battlefield or fiery
death of a new nuclear holocaust.

Nadezhda stared unblinking upon the shining sultry
body of the commandant, her nature a black mystery,
hidden beneath her strange helm. At that moment
Nadezhda decided that she was flesh for the
commandant, she would serve the commandant and she
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Wou.ld seek to become like the commandant, a lesser
r'ephca roaming the earth in horror and blasphemy. If the
lieutenant’s promise to send her to torture center was in
carnest, which she believed it was and which would
certainly be possible now in any case due to the situation
with her father’s breakthrough in armaments, she would
make it her life’s work to imbue torture center with the
Cruelty and capriciousness of the commandant, her god
She opened her mouth wide, guzzling the last drO};s
of the chemical beverage she had still been grasping
throughout the proceedings, and dropped the empty cu
to the ground. She screamed in devotion, in mania 11}:
insanity. From several yards off, the lieutenant st(’)od
more sedately along with his new internal security
entourage. Seeing her reaction and the undeniable look

of conversion in her e i i
: yes, he smiled with knowi
satisfaction. e
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CHAPTER 10

e to see what this little one has under the hood.”

severe uniformed female wearing spectacles and
wavy elbow-length industrial rubber gloves slowly
ifted up the thin shirt of the twelve-year-old girl who
od before her, sobbing softly to herself. The nurse
the shirt up over the girl's head and tossed it aside,
aling pert small nipples attached to slightly budding
t undeveloped breasts.

‘Very good, the commandant will be pleased with
ne, I believe.’

e girl had short, auburn-colored hair and a pale
mplexion, decorated with a few freckles on her face.
the nurse spoke she directed her comments to the two
laclava-clad internal security guards who stood
chind her near the entrance to the examining room who

and removing them both, allowing them to fall
ind the child’s ankles.

e girl did as requested.
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The girl was petite but had long limbs. Her pubic arca
was covered with soft, downy hair and her skin was
perfectly smooth. As she stood in front of the nurse onc
of the guards deftly moved in, removing the bottom
garments from the floor and tucking them away with the
other articles of clothing which had been tossed off by
the nurse, placing them in a refuse bin sitting in the
corner.

The nurse turned the girl around, inspecting the
curvature of her back. She pressed the girls’ small, tight
buttocks, nodding to herself admirably at their springy
and firm consistency. Turning the girl back around
facing her she brushed away a slight shock of hair that
had fallen over the girl's face.

‘Stand up straight, eyes toward me.’

The frightened child looked toward the woman. She
could see a slight reflection of her tear-stained face in the
insect-like spectacles worn by the examiner.

The nurse wiped the tell-tale signs of tears from the
girls face and then placed her thumbs in the girls mouth,
forcing it open as she peered inside. The interior was
deep red, with some discoloring denoting malnutrition.

/If we take this one out I want you to bring some of
the dried meat and powdered protein to feed her during
the trip.’

The guard obeyed without responding  in
affirmation, moving to a cabinet and removing several
metallic packets which he placed in a multi-
compartmented rucksack that hung on his back.

‘She looks healthy enough, let’s move her down the
hall for sleep test.”
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Ihe nurse stood up and removed her i
Ahem on a metal table to her right. leg;ogrzss’pipizcag
Wil by the hand, she marched toward the open door held
Open by the guard. The second guard departed after the
‘nu‘rse and the first guard shut the door behind them
ocking it with a key attached to a large keyring helc{
around his belt. The girl's hand held firmly, the nurse
lled her along at a decent trot, the few areas of tight
Jloyant curvatures present in her physicality bouncing
et so slightly as they proceeded down the hall, the two
ards marching behind them to either side.

' ey approached a block in the corridor and a large
hck metal grate which was attached to an even larger
eel door. These, like the walls, were covered in thick
ack paint. The nurse pushed a button on the wall
hich caused a buzzer to sound deep from within the
| 1:led tsef}tlor. The little brunette at her side grimaced in
pain at the nurse’s tight gri i
jnkhngmfmstraﬁon'g grip, her little button nose
/_ With a sudden slight scent of electrical discharge the
toor slowly and jerkily opened and the group passed
through, and they were several paces down the hallwa
they heard the door begin closing again. ThZ
inside this hallway was dim red from large
lubular lights running along the side of the walls. With a
4 vature to the ceiling and a slight descent the little girl
| {a now assess that she was being led into a tunnel
w thm an underground complex. Her mind held much
scmaFion for this facility and a healthy dose of wonder
was mixed in with her fear, as not only the procedures
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she had been facing but also the building itself and the
people within it were entirely alien to her pasl
experiences. Her mother and father had died far back in
her faded memory and she had been living here-and-
there for several years now, unprotected with only briel
socialization amongst other children who roamed aboul
in certain of the outer areas. One day a few black-robed
females calling themselves nuns of someone called the
commandant had approached her while she was alone in
the wilderness.

They gave her rich food and promised that if she
came with them that she would be taken care of. Her
hesitance was washed away by the food, which was nol
only exciting in that it nourished her but that she also
began feeling strange feelings of euphoria in her body,
which caused her reasoning to associate the words
‘commandant’ and “sisterhood’ with pleasure. The food
had been drugged by the cult recruiters beforehand,
Although the girl would have probably gone with them
willingly, the recruiters did not blanch at using a little
extra persuasion and they also had a vested interest in
availing themselves of any opportunity to perfect their
techniques.

The descent into the tunnel was gradual buf
consistent and the girl could feel her chest constricting as
the pressure increased. The dull red lights shone sickly
on her naked flesh and the uniform of the nurse pulling
her along. The tunnel leveled out and led shortly to a
split in the corridor. They took the left fork and went into
the first of a long line of doors which stretched onward
into the half-darkness. They proceeded nine doors down
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10 the end of the hall, each of the doors bearing a small
vard slipcase either bearing a name, number or blank
- They entered a door bearing a blank name; the d001:
learest to it read “‘Bonn.”

A room set up like a small bedroom met the girl’s
3n2(’e upon entering, a surprising sight both because of
the incongruity with the rest of the surroundings as well
i the fact that she had never seen a room so furnished in
or life. The coziness factor mimicked something that
‘would have been familiar in another time, and it struck a
‘hord as some genetic legend living in the mind, a
throwback to the pre-nuclear period when things w/ere
more comfortable. The cinder block walls had been
: overed with some sort of synthetic siding and had been
painted a dark gray with white borders. A single bed
with a rough gray blanket folded down revealing hints
fresh white sheets and a pillow with pillowcase
tecupied one corner of the room, with a small end table
nearby.

A small light bar shone above a highly-polished
'etal mirror set over a sink. There was no running water
but the sink was stoppered and filled with clean water,
vith more stored in a bucket beneath the sink. A fem;
els and washrags were set on the edge of another
mpty bucket similarly situated nearby.

- ‘Please lay down on the bed.

k. T%’ll’.‘ nurse led her to the edge of the bed and pushed
e g'1r1’s shoulder down with a slight but firm authority
sing the youngster to involuntarily sit as instructed/
I'he slightly rough texture of the blanket caused her ﬂesl';
[0 further goose-pimple, more from reflex than
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atmospheric condition, as the air had grown somewhat
warmer once entering the room.

‘Wait outside.’

The two guards left the room and as the door shut
the last glow of the red lights from the corridor
disappeared. The electric lights inside the room were of a
soft white light which brought out the accents of the
small surroundings and seemed very soothing. The girl
considered within her mind the events as they had
unfolded thus far. She had originally volunteered to go
with the cult members, in what seemed like a very far
away but also brutally close past. One part of her mind
told her that she wanted out, wanted desperately to be
back with the stars over her head and only various other
semi-wild scavengers as her sometime and often
infrequent companions. The other part of her realized
that, despite some discomfort and shock in the
beginning, whatever she had done with the cult thus far
was probably far more engaging than the monotony of
day after day without a mission, a goal, a purpose.
Sometimes the devil you didn't know was a welcome
respite from the devil you did.

The forced stripping and consequent nakedness had
been strange for her, not that she hadn’t been naked
plenty of times before, but not in this clinical and
unnerving context. She had had her share of occasional
confused ruttings with some of the boys who roamed the
countryside but she had stayed safely away from the
better known adult predators - her life had been simple
and obscure, and she had instinctively avoided the
obvious social pitfalls which presented themselves.
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Some of the younger children who had closer memories
of some semblance of family or community had a
superstitious idea about needing protection. A greasy
bearded hoarder with a few baubles and a sweet WOI‘d,
would send these children practically falling over
themselves, tears in their eyes and emotions aflame, to
po with a strange older face. In turn they would in élue
time find that their protectors had become their de facto
captors who would do whatever they wanted with them
: unc? usually enlist them in a lifetime of drudgery,
nssisting in more large scale scavenging than to what shelz
'l'lerself was accustomed to and categorizing ancient junk
‘.from the pre-nuclear days. Such a life had no appeal for
her - let the weak sink! As a counterpose to that possible
{uture, which she saw as even less of a future than being
b olated and shiftless for all practical reasons as she had
een, the cult recruiters had presented an entirely
different animal altogether, something completely
outside of any experience or known memory. That was

actly how the cult had designed the nature of their
‘ncounter.

reas of the wilderness into which the commandant’s
| Vot.ees inserted themselves, ostensibly on behalf of
0] ga@zaﬁonal intelligence, were not on any
rganizational maps and were long distances from even
lhe farthest organizational battle lines and frontiers of
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territorial organizational cultivation. She had been
recruited by the secret of the secret, non-commissioned
contracted special operatives; now she was in their
world.

"Lay down now!

The girl snapped out of her brief mental fugue, the
atmosphere of the room was both inviting and unsettling
at once, whereas recent memories of the nurse’s
machine-like process of disrobing her earlier had been
disturbing only.

She did not intend to provoke the order of the nurse
and she laid down as directed. The feeling of her head
hitting the soft pillows, something which was unfamiliar
to her, hit her senses like heaven’s own hand.

The nurse stared discerningly through her glasses al
the girl, her paleness punctuated in contrast to the dark
fabric of the blankets, clearly visible ribs moving slowly
up her chest cavity and punctuated by hard nipples of
brownish hue, the color of ground meat that had been
allowed to sit.

‘Before I leave for the evening please be advised that
you will be staying here for approximately two nights,
which T trust will be interesting for you. This will be
your room for the remainder of your stay at this
location.” The nurse managed to crinkle the side of her
mouth slightly which apparently serviced as a smile.

“There is a wash basin there which you may use, also
a towel that you can drape around for clothing until we
issue you something more substantial. Someone will
come in and check on you intermittently.’
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e girl had no idea what the last word meant but
managed a slight nod in the affirmative nonetheless.

‘We will bring you your first meal tomorrow. For
now we want you to stay in bed and go to sleep,
someone will wake you in due course.’

- There was a plain straight-backed chair near the table
and the nurse scooted it over, positioning it in reaching
(distance of both the bed and the table.

From a drawer under the table the woman removed
0 pair of large headphones with an electrical device
Jttached to the side, which blinked in a dull blue light
every few seconds.

~ "You need to wear these through the night. Have you
‘ever seen anything like this before?’

The girl shook her head in the negative.

The nurse was not surprised.

‘There will be sounds that will come into your ears
via this device” The nurse pointed to her own ear to
phasize the point.

“You will wear them like this.’

The nurse put the device on her head to demonstrate,
then removed it with an equally efficient motion.

1 “You will hear some sounds through this device.
Keep this on throughout the remainder of the night!”

- The naked girl laid upon the bed, her head slightly
bent to the right on the pillow, eyes continuously and
cautiously watching the nurse.

‘Do not remove this device until one of our staff
instruct you to do so, this will occur after you wake up in
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the morning. Do you understand?’
The girl nodded in the affirmative.

Despite herself, as a result of the long schedule she
had undergone thus far, she felt herself becoming
drowsy. The day had begun early, and she had been in
transit on foot for several days prior with the cult
members before being transferred to a closed,
windowless black van driven by black-masked internal
security intelligence attaches in a deep evergreen forest.
There were several more of the threatening, silent figures
inside the van and being inserted in the back portion of
the windowless cargo area she was unable to ascertain
anything about her position or whereabouts as she rode,
huddled in a corner of the vehicle on the several-hour
long ride.

She had napped frequently along the way, somewhal
disturbed that the recruiters had passed her off withoul
coming along for the last leg of the journey. The
recruiters had assured her that everything would
proceed nicely and to be confident in her decision,
however their smiles were a bit too wild and
concentrated and the disparity between them and the
anonymous figures who were quite obviously some so1
of military personnel was a bit too abrupt a chang,
There was no solace to be had in their gesture.

Within several minutes of the nurse’s finishing her
instructions to the young girl, she was left alone in the
room and found herself lying on the deep, downy
pillow. Still naked, she was now beneath the covers ol
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ﬁaesl:;l a}l:ddo?h her head the strange headphone device
ached. There was a dull crackl
: : : e that sounded lik
f:i\t:rgs coming from deep within a corridor that playes
" y in the background. She was amazed. She had
lifeVer see;: aln apparatus like this in the duration of her
, much less used one. She wond
| . ; ered whe
| :m;r;ds were  coming from. This was unher:rdt-hi
;gce iri)logy m1 consideration to her background and t}?e
general and as she lay there in th
\ ese st
l1'1V1rons s%le felt the overwhelming sense of ;;I;i;;iiw
eep h’tak.mg her over, yet certain filaments ogf
pprehensiveness remained like lurkers on th
the eventide. SR
detlgli lcilg}11lts above the polished metal mirror dimmed
ull gray walls of the room now /
v . i turned smok
:ii?;:;?gg d’]c:ci)ffswu; f1n the darkness. She felt herse}l’;
: . ing, drifting. From the headph i
crackling began to be re iy
; placed by a tinklin
sounding music. She be s
| : gan to move into the early st
Z rsleep, her eyes closing and a faint smile playiri,g ui)goersl
b mouth as the ’music continued, interspersed with
[ ous atmospheric sounds, some which she could
eac}e1 and some which she could not. Waves upon a
J ;; fo;:é tth(zhsmlmd of wind whistling through treefz)s ina
st; the latter she knew well, the f
: i ormer she di
:ltl.s l;TOW some strange flutes began piping and sonzi
b egan ringing ominously, as if tolli
event directly on the horizon. s e s
} 01'3111; glrll1 was well asleep before the voices began,
] g her of the destiny that lay rolled out before;

1

her, of
h the commandant who was to be her leader and of
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what she could do for the commandant, what was
expected of her and what she needed to know to
succeed. The importance of having a total sacrifice
attitude amongst other more weighty instructions were
given in an even, reassuring yet unmistakeably
authoritative meter. The girl herself heard none of these
knowingly, as by the time the voice instructions began
she was well into the deeper stages of sleep, the
messages penetrating straight into her subconscious
mind without being vetted through the decision-making
rigors of waking consciousness. With the sound of the
voice playing in her ears, her head burrowed into the
pillow and, the smile still upon her lips, she slept.

When the morning came she was already awake. The
lights had resumed their normal daytime-level glow and
she lay obediently on the bed under the covers, the
headphones still on her head. As before, there was a fainl
crackling within them that sounded like it was coming
from far, far away. She had been told not to remove the
headphones under any circumstances, however, erring
on the side of caution, she had decided to lay in the bed
as well, maintaining the position in which she had been
left the night before until someone came for her. A sharp
knock came on the door and the nurse entered, attired
exactly as the night before yet seeming somewhat more
relaxed than she had been the previous day.

1 trust that you had a good sleep? she asked
politely.

The girl nodded in affirmation.

With measured steps, her boots clicking against (he
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floor, the nurse a

) pproached her and removed

headphones, placin: - oved the
; g them back

bedside table. ack in the drawer by the

/ ] 1 -H ] = 'l ] f !
IIeS en up and we wi I]Ilg you reaktast in one-
Ihe nurse CalIIEd a SIIlaH. courier Satdlel over one

arm and she .removed it, placing it on the edge of the end
 table and taking out a small pile of clothing.

“Try these on, these should fit you. If not, let us know
and e can adjust the size before your mornin
occup.a.tlons, understood?”  The nurse smiledg
Ilur'prlsmgly enough, and the girl could not help b ;
x sml}e b.ac.k in response in natural mimicry and reac’fri)onu
"ﬂ:us is your new uniform, hope that you will like it."
: Wlth one final grin, this time in earnest, the nurse le;
the pile of clothing on the chair and turned, retrievinfg’

her satchel and leaving the room, locking i
, lock i
With a resounding click. e b e

E Tn:l;r g;rlsrgoved to the. sink and looked at herself in
_ ~:She was surprised at how surprisingly clean
he looked in the reflection of the mirror, but no real
;_fli as the: cult recruiters had told her that
i ess was important if she was to be a member of
‘ c](:aln:imandant’ s family and, as an assist to program,
1ty had helped clean her up from her rather filthy state
". ‘ f:h they had found her in when they first came upon
e in the wilderness. This was the first time since bfin
ansported to the facility in which she had thg
| ortur‘ﬁty to endeavor to make good on comt:'muine
his specific directive given to her by her recruiters, so ai
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she cleaned she proceeded with a sense of mission and

importance.

One-half hour until breakfast was more than ample time
to clean up. She removed the towels and washcloths
from the empty bucket and set them on the floor to the
side. She was glad that she was not going to be relegated
to wearing a bathing cloth as means of dress to hide her
nakedness. Pulling the pucket out from under the sink
she squatted, sending a small stream of urine into the
bottom of the container. She straightened herself,
daubing her genitalia with one of the washrags before
pushing the bucket back under the sink.

She looked at her reflection once more in the mirror.
Her hair gave her a mischievous, sprite-like Jook of
which she was proud. One of her young friends back in
the wilderness had through some strange fashion had an

attraction to messing with peoples' hair and she had

been a frequent subject of her friend’s ministrations. She
liked to keep her hair short. With lots of strange bugs
around the forests it was simply better and more all-
around practical to do so, plus she admired the look that
it gave her and she believed that her associates did as
well, infrequent as such associations were, however.

She smiled broadly in the mirror and then frowned,
watching her reflection intently. She was interested in
being aware of the breadth and scope of her potential
facial expressions as she might employ in any given
situation. Remaining in her slight frown, she turned her
attention to the water in the sink and cupped her hands
together and brought them up to her mouth, taking
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- teveral long  draughts. Next
- . she took one
. (;:l‘(:]teklsaasntc(i) ﬁelstened it until it was soaking \Efzt 1211112
! Crilp water onto the floor. She moistened
i slil; then shook it out like a wild dog to
e IEEYed ﬂ"le washcloth over her firm
R rea;h~ rubbing first her breasts, chest and
iy the,n = 1mg aroun‘d and doing the same to her
g ef;I;:; ;@plts and feet. The water was cool
nccept exodus from ;lelgxilgleiasamly. o esion 1o
- ‘ ness was seemin
e :1 t;l)ef; laf V\Snse one, but it was early days )%e’:n :I::
‘wgorousl er d. he took one of the larger towels,and
e gre : r1ed herself off, walking over to the chai
| and hanging the towel over the side to di'l;

‘while reachin,
: g for the small pil
left for her there by the nurseI_J1 e of clothes that had been

The clothes were entirely nicer th.

g ' : an anything she
o Clz)iizlilm fher life, certainly nicer thai she 2:3
o y,hormerly had) herself and nicer than
| i c?t er.s, excepting the guards and nurse

- 51 t;essu.qg her. The cult members that had
.- seemedebwﬂdeltness wore long black flowin
B oth rich but austere as well thi
o e tgarmer.l’ts, strange as they were, r;iade
. t;l .mamacal looking, which was not
e f: clll1aracter as they had in fact acted
v a ea%'nes.tness. Too nice at certain
sl certam times but also certainly
et with - the).r were different and also
: a way that she instantly recognized that

151




IRON GATES

they could be very, very dangerous. More dangerous
than the most dangerous of the predators that roamed in
the wilderness which had been her home. Being
dangerous however did not seem like a bad thing in her
mind - she would much more prefer to be dangerous
than to be pathetic as she herself saw many of the
inhabitants of the wilderness had become in their long,
shiftless days. Most of the inhabitants of the area that she
had been in seemed like they were simply waiting for
something to happen, waiting for something to come
and move them into some similitude of purposeful
activity, said activity which continued to prove elusive.
She had also been of such a waiting disposition, but once
she saw the black-robed figures coming over the hillside,
their sable garments flowing behind them in the breeze
and strange songs upon their mouth, she knew that her
time had come.

The clothes before her were carefully folded but she
felt a lump between them. Curious, she reached and
found two shiny black shoes within which were stuffed a
pair of small black socks. The shoes were of fine quality,
and she slipped them on and found that they fil
perfectly. Slipping them off again, she continued her
inventory of the items before her. There was a short
black jumper upon the breast of which was a pockel
embroidered with a small insignia representing the cull
and which designated the wearer as belonging to the
cause of the commandant. Two small straps on the siden
of the garment allowed cinching according to size and
also had a few hooks upon which could be attached
various items at which time there were none. Along with
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this was a pair of white, full-coverage panties, a thin
blac1‘< shirt and a length of ribbon. The ’ ribb
particularly pleased her. Still standing naked before t(l?ln
bed, she took the slick black fabric and arranged a sm E
bunch in the back of her hair, tying a small funn l'ttal
po‘nytail, the best she could muster with the lengthyoflh \
hair. She sat on the edge of the bed and put on the bl el:
- socks which were short, reaching only above her ank?:s
Next s.he put on the pair of white panties, followed b :
the sh¥rt and then the jumper which she cinched aroung
her thin waist, causing it to flare out slightly around he
; hips. Her attire complete, she slipped into the shinr
black shoes and made a few circumlocutions of th}e,
room. She was pleased to hear that they produced
llight click upon the flooring in mimicry of the nurse ta
»_her senior and her sadistic leather boots. ’
1 lAfter donning her uniform, she set upon examinin
various parts of the room, beginning by openin thi
trawer on the end table by the bed. The headphongs sat
W he.re the nurse had placed them just thirty minutes
lier, but there was nothing else in the drawer to b
wen. She paced back and forth, waiting for the nurse oi
vhomever would arrive with her food; she assumed it
‘. ould ?Je the nurse, although she could not be sure. At
his pO}nt she was well-famished, as it had been ;ﬂte
ome tlme' since she had eaten. She went befort—f:1 the
ot again and stared at her reflection, smiling slightl
l the 100%( of her hair tied back with the ribbon. Theg haiyr
4 her sides was pulled back with the ponytail but

nving two prominent shocks hangin
an, i ;
G oce. ging on either side,
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CHAPTER 11

A barrage of heavy machine gun fire blasted through the
copse of trees heavily interspersed with bush. The time
was the wee morning hours and the darkness of a
‘moonless night was even more dense beneath the heavy
foliage. All that could be seen was the fire bursting from
the unseen muzzles of the guns some distance away,
sending showers of metallic death upon the small group
of dissidents who had been camping in the area. Pieces
f bark flew in raining shrapnel as small trees were burst
der from the heavy firepower. The caliber of the
was obviously from some belt-fed mechanism as
lissidents saw the bodies of their compatriots blown
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of the death squad, sending an eerie reddish glow within
the sky as they slowly approached. The death squad
consisted of eight elite shock troopers and two internal
security attaches. As the shock troopers went through
and attempted to identify the bodies, cutting off the
heads of those who were not completely blown o bits,
the internal security attaches set up 2 small radio
apparatus attempting to establish a signal with their
main force which was stationed some miles away. Only
static was heard as they attempted to beep in several
coded messages which may or may not have been
received. The thickness of the brush and the atmospheric
pressure of the area were not conducive to their attempts
at communication.

‘We aren’t getting any sort of signal out from here,
have you identified them all?” one of the internal security
attaches asked.

One of the head shock troopers smiled, his hands
covered with blood.

“We have them all in hand.”

He emphasized his point by holding up several
severed heads, holding them by their bloodied hair and
dropping them into a rucksack outfitted with a rubber
interior lining designed for just such a grisly purpose.
The heads would be brought on to the commanding
officer in the field as proof their work and evidence of
successful termination.

‘Good then, let's get back to the others”
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Leaving a scene of hideou
s carnage behind th
they proceeded toward the edge of the forest and tf\l;:nr;

began marchin,
g along the dark plains leadin
e t
the position of the other members of their force g tovard
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CHAPTER 12

was only a few minutes after finishing dressing and
effecting her vain exploration of the room that little
ynx, as she had been called in the wilderness, heard the
ound of the lock being turned back. The nurse entered
the room, still seemingly in a particularly good mood

pared to how she had seemed the day before. Along
th her was a guard who carried a large plate of food
ontaining a pile of unidentified mashed substance,
ome dried meats, some cheeses and a large glass of
dish liquid. Lynx’s eyes opened wide in amazement;
llis was a veritable feast, comparable at very least to the
st of the fare that she had been treated to by the robed
omen recruiters during their initial meet. Noticing the
1l's reaction, the nurse smiled broadly.

“You will be well taken care of here, do not forget
at, Lynx. Some of the treatments and training you will
hdergo within the next several weeks will be arduous
- sometimes you will certainly feel some tension
ed to you, but remember that this is part of the
ing process. We must build ourselves into the
oper and most disciplined state so that we can better
of service to the commandant, understood?’

1 ynx nodded in agreement, her eyes not leaving the
od tray which the guard had now placed on the end
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table before proceeding to the back of the room where he
stood at the door, the nurse following suit. From the
open door eerie reddish light from the corridor spilled
into the entryway to her quarters. Other than the facl
that the lights had automatically come on in her room al
a certain time titularly denoting the arrival of morning, it
was impossible to ascertain whether it was day or night
in the subterranean center in which she was now
domiciled.

‘Eat up and be ready to go along with us for some
training within the hour. It will be intense so be
prepared.” The look on the nurse’s face hardened in a
stern expression. Lynx nodded submissively in
acquiescence and, without further ado, the nurse and the
guard left the room, locking the door behind them and
shutting out the reddish glow of the tunnel.

Within seconds of the door having clicked shut Lynx
was well into the food. She was absolutely starved and
this yield was unlike anything she had ever seen before,
especially with the dried meat and the cheese, which she
had never had before. Several thick slices of the waxed
yellowish substance lay on the plate and she picked one
up and, tasting it, her eyes nearly rolled back into her
head in ecstasy. The mashed substance was surprisingly
flavorful if strange in appearance, and she quickly
finished it off, leaving the meat for last, which she
gnawed contently while drinking the reddish liquid
which had a vague fruit-like taste with a slight
bitterness. She hoped that the level of nutrition would
continue in this manner - for meals like this she was
willing to suffer much. Her decision to go with the cult
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Ocruiters was not based on any sort of advanced
theoretical understanding of what they were about but
primarily on necessities of survival and her own
“determination  to move beyond what she had
uxperienced thus far in her life. She knew that her
oplions were slim and that if she wanted to live beyond
npe twenty then it was best that she make her decision as
l0 where she wanted to be heading. The cult recruiters

er body, a great abiding sense of pleasure but also a
l'ra.nge aggression, as if the nourishment had awoken
fome hidden force within her that made her more
ilar to the animal which she had been nicknamed
[ter those many years ago in the wilderness by one of
her friends who had read the name in some old, old

down the final remaining sips of the reddish drink and
out a large belch. She proceeded to the sink and

mouth and splashed some of the cold liquid on her face,
! ing it off with one of the towels. She looked at hersel;
(uarely in the mirror. She had no idea what might come
but she intended to face it with all readiness. She was

mming through her body as if it was living right
beneath the surface of the skin. The hour drew down
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quickly and soon enough the door reopened. This time
the nurse was not present and only two internal security
guards met her, black-masked, goggled and anonymous.
She stood waiting for them to motion her out and was
not entirely surprised when one of them approached her
and took a firm grasp on the side of her arm and led her
out himself, the other guard waiting until they had
exited the room and without Lynx seeing, examining the
plate of food to make sure it had all been eaten. Locking,
the door behind them he followed them out and
continued to follow several paces behind as they
marched forward down into the red-lit corridor.

Before she knew it she had entered into another
room. The guard released her and either purposefully or
by dint of his comparable strength shoved her forward
slightly, causing her to trip and fall to her knees,
scraping them slightly on the rough concrete floor. She
raised herself up and looked with an unmistakeable sign
of scorn at the person who had so offended her, but no
expression was forthcoming or could indeed be
ascertained at all from the masked figure. The guards
closed the door and stationed themselves on either side
of it and Lynx turned back around, facing into the rest of
the room. The area was arranged like an office, with a
large desk at the center and a huge poster of the
commandant behind the desk, her lusty and lethal figure
interposed over a gigantic spreading nuclear mushroom
cloud. Two flags on stationary flagpoles were on either
side of the desk bearing the nuclear ensign of the cult. A
few bookshelves contained what looked to be newly
bound volumes encased in greasy leather. Bright electric
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f'light tubes over her head illuminated the area. Sh
looked down at her knees and noticed that the .we .
only slightly scratched. Thankfully they hadn’f do .
Anything to ruin her uniform. She wished that she cou?g
lake one of their weapons and blow them to bits. She
Was surprised at the thought and somewhat taken a.back
by tlTe anomalously  violent feelings which were
lurfac.mg within her, which seemed to get more
jrominent as each second went by. Within a few
minutes a firm rap came from the outside of the door
and a young woman appearing to be about sixteen, four
years Lynx’s senior, entered. She was at least alhe d
fuller than Lynx and dressed in the exact same at-tirez
I.,ynx herself, her short jumper revealing muscled bui
l;asanﬂy .plur?lp legs. The girl’s hair was tawny and
| 1.mgm s;n}cje :1:; S{nto two braided pigtails which looped
‘So you are the new recruit?’
- Lynxnodded in the affirmative.
‘. The girl walked around to the desk and opened a
“-rawer, brows furrowed as her eyes beamed down at
Whatever it was she was contemp ;
the drawer with a loud bang.
‘Theard that you are very spirited, is that true?’
Lynx didn’t exactly follow the other girl’s linguistic

line of reasoning but could
tell from the t
Was being challenged. e tone that she

lating before closing

in her chest.
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The girl with the braids rocked her head back and let oul
a long, bellowing laugh, her features looking maniacal i
somewhat contrived, yet the scene was given an extra air
of grotesqueness by the huge poster of the commandant
which loomed down from behind her, the sixteen-year-
old obviously being to one degree or another her proxy
at this particular juncture as far as Lynx was concerned.

The older girl walked back around the desk and
approached Lynx with smartly clicking heels and,
reaching out, took both of Lynx’s shoulders in either of
her hands, looking deep into the younger girl's eyes.

‘I am sure that you have some desire to serve the
commandant, otherwise you wouldn’t be here today.
Although I wonder that perhaps you were just wanting,
to escape from a situation that was pressing on you,
gotten in trouble perhaps, stolen something from
someone perhaps?’

‘I haven’t stolen anything from anyone in my entirc
life!” Lynx snarled, fully riled now.

Once again the older girl let out a long, pealing bursl
of laughter but cut it off suddenly, her face turning red
with rage as she began to shake Lynx by the shoulders.

“You don’t shout at me, little girl! I shout at you and
only if you are lucky, as that’s the least of what I can do!’

The older girl released Lynx and stepped back
toward the desk, pulling out a chair and sitting down,
drumming her fingers on the hard wooden surface.

I think that you are going to have to be taught some
things about discipline, and I do believe that I myself am
going to have to administer some punishment to you, in
that clear?’
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'Interna]ly Lynx wanted to jump across the desk and
slrangle the girl, but her self-control caught better of her
She was experiencing some weird interaction frorr;
Whatever she had eaten; she knew that her level of
nggression was unnatural. However within the last few
teconds the feelings of aggression had begun to be
tqually coupled with indescribable pleasurable feelings -
she jiras confused, but she knew that she had to keep her
bearings about her if she was going to survive whatever
ordeal she was being put through. She wanted to spend
lonight back in her room with another meal the nextpda
n:nd she wasn't interested in being dumped in sonzz
back.water naked to be left scrounging in the bushes for
;'belrnes or whatever else might be available. That in
mmd, she lowered her head and nodded obediently to
e older girl’s stated intention. '
‘Very good, very good, I think you are beginning to
derstand things already, however you are still not in
the clear, and it's obvious to me that you need a little
attitude adjustment, young lady.’
3 Lynx could feel aggression and pleasure runnin
through her body in equal measures at thi
ondescension and implication, not sure whether or not
M e .aggression was making her feel pleased or whether
"TJ e influx of caloric intake itself was fueling aggression
At the mention of attitude adjustment she could feel the;
‘lood r.ushing to her face and began deeply blushing,
o?tiﬁig not unnoticed by the older teenager seated at
I think it's time for you and I to come to a little
! derstanding about how things are run around here
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ol
I
1l
and what will be expected of you. First of all, respect is
| tantamount, by way of
| introduction. My name is Miss Hall, but you can refer to
me as ‘ma’am’, do you understand?’

IRON GATES

behind the desk, her face now red from both
embarrassment and anger.

‘NO, FILTH! LYNX IS AN ANIMAL THAT WALKS
AROUND ON ALL FOURS IN THE FUCKING FOREST!
YOUR NAME IS RECRUIT! DO YOU UNDERSTANﬁ
THAT? RECRUIT! RECRUIT! RECRUIT! The girl
emphasized each repetition by slamming the flat of ier

and we can begin this

“Yes, Lynx replied, her increasingly reddening face
| turned downward still.
‘\ “Yes WHAT?

il Having spent most of her life scavenging in the

wilderness, Lynx was totally unconscious of what Miss
Hall was aiming at.

“Yes WHAT?

The older girl's eyes became hard and beady as she
stared at Lynx from behind the desk. The younger girl's
reasoning skills seemed slightly impaired, but then the
connection made sense.

“Yes, MA’AM... she replied, the last word
emphasized in its strangeness, as she had no clue what
such a title meant, although it was obviously some sigl
of respect, an honorific, that the older girl seemed 1O
demand.

‘Good! You are beginning to learn, little one.” The
older girl eyed her haughtily, leaning back in her chair
and splaying her arms on the desk in a suitably
executive fashion.

‘What is your name?’

‘My name is Lynx.’

‘WHAT?

‘My name is LYNXV

The last word was emphasized almost with a shoul
and Lynx felt her head automatically raising itself and
staring assuredly across the room at the other girl seatod
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- hand on the desk.

‘WHAT IS YOUR NAME?
"RECRUITY

‘RECRUIT WHAT?'
‘RECRUIT, MA’AMY

‘an)wing that the time for discussion was over and
ﬁCtl().n was at hand, the youth officer rose from her chair,
picking it up by its handle and moving it around the,
lable so that it sat to the side of the room, its seat faced
utward, near one of the large shelves of books. The
female smoothed out the bottom of her skirt and then
pestured for Lynx to come forward.
il o goi.ng to teach you how disrespect is commonly
dealt with in this level of our organization, do you
.derstand me? In higher levels the punishments are
nuch worse, but as you are still young yet we need to
this out of the way first.”
- The sixteen-year-old sat back down in the chair and
stul.'ed for Lynx to come and stand beside her, before
tasping the young girl’s arm and pulling her over her
lap. Lynx had never experienced anything like this
efore and she let out a gasp.

‘Oh you'll be making more sounds than that before
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its all over with, my dear.’

Lynx's arms inadvertently reached toward the
ground, putting her in a perfect position for the older
girl’'s disciplinary ministrations. The masked internal
security guards stood unmoving at the sides of the doors
as witnesses, silently observing the events as they
unfolded.

The older girl firmly pinned Lynx to her lap with one
hand and with the other hand brought down a
resounding slap on Lynx’s bottom, raising her hand
again and bringing it down firmly and repeatedly in a
brisk tattoo of spanks. Lynx was in shock from the
position she found herself in but not necessarily in pain;
it was more surprise than anything at this point.

‘Are you understanding this, little girl?’ the older
female intoned.

Lynx did not respond.

Six hard slaps followed in rapid succession.

Lynx let out a small whimper.

‘There we go, let’s see if we can increase the volume

a little

Lynx felt the points of her toes enclosed in her polished
black shoes involuntarily rise off the floor as the older
girl repositioned her so that her bottom was directly
beneath her line of vision. With a fell motion the older
cult member lifted Lynx's skirt, revealing her young,
pert buttocks, perfectly encased in the white panties. In
this position, the beating continued.

The older girl alternated her hits, driving her open
palm down upon one cheek then the other, then moviny,
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loward the plump area where buttocks meet thigh and
hitting with a resounding smack where the flesh was
exposed.

Lynx felts waves of humiliation come over her but
lso rising aggression in equal amounts, and she began
wriggling beneath the older girl's grasp in attempt to
free herself. Not that she knew what exactly she would
o should she manage to free herself; her thinking had
~become automatic and passionate in the context of the
ituation as it was unfolding.

Within several minutes' time little Lynx found herself
with her panties pulled around her ankles and the sharp
acking hand of the sixteen-year old driving her to hot
{ears of shame and contrition. Her petite buttocks gave
little cushioning to the incessant spanking being
dministered by the older girl, who interspersed the
punishment with regular elements of stern lecturing,
m ostly informing her about the seriousness of the cult
(hat she had joined.
- From her shameful vantage point, Lynx could see the
Wwo black-masked internal security guards standing at
he doorway and wondered what they were thinking of
her predicament. Did the scene of a young girl facing
ch a dressing-down, forced nudity and decidedly
on estic-style violence excite them in a sexual fashion?

.Hme that they were effectively immune?

'he spanking suddenly stopped and Lynx felt herself
eing grabbed by the back of the neck and stood back
pright. Her jumper did not fall into place but stuck on
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the tightening clasps, leaving her awkward with the
fabric pulled up over her small hind and her panties
bunched around her ankles. The older girl looked at her
appraisingly, lingering perhaps too long around the area
of her pudenda.

et's take a look at this, shan’t we?’

The older girl took her by the arm and slowly turned
Lynx around, examining the reddish contours of her
well-spanked buttocks. She placed her hand on the
younger girl's upper thigh, snaking the tips of her
fingers around and digging into the reddened flesh of
her buttocks, causing Lynx to gasp slightly. Turning her
back around, the older girl stood and removed a
handkerchief from the pocket of her jumper, softly
rubbing away the tears from the younger girl’s face.

‘Pull yourself together, you can put your panties
back on, straighten yourself up.’

As Lynx complied, the older girl took the chair and
moved it back behind the desk. It was all over almost as
soon as it had begun. The strange psycho-physical
feelings Lynx had been having before being taken into
the room and enduring the humiliating punishment had
tapered off. Her aggression was now in check, although
she felt more potential, more poised if you will, to
commit an act of violence should she be called on to do
so or should the opportunity avail itself. The pleasurabl¢
sensations were also now less prominent, although she
could feel a lingering sensation within her flesh that left
her feeling more pleasurable than usual. This was
surprising considering what she had just undergone. Bul
after all, she did not expect that everything would be
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roses within a cult that worshiped a form of personified
nuclear war. She straightened out the seat of her jumper
a.nd turned, standing submissively with her hands at her
sides and her eyes downward in front of the desk, where
the older girl had once again placed herself. ,

‘My name is Patty, Patty Hall, as you know — though
perhaps now you know me better? Now that we have
' that out of the way...” a vicious little smile curled around
~ the gorners of the girl's mouth, ‘we can proceed on to
- Mmore important matters. I am going to be giving you
several important documents which it is absolutel
essential that you keep with you at all times.’ Pat’;
be.gan removing several thick, staple-bound books and
| clipped-together reams of paper from numerous desk

drawers. ‘There will also be a satchel for you to car
them in... where is it, now?’ ?

The sixteen-year old conversed with herself as she
r}lmmaged through various drawers, then moved to the
file cabinets. Squatting down with her back turned
toward Lynx she found pay dirt in the bottom drawer
‘Here we go.’ '
Patty removed a black courier bag with the emblem
»Df the cult emblazoned on its side and then stuffed the
ldoct.lments along with several ink pens into the bag,
closing the fastener and extending it over the desk

toward Lynx, who still stood with her eyes turned
ownward.

‘Here,

‘here, take it!" Patty said with an
veremphasized sense of hastiness. ‘I already have one!’
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CHAPTER 13

- It's only going to be a matter of time before they
-come back down the path and see us!’

~ The filthy twenty-year-old man with a long scraggly
‘beard, makeshift knife cradled to his chest, sat behind
some shrubs contained within a copse of trees some
quarter of a mile left of the position of the organizational
t oops. He and two other men, equally bedraggled in
appearance, had been posted as lookouts for the more
substantial number of their force that had been stationed
up the hill. The problem arose in the fact that rather than
coming from the direction which they had suspected, the
organizational troops had circled the hillside and come
in from the back, leaving the current team still waiting
and not clued-in to the lethality of the situation until
they heard the massive outpouring of machine gun fire
which had left every member of their main force dead.
Their stratagem defeated and severed from any potential
assistance, they now sat in wait, hoping that they would
not be noticed as the members of the organizational team
made their way down the hillside directly past their
position. It seemed like it would be a miracle if they were
not spotted; whatever resistance they would be able to
offer against the massive firepower that they had
watched from a distance would certainly mean instant
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death for them. Their only chance now lay in the
possibility that they would not be discovered. They had
to think quickly and formulate a plan or else they would
be as dead as their recently departed compatriots.

‘We need to move away from the area.’

The organizational troops had abandoned their sense
of stealth now that the force had been eliminated, and
they were not considering that there could have been
others positioned elsewhere on the same hillside, their
muted conversations becoming more and more audible
as they moved closer to the position of the stranded
resistance. The bearded fellow looked down toward the
south side of the hill, spotting another but more
substantial copse of trees a distance away. If they could
only make it down without being spotted there could be
a chance that they could escape without capture. The
bearded man was more than disheartened. They had
thought that they themselves were about to pull an
ambush this night, but instead they had faced a massacre
which made their small force almost halved in size. The
ancient, decaying barn in the field several miles to the
southwest held a few more of their ragtag group of
operatives. The resistance option was proving to be
suicidal. He wondered now deep within himself whether
or not the strategy to resist had been a wise one after all.

If they were to move there was no time like the
present and the leader of the miniscule band motioned to
his compatriots with a silent motion of his hands to
make for the copse of trees down the hill. One of the men
being instructed grabbed for his rucksack containing
various cooking utensils and in his haste several metallic
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pots spilled out of the bag, making a noticeable clamor.
Hopefully, with the wind the sound would be lost on the
organizational troops that were quickly making their
way toward the resister’s present position. The man
hurriedly put the items back in the pack, making even
more noise in the process, and then scrambled down the
hillside toward the cover. As if watching an unfolding
nightmare, the group leader heard a burst of automatic
machine gun fire and almost immediately the forward
scout’s upper body disappeared into a mist of blood, the
remainders of his twitching corpse falling with a thump
onto the ground. Another round of machine gun fire
burst out from another angle to their left. They were
surrounded, but only the trees had any hope of
sheltering them, if any.

‘Everybody make their own way - survivors make
recontact at the barn!”

The team leader sprinted on brawny legs toward the
copse of trees and once entering kept on going, making
his way quickly down a ravine and downward toward a
more substantial area of forest where he could slowly
wind his way around the perimeter of the fields to get
near their headquarters under cover. In the background
he could hear another peal of machine gun fire and the
sound of his other companions facing death. He was
now the only one left surviving.

With belabored breath he scrambled down the slimy
root-riddled washout, various thorns and brambles
scraping against his flesh, offering his blood to whatever
foul spirits inhabited the wood which was now
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becoming the sight of the doom of his group. He still
grasped his knife, which was lowered to his side;
intermittently he could hear more gunfire in the
background although no sound of human voices.
Gradually the gunfire began to sound more distant. He
was now in the deeper part of the forest and was making

~considerable ground. Eventually the sound of the

gunfire stopped as the organizational shock troops
recognized that they had routed the surprise pocket of
resistance.

Meanwhile, the shock troopers had reached the
former position and scanned the hillside leading
downward to the southeast and southwest, scanning for
any movement. One shock trooper carried a pair of
primitive binoculars but even those had little utilization
in the near pitch black nighttime environment. While
they scanned the ground for further resistance, another
of the shock troopers worked his way at sawing off a
head from one of the bearded corpses that had received a
hit in the chest. The scout who had been first to be hit
with the machine gun fire effectively had no head - that
and the entire upper portion of his body having been
decimated into blood spray and finely ground pieces of
gore that littered the area here and there. The shock
trooper felt some remorse that he would not be able to
collect a trophy from that particular casualty, but he did
manage to find a nice piece of flesh which he took to
gnaw on during the march back to the rest of their
formation.

They had an extra gunner stationed on the west side
of the hill who opened fire on the position of the resisters
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: soon after they had heard the commotion with the bag of
pots and pans. The items of the bag now lay scattered
around the area and several shock troopers carefully
picked up the materials, secreting them into their own
satchels which they would bring back with them. The
material would be of potential use, waste not want not,
there was also the potential that the items might provide
some clues as to the nature and affiliation, if any, of the
people that they had encountered. Meanwhile, off to the
side, an internal security guard stared blankly into the
nocturnal forest, his goggles removed and his pale eyes
- shining dimly in the cool night atmosphere. He removed
a small notebook from his side jacket pocket and wrote
~ down a few notations, scanning the landscape from side
~ to side and making notes of the positioning and area. For
the shock troopers on the mission right now, their work
- would soon be done, however once back with the rest of
~the troops the internal security personnel would be
~having a private conference with the field commander
- on site and soon there would be several elite commandos
let loose onto the landscape by way of follow-up. One
resistance member had been allowed to escape on
purpose; tracking him would lead the organization back
to whatever pathetic base they were operating out of and
from there their network would be examined. The
commander wanted to have an opportunity to test some
new weapons, but first they needed at least a sizable
amount of victims to act as guinea pigs. He hoped that
they found something substantial; this would certainly
put his career on the fast track should their forward
actions of this evening lead to a massacre.
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After his notes were finished, the internal security
member put the notebook back in his pocket and
shouted to the other internal security members present.
‘We need to get this team moving out, let the shock
troopers know that we are ready to go.’ Undel: the cover
of night, the team departed toward the site of the
organizational encampment.
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CHAPTER 14

‘Bring me the head of that one over there!”

One of the shock troops capered behind the military
wagon and grabbed a female’s head off the pile of
bleeding severed heads collected by the organizational
‘contingent over the last several weeks. Some of the heads
‘were, as it might be expected, in worse condition than
others, however some were still fresh. The head of a
young blonde woman executed in one of the villages
Zarlier in the day had the eye of the shock trooper on this

articular evening.
B The pile of heads gleamed sickly in the light of the

march about as fast as the wagon could drive. The
automobile was utilized exclusively for transport of
\leavy weaponry, everyone else marched except for the
those in few seats in the cab. Those seats were reserved
for the driver and a few internal security personnel who
were as ever armed to the teeth, entrusted with the
mission of maintaining communications and other
records and also entrusted with the duty to explode the
vehicle in suicide-mission fashion rather than have it
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captured. This of course was simply a contingency, as
any professional staged resistance against the

organization was ancient history - much less the
probability of the capture of a carrier. Overkill was
applied in all situations, to prove a point and keep the
discipline of the sectors within the organization at
razor’s edge at all times.

‘Bring me that head, trooper!’

Healvan stood resplendent in his black uniform
jacket, the sleeves rolled up revealing heavily muscled
arms covered with tattoos of butchered children, various
black magic symbols from assorted post-doomsday cults
operating within the organization and more than a few
naked valkyries of death marking him as a headhunter
for the commandant. The rest of his contingency
recognized his religious proclivities and indulged them
by collecting heads along their way. The extra brutality
was not a problem so much as the extra work, however
all within the unit were obligated to indulge him as the
superior officer and more than a few of them also held a
degree of devotion for the commandant, although their
levels of knowledge concerning the same differed.

Braunfel, his direct assistant, moved his hands along
the gory pile of severed heads, the more rotten and
gangrenous which lay upon the bottom, but as they had
only been out for a few weeks they still bore distinct
resemblance to what they would have looked like during
the time that whatever spirit had still inhabited the same.
Near the top were the fresh kills from earlier in the day,
the blood still stinking with the beautiful burnt iron-like
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odor of fresh atrocity.

He settled on his officer’s choice, the head of a
sharply-featured woman with tanned skin and long
blonde hair. The length of the hair made the severed
head easy to handle and the shock trooper reached down
and plucked the bloodied piece from the pile, walking
with an air of procession about him as he approached the

- officer.

Healvan whisked the grip of hair from Braunfel’s
hand and held it above his head, allowing the head itself
Lo settle directly within eye view.

‘What a pretty one indeed!’

Healvan belched loudly before protruding his tongue
and licking some of the blood from around the dead
woman's lips where the blood had hemorrhaged
outward when the shock troopers had sawed the head
~from its trunk using one of their razor-sharp serrated
edge knives. This was very pleasing, perhaps he would
have to take this head for more and further intimate
“ministrations, later on, inside his tent.

‘Out of here, Braunfel, out of here you beast, find
your own!’

Peals of laughter enveloped the two as Healvan let
out numerous cackles of perverse and insane delight at
his find. Other, more conventional persons might
wonder that treating the heads in such a fashion might
be looked at askance by the religious cult who desired
them to be collected, but those in the know knew that
ealvan was amped-up enough that such considerations
did not matter. Healvan was brutal and ultra-violent in
all things, yet lacked the finesse and understanding to go

181




IRON GATES

but so far. For now he was subtly manipulated by the
present members of internal security attached to his unit
and thus guided in correct pursuits of his peculiar
| abilities by the targeted brainwashing of the
commandant’s cult. Those that were dealers of death and
| dealers of death only, first and foremost, whatever their
I | level of sophistication, were to be encouraged and kept
‘ in the fray at maximum efficiency. The dual lines of

‘ manipulation from internal security and intelligence
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military life within the organization. A few of the men
eyed him as he walked up, then returned to their
conversations.

“You should have seen this little bitch that I
murdered earlier today, I can tell you it was an event to
be sure.” A plump, beautifully-uniformed man of
Indian descent bounced slightly on the log upon which
- he sat as he took a draught of the hideous beverage

with added aid of maintaining a subservient unit all
assisted in the trajectory of his brief yet bloody career in
the organizational shock troops thus far.

Braunfel walked back over to the pile of heads,
nonplussed, as Healvan took the blonde and proceeded
toward his tent. There he would no doubt be undergoing
a night of heavy drinking and manipulation of the head
followed by lots of autoerotic practices, with certain
practices involving the head’s orifices, while not
necessarily solitary in nature, still falling under the
general autoeroticism header, albeit with a strong lacing,
of necrophilia.

Braunfel waited until the officer was well ensconced
in his tent, then moved around the wagon towards the lit
fires where the rest of the men were drinking and
enjoying the aftermath of the day’s killing. Braunfel
eagerly eyed a plastic bucket containing a noxious-
looking liquid - this was the rot-gut that had been
formulated especially within his unit with a variety of
additives, both provided and stolen and which provided
a hardcore ending to a hardcore day of killing, maiming,
raping and sundry other activities associated with
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before launching into his monologue for the benefit of
~ the other attendees. Rajiv was known to go far above and
beyond the call of duty on a regular basis and as it just so
happened he had gone above and beyond only a few
hours ago in the little civilian village that marked the
edge of organizational territory in the area.

‘So me and Peter had just rounded the corner of this
filthy little shack - what isn't these days? A few of the
~men snickered at the comment, both a telling
commentary on the situation in the village and also a
lelling commentary on the situation in general.

~ ‘Standing by the side of the porch is this girl, must
have been six or seven years old, black as the ace of
spades. Well, first of all we cleared the area and shot her
mamma in the face, blew the goddamn bitch’s head
straight off. She was an ugly piece of shit and you know
me, shooting her in the face, what the fuck is Healvan
oing to think about that?” Rajiv looked at Braunfel and
et out a pressurized tittle of laughter, his eyebrows
arching and retracting in absolute self-enjoyment.
Braunfel ignored the comment and drew himself a large
‘mug of the rot-gut from the bucket.
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'So we shoot her mamma, right, then I go up to the little
girl and pinch her on the nipple like this?’ Rajiv coaxed
the tip of his rough-hewn cigar. ‘She is crying and all,
snot running down her face and tears and all that, oh my
it was wonderful. Anyway so I say to her, “You know
your mamma is dead now, don’t you?’ and she goes, ‘1
thought you was shooting a chicken.” Seve.¥al of the
shock troopers burst out laughing and Rajiv looked
around the fire circle, arching his eyebrows for further
emphasis and letting out a sick little giggle himself. ‘So 1
say to her, T think you are the chicken, maybe I can
pluck you?” Chortles progressed to guffaws.

‘So 1 grab her other nipple and squeeze as hard as I
can and she goes ‘eeeek!” like that, like she seen a ghost
or something, right, and I go, ‘No no, no ‘eeeeek’, must
go ‘squawk, squawk!” All the shock troopers now were
laughing heartily and taking huge slugs of the rot-gut.
“So maybe I stick a feather in your pussy and ?lou go
'squawk, squawk'?' 1 ask her and she goes, ‘Don’t mess
with my kitten, sir.”

Rajiv’s conversation pealed off into more o.f the same,
culminating in his stripping the girl, performing an a?lal
rape on the steps of the porch all the while encouraging
the youngster to squawk like a chicken. At the end of t.hc.
rape, Rajiv instructed the girl to open her mouth and bite
a brick before he brought down his boot onto the back of
her head, busting out all of her teeth and anointing t.hc
rock with the gore of busted lip flesh and shattered facial
flesh.

Within several seconds of Rajiv finishing his story,
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the situation at the camp was suddenly disrupted as
small arms fire burst from the covering of trees several
yards' distance away. The gun was light, probably a
twenty-two caliber and only a few volleys were fired,
however that was more than enough to send the shock
troopers into a frenzy of activity. Rajiv and another one
of the men quickly threw their mugs of rot-gut onto the
fire, effectively extinguishing the blaze and sending up
dirty clouds of smoke, further adding to the confusion of
the situation.
Immediately and in a highly disciplined and efficient
fashion the shock troopers retreated from the smoldering
embers of the fire and made their way behind the wagon

~ to the area of the officer’s tent. Healvan had already

burst out from his own tent, slinging the semen and

- blood-splattered severed head back toward the direction
- of the pile. His chest stood rippling with harsh muscles,

his combat jacket opened up and wearing no undershirt.

- His eyes bulged in rage and insanity and his left hand
gripped a huge belt-fed machine gun which was his

weapon of choice. Breaking the sudden silence arranged
by the other shock troopers, the officer let out a howl of

rage that reverberated across the area of the camp,

sending blood-curdling fear into whatever resistance

- was presenting itself in the area.

‘Arm yourselves and get ready to spread out!’” the
officer hissed. He strapped the machine gun across his
back and removed a large serrated combat knife from his
belt, slicing a filthy and jagged wound across his arm,

- slicing through the designs of several of the cult-oriented
tattoos. He grimaced and spat at the thought of
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resistance from those that he and his comrades had
already undertaken a harsh raid against earlier in the
day. Did they really want everyone to die? They had left
a number of civilians at the small village, as the raid had
been a breaking-down tactic designed to soften up the
area before organizational forces annexed it into their
ever-growing territory. That some resistance and
furthermore armed resistance had sprung up suddenly
was completely intolerable. It was an infraction which
would be prosecuted with extreme prejudice.

As the officer and his troops strapped up with arms
and began spreading out over the area to find the
culprits, the two internal security personnel crouched
inside their own tent some ways away. They had heard
the small arms fire but were more concerned with
reaching the elite commando unit on their private radio
to find out whether or not the escapee from their earlier
volley had reached their quarry and where he had been
heading. A sudden crackle and a burst of radio
interference rang out followed by a low coded voice
which relayed information confirming what they had
suspected. There was a small resistance faction held up
inside the old barn which they had mapped oul
previously, and soon after the survivor from the
organization ambush had arrived, an inconspicuous
older lady had departed the area of the barn, goin,
toward the small village to warn her contacts there of
imminent organization attack. It had taken the elderly
lady until mid-morning to reach the area, however, and
by then she was too late, and she arrived in the midst of
the organization’s punitive raid and had personally
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~ witnessed Rajiv’s brutalization of the little girl and
murder of her mother in the house on the edge of the
village. She had arrived under the cover of having gone
out scavenging for forest roots and other foods, playing
the story that she lived in the village, which she in fact
did not. The organizational troops had bashed her across
the face, breaking her cheek bone which would leave her
~ maimed for the rest of her life, yet not subjecting her to
~ lorture or cursory extermination, which could have been
warranted under the suspicious circumstances of her
sudden arrival. Considering the meter of the situation,
ghe had laid low in the village until the organizational
troops departed, then doubled back to her position at the
barn, informing the resisters of the situation and that the
civilians that they had been attempting to guard had
been the object of an organizational punitive raid.

limotions ran hot in the barn upon her arrival. She had
anaged to get back just after nightfall, and the men had
been anxiously awaiting news of the situation when she
. ormed them, rather sentimentally, about the death of
the young girl and the other telltale signs of the
organizational punitive raid as it had been occurring,
uch as the burning of certain key buildings and other
ts, meant to hammer home the fact that any autonomy
[or the region was over and that the commander had
ome to call his own unto himself. Several of the men
lad decided to take action and use one of their few guns
‘ perform a night raid on the organizational
encampment. They did not have the firepower nor the
manpower to do anything substantial, however they
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knew if the organizational shock troopers and others
present heard the sounds of guns that they would at
least know that they were dealing with armed resistance,
however minutely so, and that they were not going to
roll over and let their territories be taken lock, stock and
barrel without some modicum of airing their position of
dissatisfaction.

A number of the men had crept out under the cover
of night, blackening their faces with soot from the fires of
the ancient cast iron stove inside the barn and armed
with one gun and an assortment of smaller edged
weapons. They did not intend to engage the enemy,
simply harass them, as any engagement would mean
their sure and certain death. Only some harassment
followed by a quick escape without getting trackers on
them would suffice. They had already decided not to
return directly to the barn but instead hole up in an area
of forest on the side of the village, near the edge of where
organizational territory began in earnest. It would be a
harrowing experience, but they believed if they did not
act out against the atrocities now that they might as well
pack their bags and head west. All of the people,
themselves included, had spent considerable time, pain
and effort in building up their area and they were nol
about to let it all go to the organization, its commander
and his sadistic minions without a fight.

As the internal security guards got their confirmation of
the whereabouts of the resistance base in the old barn,
they signaled for the commandos to proceed with home
invasion and extermination of the inhabitants, said
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~ action having already been pre-approved by the
commander upon the contingency that they found out
where the resisters were located. After confirming their
marching orders, the internal security got on the radio
and summoned several other elite units as well as some
conventional forces from organizational headquarters,
informing them that they requested they muster directly
- on the organization side of the border and await the
~internal security personnel from the small unit to
personally appear and debrief them before moving in.
They requested demolitions and explosives teams and
also several shock trooper units trained in chemical
warfare and armed with the substances of their choice.

T}'.tey were going to make an impression and no
mistaking.

‘The internal security got off the radio just as the shock
(roopers were in formation and about to spread out and
nter the woods from which the volley had come. No
further gunfire had been heard and the resisters were
- eady doing their best to sneak away in the cover of
silence and dark. One of the internal security managed to
vpproach the officer who, although tacitly leading the
fo rce, understood to a degree that his position as a shock
ooper was subordinate to the machinations of internal
ecurity and intelligence. Duly informed that the internal
jecurity attaches were proceeding out for approximately
one to two days to garner reinforcements, the internal
C1.1rity guard left the officer with a small walkie-talkie
which would be the method by which he would be
contacted upon their successful liaison with the
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organizational personnel from headquarters which were
already preparing for their imminent departure. The
officer grunted in confirmation and took the walkie-
talkie, securely clipping it to his utility belt. He had since
put himself in a more appropriate manner of dress for a
field assignment - his jacket was buttoned and several
bandoliers of ammunition criss-crossed his broad chest.
The bloodied wound on his arm was congealing but still
gave the clear signal of his intent to totally annihilate any
of the hostiles he might come across.

‘If you find them don’t worry about taking any
hostages, officer, we already have some more
information. Kill them, come back here and get your
men ready for a real punishment raid. We will be in

touch via the radio soon.”

It was no austerity for the officer to be ordered (0
simply kill; he approved of this measure, and with one
last nod at the internal security guard they went their

separate ways.

The shock troopers spread out in a long V-formation a
they silently marched into the forest, all heavily armed
with the best munitions and armaments that the
organization had to offer. The officer Healvan's mind
was filled with schizophrenic visions of his deity, the
commandant, considering the stark curvatures of her
plack form, her anonymous and horrid mask and the
poisons, weapons and atrocities that dripped from her
very aura like the fallout of her own spiraling and
unquestionable evil. Her black banner bearing the ensig
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- of the atomic mushroom cloud enlarged and retracted
within his mind as he unwillingly let out a hiss of black
rage from his lips. Whomever and whatever was
attacking them would be feeling a wrath beyond simply
an organization, they would be feeling the wrath of the
children and servitors of death and hell itself, he would
magnify their sufferin; i
aacgr;ilcfz vl Sg so as to make a proper gift and
The shock trooper on the left corner of the V-
formation motioned that he had spotted some movement
~and waved his hand downward. All of the shock
{roopers dropped to the ground and began to crawl
slowly toward the position of their quarry as the shock
{rooper who had been doing lookout slowly crept
[urther into the bush. He raised his arm and gave the
symbol of ‘three’ denoting that he had spotted three
individuals in the brush. This in fact was the entire
\ ount of the resistance force that had been sent out on
their suicidal mission. The person who had escaped from
,’ e ambush on the hillside was not among their number
‘w aving stayed back at the barn at the encouragement o;
| the others present. They did not believe that he was

/as enough to put someone off balance, thus they had
cided to rotate their human stock in order to maximize
he few resisters that they had on hand. They had
lempted to recruit more heavily in the village, however
this had been met with a mix of varied disinterest but
more prominently fear. Despite that, those in the village
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who knew what they were up to still psychologically
attached themselves to the hopes that some would-be
heroes such as these might turn back the tide of
organizational dominance and let them live outside the
boundaries of organizational control. Such was not to be.

Having heard of the disaster of splitting up in the
retreat from those involved in the ambush, the resisters
who had hit the shock trooper camp with harassing fire
had decided to stay together in their withdrawal from
their movements on that night. As such, they were all
together and would be easy to exterminate by the
organizational troops. The organizational troops were
still unfamiliar as to just how many of them were present
however, so they decided to not blow them all to bits
right away and proper. The right side of the V-formation
slowly started circling around the back of the location of
the resisters so that when the people on the left side of
the formation fired the resisters would run right into
their hands. Several of the men warranted with the task
of interception slowly stalked outward, some with
pistols drawn, some holding assault-style machine guns
and others with one hands on their holsters and the
other hands gripping lethal tanto-bladed combat knives,
their metallic shafts painted clandestine black to hide
any glint during the course of a night attack. Suddenly
one of the men on the left side of the formation shot their
folly and, as quick as they could manage, the resistern
began scurrying out of their hiding place in the bush,
headed directly for the awaiting organizational intercepl
team.
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Their soot-colored faces were no means of effective
camouflage as the crashing of their feet through the
brush and the heavy panting of their belabored breath
indicated to the awaiting shock troopers where the
recalcitrant persons were located just as well as if they
had been coming toward them in broad daylight in a
lreeless field. As the first resister bounded into the

intercept area, he felt a sickening pressure in his stomach
Just as he began to bound downward after jumping over
a fallen log. The pressure was the combat knife held at
l“ the ready by one of the organizational forces, the
pressure increased as the weapon was drawn upward,
slicing through the flesh of the man’s lungs and ending
right beneath the heart area, where it was promptly
twisted violently and removed, allowing the man to fall,
drowning in a puddle of his own sickening gore. Shots
fired into the air and from behind caused the remaining
two resisters to freeze in their tracks and they were
(uickly brought down with a shower of fists and boots.
; ‘Who else is with you? shouted the officer, his
combat boot placed on the neck of one of the resisters
10w laying on the ground.

‘I don’t know what... urrggaaaa.” The answer tapered
ff into a sickening squelching sound as the officer’s boot
ushed further into the man’s throat, then released it
ddenly. The man tried to think fast. If they thought
ere were more around they might let them live in
rder to provide counterintelligence, if they confirmed
at they were the only ones then they would be killed
stantly. The attacked resister decided to aim toward a
appy medium between the two with an element of the
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Benedict Amold thrown in for extra measure. If he was
saved then that was what counted. He had no experience
in this sort of activity before joining up with the crew
from the barn. Moving west or rolling with the punches
when the organization took control would be easier than
soaking up this sort of treatment on a regular basis. "We
are the only ones.. but I can take you to our leaders..
The other resister on the ground in a similar predicament
shouted with protest as he heard the audible sounds of
his compatriot's treason, but was instantly shut off as
one of the shock troopers brought a combat boot driving
into the side of his ear, fracturing a portion of his skull
and busting his eardrum in one fell motion. The man
now lay dazed, stunned and silent, his face contorted in
a look of shock as he rocked back and forth, holding his
hands to his ear from which slowly dripped a gradually
increasing quantity of blood.

The officer laughed out loud, staring down at the
frightened man who had just answered him. T'm pleased
to hear that there aren’t more of you and even mort
pleased that you are willing to take us to your leader,
however I already know where your leader is s0 thal
leaves your life at forfeit, correct?” The man’s eyes
widened and he choked with a response, however
nothing understandable came out except a gurgle ol
horror. They were surely in the spider’s trap NOW- ‘Don't
waste your bullets on this filth, men, why not take them
apart limb from limb with your combat knives - T have a
feeling we will have better things to use our guns oOil
soon enough. See you all back at the encampment, | still
have a little business to take care of/
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As the officer withdrew, Rajiv moved forward, staring at
th‘e fallen men with slitted and hateful eyes. Alll he coild
think about was the full cup of rot-gut that he had
thrown onto the fire because of the pathetic attempt at
?rmed harassment of the two men on the ground. The
mfcerruption of his retelling of his amorous encounter
?v1th a certain ebony-skinned child beauty added further
: msTﬂt to injury. The single firearm possessed by the
 resisters had already been confiscated, thus nothin
; stopped the shock troopers present from proceed'mg
alc?ng with the officer’s order with marked efficienc ;
Wlﬂ’.\ a fell and fluid motion like a panther in sloz;'
motion before killing his quarry, Rajiv leaped down
fipon the ground and began sawing off one of the
I'ESI‘SteI"S heads with his combat knife, his high-pitched
ghneks of insanity and predatory bliss mixing and
intermingling with the resister’s own screams of pain.
: The last victim fell to a similar fate. Three shock
{roopers moved in for the kill, all drawing knives as the
stalked toward their victim. The first brought down hi};
pmbat boot with a deep stomp, driving directly into the
p one' man’s midsection, knocking the air out of him and
cracking some of his lower ribs. As this occurred the
other two moved on either side and began wrestling the
an’s. clothes off. Soon he was stripped naked, shivering
e and horror beneath the cold night sky as the
ren .alnmg shock troopers who were not assisting Rajiv
" his occupation of slaying the other man moved in and
jegan showering the unfortunate victim with a shower
[ kicks to all parts of the body.
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‘Everyone take a part and start cutting!’ laughed the
shock trooper, his eyes glinting in the darkness. Each
began sawing a different body part and the screams of
horror echoed through the night air. When finished, each
of the shock troopers making up the formation returned
with a grisly souvenir of their night's work: a finger here,
an ear there. The heads were duly collected for the
officer’s collection for the cult of the commandant.

As the men marched back to their encampment, the
embers of the fire still glowing and popping under the
condensation of the spilled rot-gut used to dampen the
flame during the brief attack, each shock trooper’s face
was chiseled with absolute concentration. There would
be no more revelry tonight; now was the time to begin
preparing for what was to come. The fire was reignited
and a few of the men on watch edged their ragged
blankets and makeshift sleeping compartments as near
to the fire as possible, huddling beside the subdued
blaze and cradling their machine guns in their arms. The
other men went to their tents and, before going down for
a few hours of sleep, laid out the weapons that they
would soon be using on the remaining of the villagers
who had supported the rabble that had attacked them.
Resistance was not only futile, it was a bad move
altogether. Now the punishment of the organization
would reign down upon their heads like death angels

from the heavens falling onto the earth.
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CHAPTER 15

Back at the commandant’s training facility, located
clandestinely deep in the bowels of torture cent,er within
{he commander’s compound, within only a few weeks
@e young girl from the outlying areas named Lynx
f ince re-christened Bluebird by her initial punitivé
‘:! andler, Patty Hall, had begun to come into her own in
“‘T] e programming that the cult provided. As she was
aumatized she was also built up in the process and the
t aurn-a was like building muscle, the muscle had to be
lorn in order to grow larger and more formidable
(ompared to a life in the wilderness, the environs of thé
D all area of the cult complex that she inhabited was
P :ogressive, despite the rigors she had undergone thus
for. After undergoing several more nights in the gra

bedchamber with the psychic driving mechanism whic}}'ll

ot.her girls and boys of her age and younger. That she
as in fact one of the senior individuals present at the
| _der age of twelve heightened her sense of authority,
a g with the accoutrements she had gained from Patt5;
4 er the corporal punishment episode during her first
ull day of training at the facility. The accoutrements had
ound a place in the various tool slots of her
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organizational jumper, some of them were used by
others on her, some she used herself on others. The
punishments had continued from other individuals her
senior outside of the demographics of the dormitory,
many brutal to the point that it made her initial
interaction with Miss Hall seem like an amusement in
comparison. During one situation she had been led into a
large cell painted all black and with a high vaulted
ceiling. In the center of the room was an athletic vaulting
horse with thick chains and leather manacles attached. In
the room with her were six internal security guards lined
up on either side of the room and a huge man wearing
no shirt but attired in the combat-style pants and
balaclavas that the others wore. She had been given a
large dose of stimulants beforehand which made her
fight-or-flight psychology go into overdrive, accented
with a dose of mild hallucinogens and her already
natural overwhelming sense of paranoia.

Within seconds of entering the room she had been
apprehended by one of the sentry-like guards and placed
over the vaulting horse, her ankles manacled to the
bottom and her hands equally immuobilized on the other
side. Her skirt had been lifted and her panties pulled
down to her upper thighs, fully exposing her youthf ul
posterior which was then summarily beaten with a huge
leather strap attached to a wooden handle, wielded
expertly by the shirtless and anonymous man. Her
crying interspersed with shouts of pain became screams
and then shrieks as her flesh reddened and welted and
as the red marks became black and purple bruises, the
sounds of her pain echoing eerily and singularly hear
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within the strangely built chamber, as her torturers made
no sound whatsoever behind their anonymous masks
When she thought she could not possibly take anymore;
of the beating, the person doing the whipping exchanged
lhe thick leather strap for a long metal cane that lool%ed
lo be made from some sort of antenna. The consistency
was thin and. extremely whippy and as he began driving
. ’1t u.’Tto the ruined flesh of her backside with an ultra-fast
- ‘swish, swish” her bruised skin began to break and tin
red rivulets of blood began dripping down the back o};
~ her pale white legs.
‘There is only one person who can give you relief!’
“shouted a stern voice broadcast from some speaker high
IbO\.le her. “There is only one person who can make the
punishment stop!” The swish swish of the cane
continued, her legs now covered with spiderwebs of
dripping blood. Bluebird cried and began whispering to
herself like a mantra, barely audible under her breath
ommandant, commandant, commandant.’ Swishl
ish, swish. Scream, scream, scream. /
‘ ‘Only one person can make this stop, only one
lrs.on, but if it is her will then you should allow it to
nt}nue, will you allow it to continue?” The metal cane
ontinued to rip into her backside and her screams began
. ew. ‘Answer us, will you allow it to continue?
e eath the strange luminous light from above one
ould see small specks of blood flying into the air from
¢ ferocity of the lashing as the metal instrument

ercifully punished her exposed flesh. ‘Answer us
nswer us!’ /
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Through the confusion and the horror Bluebird managed
to let out a screamed answer, driven by pain and
whatever strange drugs she had been dosed with earlier.
‘Let it continue, commandant, let it continue! Punish me,
commandant, punish me!’ The disembodied voice high
in the ceiling changed from that of a male to the hearty
laughter of a woman, echoing strangely. This must be
the voice of the commandant herself thought Bluebird,
her eyes lolling wildly, her tongue involuntarily
protruding from her mouth in some heathen symbol of
prostration. Oblivious to the metal cane which continued
to beat her, she began crying in devotional ecstasy at
having heard the voice, and then she too, like the voice
from the speakers, began to laugh.

After her performance in that training ordeal and
similar performances clsewhere it became clear to her
handlers that she was one that was naturally gifted with
a sense of obligation o fulfill the commandant’s mission.
Deep within the cavernous building, psychological
experts from organizational intelligence attached to the
commandant’s experimental cult pored over the reports
of her reactions and progress and gave her very high
markings, recommending her career path to be
accelerated by orientation toward the fact that she was
also part of a political organization and recommending,
her toward the post of pontifex in the baby brigades in
charge of persons of her own age range and beneath. Her
reassignment toward the dormitory was laying the
groundwork for just this purpose.
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CHAPTER 16

&entivgv;t 1:(1::\2;21 t;eecurityﬁguaris had marched through
; : position where they would wai
the arrival of the troopers from hea g
!ached the relatively exposed open pi%gca;\te:fs .lais:l tthhey
n ade their camp beneath a large copse of t i
omalously present in the middle of the field Tr}fes
ere not too concerned security-wise at this po'i.nt Z
ey fore mow well within the borders of ’th
amz'aljnon’s territory. Their purpose would be to 1 ;
military contingent to the proper areas efaor
‘:: gagen)ent once they had arrived and to liaison with
it contmgf:nt of shock troopers back across the invisibl
0 der. Within several minutes of setting u the'e
- porary a.rrangements, purposefully small as ﬂ}:e d'lc;
10t premeditate too long of a wait until the force };r :
\ , quTarters arrived, they heard a crackle 012
ing transmission over the radio. It was at?l
andos who had been tracking the planned escape:

f:ommandos gave a full report to the internal
urity personnel in coded language in the remote }
i one might be listening in. They had scoutedczii
entire area around the barn where the resisters were
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encamped and also looked out for any otI}er outlying
pockets of resistance linked to their synd1cate: Other
than a few particular houses in the village which had
already been identified there was no other base areas
except a few half-rotten sheds deep in the forest about
three miles' hike into the woods southwest of the barn.
The commandos gave their opinion that this would be
the location that the resisters would retreat to should
they be able to escape from an armed engagement or
should they be allowed the opportunity to escape. The
internal security personnel on the radio made note of 2.1”
the salient points of the report on a small notepad W.hllt‘
the other internal security member scanned the horizon
looking for the sign of arriving troops. They .would more
than likely radio in when they were getting close. to
position however the exactitude of the liaison 1ocat1fm
had not been worked out completely and the security
men wanted to be well ready to receive them and ready
to hit the road once they arrived.
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CHAPTER 17

Within approximately one week of Bluebird being
housed in the dormitory residence hall it was clear that
she was emerging and being groomed as a leader. She
ad not yet heard of the term ‘pontifex’ nor knew exactly
what the organization consisted of other than the fact
hat it was presented to her as an arm of the
tommandant’s cult which she was to take part in. As this
was a reversal of the actual situation was interesting
from a theoretical standpoint, however in terms of
perability it made no difference. The intelligence plan
reating the personality of the commandant and the cult
urrounding her had been born from the intimate desires
{ the commander himself and for years had restricted
lielf to recruiting within the organization only in order
. harden and magnify the already existent ultra-
jolence amongst its ranks. The situation of recruiting
cople from outside organizational territories, cold calls
hildren were specifically targeted for their potential to
built into something useful and worthwhile for
izational aims. Most of those who had reached
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them without the basic ability to relate to anyone socially
in any capacity whatsoever, having spent the majority ol
their lives communing with diseased nature amongst the
post-nuclear wastelands.
Bluebird was something special and that could be
well seen in the fact that her leadership abilities and
ability to interact with her direct age peers and the
younger children inside the dormitory was nearly
automatic. That she had survived unscathed for so many
years in the wilderness and had socialization amonggl
what almost amounted to a mobile children’s colony did
her credit. She had spent much time alone but her
intelligence level created a situation in which the solitary
time spent in a survivalist mode coupled with
interactions with others in the wastelands thal
necessitated that she be canny served to her credit within
her beginning interactions in dormitory life. Most of the
children who were in the dormitory had been donated
by their parents, most of whom were all either shock
troopers or internal security members, the former being,
the highest amongst parentage demographics. A
relationship between the sexes culminating in sexual
intercourse and leading to conception and birth of a
child could happen within a few days of similar military
posting for the shock troops. As easily as they had come
together they could just as easily be drawn apart, sent
out for differing assignments in the field, (0
headquarters or smaller bases within the cosmos of the
organization’s ~ territory or with the relationship
purposefully being broken up by the officers in direct
control of them in the interest of fluidity of military
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function or for other ulterior purpose.

Fo.r those, and especially for those who had alread
- been inculcated with the mythos of the commandanz,
donating children in their infancy to the commandant’sl
special schools was the best bargain. They would not
only be freed from their domestic burden but they would
also be unilaterally respected for their decision even b
those who did not subscribe totally to the commandant’};
cult per se. Any unsubscription in this matter of course
was a matter of preference, however that did not mean
that those who did not actively participate harbored an
fh'mately subversive feelings or negative thoughts abou};
e existence of the commandant’'s cult within their
nnks. Rather, the commandant's image, the cult
! rrounding her and the vibration of her propaganda
L ck‘ too close to home for some. While the
0 rgamz?ﬁon obviously was not a moralist's organization
nd thrived in the doom-laden atmosphere of the post-
A cle.ar world with veracity, the commandant’s cult took
,tam filaments of that worship of destruction and
honed them to a fine point. For some who worked in
urti'cularly violent fields within the organization, just
hearing the name of the commandant uttered V\;Ollld
ause their skin to crawl. While overarchingly psychotic
ety way, shape and fashion, the commander was
. at the end of the day a military figure, a people’s
der V\'rho had achieved what he had gained through
’er.wﬂl to power, unconquerable bloodlust and the
piraling mind of a military genius come from the
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entirely unclear to most, and this contributed to the
many reasons why certain personages within the
organization found her ‘too much’ at the end of the day
and found their own solace in certain of the lesser cults
also flourishing within organizational territory, most ol
them being controlled and formulated by organizational
intelligence. Singular amongst the pantheons, only the
commandant held the unique position of being,
considered nuclear death personified.
For those expecting the birth of a child that were nol
intimately ~familiar ~with the commandant’s cull,
frequently posted fliers on the numerous bulletin boards
within the main headquarters complex, posted
throughout the towns and villages under the control of
the organization and circulated within propaganda
sheets for shock troopers and internal security personnel
on the field would inform them of the commandant and
her willingness to take children on. The mortality rate ol
children within the organization was very high even for
a social grouping existing in the post-nuclear landscapc,
as formerly many persons who had unwanted children
would get rid of them early or, for the more sadistic and
desperate, some couples would wait until they were
born and torture them for some time for their own grisly
amusement before harvesting them for meat. The
political and military councils  surrounding  the
commander began to get wind of the latter trend and
while not necessarily bemoaning the level of brutalily
inherent in those who engaged in cannibalization of the
children for want of meat for sake of practicality, thix
level of violent action coming about spontaneously was i
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sure sign that the killer programming of the organizati
was taking root in the blood. Their main conceig
however was that the councils did indeed take issue with
the fact that the lives were destroyed on a private level
Where' such a privilege should be the domain of t}‘1e
orgam'zation as a collective. While the strai ht-oui
org.ar'uzational youth brigades accepted members %or full
.ﬁ'ammg at as young of age as four, the parents were still
nt. least somewhat responsible for maintaining the
chlldre.n up to that age. The organization was still not at
th.e Pomt where they could undertake totally communal
Taising c:f children on a large scale. The intelligence
tommunity running the commandant’s outfit on the
other hand was able to effect full-responsibili
ommunal child-rearing on a minute scale with certaz
_ l-§afes in place, which was the most conducive
environment in applying programming of proffered and
l*rac.ted children in a much more severe and
pen.mental fashion than what existed in the regula
brganizational youth brigades. o

- Unlike the regular youth brigades, donating a child
the program of the commandant - her special human
L1.‘der1 if you will - was just that, a donation. At the
1nt of signing over the child to the commandal"lt’s cult,
he parents relinquished all rights to the child from tha;
| ‘int on. Whereas the cult preferred that children within
organization come on only as infants (this assisted
¢ breakage from the family unit further also due to the
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the commandant’s cult in its infancy), in certain cases the
commandant would in fact accept older children, even
up to the age of thirteen or fourteen years of age.
Children within the organization at large would tell each
other frequent rumor-driven hotror stories about the
sinister machinations that would occur when one’s
parents decided to give them up to the commandant and
were warned amongst themselves to keep careful watch
if they saw their parents discussing among themselves
too in-depth or casting strange glances at them, as this
was a potential sign that passing them over to the
commandant was imminent. They would come at night
to make the transaction and, before several hours would
pass, said the children, they would be embroiled in a hell
so complete that it made the most rigorous activity
within the organization look like ‘the old days’ (not that
anybody, even their parents, had any sort of clue what
the ‘old days’ genuinely consisted of, yet the phrase was
still bandied about among the less devout). The taking of
older children was done with a special strategy in mind.
It was more of a challenge in breaking them down in one
respect, whereas the infants simply came up within the
cult with no knowledge whatsoever of the existence of
any other environment. Even within families that gave
an older child to the cult who were avid followers of the
commandant themselves, there was a large difference for
a child between their observing rites, such as giving i
piece of flesh or powdered stimulant before a picture of
the formerly remote cult figure that was the
commandant on their home altar in conjunction with
their parents activities, versus being sent into «
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i seemingly mythical nowhere where anything was apt to
occur.

Bluebird had taken to the first several weeks of cult
programming like a charm, even those who had been
pushing the agenda of getting children from the
wastelands to participate in this way were surprised at

the applied acumen by which she had taken to the
directions of the commandant heart and soul. The
psychic driving techniques utilizing the headphones and
‘Various administering of narcotics had been in effect for
‘everal years now, however she had been one of the first
laken from the wilderness on whom the technique had

sther than what she had imposed upon herself seemed
0 be part of the reason why she had proven herself so
ppropriate to programming. As well, certain of the
harsher techniques, such as the bloody caning that she
it ,d undergone before being transferred to the
lormitories, served to exhibit a successful test of the
limits of what the commandant’s cult had achieved

N persons formerly unfamiliar with the commandant
nd her mission.
Part of the duties that Bluebird was proffered inside
J dormitory included keeping discipline in check and
g responsible for the general hardening up of the
uth outside of their normal routines of testing and
erimentation, performing the role of strict den
\ther rather than drill master. The nurses and the
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upperclassmen amongst the mid-to-late teenage set were
responsible for the day-to-day training of the children in
formal environs, however once in the dormitories there
was the ability for the youngster to revert to previous
ways of thinking and behaving. Bluebird —was
commissioned with the task of bringing the discipline
and order experienced in the course of a day’s (or
night’s, depending on circumstances) training and keep
that discipline instilled during their time in the
dormitory, extending into basic maintenance activities
like ensuring that after-hours study continued to take
place, bodily maintenance occurred regularly (bathing,
personal hygiene), interpersonal relationships and
activities were regulated and all-round enforcement of
discipline.

To hammer that message home, Bluebird had been
entrusted with a stout wooden paddle painted thick
black and bearing a yellow imprint of a stylized vulture
descending for the kill, which was the crest of their
particular commandant youth unit in a formulation
based upon the type of traditional insignia style used by
internal sectors within armed forces units extending
further than memory. Entering and leaving the building,
each child would see the paddle and the potential
punishment that they would experience at the capable
hands of Bluebird should their behavior not prove up to
par.

The dormitory was, as was the rest of the
commandant’s area, located within the deepest recesses
of the most secret parts of the old penitentiary, in this
case within a hidden clandestine annex to torture center,
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Il was not entirely underground as there were certain
‘ourtyards and open areas consisting of towers of three
Alories or more that existed in the internal parts of the
building’s infrastructure so that they could not be
nurveilled except via air. As the post-nuclear situation
did not include airborne craft, this type of security
toncern did not come into consideration and thus
(1eated an atmosphere of total and secure isolation.

~ As the twilight fell in the dormitories the areas
Would be lit sparsely, relying as much as possible on the
light coming in from the barred slits of the windows, by
hose same light vicious murderers and other criminal
tlements of the old society had once been contained in
the most secure conditions for the safety of the larger
ociety. Now such areas were being used in a world
vhere there was no outer society, the only society was

wilights that those who impugned on the strictly
idered existence of the commandant’s regime within
» dormitories would face humiliating beatings with the
ishment paddle of which all of them were starkly

«a repine to an adjoining room where the
_ nishment would be laid on in unbridled ferocity with
every ounce of perversity and controlled violence that

hild’s haunted, traumatized return sometime later
vould prove to be an even higher level of terror-
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instilling strictness than the public beatings. The concrete
effect on the children could certainly be seen, as the
depths of their internal world were psychotically shifted
with the brutal instrument representative of the
commandant’s unquestionable authority.

The young girls in the unit were dressed practically
identically to Bluebird herself (sans the courier pouch
and various small disciplinary tools clipped to the slots
of her jumper) whereas the boys wore short pants, black
shirts and knee socks. Some of them who performed
hazardous work during the course of their training had
the benefit of wearing small, ankle-high boots. Both boy
and girl alike were under equal dictate to the
unmitigated  will ~ of Bluebird while within the
dormitories, who stood as their cult mother,
disciplinarian and ever-constant watcher. She actively
encouraged her wards to inform on one another in order
for her to possess the highest level of intelligence as (0
what occurred among her charges.

During the days when the students were operating,
within other occupations dictated by the cult and of
which Bluebird was well aware and sometimen
participated in herself, she would most often be drilled
in organizational and cult indoctrination by various
personnel  throughout the commandant's center. The
nurse who worked with her early on had not seen by her
since, neither had she seen the sixteen-year old girl, Misn
Hall, whom gave Bluebird the first taste of cull
punishment and had provided her with her courier
satchel, organizational handbooks and later a few
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isciplinary items for her to have on her person in
‘premeditation of her dormitory position. Outside of
- Bluebird’s knowledge, the nurse had been moved on to
the position of a personal attache working with the
commandant herself and had traveled to the area of the
organizational conference to take place in the
commandant’s ~ unprecedented  and  spectacular
ppearance after the unveiling of the organization
surface-to-air rocket. Miss Hall had been whisked away
on special assignment involving an advanced photo

shock trooper into punitive confinement via the auspices
f the inquiry center.

- Although her figure was slight, Bluebird’s thin frame
ossessed a wiry strength which the other children
I 'ared in its oftentimes cruel application. She was an all-
round mother to the children, instilling them with the
othos of the commandant and as such she was both the
1 sciplinarian and also the principal caregiver. Whereas
virtually all of the other children came from
organizational territories, the fact that Bluebird was from
the wilderness gave her a marked physical advantage as
0 her physical strength and constitution as she was used
0 c‘overing much more territory and used to the open air
ot ch in general gave her a better degree of health than
hose cloistered within the various compounds and
2 itorial schools, despite their having participated in
irganized physical training.

’ .51:18 herself had adjusted to the relative confinement
if living within the cult compound well considering, and
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the lack of fresher airs had only served to birth a strange,
hostile nature within her. As might be expected, due to
her being on the cusp of puberty, she enjoyed punishing
the boys particularly and often she would take
advantage of her position and authority to conduct semi-
public punishments within the confines of the dormitory
to show her prowess in exhibiting the draconian side of
her feminine nature. A small boy in particular of the age
of six who had a certain aversion to her authority was
often the target of her beatings. She would bark for all of
the children's attention, at which point they would duly
assemble in an orderly formation at the front of the
dormitory, which, being formerly part of the prison, was
arranged much like a barracks in a military basic training
facility. Her two personal attendants would bring her a
metal chair and she would begin by sitting and
launching into an emphatic lecture concerning what was
expected  of them as full-time adherents of the
commandant, reciting with her own special flourishes
the information that she had been indoctrinated with
through listening to the tapes that were provided to her
by her handlers and her intensive  study o
organizational texts. After making her general
introduction she would call out the person who was 10
be punished. Usually, rather than conducting several
punishments at one point, she would scatter them
throughout the day, schedule allowing, in order to
assure that her ferocity was at its height. Often in the late
afternoon session, as the dull glow of the afternoon suil
illuminated the communal living quarters, she would
choose that time for her most pror\ounced punishments,
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‘xhu;}ri often as not fell on the young boy. Calling him t

| : ! ; 0

E o?t and hav1'ng him escorted prisoner-style with
assistants holding his arms on either side, h

be brf)ught before Bluebird who would give Ill -

dregsmg-down and then request that ghe relrInn & thie

punishment paddle from the wall by the door e e

, Dea.d silence would ensue as the boy mad

;‘:f:essmn to remove the instrument, havingyto s?re:cht}tle
E ; ;21;1; Ctlh}e1 hook upon which it hung. Once returni;ng
e e wa.s e>fpected to present it to her with
| ands, at which time she would take it and sling it

by the strand attached to its handle over one corner of

wh‘ eolr);?; ofht'he chair and then pull the boy toward her,
b ai duﬁ tcc; remove his shoes and afterward hi;
e rtil erwear which left him completely
ot Z wa.lst down, wearing only his black
- j;s‘ V\.flth the .commandant’s principal
;o kr1lgrua. Thus disrobed, the boy would be

er knee and the paddle retrieved, at which

P epltiizav;rh;cb translated in her reasoning as visibly
nd in pain. As much as the bo i
‘ . : y would kick
| czlclllcfi not dislodge himself from off her knee beli;g,
enga(;vev(ril Eil her wiry yet iron-like grip. Once she
m enough in this manner she
. . w 1
ngerly lift him off her lap and then stand, forcmgoﬁlhi

cneel with his arms resting on the seat of the chair, his

)
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knees on the ground and his reddened buttocks facing
the other students. She would then give him a paddling
much more painfully executed than what was possible
over her knee, arcing the paddle over her head before
bringing it driving down onto his naked flesh, causing,
him to scream in protest again and again. When she was
feeling particularly sadistic she would call up some of
the boys of her own age who were beginning o
experience the beginning of their sexual awakening. She
had schooled these particular boys on her own time in
private and, thus aware of what their members in an
erect state were capable of, they would, at her requesl,
go to the front and take turns sodomizing the younger
boy, grinding their erections deep into his entrails and
sometimes smacking the sides of his legs and his
upturned rear as if they were taking a ride on som¢
pathetic beast. Bluebird would watch these scenes with
great relish, standing several paces behind the chair, her
arms crossed in a mood of unabashed hubris, the paddle
danging from her hand. She would array herself where
she was assured a good look at the sobbing face of the
little boy, making sure that he was experiencing just that
much more pain and horror than the last time that she
had administered similar discipline. Her stratagem wan
not in itself simply born from the burgeoning psychotic
cruelty that had been cultivated and fanned to a fiery
blaze by her cult indoctrination. She intended to take
some of the younger ones like this, who had some strealk
of defiance against her authority in them, and cultivale
lasting marks that would echo throughout the rest of
their lives, causing the existence of a consistenl
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beonscious flashpoint that could be activated so that
; uch human resources could be used for particularl
brutal assignments within the cult. Even at th}e’
leer.ningly tender age of twelve, Bluebird was
Instinctively laying the groundwork for her ascent in the
career ladder of the commandant’s grim mission.

217




IRON GATES

218

IRON GATES

CHAPTER 18

Little nine-year-old Britta laid upon the filthy covers
ide the soldier’s hut, her firm stomach grating against
half-cured boarskin covering of the rough wooden
tack. Across the room, his visage dimly lit by the
ing embers of the fire, sat the field marshal; twirling
is jet-black mustache which was amply seasoned by
rease and the fat of a boar of not too dissimilar breed as
he sort utilized for the resting place of his current
sht's pleasure. From the small slit in the canvas of the
one could hear the frenzied flapping of bat wings
the ever-incessant alarm signal of the military
ncampment.

‘The field marshal and his personal security retinue
| been recalled to headquarters from the field for
al weeks now, however only recently he had
eived contrary orders; whether these orders were to
relief or to his chagrin he himself could not readily

A few days' march from the organization’s furthest
er the field marshal had been told via radio
mission to hold off his march to headquarters
oper and to reroute to a recent organizational
campment that had sprouted up on the territorial
rder to their south. The encampment consisted of a

219




IRON GATES

wide cross-section of organizational field operatives
including internal security, death squads, commandos
and shock troops from headquarters as well as regiments
coming in from the field who had been involved in
resistance skirmishes in the border territory.

His night's mistress, whom he had already enjoyed
thoroughly, he had met spontaneously on the road
during the first day's march toward the encampment
courtesy of her adult handlers. Britta had been (and still
was, her visit to his tent a temporary diversion) in the
company of female members of the commandant’s
recruiters; strange, black-robed women known for their
mystic airs and eerie chants and songs in praise ol
nuclear war personified in the person-deity known ax
the commandant. They had intersected with the field
marshal some days before during the course of their
march (he had spotted them long before they spotted
him), the recruiters on their way back from the far
territories with only the single female child in tow.

Apparently an internal security transport team who
had been tasked to meet them and bring the recruiters
and their new recruit to headquarters had not appearc
and, based only on secret information of the landscape
not committed to maps, they had themselves been
traveling on foot for several days back to the borders ol
the organizational territory to fulfill their mission in i
elsewise more arduous fashion. Upon meeting them (l¢
field marshal had volunteered to take them on to (he
makeshift encampment at the border to which he win
now headed, from there they would be better able tu
make recontact with the appropriate sectors of internil
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~ security in order to bring their charge back to the
commander’s headquarters. In reciprocation for this
favor, the leader among the commandant’s recruitment
party had offered up the flesh of young Britta to slake
the field marshal’s nocturnal lusts while along the march
‘ rout'e. From his own perceptiveness and tell-tale signs
during the night he understood that several of the
l:om%nandant’s lady recruiters had themselves in similar
fashion provided their own more willing services to his
Ipers‘onal guard detail. He remained appreciative of
having been given license with the choicest among their
number.

Arrival at the encampment had been a sight to
ehold. The field marshal knew little of what was
Iranspiring along the section of the border to which he
1;; ad been directed, having been well engaged himself in
his own mission to date prior to his ordered diversion in

'ated conversations with their charge, had rounded
hill and found themselves observing nearly one
dred small campfires lit in the shallow valley below,

f;‘ organizational shock troopers, internal security and
upport staff representing a broad cross-section of
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A few short radio transmissions later, the field marshal
and his companions found themselves safely escorted
inside the camp and provided with quarters, making,
preparation of their own tents unnecessary, a fact for
which they were particularly thankful after the long
march. The field marshal’s personal guards, with his
leave, took tents nearer to where some of the shock
troopers were lodged but not too far from the field
marshal’s small wooden hut, so as to facilitate them
some welcome comradeship amongst their peers after
many weeks in the field with only their superior officer
and occasional victim as company (the commandant’s
recruiters being the one exception) while still keeping
them within shouting distance should he need them. The
field marshal himself, the commandant’s recruiters and
the girl were directed to a spot not too far off but far
enough away to be generally outside the brunt of the
activity, that being a smattering of tents and primitive
quickly-constructed huts inhabited mainly by higher
members of internal security near a small copse of dark
trees.

An internal security delegation attached to the
situation planning committee behind the reason for the
encampment’s erection quickly made liaison with the
field marshal upon his arrival in the camp, informing
him that a full debriefing would follow in the morniny
and deferring further explanation until then as &
courtesy. The commandant’s recruiters, after arrival al
their quarters, were obviously anxious to make haste i
contacting their own appropriate internal securily
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iaisons to facilitate the transport of themselves and their
Eharge back to headquarters as soon as possible, which
they premeditated to be effected the next day if they
acted in haste. As a parting gesture to the camaraderie
hey had built with the field marshal during their tenure
s travel companions, they left him Britta for one last
light before her return to headquarters, her fate there
which the field marshal himself could not guess.
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CHAPTER 19

The weeks since Nadezhda’s return to headquarters had
gone by in a whirlwind of activity. She and the
lieutenant had managed one more frenzied rutting after
the commandant’s appearance, the memory of which lay
enshrouded within the strange haze of narcotics and
cult-induced frenzy of the commandant’s physical
manifestation which brought all the attendees of the
conference, herself included, to the fever pitch of
organizational rapture. The lieutenant had been called
away to parts unknown on secret work after the
conference and she had no direct idea when she would
be seeing him again, although she was almost certain
that he would be making an appearance at the nexl
scheduled event involving her father’s weaponizcl
breakthrough which he had been working on in clos¢
liaison with the commander’s direct orders and
instruction.

Since the conference Nadezhda had avidly taken up
the cult of the commandant like many other leadership
who attended but were not yet affiliated or committed af
that time. Now a small shrine inhabited a corner of the
tiny cell that she shared with another female code clerk,
the bleak goggled eyes of the commandant watchiny
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- over her from a small plastic-encased photograph which
j ?he worshiped by cult-prescribed methods dail

involving burning certain substances and chantiny ,
gpeciﬁc incantations in a certain way while focusing org1
the photograph and petitioning her blessings. As to
codes, she had yet to break the coded message that had
been inscribed on the back of the card the lieutenant
e her, and, after admitting defeat for her lack of
ability to decipher it, she had taken it on a leap of faith
that the lieutenant’s intentions were as he said and she
had inserted it, on the way back from an evening feeding
at the communal dining hall, in the administrative
secretary’s drop-box after hours.

Within two days she had been called to the signal

credul-ity as he held a small black dossier which he
lapped lightly against the table.
Well, Nadezhda, it looks like we will no longer have

’Here are your tentative marching orders. This
0 ta11"15 your severance paperwork from intelligence
nalysis and a personal recommendation from my
e son on your good work over the past years, not that
ny recommendation is really necessary, all considering.’
| ldezhda felt sure that this was a thinly veiled referenc.e
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to her father’s even more lustrous reputation as of late
among organizational leadership during the last several
weeks, as the signal officer too had been present during,
the conference, vetted as a speaker during one of the
closed intelligence training sessions held on location.

There is also a notice for you to report to the inquiry
center at three o'clock this afternoon for further
instructions - that's for your new job I assume, not for a
hostile interrogation.” The signal officer managed a weak
smile.

Nadezhda had been relieved of her code clerk duties
immediately after she had been given notice by the
signal officer, her junior co-workers taking possession of
her code cards and charts and some of them vying for
who was going to be able to take over her slot, which
was enviable within intelligence analysis, although few
possessed the professional acumen comparable to their
predecessor. It only took a few minutes for Nadezhda to
clear out the few personal possessions on her desk,
dropping these and the dossier into a small satchel she
kept with her at all times while on duty.

Her co-workers, a smattering of pale-faced and
sallow individuals, waved with little enthusiasm as she
left internal security administration for the last time,
quickly returning to their tedious work of codebreaking
and analysis of intercepted radio transmissions and
organizational security memorandums. As she walked
down the corridors toward the door to the walkways ol
the headquarters compound and out of the building she
could feel herself smiling involuntarily. Soon her destiny
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w?uld be leading her in an altogether more action-
oriented direction, she could feel sure of it.

She stopped off at her quarters in order to unload a
few of the items from her desk before proceeding to the
: communal dining hall for midday meal, carrying her
satchel and dossier for further investigation while e;gatin

in order to kill two birds with one stone and save ﬁmg
l'rom the corner of her cell, the inconceivable visage (;
the commandant gazed stationary from her shrine
vNadezhda had been tempted to immediately access the;
‘cont'ents of the dossier as soon as she had reached the
fiemi-privacy of her own quarters, however the hours of
the day were passing quickly and sooner than she
expected she would be reporting to the inquiry center,
not a good prospect on an empty stomach. ’ /

As she walked to the dining hall the sounds of drill
n asters shouting over loudspeakers permeated the
atmosphere, with so many booted marching feet on the
parade ground that she could feel the earth rumblin
through the foundation of the concrete walkways Whic}gl
¢ ss-crossed the compound leading to and from the
numerous buildings. There had been an excess of activity
n the compound lately, even according to the normal
ace of headquarters life which was intense even durin
calmest point. She knew that the formal unveiling ogf
‘\:. commander’s rocket built by her father, the prequel
vent whi(?h had been held at the conference, was gow
- than six weeks away. That being the case, no public
‘iv'u regarding the event had been announced, the
nformation at present only known to those who, had
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attended the private meeting some weeks before and
those who were privy to such information, herself
included, were strictly prohibited  from preempting,
disclosure regarding the same.

The type and pace of the activity at headquarters al
present however, in contradistinction to the upcoming,
unveiling, seemed to spell more than a building up of
internal security-driven protective measures for the
commander’s appearance and subsequent potential
shock troop martial exhibitions. Rather, it bore the
unmistakable feel of a major military buildup for a
definitive offensive action the likes of which had not
been seen in some time. The intelligence reports that had
come over her desk during the last several weeks since
the conference had belied nothing to this effect, however
there was a definite feeling in the air that could not be
ignored and, in light of the tone she ascertained amony,
her contemporaries, she was not the only one who could
detect the unmistakable scent of future bloodshed being,
prepared in earnest.

The sounds emanating from the parade grounds
became muted as she entered through steel doors and
into the corridor for the feeding queue. The cavernous
mess hall was relatively subdued at this time of the day,
being toward the tail end of the midday dining period.
Several scattered tables were filled with teams of fifteen
to twenty shock troops who were all invariably boastiny
loudly about their grisly adventures in the field, many ol
them laughing and gesticulating wildly with their
spoons in between mouthfuls of thin speed-laced gruel
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Decidedly more subdued conversations were takin,
place elsewhere in the hall in groups of threes and foursg
these.personages being unmasked members of internai
security and organizational intelligence, engaging in
hushed conspiratorial discussions no less spiri’?edgand
intense despite their difference in inflection. A dim roar
of pots and trays being vigorously scoured could be
heard from the other side of a small portal near the
doorway of the mess hall where dishes were handed in
at t}'1e end of the meal, while off to one side of the hall,
which was mostly deserted, stood several stran e’
women in black robes who stood by a table gof
propaganda and paraphernalia relating to the cult of the
tommandant, singing odes death i
hythmic, lilting voices. "
Nadezhda moved through the queue and obtained
her own bowl of thin gruel, a cup of thick, whitish
heverage and a small dense block made from ,rendered
lats :’md other flesh-based substances. The sounds of the
Miging women filled her head with reminiscences of her
st vision of the commandant in the flesh at the
nference and she felt her body tightening reactivel

\0r hands assuming a white-knuckled grasp on her tra};
lle a strange pointed feeling rose up within her

i ceral to the very core of her being and bespeakin; 0;
lolence beyond any known violence. As she sat dc;gwn

to nuclear

far across the mess hall, she could see the center
ong their number returning her glance - as the mouth
ol the cult member moved in her song of devotion her
yes gazed across at Nadezhda, twinkling in such a
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fashion that Nadezhda felt that the commandant’s
recruiters themselves could ascertain her own devotion
even from sight. She had never seen these particular
women before, however their dusty robes and thin
countenances belied the fact that they had recently
returned from somewhere in the field, and she had neve:
encountered them at the small chapel where she had
visited regularly in the weeks since the conference. The
strange gray eyes of the middle songstress twinkled once
more, filled with seemingly contradictory menace and
delight all at once, and it almost seemed as if a smile
crossed her face as she sang before breaking Nadezhda's
gaze and nodding in cursory greeting to a small band ol
internal security personnel on their way out from the
hall.

As Nadezhda began working her way into her meul
she removed the dossier from her bag - small, black and
not bearing any organizational seal on the outside. The
signal officer’s report recommendation was thoroug
and couched in the usual technical language found in
organizational ~performance appraisals: ‘Nadezhda
Yatskaya continues to develop the skills needed (0
maintain the highest standards of professionl
excellence’, ‘Nadezhda Yatskaya writes reports thal
achieve maximum impact in their clarity and consistency
in regard to applied intelligence’, ‘As a member ol
internal security administration, Nadezhda Yatskayu
avails herself of all available resources and anticipalon
the needs of internal security and intelligence forces ii
the field.” The words ‘Internal security and intelligence
forces in the field’ brought her mind around to (he
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‘. neutenant. What was his present mission? What part of
lhe organization’s territory, or indeed beyond, did he
now inhabit? A part of her very much wanted him to
feturn  to headquarters when she did, after the
tonference, however she had found his insistence on his
preference for the field to be enlivening, what to speak of
leading to a validation of her own professional ambitions
by someone who amounted to a childhood hero.
Nadezhda’s eyes lingered on the final note in the last
part of the signal officer’s recommendation: ‘applied
Intelligence.” This brought her a supreme sense of
| atisfaction, for in torture center she herself would now
ave an opportunity to administer and practice this aptly
named ‘applied intelligence’ in a much more hands-on
fashion than she had been used to in internal security
dministration under the auspices of codes and
li telligence analysis, which she herself considered, at
best, to amount to glorified secretarial duty. The
licutenant had stressed his preference for the ‘field’
during his private conversations with her in his quarters
‘r‘ the conference base; Nadezhda believed, with every
ber of her grim intent, that torture center would be her
equivalent, the place that she could flourish in the

ommander, and under the ever watchful gaze of the
mmandant.
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CHAPTER 20

Little Wendy bent over the wooden barrel, exposing her
pert backside to all present, albeit encased within the
fabric of her plain, neutral-colored cloth dress. Still, the
contours revealed were enough for any discerning parly
to take notice of, even though she herself was not yel
seven years of age. As the wind blew audibly outside
amidst the cold mountains, carrying the sounds of
screeching birds of prey, accompanied by the grating of
various metals and primitive machinery being utilized in
the adjoining workshop, still, psychologically, it seemetl
quiet enough to hear a pin drop as the small entourage
of the lieutenant’s personal detail viewed the scenc
unfolding before their eyes on this particular afternoon,

The lieutenant approached the girl, lifting the drean
to expose long, thin, white legs and miniscule while
panties. As the latter were well worn and sufficiently
dry-rotted as a result, it only took a firm grasp from the
lieutenant at their hem and one brief motion to rip theni
off and asunder, said garment which the lieutenant thei
subsequently dropped without fanfare upon the filthy
floor of the engineering center. With a booted foot the
lieutenant kicked the girls legs apart one by one, forciny
them to spread and causing her to clumsily attempl (i
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find firmer grip on the barrel to balance her tiny frame.
With a deft motion the lieutenant unfastened the
 front of his trousers, withdrawing his solid member and
plunging it into the girl. Noticing that the hymen had
already been broken, he laughed to himself, considering
which and indeed how many of the workers at the
- tngineering center had enjoyed her singularly youthful
pleasures to date.

The engineering center itself was located far to the
‘north and slightly to the west of the commander’s
‘headquarters, inhabiting a region at the very limits of the
‘horders of the northwestern territories of the
organization. It was the beginning of the mountains that
‘lretched into the western horizon, the looming ranges of
‘What was once known as the Smoky Mountains and
which still bore the curious phenomena of being
Heemingly drifted in a continuous dread fog as per its
Nnamesake.

Ihe eastern ridges while marking the beginning of the
~ountains were already formidable in scope, with
myriad and profuse great rocky outcroppings and huge

primitive paths, an atmosphere requiring constant
igilance for the wayward traveler and seasoned
nhabitant alike.

The mountain region had taken particularly well in
Omparison to some areas to the untold devastation
used by the nuclear wars by dint of its natural
hardiness. A sudden and complete lack of commercial
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development had allowed violent and profuse
reforestation and subsequently, like the rise of the wild
boar population elsewhere in the organization's
territory, certain rough and tumble species seemed nol
only to not have been too adversely effected by the
devastation of nuclear war but rather to have flourished
in the absence of an excess of human predators.

Great and mighty screech owls, black bears and
grizzly bears were all in great profusion, the cries of the
birds of prey upon the wind heard constantly and the
tell-tale signs of the bears' presence (such as great jagged
and craggy scratch marks on the trees and footprints
along the path) made the traveler aware of their
persistent presence. The black bears and grizzlies were
able to eat the fish that swam in the streams with no ill
effect, enlarging their already considerable width,
whereas the same which would often spell death for i
human so consuming depending on the levels ol
residual radioactive content that might be present in the
water.

The lieutenant continued to thrust into the young girl
with relish and lusty enthusiasm, the silence remaininy
within the room and interspersed with only the girls
own soft sobs of resignation. With an animalistic gruni
the lieutenant finished himself in the young flesh and
pushed the girl off from him, causing both the girl and
the barrel itself to go toppling onto the ground, eliciting
a great ring of mirthful laughter from the members of the
lieutenant’s personal detail present who sat around the
room on rough-hewn tables sipping a black, tarry
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' colored drink from tarnished brass tankards, the local
moonshine made from dubious substances which was
~ (lavored with various roots and mountain herbs known
10 the locals.

A large internal security personnel member with a
~ preat black beard stood up from his table and moved
over to the scene of the lieutenant’s recent ministrations
Uiprighting the barrel to its proper position and graspingl
young Wendy lightly by her arm, lifting her up into
slanding position, said motion which caused her thin
(ress to automatically fall into place. Her face wet with
lears, Wendy squirmed out of his grasp and knelt down
onto the filth-encrusted floor, clutching her ruined
undergarments which were now nothing more than rags,
\er weeping beginning anew and in earnest at the loss of
her only other garment. The internal security member
prasped her arm once again, more firmly this time but
th some small, inaudible words of consolation before
\¢ began leading her toward the door.

As Wendy and her escort moved toward the exit the
tenant brushed some spittle off his mustache and
hen refastened his pants. Noting the motions of the
parded organization member and Wendy out of the
rner of his eye the lieutenant hissed for the party to
Jase their movement. Walking over to them with
wasured strides, he lifted the girl’s hand which were
sping the pair of panties, lightly running his fingers
yer the worn fabric. Wendy's tears tapered off at the
mich of the lieutenant’s fingers upon her wrist-and
0 ked up at him, delicate eyes moistly glistening in the
arly afternoon light streaming in from the open
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doorway. The lieutenant let go of her hand and lifted his
own hand to her face, gently daubing the tears beneath
her eyes and smiling down at her before addressing his
assistant.

‘Go take this one down to the quartermaster and see
if you can’t get her a decent uniform, baby brigade
fitting, full-weather operable, my personal  crest
attached. Get someone to clean her up, get her fed and
keep her billeted in my quarters until this evening. I like
this one, she is going to be a member of my personal
entourage from now on, I do believe.” The lieutenant
patted Wendy on the shoulder and then gestured with
his hand briefly, at which point the internal security man
and the girl departed, out the door and down a craggy
mountain path, toward the lieutenant’s encampment al
the base of the hill at the crest of which sat the
engineering center.

From the adjoining workshop the sound of a
machine lathe winding down could be heard, ending in a
rumble and an audible screech. Footsteps could be heard
making their way down the wooden catwalk that served
as the hallway between the workshop and the all
purpose meeting room and a few seconds later a figure
appeared, stout, bald, bespectacled and wearing
leather apron, methodically wiping off accumulated sool
from his hands with a red-colored rag.

‘Lieutenant, it is good to see you again, comrade! It i
always a pleasure to have you here at engineering, nol
only are you the most welcome and skilled headquarters
liaison, in addition it's also exceedingly nice to [
around someone from headquarters with a particulur
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ippreciation for the area!’ The bald man grinned
broadly, extending his hand in greeting.

‘lingineer, it is good to see you at long last - I have been
Waiting with great anticipation for this meeting.’

The lieutenant gripped the bald man’s extended
hand, pumping it enthusiastically as he spoke.

‘Let’s go into the workshop, shall we? The engineer
pestured toward the entrance and the catwalk beyond it
;,?before turning to face the five men sitting at the varied
lables sipping their grog and addressing them. “You
lellows continue to enjoy yourselves and help yourself to
tefills at your leisure, we'll be back in due course.’ The

tenant and the engineer disappeared behind the old
usty door leading to the workshop.

The lieutenant and the engineer proceeded to the
:Drkshop, chatting amicably along the way, both full of
| certain gleeful mood due to their shared secret and
on plementary parts in a project that would prove to be
ne of the commander’s most terrifying to date in his
lany long years. As they walked slowly upward along
‘»":‘r, rise of the covered catwalk the lieutenant could see
lirough the slits in the wall planks the hints of the great
ountainous forests that laid all around them,
(Juestering the engineering center in secrecy and
aying it, fortress-like, due to its sitting high upon the
dge as a natural fortification.

Everyone in the area surrounding the engineering
onter, sparse as the population might be, were all
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counted amongst the more qualified loyalists of the
organization. The area itself was generally not visited by
those within the organization, except for supply couriers
and internal security members on organizational
business and acting in the capacity of official review
delegations. For those at and around headquarters and
in the surrounding areas the mountain areas to the west
had mostly passed from common memory. Even among
those from the organization who had visited the outpost,
few were aware of the location of the valley nearby
which had been the site of a great massacre by the
commander generations before.

Within organizational legend, this single act of mass
murder on the part of the commander and the
organization in its earliest stages was one of the reasons
why there were mno known autonomous parties
anywhere else in the area, including the other side of the
frontier. The details of the event itself lay lost in the
history of the myriad excesses enacted by the
commander during the formative years of the
organization, yet, a lingering testament remained in the
wastes of the valley, the form of an expanse of bony
remains so profuse that many layers of skulls and
skeletal fragments stretched hundreds of yards across.

The engineer and lieutenant reached the end of the
catwalk and proceeded through a large iron-wroug/l
doorframe which the engineer closed with a deafeniny
clang behind him. The odors of smelting melal,
chemicals and ozone hit the lieutenant full in the face,
said smells which were only discerned in fractional
amounts in the all-purpose room from which he had jusl
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- proceeded and in the air around the engineering center
Itself.

The central workshop was a vast structure, more
than likely the remnants of a warehouse which had been
onverted over decades for clandestine manufacturing
purposes within the organization. The vastness of the
slructure contrasted with the relatively sparse workforce
lor a building of this size, a tell-tale sign of both global
human depopulation as well as bespeaking of the
.‘\Oxtremely secretive nature of the work that went on
nside.

The residents around the engineering center, diehard
10 the commander’s cause one and all, were without
Uxception absolutely stationary in their existence in the
mountains. Due to the secretive nature of the work
tonducted they were inculcated, since birth, by
P panizational programmers with internal security-
(riven propaganda ensuring their insularity and
ontinued blanket silence to inquiry. At the pinnacle of
his posture of necessary compartmentalization, the
nhabitants of the mountain region were also barred,
vithout exception, from any travel outside of their own
1ea. Even the engineer himself had never once been
litside the area surrounding his sole place of work, not

destine armaments factory. The work here, on site,
15 too crucial for any chink in the armor of absolute

The engineer led the lieutenant into the center of the
iirchouse, passing by large stacks of corroded metal
irrels and long worktables covered with various
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primitive instruments as well as several large pieces of
electricity-driven machinery which, as ever, were linked
up with the obligatory generators run on semi-fuel. In
the distance, in one far, lonely corner of the warehouse,
the lieutenant could spot an area that was roped off from
the rest. In front of this area stood a small squadron of
menacing internal security members, masked and
goggled in anonymity, with severe black and shining
fully automatic machine guns resting threateningly in
their hands. Beyond them, behind thick plexiglass walls
and a fortified air-sealed door could be seen numerous
individuals in white coats, wearing gas-masks and
carefully arranging vials of evil, blue-colored liquid with
hands protected by rubberized gloves going up to their
elbows.

‘We are in the process of arming your test device
even as we speak,’ intoned the engineer, quickening his
pace toward what appeared to be an entrance {0 i
makeshift hallway created by heavy metal crates stacked
high on either side that led toward a series of shippiny,
containers that had been converted to closed workshop
areas.

“The test device should be ready for you by mornin,
Mind you, it will only give you an idea of the mor¢
passive properties of the payload for the commander’n
warhead - the dispersal potential once fitted to the new
unit will raise the devastation levels considerably.” The
engineer chuckled to himself and signaled to twu
internal security guards who stood at the entrance-wiy
to the makeshift hallway who stepped aside smartly,
holding their arms to their sides.
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The engineer and the lieutenant then proceeded toward
the engineer’s personal workspace.

As. t.hey marched, the lieutenant noted with
nppre.cmtlon that there were a couple more internal
siecurity members stationed crouched atop the crates o
 vither side of them, their presence only noticeable b thn
- dread muzzles of their machine pistols which coul}; bj

seen peering over the edge, ready to eradicate any

“unauthorized persons nearing the engineer’s secure area

il a moment’s notice.

The lieutenant followed the engineer and stooped
:through a low door into the converted shi }jn

e;onFa.mer which was dimly lit with low watta ei}:ﬂbg
| os‘1t10ned over several long worktables ﬁllgd wit;
arious devices and tools. At the far end the lieutenant
ou.ld spy the engineer’s personal altar which had a
jine to the commandant at its center as well as smaller
shrines to various of the lesser-known and hideous gods
who firere worshiped in these parts and which were
p ecuhal.f to this geographic region in particular.

‘ Various flags of diverse organizational regiments
; d sectors as well as large posters of the commander

raced the paneled walls of the workshop, the former

i presenta.tive of the many units who had been equipped

ith.spec1a1 weaponry by the engineer and whom had

l'O.Vlded them with banners of their units, many of

which .had been carried into action, as a tok’en of ’ieir

ippreciation to the continued unparalleled work done by

L
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the engineering center and the engineer himself.

On one side of the table the clutter had been cleared and
a small device, shaped like a large, rounded bullet, sal
upon small base.

‘This is my prototype for the test device - an identical
version, properly armed, will be ready for you at the
security desk any time tomorrow morning for your field
test at your leisure. The commander’s warheads will be
ready for your pickup as soon as you are done, our
workers are doing their final safety inspection right now
and crating them up for transport.”

The engineer reached into a low drawer and drew
out a small handheld device, equipped with two buttons,
two colored lights and a small antenna.

"This will work exactly like yours, except that once
the device is triggered you will want to be well out of the
way and wearing one of these for good measure.” The
engineer used the antenna length as a pointer to tap a
gas mask that sat nearby. ‘Make sure you get a full seal
when you put it on

‘If you push this button, the device will arm.” The
engineer pressed a black button, triggering a pale light
beside it, at which point the device on the table emitted o
low humming,.

‘As soon as the signal light is on, you are ready (0

’

go.
After a few minutes, another light on the device
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began a slow blinking.

- 'Press the black button, the light will go solid and
 dispersion will begin, like so.’

"I'he engineer pressed the black button, the light
beside it went solid and the sides of the bullet-shaped
object began opening up slowly, spreading outward like
‘the blossoming of a flower. A small hissing sound could
be heard which continued until the filaments of the
(evice were fully splayed outward.

‘Tomorrow yours will be equipped with an ultra-
light payload which you will see can cause considerable
(lamage even in a relatively minute amount. The parcels
for ﬁ1e commander will be filled considerably heavier.’

~ The engineer let out another small chuckle. The
lieutenant smiled in response, patting him on the back.

ﬁ ‘It's going to be quite a show before it’s all said and
tone, comrade, quite a show indeed.’

The engineer smiled himself and then let out a
igh. ‘If only I could be there to watch.’

, :The two organizational brass finished up their
blisiness and said their goodbyes until the next morning
nd the lieutenant made his way out from the;
ngineering center to his quarters near the base of the
, as the sun turned the sickly orange of late afternoon
that signaled that twilight would soon be near.

- A demented grin flitted across the lieutenant's face
»u eath the thick, filth-encrusted mustache, and his
pirits began to soar in a strange direction as he walked
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nearing the perimeter of his encampment.

He had other business to attend to before the night wan

out.
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CHAPTER 21

[he morning sun rose orange and strange above the cold
ncampment at the border area as the field marshal
lood outside his hut, smoking solidly on a cigar that he
had obtained while on site, his personal supply having

10)

ng run out during his erstwhile march toward
eadquarters.
- Britta had been whisked away in the deep of night,
ne of the commandant’s recruiters entering his hut with
silent gesture of greeting toward the field marshal and
henceforth removing the child, throwing her old clothes
nto the still-crackling fire and draping the drowsy girl in
| shapeless black garment similar to their own before
eparting. As they left, the field marshal had caught the
itl's eyes one last time; they stared back at him blankly
Ut with a cold harshness beneath that could be readily
certained by discerning eyes.
- Once the girl and her handler had left his hut he had
ilked outside himself, watching them and the others
mong the commandant’s delegation steal into the
rkness and become small dark specks negotiating the
ght rise of a treeless knoll on the other side of the
pment. As they neared the summit, lights
iddenly shone, two beams of headlights from a black,
nmarked organizational van, black silhouettes of
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internal security members outlined in their light. Within
minutes the lights and the people had disappeared,
trailing into the distance, toward the east - toward
headquarters.

The field marshal took one last long drag from his
cigar which was rapidly becoming no more than a stub
and threw the remainder onto the ground, snuffing it out
with his boot. Shutting the door of his hut, he quickly
walked along the perimeter of the encampment,
avoiding the activity in the middle. At a certain
predesignated point two of his personal security men fell
in behind him, neither speaking as the three of them
marched with purpose toward a large tent near the back
of the encampment that functioned as the command
center.

As they neared the tent a line of internal security
members moved aside, allowing the field marshal
entrance. The two internal security members attached to
the field marshal’s personal security detail remained
outside, talking in low voices to the personnel
conducting security for the encampment’s command
center.

The field marshal entered and was greeted by high-
ranking brass from both internal security and one of the
most feared shock troop regiments within the
organization before being offered a seat at a long table
that was covered with various maps and documents. At
one far end of the table sat a masked internal security
member, acting in a secretarial position, typing reports
on a small laptop. As soon as the field marshal was
seated, the internal security representative began the

248

IRON GATES
briefing.

“We want to first of all express our gratitude that you
were able to liaison with us so quickly in this matter,
field marshal. Your reputation precedes you within the
organization and insistence on your participation in this
venture came from the very highest level.

The field marshal’s face remained blank, however he
felt satisfaction at the wording utilized, intimating that
his diverted route to the encampment was requested by
direct representatives of the commander himself. The
internal security representative cleared his throat before
continuing,.

‘We are in the process of a significant force buildup
that will reach several-hundred more personnel on the
ground before fighting season commences. From
headquarters we have been informed that action will

- begin in less than two months' time. There is a hostile

populace of semi-organized resisters located several

- clicks over the southwestern border here...” The internal

security representative pointed to a small circled area on
the map that the internal security secretary had placed
between them.

‘There are already several contingents of
commandos, shock troopers and signal intelligence on
the ground in the direct vicinity that have been working
the area for awhile now. The area is an old semi-rural
town with medium populace, however there is a small
faction of resisters who have been radicalizing them and
have engaged in some harassing fire against
organization elements patrolling the area. The resisters
have some informants among the population who are
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passing on information about organizational activity in
the area as they observe it. There was a punitive raid a
few days ago which resulted in an attempted ambush
near a small shock trooper encampment, since then
signal intelligence and commandos have been tighteniny,
the noose. Interaction between the organization and the
resident populace in the area in question has been
relatively muted - no propaganda teams, no recruitment,
only the occasional strike and continued surveillance,
The commander is pursuing a policy of building up
animosity.’

This piqued the field marshal’s attention.

‘From what we have been told the commander has
this area pegged for a future experimental zone - thus no
forward processing as of yet. The people on the ground
in camp at present are going to be part of a mopping-u
operation after a decisive strike of some magnitude. The
contingent that is going to come from headquarters
several weeks from now will be part of an intelligence
and security deployment that will be engaging in semi
permanent occupation once we have finished the initial
cleanup.’

‘What sort of decisive strike does the commander
have in mind?’ inquired the field marshal.

The internal security representative raised hix
eyebrows before a look of clarity came across his face.

“That's right... you weren’t at the conference, were
you?’

The field marshal grunted in reactive response before

250

IRON GATES

| eaking, ‘Unfortunately not, was on assignment
o ewhere during that event, although had some
loreknowledge of it from headquarters, communications
linve been sparse since then, however.’
T'he internal security representative motioned one of
e shock troopers toward a large pile of wooden crates
thit stood in the back part of the tent behind the desks.
‘Perhaps this will give you an idea.’
The shock trooper removed a small iron implement
tom his utility belt and popped open the top crate,
moving a gleaming rubber gas mask which was
hviously of pre-nuclear war grade make.

‘ The field marshal leaned forward in his chair to get a
hetter view and then sat back, smiling appreciably.
Vhat's my direct role going to be in the forthcoming

: The internal security representative smiled in
wuponse.
(oordination of troops on the ground, first wave in.’
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CHAPTER 22

dezhda arrived at the inquiry center well within
leen minutes prior to her scheduled appointment,
cking in with an internal security member,

tion had both pleased her as well as filled her with
| unmistakeable sense of dread, as the sudden presence
the armed, balaclava-clad internal security member
uld denote a myriad of potential outcomes. At present,
vever, and in consideration of the pointedly ghastly
ture of her desired work assignment, she passed off
¢ method of receipt of her person at the inquiry center
a professional courtesy and followed the security
rd, who gestured to her with a wordless nod of his
Ibmachine gun toward the door.
The internal security member and Nadezhda
iceeded to the doorway under a large archway
dling the roof of the inquiry center, on top of which
be seen several heavily armed guards scanning the
a, the snouts of their lethal weapons matching in
nchronized sweeps the slow survey of their eyes,
scured beneath their masks and heavy black tactical
pgles. The internal security guard accompanying
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Nadezhda waved his leather-gloved hand to an unscen
operator behind the thick glass of the entrance-way 0
the former inmate hospital and an audible click wan
heard from the door which was then opened, the internal
security member ushering Nadezhda forward.

The processing area of the center was
excepting the sole internal security guard and whomever
was behind the thick glass of the entrance-way operating,
the external doors. Grasping Nadezhda's upper arm
lightly, the masked internal security member led
Nadezhda further into the inquiry center, stopping after
some distance at a door, halfway down from which in
the corridor could be seen the red slash of line painted
on the floor that led to the secure area. Somewher¢
beyond this threshold, Nadezhda knew, lay torture
center and her potential destiny.

The internal security guard gave a sharp rap on the
door facing them before a buzzer sounded signaling thal
the door had been unlocked by central control of the
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ch unknown to her, framing the unknown person at
\ esk. The insignia on the flag, bearing crossed rifles
| o strange symbol, unknown and seemingly alien to
QT cyes yet infinitely ensconced with the
imosphere and suffuse with the burning unflagging
Vi | of the commander and, to Nadezhda’s reckoning,
| wise the commandant as well. That it was framed
i further indicative that the person sitting behind the
lenlk and the detachment to which he was assigned were
i decidedly high-tier status.

- The bald officer rapped his fingers in rhythmic
jon on the desk, drawing the last desperate dregs
what appeared to be a rather ancient cigarette

ndezhda stood, confident yet unsure in the uncertain
irroundings, several paces from his desk. With a wave
| his hand the officer indicated a chair stationed across

the desk and she responded in kind with a nod and

| | facility at which time she was ushered in, the guard
accompanying her into an office-like setting and shutting,

Il | the door behind him before stationing himself in one¢

corner. Before her sat a middle-aged internal security
member behind a large desk, bald and wearing the tell-
tale uniform of internal security yet bearing no insignia
or rank which was in contrast to herself who still bore
the small patch designating herself as a member of signal
intelligence.

Behind the desk, enshrined in a large glass frame,
was an ominous black flag, denoting an organizational
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The officer pointed the finger of his right hand
ward a leather-covered dossier which lay before him
1 his desk, smiling coldly at Nadezhda.

‘So, we understand that you are to be surged into the
sition of SAC for torture center? Per the favors of your
ther or perhaps rather the lieutenant?’

The officer’s smile widened into a leer as Nadezhda
o tinued to sit before him, silent.
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‘Take a look at these photographs.” With a purposeful
motion, the officer slid the leather dossier across the deslk
toward Nadezhda, who in turn shifted her chair forward
for better view.

Opening the dossier she saw two photographs ol
herself from several years prior, encased in a sheet of
clear plastic. The plastic was partially stained in places,
appearing to be blood or other bodily fluid that had been
wiped away carelessly. In the photograph she had been
sitting on a bench within the compound and by the
specific area and age of the photograph she knew exactly
when it had been taken. It was taken three years prior
when she had just begun her job as a member of internal
security signals intelligence, and she had been waiting
for her father to arrive from the commander’s
clandestine armaments factory to headquarters where he
was scheduled for a liaison with ranking brass the nex|
day. The photograph had been taken from a concealed
vantage point, without her knowledge. Her mind began
to race for how exactly to respond; she chose the direcl
route.

‘Well, that’s me, officer.’

The officer’s leer turned downward into a grimace.

‘I know that’s you, what's the context?’

‘T don’t know the context, officer.”

‘The context, Miss Yatskaya, is a damned securily
breach.” The officer slammed his opened palm onto the
surface of the desk for emphasis, causing the
photographs in their individual slipcases to move
several centimeters askew.
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- 'The officer snaked his hand across the desk and slid
e dossier back toward him, flipping further into its
uvers and removing a small stack of papers with a small
(lentification photograph tacked to the left-hand corner.
sat reviewing the document for several minutes,
hting and smoking another cigarette in the process,
vl speaking and allowing the tension to build. After he
emed satisfied with his review he held up the front of
papers toward her, making her squint across the
lpak for a proper view rather than handing it to her. A
lank-faced shock trooper stared back at her from the
hotograph, the legend PVT BONN could be clearly

ot first on-hand view of an inmate file.

- ‘Recognize this one, Miss Yatskaya?’

- 'Never seen him before in my life, officer.’
“Take another look.’

| papers and slid it across the table to her for a closer
ew. She picked up the photograph and stared at it
lently. The shock trooper in the photograph was

and the abysmal, blank stare typical to lower-
nking members of the shock trooper regiments
lntioned at headquarters who were usually in one of

lany of whom had yet to taste the carnage of the
ttlefield which she knew of by proxy through reports
| signals intelligence. She placed the photograph back
lown on the table and slid it across the desk back to the
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/I have never seen him before in my life, officer.

‘Well, he says that he has seen you, he says that he
has had sexual relations with you, is this true?’

Tve never seen him before, officer, so I would
consider his claim to be erroneous in this respect.

‘It's your word against his, Miss.’

Nadezhda frowned at the patronizing tone of the
officer and the familiarity of lack of formal address.

“Whose word would you be more inclined to accept,
officer?’

The officer didn’t respond but instead waved to the
internal security guard who had been stationed behind
her. He moved forward and placed his gloved hand,
lightly but with firmness of intent, on her shoulder.

‘Take her down to see the prisoner, guard.’

With that the officer stood and extended his hand
toward Nadezhda, who grasped it and shook it out of i
sense of ingrained automatic etiquette, this type of
familiarity also strange but not in the negative sense an
before as it was usually not the custom of superior
officers to shake hands with their lessers within the
course of organizational protocol.

‘Tt was nice to meet you, Miss Yatskaya,’ the officer
said with a sense of sincerity, dropping his hand back (o
his side. ‘I don’t think that we'll be seeing each other
again.’

Nadezhda's eyes raised and with that and one lant
look toward the bald officer, the strange insignia behin
him and his office, Nadezhda was led out by the internal
security guard, now grasping her upper arm lightly,
leading her down the hall and across the red line on the
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oor which marked the beginning of the secure area. Her
ps whispered a silent prayer. Her fate was now totally
the hand of the commandant’s good graces.
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CHAPTER 23

e lieutenant fastened a large survival knife with a
izor-sharp, serrated edge blade onto the side of his belt

retching for miles and miles, entering seamlessly into
¢ main ranges of the mist-shrouded Appalachians. The
N had nearly set behind the hills and the area and the
rests in which his encampment had been made was lit
an orange glow of the fading daylight as twilight
proached.
It had only been a few hours since the lieutenant left
- engineering center and, knowing that he had
ended a full schedule during the evening as well as
main experimental action in the morning, he had
en it upon himself to utilize the time for some private
d contemplation within his tent in the meantime.
the lieutenant strode toward the small wagon
g the quartermaster’s stores. At the sound of his
d footsteps outside of the wagon a small, wiry
lernal security guard appeared, his mask removed and
in face covered with the sort of scars that were tell-tale
pns of frequent engagement in hand-to-hand combat
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training. The man quickly lit a lamp hanging from pole,
providing a pale working light for the area to stave ol
the encroaching night.

‘Quartermaster, how are you enjoying this finc
evening?’ the lieutenant asked, a smile stretched across
his face.

“Excellent, lieutenant, excellent. Also, as you will be
pleased to know, your young charge has been properly
outfitted and is waiting in the tent near the forest's edge.
The quartermaster pointed toward a small tent stationed
near an outcropping of mighty oaks that descended
down a ridge toward earnest wilderness. A small fire
burned outside it, causing ghostly shadows to dance
against its closed entrance flap. The lieutenant could fel
a sadistic stirring in his mind and the throb ol
unmistakable arousal in his loins - he had been well
rested since his encounter with the little girl earlier in the
afternoon and was overdue for a second course.

‘Splendid to hear, quartermaster, splendid to hear -
we as ever appreciate your attentiveness in this regard,
In the matter of my young charge, her name is Wendy,
as you know...” The lieutenant smiled blankly, his eyes
transfixed on the distant tent. The quartermaster bobbul
his head happily, rubbing his hands together, warminy,
them against the night air.

‘We will be going on an expedition later, not too far
off, but it will be in a particularly dark spot.”

The quartermaster’s eyes widened at the lieutenant’s
words, for by this subtle but direct indication, for thous
in the know, it could be ascertained readily to whal
destination the lieutenant and his girl would be headed.
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;l you will be needing some stout torches I assume?’
‘Precisely, quartermaster, precisely. As well, pack a
fow small provisions, some meat and whatever grog you
‘i find in a bottle - doesn't have to be fancy, rough
ould be preferred - by way of an offering.’

‘Right, sir, right away, lieutenant!’ The thin figure of
(uartermaster chuckled to himself and began to busy
self about his business, tying off torn rags on the
ds of stout staves cut from mountain hardwoods and
Ipping them to soak in a large vat of black-colored fuel
wear the far side of his wagon.

‘How long to have all this together, quartermaster?”
‘Within fifteen minutes, sir, it will be ready for you to
), we'll have it here waiting for you when you're ready
) o, should you wish to have a bit of fun in the

nowing grin, their eyes sparkling coldly as twilight
vicended in full upon their encampment at the base of
‘.. hill, the churning of grim machinery and the sounds
| hammering echoing across the valley from the work at
e engineering center located at the hill's peak. The
tenant nodded in silent acquiescence to the
Uartermaster’s implied recommendation and headed
ward the little girl's tent as the quartermaster
ntinued about his business in preparation of their
ucturnal expedition.

- Within a few minutes the lieutenant traversed the
lea, barren of other party members, that led from the
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quartermaster’s wagon to the auxiliary tent and the
forest beyond. Stopping at the small fire that burncd
outside her tent he listened quietly for any sounds from
within, warming himself against the cold by the fire and
withdrawing a small metal flask from his jacket which he
slurped from greedily, its caustic liquid burning hot as il
made its way down his throat and into his stomach. Al
exactly that moment he noticed a stirring at the entrance
to the tent, the drape was pulled back and Wendy
stepped through, framing herself at the entrance-way ol
the tent.

The lieutenant noticed with appreciation the
transformation that had been caused by only a few hours
under the care of the quartermaster and the attentions of
a more centralized organizational unit. Her hair, almosl
shoulder-length and as black as the coal of her
mountainous home, had been oiled and pulled back with
a small fastener revealing a recently freshly-scrubbed
face, white and ruddy with the night air. Instead of &
torn, moth-eaten dress of indeterminable color, her lean
and youthful frame was now encased in the sleek and
startlingly black uniform of the organization’s baby
brigades in its full-weather version which included
sturdy black combat boots and a small coat with a hood
which was currently thrown back, framing the back of
her neck.

The lieutenant took another swig of liquor from his
shiny metal flask and then stretched it out toward
Wendy, inviting her to share the drink and the
warmness of the fire. Her gray eyes stared toward him
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and her lips parted ever so slightly which she wetted
With her tongue before moving toward the lieutenant
ind the proffered drink. Her movements were crisp and
Jirposeful and her body, not yet seven years of age, had
been hardened again and again by the everyday rigors of
living not only in a landscape ravaged by the nuclear
Wars but in a secret and disciplined wilderness outpost
)| the commander’s design and purpose. Compared to
thildren of comparable age in the decadent and soft
cieties that were prevalent before the great
tonflagration her mind and body was, despite its slight
tonstitution, pure steel, pure predator in nature.

Wendy took the proffered flask from the lieutenant
i her small hand and tilted it back, swallowing deeply
¢ fiery liquor which the leutenant kept in his stocks as
he traveled on various organizational assignments.
While the grog that was served at the engineering center
vas equally potent and in some respects more so due to
the varied ingredients which could oftentimes be found
vithin it, the liquor that the lieutenant kept with him
of a much more quality distillation, usually only
lrculated among the higher ranks within the
Iganizational internal security apparatus. The little
Bitl's eyes glazed over with unconcealed pleasure at the
Itink and turned her gaze toward the lieutenant who
vith a nod encouraged her to take another, which she
lid with pleasure. After a second draught she handed
the flask back to the lieutenant, wiping her mouth with
the back of her hand. The lieutenant took another drink
himself before secreting the flask back into his jacket
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while Wendy looked toward him, musing upon the
small beads of the liquor, shining crystalline, that hac
been caught in the hair of his thick mustache.

The lieutenant knelt and Wendy moved toward him,
her arms outstretched, coiling around his neck. He
picked her up, one hand cradling the soft contours of her
backside and the other grasping her to his chest. She
cooed softly as he began kissing the soft contours of her
face and neck, her body shuddering under the
heightened sensuality effected by his soft caresses and
the general physical care that she had experienced
during her several hours being attended to by the
lieutenant’s organizational sector.

The lieutenant's mouth met her own and she
reciprocated in kind, both of their breaths smelling of
distilled liquor, the extreme softness of her small lips
driving the lieutenant toward ever-careening heights of
pedophilic lust. His hand gripped her small buttocks
even tighter as she hungrily kissed his mouth, biting al
his lips. A low growl emitted from beneath the
lieutenant’s mustache as he walked with her in his arms,
away from the fire, kicking open the entrance to the tenl
with one booted foot and falling to his knees, releasiny
Wendy in prone position onto the ground-level military
bedding. He moved with predatory speed, lifting her
ankles and rapidly unlacing and removing her black
combat boots and then unbuttoning and pulling off in
one quick motion her combat fatigue pants.

As she had fallen lightly onto the bedding within the
tent her head had secreted itself inside the hood of her
jacket which had been thrown back when she had lefl
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i tent earlier to investigate the lieutenant’s arrival. This
wled appearance, in conjunction with the flickering
ght of the fire outside their tent, caused her to assume
lie appearance of some fell monk, sheathed within a
hellish glow. The lieutenant massaged the soft white
losh of Wendy’s pale thin legs and the curvature of her
littocks, snaking his hands under the black fabric of her
nby brigade issued undergarments before removing
hem as well and unbuttoning his own trousers,
moving his pulsating member, eager to plunge into the
/iting flesh of his newest concubine.

~ As he entered into her, her lithe legs wrapped
tound him automatically, her mouth panting in
ponse to his amorous attentions which her young
ame was unable to fully comprehend or enjoy despite
¢ many times that she had been bedded by the
imetimes bleak-eyed and grim and often wildly
iloxicated workers in some grimy corridor or remote
ckroom at the engineering center. Despite this, she
nsed something altogether different with the
tenant. He was, on this night, more attentive than his
tutal taking of her earlier on the hill in front of his men,
il this same gentleness belied an inherently deceptive
sture. Whereas most of the workers at the engineering
nter and the men in the surrounding area had always
easy for her to case, there was something both
wply attractive and deeply unsettling about the
utenant. He was dangerous in a much more
ronounced fashion for, whereas it was an open secret
imong the mountain folk that the engineering center’s
rpose was to create instruments of death (as it indeed
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was, though as they were quarantined to the area for lifc
there was little chance of this information leakiny,
elsewhere), it was people like the lieutenant who were
the wielders of these instruments in all their gory and
hideous strength. The lieutenant was dangerous, yet also
infinitely powerful - it was this power that attracted
Wendy and perhaps it was this attraction that had
caused her to be selected. Quarantine or no quaranting,
she now wore the uniform of the baby brigades and she
had every intention of leaving the area with the
lieutenant on the morrow; whatever means might be
necessary, she was willing to take them.

As the lieutenant neared his sexual climax he began
hissing and growling, his bloodshot eyes lolling in
ecstasy as he held onto the lower hem of Wendy’s jack!
in each fist, moving her entire body toward him agaii
and again in rapidly accelerating rhythmic fashion,
allowing him to penetrate deeper and deeper into her
flesh. With a final brutal thrust the lieutenant climaxed,
veins popping from his neck and both he and Wendy's
foreheads glistening with the perspiration of thelr
endeavors despite the cold.

Both Wendy and lieutenant stood up in unisor,
Wendy’s head still cowled in her black hood as she
stepped into her pants and fastened them back inlu
position. She picked up her boots and began to step intu
them as well however the lieutenant placed a restraining
hand on her shoulder.

‘Here,” he said, motioning her to sit upon a low crale
in the corner of the room. She complied, taking a scal,
and the lieutenant replaced her combat boots over her
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lick-socked feet, lacing them up with somewhat less
pecd than he had unlaced them, still affected by post-
ultus languor.

‘Lieutenant...” Wendy spoke the word that was both
rank and his only known name, her voice feminine
to the ears of the hardened organization man.
‘Wendy..” said the lieutenant, interrupting her
lteam of speech and resting one hand upon her thigh,
e task of lacing up her boots accomplished. The little
Irl's eyes gleamed with pleasure at the sound of her
B

’ ‘Lieutenant, you said that I am going to be part of
our ‘personal entourage.' Does that mean that I am

- The lieutenant looked at her squarely, examining her
ce framed in coal-black hair with lust, Tust that was

Imost close to reawakening instantly despite his recent
luking of the same.

; ‘Wherever I go, you will go.’

A look of confused anticipation crossed Wendy’s face
I she paused before responding,

- ‘Lieutenant, people from the mountains, our people,
om the engineering center, we never leave the
lountains, are never allowed to leave the mountains -
' a security mandate.’

' The lieutenant looked at her discerningly before
nising his hand and curling his fingers into a fist.
Vendy winced automatically, premeditating that the
esture was a precursor to a blow, yet she steeled herself
itom cowering before the authority figure before her - if
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she was to become part of his entourage, she wanted (0
show her fortitude early on.

‘Do you see this fist, Wendy?’

Wendy nodded.

‘This is the fist of the commander’s dictatorship, this
fist makes the law - what I say is secure, is secure, who |
say goes, goes, who I say stays, stays. And I have
decided that you and you alone will go, anyone who
speaks of it will be dealt with. If I say you are a god, you
are a god, do you understand?’

“Yes, lieutenant.” Wendy spoke, yet her mind still
processed, the lieutenant was reckless, insane even, y¢l
apparently was set on taking her out of the mountains,
which was more than she could have hoped for; he had
made the decision himself without her having to resorl
to any subterfuge of her own.

The lieutenant smiled, opening up the entrance to (ho
outside and gesturing for her to exit with him. She dil
s0, he exiting last, his eyes opened wildly, staring at her
uniformed figure in admiration, lust and a yearning for
something he could not quite ascertain yet might he
revealed during their expedition, the time for thelr
departure for such being well nigh. Yes, she would b
principal to him from here on out. Should anyone have i
problem with his smuggling the girl from the secure arvi
that would rest on them, he was known for breaking (h¢
rules from time to time without great problem, he wan
the commander’s man - his word was law.

The twilight had now given way to the type of darkneus
that can only be seen in the wilderness and indcel,
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larkness such as this had never been seen at all prior to
lie nuclear wars for now no lights from even distant
Itles penetrated the night skies, for those cities, their
Qople and their infrastructure were long since perished,
¢ satellites which monitored them from space now
itbiting in limbo around a harsh post-nuclear landscape
it had been plunged into a new Dark Age from which
Il might never come out.

The lieutenant looked up into the firmament, filled
flth stars and planets whose names he did not know but
thich he identified with various extraterrestrial powers
I evil, powers of evil which could be accessed through
iitain vectors known only to the most adept black
lzards within the organization, powers of evil which
Pt the commander, and those under his control, ever at
lie zenith of power on the terra firma.

Wendy stood stonily, her face staring into the embers
the fire before her tent. The lieutenant approached her
1 put both hands on her shoulders, looking down into
I face which turned upward, her eyes meeting his.

VIf T say you are a god, then you are a god...” he
sed, almost as if to himself alone. His eyes refocused
0 the little girl.

‘Perhaps you are a god, a new god. We will see, in
ne, we will see. For now we must go to meet another
W god, not quite as new as you - but very vicious.’

A cruel smile broke across the lieutenant’s face and,
nsping her hand in his own, the pair turned their backs
the fire, walking across the empty expanse toward the
llartermaster’s wagon and, from there, their nocturnal
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CHAPTER 24

0 iron gate clanged shut as the last of Bluebird’s
Ormitory entered into their residential quarters at the
nmandant’s training center, deep within the bowels of
torture center housed within organizational
tadquarters. As she continued her intensive training,
he had been informed that the commandant’s training,
niter was also known as the “torture center annex’ and
il a special participant would soon be arriving with
hom Bluebird was to be intimately involved. She had
0 been formally conferred the status of pontifex,
ich she understood to be the supreme authority rank
ong all the dormitories of the commandant’s children
inees and would eventually confer her a status as a
1y close accessory to the commandant herself. Her
erstanding of her authority position at present did
tend far beyond her firm control of the dormitory
tifying heart and soul with its crest, the training of
residents and the punitive implement which hung
on the wall in dire warning to any who would defy
01, Outside of the dormitory and away from her juniors
© continued to be drilled harshly in the course of
ultiple experiments, indoctrination sessions and
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such as listening to lectures or perusing stacks ol
flashcards assisting her in learning the names and naturc
of various organizational sectors, possessed the
unmistakeable elements of torture and abuse.

When she failed to properly identify an obscurc
organizational standard etched onto a flashcard just a
few days prior, as an example, she had been made (o
march to the front of the cavernous cement room in
which her lessons took place, alternately administrated
by some harsh female her senior or an anonymous
masked internal security guard. Upon reaching the
speakers lectern, behind which at this time had stood
masked member of internal security, presumably male,
she had been made to present the offending flashcard iy
well as the small leather punishment strap that hung on
her jumper to the teacher, the latter which she herscll
had used many times on her charges within the
dormitory. Placing the flashcard inside a hollowed oul
cabinet in the speakers lectern, the internal securily
guard proceeded to grab Bluebird by the hair, forcing
her head down into the cabinet facing the flashcard and
forcing her hands to stretch out grasping the sides of (he
lectern. Her skirt was raised, her panties lowered and (hu
lashings of the strap came down forcefully and
continually until her backside was marbled black an
purple with bruises. All the while the security guarl
shouted in an inhuman voice one word, over and over
again, ‘'RECALL! RECALL! RECALL!" When the bealiny
had finished the shouting continued, as the internal
guard reached around to reattach the strap to her jumpu
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before plunging a gloved finger into her rectum, anally
‘raping her until she could repeat the proper rank
designation audibly and clearly enough to be overheard
above his own shouted commands. At this point
Bluebird was released, and marched out of the classroom
‘and to a nurse’s station where she would be injected
with a large syringe, the contents unknown to her but
which always effected in increasing her violent
propensities. Soon thereafter she would be unleashed
into the dormitory where she would descend like a
whirlwind upon her charges, as hateful and merciless as
e commandant herself.

It was in her fourth week after a similar session
where the punishment had been somewhat more cursory
(this time administered by a steely-eyed female who had
iven her several hard swats bent over her desk, given
because she had been dozing while viewing a
photographic account of the commander’s weapons

one covered in hard rubberized coating that was
jinning to fracture and chip with age. At last they
ched an open corridor painted an anonymous but not
pleasant gray and proceeded to the middle of three
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doors along its length which was flanked by two chairs
on either side.

One security guard raised a large gloved fist and
gave three resounding bangs on the steel door, a mu ffled
sound of acquiescence came from within in response and
the door was opened and Bluebird was ushered in with
the internal security guards closing it behind them,
stationing themselves in the chairs flanking the doorway,
resting the muzzles of their deadly automatic machine
guns on the worn wooden armrests.

The room was large but not so much that it gave ail
impression of severity like in the dormitory or even the
classrooms in which she spent much of her time that win
not engaged in disciplining and spying on her charges,
The ceiling was lower and covered with various glosiy
colored posters relating to the commandant’s cult, one i
the center of the back wall of the room which she now
faced being the most prominent, nearly life-size in scale
and featuring the commandant in all of her deathly
glory, her black helmet of fine mesh and one bleak bar ol
horizontal goggle lens obscuring any humanity thal
might lie within, garbed in her shining black suit of
skintight design and equipped with various instruments
hanging from her thin nylon belt that by sight promisl
to be implements of excruciating torture, her form
superimposed over an image of a reddish-orange
mushroom cloud.

Beneath the largest poster of the commandant scl i
large blue divan which was unoccupied, beside it i
smaller one of similar color upon which sat a small il
from appearance only a few years younger than Bluebird
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celf, dressed in an identical female jumper that was
0 standard attire for child recruits of the commandant’s
ing center.

In both corners of the room on either side of the
lvans and against the side walls sat black-robed
imales, some chanting eerie songs in praise of the
mmandant while ringing small, tinkling bells or
“ ing time on miniscule drum-like instruments, others
g intently at Bluebird as she entered. She noticed
imediately that the cult recruiters who had taken her
il of the wilderness only one month ago, which now
med like years, were among their number - smiling at
I in pleasure, but with eyes that seemed cold and
‘_ ge and belying many hidden secrets.

‘Bluebird!” cried the youngest among them, raising
o elf fluidly from her seated posture and moving
1055 the room, her black robes flapping like bat wings
lh a sudden gust of wind that arose from outside
liere a small portal led to an observation stand. The

re bob of sorts. The cult recruiter pointed a bony
\per toward the nursery strap that hung on the rung in
lliebird’s jumper, raising an eyebrow appreciably.
bird smiled in response, feeling a natural sense of
naraderie with this lady, she and the other cult
Iuiters being the only link here at the training center
tween herself and the land from which she had once
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come. The cult recruiter’s bony finger still pointed at the
nursery strap hanging on Bluebird’s jumper and then,
her eyes continuing to widen, moved her hand, still
pointing, toward the poster of the commandant before
them.

There, on one gleaming hip, hung a nursery strap ol
identical design, appearing somewhat smaller only du¢
to the gargantuan proportions of the commandant’s
imposing figure. Bluebird’s face crinkled with pleasurc -
she had made this connection somewhat in her prival¢
thoughts however had not dared to breathe it to her
trainers, much less the younger children under her
control in the dormitory. Now, having confirmation ol
the similarity from her cult recruiter she was able (o
ascertain fully that indeed her strap was an identical
copy. As she made a mental inventory of the other
punitive instruments she had encountered during her
time at the training center she could not remember any
such exact copy nor even an approximate copy of the
instrument that hung upon the commandant’s hip-
excepting the one in her possession.

The cult recruiter clapped her hands together in
pleasure and smiled broadly. ‘Yes, very auspicious, is if
not?’ She winked conspiratorially at Bluebird who fell i
spontaneous laugh emanating from her lips at the cull
recruiter’s word and mood, so different than the formal
severity which marked her interaction with others at the
commandant’s training center. She almost fell
transported to those early days sitting on the barren
hillsides in the wilderness where the cult members had
joked with her while sharing their rich preserved food in
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\¢ days before the black van manned by the masked
hlernal security members had taken her over paths
nknown to her present place of domicile. And yet, now,
ifter four weeks of training at the facility, she felt her joy
nuch increased in their presence, for via the rigors she
1 undergone and the transformation that had begun to
ike place in her she knew that she approached them
1w on a much more equal footing - where they once
iched out to her as a potential recruit she now felt an
imistakable sense of sisterhood between them.

- 'Come, Bluebird, I want you to meet someone.’ The
‘ff recruiter grasped Bluebird’s hand and led her over
the large blue divan sitting beneath the poster of the
andant, gesturing her to sit.

] The younger girl sat kneeling with a look of some
spidation on the accompanying divan as Bluebird
lluated herself cross-legged on the largest, her hand
lilomatically fingering the ultra-heavy leather of her
rap as she gazed across the short distance at the
ger girl with a decidedly imperious squint. Only the
1 d of the cult recruiter's laughter broke her
neentration.

‘Now, now Bluebird - this is someone special we
e brought for you to meet, not one of your dormitory
hills!" The cult recruiter laughed again and the singing
the other recruiters around the room stopped as they
ir ed in with a softly mirthful twittering. Bluebird could
ol herself involuntarily blushing in self-consciousness
the sound of the cult recruiters' laughter, however she
taightened her back and gazed at the younger girl
I ly, extending her hand in greeting,
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‘My name is Bluebird, dormitory pontifex, and you are?

The younger girl accepted her outstretched hand and
gave it a firm shake before releasing it.

‘Britta is my name, these are my friends who have
brought me here to meet you.’ Britta waved her hand in
an arcing fashion toward the cult recruiters around the
room who smiled in return.

Bluebird could detect an unknown accent in the girl's
voice, nothing she could recognize in the other children
in the dormitories nor in any of the scavengers she had
known in the wilderness, however the underlying husky
tones and singular inflection distinguished, along with
the unusual name, that Britta was from far afield indecd
and had probably not been at the commandant’s training
center for long.

The cult recruiter who had introduced them sal
down before them at the feet of the divans in a posture
intimating supplication, which was somewhat surprising,
to Bluebird but more surprising to Britta. The cull
recruiter continued to beam at them and out of the
corners of her eyes Bluebird could detect that the others
also had their gaze intently set on the two girls beneatl
the image of the commandant, the room now quicl
enough that one could hear oneself breathing.

‘Bluebird, Britta has been brought from very far
away in order to assist you in some very special work, i1
fact, she will be assisting you in a very specific work thal
will be the diadem of both of your destinies.” The cull
recruiter glanced between the two of them.

‘How long have you been a member of the

280

IRON GATES

mmandant’s cult, Britta?” queried Bluebird.

‘ ’Si.nce meeting these, my friends.” Britta moved her
| nd in an arc like before, indicating the cult recruiters
{hat sat around the room watching them.

’I.{ow long have you been at the commandant’s

'lj.mng center?’ asked Bluebird in follow-up, her tone
nmewhat more stern.
‘Ah, well, Bluebird, she has only been here a few
| ii ys as of yet and mostly in care of the sisters - she was
oug'ht from the outlying territories only a few days ago
ind i that context has had some very interesting
| 'ver1ences in the meantime, have you not?’

- Britta nodded solemnly in response to the cult
Cruiter’s inquiry.

: ‘She has had quite a long journey and has been

losen specifically to help you.” The cult recruiter

wsed, allowing the words to linger and sink in.

‘Both of you come from areas far afield, far from the

rect control of the commander and the organization,

;‘ the commandant sees all. She saw you and chose yot;
for a very special purpose. Beyond this, you also

! previous habitation and join the cult of the
| apdant specifically, this is a sign of your self-
ination and veracity towards achieving success,
: veracity which is the hallmark of a leader. Both of
| shall become leaders - in fact, much more than
L ers.” The cult recruiter directed her gaze to the image
| the commandant which loomed directly in front of
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her, and Bluebird and Britta turned their heads towarl
the image as well, following her gaze. A strong breese
whipped through the room as if underlining the cull
recruiter’s statement.

‘As of tomorrow evening the both of you will hu
enacting training jointly.” The cult recruiter lookad
toward the two girls who listened attentively, bisectiny
their gazes between her and the poster of the
commandant on the wall, still absorbing the implicil
message of her prior statement.

‘Whereas your individual training has been just thal
up till now, Bluebird, individual, from this point on
Britta will be undergoing training with —you
Furthermore, the pace and intensity of training will
increase to a quantum degree. Britta is already one
month behind your regimen and as such she needs (o b
brought up to par - and both of you need to be propeily
conditioned for what will await you in the not {ou
distant future.’

‘Britta, are you aware that the commandant'n
training center is also referred to as the “torture centor
annex’?’

Britta shook her head in the negative.

‘Bluebird, are you aware that the commandant’s
training center is also referred to as the “torture center
annex’?’

Bluebird nodded her head in the affirmative, her
hand once more fiddling with the leather edges of her
nursery strap as she kept one eye peeled on the identical
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lslrument depicted in the image of the commandant
liove her.

~ 'Well, Britta, you will soon learn and I do not doubt
hil Bluebird will give you some indication of what to
Apect, if not a direct demonstration. As of tomorrow
ening both of you as mentioned will be engaging in
inining together. As to dormitory life and your direct
wition as pontifex, Bluebird, Britta here will be your
ject assistant rather than your charge - that does not
ean that she will be outside of your jurisdiction as to

il must present a united front, your cohesiveness must
' seamless, even if Britta is your junior. Think of her as
ur plenipotentiary, she will be there to assist you
‘7 st you are present and act as your proxy according
' her knowledge or ascertaining of your mood and
nires.

‘In order to facilitate this transition appropriately,
ym now on you will have a room which you will share
hich is located just outside the door of the dormitory
lowing you swift entrance at any time, you will be
ted a key both to the door and the dormitory, as such,
i will be expected to report to training sessions
ulside the dormitory on your own without
ompaniment, with the understanding that all areas
ould be secured prior to your departure.” The cult
cruiter raised her hand and snapped her finger at
hich time one of her fellow companions came forward
d proffered two large keys on a ring to Bluebird and
,'1 respectively, which they fastened onto the clasps
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at the waistlines of their jumpers.

‘In addition to shared quarters and increased
responsibility as to security and in addition to the
increased intensity of your broad-based training, you
will both be engaging in specialized tactical combal
training as well. In normal circumstances this type ol
training would have been deferred toward much later in
the process and some of it may have not been proffered
whatsoever except in extraordinary circumstances,
however the commander - and the commandant - have
shortened the timetable in relation to activities to which
you are both to be assigned, so this acceleration i
necessary. As to tactical training, upon entering your
shared quarters for the first time tomorrow evening you
will find that both of you have been issued combal
uniforms in addition to your regular uniform - these
should be worn when engaging in tactical combal
training only, your regular uniforms should be worn by
default for all other activities unless specifically

mentioned.’

The girls looked at each other with looks of intercul
but only partial comprehension at the cult recruiter’s
explanation of their forthcoming additional traininy
activities. Bluebird had only the slightest idea of military
combat - the scavengers and wastrels of the wilderneun
from where she originated had only the most primitive
of weapons at their disposal and were more often thii
not prone to fighting like animals, scratching, biting anl
pummeling whenever the situation called for it, usually

in dispute for some foodstuff or abandoned pre-nuclei
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ibjects that were desired by the parties so engaging or
‘onsidered to be useful in trading or selling to the

‘manner of historical artifact from the time before the
‘wars, whether it was of practical use or no. While she
had been vigorously schooled in various battles and
Iartial victories perpetrated by the commander’s
iganization during her tenure thus far at the
mmandant’s training facility, her only real exposure to
veapons had been viewing the evil devices carried by
he masked internal security guards who accompanied
to and from various training sessions; beyond that
ler knowledge was strictly theoretical. Britta on the
ither hand had no knowledge of the tales concerning the
ander’s various campaigns over the many decades,
br only schooling in such had been brief descriptions
nd photographs in thick leather-bound volumes that
cult recruiters had shown to her before transporting
' on the long trek from her former place of residence.

Whereas Bluebird herself had heard some rumors of
organization’s nature and activities within her
llderness home, the place from which Britta had been
was so far afield that no knowledge or information
ncerning the organization nor the fearsome leaders at
helm had reached her until the cult recruiters had
jun their initial indoctrination. In this sense she was in
espects a blank slate upon which the will of the
mmandant might be imprinted without any
Jgramming  turbulence from ideas preconceived
fore her recruitment. That being the case, Britta had by
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a twist of fate been exposed to many more examples of
on-the-ground military life than she would have been
otherwise due to the fact that the cult recruiter’s internal
security guard transport liaison had failed to show up al
the proper time which in turn led them to trekking,
across many leagues in the company of the field marshal
and his men and eventually leading to their bricl
encampment on the far border of the organization's

territory.

While her experiences were by mno means
comprehensive by any stretch of the imagination, the facl
that she had lived in the company of the field marshal
and his personal guard detachment for many days, whal
to speak of having been the concubine of the ficld
marshal himself, who was one of the most feared and
respected military leaders within the organization's
armed apparatus, had made indelible marks upon her
consciousness. Despite the fact that her cult recruitern
had attempted to shield her from camp life on the nighl
prior to her departure for the commandant’s trainiri
center, with her night’s liaison with the field marshal
being the exception, Britta had eagerly watched and
listened with acute observation to each and every sight
and sound that made its way into her purview. She wis
in awe of the military apparatus of the organization andl
their power and violence, which they wore like a badyy

of distinction, a quality which was something she
wished to emulate and possess beyond all other
attributes. It was in this martial sense that she mont

desired to serve the commandant.
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Despite the fact that the commandant's training
,‘ ter laid within the most secure and innermost areas of
the commander’s headquarters, with many parts of it
being actually situated underground or with its only
icess to the outside being secured internal courtyards
sounds and atmosphere of unmistakable mi]itar};
ﬂdup could be heard consistently echoing across the
increte expanse of the former federal penitentiary.
luebird, due to her much more substantial residency at
widquarters in comparison to Britta, could especially
lest to the increase in these sounds which came often at
ght, rumbling across the grounds and into the
Indows of the dormitories where the children lay
ke listening to the harsh barked orders of the drill
ters, the marching of hundreds of booted feet upon
¢ parade grounds and with increasing regularity the
inds of live-fire exercises being performed. The
nmander preferred the training of his elite shock
s to take place in the dead of night and in the

tlights which caused a hideous shining light in the
A hile total darkness that could be seen for many
s in the surrounding area. This grotesque display of
urce-driven power combined with the explicitly
imidating sounds of shock troops being drilled for
stant vigilance to enact missions of great violence
'ed as a signal and constant warning to all within and
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purpose of causing his will and poisoned aura of
psychological ~ terror  to penetrate deep  into (he

subconscious of those who searched for sleep that wau

hard to find amidst the ever-constant audible and visul

reminders of the commander’s unwavering will and

hideous presence.

The cult recruiter who had been coordinating, (he
initial liaison between Bluebird and Britta left them alone
to become more acquainted with one another an
informed them that they would be staying with then
until the following evening when their joint traininy
would begin. Until that time they would be housdl
together in the unknown room in which they had been
brought together which, by the numerous flights of staiis
required to reach and the fell wind which blew in from
the outside, was understood to be an attachment to soniv
form of guard or observation tower.

Bluebird initially protested that her presence Wil
required in the dormitories during late afternoon, het
sadistic sensibilities eager to mete out schedulud
punishments and a wary

authority during an absence,
soothed her to the fact that all was being taken care
among her charges

in praise of
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consideration of any slip in her
however the cult recruiteis
ol
until the following day and that the
nature of her absence and that those who would b
tending her fellow dormitory residents in the meantiime
would only enhance her authority' in the long run, nul
diminish it. The cult recruiters in the corners and (he
sides of the room resumed their lilting trance-like sonj
the commandant, enumerating upon et
myriad features with descriptions that underlined thal
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nost of the inhabitants of the earth planet and that her
A ath and potency lived within each of her disciples, a
deous flame within that burned like the fires of h,ell
L elf and which would fortify them as they marched
ver-forward into a post-apocalyptic future of their own
tisly design, the hell on earth made possible by the
andant’s nuclear potency and the commander’s

| first, a natural shyness and wariness at this outsider
jo had been thrust into her world with an indelible
fmanency if the intentions of the cult recruiters were
trect. Yet at the same time she felt, as Britta did, that

:e.ach others' faces they realized that they were dual
'. in the organizational chain of terror and that their
1 was now cemented if not yet blossomed. The two
gradually opened up more and more in their

‘m‘g a respectable distance and courteously

g from their intent stares of earlier, instead
ying themselves about various tasks and talking
ong themselves in hushed tones. The conversant
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abilities of Bluebird and Britta began to improve

concurrent to the fact that certain of the cult recruiters

began supplying them with beverages regularly carried
d held within small silver-colored

in on small trays an
tankards. The drinks were sweet to the taste, belying o
quality to which neither

freshness and wholesome

Bluebird nor Britta were used to, yet they possessed i
distinctive soothing and intoxicating quality which
became more prominent as the afternoon slowly
transitioned into twilight.

As they became more T
large part due to the exper
recruiters who had engineere
a purpose, they began to share some
concerning their pasts as well as their expectations for
the immediate future as per the orientation that they had

been given by the
intensely interested in
daily schedule at the
administration  of the
premeditating. Bluebird
the opportunity t0
physical and psychological trainin:
although she well
would suffice to properly apprehend
psycho-physical onslaught that would be in store
Britta. She

elaxed with each other, in
t ministrations of the cull
d the scenario for just such
information

what lay

endeavored to avail

‘accelerated pacing’ would I
of the same mind in that
firm knowledge concerning
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cult recruiters thus far. Britta was
in store for her in the
training center including the
dormitories which she was
herself of
give some intimation of what the
g consisted of
knew that no spoken description
the stress-induced
for

herself wondered despite her month’s
experience what exactly the ‘enhanced measures’ and
ook like. Both of them wer¢
both of them were, despite no
what it would consist of,
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e;'n ;?Br?t}zsr‘zzcshab’;:eto sslrflecializ&zi1 tactical combat
; are with Bluebird som
: ldoxgr;rgﬁzfrva;lor{s from her time accompanyingeﬂ?i
e ir;rd:;s S::j;hmeﬁ-t }als well as her brief
- , which were intensi
A} ;I;:E;gl Vf,cl)trh Bluebird to hear about. H:i1 SIZEK
s o uar'med segments of the organization
. - ;12 ar.1d the fact that Britta had acted
e ob. e field marshal during her journey
- eChel.o ! ;e 11;1 had been schooled on certain
. Cem ers of the organization's military
i oncourse of her classroom training and
- o .marsbal vyell, at least in an academic
i hezn;regﬁ nine-year-old with the obscure
- [t a takc?n Rart in numerous amorous
B . et ths ot ioniaon, B
\ | mutual intoxicati i
Hu il:fith to .reveal any .sordid details yet, via bzga}?rg:a
jind rmaho'n regarding some of the more sexuallg
J:i/teiviracttlices that were employed during the cours?:j
e actions in the commandant’ ini
xﬁ did manage to relay some of herr‘t;a?;?ef %v?? tﬂe;
rr::)rs:;laltllr\at managed. to curl Bluebird’s toes and
ebird  could aTec;rn:hc;ft ]eﬁlousfy R
’ ; er fortunes within the
3 sa;d:gltl ls.dciztvv;/ere changing rapidly, more rapidly
ever suspected and, as such, she

nsidered that ver i
h in due course of time. gs would be beyond her

e progressed and twilight made its way into night
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the cult recruiters began supplementing the two girly

beverages with trays of rich food. Rather .than the
porridges of indistinguishable content laced with spemvl
producing narcotics and the thick slabs of dark protein
source produced from rendered corpse meat (he
sustenance on the trays which were brought before then
beyond even the most elaboral¢
offerings that had been given to them during their initial
cult recruitment. A variety of smoked . meals
accompanied small pieces of dried fruit, far d1fferon|
than the foul berries that were their usual fare in the
wildernesses from which they had come. The more !
the meat that they consumed the more mischievous thelt
minds became, one meat in particular Bluebird.fouml
delectable in comparison to all the others and whlch. she
began to consume with abandon, with th.e cult recruiterh
resupplying her with more before her final morsel ha

been consumed.

now were pure delight

Britta ate as well but with not quite so much gusto as
her older compatriot, in some instances looking towaril
Bluebird with a sense of curiosity as she picked up
before dropping; Il
into her mouth, grinding the rough smoked delicacion
down with her molars before swallowing and washiny
from her tankarl
Bluebird noticed the attentive gaze of Britta and decidul
to take her to task, beginning to speak even 'as uhe
chewed, yet Britta herself interjected before Bluebird hail

handful of her favored meat at a time

the whole lot down with a swig

a chance to vocalize her concerns.
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‘Do you know what these different meats are from?”’
litta asked, sounding audibly solemn to Bluebird due
) her thick accent yet also with an underlying sense of
musement present which Bluebird found somewhat
litagonizing but which piqued her interest further.
‘Canine? Deer? You tell me!” Bluebird exclaimed,
ching loudly and involuntarily allowing some of the
(uor from the tankard to dribble from her chin. Britta
nservatively failed to laugh to herself despite her
iing amusement, the stifling of which altogether would
Ve been obvious.

Britta smoothed out the fabric of her jumper and
iced her tray upon her lap. With her small index finger
began to move the pieces of meat, of which there
te considerably more left in comparison to Bluebird’s
y, into three neat rows. The only discernible difference
It could be ascertained were slight variations of color
il texture as they had all been seasoned heavily with a
| spice that seemed to provide a conducive impetus
the girls to continue their drinking apace. Britta
an to point and she intoned the source of their
ning victuals. Pork was no surprise to Bluebird, bear
\1ewhat more surprising and with the identification of
last pile of meat as human, which happened to be the
il which Bluebird had most been most relishing, she
- a lazy smile and took another large gulp from her
kard, the thin feminine arm of a cult recruiter
ndant snaking around Bluebird’s frame and refilling
N a carafe likewise silver in color.

[Human meat is very good, and this is fresh. Britta
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punctuated her statement with taking a large handful -

and stuffing it into her mouth, her chewing audible and
following up with a great slug of the liquor, her tankard
also being replenished by the cult recruiter attendan!
_ who stood nearby. Bluebird gave her a quizzical look
and raised a piece of the specified meat to eye level,
examining it for any distinguishing signs that mighl
verify Britta’s assessment. Britta, ascertaining her
analysis, shook her head in the negative before
responding.

“You will not be able to tell by looking at it, you will
be able to tell by the feeling.’

Bluebird raised a questioning eyebrow at Britta an
then popped the meat into her mouth, chewing slowly
and thoughtfully. Bluebird’s eyes looked toward her ax
Britta herself descended into her own private reverie,
remembering aspects of her own background as |l
related to the subject matter now at hand. She coulil
remember her earliest memories from childhood whei
she had lived with her mother and siblings in the colil
mountainous region which was once known as the stalu
of West Virginia. Her geographic region in comparisoii
to many others had been less affected by nuclear fallout
due to the natural situation of the land and the arctic
wind currents coming down from the north. At the san
time, the remoteness of the region had become moi¢
treacherous in isolation and the people had become cul
off and, like the animals, more vicious.

Her mother had no aptitude for hunting or trapping anl
so Britta’s family had subsisted on the use of trickery (0
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_rovide them with what they needed to survive. While
the rest of them hid in the shadows of the trees, Britta’s
mother, a woman of comely appearance despite her hard
and rustic lifestyle, would loiter near the main local
Iravel route in the area which was once a logging road
used to transport timber from the deep native forests to
the rail yards that shipped it throughout the
northeastern parts of the United States. From her
/antage point on the rise of a hill she could see far down
lhe old logging road as it dipped before curving and
making its way toward the south. If more than one
person could be seen along the road she would
vithdraw into the forest shadows along with her
hildren, however, if a lone traveler approached she
VO uld utilize one or more ruses to lure them off the path
nd into her presence where they would swiftly become
her victims.

- For men she would use a sexual entreaty, for women,
promise of sharing a meal or deception regarding an
eged injury to her own children, thus playing on their
therly instincts and thus so entrap them. For children
would more often than not dispense with more
orate methods and simply ambush them by force, a
imic whistle of a local bird coming from her mouth
ould summon Britta and the other children for
sistance and aid should such be needed.

Once off the path by whatever method and
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knives that they had fashioned from scrap metal foun
in the abandoned rail cars near the northernmost (1l
head of the logging road. As she entered into her fourtli
year Britta had moved from the small knives favored by
her siblings to a stout club fashioned by nature from (he
broken-off root of an ancient tree, a bulbous knob al (hu
end serving as the main business part of the primitive
weapon.

Once dead, Britta’s party would take their quariy
deep into an obscure mountain hollow, reached throuyli
twisting and dangerous footpaths and situated so dee)s
within the woods and hills that no one could hope i
find it except their mother - even the children with their
senses well-honed in the outdoors environment woull
be hard pressed to find the hollow on their own. To thix
effect, they never traveled alone.

Once secured in their hideout the corpse would lie
butchered by the mother alone, as the brute strengll { . What is more, both she and her children found
required to harvest the meat and cut through ligamenis | as they became more vicious of mind they also
and muscles was beyond the physical ability of the ime unnaturally strong in body.
children, of whom Britta was the eldest. They woulil ‘
help instead by collecting small bits of kindling to builil .
the evening fire, which was contained within a recesn il did not possess the navigational skills of her mother
the base of a ridge, thousands of years of precipitatiui | on one dim afternoon in the hills she had been
and erosion having formed a small passageway to (e rated from her mother and siblings as they were
mountaintop and which acted as a flue for smoke thal /i
would rise once ignited, further protecting their arei ind along the bend of a trail to examine some small
from detection and obscuring the location of the fire, '

Once prepared, the cooking and eating of the raw
meat was done simply, the larger parts being wrapped i}
wet leaves and placed directly in the fire for a longer anid
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rizing cook, the choice morsels being skewered on
Il limbs and cooked by the children themselves or in
¢ circumstances eaten raw. Whereas the eating of
man flesh by Britta’s mother had at one time been
iployed as an emergency survival method, after the
(h of Britta’s father it had become the norm rather
Il the exception. The more she ate the more she
hed to consume and the more her mind was ever-
{ d towards means and methods by which she might
e victims to provide her with this particular
ance. The children had naturally assumed this
fure by behavioral example yet it seemed more so
;the Ppractice of cannibalism itself, in some unknown
hion, provided a self-propelled impetus to continue.
e passed Britta’s mother found herself ever
ated with her small brood, a misanthropy that

ial light, seemingly glowing despite the gray
tcast day. Before she fully realized it she had become
nrated completely from her party, yet due to the
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seemingly small time period that had elapsed she felt
that she would be able to follow the trail in order to catch
up with them.

Her assessment had been wrong.

Before an hour had passed the pale sun had sunk
behind the mountains and she found herself alone, lost
and inhabiting total darkness. Only by blind luck did she
manage to make her way back to the logging road and
then walked, in darkness, unaware of her direction. By
the time dawn arrived she was many miles away from
the place on the logging road where she and her family
had enacted so many ambushes and, unbeknownst to
her, she had been heading south rather than north
toward the railway, further confusing her sense of
placement.

Seemingly by chance the first individuals that she
had encountered had been a group of strange women,
clothed in flowing, black robes, their hands upraised in
some unknown worship as they walked along singing
songs that Britta had never before heard. They had
spotted her before she had a chance to withdraw to the
treeline and despite the fact that her better judgment
would have advised her to flee, she found herself
strangely transfixed at the sight of these unusual
pilgrims, almost as if under some enchantment. She
thought briefly of the odd glowing substance that she
had spied on the trail the prior afternoon, her
preoccupation with which had been the lead-in to her
present quandary. Being well established in her ninth

298

IRON GATES

‘year, that being in specific nine years of trickery and

- subsequent nine years of murder, she had a more honed

sense of subterfuge than she did of direction and by dint
of the same she half wondered if she had been the victim
herself of a purposeful swindle, though the logistics of
how such could have occurred was beyond her.

Her reminisces regarding her recent past was
suddenly broken, like a spell, as one of the cult recruiters
approached her and Bluebird as they sat on the divan
beneath the poster of the commandant. Looking up,

- Britta saw that the cult recruiter before her was one of

the first that she had seen those many weeks ago in the

~ mountains, and via some implicit intimation Britta was

almost sure that she knew upon what topic that she had
been remembering, for a certain twinkling of the eyes
and a slight curl of a grin seemed to pass her face before
she turned her attention to Bluebird who sat attentively,
her plate now completely bereft of the meat that had

been proffered to her, human and otherwise, and her

tankard drained. From the opening at the fire side of the
room Bluebird and Britta could hear what sounded like a

~deep rumbling, however it did not seem to be from any

thunder or impending storm as the tone was
distinctively different, being much more immediate in its

resonance.

‘Come with me, Bluebird, Britta, we have something
to show you.’

All the cult recruiters now stood together behind the
young one which seemed to be their main
representative, all staring intensely at the two girls with

~a sense of great expectancy, their features appearing
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somewhat maniacal in posture.

Britta raised herself from sitting posture first in one
swift motion and then extended a hand down to
Bluebird, assisting her up from the thick, soft blue divan.
The gesture surprised Bluebird but she quickly took it in
stride, as Britta was destined to be her close assistant
then her action in this regard was well and proper. The
head cult recruiter looked down upon them, smiling.
The latter intended dynamics of their relationship were
already beginning to come into early fruition after only a
few short hours.

Britta and Bluebird glanced at each other briefly and
intently before following the cult recruiters toward the
door-size opening which was the source of the breezes
that had entered the room throughout the afternoon. As
they stepped out onto a covered balcony type area,
closed except for an area which served as an observation
window, slitted with heavy rebar, the distant rumbling
became louder and more pronounced and Bluebird at
once realized that it was the sound of hundreds of
booted feet marching on the commander’s parade
ground. Bluebird glanced down out of the observation
window but no troops could be seen, only a lone
balaclava-clad internal security guard patrolling an
otherwise empty concrete alleyway several stories
below.

‘Come, Bluebird,” beckoned one of the cult recruiters,
gesturing her toward a stairwell at the far end of the
balcony into which Britta and the other cult recruiters
had already disappeared.
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After ascending four small flights of stairs Bluebird
found herself within a large open-air observation center
directly overlooking the commander’s parade ground
~ which had formerly served as a secure inmate
recreational area in the years before the nuclear wars
- when the headquarters had served another purpose as a
~ United States penitentiary, housing the most dangerous
- inmates within the federal prison system. On each of the
four corners of the grounds rose high guard towers upon
which huge surveillance lights were mounted, patrolled
by small squads consisting of three armed internal
~ security personnel per tower, each equipped with a high-
- powered sniper rifle in addition to the standard silenced
- MP5 that was the preferred weapon of choice among
“internal security. Now stationed within the observation
~ center, both Bluebird and Britta felt the cold chill of the
night air whipping against their faces and skin with
brutal strength due to their raised position above the
parade grounds, their organizational jumpers being little
protection against the weather on the cloudless winter
“night. The sound of the marching boots was now nearly
deafening, interspersed with the intermittent shrill barks
of the drill masters and the aggregate sounds of assault
rifles being shouldered and presented within the
“concourse of their drill.

The group of cult recruiters stood toward the back of
the observation chamber beyond the terraced ledge that
provided a view of the parade grounds below. Bluebird
could not fully ascertain, however she saw, amidst their
black robes rippling under the force of the wind
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currents, that certain of the cult recruiters looked to be
shedding tears of some unknown elation or rapture,
though it could have been caused by the exposure to
weather, although her instincts argued against such a
natural causation. What exactly the case may be Bluebird
could still not ascertain yet she felt a distinctive chill as
two of the cult recruiters separated themselves from the
group and stationed themselves on either side of her and
Britta, one grasping her arm and one grasping Britta's
own and leading them, gently but firmly, slowly but
persistently, toward the edge of the terrace within full
sight of the as yet unseen marching organizational forces
below.

Gradually and surely along with whispered words of
encouragement coming from the cult recruiters which
neither Bluebird nor Britta could decipher over the
increasing roar from below, the two girls were brought
forward until they stood at the very edge of the
observation deck many stories above the field beneath
them, a harsh and nearly blinding light beaming down
from a directional surveillance apparatus installed above
them within the fortress-like infrastructure of the former
prison. Beneath them upon the parade grounds stood
well over one hundred organizational personnel, all of
whom were armed to the teeth, rows upon rows of shock
troopers with bayoneted assault rifles flanked by squads
of balaclava-clad internal security personnel. Upon
raised platforms stationed intermittently along the
periphery of the yard stood fiery-eyed drill masters, their
bodies pulsating with poised violence and suffuse with
unbridled fanaticism for the most pointed type of work
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within the commander’s organization. At seemingly
random spots throughout the yard away from the main
contingent of personnel were small mobile signals
intelligence units crouched near the ground as they
commandeered their low-frequency radio equipment,
wearing large backpacks carrying additional equipment
out from which stout antennas projected and, protected
by a signals intelligence unit, gunners stationed behind
small piles of sandbags, manning large and lethal belt-
fed machine-guns within the training mock-ups meant (o
mirror field conditions.

As the two girls and the two cult recruiters which
accompanied them entered the lit area at the edge of the
observation deck and became visible to the troops in the
parade grounds below, a particularly violent drill

- master, helmeted and wearing dark glasses, heavily

muscled and thickly mustached, raised a thick wooden
baton and shouted an indiscernible order from his
position at the top of a raised platform stationed along

the left flank of the contingent of armed organizational

personnel. The marching soldiers began to turn in a
complicated formation while the small teams of signals
intelligence stationed throughout the stadium arca
withdrew from their machinations in relation to their
equipment and stood at rigid attention, facing the
direction of the observation deck upon which the girls

~ and the cult recruiters stood in full view of the troops

below.
The armed organizational personnel continued their

- complicated marching maneuvers, the long black lines of

brute human strength stretching out across the field in
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twisted and bleak patterns beneath the cold star-fillul
sky above them, shouldering and presenting their rifles
frequently in strict unison. The main drill master raiscl
his baton high above him once again before rappiny, I
forcefully upon the railing of his platform and then
proceeding to press a button upon a small electricil
apparatus beside him, at which point shrill alarm sircin
began to emit from all corners of the parade grouni
further adding to the unnerving din of the marchiny
bodies. On the far side of the parade ground (wu
separated ports ground opened with a scream of melil
raking upon metal, revealing dark tunnels leading (0
subterranean areas of the commander’s headquarteis
These areas had once been utilized as storage facililion
but had now been sequestered for the training ul
specialized closed units in preparation for an evenl
centered around the formal unveiling of a new weapoii
within the organization’s arsenal to be held al
headquarters, an event which had only recently beei
announced within the organization in general bul o
which preparations had been ongoing for quite som
time. Even still, despite that the date for an organization:
wide event held at headquarters had been announceil,
no one except for those participating in the musl
confidential preparations for the same knew the detally
of what the purpose of the event was - and even amoijy
those sectors information was highly
compartmentalized.

Bluebird squinted her eyes against the glaring of (le
spotlights, straining to detect any signs of movemenl
from within the darkened corridors which had just beei
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ned on the far side of the parade grounds. The armed
zational personnel’s marching pattern began to
ange as the many diverse circles and columns began to
i into two central columns which marched with their
(o toward the observation chamber looming above
m, widening the gap between them and forming a
iridor leading from the base of the observation
licture to the two black openings at the far end of the
Id, With a resounding snap, the marching armed
izational personnel halted in position, solidifying
0 two long black lines forming a living breathing

| the far end of the parade grounds. As the shock
0p regiments and internal security guard units halted,

g an about face toward the observation chamber,
Ir gazes turned upward onto the spotlighted terrace

/eloped in a tense silence, all armed organizational
pnnel members on the field standing in rigid

nst her right hand and she glanced down to see that
Ita had by some automatic gesture grasped her hand
| her own. Bluebird pumped her hand once to verify
I acknowledgment and Britta looked up at her, the
inger girl's eyes wide in a reactive response
\‘ ewhat akin to terror in the circumstance which she
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found herself in now, which no picture books showed (0
her on a rutted roadside in former West Virginia by cull
recruiters could have ever prepared her for. Yet, in the
same instance, Bluebird saw that a careening psycholic
strain lay beneath that look of terror, as well as a cold
pragmatism that made Bluebird cognizant that Britla
was, as she was herself, aware that all that lay before
them now might be utilized as vehicles of their owr
violence under the auspices of the commandant’s
mission.

In the silence there could be discerned the
unmistakable sound of marching feet approaching,
coming up from the bowels of the former prison along
the dual tunnel routes. The sound was distinctively
different from the former ministrations of the armed
organizational personnel who now stood stationary an
silent. Rather than the unbridled and brutal din of
martial repression made by the hundred-some arme
organizational personnel earlier during their drill
maneuvers, the sounds coming closer and ever closer
from within the tunnels was of a more subdued note, yel
o less intimidating nature.

The muffled footsteps from within the tunnels
became more prominent as the first contingent of
persons, two-abreast, emerged from the entrance-ways
of both of the tunnels into the light of the parade
grounds. The individuals emerging from the right tunnel
were of absolute alien appearance, dressed from head (0
foot in large white hazardous material suits obscuriny,
from view any idea of their identity, sex or natural
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ysical form. After ever third or fourth line of two
reast could be seen others equally attired manually
ul ing low trolleys upon which sat large metal barrels
inted blue and marked BIOHAZARD, along with
{her written and symbolic insignia such as the dreaded
kull and crossbones denoting the extreme danger of
lheir contents.

'HAZARDOUS AND INFECTIOUS MATERIALS,
(ORROSIVE’ and ‘POISONOUS’ were stamped on the
of some, the beginning telltale signs of the corrosive
terial eating through the metal lids themselves
arent on several barrels while others of a sickly

uthne of a human figure from the middle-chest level
‘. ‘with a bluish starburst extending outward from an
a between the heart and the throat. Its design by sight
limated the horrors of acute and fatal toxicity,
utagenicity, target organ toxicity and reproductive
Xi city.

A separate contingent had marched out of the tunnel
the left, consisting of persons equally clothed in white
zmat suits yet of a more close-fitting and lower-grade
iriety in terms of protection, bereft of the heavy air-
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circulation apparatus and large hermetically scalel
square-shaped and impermeable aluminized shell SCIiA
face-shields of their compatriots and instead equippeil
with standard black gas masks covering their heads, (I
white on black contrast giving them an aura of somw
ghastly humanoid, insect-like beings infused with i
anger and will to repress beyond all known human aril
ethical limits. Dual bandoliers bearing rows of small
can-shaped gas grenades crossed their chests and o
either side of their hips rode two machine pistols alony
with an open bolt blowback-operated submachine g
attached on riggings of nylon belts that hung on the
sides of their chests. On their backs were strappuil
sharpened entrenching tools.

Britta and Bluebird watched with rapt attention as (he
two units marched forward between the other armil
organizational personnel, their white hazmat suiln
forming two white lines amongst a sea of black. Finally
they too reached the base foundation of the observalion
chamber and their lines stopped, the chemical handlcry
lined directly in front of Bluebird and the more
conventionally armed contingent in gas masks linul
directly in front of Britta. The cult recruiter besidu
Bluebird leaned toward the girls, addressing them both,

‘One day soon, Bluebird, you will command theus
forces,” nodding her head toward the amassed armeil
organizational personnel on the parade ground whicli,
now with the addition of the recently formed chemical,
radiological, biological and nuclear units, numbered well
over two hundred persons.

308

IRON GATES

‘These here,” the cult recruiter pointed toward the
I of hazmat-suited personnel beneath their pale
liie flags, addressing Bluebird, ‘are your personal unit.’
Ihose, the cult recruiter addressed Britta, pointing
\ward the second column, equipped for contaminant
perous environments yet also heavily armed in the
nventional sense, ‘will be under your command, Britta,
med chemical squadrons, which you will lead as
ebird’s iron right hand.”

A particularly strong wind whipped through the
servation chamber and the black ribbon that held
luebird’s hair, the tie of which had gradually become
sened during the course of her evening in the
mpany of Britta and the cult recruiters, came undone,
teening  wildly  in  the wind-currents  before
seending, like a black feather, toward the parade
unds below. It floated gently downward for several
onds before falling to rest upon the concrete-covered

id and touching it to his forehead in respect before
rching toward the hazmat-suited personnel member

. With a careful motion the hazmat-uniformed
isonnel member lowered the banner and the internal
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Upon the terrace of the observation center Bluebird
herself stood wild-eyed, her short hair, now unbound,
blowing wildly and giving her an electric, maniacil
appearance. Behind and on either side of her and Brilti
the cult recruiters, with their black robes billowiny
around them, seemed to the armed organizational
security personnel below to appear like some species of
evil flittermice keeping watch over their leaders. With an
automatic sense of command Bluebird raised both of her
hands into the air in salutation, her right hand, still
grasping Britta’s, causing it too to rise into the air In
salutation to the armed chemical squadrons whicli
would become her personal force and to all the
assembled armed organizational personnel on the
parade grounds. The amassed organization membern
responded with a deafening roar that echoed through
the yard in a visceral sign of allegiance.

CHAPTER 25

p

had been several hours since Wendy and the
tenant had picked up the supplies from the
lartermaster’s wagon and headed into the woods.
though Wendy had lived in the mountains all of her
she was not aware of the path that was being taken
the lieutenant, which seemed to meander along the
e of a ridge, sometimes running beside a small stream
t gurgled and splashed along, its water a cold
nsparent black within the night’s darkness. In time
wever their meandering path led them to a rocky
at the base of a foaming waterfall and at this
Imark Wendy became situated as to her present
creabouts. The waterfall was a place well beloved by
i‘f cal people, with the continual fresh water from the
lling of the snow being free of large amounts of trace
ation, the locals being well acclimatized at present to
tever small traces it might contain. Beautiful patches
nountain laurel grew throughout the rocky ridges
| sandy beach at the bottom of the falls and Wendy
! remembered with fondness the last time that she
| visited this place, although it had been too long, for
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as she had grown older her days and nights had becom¢ w‘ ed into the roof, extending sixty feet up to the
much more supervised and structured. Rather (hin \r‘:m tain slope causing a constant breeze that flowed
exploring at her ease as she once did she found hersoli ut of the tunnel, strong enough that it could be felt
increasingly confined to the area directly around (v lany paces from the entrance. In the years prior to the
engineering center, trading the freedom and green anl nset of the nuclear wars a locked iron gate was built
open spaces of her mountain haunts for the grime, filfl ear the air shaft to keep explorers out of the innermost
and secrecy of the converted warehouse. ction of the tunnel, which had a reputation for being a
Whereas the waterfalls gave all who came into theli lace of danger, with falling rocks frequently injuring
presence a sense of wonder and joy, although certainly nd sometimes killing those who had ventured within.
possessing an atmosphere of mystery, the tunnel into (l¢  well, although it was less known, the innermost area
rocks that lay nearby, down a wide, gently sloping rou, yond having a reputation for natural danger had also
had a fell reputation and was avoided by all of (l¢ tcome a fixation for unsavory elements who utilized
children in the area. This tunnel, called the stumphoue e area for an out-of-the-way and hard-to-reach spot for
tunnel in years gone by, had been an aborted projecl \paging in various illegal activities. At various times
during the nineteenth century. Immigrants from acrous ring the several hundred years since it was built, the
the Atlantic ocean had begun the tunneling into the rock plarious activities that had occurred there indicated the
with the intention of the spot being the beginning of i adth and scope of some men for possessing an
railroad that, once out of the mountains, would traverie lomitable desire to act in ways transgressive to the
many states. This intention was never realized however ¢ of law and society, being a site where acts as
as the tunneling was halted at the beginning of civil 1ocent as illicit intoxication among groups of youth to
strife and military conflict that divided the country arul e capital offenses such as murder and aggravated
lasted for many years. By the time the war had ended (I d molestation enacted by lone schizophrenics and
immigrants who had begun the task of the tunnel weie eer criminals had taken place.
long gone, dead in the fighting or having decamped lu In the years that led up to the nuclear wars and
areas far beyond the location of the tunnel, which was Iy ting the most horrible days after the last barrage of
those days a hotbed of political unrest. gsiles had landed, plunging the world into the
What was left was never utilized for its intendl tkness of a radioactive, nuclear winter, the area had
purpose, an abandoned monstrosity consisting of a greal tved as the base for the most survivalist-minded
black opening into the mountain that led into an unlil 1ong the mountain folk who utilized the fortification
tunnel extending several thousand feet into the rock a spot to hide themselves away as chaos descended
Around fifty yards into the tunnel was an air shall nd them. The newer people in the mountains - those
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who had begun to inhabit the area for decades because
of its scenic beauty and rural charm yet possessing no
real ties to the land - had died early on from starvation
or sickness, purposefully attempting to travel to more
populated areas and in the process going outside of the
natural safety zone from nuclear fallout that the
particular region of the mountains afforded.

Those who had stayed behind quickly became
victims of the more native among the mountain folk for
whom the interlopers who had moved in from the cities
were easy prey indeed. While the patriarchs of their
luxury homes were summarily executed, some choice
targets among the bourgeois households such as young
daughters or infants who might be raised for labor were
abducted in the course of their raids. Some of these were
taken deep into the stumphouse tunnel and dispatched,
oftentimes after lengthy months of systematic torture
and sexual and psychological abuse, their death being
offerings to a strange and hideous god whom the
mountain folk had begun to worship in light of the
nuclear wars, when the old faiths of their forefathers
began to fade along with their former hopes and dreams
for the future.

The hideous and new god that they worshiped now,
called Gaubni, represented new hopes and dreams -
aspirations that fit in with the ultra-violent post-
apocalyptic state of affairs in the deep wilderness. In
time, as the pointed chaos directly before and after the
nuclear wars began to transition into a more stable and
grueling state of anarchy, the stumphouse tunnel was
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ce more abandoned as the mountain survivalists who
| ad inhabited it moved out, free now of any threat of
\:ulllout and years enough past that the necessity for their
thieves' den having expired. Many of them decamped to
their old home sites if they still existed or moved on. The
most hardcore of them stayed in the area and became
decades into the future, the core population of the/
mountain region under the strict control of the
ommander and his organization, in whom the
n ountain folk found a solid allegiance which had
continued to endure.

The cult of their strange god, named Gaubni, went
inderground during the changes that took place when
the population first came under the commander’s
' thority, not for any sense that there was a great
¢ ontradiction to be found in the ethos (if it could be
called that) between the visions of the two but more out
of a sense of instinctive concealment and preservation.
he stumphouse tunnel was now the main visitation
\v‘v‘ ace for the secretive cult, only which a filament of
kvotion had continued since the old days around the
: of the nuclear holocaust. Many within the mountain
glon were not even aware of the cult's existence
however the tunnel itself and the area surrounding it,
_‘ythjng beyond the waterfalls, had an evil reputatior;
/la stories that had been passed down from generation
[0 generation as to its hideous qualities and the
monstrous entities which lived inside, always looking to

ji trap erstwhile people. Wendy herself had grown up
";) these horror stories and, despite the fact that many
believed the cult to be separate from the commander’s
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organization, it had in fact been absorbed into the control
of organizational and psychological
operations units in the early days of the occupation and
carefully tended to since that time.

Within several minutes of arrival at the waterfalls,
the lieutenant could ascertain a noticed change in
atmosphere and an enhanced dynamic between himsell
and the young girl who accompanied him. A charged
apprehensiveness suffused the area, black with darkness
and lit only by the celestial stars within the firmament, as
the lieutenant had kept his kerosene-soaked torches in
reserve for their expedition into the tunnel which lay
further ahead, the domicile of Gaubni, his patron deity.

The lieutenant observed with appreciation how
Wendy was able to keep pace with him during their hike
through the woods almost without effort, quite a feal
considering ~ her considerably  slighter frame.
Nevertheless, the lieutenant considered that she had no
doubt traveled these or similar paths many times in her
life. He had for many years now lusted after the girls of
the mountain region, a particular forbidden fruit not in
the sense that they could not be enjoyed but that they
could not be brought out - and by dint of the
commander’s demands on his time the lieutenant was
never domiciled near the area of the engineering center
for more than a week at a time. Sometimes in the past
when a particular girl had taken his fancy and he could
1ot bear the thought of leaving her for some other lesser
organizational member to handle and possess after he
had gone, he would take them to the altar of Gaubni at
the end of the same tunnel which he now approached

intelligence
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1l sacrifice them - never to be seen or heard from again
: the mountain regions around the engineering center.
r these cases he would take himself a souvenir from his
acrificial victim as an amulet, usually in the form of a
wevered finger which he would wrap carefully in thick
luather and carry with him during the course of his
orforming various more military-style atrocities
lsewhere within the organization’s territories. He
Imself had been far from the first to perform human
U rifice at the altar and as long as organizational
.'telligence and psychological ~operations — units
ontinued to pour time and resources into making sure

lhat the cult continued to thrive, albeit covertly, he
yould be far from the last.

Wendy would be the first child that he had taken
Into the stumphouse tunnel in over two years' time and
s the case might be she would be the first child that he
x ever intended to take out again, congruent to his
purpose of smuggling her outside of the organization’s
mountain territory. Though he had longed for procuring
ne of the mountain girls as his own personal concubine
or some time, he had never acted on his burning desire
for whatever reason. What made this circumstance and
s girl in particular the one exception he could not
readily ascertain, however he had been feeling more and
more of a sinister elation ever since the conference where
he new weapon was unveiled and the commandant
| owed herself in the flesh within the organization for
the first time, creating in him a sense of license hitherto
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misunderstanding whatsoever that a new era was
dawning among the organization with the public
appearance of cult figures that had only been worshiped
remotely before and with the promise of a greal
outpouring of violence at whatever point the new
weapon would be tested. That he would be in charge of
transporting the warheads from the engineering center
to headquarters was a great honor and one that further
cemented his position as the commander’s favorite; he
felt that no time was ripe like the present to avail himsel(
of the young flesh of a mountain girl whom had
succeeded in capturing his imagination like none other
to date. On this night she would be exposed to a
particularly more brutal side of his affections than she
had experienced earlier in her tent at the encampment,
With these thoughts on his mind he reached down and
gently stroked the back of her jacket, causing her to turn
and peer up at him with her twinkling child eyes from
within the hood of her jacket. Yes, it was going to be an
interesting night indeed.

Before long they reached the wide, graveled road
that led down a gentle slope toward the mouth of the
tunnel. Having been carefully inculcated with the myths
surrounding this area and the alleged monstrosities that
lay within and the belief that it should be avoided at all
costs, Wendy felt a chill run up her spine. What did this
situation intimate? Was the lieutenant fooling her,
leading her along with promises of taking her out of the
mountain territory, vowing to execute an act withoul
precedent, only to soften her up so that he could lead her
into the bowels of the rock and kill her without struggle?
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‘ - e had heard the stories, as had all the children, and she
‘ ew as well as anyone else in the mountain territory
that children who went out into these areas at night were
ueldom seen again. She could remember from a very
s age a rumor about some other young girls
isappearing, young girls that were around the same age
herself at present.

‘ As they neared the mouth of the tunnel she could
[cel the ever-present wind gusting from within, a
phantom breeze that presented itself to her as both a sign
1d a warning, for this was the first time that she had
wver been directly in the presence of the tunnel's

. ately from the air shaft within, though the
utenant did nothing to dispel Wendy’s native
uperstition. Whatever discrepancy there might be
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between what she had been told about this place and the
reality, she would herself experience her fair degree ol
trauma on this night, which was to be her initiation into
the cult of the Great Demon, even though she herself did
not yet know it. Let her decide how what she had been
told and what she would experience were congruent or
no.

The lieutenant raised his torch into the air and with
his other hand grasped Wendy’s own firmly, pulling her
along while marching in a steady gait toward the
entrance of the tunnel. The little girl let out another,
more pronounced whimper in protest and began to pull
back from his grasp, to which the lieutenant responded
by releasing her hand, whirling to face her and grabbing
an area near her shoulder.

Even through the ample padding of her baby brigade
field jacket, the lieutenant’s iron grasp easily managed to
pinch the pressure point to which he had instinctively
aimed.

The little girl's whimper caught in her throat at the
searing pain and she felt herself being forced down to
her knees. The lieutenant knelt down in front of her, his
hand still grasping her shoulder within his excruciating
grip as Wendy’s ruddy face began to turn white under
the strain. It did not require a lengthy diatribe on the
lieutenant’s part to make her understand that she was
going to go into the tunnel one way or the other as his
steely eyes bored into her own. The lieutenant raised onc
eyebrow and Wendy nodded in acquiescence to the
unspoken demand which his gesture intimated. Respond
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properly, obey, proceed.

With that he released her shoulder, grasped her hand
once again in his own and the pair of them proceeded
through the arched entrance-way and into darkness.

Within only a few minutes of entering the tunnel,
‘both the lieutenant and his young charge were
‘ensconced in an inky blackness all around them, the light
from the torch serving to illuminate the area directly
around them yet obscuring what lay ahead. Wendy
lurned briefly to look behind her, with the consideration
(hat this might be her last chance to look upon anything
except the eldritch passageway into which her fell
puardian was now inexorably leading her. She could see
clearly in the distance that the faint circular outline of the
el’s entrance had grown to a small pinpoint, their
procession into the rock of the mountain being firm and
uteady. The lieutenant walked with purpose and with no
hesitancy despite the treacherous path, for he had gone
this way many times before, the walk now surging his
mind with memories of the many times he had gone to
this place, sometimes with a sacrificial victim and
sometimes with lesser offerings befitting the mode of
darkness, during which he would engage in solitary
meditation upon his deity. As Wendy walked along she
every so often gazed up at the lieutenant, attempting to
determine his mood and thoughts, however there was no
uccor in her vision as the lieutenant’s expression was
unreadable, though his face, stone-hard and gleaming in
e open flame of the torch-light and the smoke from its
fuel-soaked flames gave him a distinctively demonic
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visage.

The tunnel was relatively quiet beyond the soft tread
of their booted feet as they made their way forward. The
soft drip of water running down the stone sides of the
tunnel could be heard softly and Wendy noticed thal
small streams of this black cold liquid flowed by them on
either side of their path. Wendy thought that on occasion
she could hear the distant flapping of bat wingy,
however she was unsure if the sound was real, a trick of
the strange environment or something more sinister in
nature altogether. Eventually they reached the poinl,
several hundred yards in, where the air shaft had been
drilled down from the mountain above into the tunnel. A
few feet beyond it lay the iron gate to the innermost arca
of the tunnel, still closed but its locks having been
broken long, long ago.

Wendy stared up into the ceiling of the tunnel, her
face turned toward the air shaft. Cold mountain air blew
down upon her face. The lieutenant released his grasp on
her hand and strode forward, opening the iron galc
before them and beckoning her on, which she did
without question or hesitancy this time around. She was
now far into the tunnel and should she desire to attempl
to escape at this point her efforts would have come to
naught, for the faint light of the night sky visible from
the opening before was now long gone, their progression
not only being too far to view such a sight but also
obscured via their almost imperceptible yet steady
descent. Her chances stumbling around in the darkness
attempting to escape from her predatory minder did not
seem stacked in her favor. As she had made it this far in,
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l\e considered that she may as well meet whatever fate
iWaited her with a degree of dignity, what little solace
that was.

Ulie entered first and the lieutenant pressed her forward
Wwith a hand on her back before reaching back and
(losing the gate behind him. She could feel his hand
Intently and though his grip upon her prior to entering
{lie tunnel had been one of violent warning she could tell
without any mistake that his mind now fixated upon
more lustful pursuits, even if they be laced generously
ith the additive of cruelty.

Wendy and the lieutenant walked forward into the
nnel, his hand still upon her back, until she could see
il the far end the beginning of the end of the tunnel
ough the flickering light of the torch. Grasping
another unlit torch from his pack the lieutenant lit it
pon the one already burning and, walking forward,
ylationed one on either side of the tunnel’s end,
{lluminating the rocky surface of the tunnel’s wall.

The first thing that Wendy noticed was that there
‘was a line of human skulls on the rocky surface of the
{unnel’s floor, many of them obviously the skulls of full-
grown adults yet some decidedly intimating the heads of
‘adolescents and others, even smaller, denoting that the
sacrifice of infants had taken place in this area. Other
‘bones of various degree were piled willy-nilly around
the area of the altar, some of them, as well as some of the
skulls, still possessing old flesh, sapped of the majority
of its moisture, stretching nauseatingly across their
skeletal frames. At the center of the shrine was a great

I
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black idol that was featureless in appearance bul
undeniably horrific in demeanor. A strange and
blasphemous glow seemed to emanate from the black
stone from which it had been wrought, polished by the
dripping water from the fissures in the rock above and
charged relentlessly by blood sacrifices performed by ils
secretive cult. At the base of the idol stood a great slab of
rock standing several feet off from the ground. On its
side and along its base thick leather manacles fortified by
polished steel had been attached with deep spikes
hammered in and securing it to the stone base. Telltale
signs of blood could be seen clearly on its rough gray
surface.

Having secured the torches on either side of the altar
the lieutenant turned toward Wendy, his face suddenly
pale in concentration and veneration toward his patron
deity, a cold sweat dripping down his brow. Though
Wendy had long been inculcated into the horrors that lay
within the stumphouse tunnel, tales that ultimately
rested with the combined mythos created by mountain
inhabitants long ago and engineered further by
organizational intelligence and psychological operations
units, she somehow found the stationary nature of the
altar which stood before her to be more terrifying on a
concrete level. Though the sort of beasts and atrocities
which had been spread about the tunnel and what lay
within it had been known to her for many years, the
presence of skulls and bones around the altar, indicating,
a very concrete cult of death, caused her skin to crawl.
Though the situation of the tunnel was decidedly cold
and well-aired, even more so due to the presence of a
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econd air shaft that lay just above the idol of the Great
Demon itself, she felt a feeling of suffocation coming on
ler, the air thick and heavy and with a blasphemous
ulench that seemed to grow as each slow tedious minute
passed before the lit area of the central altar.

With a brief verbal command the lieutenant
Instructed Wendy to shed her overcoat and seat herself
tross-legged before the altar of Gaubni. The little girl
leciprocated to his request immediately, her eyes
slationed unblinking upon the idol before her. With
small, tender hands, Wendy unzipped and removed her
outer jacket, folding it carefully and placing it on the
pround to the side of the stone altar, its black insulated
fabric resting gently against the line of skeletal remains
that served as the border between the stone altar and the
area beyond in which resided the idol, an impenetrable
barrier upon which no human would or should cross lest
he or she be in the trance of the Great Demon himself.

As Wendy sat staring into the inconceivable face of
the idol before her she could feel her consciousness
lwisting and churning in a fashion that she had never
e perienced until this point. She felt herself, just being in
the presence of the deity for only a few minutes, to have
stepped across a irrevocable threshold - the
confrontation between herself and this alien power in
itself an act of initiation into something altogether
different than she had ever known. It was within this
state of consciousness that she felt her left arm being
lifted gently from its station in her lap and positioned
upon the cold stone of the altar, the clasping sleeve of
her tactical battle-ready jacket being unbuttoned and her
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sleeve being gently raised, revealing a thin but wiry arm,
its skin a milky white due to her almost constanl
habitation as of late within the manufactured confines of
the commander’s engineering center.

With a swift motion the lieutenant withdrew the
large survival knife from his belt, the frighteningly
oversized proportions of which were accentuated in
intimidation by its bleak, black-painted blade which was
effected for covert purposes, the only testament of its
tempered steel constitution being the gleam along the
blade which shone in the light of the flaming torches, its
razor-sharp edge horrible in nature and appearance. He
held it in front of Wendy’s face, forcing her to divert her
gaze from the deity of the Great Demon onto the fleshly
demon before her as he presented the instrument of her
own potential premature demise.

The lieutenant pinned Wendy’s arm to the sacrificial
stone and without warning brought down the large
survival knife in an expert arc, cutting a jagged line
across her small wrist and palm. The slash was executed
carefully so as to not be fatal, yet still the razor-like
properties of the knife could be seen as the cut first
appeared pale before the flesh blossomed open and a
steady stream of blood began to flow. At the pain and
sudden shock Wendy thought that she had screamed,
however, although her mouth had opened, no sound
had come from her throat as she sat, transfixed at the
blood oozing steadily from her hand. The lieutenant
released her arm and with a similar motion cut a slash
across his own wrist and palm, his own blood coming
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[orth with great large drops like the rain from a storm

The lieutenant sat down beside her, wrapping his legs
around her middle and massaging her non-existent
breasts with one hand while forcing his bleeding wrist
p to her mouth. She began to choke and spit as the hot
liquid ran inexorably down her throat, hot tears of panic
d confusion running down her face, intermingling
with the recent juices of her now blood-stained mouth.
'! e lieutenant removed himself, standing and
rummaging among a pile of mixed bones and rubble
nearby. Wendy had raised herself up into kneeling
position, cradling her injured arm with her good one.
Although the blood loss had been significant, the flow
ad already begun to congeal with now only small
rivulets dripping from her arm onto the stone altar and
the base around it.
 The lieutenant had found what he had been looking
for and sprung back into her line of vision, his eyes wild
and crazed, a great leering grin stretched across his face.
He grabbed Wendy’s injured arm and pressed her
(\ ound against his own, clumsily tying their wrists
together with a small leather thong that he had retrieved
from the pile of debris only a few minutes ago.
‘See this, Wendy, see it” Wendy watched as her
blood and the lieutenant’s began to commingle with one

- 'This marks you not only as my concubine but
‘indeed as my very wife! And I your husband! Say it,
Wendy, confirm before the Great Demon! Confirm our
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union!’

‘Tam your wife!” The little girls’ voice sounded small
and pathetic in comparison to the booming commands ol
the lieutenant who crouched before her in a state of pure
and unbridled psychosis.

‘And I am your husband!” The lieutenant shouted (he
words, their echo reverberating throughout the
stumphouse tunnel, the echoed responses pealing off the
rock as if his own voice was but one of many.

The lieutenant unwrapped the thong from their
hands and cut it in twain with his knife, taking one hall
and tying it around Wendy’s wrist and the other around
his own. ‘Before long, my little wife, I will get us both a
charm to attach to these, the symbols of our troth,
However, for now, it is now time to consummate before
the Great Demon.’

Wendy was aware enough that she understood his
meaning, the pain from the wound having begun (o
subside and her mind now focused on what had jusl
taken place. The commingling of blood, especially before
an altar or a high official within the organization was the
standard form of marriage in the organizational
territories - its bonds were irrevocable. Not only had she
been promised to be the travel companion of the
lieutenant and be taken out of the area of the engineerin,
center, but now she found herself bound together by
marriage, oath and blood to this violent and powerful
man. She could not help but feel herself swoon in ecstasy
over her good fortune and suddenly the confines of the
tunnel did not seem as horrible as they did before,
because she knew that now that they had been joined
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pether that he would not kill her after all. Yet, at the
loreknowledge that their conjugal conjoining under the
hounds of marriage would now take place, she gulped

istrations might come.
As Wendy considered her immediate future, the

brightly lit, the idol’s black surface gleaming greasy and
i erving in the illumination of the torch light.

~ Next, the lieutenant removed a small leather
package, placing it on the altar before Gaubni, then a
mall package of dried meat, next a bladder of strong
mountain liquor. As he set each item before the deity,
jith his left hand he rung a small bell which signified
lhat the item was being offered. After he had finished he
vould remove the item once more, placing it on the
round next to the altar. Having finished offering the
liquor, the lieutenant removed the cap from the wine-
bladder and took a long pull of the fiery beverage before
proffering it to Wendy who, particularly in mind that the
Iready eventful evening might be even more long and
igorous than she had expected in relation to her recent
nuptials, took into herself a pull of the alcohol at least as
leep as had the lieutenant, causing her to sputter and
pasp as she removed the flagon from her soft, blood-
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stained lips.

Their preliminary libations having been establishel
the lieutenant moved in on his tender bride with (h¢
speed and efficiency of a wilderness beast cornering, |1«
prey. It took only a moment to shift her from h
kneeling position to have her bent over, knees on (i
ground, her stomach and chest flat upon the slone
surface of the altar which had only recently been the sif¢
of their marriage ritual. Now the more visceral aspecl of
their binding would take place.

The lieutenant spread her arms out in front of her
and to her sides, fastening them securely with the leather
manacles that had been driven into the stone of the altir
with large steel spikes. This having been effected he
followed suit by unfastening and pulling down her baby
brigade tactical uniform pants and her panties beneally,
allowing them to pool near the pits of her knees before
spreading her thighs and manacling both to the backsic¢
of the stone altar. The lieutenant’s manhood rousei
fierce at the sight of her shamefully exposed buttocky,
with the hint of her sex peaking out from between them
due to her forced spread position. Wendy, now his bride,
allowed herself to be bound without any struggle and,
once manacled in, struggle was in fact impossible, as she¢
lightly tested her bonds and found that even the slightest
movement was beyond her ability thus restrained. She
rested her head on its side, her cheek upon the cold stone
of the altar. From this vantage point she was able (0
glance back to see the lieutenant as he finished strapping
her in, testing the bonds. All around her lay the pathetic
skeletal remains of the sacrificial victims that had been
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fered to Gaubni. How many of them were children of
or own age? How many of them had been offered by
\0 lieutenant himself, her husband?

The lieutenant proceeded toward the far corner of
e tunnel where upon a large metal hook drilled into
e rock hung a long and vicious leather strap, its
roportions frighteningly thick and its edges and surface
-oiled as to avoid any damage via the moisture of
area. This object had been in the cult of Gaubni
fore even the organization had ingratiated itself into
nd eventually took over control of the same. It had
lways resided in the stumphouse tunnel and was never
imoved despite the fact that no one guarded it, nor the
eous deity to which its usage it was consecrated. No
ne in the mountains, even those with skeptical minds,
ould have considered for a moment removing an item

hat was considered to be a possession of the deity. Like

ithers who had wielded it before him, the lieutenant

- Wendy gulped as she viewed the lieutenant stalking
round the tunnel from the corner of her eyes, hefting

lieutenant now, nor had she received such punitive
ninistrations by an individual such as the lieutenant
vho was well-known even in the relative obscurity of
the organization’s mountain territory for his ultra-
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violence and sadistic excesses.

She turned her head slightly, peering up at him with
pleading eyes as he stationed himself behind her, the
strap in his hands. From beneath his thick mustache
Wendy believed that she could ascertain that he wau
mouthing some words which were unknown to her, only
the barest whisper reaching her ears. His eyes werc
intent upon the deity as he spoke his unknown
incantation and then they fell onto her, his eyes roving,
hungrily over her exposed flesh and then locking onto
her own, their gaze frozen together for a split second
before he raised his hand holding the strap and then
bringing it down upon her naked and exposed flesh with
a resounding pop that echoed throughout the tunnel.

The sound of the leather strap meeting bare flesh was
followed immediately by a piercing scream from Wendy,
Though she had found it impossible to audibly express
herself earlier when the lieutenant’s survival knife had
slashed across her upraised wrist and palm, she found
that her lungs had reasserted themselves as the cruel and
evil leather strap of the Great Demon, Gaubni, slashed
itself in a similar fashion across the innocent flesh of her
upturned backside and the exposed parts of her upper
legs. The lashes came again and again, all expertly
aimed, however the length of the strap was such that il
caused the end to not only strike its target but curl
around her flesh as well, causing the most painful strikes
against the sides of her legs and the lowest parts of her
back. The lieutenant’s pacing was relentless with no
more than five seconds elapsing between one lash and
the next, her screams following apace which seemed to
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clectrify the environment - the sounds of pain and
molestation via discipline being sucked up by the idol of
{he Great Demon in a frenzied state of vampiric feeding.

Though Wendy had begun the punishment with her
head turned back toward the lieutenant, eying him as he
moved in to strike, she found this position now too
painful, a crick in her neck adding to the more arduous
injury that she was receiving on the opposite end. To
{hat effect and due to the fact that she no longer wished
{0 see and predict when each strike would fall, she had
jutted her face forward, straining with all her might
against the bonds so that her face stared toward the base
of the idol before her. To her disgust and surprise she
saw that the otherwise formless idol possessed one
noticeably attribute, namely a large protruding male
jexual member also of the same polished black rock form
which the rest of the Great Demon’s effigy had been
forged.
. The merciless beating continued for what seemed
e hours, all sense of time and proportion passing as
Wendy’s head begin to droop, her screams of protest
becoming hoarse and then degenerating into soft
whimpers and cries, the tears from her eyes flowing
,piously and further commingling with the blood
which had been smeared upon her mouth from the
Jieutenant’s wound, giving her the ghastly appearance of
jome young ghoul recently returned from a nocturnal
ssignation. Her buttocks had become swollen red orbs
before marbling into the black and blue of heavy
bruising with faint lines of red where the edges of the
heavy strap had broken the skin. Despite the seemingly

i
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endless duration of the punishment it had been in facl -

less than half an hour's time since the lieutenant had
begun, the efficiency of her flesh’s ruination beiny
enhanced by his prodigiously consistent pacing. As (he
blows of the strap continued to fall, her entire body wau
forced forward against the stone of the altar, the torque
of the lieutenant’s blows and the heaviness of the leather
strap driving her small frame forward painfully againsl
the unyielding surface of the altar.

All of a sudden the beating ceased, with Wendy so
barely aware that she could only slightly register the facl
that she could no longer hear the sound of the leather
pummeling her naked flesh. Exhausted and spent of all
energy, her posterior throbbing in pain, she turned her
head from the idol before her and once again rested her
cheek upon the cold stone of the altar. At that very
moment and suddenly from far above her and the
lieutenant came a hideous ghostly wail, seeming to
emanate from the second air shaft located directly
behind the idol of the Great Demon itself. This sound
was immediately joined by the sound of the lieutenant
bursting forth in a great peal of maniacal laughter, the
sound of which careened and bounced off the walls of
the tunnel, his eyes rolled back into his head, spittle
dribbling from his mouth as his face turned upward
toward the roof of the cavern.

According to the tradition of the cult of the Great
Demon in the organization’s mountain territory, an
omen, often auditory, would accompany Gaubni's
acceptance of an offering or sacrifice. In this case the
hideous wail that had echoed throughout the tunnel
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indicated that the offering of pain which had been culled
from the little girl whom the lieutenant had brought for

ow Wendy was not only the lieutenant’s bride but, as
well, a fellow traveler in the cult of the the Great Demon,
ccepted by a sign from the Great Demon himself.

The lieutenant proceeded to the far corner of the
el, replacing the thick leather strap upon the hook
from which he had retrieved it earlier. Wendy breathed a
silent sigh of relief at this small fact; at least she would
not be facing the strap again on this night. The howling
that had come from the air shaft seemed to have entered
into her like a cold filament sending a feeling of steel
through her spine. What exactly it was she could not say,
though she felt somewhat changed; what sort of change
it would be was yet to be seen.

Her eyes followed the lieutenant as he returned from
replacing the leather strap upon the hook on the wall of
the tunnel, his laughter having subsided with the fading
of the ghostly wailing into small, strange animalistic
sounds, as though he was conversing with himself and
only tentatively aware of her presence. Yet, as soon as he
reached within touching distance, he crouched down
and patted the little girl with an uncharacteristic
tenderness on the head, smoothing our her coal-black
hair and looking into her still tear-filled eyes with a look
that seemed to intimate that he was once again himself,
though certainly bearing the residual signs of his earlier
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From the small pile of materials that had been
offered before the idol prior to the lieutenant’s having
administered Wendy’s lengthy discipline he took the
flagon of mountain liquor once more, removing the cap
and bringing it to Wendy’s lips and holding it there for
several seconds, allowing the liquor to trickle down her
throat as the little girl’s hands and arms were still bound
and as such she was unable to grasp the flagon herself,
forcing her to suckle. After recapping and replacing the
flagon upon the ground, having taken a slug for himself
after Wendy had her fill, the lieutenant removed the first
of two small leather packets that she had noticed him
offering earlier. As he opened it up she could see that it
was a small packet of bear grease, harvested no doubt
from the wild black bears that had been hunted and
killed during the recently past autumn here in the
mountains. That the lieutenant’s quartermaster had a
supply of the same was interesting as it would intimate
that either he had obtained it only recently or the off
chance that he kept a steady supply. In any case, the
meaning was clear for what it would be utilized for
tonight.

The lieutenant moved behind Wendy who, still
bound, could only turn her head slightly backward to
observe whatever ministrations he would be proceeding,
with presently. Her backside was in a state of ruination
from the strapping which she had just endured, with
even the slightest touch causing immense pain. The
lieutenant, grinning widely as he handled the packet of
bear grease, slathered the index finger of his right hand
with the same and then began to rub it copiously into the

336

IRON GATES

rea between her buttocks, slowly working it into her
anal cavity with a single finger. Wendy felt herself
himper softly despite herself as the soreness of the
‘beating, moving effortlessly into the pain and pleasure
mixture she felt from the lieutenant’s penetration as he
‘moved his finger in and out of her tight sphincter.
Wendy let out a second whimper, this time more audible
ind less voluntary, as the lieutenant inserted another
linger into her anus, his rough knuckles rubbing against
the brutalized skin of her buttocks. His pace quickened
and she felt herself wanting to reciprocate and move
further down onto his stretched fingers, however the
immobility of her bonds only allowed for the ever so
ght rotation and protrusion of her exposed rear, a

The lieutenant removed his greased fingers and with
a deft motion unfastened the front of his trousers,

ided the tip of his sexual member into the upraised
and exposed sphincter of the little girl wriggling on the

Wendy’s small, blood-stained lips. Again and again he
st into her, his motions gliding the full length of
himself again and again into the little girl’s entrails, her
cries and sobs mingled into a state of combined
discomfiture and perverse ecstasy. His hands left the
altar and began fondling her swollen and bruised
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buttocks, admiring the feel of the raised stripes from the
leather strap beating that were the still enduring
testaments to his earlier handiwork.

The lieutenant withdrew from Wendy, stopping o
unstrap her from the stone altar, her body crumpling to
the floor from exhaustion and the stress of the beating
and the lieutenant’s subsequent sodomy. The lieutenant
drew her toward him, cradling her against his chest and
quickly pulled her pants the rest of the way down before
pulling her combat jacket and shirt up and over her
head, revealing creamy white skin and only the slightest
hint of budding breasts. Kneeling with his pants now
around his ankles, the lieutenant lifted her onto him, her
back toward him and her face toward the altar of the
Great Demon, re-entering her anally and pulling her
weight down upon his erect member with ferocious
intensity, his arms held across her chest and his teeth
biting into the exposed flesh of her neck and shoulders,
Both the lieutenant and Wendy now panted together in
their shared exertion, the feel of her feather-soft thighs
straddled against him and the nub of her pert under-
aged nipples between his fingers driving him ever and
ever closer to a hideous climax.
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CHAPTER 26

ceveral days had passed now since Nadezhda’s initial
!‘erview and orientation for torture center in the large
building at the commander’s headquarters which had
merly served as the inmate hospital before the nuclear
ars during the time that the headquarters compound

eath and devastation in its wake.
She had been taken by her balaclava-masked internal
ccurity handlers across the red line on the floor of the

ea’ as it was politely called which, in more plain
nguage, denoted that the area beyond it was reserved
o the more hands-on aspects of ECTAC, thus the
f ignation of this area as the ‘torture center’
ecifically.
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She had been led to the cell of Private Bonn, her
alleged paramour, where the internal security personne|
had given a rap of his ever-present nightstick upon the
cell door which caused a feeble fluttering of Privale
Bonn’s eyes and nothing more. As their alleged sexual
liaison at anytime was patently fraudulent, Nadezhda
wondered whether or not her minders really expected
some sort of enthusiastic response from the prisoner
inside the cell or if the action was a further part of their
intelligence-driven theater, contrived or otherwise.

Beyond any potential reality to the claims, the
physical state of Private Bonn was enough to negate any
noticeable response. His body lay naked upon a thin col
which rested upon the bottom rack of a steel bunk-bed,
with no apparent resident on the top bunk. A thin sheel
which had been provided as his only guard against the
wintry weather which now reigned down on the
commander’s headquarters, all the more apparen|
because of the exclusively concrete block and stecl
composition of the installation, lay beside him bunched
up and unused, or alternately thrown off him in the
course of some sort of nightmarish state during sleep. No
chains or bonds beyond the cell door itself now
restrained the shock trooper, who had become a fragile
shell of himself after only a mere few days under the
conscientious attentions of the torture center’s exper|
staff.

The bonds which now afflicted the shock trooper in
question were in the form of a chemical straight-jackel
rather than a literal one, for he had come under the care
of the experimental units within torture center who
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availed themselves of testing the old psychotropic drugs,
many of them more than one hundred years past their
stated ‘use by’ designations, of which a near warehouse
full had been found on the now site of the commander’s
‘headquarters many decades before. Rather than
applying such  medications  conventionally,  the
‘experimental units out of a sense of practicality due to
the highly degenerated states of the various pills and
erums at their disposal had long established the practice
of creating their own combinations and concoctions with
the drugs, sometimes added to with substances of their
own creation as well as with donated substances from
abroad elsewhere in the organization’s territory (and
sometimes beyond) which were supplied to them by
internal security personnel who acted as attaches to
various intelligence-run cult recruiters who scoured the
parched landscape of the post-nuclear world, conducting
missions of analysis, reconnaissance and recruitment.

- Nadezhda was only stationed in front of Private
Bonn'’s cell for a minute or so, enough for her to ascertain
the state of his present situation which was formerly
unbeknownst to her, and also exacerbating on the
psychological level the demarcation between the scene
she now saw with the former courtesy of the man who
had interviewed her previously and his anonymous
assistants who now accompanied her further into the
bowels of the torture center.

After some time of traversing the bleak and
seemingly endless corridors lined on either side with
cells, some of them containing persons in custody and
some of them relegated for the most secretive of torture
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center administration duties by way of offices - the less

secure administrative offices for ECTAC being located
on the other side of the red line - she had finally reached
the destination for which the internal security personnc|
had been accompanying her which was a large, open-air
room dominated on the far side by an observation
station, behind which at a desk sat an imposing matronly
woman of prodigious girth. Her stout figure was well
complimented however by her equally prodigious
height, as by the time Nadezhda had been broughl
forward to the plexiglass wall separating herself from
the observation office, it could be readily observed thal
even seated the woman behind the glass was equal (0
Nadezhda’s own height standing. .

As Nadezhda stood before the plexiglass pane
separating her from the woman on the other side, hersell
flanked by two masked internal security guards who had
not uttered a word since their departure from the
interviewing officer, she wondered as to whether or nol
her previous request to the Jieutenant to be made SAC of
torture center had been the correct choice, or whether or
1ot there was an implicit ruse in his willing acquiescence
to her desire for the same. Although she now found
herself within the domicile of the specific internal
security sector of her desired assignment, she felt that
she was being handled more like an inmate than an
incoming officer, the disdainful and dismissive glance of
the woman behind the pane before her bearing further
testament to her doubts in this regard.

At long last the torture center personnel behind the
glass acknowledged her directly, setting aside a larg¢
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tack of files to her right and leaning toward the area of
drilled holes arrayed in the pattern of a circle that served
15 the means of auditory communications between
| erself and those on the other side of the pane, the rest of
{he plexiglass being otherwise impenetrable to sound in
peneral.
‘Name please, stated the stout woman, her bulky
,‘f:. having to crouch forward in her chair slightly for
her mouth to be level with the drilled sound portals
vhich were obviously made for more conventionally-
ized personnel during their construction prior to the
nuclear wars.
 Nadezhda stood at rest position, her hands clasped
chind her back and began speaking.

‘My name is Nadezhda Yatskaya, I have been
sferred from signals intelligence to torture center

’

~ Her monologue was met with a shrill screech of
rotest from the woman behind the pane of plexiglass, a
reat ham-sized fist beating the desk in front of her,
wusing the formidable twelve-inch stacks of files to the
ide to jump off the surface in physical reaction. From
er left side, Nadezhda felt the painful touch of one of
e internal security guards pinching her side, leaning
s masked anonymous face towards ear and whispering
| a harsh monotone audible only to her and the other
nternal security personnel, ‘Name only, nothing more.’

: Nadezhda repositioned herself, bringing her arms to
e lsides in a full attention posture before responding
‘ “Yatskaya, Nadezhda!’
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The emphasis on Nadezhda’s surname caused the
woman behind the pane to grimace considerably before
she brought herself together towards the purpose of
further discourse, her face already having become beet-
red and sweating the cold sweat of rage despite the ever-
deepening coldness of the former prison infrastructure in
which she toiled.

The woman glowered before Nadezhda, not looking
at her directly but her gaze turned down toward the
thick file dealing with Nadezhda that had been compiled
for her within the last week since Nadezhda had
surreptitiously placed the card from the lieutenant in the
night-drop, thus putting into motion the chain of events
under which Nadezhda now felt herself irrevocably
bound, the most direct feature being that she was now at
the mercy of the monstrous creature directly before her
whose large hands held her life in the balance in the
form of a stapled mass of paperwork, the contents of
which Nadezhda herself was woefully unaware. The file
contained detailed reports of Nadezhda stemming from
since her childhood, the surveillance of her person
having been effected with extra rigorousness due to the
advanced position of her father in the commander’s
hierarchy. The commander, ever a pragmatist at heart,
had always endeavored to keep his friends as close as his
enemies in an edited form of the traditional phrase,
knowing full well that those who had intimate access to
the power praxes of the organization were those who
needed the closest watch, well-closer than the most
irascible rebels at the farthest borders of the
organization’s territory.
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Time moved slowly for Nadezhda as she stood
awaiting the initial analysis of her file by the female
torture center personnel member behind the plexiglass
pane. From the internal security guard personnel before
her, Nadezhda heard no further verbal communication
~excepting the brief command which she had been issued
earlier. As she waited, Nadezhda took the opportunity to
observe the area around her. The large room once upon a
distant time had served as a visitation area between
civilians and the most physically debilitated of the
federal inmate hospital, the risk of potential health
infection being born brunt upon the visitors while the
“employees of the prison itself were protected in the area
beyond the plexiglass where Nadezhda’s female
interrogator now sat. In some fashion Nadezhda felt that
the term interrogator was too harsh to project upon her,
yet in another, more immediate sense Nadezhda was
well aware that her prospects could be worse than she
‘expected, as the undeniable scent of threat hung heavily
in the air.

Suddenly the torture center personnel member
behind the desk raised her head and, avoiding
Nadezhda's eyes in an almost compassionate sense, so
very different than the demeanor which she had hitherto
exhibited, nodded briefly to the internal security
members flanking Nadezhda. A buzzer sounded,
indicating that the door into the areas behind the
plexiglass and guard shack had been unlocked and,
‘within a few steps Nadezhda and her handlers had
‘entered the innermost hell of torture center. With a
resounding click, Nadezhda heard the door lock behind

i
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her as she was led down the corridor.
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CHAPTER 27

Several days had passed since Nadezhda entered the
"owels of torture center and thus far things had become
worse as she herself had premeditated. The internal
security members had taken her far down a black-
ainted corridor which seemed to slowly descend on a
downward grade which indicated to her that they were
in fact going into areas that were subterranean to the rest
of the torture center itself.

e first part of her journey with her attendants had
been in the area directly behind the guard shack and the
ccompanying wall of plexiglass and seemed somewhat

expanses of light-colored flooring interspersed with
doorways on either sides, the residents of which were
hidden from sight due to obscuring mesh that had been
inserted over the windows to the cells. After several
minutes however they had reached an area bearing yet
another locked door which had to be opened by external
control, though the door itself and its obscure area of
ement could have very well been a service entrance
a closet from outward appearance, bearing neither
istinguishing markings nor overt or covert indicators as
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to its ultimate destination.
Apparently the deception was intentional, as once
opened, the door led into seemingly endless labyrinthine
corridors which bore the unmistakeable secret police
imprint of the sadistically-wielded blackjack under harsh
lights and other beatings administered in any number of
curious fashions, indicative in every sense of applied
intelligence in its most brutal and on-the-ground fashion.
This was, as it were, the atmosphere of torture center
which Nadezhda herself had speculated about in all of
her career-driven daydreams in the years working the
desks of intelligence analysis and, as she passed through
the hushed corridors, eerily bereft of personnel and so
quiet otherwise that to outside ears it could almost be
considered uninhabited, she knew then that she had
entered the arena of her destiny - for weal or for woe.
The internal security members turned toward a
corridor snaking off to the left away from the main
hallway and they proceeded in concert for some minutes
before being met by a black-robed female, her face
obscured by a large cowl and wearing a thick, black
utility belt about her waist upon which was attached a
bundle of large keys upon one side and a penitentiary
strop upon the other. The female, who was easily
recognizable as being a member of the commandant’s
cult, thus signaling the collusion between torture center
and the religion which Nadezhda had suspected for
sometime, removed one key and opened up the cell
directly in front of Nadezhda as her handlers from
internal security promptly and without fanfare shoved
Nadezhda roughly into the dark area, causing her to fall
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upon the cement floor and summarily slamming the
door shut behind her. The footsteps of the internal
security members could be heard audibly proceeding in
one direction and the robed member of the
commandant’s cult proceeding in another, leaving
Nadezhda alone in the black cell, effectively without
light, the exception being the dim glow from the aerial
corridor lights which were situated some cells away.
With a sense of dread yet also indisputable anticipation,
adezhda crouched against the nearest wall, her knees
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CHAPTER 28

- The fact that certain elements were present, only
under his direct authority within a titular sense and
ffectively circumventing the chain of command as such

ay ahead.
~ Effectively he was in the dark as to specifics, though
realized without a doubt that there was an
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style weapon hitherto unemployed in the history of the
organization in its post-apocalyptic context, however the
course and trajectory of such an employment were still -
details-wise - a matter of speculation.

What mattered, to him, in the moment, and for the
foreseeable moments to come, was that he was on the
brink of something incalculably horrific in scope -
something wrought within the bloody mind of the
megalomaniac vanguard that was the organization itsell
- encapsulated in its most horrific visage in the entity of
the commander and in the qualitative parts and parcels
of which he, the field marshal himself, was counted and
furthermore inhabited in a position of some prominence.

He would do his part, his subordinates would do
their parts and together, with the influx of all manner of
organizational forces converging on the border region,
they would coalesce into a whirlwind of indescribable
nightmare and make history. Not the stale history of
days gone by, but that new history, that history withoul
moral qualm or reservation, that new and devastating
history wrought on the radiation-soaked graveyard of
the old civilization with every constraint and
consideration which had held it back from the
nightmarish crescendos of which the organization
availed itself as the ultimate composer in current and
future climes effectively obliterated.

Since Britta and the cult recruiters had left for
headquarters, his schedule had been a frenzy of activily
as more and more organizational personnel poured info
the border encampment. Much of his time had been
taken up inside the administrative tent along with other
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higher ranking combat coordinators working out
~ potential strategies and points of entry for when the
~ hostilities began in earnest, though the fact that they
were still operating with far less than complete
~ information about the exact nature of the prime method
 to be employed in the assault did not make the planning
any easier. Even still however, what information they
did have was acted upon with no small degree of
- meticulousness and the word coming down from the
~rumor mill of recently arrived organizational personnel
from headquarters seemed to indicate that certain
unveilings as to the new weaponry would be made
sooner than later in order to expedite the campaign. The
field marshal had been fully briefed concerning the
-rocket mechanism that had been disclosed at the private
armaments convention sometime back and that, along
‘with the prodigious stock of gas masks he had been
shown during his first meeting at field administration,
did not make it difficult to put two and two together.

; As the effective commander for coordination of
forces on the ground the field marshal had availed
himself of the expert personnel at his disposal and the
increasing new numbers of specialists who were entering
into camp at often up to between ten to twenty new
organizational members per day, said numbers which
had swollen the encampment to several hundred more
people than had originally been inhabiting the area upon
I is initial arrival. With more personnel and in light of his
executive position, he had delegated much of the
ministrative work, certain of which was becoming
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redundant due to the fact that they were still effectively

on hold for more ambitious undertakings - per word ol
the commander himself - for anything except the briefes!
of engagements in self-defense in the context of outward
scouting - until the weapon system had been delivered.

With this delegation of duties by the field marshal he
had taken his own small entourage out into the field
beyond the encampment and some several miles deep
into the territory outside the auspices of organizational
control. There had been some brief encounters which
had by the actions of him and his staff gone more than
somewhat beyond the allowable limits as had been
specified by orders, however with no reporting of the
incidents up the chain of command since and no
survivors in the isolated skirmishes, he and his men
were effectively concealed in their actions, or at least
hoped to be. Should word somehow trickle out among,
the rebels of certain of their more isolated compatriots
having been ‘disappeared’ there was in all likelihood the
unerring possibility that they themselves would also be
facing death in the not too distant future in the
concourse of the main campaign, thus mitigating any
immediate threat - though functioning at such a level
within the commander’s organization was threat enough
in and of itself for all participants, whether such threats
were internally or externally driven.

On the third day of their outward patrol they had
come upon a small contingent of scouts from the so-
called rebel territories who were, as the case may be, on a
similar mission not unlike their own - that being taking a
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cursory examination of the area and testing the present
outward capabilities of their respective foe. In this case,
piven their opposite trajectory, attempting to see if the
organization had placed any outward scouting posts
‘beyond the large encampment directly on the border
hich, given its scope and its position in a valley amidst
the surrounding hills, could be seen for many miles past
the border area properly.

~ As the field marshal’s retinue were of a much more
ighly disciplined and trained demographic than the
rebels, the field marshal’s forward guard had spotted the
small patrol some hours before the confrontation proper
and had watched them from the periphery of the deeply

perceptible path through the mountain passes. The
opposition’s patrol was grossly outnumbered to the field
‘marshal’s twenty men, consisting only of five nearly
starved persons with only a few operable weapons
between them, one of which was an antique yet very
‘well maintained double-barrel shotgun which bore no
‘match against the berth of organizational-produced
weaponry routinely toted by members of the
‘organization.

~ After several hours of watching and watching only,
‘with the understanding now that the five members of the
_opposition patrol were many miles from any of their
associates and continually unaware of the field marshal’s
_contingent, the action was swift and executed with
precision as two squads of shock troopers swept down
from the hillsides on either side of the rebel patrol,
taking out with silenced drill-like report two of the
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patrol members bearing arms and quickly routing the
others into a quick and unequivocal surrender.
The surviving three members of the patrol were forcibly
laid face-down on the cool dirt of the mountain path and
immediately surrounded by masked members of internal
security who had come up the main route from the
southern trailhead as the shock troopers removed
themselves to begin stripping the dead of any possible
valuables and then stripping them proper before
dragging the corpses back down the path to be
butchered and rendered for food at the small
encampment which the field marshal had set up the
night prior. .
The interrogations were conducted quickly and with
minimal fanfare, with three internal security personnel
taking a captive per team and leading them off into the
woods beyond comprehensible hearing distance of the
others, with one intelligence officer making rounds
between them and noting any actionable intelligence
procured by the interrogators. On every third go around
or so the intelligence personnel would make the quick
hike down the southern path and up the ridge to where
the field marshal himself was stationed at the
encampment and pass on any intelligence highlights of
note and receive any appropriate instructions to pass on
to the interrogators before proceeding back down the
ridge and up the path to the staging area.

Of the three persons being interrogated it could be
quickly ascertained that of the three one of the patrol
knew nothing of significance whereas the remainder
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~ carried some actionable intelligence of varying degrees.
- What the two arms-bearing persons who had been
dispatched upon the inauguration of the ambush knew
no one could tell. That being said, the field marshal in
general did not see this as a priority action, though he
- made sure that the personnel under his direct leadership
saw him approach the situation with all gravity so that
 they would do likewise, as this small action as perhaps
insignificant as it was in the long term would provide
 valuable training for the shock troopers, internal security
personnel and organizational intelligence officers, the
skills which were being honed which could be applied
all the more sharply once the campaign had commenced
in earnest.

The third patrol member amongst the opposition
‘who was obviously kept in the dark regarding the
activities of the rebels due to either titular rank
‘designation or general ineptitude was, by strategy and
‘design, the person that the organizational internal
security personnel began grilling the hardest about
potential enemy activities. The other interrogation teams
and their quarry which had hitherto been stationed out
of earshot were gradually moved about within the forest
oOperating theater so that they could audibly hear the
level of intensity being increased in a continual and
aduated fashion on the one unlucky member of their
vatrol team who was now bearing the brunt of the
collective interrogation team’s wrath, with the most
aggressive interrogators among the field marshal’s team
being cycled to that particular target specifically.

In time the interrogation teams had coalesced not
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only to within earshot of the others but within plain
viewing of the associated captives as the organizational
men slowly moved their quarry into a small clearing
within the forest arranged within a circle of tall standing
pines, with a cool yet circumstantially unsettling breeze
whistling within.

While the two potentially lucrative intelligence
targets and the three-man teams of internal security
personnel conducting  the interrogations on  their
respective targets were positioned to the northeastern
and northwestern quadrants of the clearing respectively,
the three-man internal security team with the harshest
interrogators and the target example stationed
themselves in the center of the clearing to provide full
view of the associated captives and facilitating more
fluid communication  capabilities  betwixt  the
organizational personnel themselves.

In time, the unlucky member of the opposition’s
patrol, still answering in the negative to the inquiries of
the internal security members, was stripped and bound
to a stout wooden stake which was quickly brought in
and installed by a team consisting of several heavily-
muscled shock troopers, their bulging arms visible
capped off by their rolled-up BDU jackets and all to a
man covered in grisly tattoos consisting of numerous
crude depictions of child rape, torture and a myriad of
bizarre symbols bearing testament to their membership
in one or the other of the various cults that flourished
like poisonous mushrooms within the organization.

The prisoner’s clothes were thrown to the side and
disregarded - too ragged and dry-rotted to serve any
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purpose except perhaps acting as ancillary incendiary
fuel for the evening meal back at the encampment later,
though in any case they would be disposed of (more
than likely by burning, whatever the context) as to erase
any sign of the field marshal’s men having been in the
area.

Though the field marshal was as the case may be
extending significantly the acceptable line of action for
this juncture prior to the campaign proper, he was going
to make sure that even the most insignificant tell-tale
signs of his presence here or his actions in the
surrounding area were concealed, concealed from
members of the opposition who may come across such
evidences firstly though most pressingly from other
- organizational forces who may come through the area
once the campaign had started in earnest.

In situations that involved great territorial pushes
and other ambitious martial objectives invariably that
was the time that internal politics began to rear their
head and he knew that there were more than a few
members within the organization who would be
interested in exploiting any opportunity of advantage to
inveigle themselves into his station within the
organization’s military force whether by hook or crook.
As he considered these things, having been briefed about
the acceleration of the interrogation and the ruse that
‘was currently being employed by the intelligence officer
who was now walking back down the ridge, he felt a
cold feeling arise within himself as he began to speculate
on the number of spies that were involved in the
ongoing operation at present, those men not loyal to him
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but only to the commander or perhaps in fact to some
strange and unknown non-disclosed ~ organizational
sector of whose administration and objectives he could
only guess.
The intelligence officer trotted down the ridge and
onto the path leading toward the staging area of the
interrogation with an extra spring in his step, having
been informed by the field marshal that terminal
maneuvers could be employed in the case of the
recalcitrant know-nothing that the shock troopers had
recently secured to the stake in the center of the clearing,
If anything, this would loosen the lips of the other and
soon to be last surviving members of the patrol so that
they might be induced to provide some details in
furtherance of organizational intelligence before they too
met a fate similar to the one among their remnant who
would be the first to face organizational bullets since the
initial ambush casualties. The intelligence officer smiled
to himself as he made the last bend of the ridge and
began walking on the path proper, a small sheaf of rolled
paper within his hand containing his notes on the
interrogation thus far but also, in code, personnl
observations on the psychological state of the field
marshal during the present field activities, to be
delivered via hand-courier to certain of his superiors in
one of the secret detachments of internal security once
they had arrived back at the main border encampment,
Wheels within wheels of intrigue were churning within
the organization at present and the intelligence officer
felt great pleasure that his own deceptive activities (0
which he had been assigned would assist in calibrating
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 these great and terrible wheels, which turned incessantly
under the maniacal gaze of the commander within the
- bleak landscapes of the post-nuclear earth.

At long last the intelligence officer arrived at the
forest clearing where the principal prisoner now was
situated bound fully nude and in an upright standing
 position against the large wooden stake facing the other
prisoners and the interrogation teams which surrounded
_them, the latter now no longer conducting the usual
- business but holding their charges firmly by the arms
and forcing them to face their compatriot who was soon
to be made an example of in no uncertain terms.

The intelligence officer approached the senior
“internal security personnel on duty, whispering into his
“ear the instructions he had received from the field
‘marshal and receiving a cold nod from within the
featureless black mask and goggles as the internal
*“security member turned and began tightening the
fastenings of the silencer to his MP5, inserting a fresh
clip and filling several more for easy access which he
inserted into appropriate slots on his tactical vest.

i As the senior internal security personnel prepared
his weapon, the intelligence officer proceeded to several
of the nearby shock troopers and issued instructions in a
low voice which elicited sadistic gleams in every eye and

every visage so concerned. The forest clearing became a
scene of low murmurings and strange suppressed
_lounds as the two interrogation teams threatened their
charges in low voices while the shock troopers made
their own preparations for the principal captive.
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A piece of the rotten clothing which had been
stripped from the prisoner was plucked from the ground
and torn into a stout rag, which one of the shock
troopers then doused with an unknown liquid drawn
from one of the ancillary canteens strapped to his utility
belt before shoving it into the prisoner’s mouth and
wrapping another strip of rag around his head, securing
it tightly.

Two of the shock troopers occupied themselves with
building and stoking a small fire into which were set two
makeshift torches made from small tree limbs, wrapped
at the ends with the remainder of the prisoner’s rotted
clothing and similarly doused with the liquid from the
canteen of the shock trooper who had busied himself
with the binding of the principal captive directly prior.

With a hiss the largest among the shock troopers
withdrew a large and sadistically gleaming combal
survival knife from a sheath hanging upon his hip,
holding it out in front of him and slowly approaching
the bound captive with the paced and assured gait of the
born predator. The bound captive’s eyes widened and
his mouth grimaced into a rictus of horror as the shock
trooper smiled and extended the knife, rubbing the side
of the cold steel blade slowly against the face of the
prisoner and watching as equally cold sweat began to
drip down the face of his quarry in expectation of what
horrors the organization man might have in store for
him.

The preamble over, the shock trooper went directly
into business mode, plunging his blade with the
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oxpertise of an experienced butcher into the crevice
between the prisoner’s shoulder and arm and sawing
furiously, his muscles straining and veins pulsating with
vascularity under the strain of the work. The prisoner’s
body began shaking uncontrollably as the shock trooper
‘moved his blade deeper and deeper into the flesh, the
‘muffled screams coming from the chemical-drenched rag
‘inserted into his mouth sounding for all effective
purposes like an animal trapped in the unforgiving
‘metal teeth of a lethal snare.

The two other captured patrol members began
wailing at the sight of their compatriot's fate, a reaction
for which the respective interrogation teams were
prepared as they quickly grasped black-gloved hands
over the men's mouths, stifling their screams, the weak
struggling of their feeble and starved bodies easily
overwhelmed by the cannibalistic and speed-induced
strength of the organizational men.
~ With a horrific and final push the shock trooper
inished cutting through the arm, with the entire limb
falling with a sickening thud onto the ground beside the
‘wooden stake and arterial blood shooting through the
air. The shock trooper reared back his head and let loose

into his head, as the shock troopers who had been
tending the fire rushed forward and thrust their burning
ttorches into the prisoner’s bloody wound, effecting a
crude cauterization and filling the air with the
‘nauseating smell of burning blood and human meat.

Systematically the scene was repeated upon the other
‘arm - the intimidation followed by the methodical

363




IRON GATES

butchery - the gloating of the largest and most sadislic

among the shock troopers as the others cauterized the
wound. By the time the second limb had been removed
the principal captive was barely conscious except for the
properties of whatever chemical had been sublingually
administered to him through the vector of the gag cloth,
the purpose of which seemed to be keeping him
conscious at least to a titular degree while experiencing, i
level of torture that would have easily caused him (o
black out in shock under normal circumstances. The
other captives held by the additional interrogation teams
were still being kept muzzled by the unyielding leather-
gloved hands of their captors with not an audible soun
escaping, their confessions and coerced intelligence
reports being waylaid until after the demonstration wilh
the more recalcitrant of their number having been duly
effected and completed.

The shock trooper moved onto the legs, a mor¢
arduous task in general but effected with an effort more
than grim, with the limbs held on tenaciously with the
last remaining strings of flesh being ripped off with
brutal pulling before being slung to the side where they
were collected along with the rest before being wrapped
by one of the other shock troopers and carried down the
trailhead and up the ridge toward the main encampmenl!
to be prepared with the rest of the flesh for the
organization’s nocturnal mastication.

As the shock trooper cauterized the last two woundy,
only the slightest hint of consciousness could be seen
upon the captive’s face, a dim flickering deep within the
eyes testament to a consciousness driven to the brink
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and then beyond the pale of induced insanity and held
aware only by artificial means and compartmentalization
of the mind in some hidden internal place of
comprehension to shield from the incomprehensible
gituation in which he had found himself for falling in
with the rebels, for failing to submit to the iron fist of the
commander due to the proclivities of his geographic
region. Had he been a smarter man, had he been
ambitious, he would have been proactive in his treason,
sneaking across the border into the large organizational
encampment whose flickering lights in the valley

But now that hope was gone, his only solace being
that his spirit - if there was such a thing - might be
rawn into some strange blood abyss by dint of his
having become, albeit involuntarily, a sacrifice to the
organization whose gods were strange and some of
which were gods-in-flesh-bodies, such as the
commander. Night fell upon his consciousness as the
shock troopers moved away, the area beneath the
wooden stake and the patrolman himself gratuitously
soaked in sopping blood.

The senior internal security personnel moved
forward, black and anonymous goggled eyes staring
trange and alien out toward his victim as he raised the
black and lethal snub of his silenced MP5 toward the
patrolman from a distance of only a few feet and then
began shooting - the sound of the suppressed fire
tesonating like some strange ground wasp beneath the
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surface - the body of the opposition member being
machine-gunned beyond all recognition as the senior
internal security personnel unloaded clip after clip into
the head-bearing trunk, churning and grinding the flesh
into quivering meat. A fell wind blew and a mist of
blood caught upon the wind, wafting into the darkening,
twilight.
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CHAPTER 29

The light had not yet risen on the area surrounding the
engineering center in the organization’s clandestine
-mountain fastness when the lieutenant rose to begin
preparations for the day’s expedition for the testing of
the chemical warhead which the engineer had prepared.
He bent down and rubbed Wendy’s soot-black hair away
from her head, kissing her gently upon the cheek which
elicited a slight parting of her eyes and a look of sleepy
‘recognition.

‘ ‘Soon,” whispered the lieutenant. ‘Be prepared
upon my return” With that he drew out a fresh cigar
from his rucksack which lay upon the small wooden
table near the corner of the canvas walls of the tent,
lighting it in several strong healthy draws before exiting
on his way for the retrieval of the test weapon, the tent’s
entrance flap opened only for a moment, showing a clear
blackish-blue pale of emerging dawn and letting in a
cold breeze which made Wendy shiver.

She had passed out asleep while still within the
el during their previous night’s assignations, partly

which seemed almost too much for her waking state of
mind to bear. Now that she was awake, after several
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hours of sleep only, the night before seemed almost like
some strange nightmare. Having apparently fallen
unconscious while still in the tunnel itself and still
engaged in ministrations with the lieutenant she did not
remember the exit journey and assumed that the
lieutenant had to have carried her out himself.

She drew the rough blanket away from her, naked
only for a worn uniform shirt of the lieutenant’s which
he had apparently dressed her in himself, its bottom
edges hanging almost to her knees and testament to their
stark difference in both age and physicality. In the corner
lay her baby brigade uniform which had been issued to
her only the day before, crumpled in a careless pile yet
situated with intent so that she would be able to find it
upon awakening.

She sniffled with rising emotion at seeing the
uniform, in part that she herself had not been awake and
aware to properly care for it, the sight of the finest
garments she had ever known thrown aside like some
rags causing her no small guilt and discontent at her
own perceived ineptness. This seemingly trifle emotion
was compounded also with an overwhelming sense of
now being possessed by the lieutenant and in turn
possessing him and with premeditation of all that such
might entail for the future as she began her first day as
his bride.

Still dressed in the makeshift nightshirt, she crept out
of the tent and around to the back where a small buckel
of mountain stream water sat upon a small crate for
washing. She splashed some of the cold water on her
face, her eyes instantly focusing more intently as the
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shock of the cold liquid compounded with the frosty air
of the early morning mountains in the darker season of
the year. A few yards' walk into the small copse of trees
at the base of the ridge and she proceeded to relieve
herself before returning to the wash bucket, pulling the
large uniform shirt up and over her head, folding it

- carefully and laying it aside the crate before cupping her

hands in the cold water and allowing it to sluice down

- over her naked body, goose-pimpled from the cold and

shining pale and luminescent in the fragile light of
predawn.

Already the sounds of the lieutenant’s men
beginning their activities could be heard around her in
the area, though she was shielded from their vision by
dint of the wooded nature of the area and the various
grades and slopes which kept the lieutenant’s personal
tent relatively shielded from the rest of his entourage.
Should any of them have seen her in her nakedness she

: would have had little care, for she was not so demure,

having grown up in the harsh rigors of the engineering

~center, harsh in every sense both physically,
psychologically and sexually. She was furthermore

emboldened knowing now her special position as it

related to the specific loyalties of the men who

surrounded her, whose rough voices and various

physical tasks being performed could be heard as she
~continued her morning washing in the growing early

morning light. Did they know that she was his wife?
At the thought she laughed to herself. How could
they? As they had only wed the night before, in reality

~only a few hours before, in fact. She rubbed her hands
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gently against the vicious red bite wounds that liberally
covered her neck, back and shoulders and even more
tenderly the bruised and blood-encrusted weals thal
covered her posterior from the cruel ministrations of
Gaubni’s whip. Those latter marks of her husband's
devotion would stay with her for some time to come.

She felt the cold water on her naked flesh begin to
cool her skin and realized that she had failed to procure
any sort of towel to dry herself with and looking around
saw that there was nothing available in the direct area
excepting the lieutenant’s shirt which she had only
recently removed. She drew the cloth to her body and
began spot-drying lightly as to not unnecessarily drench
the garment, the black cloth which was undoubtedly
rough once upon a time now soft from years of wear, the
black now being somewhat faded and marked with tell-
tale signs of old blood darkening the fabric here and
there, smelling of the lieutenant's sweat and tobacco
with the faintest hint of the mountain liquor he had
consumed the day before.

A murder of crows flew from the sky, now beginning,
to show the harsh light of morning in more fullness as
the sun arose over the mist-shrouded eastern ridge, their
shrill voices piercing the relative quiet as the sounds of
activity among the organization began to become more
pronounced with the pace of work increasing.

The black shirt held over the front of her slight,
naked frame, her black hair still dripping moisture, she
walked with intent back into the tent, changing into her
baby brigade uniform and sitting upon the small
wooden stool near the back amidst the flickering light of
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the dim and smoky oil lamp which burned within,
awaiting the return of the lieutenant and the
commencement of her day’s assignations in full.

As she sat in the cool, dark interior of the lieutenant’s
tent, surrounded by the atmosphere of his recent
presence and reminded of him by his sparse belongings
- which were set about the room, Wendy began to feel
herself dozing, the coolness and the dark interior
- combined with her lack of sleep and remaining fatigue
from her wedding night. As her eyes closed she began to
see images in her mind arising from the darkness - a line
of black-masked figures armed to the teeth marching
over a verdant grassy expanse, a large flag, similarly
black, whipping amidst a strong wind. Another figure
on his own, within the uttermost heights of concrete
towers that seemed to spiral into the sky, crossed
bandoliers of bullets across his chest, his fist clenched
and pressed upon a small table, rivulets of blood slowly
‘seeping from between his fingers.

- The dream visions morphed into one another,
alternately gaining and losing solidity as she moved with
the patterns of fitful sleep, her slight frame slumping
forward ever so gently. Almost as soon as she felt like
she had descended into a proper sleep she awoke with a
start - a strong wind from the outside blowing the flaps
of the tent and letting in the light of morning proper.
Wendy slipped into her baby brigade overcoat, pulling
the ample hood over her head and exiting the tent just in
time to see the lieutenant and one of his retinue
ascending slowly toward her position on a sloping ridge
- some several hundred yards' distance. Upon the back of
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the personnel member walking beside him was a large
backpack, covered with numerous heavy nylon straps
securing the contents within with extra prodigiousness.

Within only a few minutes they met near the slope
upon which the lieutenant’s tent was situated, he himself
drawing near her and wrapping an arm around her
shoulder in a public display of tenderness and affection
that could not be mistaken by the member of his
entourage who waited politely some few feet away, his
gray eyes and blank stare belying no discernible emotion
or reaction other than perhaps the faintest hint of an
internal jealousy deep within, though that could have
well been Wendy’s own vanity at play in her own mind,
the consciousness of a new and chosen bride.

Arm still wrapped around her and with a small but
lethal tactical automatic assault rifle slung casually over
his other shoulder they walked the short distance to the
quartermaster’s tent, receiving gratefully some small tin
cups of mountain grog proffered by the smiling man as
he prepared a small rucksack with various foodstuffs
and flagons for their day's hike. Wendy felt equal
surprise and pleasure as the lieutenant, having once
received the pack from the quartermaster, pulled the
straps over her own small but sturdy shoulders. He
himself was given a decidedly larger pack, with an
antenna emerging from the uppermost portion and
various devices of a nature unknown to Wendy
excepting that they were of an electronic variety and
utilized in some clandestine communications context.

Properly equipped, the three began their march at a
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leisurely yet intentional pace and it was not long before a
small sheen of cold sweat began to moisten the pale skin
of Wendy’s cheeks, becoming increasingly rosy as the
mountain wind whipped about them, its sound through
the coniferous pines rustling like a strange portent-
giving entity alive within the wood and limbs
themselves.

She looked up and saw that the sky had in the short
hours between dawn and the present become completely
overcast with iron-gray clouds in an endless stream
extending into the horizon. Not the sort of clouds that
gave rain, but those that simply darkened the landscape
ever so slightly and filtered the light into an ominous
glow. The lieutenant noticed her attention and looked up
himself, his eyes squinting with a grim recognition of the
nature of weather in the post-apocalyptic landscape.
How many years had gone by in the earliest days of the
organization directly after the nuclear conflagration
when there was no natural sunlight to be had? The skies
ever-covered with their clouds of ash and those even
more impenetrable walls of fell natural clouds turned
sinister and hostile under the effects of the multiple-
megaton nuclear blasts upon the earth’s atmosphere, all
rain poisoned, all light hidden from that which might
grow under the rays of the sun creating a diseased and
poisonous landscape. Scorched by the blazes of the
atomic-driven inferno yet not healing, but dying still
further.

Those dark days were now many years into the past
and many areas such as the mountains around the
engineering center - which had in fact been spared
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comparatively in levels of damage in differentiation to
the sort of havoc that was wreaked in the more
metropolitan areas and areas without the natural barriers
that the mountains provided - had flourished in a new
revival of wilderness with the absence of people and the
reemergence of many species once near disappearance in
the days prior. Yet the unmistakeable poisonous
atmosphere remained and one could see it, just as the
lieutenant’s small child bride could see it now with the
ebb and flow of those foreboding iron-gray clouds which
were quintessentially alien to the old earth - a new sort
of phenomena bred in the foul mutations of the earth
and atmosphere surrounding it as a result of the nuclear
wars. That which once was profoundly unnatural had in
essence become the new natural, the new nature - so
profuse, so violent and unchained and with that ever-
present underlying poisonous atmosphere evidenced by
a myriad of indicators.

The hike continued at the same leisurely yel
intentional pace and as they continued to walk Wendy
felt her limbs become more limber as they stretched in
the motions of walking along the old sodden path which
they followed - up and down the hillsides, atop treeless
ridges and through pockets of deep forest. The rucksack
upon her back which had once been heavy felt lighter
and more integrated with her own frame as each hour
passed, yet she was glad when the lieutenant had
motioned them to stop briefly at one point upon a bald
hillside overlooking the vastness of the surrounding
mountains and had lightened the rucksack in earnesl,
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sharing some of the contents among the three of them for
nourishment before continuing on.

Being out and about in the wilderness in this way
made Wendy feel more similar to how she remembered
the days of her earliest youth before her lot had been
primarily confined to the engineering center itself. There
was little discussion between the three of them along the
concourse of the journey, though at times the lieutenant
would point out some area to Wendy and comment in a
low voice which their other travel companion could not
discern, said comments sometimes issuing a small laugh
and always a smile from the lieutenant’s bride. At other
times the lieutenant would address the officer who
traveled with him, sometimes stopping him in mid-
stride and tightening the straps of the man'’s rucksack to
assure that the contents within were properly secured.

Eventually they made their way up a steep, narrow
ancillary path that veered off ascending in a twisting
concourse through a rock-strewn landscape, interspersed
here and there with small twisted trees and desiccated
shrubs amidst the treacherous pebble-strewn soil. Even

- though she had been raised all her life in the

organization’s mountain territory Wendy had never
been in these sectors of the wilderness and the grade of

~ the path made it difficult going for her, yet she managed,
scrambling behind the lieutenant and his associate, both
- of whom seemed to be lost in some private reverie as

they negotiated the path before them.

Almost without warning the ridge that they had been
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climbing crested and below them stretched a deep valley
bearing no foliage whatsoever, surrounded on all sides
by hazardous walls of sandy soil, deceptive in their
appearance as the actual integrity of their solidity.

The principal feature of the landscape however was
the piles upon piles of human bones strewn across the
flat of the valley floor, all of them decades old and
bleached of all color, the skin and flesh once covering
them having long melted into the sands or having been
picked by the ever-watchful buzzards which proliferated
in the region. This was a site that they all knew, if not by
sight then by description, as the story concerning the
commander’s great historic massacre in the region
during days long past was ground in within the
narrative fabric of the area, though the details always
had been and still were quite vague as to particulars.

The lieutenant had himself however been to the site
before on several occasions, once in the company of the
commander himself during a visit in which the
commander and an elite personal guard had skirted the
area near the engineering area - entering the territory in
a covert fashion with no announcement of their presence
even to the resident brass within the area - in the course
of a surveying mission for the establishment of certain
secret facilities unrelated to the primary mission of the
engineering center proper. It had long been
predetermined that this would be the site utilized for the
testing of the sort of mechanism which now, at long last,
was in the organization’s possession, wrought by the
ingenuity of the organization itself.

376

IRON GATES

As soon as they arrived, the lieutenant and the
accompanying officer began to go about their initial
preparations for the test. The lieutenant removed his
large pack and slowly began to remove certain items
from the same including a small radio handheld device
which he tested for power, turning it on and off again
before inserting it into his black BDU jacket.

The officer in turn removed a strange gleaming
metallic item from his own sack, the item having a very
pointed and distinct appearance - a shining metal
cylinder with striations snaking across its side and a
small base. By the intensely cautious manner in which
the man handled the object Wendy could ascertain that
this was the crucial weapon which was to be tested. She
herself had no information about the device, other than
knowing it was the focal point of a highly clandestine

- project and one to which her husband had been
~ entrusted with special care and authority.

The plan was for the officer to establish the

- preliminary set-up of the weapon upon the ground level

of the valley and then join the lieutenant and Wendy on
the side of the ridge for observation.

Both Wendy and the lieutenant had been issued gas
masks by the quartermaster that morning in order to
effect close observation of the properties of the weapon -
the officer's main task being the initial setup of the
device prior then returning back to the ridge line at
which time the device would be activated and deployed

- done so at a time wherein the officer effecting the setup

Would be well beyond the line of fallout at the
significantly higher altitude of the ridge.
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With cautious steps the three began a slow descenl
toward the valley's bottom - the lieutenant and Wendy
stopping only a short distance down and situating
themselves upon a rocky outcropping, the radio
equipment which the lieutenant had been carrying with
him being left on the uppermost crest of the hill prior to
the commencement of their descent. As the lieutenan!
had observably turned various switches and positioned
the antenna in a certain directional area it was presumed
that the communications device would be relaying
information about the test to the headquarters of the
organization via some clandestine channel as the
experiment proceeded on-the-ground.

Situated together on the escarpment, Wendy pressed
her small body against that of the lieutenant and as she
cradled her body against the lieutenant's own she could
feel that her touch had elicited his own reciprocal
attentions, his rough hands slowly stroking her thighs
and hips which were casually straddled against his own
as they watched in unison the descent of the
organizational man who made up the third and sole
other member of their party, the metallic device once
again safely secured in the sack upon his back. His figure
became smaller and smaller as he slowly reached the
bottom of the valley, the ground leveling off near the
final descent and then he was there, a black speck
moving amidst the charnel ground of skulls, standing
alone amidst that grim testament to the particularly
lethal aspects of the legacy of the commander and the
organization.
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As per instruction, the speck-like figure moved
forward until the very center point of the valley floor
was reached, at that point kneeling and removing the
metal sphere from the confines of his pack and
proceeding to secure it in an upright position utilizing a
small base plate.

As the officer went about the final stages of prepping
the device, high on the ledge the lieutenant reached into
his satchel and removed the two gas masks which he
had procured from the quartermaster, turning Wendy
toward him and placing the black rubber mask on her
face and checking the seal before donning his own.
Beneath the thick plastic covering his face he gave
Wendy a knowing look before pointing down
emphatically at the floor of the valley.

From his pocket the lieutenant removed a small
handheld device equipped with two buttons, two
colored lights and a small ballistic antenna which he
extended to its maximum length, pointing its extended
metal tip in an arc over the valley circumference.

The lieutenant pressed a black button on the device
at which point a pale light beside it was triggered. Far on

~ the valley floor the device began to emit a low humming

sound. The officer, now understanding the ruse that he

- was to be the sacrificial lamb in the test, scurried away

from the device as soon as the sound began to vibrate
from the same, screaming until his voice became hoarse
and waving his hands at the two black figures ensconced
high on the ledge.

Another light on the lieutenant’s remote module for
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the weapon began blinking and the 1ieutenant’press?d
the black button again, and the light went solid. With
sickening glee, the lieutenant stared down t(')ward t.he
floor of the valley as the sides of the bullet-hke- device
began to open slowly, spreading outward like the
blossoming of some deadly lotus. .
With a hiss, the gleaming device continued .1t.s‘
opening and from within a thin stream of’ye110w1sh
smoke began to flow out into the air from its depths,
increasing in volume and intensity of release. as the
device slowly made its way toward full-open position.

The officer on the ground had long since begun running
in a desperate attempt to avoid what he knew at base
was unavoidable, tripping now and again on the crests
of human bones which were scattered in thick piles
across the valley floor.

With a sudden gust the wind from the cliffsides
overlooking the valley picked up, sending a strong
current downward, at which point the yellow gas bega. n
making frenzied and sickening patterns in the air,
superimposed upon the backdrop of death. .

In moments the poison had taken hold of its host, the
officer’s eyes becoming large and sic':keningly
pronounced, both hands rose to clutch his thrf)nl
desperately, clawing in an attempt to open the brelzathmp,
passages which had now become blocked "Nlth the
yellowish ~fumes which wafted around him. The
lieutenant watched gleefully from afar as the man fell (0
his knees, the officer's eyes now bulging unnaturally,
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laced with veins and bloodshot as the beginning trickles
of blood began to roll slowly down his face like tears.

Alarmingly the officer fell as his muscles
involuntarily stiffened, the blood issuing from his eyes
now also issuing from his ears as his tongue protruded,
black and discolored.

Within the confines of his gas mask the lieutenant
uttered a guttural howl in his observation place high
atop the ridge, one hand clenching his knee until his
knuckles turned white while his other hand stretched
out and rested itself between Wendy’s legs, massaging
her sex in firm strokes over her uniform pants as he
became more and more aroused by the violence of the
scene beneath him.

At long last they could tell that the man on the bone-
strewn expanse below them had expired as all struggling
had ceased - the eyeballs enlarged seemingly to the point
of bursting, blood covering the ground near his head as
blood had continued to flow more and more copiously
from his eye sockets, ears and finally nostrils as the
poison reached and then began to eat away at the
~ principal cerebral centers.

The lieutenant removed his hand from its current
molestation and pointed toward the former member of
his retinue, then curled his thumb upward into that
universal symbol denoting a successful mission. Within
the black-tinted plastic sights of the gas mask Wendy's
face crinkled with a smile and an unheard laughter and
then too returned the lieutenant’s gesture. With that,
they grasped each other hand-in-hand and began the
ascent to the top of the ridge where the lieutenant would
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radio news of the test completion to the appropriate
sectors, leaving the body, the shell of the test device and
the electronic equipment - some of which functioned to
monitor residual toxicity in the area - for the follow-up
team that would come after him.

Another night at the engineering center and then. -
his task accomplished - he would be heading back in
caravan with barrels of payload in tow back toward the
heart of the organization’s terror, back to headquarters
and back to the commander.
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CHAPTER 30

Without knowing it Nadezhda had found herself the
subject of an experiment, or more precisely, the
experimental subject in the training regimen of two
young and exceedingly cruel girls, one a mere youth and
one but a child, however both possessed of the acumen
for inflicting pain of those many years their senior.

Nadezhda had been left in the solitary and dark cell
by the robed cult recruiter who held the keys to her
confinement and the accompanying guards with little
interruption over a period of several days except for the
delivery of trays of food which, by its astringent smell,
she could tell was liberally laced with the type of
chemical additives only dispersed on interrogation
subjects (she was familiar with it in name and usage, if
not in person previously, through her work in signals
intelligence).

As the «case was, those chemical additives
immediately took hold of her, causing both increasing
fugue states and physical discomfort including intestinal
problems which quickly led to her being very cleaned
out and also very filthy. Under the effects of the drugs
and the continuing darkness time began to have little
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meaning as day passed into night and night passed into
day, further tray deliveries always being brought at
uneven and intermittent intervals as to not allow the
detainee to develop or be able to ascertain any set
schedule on behalf of her captors.

After some days the door of her cell was opened and,
thankfully for her eyes, due to her pupils being now
quite wide and enlarged from the continual dark and
from the chemicals coursing through her veins, the
hallway was dim, lit only with the red emergency lights
that burned with minimal intensity. Beneath that reddish
glow stood the cult recruiter from before, who stood
with her arms crossed in a posture of sternness yet with
eyes which were blank and belied nothing except an
ever-present filament of wildness and fanaticism that
seemed to shine deep within her own mind, a sign of a
life so touched by the commandant that it could not be
hidden even by her own force of will.

In that moment Nadezhda felt within herself the
fanaticism of the commandant, the fanaticism,
embryonic as it was, that had been instilled in that
relatively short time since she herself had subscribed to
the cult and performed her devotions with all attention
and faith within the small confines of her living quarters
after her initial confrontation at the armaments
conference.

Had this change in her fortunes, apparently for the
worse, come about as a result of the lieutenant's
facilitating her wish to be transferred to torture center - a
ruse, his ruse - since the beginning, or had the shift come
about when she herself joined - albeit within the
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periphery - the religion of the commandant? Her eyes
met with that of the cult recruiter standing before her,
briefly, before a hood was drawn over her head by an
internal security member who had approached her from
the side and led her, arms held in painful stress position
holds, down the red-lit corridor deeper into the
commandant’s training center.

With a rough shoving she was brought through a
doorway after some fifteen minutes of being walked
along the downward grade of the corridor, all the while
the internal security member alternately decreasing and
increasing the painful bending of her arms and fingers
pinioned under his grasp, though she knew better than
to cry out and receive more pointed attentions. His boots
clicked along with several others that she could hear,

~ indicating that her prisoner’s retinue had grown since
~ leaving the cell. That thought, of the apparent honorifics

of the situation made her smile, albeit grimly, as was
only appropriate to the situation at hand.

A blast of cold air could be felt even through the
hood as she fell after the shove, catching her fall with her
hands and luckily not causing injury due to her state of
blindness. The door from which she had entered closed
slowly by its own volition, being controlled by an
outside security device and bearing no manual means
for entrance or exiting of any sort. The hood which had
been placed over her head was not secured with

anything other than a small drawstring fastening which

she quickly released, now sitting on her knees, the

~sudden exposure to bright light cascading down above

her after loosening the ties causing her to hiss
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involuntarily and her eyes to redden and swell.

After some time she regained her vision and saw that she
had been brought into a large circular white room, a
single small but no doubt military-grade in quality
speaker situated not so obliquely in one high corner of
the ceiling and one portion of wall bearing a large wall-
length mirror, ceiling to floor, behind which no doubt
certain personnel of the training center situated
themselves on the other side, monitoring their quarry.

All at once the door opened and through it stepped a
lithe female youth, walking with clipped predatory steps
through the passage which immediately closed behind
her, leaving only her and Nadezhda within the white
chamber. The figure was sheathed in a skin-tight
gleaming suit of white latex, zippered from the back and
accompanied with cruel shining boots of a similar color.
Her hair was dark, reddish and shoulder-length,
hanging wet and lank, surrounding a face belying greal
evil which bore upon its pale visage a small and recently
sutured scar, the stitches still visible and above which sel
eyes that exuded an unbridled insanity.

Elbow-length white gloves covered the lower portion
of her thin arms and upon each thin finger were inlaid
malicious metallic nails which acted as as collective
weapons of evisceration and torment.

Bluebird had undergone an indescribably harsh
transformation over the several weeks since she and
Britta had been taken onto the terrace to view their
assembled legions who would take them into the
territories over which they would dominate and possest
in time, so doing under the blessings of the commandan
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and facilitated by the auspices of the martial might of the
commander’s amassed organizational forces.

She would not simply be entering those lands for so
long existing, wasted, outside of the auspices of the
organization’s control, as some mere administrator, but
rather, so inhabiting as a symbol of all that the
organization had become and was to be for all those that
found themselves under her iron fist. She who would be
then more than an authority, more than a mere
repository of governance, but rather an embodiment of
all those horrific chemicals and sundry mechanisms of
delivery that would decimate and mutilate the populace
and by doing so fashion a scar that would mar that land
eternally to come — she, not a human any longer, but
instead - a god.

As such, those several weeks of brutal training since
the nature of her destiny had unfolded before her very
eyes below on the drill grounds in that fateful moment of
realization had necessitated the training befitting a god,
the harsh discipline befitting a god and those myriad
punishments and incalculable transfigurative acts that
changed the girl - already transformed during her time
at the commandant’s training facility well prior - into an
even more fell and predatory being than she had ever
considered possible, something conceived of only at the
very frontiers and distant limits of human experience,
veering into the realms of that which could only be
considered as inhuman in nature and scope. Her past
now seemed like a far-off memory though through a
decidedly darker glass as she had found herself, day by
day, having her consciousness mercilessly shattered and
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re-created again and again in in an obscenely surgical
fashion within the rigors of such ordeals — certain recent
ordeals which far exceeded those formidable and
lengthy days of trial and terror which she had suffered
under from the time she arrived from the outer
territories up until the time she had found herself as the
acting pontifex of the incipient baby brigades.

The white-sheathed figure approached Nadezhda
with a sensual yet predatory gait, almost seeming to float
across the floor within the purview of Nadezhda’s
vision, however she could hear the report of the young
girl's boots upon the highly-polished concrete floor,
though the sound and the girl’'s movements seemed to
be out of synch with one another. Nadezhda struggled to
get some firm hold of her own awareness of the person
before her and the events presently transpiring, as the
drugs she had been administered, coupled with profuse
sleep deprivation, caused the clarity of her perception to
rise and fall in waves. As such she could not be sure
exactly what was occurring in earnest, though she knew
that she was in the midst of a confrontation that marked
a pivotal juncture both for her person and perhaps for
the organization in whose service she had committed
herself body and soul.

Bluebird smiled sadistically at Nadezhda and
Nadezhda, misreading her purpose, smiled in return and
attempted to rise from her kneeling position to issue a
more formal greeting.

With an astounding swiftness Bluebird was upon
her, the needle-bearing fingers of her white gloves
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snaking around the exposed flesh beneath Nadezhda’s
uniform collar, forcing her down and drawing small
rivulets of blood from pale skin as the claw-like metal
extensions pierced without restraint into Nadezhda’s
flesh.

Nadezhda’s eyes widened in reactive shock at the
very sudden and very vulnerable position in which she
now found herself, the young girl’s slight frame standing
menacingly before her and belying a hideous strength
quite deceptive to her size. Bluebird’s body swayed
slightly, accentuating her dominance over her quarry in
a mockingly yet insidiously sexual fashion.

With one hand situated on her hip and the other still
grasped firmly around Nadezhda’s neck, Bluebird
slowly shifted Nadezhda’s head upward so that their
gazes met. A cold sweat dripped steadily down
Nadezhda’s brow and cheeks, commingling with the
small droplets of blood that issued from the wounds
where Bluebird’s claw-like nails still pierced her flesh.

The young girl smiled again, her eyes squinting
conspiratorially as they gazed into Nadezhda’s own.

‘It has been a long time coming that you have been
scheduled for arrival here, dearest Nadezhda. We have
been very well briefed from certain unquestionable
authorities. Plots within plots have brought you to us.’

Nadezhda stared forward silently, Bluebird’s voice
seemed to take on an inhuman lilt and inflection as she
spoke. Was it the continued effects of the drugs inducing
this seeming distortion or was there something
decidedly more sinister afoot? In that moment Nadezhda
could not be sure as the atmosphere became increasingly
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more disturbing and surreal.

“You, Nadezhda, are to be our little pet - though we
may name you something more fitting in due course. My
personal property you are from this point on - though
with a very special purpose, perhaps quite more
quintessentially important than the profession you
intended for yourself. But, my little pet, nonetheless - we
will train you, oh yes, we will train you well - and soon!’

From across the room the door opened again, the
electronic pulse of its outside control groaning harshly as
the metal mechanism grated against the gate operator
apparatus.

Through the passageway came a girl several years
younger than Bluebird, eight or nine at the oldest. She
was naked except for an obscene garment of shining
black leather cross-straps upon her upper body that
framed small budding breasts and a black leather thong
of similar construction upon her lower half. Her hair was
barely shoulder length, brunette and of a thick and
lustrous hue, framing a small freckled face bearing
brown eyes and cruel thin lips which were smeared with
the unmistakeable gleam of fresh blood.

One hand extended jauntily upward holding a leash
constructed of a similar leather of her very own
garments, at the end of which crawled an emaciated
male figure on all fours. He was naked and obviously the
subject of many unspeakable hideous tortures, the least
of which perhaps being the multiple recent and bloody
bite marks which stood as proof-positive to the presence
of the crimson stains upon his young handler’s mouth.
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Britta gazed at the sight of Bluebird, her older sister
in service of the commandant’s conspiracy, and issued a
hoarse hiss in salutation, opening her mouth slightly and
causing a bubbling of blood to emanate from her
exhalation in the form of an understandable yet
grotesque greeting.

Bluebird returned the greeting in kind, transferring
her claws to the back of Nadezhda’s neck and shoving
her face against the shining contours of her own latex-
sheathed body, Nadezhda’s pathetic and drooling mouth
now pressed in a questionably consensual posture
against Bluebird’s midsection, her victim’s chin resting
slightly upon the swell of her captors thin hips.

Britta writhed her near-naked flesh in an unmistakably
provocative undulating motion, doing so while
tightening the reins upon Private Bonn and bringing him
closer and closer to heel upon the periphery of her bare
feet which sat with a springing posture upon the cold
concrete floor of the chamber.

‘What a beautiful little pet you have there, my little
sister!” Bluebird cooed in a surprisingly sincere and
heartfelt sounding of her voice, so doing even as she
continued to press Nadezhda's tortured face against her
rocking hip.

Britta cooed with delight at Bluebird's comment and
nodded emphatically in response, slowly rolling the
restraining leash within her hand inward around her
wrists and forcing her quarry to come closer and ever
closer to her person.

Bonn’s face quaked with pain at his movements and
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made Britta laugh harshly, her neck nodding from side
to side in a corrective but perversely loving gesture at
the very point which Bonn collapsed before her under
the stress of his earlier punishments.

“Yes! We have had fun with this one, big sister!’
Britta laughed and eyed Bluebird coyly, slowly pulling
on the leash upon which the naked Private Bonn found
himself at the end of, his form only skin set upon bones
after months upon months of torture before being
further processed in finishing and transferred to Britta's
capable command - though those few weeks upon the
regimen of his younger and in fact youngest of all
handlers had been the harshest of them all.

Britta snapped her fingers while giving a tug on the
leash with her other hand and Private Bonn immediately
rose to his knees, his breathing ragged and hollow eyes
staring forward with a look of expectancy at his young
mistress.

Bluebird grabbed Nadezhda by the hair and
wrenched her neck in the direction of Britta and the
private.

At long last the two individuals, whose fate under
the contrivances and machinations of the organization
faced each other - both having been accused and
tortured, the private more so among the two, for an
alleged liaison which was only now taking place.

With a quick shoving motion Bluebird released her
grip upon Nadezhda, slinging her with maximum force
at the feet of Britta and the kneeling private.

Simultaneously Britta extended her own slender
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hand and unclasped the leash from the collar around
Private Bonn's neck. The private crawled forward with
staggered gait toward Nadezhda's prone body,
collapsing into her arms just as she began to rise from
the floor. Thus Nadezhda held him in an uncomforting
embrace as their joint handlers leered down upon them.

Bluebird moved to Britta's side, her arm wrapping
around her younger co-conspirator’s shoulders and then
snaking down to cup one of the girl's small exposed
buttocks, lightly tracing her clawed fingertips over the
leather-strap and metal punitive-cane induced weals
which still bore appreciable marks and which had been
administered by herself personally only a few days
before in the context of a hideous bonding ritual among
the commandant’s cult which they had engaged in
hundreds of times in a several week period.

Britta cooed softly at her older sister's embrace and
amorous ministrations and wrapped her own arm
around Bluebird's waist, her leather leash previously
restraining Private Bonn now coiled in snake-like fashion
about her arm.

The two looked into the eyes of the other, and, as
Bluebird nodded, Britta raised her free arm in a gesture
of salute and salutation before the wall-length mirror
before them which reflected the scene of the union of
Nadezhda and Private Bonn and of themselves in stark
and perverse relief. With a groaning and harsh metallic
squeal the mirror began to slowly fold itself upward into
the ceiling of the white chamber - a cold blast of air
issuing forth as the growing portal of the opening grew
inch by inch.
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CHAPTER 31

Across the long cavernous corridor framed by huge
black cylinder-shaped concrete support beams a small
area of light began to grow.

At the opposite end of the corridor sat the
commandant, her satanic body tense and sheathed in
shining black, accentuating her lean muscled limbs and
the overtly sexual yet intensely threatening curvatures
punctuating the same.

Lines of black-masked members of internal security
armed to the teeth flanked her from behind and down
the sides of the walls of the former holding cell. Between
the support beams stood large steel cages of naked and
screaming children, their cries echoing in futility as other
children, robed in the fashion of the commandant’s cult
recruiters in miniature strode slowly through their
midst, carefully minding their quarry.

Across the way within the area of light now fully
open, several figures emerged - two girls, comprising the
zenith of her high-tier trainees, accompanied by their
two prisoners - expertly conditioned - now entering into
the initiation toward the hideous destiny that awaited
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them.

Their grim procession was halted halfway down the
concourse as four members of internal security
converged upon them, two from either side of the hall,
quickly stripping the female prisoner of her signals
intelligence uniform and leaving her bare before the
sight of the commandant and her assembled acolytes.

At a concurrent moment two of the robed child
servants of the commandant emerged from behind black
support beams near a cage of captured children, each
handing an identical horrific leather device of
punishment to the female figure sheathed in white and
her younger associate garbed in obscene leather straps,
the latter who received the instrument proffered to her
with much enthusiasm.

Within her foul helmet the commandant smiled -
smiled as the internal security members pushed the
prisoners roughly upon the ground - smiled as the
emaciated male prisoner mounted the female and began
to copulate with her as the dual whip blows of her high-
tier trainees began raining down from above.

Thus the well-laid bloodlining for the re-population
of the outer areas began. These two united now in
perverse union before her feet, chosen carefully through
the ministrations of her intelligence network, would be
the first to breed. They then, after, would breed with the
fruits of their union - father with daughter, mother with
son. Soon those latter would seed and they too would
breed with their own offspring and then latter sister with
brother, brother with sister - igniting a genetic chain of
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terror, imbued with trauma, forged under the blinding
gaze of her new gods that would rule that harsh land
soon to be dominated by an iron fist.

The area of light at the end of the corridor began to
slowly recede and the commandant extended the
antenna of her mind to those lands - those bleak frontiers
to come - beyond the iron gates.
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