tort, scat, snuff

This is an imaginary story of the near future, when Islamic groups are applying their own laws to parts of the cities where they have control.

The Birmingham Three
By 2015 things were getting bad in Birmingham.  Talaban groups had made the streets safe and wiped out excessive drinking and rowdy behaviour, but then with the punishment handed out to the three girls who were going to a private party things took a turn for the worse. And Stacy, Erin and Joyce soon became known as the Birmingham Three
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The tree girls had been spotted after 9 PM and after being stopped by a Taliban gang they were found to have two bottles of vodka and they were wearing mini skirts, bras and skimpy mini skirts.  They had tried through tears to explain that they meant no disrespect but that their car had broken down and they had been forced to walk.  They were taken to the home of a local Imam and then stood in a line while a photograph was taken and the young Taliban men came in and looked at them.  Over a half hour twenty men came and wwent while the three girls stood and their Taliban capturs leaned against the wall waiting.

Eventually the the Imam came into the room he was old and stood looking at the girls.  A young man at his side  spoke to the firast girl, “Your name”  “Stacy”  The man struck out and slapped her face.  “Have respect when you speak to a man” he shouted. ” I am sorry I didn’t do anything,” Stacy said,  “Our car broke down. “  “You should not have been walking round here with your tits in bags, it is an affront to motherhood.  And you, all of you, are displaying yourselves in a disgusting way and you had alcohol. ” He pointed to Erin who was taller than the other two, “You had condoms in your purse. So you obviously planned to debauch yourself.”   He looked with disgust at the girls who were all shaking.  The man took the arm of the Imam who had said nothing, “What is to be done” The young man asked The Imam took a deap breath and thought for a moment.  “It is written, they will be punished” 
The man who nodded several times.  Joyce who was the young girl to the right of the line, spoke up.  “Please, err sir, there has been a terrible mistake.  We are not Muslim we were just going to a party and meant no...”  She did not get chance to finish as a hand grabbed her face.  “Do not speak.”  The man said.
The imam and his assistant turned and left,leaving the girls and five of the Taliban who had brought them in standing in the room waiting for instructions.  Outside there were some whispered conversations. Then after a few minutes the man returned without the Imam.  “His holiness has decided that you will be punished and for you what form that will take.”    The girls cried as they heard these words, they had heard about the beatings that had been handed out.  Erin shouted “You would not dare to do that.” but she went quiet as one of the Talaban moved towards her with his hand in a fist.  Joyce just stood shaking and pee was running down her legs. “Don’t hurt me please, I can’t stand pain.” They had all heard of the beating that had been going on and some of them had been very severe but none of them had believed anything like that was any sort of possibility.   “Strip off to your knickers”  The Taliban leader shouted.  The girls didn’t move.  “Now.  I said, Strip off your filthy whore clothes, NOW.  If you do not do it we will do it for you.” The girls started to undress,  “I know what this is about” Erin said, “you want a shag.  That’s OK I can take a couple of you, do what you like, suck you off anything.”   
“Why would a good Muslim man want to fuck you, we do not go with whores. now get your fucking clothes off.”

The girls where having problems undressing as they were shaking so much.  “I need to go to the toilet,” Stacy said.  “Wait, and it will not matter.”  one of the men said, the others laughed.  “Please I cant wait.”   “Just get your clothes off and we will see.” Said another man.   When the girls were undressed to their knickers, more photo’s were taken.  “Smile, for your photo.” the Taliban man with the camera said, and the other men laughed
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The leader then stepped forward in front of them.   You have been found guilty of crimes against our holy Muslim community and you will be punished.  The Imam has decreed that you will be taken out into the garden and there you will be punished,  then your breasts will be cut off and burned before your eyes, and when it is deemed that you have suffered enough you will each be burned alive until you are ash.  
The girls stood unbelieving what they were hearing, and then Stacy puked.  She doubled over and threw up, at the same moment Erin started screaming and Joyce, bent her legs and shit in her knickers
One of the Taliban rushed forward and took Erin by her arms.  They forced her to bend over and held her in that position.    Others came forward to restrain the other girls.  “So you want to shag, do you? “ the leader said “ Well shag this”   He reached over and pulled her knickers down to her thighs.  Then taking one of the bottles of vodka he pushed the spout into her vagina. The girl screamed as he pushed it hard into her.  “Oh it wont go any further. Maybe you should sit on it.” The men holding her pulled her backwards and she fell onto the floor the bottle hanging from her.  As it hit the floor the weight of her body pushed it into her.  She was screaming now and the men lifted her up and dropped her onto the bottle several times forcing it deeper into her.  Each time her screams grew louder and the bottle penetrated deeper into her and did more damage..   The base of the bottle was now filling her vagina  the rest of it was pushed up unto her body.  She was still bent over and the leader pulled her knickers up.  “Straighten up” he yelled at her.  “I can’t.” she cried. “My cunt, shit, my cunt “  The Taliban who had hold of her pulled her up straight  as she screamed and went grey with the agony she felt.  “Something’s ripped, Oh fucking shit, something’s ripping inside me.”  “Maybe its your hymen.” One of the Taliban said and they all laughed.  She was shaking very badly now and looked like she was going to loose consciousness.  “It is only a bottle, you must have had cocks bigger than that up you.”
The girls were dragged out into the garden where a bonfire was burning.  “Get down get down”  the men shouted as the girls were forced down to kneel on the grass.  As Erin was forced down blood started pouring from her arse, staining the back of her white knickers and running down the back of her thighs.    Joyce, who had shit herself,  had a load in her knickers and a brown goo was oozing through the black fabric like it was cheesecloth and a log was starting to protrude from her legband.   “Help me please.” She begged. Erin who had the bottle in her was crying with pain, “I am hurt, I can feel it. Please help me I can’t stand it.”  She started screaming and shaking in obvious agony.   “I will help you” one of the men said as he stepped forward and pulled out a long knife.  He reached over and pulled back the girls head.  Then reaching over he hooked the blade under the girls right breast.  “Alah is great” he screamed as he sawed the blade through the girls flesh.  Erin mercifully passed out as her breast fell to the ground.  She did not feel the blade as her other breast was cut off.  
Stacy was covered in spew and continued to puke.  “You are filthy” but you will feel the rope.”  Suddenly she was brought to her feet and a rope was tied round her neck for a few moments she was unsure what was happening then she realised that they were trying to lift her up on a upturned bucket.  She was screaming and shouting for mercy as the rope tightened and started to choke her.    Again a long knife was brought forward, and her breast was severed but left connected by a string of skin.  Moments later as her other breast was cut through in the same way and the rope pulled tight.  The bucket was kicked away from her struggling feet and the men watch as she strangled.  She hung kicking her feet and as she did her breast ripped off in a flood of blood down her body, a few kicks later her other breast came off.   As she lost consciousness she was taken down from the rope.
Joice had watch all this kneeling on the grass and crying as her friends where tortured.  “You watch now fat girl” the Taliban leader said.   The two girls with their tits cut off where had water thrown onto their faces and revived.  Then they were  lifted up and thrown one after the other onto the fire.   Both had just enough consciousness and energy to feel the flames bit into their bare flesh.  Joyce watch in terror as her friends screamed their skin blackening in the fire and their bodies bursting into flames the  fire.  In moments they were still and quiet as their bodies burned. 
“You are next. But we may be merciful as you have a fat arse and my friend Hasan like to fuck fat arses.”   Hassan rubbed the back of Joices knickers and held up his hand to her face,  “Your shit stinks.” he said as he cleaned his hand on her breasts, leaving streaks of shit.  Two men grabbed her arms and dragged her forwards to a low wall and leaned her over it.  Then her knickers were pulled down.  She thought that she was going to be raped but the thing being pushed into her arse was not a cock but a thick wooden shaft.  “What are you doing “ she screeched.  “Fuck no it wont go. it wont fit.”  The stake was getting bigger, stretching her anus as it was pushed in.   Then she was bulled back and lifted in a sitting position with the shaft in her arse.  Then she was lowered and she realised that the shaft was a long one and was being inserted into a hole in the ground.  She was held like that for a few moments while the shaft was secured, then the let her go and she felt the worst pain imaginable.   She screamed in agony as the shaft tore into her driven deeper by her own weight.  She wanted it to end so she did what she could to accelerate her slide down the stake. eack moment was agony but she know that she could kill herself quickly if she could slide faster.   She tried working her arse mussels quivering and shifting her body weight to drive it home. But it would only go so far and then she was afire with pain and her body just would not move.  “Oh fuck, Kill me quick please.  Kill me.”   The Taliban leader stood in front of her and leaned in with his knife.  He lowered it and then stabbed her in the cunt and moved the blade around. “Not there please not there,” She was crying.   He took hold of her cunt lips and slicing with the blade cut them off.    “Oh you are bleeding, here let me do something about that.”   He turned round and was doing something for a moment.  When he turned back he had a blowlamp in his hand.  I will cauterise the wound for you.   He opened the flame jet until it was a roaring blur flame and them turned it on Joan’s cunt and moved it up her body to her breasts.  Her screams then could be heard two miles away.    Later they revived her and cut off her burned tits.   She was splayed and her legs in a grotesque sitting position with the stake in her arsehole.  Her cunt and tits were gone, and although she was suffering in great pain, she was conscious. “oh kill me please.  I’m in agony.  Lord take me please.  Then she was screaming again this time with a strange rhythm and a shout, “let me die, let me die.” over and over.  The Taliban leader came close and put his hand over her mouth to quieten her.   “The fire has died down so this last part will not be easy for you.”  He turned to the men a her side.  “get her off that”  The lifted her off the spike and as it pulled out of her arse there was a flood of blood and shit.   A man pulled her knickers back up her legs from where they had fallen off.  She was carried to the remnants of the fire and thrown on. She lay in the hot ashes screaming as her knickers cought fire.  “I am not burning enough.  Please more fire.  More fire. “  She kept screaming that for the next twenty minutes until she finally roasted to death.
Later seven men and one woman were charged with offences relating to the punishment torture and death of he Birmingham 3.  The men were sentenced to twenty hours of community service while the woman who had been in the house and cleaned up afterwards was given 100 lashes and was to have been stoned to death, but she died from blood loss from the lashing before the sentence could be completed.

