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‘The most cynical and sick crime story ever been brought out to the daylight!’ 
The New Yorker Times 

 
 ‘The matter-of-fact way the characters of this narration commit and describe their crimes, 
unthinkable for sane people, shatters minds and frightens shit out of normal law-abiding 
citizens.’ 

Chicago Herald Tribune 
 
‘This true-story-based dull description of crimes can hardly claim to be a piece of fiction. The 
author must have simply taken a random forensic file from a regular Moscow precinct. Who 
wants to read about a day-to-day reality? Give us more love affairs and funny overseas 
adventures instead!’  

Moscow Pravda  
 

How I Hanged Two Girls 
Frol Nickitin 

 
Part II 

 
On the second thought, there was no much need to whack Natasha's people out. But 
it never occurred to us then. The taste of blood already shed that day made Smokey 
bloodthirsty so nothing could stop him. Later he told me what happened.  
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Smokey rushed back to our wheels and drove to Natasha’s. Her mother, who had 
been at home indeed carelessly opened up. Smokey realized his good luck right at the 
moment he looked at her: she was a gorgeous bitch and still young! No time to waste 
for explanations, he gave her a couple of good slaps in the face that immediately 
rendered her tame and meek. 
 
“Be good and no harm will be done to your girl,” he lied and blushed.  
 
Smokey spotted a phone and thrust the handset into her hand telling her to call to 
her husband and find a good reason to make him come home quickly. In a slightly 
trembling voice the stupid cow asked her husband to come home as soon as possible 
because she “didn’t feel quite well”. 
 
The scoundrel then made her bring some Vaseline and ordered her to undress. Her 
hands shaking, the woman obediently took off her dressing-gown, bra and panties; 
what else could she do? Her body just slightly started to gain weight, but still had a 
lot of appeal left in it, she had big tight breasts, wide hip, and large mature vulva with 
neatly trimmed pubic hair.  Smokey put the bitch on her four and lubricated her 
asshole with Vaseline. He then tied up her hands behind her and turned a big dining 
table upside down. As usual, Smokey improvised; he always could make do with 
anything available. The poor cow was watching him with amazement. 
 
“Would you let me go now, please? You won’t do any harm to my daughter, will you?” 
she prattled. 
“Cut the crap, you fool,” Smokey retorted rudely. There was no malice in his voice 
though. 
 
“To be honest, I am going to impale you now, cow. Which way do you want it, 
through your ass or your cunt?” he asked in a-matter-of-fact voice.  
 
The poor woman became dumbfound. She hadn’t seen that coming! Naturally, scared 
shitless, she couldn’t utter a word. 

 
“Okay then, through your ass,” concluded Smokey, lifted the woman, thoroughly 
aimed and started stretching her well-lubricated asshole onto a thick oak table-leg. Of 
course, the poor thing went off screaming her head off and desperately writhing in his 
strong hands. Needless to say, it was useless: with Smokey’s help her ass kept sliding 
lower and lower, being ripped apart by the table-leg. Smokey went on and soon his 
victim was death-agonizing. My perverted crony then stepped aside to enjoy the sight 
of convulsing victim, until in a few minutes she finally became quiet for good. 
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Her husband came home soon; seemingly Smokey had already played out – he killed 
the man once he entered the apartment with a simple whack of hammer on the head. 
Then he washed himself and drove back to pick me up… 
 
Well, while Smokey went to have fun with Natasha’s parents, I stayed along with the 
two pussies. Naturally, there was no good crossbar to hang two twinkies from in the 
apartment; besides, I wanted to take my time and enjoy, so I thought I should drive 
the two young cows over to my cottage and have fun there. I sank into an armchair, 
ordered the girls to shut up and sit on the floor at the opposite wall, lit a cigarette and 
began waiting for Smokey, staring at my game.   
 
The girls sat on the floor and prudently pressed together their knees. Their skirts 
were too short and despite the girls’ efforts to stretch them over their butts, failed to 
cover taut young sun-tanned buttocks and white panties. My imagination grew wild; I 
saw those long brown legs kicking when the girls found themselves in the nooses and 
so I fidgeted in the armchair, hardly able to restrain myself! Obviously my eyes gave 
away my carnivorous thoughts and the girls stared back at me frightened and 
enchanted, like rabbits at a boa. I don’t know how much longer I would manage to 
control myself, but Smokey finally barged into the apartment.  
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“Everything is cool, Skinny, let’s blow out of here,” he said to me and added for 
Natasha: “Your folks know about you now, don’t worry, lassie.” 
 
Of course the girls couldn’t ever imagine that their parents had been already reduced 
to just piles of dead meat, and their own sentence had been signed and sealed in our 
minds and the noose had been waiting for their slender necks! 
 
They meekly followed us to the car and jumped in. Just in case, Smokey once again 
warned the girls: he squeezed hard a nipple of each of the two girls between his 
fingers and asked them to be reasonable and to “not spring surprises”. 
 
We reached the cottage incident-free. My buddy revealed a lot of consideration and 
once we were there, went upstairs to “watch the stupid box and sleep” and left me 
alone with my little trophies. He obviously had had his that day and was exhausted, 
besides, he never shared my bent. 
 
I could wait no longer and pounced at the girls at once.  
 
“Strip now!”, I snarled. 
 
My tone had a due effect on the girls and they immediately started to unbutton their 
blouses and bras. Four tight little breasts with hard nipples broke free. It embarrassed 
the girls and they lingered for a moment, but scared by my look, took to unzip their 
girlish skirts. 
  
“Panties?” Nadia prattled.  
 
“Strip naked! What are you, an idiot? Don’t you see what’s going on here? Okay, you 
can keep the shoes…” 
 
Natasha pulled off her panties, but Nadia stopped and an expression of rightful 
indignation and defiance appeared on her face. I dispatched a heavy slap in her face, 
which clean bereft her of any will to resist. Natasha watched the scene biting her lip 
and covering her sex with her hands, while Nadia broke into tears and pulled off her 
panties too.  
 
“Stop whining at once or you will get it worse,” I said, I don’t find tears exciting at all. 
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Two naked girls were now standing to attention before me. I took out a camera and 
made a picture to remember by. In a few minutes they would be dangling in the 
nooses. Taut young bodies, long legs, perk tits, pink sex lips on their trimmed pussies 
and not a bit of undesired fat.  
 
“You work out?” I asked.  
 
“We are gymnasts”, Natasha clarified.  
 
I though that I should probably hang her first.  
 
There is a heavy timber beam all the way across the room under the ceiling, a part of 
the cottage frame; I have no clue what it’s called in carpentry. I quickly tied a thick 
rope with a noose prepared in advance and kept handy, to the beam, and put a stool 
under it. The noose swung in the air. I gave no shit about the twinkies’ reaction. They 
could shout their heads off in this cottage: it stood rather remotely and had walls of 
thick logs. Nobody would come to rescue. The girls didn’t cry anyway.  
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“I am going to hang Natasha now, and you, Nadia, will help me; if you don’t want to 
help me, you will be swinging right beside her!” I put the dumbfound Natasha onto 
the stool. “What are you waiting for now? Come pull the noose over her head!” I 
barked. 
 
Nadia got onto the stool too and under my guidance pulled the noose over her friend’s 
slender neck and tightened it up. Natasha silently blinked her big brown eyes with 
long lashes, looking blank, huge tears dropping on the floor.  
 
“Okay, time to hang now! Nadia, pull away the stool, let’s see how she comes 
hanging in the noose!”  
 
Nadia bit her lip and obediently grabbed the stool.  
“A-a-ah”, Natasha whined quietly; either it was an orgasm, or she just didn’t want to 
die. 
 
Nadia pulled the stool away and her friend swung helplessly at the end of the slowly 
turning rope. She hanged motionless at first, just trying to reach the floor with her 
toes. She was almost a foot short though. Her neck got stretched, her head turned at 
an unnatural angle, her eyes opened wide and stared at us without a blink. Excited, I 
grabbed Nadia and threw her on her four, making her watch Natasha twitching and 
kicking until finally she became still. A trickle of urine ran down her legs and onto the 
floor.  
 
“Your friend pissed herself”, I said, “You are next.” 
 
Before Nadia realized it, she was dragged over under the beam with a noose tight 
around her neck. I threw the other end of the hemp over the beam and pulled the 
rope so Nadia could only stand on her tip-toes, stretching her neck. Then I fixed the 
loose end of the hemp to a staple in the wall and tied Nadia’s hands behind her back, 
to make sure she won’t try to free herself.  
 
“You promised… you said you wouldn’t hang me if I helped you hang Natasha. I 
hanged her with my own hands! My own hands!” the twinkie prattled. 
 
“O, cut this crap, I said you are next”, I made it clear.  
 
I came up to Nadia, took her young athletic body into my hands and did all I wanted 
before bidding farewell to her. Then I collapsed into the armchair and lit a cigarette, 
enjoying the show, and boy, was it some show: two beautiful girls, stark naked, one 
slowly turning at the end of the rope with her purple tongue sticking out, and 
another, with a noose around her stretched neck, on her tip-toes, with a pink 
engorged dripping wet vagina, waiting for her turn to get strung up! 
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Having had enough rest, I took another picture with my camera and untied the rope 
from the staple in the wall. I pulled it slowly and Nadia’s toes lifted over the floor, the 
bitch started croaking and turning in the noose, kicking and twitching. Again, I tied 
the rope down to the staple in such a manner that Nadia’s toes barely touched the 
floor, and stepped aside to admire the look of the slowly gasping girl. Nadia goggled 
meaninglessly at me and silently opened and closed her mouth, just like a fish cast 
ashore; then she pissed herself. For quite a while she kept croaking and twitching in 
the noose, but I didn’t want to wait for the end and went to bed. 
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More than once during that night I woke up to visit the girl, who was inevitably 
getting cold…  

*** 
 

“Smokey” and “Skinny” were arrested a few years later and sentences to life in 
prison. Soon after the trial papers reported them found dead in their cells.     
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