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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 

 
‘Well, go ahead, talk to me! What have you got today?’ said Smokey. His real name 
was…, ah, who cares… you don’t want to know, let’s call him just Smokey.  
  
‘Do you remember I told you once about that fag S. from People’s Bank? Yesterday 
Mashka said he was going to have a heap of green stuff in his apartment tonight. He’s 
gonna keep it at home for just a couple of days, not more. We will take him 
barehanded - the idiot thinks nobody knows about it.’ 
 
‘Hmm, not only this bimbo is good at giving up her ass and blowing dicks, she also 
knows her business well, bitch!’ Smokey complimented Masha.  
 
‘Why not pay him a visit today; we will get into the apartment with his daughter, 
when she comes back from school. Peace of cake! Let’s go grab a bite to eat 
meanwhile.’ That was pretty much about the business; talks were done for that day. 
Smokey and I have been working together for quite a while, no need to yap-yap. 
Those who talk much and reflect much always get busted. We have too heavy a 
baggage of all kinds of nasty things done to get busted. We simply can’t afford it, – 
that would mean finito.  
 
By 4 p.m. we pulled up to the college in a plain Lada that would never draw anyone’s 
attention, and waited. When classes were over and students poured out and scattered 
all over the street we easily recognized the girl, thanks to the picture Masha had 
given to us. We left the car and followed her on foot. A leggy girl, in her freshman 
year or may be sophomore, must be about 18-19. Cute face, slightly sticking-out 
ears, big eyes, mini-skirt. Cool little thing. 
 
She wasn’t walking alone, though. Her friend was a cute sweet girl too, you know: 
mini, tight round butt, perk little tits bulging under the blouse. Smokey and I already 
knew that Nadia, that was the name of the banker’s daughter, was enjoying the last 
hours of her life; she wasn’t going to show up in the college tomorrow, no chance. We 
didn’t even need to discuss it with Smokey; it goes without saying that we never 
leave a witness alive, what are we, fools?  
 
Just cover your tracks up when you are done and you will throw the cops off forever. 
Go find us, Sherlock Holmes! Fingerprints, deductive method and DNA analyses – 
c’mon, leave this stuff for the movies; get real – in the chaos we get in this country 
these days: no witnesses – no catch.   
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So I said: ‘Come on, let’s shake a leg!’ we abandoned the car and followed the girls. 
They maintained a lively conversation and laughed now and then, paying no attention 
at us, why would they? Soon we walked up to the front entrance into a big splendid 
building. Nadia and her friend didn’t seem to want to part, obviously, Nadia’s friend 
was going to go upstairs – another girl to snuff out, one more made no difference for 
us, it had been long since we stopped caring and counting. We entered the building 
on the girls’ tail: the hall was spick and span, shiny marble everywhere. The elderly 
lady concierge said hi to the girls and Nadia nodded back to her. The lady then looked 
at us and asked in a very strict voice: ‘How can I help you, young men?’ I didn’t want 
to loose the girls and slipped right after Nadia and her friend towards the elevator, 
saying to Smokey: ‘I’ll hold it.’ 
 
Smokey stopped at the concierge’s desk smiling to the full extent of his mug, which, 
frankly speaking, didn’t look too much trustworthy. He started humming something to 
her in a low voice, I could neither see him, nor make out what he was saying, 
because I was already at the elevator with the girls. The concierge was an unwanted 
little obstacle on our way, we didn’t want the concierge there, and Smokey was going 
to take care of her as usual. 
 
The elevator came down; I waddled in after the girls, gave them my best smile, asked 
to wait up for my crony for just a moment and held the door open. Smokey didn’t 
keep us waiting long and lazily appeared in front of us. He looked like a gentleman 
who had just had a dinner in a restaurant, rather than a thug who had just committed 
a murder. ‘Wrung her neck.’ he reported calmly as if nothing had happened. The girls 
took it as a joke and finally paid some attention at us.  They behaved like all girls do 
in the presence of strange young men: pretended they didn’t notice us and kept 
talking and giggle silly, stealing a curious look now and then. We just stared at them. 
I don’t know about Smokey, but I felt myself like a beast of prey concentrating and 
preparing to plunge into his game’s tender neck in a swift and fatal throw.  
 
My uncle was a poacher and when I was a boy, he sometimes would take me with 
him for hunting. I remember once we shot down a doe, she was still alive but couldn’t 
run away and she let us approach very close to her, so my uncle could finish her with 
a deadly blow of a club on her head, in order to avoid unwanted noisy shooting. I can 
still remember her big brown eyes at that last moment before her death. I felt pity 
about her, but at the same time, some kind of predatory feeling, a kind of blood 
thirst, I guess.  It excited me.  
 
So then too, looking into the big eyes of the two innocent girls, who I knew were 
doomed to be killed that very day, excited me immensely!  
 
The elevator came to a halt at their floor and the girls stepped out. Sure, we went out 
too. Nadia pulled out the keys and got busy with the locks, while we stopped in front 
of her door, as if just to light up a cigarette. The door opened but before the girls 
entered, we swiftly grabbed them stopping their mouths and burst inside the 
apartment altogether.  
 
The noise was heard by S. himself, who had already been at home by the moment 
and immediately appeared in front of us. This was somewhat a surprise for us, but 
hardly was much of bewilderment, just another little hitch. On the other hand, it was 
even to the better, because we were spared a pain in the ass of looking for the 
dough.  
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For a split of a second he was taken aback by our appearance and the commotion at 
the door, which was enough for me to knock him down with a sharp blow of my fist 
on his jaw. Leave the .45 autos to Hollywood: we never pack rods, why give cops a 
reason to bust us? We have always managed with our bare hands or anything 
available at the “site”. If sometime the pigs get to us, we will probably be able to fly 
away, or if the worst comes to the worst, get the hold of one of their own guns; if it 
comes to some sort of SWAT though, may God save us, only fools will play hero and 
fight back… 
 
‘Drag the girls into the bathroom!’ I said to Smokey and was just about to dash 
through the rooms to check out if someone else was there, when a still young 
woman, probably S’s wife, rushed out of the living room and ran right into me. She 
was scared stiff and was holding a wireless phone in her trembling hand. I grabbed 
her hair with my left hand, and smashed the phone against the floor with my right.    
 
‘Anyone else in there?’  
‘N-n-nobody.’  
 
Smokey locked the girls up in the bathroom and was checking the rooms. There was 
nobody else in there, indeed. He squatted in front of S., who had already come 
around and was sitting on the floor, recovering from my heavy punch.  
 
‘Where’s the cabbage?’ Smokey asked in a friendly tone.  
‘What cabbage?’ instead of answering asked S. His surprise was phony: he wasn’t 
much of an actor.  
 
Smokey turned to me with a smirk on his lips. Pressing my left hand to the mouth of 
the woman, who, by the way, was some chick, with my right hand I pulled up her 
skirt and ripped down her panties. Under her tight round tummy there was a very 
cute triangle, covered with light hair that hardly could hide the slit. My dick reacted 
immediately with a good erection. She was too young to be Nadia’s mother; I thought 
she was rather her stepmother or elder sis, but it didn’t matter anyway: she was a 
dead meat. 
 
Smokey turned back to S. and asked: ‘What are you, an idiot?’ 
S. was probably not; he stopped playing dumb. We definitely didn’t make impression 
of guys you could play dumb with.  
 
‘The money is in that case over there. The whole sum. Take the fucking stuff and go 
away.’  
 
‘’Atta boy!’ Smokey remarked. ‘I wish all were like you!’ He pulled a carving knife out 
of his pocket, which this deft bastard had already managed to grab in the kitchen, 
and before S. could realize, drove it into his neck right under the Adam’s apple. As I 
said before, we never leave witnesses alive. 
 
The woman fluttered and writhed like mad and tried to shriek, but I was faster and 
suppressed it with my hand. I had to use my other hand to not let her break free. 
 
Meanwhile, Smokey was holding S.’s head by the hair with his left hand and 
meticulously cutting it off the body with his right hand. Blood was spurting out of the 
neck and spilling all over, but he seemed to enjoy it. His blood thirst had always 
amazed me. What a pervert! 
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S.’s mouth was wide open and looked like trying to say something. His eyes too, went 
wide open and slowly rolled up.  
 
‘He never sharpened his knives, this one is totally blunt! How did they cook, I 
wonder?’ He complained. 
 
Finally, Smokey separated the head clean off the body and holding it by the hair 
fetched it over to the woman. He swung the blood-dripping head in front of the 
woman’s face, 

then took it down to her little pussy and started rubbing the head’s dead lips against 
the poor woman’s labia. She was hysterically twitching and writhing in my hands and 
pressed together her legs to cover her vagina. The whole scene made Smokey laugh: 
it was obviously his idea of good humor. Then he put the head down onto a table and 
said to me: ‘Hold her a bit more.’ He thoroughly wiped his hands with some rag, 
unzipped his pants and took out his big hard swinging cock…  
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He was done finally. I don’t think the woman had an orgasm though. Now Smokey 
took to fondly kissing her breasts and lips, look at this romancer! To my great 
surprise, though, in a couple of minutes she started responding to his kisses, her 
nipples got hard and she was all trembling from the excitement! This still young bitch 
was dripping wet at the sight of the bloody head just cut off alive from the body of 
her hubby, or whoever he was! Watching it put me on edge! And knowing that in a 
few minutes we would snuff this doe out for the sake of our no-alive-witnesses policy, 
just added to the excitement! We made no exceptions; her fate had been decided 
even before we came over there.  
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That was where I couldn’t hold it any more and asked Smokey to help me hold the 
bitch… I was almost done, when I heard her moan changing into a groan of pain and 
felt her asshole contracting tight: with the words ‘A witness a day keeps the sheriff 
away’ Smokey drove his carving knife into her vagina and sliced her tummy all the 
way up to the chest.   

 
‘You almost cut me, you freak!’ I wheezed out. Her intestines plopped down onto the 
bloody floor.   
 
Smokey spread the agonizing bitch on the floor and cut off her breasts one by one. 
You should have seen her eyes full of sorrow and horror! While she was still alive, he 
cut off her head in the same calm manner and put it besides her man’s head. 

 
‘You ought to become a butcher or a surgeon.’ I said to Smokey and he grinned back. 
At heart, I disapprove of his brutality - he is some kind of a mental case. But apart 
from that he is a brick.  
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I went and dragged the two girls out of the bathroom and into the nursery room, so 
they couldn’t see that butcher’s store, we didn’t need a noisy hysteria there; Smokey 
went to wash off the blood.  
 
The silly chicks were shitting bricks. They trembled and shivered all over. 
‘You won’t do us any harm, will you?’ Nadia babbled out. ‘Just take the money and 
go, please!’ 
 
‘Ye-e-ah.’ I agreed reluctantly. Lying doesn’t come easy to me. ‘But only if you 
behave like good girls and do what I say.’ 
 
‘We will, we surely will, sir!’ the girls interrupted each other. At that moment I 
couldn’t help anticipating the sight of their slender necks squeezed by nooses, 
tongues fallen out and long legs swinging. No witnesses. 
 
Clean and shiny Smokey came out of the bathroom. He changed to a clean shirt he 
prudently carried along in his duffel bag. 
 
‘And what is your name, puss?’ He asked Nadia’s friend.  
‘Natasha.’ She answered. The girls seemed to gradually cool down at the sound of our 
quiet and kind tone.  
‘Where’s you daddy and mom now?’ Smokey went on. ‘Skinny, er…, I mean, Andrew, 
will stay with you two for a little, and I will go pay a visit to your parents to tell them 
not to worry. I don’t want them to start worrying and looking for you… Tell me the 
address, bunny!’ He took and squeezed Natasha’ ear a little bit more than just gently. 
 
‘Kutuzoff Avenue…’ She gave the full address, it wasn’t far.  
 
‘You are telling the truth, aren’t you? Just so you know, if you are lying, we will spank 
you, Natasha!’ Smokey cackled and painfully squeezed Natasha’s nipple.  
 
‘Okay, stay here, Skinny,’ he said to me, ‘I am going to meet Natasha’s mom and 
daddy when they are back from work.’ He smiled to Natasha.  
 
‘My mom isn’t working, she’s at home.’ Natasha explained. ‘You are after ransom, 
aren’t you, sir?’  
 
‘Even better.’ Smokey showed his teeth in a lustful smile, but left her question 
unanswered - he didn’t favor lies either. 
 
I was left with two chicks.  
 

(to be continued)  
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