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The next day had started off just like any other day for Yonny, Adam and 'Adi: right first thing in the morning, Adam sneaked into his next-door neighbours' villa, where the neighbours' single adopted daughter, Nogah, went back to bed once her parents were off to their respective jobs (father to his lawyer firm, mother to the bank, where she worked as a vice-manager), with the excuse (not really believed at by her parents, but they never would pressed her hard to tell the truth about anything anymore, having come to the terms with the fact, that the girl was a certified pathological liar) of a headache and actually, in order to masturbate to the photographs of young boys being sadistically spanked by their teachers, at a satanist congregation's private boarding-school to the ages of 5-12.

She loved to see young, even little, boys crying in pain; this was just the kind of a girl Nogah was. Openly a lesbian and having an on-and-off "open" affair with a female military-officer, nearly eight years her senior (Nogah was 14; the said soldier = 22), the one and only single fascination Nogah has ever been emotionally capable of feeling towards any boy at all, was from watching boys much younger than herself been brutally spanked, preferrably until they have, for the very least, lost consciousness. Sometimes though, more and more often to be exact, she would wish to look at photographs and films documenting beating very little, cute and helpless boys to death.

She was lucky: her adopting parents were multi-millionairs and they only had her, to spend all their money upon - and so, she had everything she could possibly have wished for... including a fresh supply, of new masturbation-matterial of the very sort described above, from some highly private and discreet source, known to her only by an agent as "the giver". She knew nothing of the identity of that person, not even from which country was he normally sending her his un-normal stuff, but it was just as well for her: she didn't care who he was, nor where was he from, how old etcetera, etcetera, but only that he's been loyally supplying her with such a matterial, that any sane government would have locked him up, in a truly secure room with lots upon lots of white pudding on the walls, for the rest of his psychotic life, had he ever been caught. That, and the fact that the children in the photographs were, almost always, VERY fair skinned blondes, gave her the idea that he was, probably, from somewhere about the Ukraine, or Belarus, but that was it: she really did not want to know.

Each photograph, cost one-hundred US-dollars; each 15-minute-film: six-thousand-and-five-hundred. And, for her, it was worth each and every single cent.

Since now, upon her demand, he did send her some truly hard stuff, about little boys being beaten TO DEATH.

She was just beginning to masturbate, to the sight of a very fat blonde girl her own age hitting a six-year-old skinny, frail-looking boy with a massive hammer, when all of a sudden, she heard something expensive falling down and crashing down to pieces in the guest-room's kitchenette. So, she grabbed her secret, illegally-given-to-her-as-a-13th-birthday-present 0.9 pistol (with which she has only severely wounded a boy once, shooting him at his lower back, and condemning him to life at a wheel-chair, simply because he had "annoyed" her with repeatative dating requests; this happened almost five months ago and since then, Nogah has been gathering up the courage, needed for her to shoot a young boy to death, for real, which she craved and wanted to do for as long as she could remember), got up from bed and, naked as she was, quiet as a sneaking leopard, went downstairs...

And, exactly twenty-nine seconds later, she and Adam stood, facing each other, at the guest-floor corridor.

Adam would simply have jumped at her and raped her, there and then, only the gun she was holding, was most obviously made for killing and he saw, all too well, that she was just searching for good enough an excuse to use it on him; less than three metres away from his face, it was ready, well aimed, and the girl's hand was not even the slightest bit shaking: it was as steady as a stainless-steel rock.

It was all too clear to him this time, that he had accidentally come across a young, but nonetheless experienced and professional killer, one who would love to snap a bullet straight into his skull.

It was exactly and precisely the reason, why he had secretly been inLove with her for the past two months: for normally, she could not have cared less, whether he should live or die - but, should he ever cross the line, she will care: she'll make absolutely sure he would die.

Just the kind of girl, which Adam has been fascinated with for quite some time now: the sweet Angel of Death.

Staring at her, he told her quietly, "I don't care if you'll kill me; just know that I Lov -" "Okay", said the sadistic Nogah - and killed him.

The one single bullet had crushed his beautiful, freckled lovely face, the face which had broken the yummy, tender hearts of more than a thousand girls, crushing his skull and spraying the corridor with blood and brain-tissue everywhere. Nogah licked her lips, aimed again, at the body now at her feet - and shot another bullet, this time at his boyish, sarcastic heart.

And only then, did she kneel next to him, scoped that crushed heart in her right hand, took it out of his destroyed chest, brought it to her tender, freckled nose, smelled it, licked the blood off it, open her mouth wide - AND ATE IT.

And, by the time the very first adult - her admiring father - had entered the scene (having heard, from his gifted-actress-of-a-daughter, how she had to shoot a burglar and a nearly-certain rapist - well, this, we've got to admit, was pretty much the very accurate truth), there wasn't much left of Adam's body, apart from the parts which are less easy to eat...
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