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!!WARNING EXTREME HORROR!!


Dear reader, let me make this abundantly clear. This novella is not meant for everybody. Hell, it is not meant for most people! This story is disgusting, I am not going to lie. I am not writing this as anything more than what it really is, pornography for psychos. Some authors will put an extreme horror stamp on their work when it does not really warrant one. An unsuspecting Splatterpunk fan picks it up excitedly only to start reading and realize the story is not extreme. Said fan is ripped off from a BS writer.

So, fear not gentle reader, Maggot Girl is truly a sickening gore strewn, psychosexual tale of debauchery in every way possible. I wrote this for the sheer joy of shocking the reader and making a kickass, crazy character that gore hounds can root for! So, if you are not a degenerate, I highly suggest you don’t buy this or borrow from Kindle Unlimited. You will only end up appalled and write me a shitty one-star review…


My wonderful Wife and my loving daughter. Thanks for allowing me to think up and write this insanity! Simon McHardy and Regina Watts. Thanks for not only being good friends but also amazing writers willing to give their precious time to help me out! Mucho Gracias!

And finally, I would like to give a shout out to the other writers that have inspired me throughout the years. Bret Easton Ellis, Chuck Palahniuk, Stephen King, Clive Barker, Rayne Havok, Sea Caummisar, Chandler Morrison, and Kristopher Triana. May I be as cool as you all are one day!


Chapter 1


My life has turned into the Bill Murray film, Groundhog’s Day, except its way less funny, and the only moral I am learning is to maybe eat a bullet to end this nonstop monotony. Sleep, wake, eat, work, shit, sleep, repeat. I have never married, and the thought of children repulses me. I am still in a dead-end job with nowhere to go. I try to mimic regular people to no avail, by going through the motions of a meaningless existence with little to no luck. Afterall, I am a faker, a tourist.

I have been reminiscing a lot about my past lately. The perverse, self-destructive, and abhorrent behavior I used to share on my infamous blog in what absurdly feels like a hundred years ago. I thought it was long gone and well behind me, dormant and sated. Maggot Girl was no more, I believed. RIP, you sick, demented cunt! I have tried my hardest to stay on the straight and narrow. I even traveled two whole cities away from my small town to give group therapy a shot. I searched endlessly until I decided to go with a group with the apt title of Sexual Outsiders. The name was pretty much a joke though. I found most of the outsiders’ kinks were the standard, vanilla stuff that every Karen in the world has probably dabbled in at one point or another.

I was still the new kid on the block, even after coming here for about a month straight now. I was already burning out from this emotional circle jerk these nimrods always partake in. I really did try and give this an honest to goodness shot though, I swear. When I walked into the basement of the church, for the umpteenth time, I inwardly cringed. All the regulars were there milling around, making chit chat, and all that kind of shit. It looked more on par with a fucking high school reunion, not therapy. I, of course, wanted no part in their faux niceties. They could shove it up their pompous asses. I was there to get cured of my filth fetish, nothing more.

Everyone was cliqued up with like-minded individuals like a bootleg Breakfast Club remake. Fuck it, I thought. I will play Ally Sheedy’s character then. What was it? Allison, I think? When the overly energetic twat at the desk asked me for my name for the “Hi My Name Is…” badge, I briefly thought of saying Slim Shady. Instead, I tell her it is Cornelius. She looked at me doubtfully as I slapped the name tag onto my left tit and took a seat in a foldout chair that had already been placed into a circle of trust. Gag me with a fork, for fucks sake, right? A gaunt and gangly man, who reeks of cigarettes and broken dreams, walks up to the podium, taps it like an idiot, and says,

“Hello group, my name is Simon. Welcome to Sexual Outsiders!” A spattering of voices says, “Hi Simon!.” and then the room becomes as quiet as a drowned infant in a bathtub.

“Now, if you’re new here,” Simon’s eyes sweep over the crowd. “I don’t expect you to share unless you want to. I encourage you to listen to the group and take in what they say so you don’t feel so different and alone out there.”

Of course, he is an oblivious fuck, and there are no new members to be found. Simon looks at each one of us in a stoic, meaningful way like he is trying to channel Buddha, or some shit, and I just roll my eyes.

“Now, who wants to share?” Simon says to the crowd. After a moment or two, a few of the members timidly raise their hands.

“Ok, how about you start?” Simon says as he points to a youngish teenaged girl with those ridiculous stretched out earlobes that she will immensely regret in about five years, I would wager.

“Hi, my name is Rayne and I’m a cam girl, and all of my fans are into rose budding.”

Simon nods his head in approval and says, “Can you explain rose budding to the uneducated, Rayne?”

“Ok,” says Rayne. “It’s like an extreme anal sex fetish that my fans clamor for, I basically collapse my rectal walls, and then they slip out of my anus creating the appearance of a blood-red flower,” Rayne’s face is deadpan as she speaks. “One that smells like blood and tastes of raw flesh. My fan base eats that shit up like chicken tenders from Applebee’s!”

“Ok, and how do you achieve that?” says Simon?

“Oh, that’s easy,” says Rayne. “I use these giant dildos that are meant to replicate a dragon’s enormous dick, I mean, if dragons were real, of course, she giggles. “By a company called Bad Dragon.”

There is a murmur of excited approval from the obviously interested crowd.

“They really do a number on my poor little pussy,” she grimaced, “So, I never use it in my poon anymore. That one time I did, it had me going to the emergency room, and I couldn’t have sex for like three weeks.”

“Anyhow, where was I?” Rayne giggled and winked to the hypnotized members. “My OnlyFans members love it though when my anus prolapses, and my girlfriend proceeds to French kiss and suck on my descending colon. Sometimes, my fans request I eat corn first so my lover can eat it off my prolapse, that always guarantees a big tip from all the fellas, let me tell you!”

I enjoy this discussion because it is a kink that I am unaware of. Although I am not really into anal, it does titillate me and causes my pussy to throb some and squirt a little bit of cum into my panties.

Unfortunately, that is where the interesting stuff abruptly stops in its tracks like Mike Tyson punching a pregnant woman in the gut, repeatedly. Instead, it is replaced by some snore inducing Cinemax late night type of crap. For the next thirty minutes, I am beaten to a bloody pulp with the obscenely boring fetish stick. I hear about people that like to be choked, lame! I hear about people into BDSM, YAWN. I hear about autoerotic asphyxiation, frotteurism, somnophilia, and crush fetishism. As I said earlier, vanilla as Hell.

I fully admit I zoned out at some point and fantasized about helping the Brazilian drug cartel mutilate that poor asshole in the Funkytown shock video that has been making the rounds over at Deathaddict.com. I was daydreaming I was using a dull machete to try and decapitate his already destroyed neck, so I could drink the blood from his gushing neck stump, while I was cheered on by the other lunatics from the video. I was then violently expelled from my reverie by Simon putting his dirty, clammy dick beaters on my shoulder. He stared at me as I looked at him in utter disdain as he produced a weak smile and said,

“Break time for coffee or the restroom if you need it.”

There was a short recess before we finished. I jumped up to go get some more shitty coffee before I passed out from tedium. As I was filling my Solo cup, I glanced into the trash and immediately froze.

Inside the trash can was a hunk of old pizza in the process of decomposing. It swarmed with hungry, writhing maggots. Sweat beaded from my pores, and my twat began to throb in hunger, and spat up copious amounts of cum into my already damp panties. I knew straightaway, I was going to stuff my clam with that maggot-caked, putrid slice of pie. My hand snaked into the trash and grabbed my filthy trophy. I darted to the restroom and crashed inside a vacant stall, locking its door, and breathing heavily against it in anticipation.

I stared at my grotesque prize and contemplated my next move. The piece of rotten pepperoni pizza was barely more than a swirling mass of maggots devouring it with rapid efficiency. I had only moments to decide my next actions, time to shit or get off the proverbial pot. I wiped off the drool from my slack jawed stupor and in one swift movement, I immediately stuffed the maggot encrusted pizza deep into my gooey, messy cunt.

I began to convulse and throb as I felt the maggots tickle and explore my pulsating pussy hole. In a moments time, my axe wound orgasmed and vomited forth a fuck ton of cum and maggots onto the filthy bathroom floor. I was such a mess down there that I had to throw away my cum-drenched panties. I pulled up my jeans, and spasmed in ecstasy as my babies discovered my g-spot and began to wiggle against it. I quickly headed back to my seat in a lust filled daze.

I sat down and audibly heard myself make a squishing, waterlogged sound upon sitting in my chair. My head was spinning from the delicious taste of depravity I had just feasted on. Simon went back to the podium and began to look at the other members for additional input. As he surveyed the group, his eyes fell upon Kristopher and Chandler. Both Kristopher and Chandler were tight lipped today, as were Sea and Allisha. It seemed that Simon had run the gamut of members willing to speak about their kinks for this session. When it seemed like all conversation was over, I thought fuck it, and slowly rose my hand like a shark’s fin breaking the surface of the ocean.

Simon looked at a sheet of paper in front of him and asked doubtfully,

“Cornelius?”

I stood up and looked ominously at the members and said, “Hello, I’m Cornelius, and I just love to stuff my cunt full of maggots, rotting meat, roaches, and just about anything else I can get my hands on as long, as it’s disgusting and repellent.” The silence was raucous. You know when people say you could hear a pin drop? Well, it was that quiet in the church basement. People were looking at me as if I had said that I like to eat out a newborn baby’s shit caked asshole or something.

“I also used a freshly severed deer hoof to masturbate with while I covered myself with its intestines one time. That was fun memory that I still rub one out to daily.”

The audience gazed at the floor and shuffled their feet uncomfortably in their folding chairs. Audible gasps were heard, and a few people even became visibly pale. I stared at them as if I were dead inside. These people were all amateurs when it came to perversion. They wanted to act as if they were different, but they were no more unique than ninety percent of the population. Just a bunch of boring pricks who thought they were snowflakes, taking up space, and wasting the oxygen on planet Earth. They are nothing more than human Blu-ray copies of the Fifty Shades of Grey franchise. In other words, nothing but garbage.

Sneering at these pathetic idiots, I got up and removed myself from the group. I felt like a rare, tropical parrot trapped in a locked cage with a bunch of parakeets. I absconded out of the door, never to return. By admitting my depravity, I felt like a huge weight had been lifted from my aching and tired shoulders. Maybe I should not be trying to kill that gore whore alter ego of mine after all?

Being normal got me nowhere in this world after all. Maybe it was time to just be Morticia and to see where exactly that road would lead to? Turns out it led to some truly fucked up places…


Chapter 2


After that exercise in futility, I went about my life to the best of my ability. Life seemed like a blur in my mind’s eye, and the year screamed by at the lightning speed of an illegal street race car.

All seemed normal and banal until the day I found the dead man out in the woods. Within a matter of moments, I had been pushed into a realm of horrific debasement and morbid perversity that even I did not think was possible.

I had decided to start going on walks a few weeks earlier, as I have gotten a little chunkier over the years and have been beating myself up about it constantly. A pig is just the name for me. Since, like my swine brethren, we root in filth and shit where we eat, and I am simply fine with that moniker. It’s not like I have anyone to answer to anyway.

So, I started walking in the woods near my town to offset my love of Little Debbie snack cakes. They are like crack to me, and I am a basehead looking for a fix! It was a gorgeous afternoon as I traversed the wooded area. The day was cooler than it has been for the last few weeks, so I was able to wear just a T-shirt and a small pair of shorts. My fanny pack had my phone, a rape whistle, bear mace, and a pocketknife inside. You never know when some homeless wino will try to rape you with his syphilis-infected prick.

I fantasized that a filthy piece of street trash began to accost me. I blasted his face and mouth repeatedly with my trusty bear mace. While he was howling in pain, like the pathetic piece of shit he was, I took my pocketknife and viciously stabbed out his eyes, until his face was dripping in viscera that resembled a blood and egg yolk concoction streaming down his cheeks like a torrent of tears.

His eyes hung out by their optic nerves, and lightly swayed in the breeze, like grisly pendulums against his blood caked cheeks. I forcefully kicked him onto his back, and I stomped his ugly face until his eyeballs explode and his nose is broken and smashed into his swelling, dirty face. His teeth shatter, and disperse to the ground, like a spilled container of Tic Tac's. But I see that I have digressed, yet again, sorry for my murder fantasies, I have them all the time!

As I was saying, before I rudely interrupted myself, it was a very mild day but still was sweating like a pig (pun intended). I was using my trusty walking stick, and yes, before you ask, I did indeed pretend to be Gandalf one or two times. I am a nerdy girl, and I forgot my Air pods like an idiot, so music was a no go today. I had to entertain myself somehow.

As I got close to my normal veer off point in the woods, I decided to head in a totally different direction for once and keep on exercising. It was such a mild, nice day. Little did I know, this innocuous choice was going to be such a life-changing experience for me. I began to smell a nauseating odor as I was enjoying the scenery but chalked it up to a dead deer or something like that.

I walked about thirty more minutes before I stumbled upon a clearing in the woods. I had discovered the source of the heinous stench permeating the forest. A big roll of dank-looking, frayed carpet sat in the clearing. Nothing suspicious really, people dump unwanted trash anywhere and everywhere all the time. The red flag though was definitely triggered by the smell and the immense swarm of flies that were buzzing over the filthy roll of upholstery like, excuse the cliché’, flies on shit.

The closer I got to the insects, the sound became more and more prevalent. Their incessant buzzing became a heavy, living thing, making my ears pop from the overpowering sound of their presence. It reminded me of a co-worker’s car that I had gotten a ride from one evening weeks ago because mine had broken down at the office parking garage. It was obscenely loud, deafening, to be more exact.

His mammoth stereo system blared mumble rap with way too much bass that throttled me the entire ride to my apartment. My ears had felt as if they were going to blow out. This noise reminded me of that, except there was no way to turn it off. It clouded my mind and made it extremely hard to concentrate on anything other than the incessant buzzing.

As I got closer, I was hit with an intense and horrific stench that stopped me dead in my tracks like the time I had gotten bitch-slapped by my asshole stepdad when I was a little girl. It was gag-inducing, and at first, shocking to take it all in at once. As my eyes began to water from the fetid stench wafting in my face, I knew at once it was a dead body. I slowly began to unroll the tattered and stain-laden carpet until there was only one flap left concealing my grisly find. I steadied myself, took a deep breath, and unwrapped my surprise, fetid present.

What greeted my hungry eyes was a dead man. It was impossible to tell how he died because he looked as if he was covered up with a white, rustling blanket. Well, that is, if your blanket was made exclusively of a sea of writhing, hungry maggots. My eyes slowly devoured the scene in front of me. I felt as if I was beginning to handle the smell better.

All my dumpster dives from my previous exploits, the rotting meat I used to attract my babies, the sickening stench my body created by filling up my hungry, drooling, disgusting twat with rotted meat and maggots. It had hardened my sense of smell and allowed me to abide this ungodly stench in front of me right now in a matter of minutes.

My eyes slowly surveyed his wiggling, pulsing corpse and then stopped at his groin. I froze. My pussy convulsed and become extremely wet in an instant. I was staring at the dead man’s rigid and extremely erect cock. It had grotesque bulges running all along his vein-strewn shaft, that hypnotized me in place like a snake charmer. A lone cockroach dug itself out from the urethra of his larger than normal cock with quite an admirable effort. The sexiest and most tantalizing part for me was the legion of maggots that were covering, and in the process of devouring his rigor mortis attained hard-on.

This was the straw that broke the camel’s back. I had not fucked a man in so many years that I had literally lost count. The fact that he was a cold, dead, rotting stiff made absolutely no difference to me. I had not corrupted my body with maggots since my final day at Sexual Outsiders. I wanted those maggots to fill me up again as if I were a human septic tank.

They were my babies, and I wanted to stuff them up my sodden cunt and belch them forth from my groin like an utterly unholy, reverse pregnancy. But now, my perversions get to try a brand-new debasement to humiliate myself with. Necrophilia. My mind spun wickedly as I decided to make myself Death’s personal toilet for the day. I wanted to wallow in blasphemous sin until I was content with debauchery. I spread the thighs of death to get a better taste.

Drool dribbled down my chin and landed on my chest like a leaking faucet that is in desperate need of repair. My nipples were achingly erect, and I squeezed them absentmindedly as I decided that I was indeed going to fuck the shit out of this rotting thing with the amazing boner that steadily oozed maggots and a smelly concoction of pus, blood, and other bodily fluids. The pungent stench drifting from his dilapidated carcass made me dizzy and high at the same time.

I dipped my pointer finger into the repugnant goo and twirled it around until I had collected an acceptable amount. I lifted my finger up to smell my deranged dip and was immediately repulsed and aroused. With a shrug of the shoulder, I stuck my finger into my mouth and licked the gruel off with my tongue. The concoction was amazingly thick and chewy, and as I began to gnaw and swallow the toxic meal, I could feel maggots burst between my chomping incisors. The next thing I noticed was his feculent appendage was heavily encrusted with a ridiculous amount of smegma.

The dark urine yellow colored substance surrounding his foreskin, or what remained, was so fucking malodorous! I even threw up a little in my mouth after I sloshed my index finger into the abhorrent brew and took a deep whiff. And because I am filth incarnate, I licked and sucked that stinky shit right down my throat as if it was a Reece’s Buttercup.

“Delicious,” I murmured and shuddered in pleasure. “I’m going to fuck you to death,”

I giggled maniacally as I hungrily stared at his wound-riddled form. I removed my clothing and fanny pack quickly, placing them into a neat pile by the carpet. My thighs glistened in the sunlight from the nearly unlimited gushing of my sopping wet cunny. I lowered my body on top of that monstrosity, a husky sigh escaping my throat as his deteriorating member nudged against my nubile form.

His body was soft to the touch. So lax in fact that my fingers sank into his paper-thin flesh with absolutely no resistance whatsoever. It reminded me of leaving my handprints in wet concrete as a teenager. I stared deeply into his hollowed-out eye sockets and watched the roaches, beetles, and crickets scurry about busily in his ocular and nasal cavities. A good-sized centipede scurried out of his gaping maws and scuttled off.

I lustfully stared at his knowing rictus grin. An unsaid agreement was shared between us, and I knew that we were on this depraved and blasphemous carnal path together. I stared at his chest which resembled a bloody, gore-caked, deflated, blackened balloon. A huge gash in his chest, from a predatory animal, I assumed, revealed his partially eaten, worm-infested heart.

I stared in absolute wonder at his exquisite vermin riddled body and began to lick and suck on his blackened nipples. My taste buds were bombarded with flavors like I have never experienced before. It was a meaty, rotten flavor. I felt like I was in a macabre, fancy restaurant from Hell, trying out the exotic delicacies served there by the Maître D'.

As I was performing my blasphemous lovemaking with Mr. Stinky (his pet name from here on out), his left nipple detached into my probing mouth. I chewed on it momentarily then greedily stuffed it into my drooling cunt. I then gnawed off his other nipple and deposited it next to its mate inside my pulsating box. I had already come twice, and I was just getting started! I then began to glide my tongue toward my true destination, dragging my tongue down his joy trail like a rake, collecting flecks of dead skin, liquefying rotten flesh, bugs, and maggots. They amassed in my hungry, dirty mouth as if I was a whale shark inhaling plankton. Finally, I made it down to Mr. Stinky’s swollen and infected member. My eyes were as big as a hentai slut when they are incessantly violated by a tentacle rape demon.

I stared lovingly at this monstrosity of a penis. It was as disgusting as I was, and I could not wait to have that filthy, blackened tool deep inside my creamy slit. But first, I had to have that cock in my dirty mouth. I took Mr. Stinky’s penis into my hand and slowly worked his dripping, flyblown cock up and down lovingly. I then bent down and pushed my tongue into his scab-ridden foreskin. I gently slid down his hood onto his shaft and begin to sample his severe smegma with my electrified taste buds.

I started to push my tongue into his drooling, worm infested piss hole. I eagerly sucked his rotting cock head for all I was worth and was shocked to feel a fat nightcrawler vacuumed into my mouth like I was eating linguini. Apparently expelled from Mr. Stinky’s marvelous cock by my expert cock-sucking. After the giant worm was extracted, I was astonished that I could now get nearly half of my tongue down his dick slit. I was fingering myself like a woman possessed as my tongue excavated out multicolored pus, blackened and liquefying flesh, not to mention fat maggots the size of jellybeans with a shade reminiscent of a jaundiced newborn.

Down my gullet and into my stomach, the ghastly meal plummeted. I felt lethal, on the verge of frenzy. I felt feral and ready to debase myself even more, so I situated my frothing twat over Mr. Stinky’s misshapen and sunken scarecrow head and began to grind my dripping pussy on his face with blind lust as I took his gore-streaked dick deep into my throat until I gagged. Not from the repugnant odor but just from deepthroating his above average genitalia. My pussy slammed repeatedly onto his face until the unrelenting force of my cunt caved in his nose and smashed his teeth down his throat and scattered the remainder across the forest floor like a child’s discarded marbles.

I giggled as his nose cartilage tickled and teased my pleading asshole. In my throes of pleasure, I reached into the battered chest cavity and extracted his blackened, dead heart. I began to lick it, and to my very own astonishment, I bit a rather large chunk out of it and chewed it up until my jaw felt sore. After all, it is just a big muscle. Finally, it was pulverized by my teeth enough so that I could swallow it.

“You are now a part of me till I shit you out, lover,” I cooed romantically. Since I had partaken in cannibalism, I wondered if I would become a Wendigo later, that would be fetch, I thought.

I removed his dick out of my mouth with an audible pop and began to fumble around with my free hand for his heart. I climbed off my silent, moldering lover and lay on my back directly beside him and began to rub my clitoris with his partially consumed heart. I began to moan loudly as I inserted the left atrium in my slimy hole and immediately felt the rush of my impending orgasm. My sex began to froth my juices as I frantically plundered my vagina with his organ. Multiple climaxes were building when I heard muffled voices approaching! I froze mid-cum.

The heart was still partially embedded in my oozing box. It sounded like a family on a walk was approaching somewhat close to where my literal remake of the film Nekromantic 2 was taking place. I jumped up and grabbed my clothes and fanny pack as a family of three crested the hill. It looked to be a young married couple with a young child in a baby shoulder sling resting against its father’s chest.

[image: image-placeholder]

“Now, Regina,” the exasperated man sighed, “I know we’ve gotten a little lost, but we are bound to figure out our wrong turn anytime now.”

“What’s this we shit, Brad?” Regina laughed cold heartedly. “You got us lost all on your own, buddy.”

“Some provider you are turning out to be,” She spat.

“I guess if it isn’t video games, you’re basically worthless,” she sneered as Brad's face visibly reddened in anger and embarrassment.

Brad got ready to retort back to Regina with a damned good zing, when she suddenly shrieked at a glass cracking octave, "What the Hell is that feral-looking woman doing to that corpse?” Brad stared dumbstruck. A disheveled, crazy woman covered in sweat and blood was crouched atop of a hideously decomposed corpse. Was that a fucking human heart in her hands?

Instinctively, his arms protectively surrounded his young child, his mouth agape in pure shock.
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Now, that I had been spotted like some bootleg Bigfoot, I started to make my shameful escape post haste, leaving my clothes and fanny pack in my rush to avoid this unwanted attention. I was running away as quickly as my feet would take me, my tits flopping painfully to and fro, when two things immediately occurred to me. The first was I forgot my clothes and fanny pack.

The next was I never got the chance to put that maggot-engorged piss pump into my tunnel of love! I decided to run back to Mr. Stinky and correct my mistakes. By the time I got back to my corpse husband, the family had just as hurriedly got the hell out of dodge. I heard them squawking amongst themselves as they ran away in shock, kicking rocks as they ran away in confusion and terror.

I began to sift through my fanny pack until I produced my trusty pocketknife. I quickly bent down and began to sever my dead lover’s rigid cock from his groin. I nearly had it removed, when I reached a section that I could not quite cut through, so I improvised and begin to gnaw that penis loose with my teeth. I felt like a pit bull shaking my head vigorously until I wrenched my prize loose with my canines. I then took off and headed toward the caves located a short distance away, severed dick in hand.

I finally made it to my destination and sat down inside drastically cooler walls. I literally felt like I was going to pass out from overexertion and have a panic attack for getting caught fucking a cadaver. After I caught my breath, I stared excitedly at Mr. Stinky’s severed member with a yearning twinkle in my eyes. I knew I was going to plunder the shit out of my cunt with this repugnant, decaying cock.

Just knowing that information made my pussy shoot ropes of cum out like a redneck spitting tobacco into a chew cup. I lay on my clothes to give my ass a little comfort from the jagged rocks that made up the cave’s floor. I looked lovingly at the blackened, swollen, and discolored cock in my trembling hands and began to suck on it. It was when I discovered what all those bulges inside his pecker was. They were pockets of maggots embedded inside the length and girth of his cock and I knew without a doubt I was going to milk every single maggot out of that penis into my gaping, yawning cunt!

Just the thought of my twat being filled with countless fly larvae made my juices steadily slobber out of my oversexed, glistening hole like a coma patients drool. I took his revolting piss pump and began to rub my clit with his inflamed, pus-filled cock head. I was truly delirious with a demonic lust, drunk on rot and decay. I took the oozing head of his severed cock and inserted it into my slit, parting my sticky, puffy pussy lips and thrusted it into my vaginal canal with a groan of pleasure.

I was drunk on rotten cock, and I was loving every minute of it in my perspiring cunt. My pubic hair was slick with sweat and covered in flakes off the dead man’s skin, which made it looks as if I had dandruff down there. I gripped the base of Mr. Stinky’s cock and pressed upwardly like I was squeezing a tube of toothpaste. Countless swarms of maggots began to spew forth from his heinous urethra and deposited themselves deep into my frothing, hungry cunny.

As I wrung his cock, squeezing it of every squirming critter and depositing them deeply inside my love channel, I groaned in joy as my slit spasmed in delight from the feel of countless maggots wiggling and exploring my gooey sugar walls. These were my babies, and I was their mother. I loved every single one of them. I rubbed my belly lovingly as I finished banging my pussy vigorously with his crust-oozing, misshapen fuck stick. I removed it from my raw and sore quim. My ejaculate leaked from my slit at a steady flow like a massive, mortal knife wound.

Maggots and cum plastered my red and inflamed cunt lips. My honeypot screamed silently in pain from the beating it took from my very own hands this insane day. Although I hurt severely, I would not change a thing. My cunt was distended from all the maggots stuffed deep inside of me and it felt amazing to have my babies festering in my swampy, hairy cunt. I looked at what was left of my thoroughly enjoyed, mangled cock as it was disintegrating in my very hands and had a devilishly sickening thought.

I began to wad up the severed penis into a ball the best I could. As I did that, I could hear a weird tearing sound as blood and other fluids began to slowly pour out from his wound covered piss slit. I placed it above my waiting mouth like a mother bird would to its squawking hatchling. All the viscous fluid poured down my throat, parching my repugnant thirst for death and destruction. After I had wrung the cock of all its fluids and insect interlopers, I began to rip apart his penis with my blood encrusted bare hands and stuffed his dismembered and shredded prick back up into my steaming, sweltering cunt to help keep my babies from pouring out of me until I was ready to release them.

I laid there drained on the cave floor. My exasperated vagina twitching and throbbing in equal pain and pleasure from the excessive amount of self-pleasuring that went on today. My cum still trickling out of my beaver, pooling on the dusty cave floor. The feeling of the roaches, maggots and Mr. Stinky’s rotting prick deep inside my joy trail made me feel pregnant with disgust.

Now, that the debauchery had finally reached its sickening crescendo, I felt like a raving lunatic that debased myself in front of the entire world. I felt ashamed to my core, but what was done was done. My stomach gurgled in protest from what I had stuffed within my sex today. Now, that the depravity had concluded, I could not believe that the old me had come back from the dead and sabotaged all the hard work I had accomplished for two whole years in the blink of an eye.

Not only had I filled myself to the brim with pests yet again, but I also ate human flesh, and had sex with a dead body for God’s sake. This was far worse than anything I had done previously in my sick and sordid past. I wailed in despair in the cave, my pitiful cries echoing and reverberating in the cavern.


Chapter 3


As I wallowed in melancholic dismay, my stomach began to gurgle painfully. I started to get a little nervous that I may have seriously injured something important inside of me.

“I am Jack’s violent masturbation gone awry,”

I moaned painfully from my parched and cracked lips then projectile vomited all over the cave floor like Regan from The Exorcist. I stared in utter disdain at the contents of my barf. I see vestiges of rotted human flesh, partially eaten roaches, and a rather unbelievable number of maggots, both dead and alive, writhing in my stomach acid. There is also a copious amount of blood, pus, and gastric juices as well. I belched and an unholy stench emitted from me, reeking of purification. On wobbly feet, I somehow made it to my makeshift bed made of my few clothes, crashed into it, and passed out immediately from exhaustion and the growing pain in my abdomen.

After an unknown amount of time, I woke up in the pitch-black darkness. I was still groggy from passing out and I had absolutely no idea how long I had been asleep. I had a splitting headache, and my stomach still felt like I was being stabbed repeatedly, as well as audibly gurgling at a somewhat worrisome level. I groaned and reached for my cell phone from my fanny pack so I could use my flashlight app, then I turned it on, illuminating the cave in brilliant light. I was nude and sprawled on my back, drenched in severe night sweats. I made a move to get up on my haunches. As I did so, my body was wracked by a pain so severe that I screamed bloody murder and plopped back down immediately.

I gazed at my belly, and I was stunned to see that I looked as if I were nine months pregnant, and ready to deliver. I shook my head as beads of sweat flew from my hairline and pain pummeled my body into submission. I could hardly breathe, and as I writhed in pain on my back, I felt a warm liquid squelch from my dilating vagina. I stared disbelievingly at my crotch and realize my water had just broken. Along with the fluid, maggots were pooled around my crotch. A herd of roaches emerged from my pussy, gushing forth from my yawning cunt lips. They began to immediately scamper away from the harsh lights of my phone and into the dark crevices of the cave, never to be seen again.

I felt an extreme pressure in my groin compelling me to push hard. Whatever the Hell was inside of me was getting ready to be born into this world any second, whether I liked it or not. I screamed as my vaginal muscles contracted, and then widened, allowing room for the interloper to squeeze out of my messy vaginal canal. I nervously brought my hands down to my vagina and felt a head crowning from between my legs. The head was rock hard, unlike any infant’s skull I was aware of. I squealed in agony as it felt like the baby was tearing up my vaginal walls with claws, or sharp talons, or God only knows what. I decided to push with all my might, to hurry up and birth this unknown monstrosity.

Using quick breaths, like they say to do it in the movies, I began to push with every fiber in my being, my pussy walls felt like they were extending and tearing as I screeched in anguish like a dying animal. This in no way felt like a traditional childbirth, this felt like some form of barbaric, medieval torture. With one final maximum effort, I pushed with all my might, until my face became beet red, and corded, thick veins pulsed in my neck, and along my forehead from the immense duress I was under. My irises had to be turning red from all the burst blood vessels due to the immense pressure I was under.

After a Herculean final push, I heard whatever it was violently wrench itself from my cunt and plop loudly onto the cavern floor with a wet, meaty, smacking sound. For a moment I was too afraid to look at my new companion. I took a deep breath, grew a pair, and bravely shined my flashlight at whatever had just excreted from within me. I hesitantly got up with shaky, unsteady legs like as if I were on a ship in very volatile, choppy waters. I took a deep breath and shone my light on the squirming object on the floor. I stared at it for a full minute as my exhausted brain tried to understand how this came out of me.

After another shuddering breath, I begin to laugh in a tittering, maniacal cackle as blood and placenta steadily oozed from my vagina. Of course, it had to be a maggot, a fucking infant sized maggot. The umbilical cord still was attached and kept us tethered together like a gruesome oddity in a Freak Show tent. I chuckled at the cruel joke God had played on me. I guess it made total sense to give birth to a maggot since I have stuffed my cunt with them more times than I can count. The giant grub began its slow wiggling crawl towards me. Maybe it could sense that its mother was nearby? It made a sickening mewling sound as its large pinchers clacked together incessantly in its drooling, repulsive mouth.

I reached down and picked up this abomination and brought it up to eye level. Its clacking mandibles drooled a steady stream of fluid as it continued that ungodly mewling sound until it dawned on me.

“I bet you are hungry, aren’t you little guy?” I mumbled in a garbled, unintelligible voice that I no longer recognized as my own.

I brought the grotesque horror to my breasts. Almost immediately, it latched onto my nipple and began to suck on it hungrily. At first, everything seemed fine as the parasite drank my mother’s milk. I patted my newborn and rubbed its slime strewn back as I nuzzled it tightly against me. I began to sing it a lullaby but stopped midsentence as I felt it tear my entire right breast from my chest cavity, leaving a ragged, profusely bleeding hole in its place.

I howled in agony as the maggot baby began to quickly squirm its way to my left tit and commenced to ravage my tender flesh with its razor-sharp jaws. I felt extremely lightheaded as my racing heart steadily pumped my blood from the grisly fissures that my bug-child had made as it feasted on my delicate flesh. I felt weak as my legs gave out from under me and I plummeted heavily to the ground with a thud, blood so thick it looked black to the naked eye, pumping relentlessly from my heavily damaged chest.

My carnivorous, living abortion wiggled its way down between my legs and started ripping my vagina apart as I wailed in agony and began to babble and beg for mercy from its devastating attacks to my crotch. It buried its teeth deep inside my vagina as it began to eat my sexual organs with gleeful vigor. It devoured my Labia majora, minora, and clitoris with its razor-sharp teeth. It also ripped out a gaping chunk from my perineum and anus, adding insult to injury.

Blood began to flow freely from my mouth as I begged for compassion from my insectile assailant. I might as well just have held my breath though. My bastard offspring only needed me for sustenance now, not nurturing. I lay flat on my back making a weak gurgling noise, my pulse becoming increasingly rapid and thready. I felt the baby detach itself from my ruined pussy and begin to slither up my torso towards my paling face. Its drooling mouth made its way towards me as my brain thankfully began to shut down, my body’s final desperate attempt to protect me from this bombardment of extreme human suffering I was going through.

My bastard child was upon me in a flash. It began to devour my screaming face by the mouthful. It gleefully shredded my lips and ate my tongue. My bleating, garbled screams sounded inhuman to my ears. My nefarious child then severed my nose effortlessly from my face as if it were only connected to my face with scotch tape. I felt my maggot baby start tearing my eyeball from its socket. Its mandibles puncturing my pupil, causing the white fluid inside to stream out and to mix with the copious amount of blood on my face mingling into a ghastly, pink hue.

I continued my mangled, unintelligible animal like wails of mercy to its deaf nonexistent ears, as it expertly plucked out my remaining eye and greedily devoured it in two quick bites. I felt myself growing weaker as my life fluid steadily drained itself from my severely damaged body. The last thing I remember before succumbing to my vast, brutal injuries was my little monstrous maggot beginning to devour its way back up into the ragged, gaping hole that used to be my vagina. It now only resembled a hollowed out, gaping shotgun blast of a wound.

To sleep, perchance to dream, for in this sleep of death, what dreams may come? A fitting end for a fiend, I thought wearily, as I closed my eyes for the final time.


Chapter 4


The chaos surrounding the decimated corpse in the woods the next day was the focus of Sheriff Triana and his miniscule police force of two. It was easily the biggest crime that both backwoods’ peace officers had ever dealt with before, and it showed in painstaking detail their obvious ineptitude. When the young couple had burst in the precinct babbling about a dead body being molested by a feral woman, they had taken it all in with a grain of salt. This sleepy town was the epitome of dull.

This municipality had underage drinking, kids going mudding, and reefer to be sure, but murder? And not just murder but a crazy lady fornicating said corpse? No way in hell in Triana’s town was some sick form of Toxic Love happening in his jurisdiction. No sir! So, imagine his surprise when they arrive to the crime scene and there is an actual dead body, and it looked as if the body had been through a hay bailer a few dozen times to boot!

“Jesus, chief,” exclaimed Deputy Laymon. “This poor bastard had his dick cut off!” The chief surveyed the severe amount of damage to the cadaver.

“Laymon, there is a whole hell of a lot more damage to this sucker than that,” Triana pointed to the corpse. “I mean look at his caved-in chest. His heart has been extracted, and his face is smashed in too,” And after another glance he expounded. “And both of his fucking nipples are gone!”

“I didn’t even mention all the damage from the elements and predators,” Chief Triana remarked as he wiped the massive amount of sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief from his back pocket. He sighed and began to curtly issues commands to his deputy.

“Laymon, tape off this crime scene, I’m going to go see if there are any clues or signs of this feral woman that young couple were spouting off about.”

“You got it chief!” answered Laymon as he went to his cruiser to retrieve the crime scene tape. Chief Triana trekked his way through the forest and surveyed the area trying to find proof of the wild woman’s existence. He almost had given up after walking for thirty minutes straight without a single clue, when he stumbled unexpectedly onto the cadaver’s missing heart with a huge chunk bitten out of it.

Now, he was on full alert. He believed with all his heart a lunatic was lurking somewhere in the dense foliage somewhere out here. With his Glock 19 in his steady, sure grip, he started walking forward and discovered a blood trail on the forest’s floor leading towards a cave off in the distance.

Chief Triana began to make his way towards the cavern, imagining what the woman would look like if she were in there. He pictured a neanderthal, beastly woman carrying a large club. He thought of a female type of Sasquatch that would try to throttle him with her immense strength, crushing his skull like a ripe melon with her bare hands. He had finally reached the cave entrance. Just as Chief Triana manned up to go inside, his walkie talkie squawked to life, causing him to piss himself some and scaring the bejesus out of him.

“Find anything yet, chief?” inquired Laymon.

Triana glared at his walkie talkie in frustration. Picking his words carefully, he formulated a reply before he spoke.

“Goddammit, Laymon, you have the shittiest timing of anyone I have ever known!”

“Geez, chief, I’m awfully sorry if I spooked you or…” Chief Triana cut him off instantly. “Who the hell said I was scared, boy?” Triana said, in blood boiling, livid anger.

Laymon knew he had messed up royally, and had irritated the chief, so he swallowed his pride and stated, “Sorry, that was a bad choice of words boss, I meant disturbed.”

“You are damn right you bothered me, Laymon!” boomed the Chief. “I was just about to investigate this cavern and you’re pestering me when I’m doing honest to God police work!

Chief Triana waited to see if Laymon would offer a rebuttal, but his radio was silent. Satisfied, the chief announced, “I’m going inside to investigate and see if anything is in here, keep your ears on in case something goes down, Triana out.”

Chief Triana, with Glock and flashlight in hand, using the Weaver Stance, ventured into the darkened foreboding, entrance of the hollow and headed inside swallowed by the black abyss, Triana slowly descended further into the corridor of the cavity as he scanned the area for any sign of the woman or any types of clues. Nothing seemed of interest as he continued to push forward. An opening ahead appeared to be the center of the cave. Sweating profusely, despite the chilly temperature in the alcove, he crept closer to his destination, ready for whatever awaited him.

Whatever he thought he would discover; this was the furthest thing from what he imagined. The first thing he became aware of was a stench that immediately assaulted his sense of smell. It reminded the chief of when his basset hound, Bubba, continuously rolled around on a dead varmint and got its rotten stink all over him. Only this was ten times worse because it was the strong and repugnant stench of a dead human being that filled the air like a poison of gag-inducing oppression.

Chief Triana had no other option than to throw up all over the ground, giving up his delicious morning breakfast of pancakes and sausage, eggs, and hash browns from TJs to the floor of the cave. It was then that the light of his flashlight illuminated the body of the woman. Her body was covered in scrapes and bruises and her hair was greasy and matted to her perspired face.

She reeked of pure death which made sense to Triana if half of the shit that young, weird hipster couple said was even partially true. Chief Triana shone his flashlight beam on her torso and froze. Being the man that he was, he still grew a slight stiffy over her melon-heavy breasts. Her areolas were so big, and she had the fattest nipples he ever had the pleasure of gazing at in the real world. For a brief second, he forgot he was investigating a crime scene.

Despite the horrific stench in the suffocating cave, a part of him would not mind sucking on those outstanding nipples! He wished he had time to drop a ball sack load of pecker snot onto the cavern floor, but alas. As he scanned lower towards her pussy, he felt his hard-on immediately vanish like a bully popping a child’s balloon out of pure spite. Her cunt looked like something out of an underground horror film. Her sex reminded him of a garbage bag filled way past the absolute brim with trash and then violently exploding its contents everywhere. Only instead of trash, it was a smorgasbord of maggots, roaches, beetles, and the missing dick from the cadaver, either cut or torn into multiple pieces.

The craziest part was it kept excreting maggots and pus from the piss hole of its shredded and destroyed decomposing cock.

The images burnt into his retinas, ensuring Triana he would never forget this ghoulish crime scene for the rest of his life. He felt faint as he stared at her abomination of a cunt, drooling out its foul contents around her quivering form like a trickling water hose absentmindedly left running. Triana had tried to keep his composure, but the need to evacuate his stomach once again proved too strong. He vomited up the rest of the contents of his stomach directly onto her disgusting and offensive groin. After he finished barfing out the remainder of his wonderful breakfast, Triana finally was only producing retching sounds. He felt dizzy and feverish, but eventually regained his composure.

He stared in abject horror and disgust as the insects floundered in the sea of his vomitous gruel, some eventually drowning in the deluge of vomit. Triana used his uniform sleeve as a napkin to remove the remnants of his puke from his shell-shocked face. He blindly grasped for his walkie on his belt buckle before he finally realized it was in his tight-fisted grip. He sputtered and croaked into the device for his deputy. His voice sounded totally alien to his very own ears.

“Laymon, get your ass to the caves immediately, we got an extremely FUBAR situation down here,” choked Chief Triana. He then absentmindedly checked for the woman’s pulse and was utterly shocked to find one, albeit very weak, and thready.

“And get the paramedics on the horn and get them down here ASAP,” He choked in a strained voice.

“Our feral woman is still alive!”


Chapter 5


Iawoke in the hospital connected to IV’s, feeding tubes, and machines monitoring my vitals. I felt weak, and my lips were chapped and parched. I felt like I had not drunk any water in a hundred years. My hand fumbled over my chest and its confusion of wires. I was surrounded by noisy, beeping machinery, and wondered absurdly if I was being reassembled, like Robocop. I tried to figure out how I could still be alive, but my head ached, and my thoughts were not forming very efficiently.

My brain felt like it was lost in a foggy haze of confusion. All the damage that the baby maggot had done to my body had been somehow erased as if it had never happened. I was scared and confused; I did not even know how long I had been unconscious. My mind raced, trying to wrap my head around how I was not dead.

It seemed so unreal that I had dreamt my newborn maggot child had devoured and eaten me alive. It had felt very real then, I could still taste the pain I went through like it was cake batter being licked off a spoon. But it also seemed totally fantastic to give birth to a giant infant maggot baby. So, I did what I thought was best and buzzed the nurse’s station to get the facts straight.

“Yes?” a voice asked into my remote.

“I need to talk to someone about what happened to me, like right now,” I croaked.

“Yes, ma’am,” the monitor responded then went silent. After a few minutes ticked by a nurse knocked and entered my room.

“Hello, I’m Nurse Watts, and I’m your RN for the evening.” She looked at me pityingly, like I was something to be consoled and pitied, which I really fucking detested. She thumbed through some paperwork and asked with a visible smirk on her ugly face,

“Morticia, right, like The Addam’s Family?

“Yup, just like that,” I rudely retorted.

“My piece of shit stepdad wanted it to be Elvira, but he said my titties weren’t big enough.”

Nurse Watts stared at me dumbfounded, began to blush, and started chewing her bottom lip nervously, which is what I wanted anyway.

“Enough of the small talk, Watts, what’s wrong with me?” I asked vehemently.

“Uh, I’ll send in the Doctor, I’m sure he can explain everything better than I ever could,” replied Nurse Watts. And with that, she quickly scampered from my room like a cowardly mouse running from a tomcat.

[image: image-placeholder]

About an hour later, an age spot covered, archaic excuse for a man tottered into my room as I stared vacantly at the Dr. Phil show that played on the TV. I had given up on the old bastard even showing up, but here he was in all his mummified glory. I momentarily gazed in his direction before averting my eyes back to the television, let him sweat, I thought icily.

Phil was trying to scold this girl for her shitty attitude towards her family while she sneered and mugged for the camera like some ridiculous TV villain. Her name was Danielle Bregoli. The girl who became a meme for the “Cash me outside” remark. I liked how smug and shitty she was treating her mother, the stupid audience, and especially that dickweed, Dr. Phil.

My doctor stood there shuffling his feet and nervously fingering his tie. I did not even acknowledge him for a full minute.

I gave him a brusque glare and said in my bitchiest tone, “Well, Doc, are you going to stand there all day like a bump on a log or are you going to tell me what the Hell is going on with me?”

“Hello, Morticia,” He said in a startled, feebly old man voice. “I’m Dr. McHardy, I was told you asked for me,” he said dumbly. I looked at him like he was an insane, homeless man wallowing in his own piss and shit for fun and said in a haughty voice,

“Of course, I asked for you idiot, who else should I ask for, Zac Efron?” I spat. “I need to know what’s wrong with me, my stomach, and pussy are killing me. I feel like a fucking tiger raped me down there.”

“Yes, that’s from the Sepsis, young lady,” the Doctor intoned as he furiously polished his spectacles to keep his trembling hands busy. “It was an uphill battle last night, but I’m confident we’ve got you back onto the road to recovery,” He said with faux enthusiasm.

“But to answer your original query, Morticia, all of those foul substances we extracted from your vaginal cavity were extremely, how should I put this…ill-advised to say the least. It caused numerous chemicals to be released into your bloodstream to fight the trauma you were doing to it,” droned Dr. McHardy.

“But, in doing so,” he continued, “It also caused a cascade of changes that heavily damaged multiple organs inside of you, thus causing them to fail. You were awfully close to death when you were brought in, so consider yourself incredibly lucky, young lady,” the Dr. chastised. “We were eventually able to get everything under control and stopped the infection, saving your life,” He beamed brightly like the Sun in obvious pride.

I looked at him like I had razor sharp daggers for eyes. I mentally willed those daggers to shoot out and cut his pompous ass to ribbons like I was Carrie White or something. He nervously fingered his stethoscope as we both drank in the awkward silence. His pager started going off with gave him a visibly ecstatic joy, as he could now escape my off-putting presence. He quickly glanced at the beeper and cheerfully announced to no one in particular,

“Well, duty calls, Page the nurse’s station if you need anything else, okay, Morticia?”

And with that he quickly fled from my room like he committed a bank heist or some shit like that. I rolled my eyes as he ran off like the cowardly buffoon he was.

I knew I would be okay because I’m too weird to live, too rare to die. I had buried an important and vital part of myself that I thought was too heinous to share with the world, but I was only pretending yet again. The part of me that I was hiding was the real Morticia Maggot. Why would I suffer in a forced made prison of the mind for people that could give a shit less about me?

The version of myself that I was portraying was like a character in a shitty movie. I was playing the faker for almost all my life but no more. If I am nothing but a cancer to this world, then I shall devour the healthy, clean flesh only to leave it blackened and diseased once I have sated my bloodlust.

I am a sick, demented creature that flourishes when I commit atrocities to myself as well as others. After I immolated my false self, I rose from the ashes like a mighty Phoenix, born anew. I know the path I must take from now on. I must push the boundaries to the limits in terms of human debasement and suffering. I must go beyond the realm of acceptable behavior and delve deep into the world of sadomasochism and debauchery. I want a massive body count by the time I shuffle off from this mortal coil.

I cannot sedate all the things I hate any longer. Destruction is the only way to conduct myself from this moment on. I felt like a female modern-day Alex DeLarge from A Clockwork Orange after having the effects of the Ludovico Technique reversed. All it took was nearly killing myself to miraculously bring me back to life.

“I was cured all right,” I said. My voice dripping with a poisonous malice.

I smiled to myself knowing that things were going to get damned horrific once I was released from the Hospital. In fact, I already have hatched a plan upon my release from here, to appease my newfound bloodlust. Trust me, if you think what I have told you so far was wicked, then pardon the cliché, but you ain’t seen anything yet.

But for now, I need to get some rest and build my strength back up, so that is going to have to be a tale for another day. I, for one, cannot wait to share it with you.
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Stay tuned for Episode 2 coming soon! …
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