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Greetings to all of our loyal Deadmanõs Tome fans. Over the year we have 
shifted various aspects of our image. Most important, improving the 
layout of the magazine (taking advantage of the fact we  are electronic and 
could do a lot more with it.) This edition illustrates what we plan on 
doing, and with the utilization of Adobe Professional, this is only the 
beginning.  
 
Now I know you want to hurry up to the stories, but I want to take a 
moment of y our time to say thank you to all of those that have donated. 
These donations are intended 100% towards the betterment of 
Deadmanõs Tome presence. We would like to improve how you interact 
with the content, authors, and editors. Plus, we want to design the 
magazine to your needs and desires. We couldnõt have gotten this far 
without listening to each and every one of you. And believe me, we do 
read every single comment.  

 
Now February rolls around the corner with its usual bittersweet sense of 
romance. Filling  those hopeless romantics up with a sudden surge of 
warmth, increasing the ease for those certain individuals that choose to 
take the dangerous and annoying task of juggling multiple  lovers, all for 
the end result of acting out on love and its enveloping  emotions. 
Rubbish. Those sucked into the current of Valentineõs Day may find 
themselves fooled once again. As a friendly reminder, here is an old post 
from an older friend.  
 
And, not to join the bandwagon, but the events in Haiti are beyond 
devastating. Unf ortunate to say, but the recovery may only restore the 
idea of civiliz ation, not civilization itself.  

 
Mr. Deadman  

 

 

Bloody hearts and Razor kisses By Kat  



We have not forgotten about Valentines, but rather ignored the 

romantic holiday in favor of a painf ul reality that love is only as true 
as the letters that make -up the word. When someone says, òI love 

you.ó Remember to not get your hopes up, as the person saying that 
will later play surgeon with your heart, and they do not have a license 
or the educatio n to do such a thing. Donõt let them fool you, and 
donõt be quick to label this message as a bitter-bitch -note. The 
person that says the word first is generally going to be the one calling 
the shots, they will front you with believable half -lies and so -cal led 
facts, if you trust even a lick of the mutter garbage then you are 
already fucked, and not in a good way. I donõt care how good of a lay 
he is; if you are in this for love, do not believe it.  
 
The consequence if you believe can be disastrous, and will  often lead 
to tons and tons of empty ice cream cartons and a belly that will 
further ruin chances to get another òtrue loveó. What you would be 
getting instead would be a òmercy loveó which is good for long run 
relationships but sucks in the complicated t ruth that it is the 
inability to better oneself that binds the two of you. Your heart will be 
taken from you, and you canõt leave. Instead you have to stay, and 
you have to watch. He, or she, will force you to watch the painful 
moment as they ready a meat tenderizer and go -to-town on your vital 
organ. No doctor can heal you from that type of damage, and donõt 

even fool yourself with herbal remedies. What a merry little article 
this is. I bet most that are reading this are the jaded type that feels a 
sense o f truth with these written words, but not everyone is alike. I 
get the impression that some are the happy òcoupleó type. The type 
that òWORK THINGS OUTó. For you that match that type, you could 
get rich sharing your secrets. You could even have your own ta lk 
show. However I think I might know what one of those helpful traits 
might be. Never fall for a guy on Valentineõs Day. No matter if it is 
first date or a long -time friend. Because this holiday is meant for 
people to score, sort of strange that the day i s named after a saint 
when it is everything opposite of saint -hood. So when the man takes 
you out to a fancy restaurant you ought to go, but only for the free 
food and the chance to see other potential òpartnersó, because letõs 
face it that is what the hol iday has become. You want the passion 
and romance, but do not confuse that with love otherwise the kisses 
will turn deadly sharp, slicing the emotional high you had the night 
before. His lingering presence and smooth talking could place a curse 
on your hea rt that can prove more effective than any five -fist -open -
palm -heart exploding -death -punch.  
 

The only way to win this holiday is to be one step ahead of your date 



and know full well that it is only a one -time fling.  
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By Pamela Caves 

Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 

 
 

On the shore of a star 

Below the spear of dark 

A life speaks and bursts 

Born of a dirty mark 

 

She moves forth 

And studies the shore 

Water breaking, lives taking 

Her fate that of the torn 

 

Shrouded in fog 

A murky move to her walk 

She moves about each village 

Destruction her only fault 

 

A beauty unsurpassed 

Pamela Caves is a full time online writer and editor; 
former creative writing category editor for the online 
content site, Associated Content, and is the National 
Creative Writing Examiner on Examiner.com.  She 
also has her own local webzine which displays the 
work of creative writers and artists in her hometown 
area. 
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Life and love suggest a change 

But a hurricane cannot be peaceful 

She fears her doom near range 

 

She soon settles in 

His lips a source of comfort 

But ecstasy can last for only so long 

She grows restless in the slumber 

 

Her fate sealed in 

She sweeps his breath away 

And proceeds down her own path 

Heavy guilt and pleasure sway 
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M.R.L  
Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 
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 A young girl was lain without 

garnish across the wide, round oak table, 

with her extremities spread and pulled 

tightly by various ropes to prevent any 

great struggle she might attempt. Her 

eyes, wild and pleading, were ignored by 

the small congregation of men and women 

benched around her. They chattered 

excitedly as their dining servants filled 

their cups and cleared their plates and 

utensils, as this ritual traditionally did not 

require them. 

 A sharply dressed man entered the 

room and warmly acknowledged the applauding guests as he made his way to 

stand at the edge of the table. He smiled and started to mouth a speech in a 

language that the girl did not understand. She felt sickened every time he laid 

his dark eyes on her nude outstretched form. The volume of his voice 

heightened, drawing his speech to a close. The guests applauded again and 

raised their goblets to a toast. Every one of them then stood and undressed 

themselves completely. All eyes were on the girl struggling against the restraints 

that fixed her to the center of that table. Their stares showed a  beastiality that 

caused her to cry out uncontrollably and try to violently wrench herself free.  

 

 The man who gave the speech stepped onto a bench and then onto the 

table, kneeling down in between her legs. He ran the palms of his hands across 

her face and down to her breasts, cupping them for a brief moment. He then 

continued down to her navel where he lifted his hands so that only his two index 

fingers were left to make their way down to her clitoris. He replaced his fingers 

with his right thumb, placin g his left hand on his limp cock, squeezing it gently. 

The man shuttered and started to move the thumb on her clit in a circular 

motion and stroke himself. She whined, causing the man to look at her face... he 

smiled. She stared in fear at him as the next couple of minutes passed by. He 

moved onto sliding his index and middle fingers in and out of her. Twisting them 

deeper into her every so often. Still stroking his now erect cock.  

 

 He stopped to bend his face down in between her legs, smelling her. She 



felt his tongue gently lick the folds of her pussy and her skin and nipples started 

to prickle. The girl calmed, forgetting about the audience that surrounded her 

and silently began to enjoy her molestation. She had heard stories that once 

they take someone, that person never returned back to the stockyards. Of 

course, there were rumors of what happened. Were they killed? Were they 

released? Maybe this was a rite of passage into this world. The world of 

complete luxury... of endless wine and good food. She entertained the thought 

of living their life. She had lived in the stockyards her whole life...Cows, they 

were called... whatever that meant. Their food was given to them in wooden 

troughs as wet, meaty slop and the women were held down by their handlers 

and raped by the male Bulls. Sometimes raped by the handlers themselves. They 

had no buildings in which to live and no shade from the sun, save a few dead 

trunks jutting from the dry and desolate earth. Not to mention they were made 

to work as slaves for the higher-ups or the Charge as they were known. She 

smiled at the thought of change.  

 A hot pain shot through the girl and seared down where the man was. 

She felt very wet suddenly and was horrified by what she saw when she lifted 

her head and looked down at herself. She couldn't see it very well, but she could 

see that she was bleeding near her right thigh. Panicked, she started to howl and 

scream. She could see that the man held a piece of pubic flesh between his 

barred teeth. Realizing the source of her pain caused her cries to be caught in 

her throat. The man pushed her flesh into in mouth with a finger and started to 

chew, staring at her face with a look that told her he relished it. Her blood 

trickled at the corner of his mouth and he moved to lap it up w ith his tongue. 

Then swallowed. She stared at him wide eyes, unbelieving. 

 

 A new pain, this time it was the back of her head as one of the spectators 

had crept up onto the table and grabbed her by the hair, wrenching her head 

back down onto the table. A w itch-like woman with long, stringy hair that swept 

of over the victim's face as she bent over to take hold her feast's upper lip with 

her teeth and ripped most of it from the face. The girl let out another long howl, 

the pain numbing most of her face and t he blood seeping down to the back of 

her throat. The woman smiled at her after devouring her lip. The man said 

something in a seductive tone to the woman, and the woman laid herself down 

on her back onto the table next to the bound and bleeding girl. With her legs 

spread invitingly, the man climbed onto of her and began to fuck her hard. They 

both heaved shamelessly next to the girl. After a short while, the man climaxed 



and drove himself into the witch woman, cumming inside of her. The woman 

turned her head to face the girl and let out a cry of pleasure into the girl's face. 

Disgusted, the girl began to vomit. The acid burned her wounded lip and the 

stuff started to come down the sides of her face.  

 

 Both devils got up to kneel beside the girl. They turned to look at the rest 

of the crowd and motioned for them to join. They rest of the people climbed up 

onto the table and took their places kneeling in a circle surrounding her. Their 

faces were excited yet brutal. The girl breathed in sharply, holding her bre ath 

and awaited what she now knew was her fate. Her captors drove themselves 

down at her and sunk their mouths into her, tearing at her body. Devouring and 

ripping at her with nails and teeth. The pain was terrible and she could not look 

away as she watched pieces being eaten from her middle, arms, legs and 

breasts. She felt wet and hot all over. Sick from the pain. Most of them focused 

on the main parts of her body, one or two concerned themselves with her 

fingers, gnawing on them as though they were chick en bones. They briefly 

stopped to untie and flip her over to start at her backside. She had been partially 

numb, but fresh pain seared as they ate into her unbroken flesh. Her blood 

started expanding across the table now that she was face down. Completely 

blinded by the pain, the girl was unaware of the man plunging his cock in and 

out of her ass.  

 

 After what seemed like forever, the girl finally died. Her now satisfied 

captors left to rub the stains of her blood from their skin and happily go to sleep. 

Later, the dining servants collected the tattered remains of her body and place it 

into a large grinder. The meat slopped down into a vat. It stayed there 

overnight.  

 

 The next morning, a large man came and retrieved the vat of girl. He 

carried it outside and walked across the dry dirt to a large fenced in area. The 

fences were made of metal poles at least 10 feet in height and spaced about 3 

inches apart. He walked over to the gated part of the fence and waited for 

another man to unlock and open it. Once h e was inside the fence, he turned left 

and made his way over to a line of troughs and dumped the slop into an empty 

one. Most of the others were already filled with their slop. A group of scantily 

clad women neared timidly towards the troughs. The man look ed at the girl at 

the front of the group and smirked.  



 

 "Eat up, Cow." 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
Rick McQuiston  

Donôt forget to voice your opinion! 
 

As he waited, Kenneth remembered back to when he was a 

small boy. He had received a book for Christmas one year; 

it was all that his hard - working parents could afford to 

buy him. He appreciated the gift and by the onset of spring 

it was well thumbe d ¤ albeit well cared for too. The book 

was an annual suited to boys of his age; he was 5 at the 

time and he still had it 35 years later ¤ although now he 

was loathe to perusing it. What he had liked best about the 

book was the illustrated calendar on the inside of the back 

cover. Each separate month had a colourful drawing to 

represent it. His favourite month was August. A small boy 

wearing bright red swimming trunks pictorially represented 

August. The boy was knelt down on golden sands, with a 

plastic spa de in hand, putting the finishing touched to a 

magnificent sandcastle ¤ the sun shone as a splendid golden 

orb above his tousled head.  

Kenneth never ever got to the seaside like the boy in 

the illustration. Notwithstanding the long hours his father 

had wo rked in the shoe shop, supplemented by his mother¡s 

part time earnings from the café, after the rent, the 
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utilities and the groceries were paid for, little was left 

for treats such as visits to the coast. Furthermore, after 

his beloved father had died prem aturely from a heart 

attack, Kenneth had left school early to work in the mills 

to keep his and his mother¡s head above water. This he just 

about managed until his mother died ¤ now he lived alone in 

a dank flat unable to work through depression.  

He stood watching the coach it pulled up outside the 

youth club. The youth club was daubed and tagged in gaudy 

colours and the immaculate coach took on a regal air next 

to such é such é ugliness. This had been a decent estate in 

the past; decent hard - working working - class  people used to 

live here ¤ it was a community then and not like now.  

Kenneth winced as the doors opened and out they came. 

Young giggling girls just into their teens clutching grubby 

babies to their breasts stepped onto the bus followed by 

gormless y ouths who had never struck a blow other than to 

impregnate their promiscuous girlfriends. The youth leader 

did a head count whilst the driver read his newspaper. The 

youth leader looked at her watch ¤ it was nearly time to 

leave.  

¢Can I help you?£ she asked Kenneth politely as he 

stepped on board ¤ he did not reply.  

¢Excuse me, sir,£ she said in a more assertive tone, 

¢can I help you?£ 

Kenneth stared through her with soulless eyes. ¢Is 

this the bus to the seaside?£ he asked pathetically. 

¢It is, sir.£ 

Kenne th did not continue. He fumbled in his shopping 

bag and pulled out a pair of swimming trunks; bright red 

like the boys in the photograph. The driver suddenly put 

down his newspaper.  

¢I can smell petrol,£ he said as he wrinkled up his 

pug nose.  

Kenneth del ved in his bag and pulled out a green 




























































