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There was nothing barbaric going on at the underground hospital.
From the outside everything looked ok. But from the inside, it was
another thing.

 

It all began during the time of Zola the Great. Zola and his
warriors were able to create something sinister. Something that was
so evil, it had to be kept underground.

 

They knew that if it was ever known what they did to their
prisoners of war. It would completely destroy their reputation.

 

The first prisoners were those taken from the small village of
Yolanda. Innocent young men were tied up and dragged along the
ground. Women were carried on horseback, kicking and screaming as
the strong warriors held them down.

 

When they arrived at ground Z, the men were forced to dig. The
women were used as slaves. They were raped and beaten. If they
refused to carry out their sordid demands they would be killed.

 

Each conquest across the region of Yolinda meant more men and
women were sent to ground Z. The men had to dig deep. The women had
to serve the warriors. It was a vicious circle.

 

The men were brutally tortured by warriors hitting their lower
legs and knees with metal rods. Many of the men had warriors
standing on their genitals for over ten minutes. They were in so
much pain that made it impossible to do any work. A number of men
had water bottles tied to their genitals to torture them
further.

 

The men had no choice but to work hard to construct this
building. The hole they dug soon became deep enough to add the
foundations. The entrance was created. Wooden beams and iron was
used to seal the walls and floor.

 

Everything had to be built using metal. There were no windows.
There was nothing except cold and emptiness.

 

The construction had to be kept a secret. Each room had either
metal bars or an iron door with a port hole. There was no
escape.

 

There were metal chains, metal beds, an iron maiden, head
crusher, saw, and wheel. There were no comforts. There were no
toilets for human waste. There was nothing that resembled humanity.
It was the new hell.

 

It took ten years for the hospital to be constructed. Zola the
Great was very happy with this new construction. Finally he was now
able to carry out his fantasies. His men also felt the same.

 

The start of pure evil had just begun. Several of his men were
trained in barbaric torture. Women were trained too. The training
was a secret, and was carried out during the construction.

 

The training would consist of men and women squatting in
uncomfortable positions. If they refused they were kicked and
punched. Their painful screams could be heard every now and then
around the construction site. The trainees pretended that they were
oblivious to the screams, as if they didn't hear them. They would
continue the torture.

 

Many people had their legs and arms tied up and they were
screaming constantly from the agonizing pain. They would also
defecate and urinate. The warriors and the trainees would just
watch and laugh.

 

The trainees were also ordered to beat women by punching them in
the face, until the whole face was bruised. They would then kick,
punch, pinch or pull their hair. As a result of this torture many
had their teeth knocked out; some were disabled and still others
were left with chronic pain.

 

The men were only allowed to sleep for two to four hours a day
during the construction of the underground hospital. The women
endured torture such as being forced to stand or squat for extended
periods of time.

 

The trainees pulled their eyelids, pinched their flesh, and
swore and insulted them day in and day out. Even if the men or
women were sick, they would still be subjected to the torture.

 

The trainee torturers would starve the men and women. They
caused in fighting and killed each other for food. This continued
in the hospital. Even after its construction.

 

This pleased Zola the Great. He knew that this was the start of
something that would last for centuries.

 

The children who were born out of women being brutally raped
were also trained from the age of sixteen. It was a success. Hell
had been created.

 

‘What happened at this hospital?’

 

‘Why was this hospital so evil?’

 

‘What was its purpose?’

 

Its purpose was to see how man could suffer. It was the new hell
in an evolving world. No men and women were safe. The men and women
were subjected to torture twenty-four hours a day everyday. The
kind of torture we could never imagine.

 

Once one entered into this hospital, there was no escape. It was
to become their home for eternity.

 

*****

 

Centuries had now passed. The sick goings on in the underground
hospital was too much to stomach.

 

The instruments of torture that were used had parts of dead
flesh on them. The many metal chairs would see the naked prisoner
seated in such a position that any movement meant that the metal
pins would stick into the skin. These chairs were equipped with
spines and helped to immobilize the victim.

 

Many tortures preferred the iron maiden. The reasons for this
were the victim was placed in the sarcophagus where the body
suffers injury from sharp metal spines. These metal spines were
located inside but located in such a way that no vital organs were
hurt. This allowed the torturers to keep their victim in there for
three days. Then they had to find other methods of torture.

The wheel was preferred by others. The wheel would fracture most
of the victim’s bones and joints.  It meant that the torturers
were exempt from doing any work afterwards. It only allowed for the
head crusher to finish the work for them.

The head crushers function was to place the victim's chin on the
metal base, then place the cap screw device on the head. First, the
teeth and jaw was crusher. The torturer would increase more
pressure until the brain tissue began to flow from the skull. This
led to instant death.

Yet for one of the youngsters residing in the hospital, this was
too much to take. She knew she just had to get out. She couldn’t
stand the screaming that went on, as barbaric instruments of
torture were applied.

Men who were tied up in chains naked would be raped by men.
Women were raped by women, men by women and women by men. Any acts
of sexual fantasy were the norm.

Yet for the young women called Yola, this made her violently
ill. She saw women being hacked to death after they were served.
She saw men brutally beaten. Then their parts trod on before being
hacked off.

The torture would last twenty-four hours with out a break. There
was no rest from it.

‘What am I doing here?’ she often thought.

She wasn’t alone. There were others who also thought the
same.

A young man called Yol also felt the same. Yola had a close
friendship with him. They were forbidden to tell each other how
they felt, and what they felt.

‘I can’t stand it here.’ She often exclaimed to Yol when they
were tidying up the remains of human corpses.

‘I can’t either.’

‘We must find a way of escaping,’ she said.

Yol agreeing with her looked into this possibility already. It
would take a lot of effort to find the way out.

‘There must be a way out, men and women are constantly bought in
here.’

The construction of the hospital made it impossible to exit. The
only way out was to cut the iron. That was impossible without the
proper tools to do the job, and without getting noticed.

The entrance was sealed with iron. Only one person knew where
this was. He had the plans. He also went out into the world to find
young women and men to bring them into the hospital.

‘You have to ask the men who arrive,’ suggested Yol.

‘I will with the women.’

The deal was done. Yol and Yola had made a pact. They had to
escape.

Yola wasn’t happy about using torture as a way of getting
information that she wanted.

Yet little did she know that these men and women were often
blind folded, except for one. It was just finding this one person.
It wasn’t going to be easy.

It was their determination to leave the life underground. That
drove them into carrying out the sordid acts.

‘Yol found the prettiest woman tied up in chains.

‘You’ve just arrived?’ he asked.

‘Yes.’

‘If you co-operate I will get you out of here.’

The young woman was afraid. She couldn’t remember how she got to
the underground hospital. It all happened all too quickly.

*****

A few days earlier she had been picking apples from the trees in
the orchard, when a man approached her.

‘If you come with me I will make you rich,’ he said.

The young woman coming from a poor background accepted his
proposition.

‘Ok.’ She quivered.

He then took hold of her into his arms and kissed her.

‘Do you like this?’ he asked.

‘Mmm,’ she sighed as he continued.

She didn’t fancy him at all. The way he touched her made her
feel special. He knew that she wanted more.

 The apples watching below became mesmerized by the sound
of what was going on.

The act was soon finished. The man dressed in black, wearing
dark glasses, a trilby hat, cleanly shaven took her.

 

‘Follow me.’

 

That was it. There was no turning back now. The man helped her
mount the horse.

 

‘Where are you taking me?’ she asked.

 

‘To my den,’ he replied.

 

She didn’t know what to say or think. The man usually blind
folded his women. This woman wasn’t blindfolded. He was attracted
by her beauty. Her dark brown eyes, jet black hair and skinny frame
turned him on.

 

The den was in the woods. The trees had grown around the site.
During the time of Zola the Great it was barren land. Zola and his
warriors had planted trees to hide the entrance.

 

Yet there was never a doubt in his mind that the seeded goings
on would one day still be a reality.

 

*****

 

Hundreds of years had now already passed. Generation after
generation lusted in this. The place which held no barriers in
anything was still in operation. It was a place where human
experiments would take place. A place where there was no pain, no
gain. It was complete torture.

 

Hitler could only have dreamt of a place like this. His torture
camps were similar. The idea of complete human destruction never
lasted as long as the hospital.

 

The young women taken by the man didn’t really understand who he
was. She didn’t care. The idea of making her special was
enough.

 

‘Wait here,’ he said.

 

The young women nodded her head. She saw the man walk five
metres in front of her.

 

‘What am I doing here?’ she thought. ‘I don’t know him.’

 

It was then fear and doubt had taken over. She didn’t want to
show it, as he led her into the den.

 

He had already opened the large metal door. The women could only
follow as he led her down the wooden stairs to her cell. Once she
reached the bottom, the smell of death had hit her. And she began
to vomit.

 

‘Here is your new home,’ he smiled as he closed the door on
her.

 

The man left to get the torturer.

 

‘Do what you want with her?’ he snarled. ‘Just make sure she is
still alive. I want her.’

 

The torturer did as he was asked.

 

He opened the cell door. There he found the prettiest women he
had ever seen. Ignoring his lusts he placed a black bag over her
head. He did this to prevent her from seeing where she was being
taken.

 

He then led her into an open cell. He chained both her hands to
the wall. There he raped her and beat her.

 

The force of what the torturer did made her violently sick.

 

‘It’s not finished,’ he exclaimed. ‘The pain has just
started.’

 

After he had finished with her, he took the bag off of her head.
Leaving her chained to the wall.

 

*****

 

News quickly spread about this woman. It was like a virus. Yol
knew he had to find her. It would only be a matter of time before
she would give birth to a child.

 

After the birth the women would be tortured, and she would be in
so much pain. Her body would go into shock and then kill her. It
was then that she would eventually be eaten without further
ado.

 

This was how it worked at the underground hospital.

 

Pretty women were used as sexual objects. They would fall
pregnant. The child would be taken away from them, and raised in
accordance with the rules of the hospital. The mother would then be
tortured and eaten.

 

The child would then be trained to serve as a torturer, or be
tortured. It depended on whether they were beautiful of handsome
enough.

 

No love was ever shown to the children. They grew up in a hate
environment, where all that mattered was pain and death.

 

They were never educated. They were conditioned to the way of
life in the hospital.

 

The only education they received was to watch torture and
executions. Many children were disturbed by this.

 

These children were quickly disposed of. They were normally left
in a cell until they reached the age of sixteen. Then they would
become the subjects of torture.

 

It was a vicious circle. It was one that would last for
centuries.

 

*****

 

Yol was pleased when he found the pretty women. He knew that she
was scared.

 

‘I don’t really want to hurt you,’ he said. ‘I need some
information. If you tell me I will try and free you from here. If
you refuse, then I have no choice but to be nasty.’

 

The women agreed to give Yol the information that he needed.

 

‘How did you arrive?’ he demanded.

 

‘A man came to find me picking apples from a tree, and I
agreed.’

 

Yol on the look out for torturers put himself in a position
where they couldn’t see what he was doing.

 

‘Where did he take you?’ he whispered as he started to caress
her soft beaten skin.

 

‘He took me into the forest. I was led through a metal trap
door, down some wooden stairs and into a locked room. I don’t
remember anything else.’

 

‘What did the room look like?’

 

‘It was cold. It was a good distance from the stairs. We walked
down three corridors. The first one we had to turn right. Then left
then right again.’

 

‘Thank you,’ he said.

 

‘You’re not going to hurt me,’ she replied.

 

‘No.’

 

Yol then left the room. He was excited to tell Yola the news.
Yola though was occupied elsewhere.

 

*****

 

Yola was waiting for Yol when she was approached by the man who
took the young women.

 

‘I want you to guard a young woman. You are to tell me if she is
raped.’

 

Yola wasn’t sure why he asked her. The man was secretive. He
wasn’t like the torturers who carried out the work for him. He was
different.

 

This woman had touched him. He was never the emotional type. He
had taken hundreds of women. Yet there was never a woman who had
made him feel this way.

 

Yola had no choice but to accept. She wanted to escape from this
place. She wanted Yol to come with her.

 

She knew she could never tell about her new responsibilities.
Yol was being trained to torture and to rape. Like Yola he wanted
to be free. He didn’t want to do this.

 

When Yol found Yola he could tell something was up. Yola began
to explain her new duties. She didn’t go into too much detail. She
promised the man that. If she had told Yol all about it in great
detail she was very afraid of the consequences.

 

‘That’s great Yola,’ Yol exclaimed. ‘This could mean
freedom.’

 

The man wasn’t going to get the women to leave nor was he. Was
this man who took the young women having a change of heart? Was
this man finally becoming human? Did he really have feelings for
her?

 

Yola had advised Yol to keep it a secret. He knew he could only
watch as Yola’s new duties began to unfold.

 

*****

 

The weeks and months that followed, Yola reported back to the
man what was going on. She was like his spy, keeping a distance as
torturers approached the woman. Many torturers who’d approached her
lost their lives. The man had begun to torture them.

 

It was then that a strange air had descended upon the hospital.
Torturers were no longer allowed near the women. The man demanded
her to be set free from the chains, which tied her to the wall.

 

She was soon moved to another cell. It was the same cell that
she found herself in upon her arrival.

 

Yola knew that the way out was close by. Yol knew that too from
the directions she had given him.

 

Yola and Yol started to meet up in secret. Yol didn’t like
performing acts of torture. During the last one he had to saw off
the head of a man tied to the metal bench in chains.

Whilst he was hacking away, the other torture was buggering him.
He hated it. He hated hearing his victims squeal. He hated watching
the sordid acts. He hated seeing blood spurt out of the body, after
he had hacked off their heads.

 

He hated eating human flesh. He hated everything about the
hospital. The only thing that gave him any purpose in living was
Yola.

 

She was his support. Yola was pleased the man took her away from
the torture chambers.

 

The man was pleased by the choice of his assistant. He could see
that she was efficient and kept a good eye on the young woman.

 

Yola just needed to have trust in both the man, and the women
she was looking after. She could see that the woman started to fell
less afraid.

 

Time had helped her to come to terms with the life inside the
underground hospital. Yola was interested in finding out more about
her, and her life outside.

 

The women would often tell her stories. Yola could only dream of
it.

 

Yol on the other hand wanted Yola to ask the man if he could
work for him. Yola was hesitant. She started to gain the man’s
trust. She didn’t want to jeopardise it.

 

The woman soon became pregnant. The man was happy. He knew the
child was his.

 

He had to free the baby. He didn’t want to subject this child to
the hideous life underground.

 

Yola began to sense that this was her chance to escape. She did
all she could to convince the man that Yol could help save his
child and the woman.

 

‘Sir, I’ve a friend who is a torturer. He is a young man too. He
would really like to meet you.’

 

The man was unsure. Yola tried her best to convince him just to
see him.

 

‘Ok. Bring him to me.’

 

*****

 

Yola left the man and the woman in search for Yol. She knew
where he hid to avoid doing any work. But this time he wasn’t
there. Yola thought it was strange. He was nearly always there,
waiting for Yola to arrive so they could talk about the life
outside.

 

‘Where are you?’ she thought as she looked through every port
hole on the iron cell doors.

 

The scenes that she had witnessed made her sick. She had
forgotten want went on behind these doors.

 

It was whilst she was peering through one that she finally seen
Yol. She had never imagined in a thousand years that he was capable
of that.

 

The man next to him watched him as he took a knife, and played
with it on the trunk of the human body. The man was squealing in
pain.

 

Yol turned the man over on his side. Every scream became a turn
on. Yol was now starting to enjoy himself. The harder he screamed,
the harder his instrument got.

 

‘Go on bugger him,’ the other torturer shouted.

 

Yol could no longer resist. He gave in. Yola was sick by what
she saw.

 

She ran away quickly back to the safety of the man and the
women. She was glad to get away from the heart of the hospital.

 

‘He’s not available,’ she cried. ‘He’s become a real
torturer.’

 

‘Then you will have to help this woman escape on your own.’

 

Yola had no choice. She could no longer trust Yol. She just had
to forget about him.

 

*****

 

 

The operation needed careful planning. The man was often away.
The young women who was now getting bigger as each day passed
became his real concern.

 

Then one day, he found some people from the outside to help him.
The ghosts of the past were coming back.

 

The warriors had returned. Some of the warriors didn’t want to
see this hospital built. He knew that many of them had died near
here. Using black magic the man raised them up from the dead.

 

Once they came back to life, they were now zombies. The zombies
only followed one command and that was of the man.

 

‘Why have you brought us back from the dead?’ they asked.

 

‘I need help. My new born baby will die. I want to stop this
underground hospital. I don’t want it to continue.’

 

The zombies were shocked to discover that humanity really did
exist in the minds of those who lived in it. They never thought
that centuries later this would be the case.

 

‘What must we do?’

 

‘I want you to heed off any man who comes near to the cell where
the two young women are. I don’t want them to see that the women
carrying my child and her maid have left.’

 

The Zombies agreed.

 

*****

 

It was a difficult operation. The man knew that he didn’t have
much time.

 

He ordered the zombies to join him and follow him to a secret
room inside the hospital. The room could only be entered by the
hierarchy. The zombies were ordered to wear black clothing. This
helped to distinguish them from the torturers.

 

Torturers were often wearing little clothing. Some of them had
no clothing at all. The clothing that they had was often those
taken from the prisoners.

 

It was there that the man gave them authority over everything
and everyone inside the hospital. Yet there was one room they were
not allowed to go near, that was where Yola and the young woman
were.

 

Yola knew that she had only a short time left. She would see a
bright new future awaiting her.

 

Later the man returned to them.

 

‘Come on,’ he cried. ‘We must go quickly.’

 

The man led Yola and the young women out of the hospital. They
had to be quiet. He led them down the three corridors, and up the
wooden stairs.

 

Once he opened the hatch to the outside world. The woman broke
down and cried. Yola had never seen the outside world. She had
never seen daylight. It was going to be difficult for her to adjust
to a new life.

 

The man ordered them to follow him. He knew that there wasn’t
much time. He had to take them to a safe house.

 

There he found an old tree house that had been abandoned
centuries before.

 

‘Go and wait for me there,’ he said. ‘I will return.’

 

The young woman and Yola climbed the ladder that led them into
the tree house. The man withdrew the ladder and placed it alongside
another tree.

 

The young woman was only a few weeks away from giving birth. She
was pleased that her child would never be born in that hell
hole.

 

The man didn’t want to waste anytime. He went back to the
underground hospital.

 

*****

 

Once he was back inside the hospital, he had never imagined just
how much evil there really was. The birth of his child began to
make him more human.

 

He had never seen so much blood; so many human parts sprawled
around. There were no signs of torturers. There was no sound of
high pitch screams and wailing going on. It was as if calm had
descended upon the place.

 

The man was surprised. He then started looking for the zombies.
The zombies had devoured everything.

 

After their feast, the zombies soon disappeared. They knew that
there job was done.

 

‘It’s strange,’ thought the man. ‘No humans and no zombies.’

 

Yet little did he know that during the carnage there was one man
left. Yola was hiding throughout all of this. He had witnessed
zombies tearing apart humans. They left nothing in their way.

 

Yol was frightened. He had never witnessed the evil that really
went on when the zombies arrived.

 

Yol still hiding, saw the man in the distance. He remembered
Yola talking about him. He never really understood why she never
wanted to speak to him again.

 

He wanted to find out. Yol crept out of his hole, and approached
the man.

 

‘What happened?’ the man asked.

 

‘The zombies had arrived. I saw them in the distance and hid. I
heard loud screams, people shouting ‘where’s the way out? Torturers
were in the distance laughing. Yet one by one the zombies had
devoured them too. Then all of a sudden the zombies disappeared. I
heard on of them saying, ‘our work is done we can now rest in
peace.’

 

The man was pleased.

 

‘What’s your name?’ he asked.

 

‘My name’s Yol.’

 

‘Follow me; I will take you out of here. But first I need your
help in burning this place.’

 

‘No problems.’

 

Yol and the man had been able to destroy the underground
hospital. Oil had now been invented. Yol poured oil everywhere; the
man created a fire outside and lit a wooden branch of a tree. He
then used this to light the oil. There success at destroying the
hospital made it impossible for any humans to return.

 

Only the ghosts were still in there. The zombies continued to
patrol the underground hospital. It was no longer in man’s
control.

 

*****

 

The man took Yol to the tree house where Yola and the woman were
waiting for them. Yol was happy to see Yola. Yola found it
difficult.

 

She saw what he did. She saw that he was delighted in torturing
people. She didn’t trust him anymore.

 

Yol made no excuses. He hoped that Yola would forgive him.

 

The nightmare became too much as they all went about their
different ways. They waited until the child was born before saying
their final farewells.

 

Yola couldn’t face the world alone. She decided to stay with the
women and help her look after the child. The man took on the role
of being her father.

 

Yol however left them and went out into the big wide world all
alone. The memories of torture never left him. It was this that
kept him looking back at the past. He found it difficult to move
on. He missed the taste of human flesh. Nothing else tasted the way
he liked it.

 

It seemed as if the underground hospital hadn’t been destroyed
after all. Yol was still living it in a modern world.

 

The End

 

*****
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