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"Just set that right there, if'n you don't mind."
Applejack sat down in her chair, conveniently placed in the barn some weeks ago, and let out a sigh as her sister hefted the final crate of feed into position. Another day of hard work, finally finished, although even Applejack had to admit that she hadn't done much work that day. Having always been something of a workaholic, it really did bother Applejack to not be involved in the farm to the extent that she normally did, even if she had more than a valid reason to take her hands off the wheel; a precious bundle of joy that she had been carrying for some six months now.
"Woo, Lord, what a day. I’m tired as all hell,” grumbled Applebloom. She leaned against one of the barn’s supporting beams and removed her hat, using its wide brim to fan herself in a futile attempt to mitigate some heat. She normally hated wearing a hat, tending to prefer her bright red bow, but a few hours in the sun more or less made the decision for her. Truthfully, it wasn’t the hat that was the problem, but the constant comparisons to her big sister; As she matured and grew older, Applebloom developed more than just a passing resemblance to Applejack, and the last thing she wanted was for people to think that she was dressing like her, too. “We done now, sis?”
“Mh-hm. We got some deliveries to get ready for tomorrow, but Mac’s gonna be visiting by then,” said Applejack. She untied her laces and kicked off her boots, flexing her toes and letting out a tired sigh. “Damn, my dogs are barkin’... When Mac gets here, we can figure out exactly what we wanna do. For now… It’s quittin’ time.”
“Good. Thought I might keel over if I had to sling another one of them boxes.”
“Quit bein’ so dramatic, it ain’t that bad.”
“Easy for you to say. All you’ve been doin’ is standin’ around and pointin’ at heavy shit for me to lift,” shot Applebloom. Her sister frowned at her, which earned a toothy grin from the younger Apple. “I’m just bustin’ your balls, sis. Don’t gimme that look.”
“You know I’d be out there movin’ shit right with you, if I could.” Applejack let out another sigh, gingerly rubbing her belly. Formerly a pillar of muscle from working the farm her whole life, the addition of her baby added a noticeable weight to her, giving her frame a bit of cushion particularly around her hips, butt, and breasts. Applejack was never particularly vain, nor did she give much concern to her appearance, but she did find herself a bit perturbed by the practical limitations of her new body shape. “Lil’ Jacky needs to hurry his ass up…”
“Still got a few months before he’s out. Then, you still gotta recover…” Applebloom shrugged. “I’ll be workin’ this place all by my lonesome for almost a year by the time you’re all ready to get back. Might as well just give me the whole damn farm.”
“Maybe when pigs fly. You’ll do the farm proud one day, Bloom, but you just ain’t ready yet. Still got a lot to learn. Besides, you’re still young.”
“Twenty-two ain’t that young. You was running the farm by then.”
“That was different. Granny had just passed, and Mac was off with his lady,” said Applejack sternly. “Don’t get it twisted, Bloom. If Granny was still with us, better believe the farm would still be in her name.”
“If Granny was here, you probably wouldn’t have got knocked up, neither,” murmured Applebloom.
“What was that, now?”
“I said I’m goin’ in to grab a drink. You want something?" Applebloom stretched out her back, an audible pop echoing throughout the barn. "Oof… So you want somethin' or not?"
"I normally crack open a cold one after a hard day, but considerin' the circumstances…" Applejack rubbed her belly gently, as if to soothe her unborn son. "I'll take an iced tea if we got any."
"Mh-hm. Be back in a sec." 
With her sister departing, Applejack was left completely alone with her thoughts for the first time that day. Of course, she reminded herself, she wasn't alone. Not completely. Little Jacky was there with her to keep her company, the thought of which brought a bittersweet smile to Applejack's features. Of course, she'd always wanted to be a mother some day, and she was excited to welcome her boy into the world. That being said, she'd be lying if she said this was the way she had planned things going. If you would’ve asked Applejack, even six months ago, how things would’ve played out, she would’ve given the same fairy tale speech as any good ol’ southern girl. Meet a nice, strong man who does right by her, get married, and start a family. A far cry from a drunken one night stand, with the father nowhere to be found.
Applejack shook her head at what her life had become. A single mother, knocked up out of wedlock. Pear Butter would be ashamed if she knew what her daughter had become.
“Don’t you worry, Lil’ Jacky. We’re gonna make it work.” Applejack rubbed her belly tenderly, and she could’ve sworn she could feel her child’s heart beating strongly in return. She smiled, knowing that if her son was anything like her, she was bound to have her hands full. “We’re gonna figure it out, and when your Granny looks down on you, she’s gonna be so damn proud of the man you are.”
“She’s already proud.” Applejack glanced up as her sister walked back into the bar, a glass of iced tea in one hand and half of a six pack in the other. Applejack smiled and accepted the glass, taking a sip while Apple Bloom dragged a chair into position across from her and took a seat. “Did Mama talk to me a lot when she was pregnant?”
“I reckon she did. I remember askin’ her if you could hear us in her belly,” said Applejack with a sigh. “She said you could, so I had to be extra nice to you or you’d be mad when you came out.”
“Heh. Guess you must’ve said some real nice things, cause I always adored you. Wanted to be just like you,” snickered Apple Bloom. She pulled a beer off of the plastic ring, cracked it open, and took a swig. “Even when you pissed me off, I still wanted to be just like my big sis.”
“I never was tryin’ to piss you off.”
“Nah. You were just a natural.” Apple Bloom shot her sister a snide little smirk before offering her remaining two beers. “Sure you don’t want one?”
“I’m pregnant, in case you forgot,” said Applejack dryly.
“What, one little ol’ beer ain’t gonna hurt Jacky none,” said Apple Bloom. “Besides, with how much Granny said Mama used to drink, I bet she had a few with us, too.”
“If’n she did, that was her business. This is mine.” Applejack took another healthy swallow of her tea, perhaps a bit stubbornly. “And I ain’t gonna be drinking when I’m pregnant, thank you very much.”
“You sure? Last chance…” Apple Bloom shook the beers enticingly, but her sister gave no response, so Apple Bloom finally shrugged and set them down. “Oh well. Your funeral.”
“Hm. Got a bit of a headache coming on, anyway,” said Applejack slowly. She took off her hat and used it to fan herself, suddenly feeling quite hot; As she did so, the hat slipped from her fingers and hit the dirt. When she reached down to pick it up, Applejack noticed her hands trembled slightly, and it took her a bit longer to get a grip on the hat than she felt it probably should. Finally, she returned her hat to her head, and slowly looked up. Her vision was doubling, and the room seemed to teeter and tilt. "Ugh… I ain't feelin' too hot. I should probably get to bed…"
"Need a hand?" asked Apple Bloom. She stood up and crossed the barn, reaching for her sister and pulling her to her unsteady feet. Bloom slipped under Applejack's arm to support her and did her best to hold her steady. "Come on, sis, let's get you out of here."
"B-Bloom… Something ain't right…"
As Applejack took a step forward, her support released her, and she hit the ground with a thud. She rolled over and looked up at Apple Bloom, her eyes incapable of maintaining focus on her sister. From what she could see, however, Apple Bloom was scowling down at her. Though she could hardly focus on what she was looking at, she could just barely make out the disgust and despair on her sister's face.
"Got that right, sis," snarled Apple Bloom. She crouched down and stared her older sister down, beaming out contempt and venom. With a slow, gentle hand, Bloom brushed the sweat-drenched hair from Applejack's face. "Just relax, AJ. Go to sleep, let me handle things. As usual."
Applejack tried to fight it, but with each passing second, her eyelids grew heavier, her brain went fuzzier, until she just couldn’t defy it anymore. She sank into unconsciousness, but not before she felt Apple Bloom grab her by the ankle, and slowly drag her away into the darkness of the night.

It was an uncomfortably cold wind brushing across her exposed flesh that first roused Applejack from her unwilling slumber. Initially, she wanted to return to sleep, but soon found that impossible; Her back was aching, as if she had slept wrong, and her head was absolutely drumming in pain. Plus, there was work to be done, and quite a lot of it. Pregnant or not, Applejack knew she couldn’t afford to lay about in bed all morning. Her sister was counting on her.
“Finally up, huh?”
Apple Bloom’s voice suddenly jolted some memories for Applejack, rememberances of their conversation in the barn. The tea, there was something wrong with it. That wasn’t even accounting for that look from Apple Bloom, right before she had passed out. The younger Apple seemed livid, disgusted, even. The whole situation was so strange, and, after struggling to make sense of it for some time, Applejack finally opened her eyes.
The very first thing she noticed was that she was naked, stripped down to her birthday suit at some point when she was out. Very soon after that realization came the understanding as to why her back was so sore; She was bent over in an awkward manner, on all fours with her legs spread and her arms tied to the rickety wooden bench in the derelict shack she found herself in. Her legs were tied down to little metal rings staked in the ground, with just a scant inch of rope restraining her to the ground. Around her neck was rope lead, leading up to a pulley in the ceiling and secured via a metal cleat in the wall. Instinctively, Applejack kicked and thrashed, in a fruitless attempt to escape. Her display was evidently amusing, as it caused her captive to snicker, and Applejack finally looked over to see who it was that put her in this position.
“Mornin’.” Apple Bloom smirked at her sister and, slowly, placed Applejack’s beloved hat atop her own head. “Ready to get started?”
“What in the hell…? Bloom, what the fuck is this?” Applejack jerked her arms, failing to budge even an inch in her bindings. “Did… Did you do this?”
“‘Course I did. I do everythin’ round here, now that Mac has fucked off and you decided to slut around after dark,” said Apple Bloom grimly. She leaned against a cart of some sort, covered in a burlap tarp to conceal what it carried. She took a heavy swig of her beer, draining the last drops before tossing the can aside. “I thought Granny taught us to keep our legs closed just to avoid some shit like this happening.”
“Let me go, Bloom. I mean it.” Applejack was known for having a temper, but almost always had patience to spare for her younger sister. This was one exception, as Applejack was immediately livid with Apple Bloom. “You think this is funny or somethin’?”
“No. It ain’t funny. You know what it is, sis? It’s real fuckin’ sad.” Apple Bloom stood up straight and pulled the rickety, clattering cart with her as she approached her sister. “When Granny passed, you swore to her on Mama’s grave that you’d make sure the farm was in good hands. Then, you went and got fucked by some dickhead who ain’t even stick around to take care of you. You can’t run the farm and raise this kid by your lonesome, but you won’t give up either. Even though you know in your heart that this place would be better off in my hands.”
“You’re still on about not getting the farm? That’s what this is about?” snapped Applejack. “What in the holy fuck is wrong with you?”
“I gave you a chance. All you had to do was sign the damn paper, but no. You gotta be prideful about it. And since you ain’t wanna give me what I deserve…”
Apple Bloom yanked the tarp from the cart, revealing its contents; A large device that seemed to be some sort of sex machine, with a base haphazardly attached to a car battery, and a piston on the end. Attached to the piston was a rubber toy, which made Applejack’s eyes go wide. It was giant, easily the length and girth of Applejack’s arm, much bigger than anything Applejack had previously experienced. Applejack’s eyes darted from the toy to her sister, who was wearing an evil grin.
“I’m gonna take it. I’m gonna take what should’ve been mine the moment you started whoring yourself out at bars.” Apple Bloom pushed the cart a bit further, clanking and clattering all the way until she was behind her sister. The elder Apple tensed, a chill going through her as she imagined what was about to happen to her. Apple Bloom laughed as she positioned the machine behind Applejack, and lined the fat, flared head with her promiscuous sister’s tight hole. “What’s the matter, sis? Ain’t this the sort of thing that put you in this position in the first place?”
“Bloom, I swear to God, if you don’t let me go right fucking now!” Again, Applejack thrashed in her bindings, and again, nothing came of it. Undeterred, Apple Bloom continued, and pushed the cool rubber toy against Applejack’s cunt, prepping it for the machine to go to work. “Damn it, Apple Bloom! That thing is gonna hurt my baby!”
“Good. Little shit ain’t even born yet, and he’s fuckin’ everything up!” complained Apple Bloom. “I’ve been bustin’ my ass for years to make sure this place is the best damn farm in the country, and now I don’t even get nothin’ to show for it just because you didn’t wanna swallow.”
“That don’t got nothin’ to do with nothin’! You want the farm so damn bad, fine. You can have it, just let me go!” demanded Applejack. Apple Bloom hummed thoughtfully, as if considering the offer. Still, even after giving it a moment of thought, Apple Bloom hit the switch on the machine, starting it up with a whirring noise. As the machine started, slowly extending and retracting, prodding at her cunt, Applejack thrashed even harder, letting out a savage, animalistic snarl. “I ain’t sayin’ it again, Apple Bloom! Let me out ‘fore I get out on my own and beat ya narrow ass!”
“Don’t clench up too hard, sis. Might hurt yourself.”
At the flip of a switch, the machine picked up speed, splitting Applejack’s pussy with the wide flare of the rubber cock. It didn’t move too fast, nor did it go too deep, but it was enough to cause some substantial discomfort. Despite Apple Bloom’s perhaps disingenuous “warning”, Applejack couldn’t help but clench and tense in anticipation, which only heightened the pain and discomfort. The machine only teased her for the time being, not pushing more than the flare in before slowly retreating, and repeating for a bit. Just when Applejack thought she was getting used to it, another switch was flipped, and the toy pistoned deeper.
“F-fuck...” This new rhythm was harder to ignore, the speed and intensity enough to make Applejack jerk away in her bindings. Of course, tied to the bench, she could only go so far, and nowhere near far enough to escape. “Please… Turn this damn thing off…”
“Naw. I wanna watch you squirm for a bit. Don’t look like you’re having too much trouble, if’n I’m bein’ honest,” said Apple Bloom. She swatted her sister’s ass firmly, chuckling at the pained squeal and healthy jiggle that it elicited. “Be honest with me, sis. How many guys had their way with you before you got stuck with your little bastard there, huh?"
Applejack just grunted in response, unable and unwilling to respond with that damned machine drilling into her cunt. All she could do was squeeze her eyes shut and endure, much to her younger sister’s annoyance. Apple Bloom frowned as she watched her sister be fucked by the machine, before slowly approaching her cart and gathering up a few more materials; She returned with a series of electrostim paddles, each wired to a handheld controller, which in turn was attached to another, smaller car battery.
“Here’s the deal, sis,” said Apple Bloom as she approached her sister. She licked one of the e-stim electrodes, to ensure their adhesion, and slapped one onto Applejack’s abused pussy. “I ain’t gonna let you go until I’ve had my fun with ya. And what I decided I want is to make you cry.” She took the other electrodes around to Applejack’s front, giving her fat, milky tits a rough squeeze, so hard that a trickle of milk leaked from Applejack’s sensitive nipples. After molesting her sister for a spell, Apple Bloom attached the electrodes to each breast, smiling at Applejack’s furious scowl. “So you’re gonna sit there and take it like a good slut until I see you cryin’ like a little bitch. Then we can call it quits, I s’pose. How’s that sound, sis?”
“Kiss my freckled ass,” snarled Applejack.
“That’s the spirit. Dumb bitch.”
Applejack shrieked as Apple Bloom flipped a switch on the e-stim, turning the contraption on and immediately sending volts of electricity surging into her most sensitive bits. She screamed and convulsed, her muscles quivering from the bolts of lightning running through her. After what felt like an eternity, Apple Bloom turned the e-stim machine off, and she savored her sister’s pain and discomfort for a bit. Still, despite her suffering and misery, Applejack was as tough as she was stubborn, and she resisted the urge to cry for the time being. 
Never one to give up, Apple Bloom was determined to see her big sister’s tears, so she increased the speed of her fucking machine; When the large toy pistoned into Applejack even harder than before, she tensed up a bit, even letting out a wobbly, pained little grunt, but still, Applejack stood strong. Apple Bloom frowned a bit, and she strolled around her sister’s bound, restrained body, coming to a stop right in front of Applejack’s face. Apple Bloom slung a leg over the bench, stradling up until Applejack was staring at her little sister’s pelvis.
“Y’know,  just cause I ain’t fuckin’ strangers all the time like you don’t mean I don’t got needs. And watchin’ you get your guts mangled is getting me a little hot under the collar,” said Apple Bloom. She undid the button of her denim shorts and rolled them down the length of her slender legs, then tossed them forward at Applejack’s face once the shorts were free from her body. Now with nothing standing in her way, Apple Bloom was able to rub at her hot, wet pussy, much to her older sister’s visible disgust. “Oh fuck yeah, this is just what I needed…”
Applejack wanted to speak, to mention that what Apple Bloom really needed was a shrink (or if she had a say in it, a boot to the ass), but she couldn’t quite get the venomous words past her clenched jaw. It was all she could do to avoid crying out in pain and humiliation, to just bite down hard and try her best to endure. Apple Bloom wasn’t making it easy for her, with the way the younger Apple fingered herself to the sight of her own sister’s suffering. It was haunting, to see her own flesh and pain taking so much pleasure and satisfaction in her pain.
Another arc of lightning coursed through her body, causing Applejuack to spasm and jerk in her tight restraints. She let out a howl of pain, her body going rigid as the volts increased. Hot jolts of pure agony shot all through her, seemingly down to her every molecule. Her heart was going to stop, Applejack knew it. Her heart would stop right there, if not burst from the strain, and finally, she couldn’t hold back any longer; As drool dripped from the corners of her mouth, and her tongue bled from accidentally biting down irresponsibly, so too did thick, hot tears race down Applejack’s face. 
Mercifully, Apple Bloom decided to once again turn the e-stim off, finally allowing Applejack’s paralyzed body to go limp, and a soft, pathetic, whimpering sob to escape the proud and strong farmer. Apple Bloom let out a smug, derisive chuckle, wiping her sister’s tears away with the same hand that had been masturbating to her suffering. Apple Bloom grinned, watching Applejack take in shaky, uneven breaths as she recovered. 
“Ain’t so tough now, are ya?” asked Apple Bloom. She licked Applejack’s tears (as well as her own juices) from her fingers before running the sticky digits through Applejack’s dusty blonde hair. “I knew it. I knew you’d break down eventually. Such a proud, independent, driven woman, and now look at you… Cryin’ like a little bitch. How’s a baby like you supposed to teach Little Jacky how to be strong? Lord knows his Daddy can’t do it…”
“Bloom… Please… I’m beggin’ you,” wheezed Applejack. “My baby can’t take this… Just let me go. It don’t gotta keep goin’, we can still fix things between you and me. We can make it work… Please, Bloom…”
“Hm… Well, truth be told, I ain’t really want to kill you in the first place,” mused Apple Bloom, tapping her chin thoughtfully. “Lettin’ you go, though… Can’t imagine that working out for me. I bet you the moment I let you out of your little cuffs, you’ll be beatin’ my ass like I owe you money.”
“No! No, I promise, sugarcube, I won’t lay a hand on you!” Applejack tripped over herself to try anything she could to get out of this terrible situation, and it seemed to be working. Apple Bloom seemed like, maybe, she could be reasoned with. “I swear on Mama and Daddy’s grave, I won’t…”
“You’re a lot of things, sis. A slut. A bitch. Dumb cow. Hardheaded jackass, but y’know what you ain’t? A liar. If you say you won’t hurt me, I believe you.” Apple Bloom grinned sinisterly as Applejack’s eyes lit up with hope. “So maybe I’ll let you out. We’ll see how I feel after I cum.” She spread her legs and patted her cunt, in the same  way one might if offering another a seat. “C’mon, sis. Why don’t you give me a hand? Might help your chances…”
“Y-yeah. Okay, yeah…” Applejack’s stomach turned at the suggestion, not at all excited by her prospects. She’d never been with another woman, never seeing herself as particularly attracted to them, nevermind the woman in question being her own sister. “If this is what you want…”
“It is. Get that tongue out and eat my pussy,” said Apple Bloom, inching forward to Applejack, until her nose was nearly touching Apple Bloom’s cunt. Applejack had to crane her head forward a bit to reach, and when she did, Apple Bloom grabbed her firmly by the hair and tilted her face up. “Now, I just wanna give you fair warnin’. You do some dumb shit like bite me and I won’t just kill ya. I’ll grab out that huntin’ knife I keep in my truck and cut out that little bastard in your belly. Understood?”
“Y-yes… Please don’t hurt my baby…”
“Good girl. Now lick.”
A strong hand pushed Applejack’s head between her sister’s legs, and she whimpered when her nose made contact with the wet, sticky folds. Nervously, Applejack flitted her tongue out, just barely tasting Apple Bloom’s cunt. She persevered, giving a sloppy, untrained lick along Apple Bloom’s lower lips. Though her technique was understandably lacking, that didn’t seem to matter much to Apple Bloom. Each untrained flick of the tongue made her body shiver with delight, and she was so enthralled by the scenario she found herself in that it didn’t make much difference to Apple Bloom whether or not her sister knew what she was doing. She was getting her rocks off regardless.
Apple Bloom wrapped her legs around Applejack’s head, her thighs squeezing tightly around Applejack and giving her nowhere to go but deeper into her little sister’s muff. She licked a bit faster, and so Apple Bloom squeezed a bit tighter, rolling her hips forward against Applejack’s tongue. A moan floated from Apple Bloom’s mouth, and she pulled Applejack by the hair, burying her sister into her greedy pussy. As Apple Bloom grinded against Applejack’s tongue, she glanced over to the right and noticed the rope tied around the cleat in the wall. She grinned vilely at her sister, who was too busy licking like it was her job to notice to sinister look she received, and slowly unwound the rope from its cleat.
“Y’know, sis, I don’t think you’re tryin’ your hardest to get me off. Ain’t exactly feeling like 110%, like you’d always tell me to give,” remarked Apple Bloom, pulling the rope free from the wall and holding it tightly. “You better start lickin’ my pussy like your life depends on it, cause guess what?”
Apple Bloom yanked down on the rope, jerking Applejack’s rope lead with the aid of the pulley in the ceiling. As Apple Bloom pulled down, the lead constricted Applejack’s throat, and she was soon gasping for breath. Once more, Applejack thrashed in her bondage, and just like before, it was useless. So, for her sake, for the sake of her son, she had only one course of action; Applejack worked her tongue faster, wriggling it as deep into Apple Bloom as she could managed. Faster and deeper with each flick, twitch, and maneuver of the tongue, never resting or taking a breath for fear that it would be her last.
“Hell yeah, sis! That’s better! So that’s what it was, huh? Just needed a little motivation? How’s this for motivation? You want to breathe?” Apple Bloom pulled on the rope even harder, so hard that it jerked Applejack’s head up a few inches. Apple Bloom savored the sounds of her sister choking and gasping for air before continuing. “Then hurry the fuck up and make me cum, you worthless whore.”
Apple Bloom wrapped her legs around Applejack’s head once more, holding her tightly with her deceptively powerful thighs while she yanked down ever-harder with her rope. Applejack couldn’t breathe, could hardly think, and her tongue worked with a desperate swiftness to earn herself a breath. She croaked out a rattling grasp as her bloodshot eyes began to bulge in her skull, her tongue working overtime even as her face turned blue.
“Mm… Fuck, AJ, keep going! You’re almost there!” moaned Apple Bloom. Her tongue lolled from her mouth, and she bounced her hips forward to force even more of Applejack’s tongue into her eager twat. “Hurry up, sis, you’re running out of air!”
She couldn’t do it. Even as her head pounded from the pressure, as her lungs burned from the strain and her vision lost color from lack of oxygen, Applejack knew in her heart that she couldn’t do it. Even still, she tried with all she had, and ate her sister’s cunt with reckless abandon. Not for her own sake, but for Little Jacky’s. She had to try. With what felt like it was surely the last of her strength, Applejack sucked and kissed at Apple Bloom’s clit, flicking her throbbing bean with her tongue when she slowly went still.
Apple Bloom howled in pleasure, scissoring her legs tightly around Applejack’s head as she came. Despite her sister’s tongue no longer moving, Apple Bloom still bucked her hips against Applejack’s face, and rode her orgasm out while pulling down on her rope with all of her might. As the waves of pleasure slowed their cascade, Apple Bloom released the rope and slumped down onto the bench, with her sister’s limp body doing much the same. Apple Bloom rolled to the floor, and barely managed to push herself upright on her quivering legs.
“Heh. You managed in the end, but you were just a teeny-tiny bit late. Oh well. I had fun, and that’s what matters,” said Apple Bloom. She leaned forward to her sister’s corpse and planted a kiss on her forehead. “Don’t worry, sis. I’ll take good care of the farm. And when you two get to hell, make sure Lil’ Jacky knows that this is all your fault, you stubborn bitch.”
Apple Bloom stretched her arms over her head and let out a yawn. It was late, and considering she wasn’t going to have any help on the farm for the foreseeable future, Apple Bloom reckoned she’d need some rest. So, with a tired sigh, Apple Bloom grabbed the gas can by the entrance, unscrewed the cap, and began splashing its contents around the little shack. She took special care to soak Applejack's body and, once the can was empty, Apple Bloom strolled out, dropping her lighter among the gasoline on her way out, igniting the shack in an angry inferno.
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