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Chapter 1

 


THE
PRESENT DAY - 2019

 


“We will help you with your cashflow woes, but there is a price
to pay.” The woman who spoke was mature, and yet she was mind
blowingly attractive at the same time. She could have been at the
helm of a merchant bank - she was dressed and made up in a way that
would suggest that. Sitting on a bench with City Hall behind her
and the expanse of the river Thames in front of her, with Tower
Bridge to her right. Her nylon sheathed legs were crossed and there
was this slight bounce to her stilettoed foot - the one that was
crossed over. She spoke in a casual way. Certainly she spoke in a
more casual way than the subject matter, would suggest she should.
“£50m is a lot of money. I have investors who need to be assured
that this is worth the risk - that YOU are worth the risk.”
Speaking in such huge monetary terms in an almost casual way, on
the south bank and looking over to London’s financial district - it
kind of sounded right. The man she was speaking to looked troubled
though. But then if he needed a fifty million cash injection, one
would have to assume that he had reason to look
troubled.

“Look, I know, I know there’s a payback. I know that. And I
know that this isn’t exactly a legitimate route that I’m taking
here. I was given your contact details and told that you could
help, at a price. I know it’s probably going to cost me. I know
it’s probably going to cost me a lot more than the fifty million
that comes from you guys, if you decide to invest.” He didn’t just
look troubled, he sounded it as well. He was a man, a greying man
probably approaching the latter years of his business life. He
should have been a man heading into his retirement having made
enough money to last him, his family and his offspring’s offspring,
the rest of his and their lives. To think, or to accept that this
man was now looking for a such a huge sum, suggested that all was
not well and that he needed this last big investment to make all
his dreams come true. Except that this wasn’t how it was going to
be. And he was a man who had exhausted all legitimate means at his
disposal. He was one step away from the banks closing down on him.
One step away from going belly up. And one had to assumed that this
was something he didn’t want, at any cost. And one that he would
avoid at any cost.

“Oh, yes, it is going to cost a lot more than the fifty
million. I want you to look at something for me. I want you to just
look at something and then listen to what I’ve got to say.” The
woman had uncrossed her legs and was taking an iPad Pro out of her
shoulder bag. She unlocked it with her thumb print. It had to be
the side of her thumb just so that she could avoid the contact of
her manicured nail and let the flesh of her thumb unlock the iPad.
She swiped and, scrolled through files and came to video clips. She
scrolled through what seemed to be hundreds of them and then she
pressed play on one of them. She handed the iPad to the man and he
watched. “Just watch, don’t say anything. Don’t do anything. Just
watch. Watch it all.” And right about this point there was a slight
change in the vibe on that bench on the Thames. There was a slight
edge to the woman’s voice. If one were to analyse the woman and the
way she spoke, one might be able to recognise that she was in a way
preparing the man for what he was going to see. And that she needed
to do that. That she needed him to do nothing when he saw what he
was going to see.

Hundreds
of people were around there at this time of the day on the south
bank. Lunch time in the City. It was like the world was just going
about its own business and then, in the middle of all that
normality was this woman, and this man. The man held the tablet on
his lap slightly angled up so that he could see it. And there was
this point at which the colour seemed to drain away from him.
“That’s right, just watch. Don’t say anything don’t do anything,
just watch.” And she had slid in closer to him, as though she were
just letting him know she was there. Just letting him know that he
wasn’t on his own. But that in itself was something to be concerned
about. What could he be seeing on that screen that would cause the
colour to drain from him the way it had? And it wasn’t just the
colour - there were the expressions that he made with his weather
worn face. They weren’t expressions that a man comfortable with
what he was seeing would be making. They were expressions that a
man more troubled than he was at first letting on would be making.
Or, a man who was becoming more troubled with every second of
footage that he watched.

“I don’t understand?” It was all he managed to say as he handed
the iPad back to the woman at the end of that footage. “Why have
you got footage of my daughter, and her twin daughters? I don’t
understand.” And that was a fact of the matter, he didn’t
understand. There was this look of utter bemusement on his face.
The woman was swiping through more files, more video clips, until
she came to another one. She didn’t press play on that one straight
away. Rather she took time to speak almost gently to the man. “No
you don’t understand, yet but you will. We have something you want
- that is fifty million. And you have something we want. We want
the twins and we want their mother. It’s as simple as that. We want
the twins and mamma in return for fifty million that you won’t have
to pay back. What you have to give, is your commitment to getting
us the twins and your daughter.” And there was this further look of
bemusement on this man’s face. He couldn’t get his head round what
he was hearing. It wasn’t at this point, he thought what he was
hearing was sinister, it was just that he didn’t get it. He was
trying to work out where his cash needs and his daughter and
grandchildren came into it. He was trying to get his head round
what this woman was saying - the thing was he just couldn’t. He
couldn’t work it out no matter what angle he tried to look at it
from.

“You’re telling me that I don’t have to pay back the fifty
million? But I don’t get it! And you want the twins and their mom?
What does that even mean?” There was genuine and complete confusion
written all across this man’s face now. It was like he was trying
but failing to do the mental maths required to come up with what
was happening here. He had turned his head and he was looking at
this woman as though he was really needing her to provide answers
at this point. That was what he needed, answers. He needed it all
spelled out to him. But he wouldn’t get that just yet. “You’ve got
that right. Fifty million, no payback, but we want the twins and
their mother.” There was that line again, ‘we want the twins and
their mother’. That was the bit that was throwing this man into
confusion. This was a man whom had done enough deals in the city to
know that if something seemed too good to be true then it probably
was too good to be true. But slowly he was being fed the knowledge
that there was a payback, of sorts. The twins an Amy his daughter!
But that’s the bit he didn’t get. “Look, you’re going to have to
help me out here. You’re going to have to tell me what you mean by
‘you want the twins and my girl’. The woman pressed play on the
second clip on the iPad and she handed it back to the
man.

The thing
was that nothing could have prepared the man for what he was seeing
next. There was nothing that would have prepared him for the moving
scenes he was seeing on that high definition screen. “Just watch.
No drama, no visible reaction. No-one here, walking by, sitting on
the next bench knows anything about what we are talking about, or
what you are seeing and we need to keep it that way.” The woman’s
voice had gone a little lower. She had recrossed her legs towards
the man and turned slightly towards him at the hips. Her foot just
pressed into his own trousered leg, letting him know she was with
him. But she wasn’t just letting him know that - she was also
letting him know that she was now controlling this meeting. She was
letting him know without spelling it out in so many words that she
was now holding all the cards. There would have been a point where
this man could have put a stop to this meeting on the south bank.
But this woman had been clever. She had controlled things from the
offset. The meeting and then letting this desperate man know that
fifty million big ones was pretty much in his grasp. She had baited
the hook and he had taken the bait. And it was only slowly, very
slowly that she was letting him know what was entailed in him
getting his hands on that big money. The trouble was that what he
was watching now, seemed to be separated, seemed to be not linked
at all to him, the money, his daughter or the twins.

What this
man was watching was making his mouth dry. There was a woman, a
mature woman who was in obvious signs of distress. But there was no
sign of why she was in distress at first - or there was no way that
this man could understand or compute what he was seeing. It was
just a close up, abstract, on her heavily made up face. That is,
her face, just her face filled the screen of the iPad. But very
slowly the camera was zooming out and more of her came into view
and more of the true picture became apparent. More of her just
seemed to be visible. The first thing to be noticed was the
eruption of her hair into a ponytail above and slightly behind her
in relationship to the camera location. Her hair was thick, almost
but not quite red - it was more like an auburn, a rich reddish
auburn that was startling to see in that fashion. Then it became
evident that her head was harnessed in some way. That was the thing
that made this man wince at first. At first he couldn’t understand
why this woman, an attractive mature woman would have her head
harnessed in leather and stainless steel. The further back the
camera moved the more revealing the scene on that iPad was and the
more what he saw was making sense.

Yes she
was an attractive woman but there was a ‘bit’ in her mouth. Like a
stainless steel bar that had been slipped between her lips and
behind her teeth. This bit then attached to the harness where it
cling to the side of this woman’s face. “That’s a good man. Just
watch. Take in what you’re seeing. Don’t say anything.” And this
woman on the south bank placed her hand over the man’s. She had
recognised the increasing puzzlement being followed or joined by a
severe shock at what he was seeing. There were the woman’s eyes on
the screen - darting from side to side - and wide. It took him some
time to realise that the harness was fitted with blinkers that
impeded her sight and would impede her sight for the time she was
wearing the harness. Her huge eyes with long curled lashed dripping
in mascara, blinked. But they did more than that. They were teary
also. There was this ultra attractive hugeness to those eyes, but
there were also tears there. Tears that had yet to be blinked out.
The harness strapping then morphed into the smaller strapping that
pressed into the flesh around and above the eyes. And there was
other strapping either side of the nose - that was pressed in as
well. There was clear indentation of this woman’s facial flesh.
From this it was clear that the harness was not just worn by this
woman for aesthetic reasons and that it had been fitted to her for
reasons of restraint, and captivity.

This man
blinked though. He needed to blink so that he could think. But it
was like time stood still and that his ability to think had stood
still with it. There were points at which he felt he should maybe
look away from the iPad screen because he was somehow encroaching
on the woman’s privacy - the woman on the screen that is. There
would have been this feeling in him that this woman he was watching
on that screen was in the middle of something that was huge in her
life. That had been life changing for her even. Yes that was it. He
was feeling he needed to look away so that this woman could be
afforded some dignity - if there was any of that left in her. But
he couldn’t look away. He just couldn’t. The woman’s neck was long
and it looked strained - as though she was strained. “I don’t think
I should be watching this.” He managed to get that out. “No, you
NEED to watch this. You NEED to understand.” And now the woman
sitting by him was thumbing the buttons to turn up the volume of
the iPad which had been on silent until this time.


Immediately around them on that bench, was filled with the
sound of despair. Like they were both in this bubble of despair
with normal everyday life going on around them. There had been
seconds when the man’s eyes flicked away from what he was seeing
but now there was sound accompanying the visuals he felt compelled
to watch. The woman’s nose had been ‘hooked’- that is, little hooks
had been inserted under the upper rim of each nostril and the
nostrils then pulled back to make her look piggish. These hooks
deformed her already impeded and harnessed nose. It wasn’t a good
look and on the face of it, there was no need for those hooks. It
looked like they had been added - like an added reminder of this
woman’s situation. But what was her situation? There were no
answers to that, at least not in this man’s head. Then there were
the sounds she was making. The sound of her teeth ‘clicking’
against the stainless steel of the bit in her mouth. But not just
that - there was also the sound of her breathing through her nose.
Yes there was that. But it was like a double barrelled breathing.
The hiss of her breath being sucked in and pushed out of her
deformed nostrils. And then between those breaths the sound of her
breath being sucked around the bit that she was clicking her
perfect white teeth against.

The thing
was, with her oral breathing came the drooling that she seemed to
have no control over at all. The bit would have been creating that
drool and that production of saliva would have been a constant
thing. A constant thing that she could do nothing about. Like the
nasal hooks, this constant and prolific production of drool seemed
to add to the taking away of her dignity. And that was something
that came to this man in a flash, like a penny dropping moment in
his mind. That this woman was in the process of having her dignity
removed from her - if it hadn’t been removed already that is. The
camera zoomed back more and more, very slowly and her neck was
long, and strained. But that was because she had been fitted with a
strange, moulded, transparent collar thing that seems to fit
organically to the shape of her. It seemed to rest on her
shoulders. It was a lot for this man to take in and he was taking
it in a little bit at a time. The enforced extension of this
woman’s neck - and now the clear restraining of her breasts. In
other circumstances he would have called those breasts ‘epic’. And
they were that but they were more than that that now. There was
this almost translucence of the breast flesh - like a paper thin
quality to it and through that apparent paper thin quality, there
were veins very visible. And the individual milk ducts could be
seen. The man visibly winced when he realised what he was seeing.
There must have been questions forming in his mind adding to his
utter bemusement.

“But, for fucks sakes, I don’t understand. Who is this? Why is
she, why is she like this?” And he tapped the screen with the back
of his nails. “Just watch, watch and listen.” And the woman touched
him on the arm, just to keep him attached to the real world he was
in right now. The camera moved back a little bit more to reveal the
true epic quality of those breasts. One almost had to describe them
as ‘oversize’. Almost like they had been ballooned up and increased
until the flesh became paper thin on purpose. Almost like they had
been made like that as another way to humiliate and degrade this
woman. But at the same time it became clear that this harnessed
woman’s breasts had also been harnessed in such a way that they
were underslung. But underslung in such a way that the volume of
the flesh hung over the harness. Hung over and separated the huge
breasts.

The man
slapped his hand to his mouth when this woman nipples became
visible. They were more like teats as opposed to nipples. They were
nipples that were extended, erect, thick and almost grotesque in
their blackness. But those nipples weren’t black. A closer look
would reveal that they were dark, very dark red. And they seemed to
be emphasised when the camera zoomed in again this time on one
nipple. The thickness and the length and the erection of it was
clear and it was shiver inducing. The immediate question one would
ask oneself was how on earth, or what on earth could make those
nipples like they were? But the answer was in the detail. It was
clear the nipples were very sensitive, very reactive to the air
they existed in. There was this ‘tremble’ and this ‘quiver’ to both
nipples. Almost like they had their own life support systems going
on there somewhere.

“I don’t think I can watch this anymore. This has nothing to do
with me. Nothing do with our business arrangement. Nothing to do
with my daughter or the twins. Nothing at all. Now let’s just get
on with business please.” It was as though this man all of a sudden
was in denial and that all he needed to do was put a stop to it and
get on with business in hand. But that was shock. That was the
shock of what he was seeing and the knowledge deep down that what
he was seeing had everything to do with him, and more especially
the twins and their mum. “You need to watch all of this clip. You
need to take it all in and then we can get down to the business
side of things.” The woman was talking softly now - like she was
taking into consideration that what the man was seeing was shocking
him to the core. That would have been right of course. It was
shocking him to the core.

 





Chapter 2

 


5 YEARS
AGO

 


The woman
who spoke would become known as ‘the woman on the south bank’. She
was the woman heading the cartel, or the organisation intent on the
takeover of the facility known as Hope Farm. At this time she was
being shown round the facility and there were noises, and smells,
and ‘vibes’ that would be forever associated with that place. Not
good sounds, or smells or vibes. “The answer to your question is
simple. We need a facility that is ready made for purpose. And we
KNOW that your facility is ready for purpose.” The woman smiled as
she spoke to a woman, Dr Sabirah Najwah. And there was a man
present as well, but he didn’t speak. There could have been concern
in the couple that this woman knew what she was on about. The
secrecy and the security arrangements that had been put in place to
safeguard Hope Farm couldn’t be imagined not really. And yet there
was no concern in the couple. As far as they, or anyone was
concerned, this other woman was cut from the same cloth. She spoke
the same language. She obviously knew what she wanted and was going
hell for leather to get it. There was almost this chilled relaxed
air between them that made the conversation flow easier, and
better.

“I have to say my dear, the offer you put up is more that
interesting. I could convince my investors and shareholders that
it’s time for us to move on. But tell me, what are your thoughts
about our creatures and how we have produced them.” The Dr Najwah’s
eyes wandered to another area part in shadow, and there was such a
creature there. A human woman who wasn’t human anymore. It could be
said that she looked human except for some modifications to her
breasts, and legs, and feet. And her face, jawline, nose, eye
sockets that on closer look would make her less of a human being,
more of an equine creature. But it was clear also that her mind was
not human - nor the way she shifted on her hooves, and the way she
looked nervous. The woman looked, she took the cue from the man’s
eyes. And what she could see was almost pitiful - and yet the spark
in prospective buyer’s eyes was something to behold. She liked what
she was seeing. She liked it a lot.

“I think you’ve done wonderful things here. I think the
creatures are what they deserve to be. What they were intended to
be. But we want to move things on, change it to a new level. Turn
it up a notch. We want to venture into full scale breeding as well
as modifications and rewiring of the minds in different and
experimental ways. I’m sure you understand that because Hope Farm
is established and doesn’t exist on maps, or in any formal way,
it’s ideal for purpose?” The woman from the south bank smiled at Dr
Najwah. It was like they had connected on a level and one that
gratified both of them. The gentleman was a spare part in all of
this. He was obviously an investor - probably a pervert of the
first order but a significant investor none the less. He listened
and he observed but he didn’t say a single word.

“Why don’t we walk and talk dear. We can discuss the finer
details. And we can discuss if, should we reach a deal, you want to
take some or all of my existing stock - or if you want to start
again from scratch and obtain your own creatures.” Dr Najwah, an
olive skinned Arabic woman who was advancing in years now although
still stunningly attractive. “I can keep an open mind. It would be
easy for me to turn down your stock, but maybe an extensive look at
what you have will sway me, either way. But tell me Dr Najwah,
don’t you want to take some with you? I mean you must have
‘favourites’ or prized possessions that have served you well over
the years - or are you moving out of this ‘business’ altogether?”
The woman spoke softly to the Arabic woman and the man followed
behind as they made their way from the main house of the farm into
the farmyard.

“I am moving on to other things, this is true my dear, but that
doesn’t mean to say that I don’t want my animals to go to good
homes - or preferably one good home. But you’re right, I may choose
one or two to take with me. The rest are disposable, or saleable
whichever comes first. That’s why we don’t need to rush this
process. It’s why we can walk and talk at the same time. We moved
operations above ground for the first time a good few years ago.
Once we had the local authorities and services on the payroll. That
is something that will be included in the sale - the continued
cooperation and discretion of the local public services. This place
is off the map and is invisible from the air. It’s an established
secret - let’s put it that way and that is why your price needs to
reflect that. But I can see already that your pricing is
fair.”

The two,
plus the man hovering in the background were heading to one of the
long sheds. “The creature back in the house, that was Maisie,
sister of Melissa - they were my seminal project. Sadly Melissa is
no longer with us.” And Dr Najwah paused there as though she was
reflecting on times gone by. As though she was remembering what had
happened with the sisters and where Melissa was now. “This is my
stock shed. Or should I say my current stocks shed. It changes
continually though. Stock gets bought and sold - it gets moved on.
I only keep the ones here that have suited my purposes. Maisie and
Melissa had been with me for a long time. Sisters, though alas not
twins. Twins were always elusive for me. But I understand that you
intend fully to obtain twins. Specifically twins.” The Doctor
smiled at the woman from the south bank. That woman in turn raised
her eyebrows, impressed with the homework Dr Najwah had put in.
“Yes, I WILL obtain twins. We are extensively searching now and I
am confident that out there somewhere is a perfect setup that will
allow me to obtain perfect twins. They will provide the basis of my
operation. Or should I say ‘our’ operation. I represent a cartel
but am the major investor. We are already looking at sources, and
at families that can be, let’s just say, taken apart at the seams.
But, I’m curious - what happened to Melissa. You speak fondly of
the sisters and yet Melissa is no longer with you?”

And this
time it was the woman’s turn to smile. In fact they both smiled.
They were of the same mindset it was easy to see. “Ah a woman after
my own heart - there is nothing quite like seeing the despair and
sexual subjugation that us Ladies can inflict on those less
fortunate than ourselves. Or those who seem to offer themselves to
us no matter what we want to do to them. I have no doubt that you
will obtain your twins my dear. And I would be most appreciative of
you, if I could be invited back, should you go ahead with the sale,
and view these twins and what you have done with them, and to them.
I would just love to see that despair for myself. As for Melissa,
she was our first foray into breeding but it wasn’t wholly
successful. We experimented with in-vitro and similar. The problem
with that or the danger is that pregnancies with multiple foetuses
can happen, and did. And let’s just say that it didn’t end well. It
was one of the reasons that I have decided to move on. Leave the
breeding programs and all the rest to a younger, driven woman like
yourself.”

By this
time it was all smiles and continuous smiles between the two. There
was a micro silence as the subject of Melissa came and went. Once
again, the man didn’t say anything. It was strange, weird even that
he was there. It was like he was shadowing for a reason and yet
that reason would escape the woman from the south bank. “Well, yes,
our thoughts and plans on breeding don’t involve test tubes. And
yes absolutely, I’m sure that could be arranged for you to come
back for a ‘breeding show’. I can contact you wherever you are in
the world, and you can be my guest of honour.” They were heading
into the stock shed, or to be precise stock shed number one by this
time. And immediately the stench of stale air hit the nostrils of
both women and the man behind. “I like to keep them basic and raw.
It doesn’t pay to make them comfortable. I like to ensure that they
know there is no hope for them even at Hope Farm. I love the irony
of this place’s name, don’t you my dear?” And now the woman from
the south bank was looking down the alleyway of individual stalls
on either side. The shed wasn’t fully stocked, but it was
adequately so. They walked down the middle, looking from side to
side.

“Yes I have to admit, Hope Farm is an ingenious name for all
sorts of reason. But the tag line, ‘hope where there is no hope’ is
simple and yet breath-taking when we take into consideration what
happens here.” And the woman from the south back was smiling again.
She paused to look into a stall and Dr Najwah paused with her. As
they peered over a steel swing gate there was a red headed woman
come girl in there. Determining her age was not an easy thing to
do. Things had been done to her - she had been changed and it was
hard to pin those changes down but it was hard to determine an age
as well. “This was one destined to be completely hairless, but that
hair, I just didn’t want to get rid of it. Its stunning don’t you
think?” And Dr Najwah was right - the red hair on this girl was not
only natural it really was breathtakingly stunning. “It really is
stunning. It kind of highlights her doesn’t it?” As the woman from
the south bank spoke the red head was adjusting herself in the
stall, first she was standing to an almost Amazonian height that
was helped by the ‘procedure’ that had been applied to her lower
legs and feet. Some kind of surgery had taken place - some kind of
surgery that altered this girl or woman’s centre of gravity so that
she had to stand pretty much on her own tip-toes in order to stand
at all.

And that
tip-toes stance provided a suggestive gate to the way she stood and
the way she moved. And then this creature got down to a squat. She
got down to squat but her eyes remained on Dr Najwah all the time.
And those same eyes flicked every few seconds to the other woman.
“I teach them to live without dignity. I teach them very early that
this is the best way for them to be. That this is the best way for
them to get through their lives as they stand now.” And with that
the red head was gushing urine in her stall. She had needed to
empty her bladder and she was doing that in full view of Dr Najwah
and the woman from the south bank. That woman watched. She just
watched transfixed this red head pissing in her own stall. The
stall effectively where she had to live. “I think Dr Najwah, you
have done a more than excellent job. And I like that, making them
live without dignity. I like that a lot. I notice though, you don’t
say you want them to live and exist without dignity AND pride?” The
woman was smiling and in the background was this noise, this gush
and this dripping of urine from the redhead.

“No, I kind of struggled with that one. Maybe that’s one that I
will leave for you. I taught them, trained them to live without
dignity simply because they would never have dignity again, in
their lives. But I didn’t necessarily think they should be without
pride. I have this ‘thing’ where I could do these despicable things
to them and with them, and that possibly they should have the
opportunity to carry that indignity with ‘pride’, if that makes
sense my dear?” Dr Najwash smile was stunning and full of perfect
over white teeth against olive skin and red lips. “That actually
makes perfect sense. And your premise is an exciting one. It
excites me for sure. No dignity and yet trained to carry themselves
and suffer with pride. Yes I like that. The only bit I don’t like,
or have an issue with, is that the pride thing is down to them.
Pride is a positive for them - something that they can keep.
Something that at times of absolute despair, will make them feel a
little better about themselves. And that is the bit I don’t really
like, if I’m honest. If that makes sense to you Dr Najwah?” Again
the woman was smiling as she spoke. it was like they were batting
each other’s thoughts and beliefs back and forth.

“That absolutely does make perfect sense my dear. And maybe
this is where you come in. Maybe this is where you are the perfect
next proprietor of Hope Farm. Maybe you ARE the one to take it to
the next level - to take the creatures to the next level. I’ve done
my bit and run things my way for many years and now it’s going to
take someone like you to make progress here. You know what it’s
like out there - people, perverts want something different. They
need something different. You know that perverts, the REAL perverts
are never happy. They always want more. They always look for the
more and more extreme with every trip they take into subspace. And
it’s not always easy to keep them happy and content. It’s time for
me to move on but you my dear have many years ahead of you.” They
took one last look at the pissing urinating red head. The woman
from the south bank took that extra little bit longer, just maybe a
second or two to look into the red head’s eyes. And there was pride
in their. Even though she had squatted with her legs open wide and
pissed in front of them, there was this ‘pride’ there. It was
natural thought process for her to want to take that pride
away.

This
woman didn’t know what she felt about that. It was a pride that was
almost a defiance as well. She knew, she would never invite direct
eye contact like that. And the thought of pride being allowed to
exist in any creature, in any victim just did not swing right with
her. “You could well be right Sabirah.” And that had been the first
time that this woman had used the doctors name. It kind of brought
them closer and the doctor nodded and smiled acknowledging that.
There was more than a professional connection there now. “You know,
what I look for, what I ‘crave’ for want of a better word is to
take ‘everything’ from my creatures. I want to take everything from
them and yet leave them with enough of their mind so that they know
what is happening to them. Tell me is that ‘too’ cruel?” There was
this pause as the three of them made their way to the next
stall.

“I don’t believe there is anything that is too cruel my dear.
This is the business we are in. We take the vulnerable, and even
the not so vulnerable and we turn them into something else for our
gratification and the gratification of others. Do we concern
ourselves that something is ‘too cruel’? I don’t think so. And do
we care if it could be deemed as too cruel by others? Again I don’t
think so. This is our world my dear. This is what we do. This is
what we must do so that we can remain on an even keel. I think that
notion, that concept of taking everything, of leaving them with
enough so that they know what is happening to them is also very
exciting. Very stimulating. And you are the one that must carry
this forward. In fact I’d say you were the perfect one to do this.”
Doctor Najwah was smiling again. That smile was infectious even
though what she was talking about at the same time was something
that was beyond horrific. There was this question, or these
questions as to how this woman who looked so nice, spoke so
eloquently and was so feminine in her voice and actions could do
the kind of thing that she did to other females let alone agree
that what the woman from the south bank proposed was
‘stimulating’.

There had
to be this notion, this express belief that Doctor Najwah had been
somehow rewired herself and that something had gone wrong with her
in some way - for her to be the way she was. It would take a closer
look - a look into her huge almond shaped eyes to see it. It wasn’t
something that was obvious the second one looked into her eyes. One
had to look for longer, one had to look for that spark of whatever
it was. And it was like an evil that was beyond evil and that was
behind her eyes. It shone through but only for microseconds at a
time. The woman from the Southbank saw it though. She took those
few extra microseconds and she looked closer and then she smiled
because she knew that she had seen it. She knew it was there. And
maybe that made the woman from the south bank feel not so bad about
herself.

There had
been times when she thought she was a freak of nature - especially
so given her school life and what she got up to back then. There
was no story behind her perversions or her cravings - until those
school days. She hadn’t been abused as a child, or gotten hold of
by some perverted aunt and uncle who used her at weekends for
sexual purposes. She hadn’t been raped, or exploited in any way.
She had simply grown up with this ‘need’ to inflict herself on
other females. She’d spent night after night for weeks on end not
being able to sleep and even trying to shake her urges off but she
never could. She had even thought and considered going to see
someone, a shrink maybe about these demons that she had. But she
never did that either. She may well have ended up in the surgery of
Doctor Najwah, clinical psychologist had she gone down that route.
That would have been useful. The good doctor would have helped her
alright. She would have seen her right. She would have pointed her
in the right direction. But in any event, she didn’t do it. She
just kept it all inside her. It made her younger years interesting.
It made her school days interesting that was for sure. She was deep
in thought when Sabirah brought her out of it.

“What say you we go back and talk a final price? And get down
to the nitty gritty? Doctor Najwah was smiling that infectious
smile again and the two headed out of the shed and towards the main
house. The woman from the south bank, her name was Suranne, was
feeling good about herself. She was feeling that she was making the
right move and more to the point she was feeling ‘excited’ inside.
That was what she was feeling was excited. “I think that’s a
perfect idea. And I think this day is going to be even more perfect
for it, don’t you Sabirah?” It was like the decision had been made
that Hope Farm would change hands.

 





Chapter 3

 


23 YEARS
AGO - SURANNE

 


It’s
important to know how Suranne ‘came about’. Women like her are not
really produced from the fires of hell, or are they?

Girls are
more cruel than boys, or so the saying goes. But how come there was
never a saying that stipulated that girls were more cruel than ever
to other girls? Thirteen year old Suranne had dragged one of her
classmates into the school restroom by her hair. And that was the
thing. She had taken time to twist the petrified girl’s hair into
her fist and then she had systematically slapped the girl into a
submission that was beyond total. It wasn’t the way that
schoolgirl’s behaved, was it? And yet Suranne had set her stall
out. She hadn’t actually said anything to the other girls that were
there, she’d just looked at them. She’d looked at them in a way
they told them that they had better just fuck off and not come back
for the time being. These were ‘friends’ of Suranne. Hell this girl
with her hair twisted in Suranne’s fist was a friend as well. This
was how she treated her friends, it seemed.

There had
been nothing that’d set her off. The girls she hung round with knew
what she was like. They knew she was weird and that she had these
bouts of ‘absence’. That was when her eyes would mist over and
there was just nothing in there. They knew at times like this that
she was capable of spontaneous burns of graphic violence towards
others. She had once kicked a boy so hard in the balls that he’d
had to have both testicles removed. But for some reason, and
somehow that was all smoothed over. It had been like it was brushed
under the carpet. But Suranne’s aggression toward boys was rare. It
was her aggression to other girls that was as stark and obvious as
it was eerie. She’d got that look just before she twisted the hair
of Lucy around her fist and then dragged her to the rest room. “You
ever look at me like that again, you’re fucking dead, ok, bitch?”
And she was right in her face. The thing was that she was literally
‘seething’ - almost frothing from the mouth with an anger that was
there for no real reason.

The girl
Lucy had done nothing. She hadn’t even looked at Suranne in the
wrong way. They all knew not to look at Suranne in any way because
they knew what she was capable of. And that there was nothing in
particular that kicked her off. It could be anything literally
anything. So although this violent girl had collected this brood of
‘friends’ that she kept around her, and kept in control, they were
all shit scared of her. Probably deep down they thought she was a
nutter or something. That would have been close to the truth. If
anything all of those ‘friends’ just lived each day in the hope
that it wasn’t going to be them that she picked on today. This day
it just happened to be Lucy. The thing was, the problem was the age
of this girl - and for her to be this violent when she was this
age, just thirteen. There was something that wasn’t right about
that. There was something that was more than wrong about it. It was
like this pubescent world had been infected or infiltrated with
this advanced, mature violence. And the kind of violence, the kind
of abuse that Suaranne heaped on her friends always leaned to the
sexual. Always hinted at the sexual. That early there was nothing
spoken about it - nothing directly pointing to it. But there was
‘something’ that was just sexual about it. That oozed sexuality -
and it was always that, an unspoken sexuality - one that hadn’t
identified itself yet.

She used
her free hand to reach under the skirt of Lucy. It was. A short
skirt by the way. A very short and tight skirt that Lucy would
never wear. But that had been a ‘rule’ that Suranne had put on her
the last time she picked on her. “You slut. I want you in short
tight skirts, all the time, is that clear?” And that time she had
emphasised her hissing order by gripping Lucy’s nipple between her
thumb and forefinger, through her school blouse and then twisting
it. The thing was that she didn’t just twist it and let it go. She
twisted it and twisted it and then she squeezed harder until Lucy
cried out with the pain. Poor Lucy had never been the same since
then. And so it was more than understandable why she was so
petrified this time round. It didn’t get easier for her as she had
been forced to her knees in front of Suranne. There must have been
all sorts of horrors going through her mind as to what this girl
was going to do to her next.

She
wouldn’t have thought about having her head pushed down a toilet
bowl and then that toilet being flushed. But Suranne had used the
grip on her hair to drag her into a cubicle and then shove her head
down that toilet. “I should make you lick it clean you cunt.” Even
the language that Suranne used was not that of a thirteen year old.
It was like the girl was possessed or something. But her suggestion
that Lucy should lick the toilet bowl clean said something about
her. It said something about her state of mind and how that mind
worked. How could a thirteen year old girl think about humiliating
and degrading another like this? It wasn’t something that sat right
in the head. It was something that begged more questions to be
asked. As it was, Lucy didn’t lick the bowl clean, not on that
occasion. She just got soaked from the toilet being flushed around
her head and face. But that had been enough to plant more horrors
inside her mind.

And it
had been the way Suranne then stood back, Lucy still down low,
standing over her and looking at her. There was this expressionless
expression on her face that was decidedly odd - scary even. And it
was like for a long time she didn’t say anything. She just looked
down at Lucy and on her with something that resembled contempt -
and yet something that was more than that. There was just something
about this young girl Suranne that didn’t stack up. There was
something about her that would tell anyone that she needed
professional help and that she needed to see someone who could
maybe get the bottom of it. But that was just it, there was nothing
to get to the bottom of. She came from a steady home, a settled
home. Both mother and father were successful in their own fields
and there was nothing, at least nothing outward that could point
anyone in the right direction as to what was wrong with Suranne.
And with all things taken into consideration, there had to be
something wrong with her.

One had
to reason that there was definitely something very wrong with her.
One girl doesn’t treat other girls like that and there not be
something wrong. So maybe she was a freak of nature or something.
Indeed she would morph into young adulthood thinking that she was a
freak of nature. And that was it - she didn’t act the way she acted
towards others not knowing what she was doing. She even knew what
she was doing was wrong but for some reason she couldn’t stop
herself. For some reason she was compelled to act the way she acted
to other girls her age and sometimes older. She of course knew it
was more than wrong and yet when that red mist came down over her
eyes she had to act on it. It was anger, but it wasn’t at the same
time.

She had
to go through the process. It was like a process that started in
her mind and she knew what she was going to have to do. It was like
she could feel the episode building up then happening and there was
nothing she could do to stop it. She just had to go with it - get
it out of her system and take it from there. On that day with Lucy
she’d got it out of her system but it was like that wasn’t enough
so she told her, almost with a snarl. “Sluts like you don’t deserve
to wear panties. No panties any more for you. And I will be
checking.” And this was from a thirteen year old girl. Lucy never
wore panties again after that day. Lucky for Lucy that when it was
time to leave that school, her parents moved away and she got out
of the clutches of Suranne that way. One had to wonder what became
of Lucy. Maybe she would resurface at a later date. Maybe she would
come back into the circles that Suranne would find herself in, at
some point in years to come.

 


Suranne’s
issues must have started somewhere. There must have been a breakout
moment. But she would never know when that was. All she knew was
that this ‘thing’ was there, and it came right through her school
years with her. It would follow her into adulthood, but it
definitely followed her into later school years as well. High
school, or secondary school as it was called in the UK was a
fertile hunting ground for her issues. Secondary school was a
hotbed and a swamp of raging hormones and emotional times. Even in
her thirties she would smile at how it felt for her to be in
secondary school. That feeling that ‘it was never enough’ became
even more prevalent - became even more of an issue. Once she hit 16
and then 17 her sexuality began to develop. It was probably at this
time that she realised that this thing she had to do to other
girls, this cruelty she had to inflict was something to do with her
sexuality. It was probably at that time that she began to think
properly that she was some kind of freak. The urges to do what she
did mixed in with the slick wetness between her legs and then the
pleasure as she touched herself down there.

It was
like this was something new that she had to get used to. It was
like it was something new that she had to get her head round. Oddly
there was no thought in her that she needed to see someone on a
professional basis. Now that she knew it was sexual - she could
have gone to see someone and got help. But she didn’t - and that
was the key thing, that she didn’t seek help. There would be no
telling if seeking help would actually achieve anything. But in any
case as Suranne began to develop into this incredibly attractive
older teen, it was all something that she simply dealt with. She
withdrew into herself more. In a way she isolated herself more and
that was safe for the school masses. But what she did was ’select’
new friends. Just a handful. Instead of having a lot around her
that she controlled like she did earlier in school life, she simply
’selected’ the ones she wanted. And that was an issue, for
them.

Even as
early as 17 and 18 Suranne was handpicking friends who would be
useful to her. And it wasn’t a case of staying out of her way and
she would pass you by in an of ‘out of sight out of mind’ way.
Suranne, kind of knew the population. There was something in this
fucked up wiring of her’s that enabled her to know everyone in her
orbit. There was something about the way she was able to home in on
someone. Or home in on the ones she wanted in her inner circle.
No-one wanted to be selected to be in that circle. And therefore
no-one made eye contact with Suranne. Her reputation had come up
through the school with her. Lucy had the lucky escape and when
Suranne found that out - found out that Lucy had been taken away
from her she had been seething with anger. She had been seething
with an anger probably that hadn’t been surpassed either before or
after it. That had been the last bout of seething anger one would
suspect.

It was
after that, that Suranne reigned it in. That is she reigned in the
anger. She simply stopped the bouts of temper and foot stomping
except they had been more than that. What she had gone through at
time were periods of utter rage and it was at those times that she
thought that she could do really bad things to other girls. Really
bad things! And that last bout of rage, when Lucy had just vanished
on her - she’d had all sorts of pictures in her mind about what she
would do with Lucy if she ever came across her again. But then she
took a deep breath. She breathed in and out in and out. And from
that moment on she became calm. The images and the visions of what
she could do to Lucy if she came across her again didn’t go. Rather
the opposite, they became more lucid inside her mind. They became
more high definition. Maybe this was the defining moment that the
woman on the south bank was born.

It was a
girl called Tanya who became her ‘best friend’ in the last year of
high school. Tanya didn’t want to be her best friend. She had been
one of the ones who thought that if she stayed out of sight of
Suranne that she would be out of mind. But she was as wrong about
that as anyone could be. Suranne had spotted Tanya by complete
chance. She had been taken by her looks - almost exotic looks. She
was tall, almost as tall as Suranne herself and she had this jet
black hair that was dead straight and so long it reached down to
her tail bone. Their eyes had barely met - just a nano second and
yet it had been enough for Suranne to make those mental notes that
sometimes she was unaware of making. “You wouldn’t be hiding from
me now would you?” She had asked the question already knowing the
answer. “No, no not at all.” Of course Tanya was lying and that was
one of Suranne’s skills. She knew when someone was lying to her.
She knew, just by the tone of the voice and the way that Tanya
tried to avoid eye contact that she was lying. But a quick,
explosive slap to Tanya’s face had sorted that out.

“Don’t you DARE fucking lie to me you bitch. If you lie to me,
you’ll be sorry. I just wanted to tell you that YOU are my best
friend now, do you understand?” And there was this mocking about
Suranne - the way she made a thing of the ‘best friend’. As though
it was something that no-one would want under any circumstances and
that was because she knew the truth on that. That was because she
knew that people avoided her like the plague because of her
reputation. But she liked that. She liked that she was ‘feared’
like that. It gave her a buzz to be feared like that. In a way her
reputation and all that had gone on before it was helping to shape
her and shape her future. She liked the fear in Tanya’s eyes - and
there was real fear. It was a fear that was tangible. You could
almost see this fear seeping out of the eyes of the pretty, exotic
girl with the jet black hair.

“Yes, yes I understand. I understand.” And the fact that she
repeated herself was a sign that she really did understand. And it
was a sign of something else to Suranne. It was a sign of power to
her and she might have been realising for one of the first times
that it was the power that excited her. It was the power that
exited her between the legs. Maybe it was all beginning to make
sense - or some kind of sense to her now. If she understood it just
a little bit then she could maybe control it a little bit. She had
leaned over Tanya and told her. “Short tight skirts from now on and
no panties. I want to see legs. I want to see my best friend’s
legs. And when I want to feel her sex, I don’t want to feel panties
first. Do you understand that?” And there was this wet excitement
oozing from Suranne down there - she could feel it. And she could
feel the throb coming from somewhere else - like behind that hooded
bundle of nerves that she had down there - her clitoris.

“Yes, yes I understand. I understand.” And there it was again
that repeating of what she had said once quite clearly. Like there
had been no need for her to repeat it, but she did. Maybe just so
that she was sure that Suranne know that she understood it. This
could have marked Tanya’s worst day of her life - for her to be
selected as Suranne’s best friend. It wasn’t just the horror
stories she had heard about this other girl. It wasn’t just that
her worst nightmares were coming true - like they were coming to
fruition. It was the fact that she would be seen with Suranne.
Everyone would see that she was now the chosen one - or at least
that she was one of the chosen ones. She would be looked at. There
would be sniggers behind her back. They would even laugh to her
face. But then maybe not. Suranne’s reputation had preceded her and
so no-one would laugh in her face. If she saw anyone laughing they
could be next. Maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad thing after all -
being the best friend of this psychopath. At least that was how
Tanya was telling herself it, in her mind. Maybe she would have all
of that protection. Maybe she would be untouchable as
well.

That was
true of course - she would be untouchable in a way. She would be
protected in a way - but at what expense? Suranne had left Tanya
with a smile and a kiss to her cheek that day. And as she had done
that she placed a hand directly on her thigh. She held it there
like she had every right to do that and she looked at Tanya right
in the eye. In a way it was like a test - testing to see if Tanya
objected or defied her. Tanya knew that she wouldn’t do that
because she had heard the stories from the victims themselves. But
Suranne didn’t know if there was any fight in the girl at all so
she was just testing her. She was just seeing what she could do,
how far she could take it and she was feeling all the right things
from this girl. But above all she was feeling the sexual thrill
down there between her legs and it was that, at this precise time
that was the most powerful of her feelings and her emotions. Maybe
for the first time things were starting to take shape for the
future ‘woman from the south bank’. This was sexual it was all
sexual. All about pent up sexual urges. She admitted to herself
that the urges were not normal and that she had to be at least a
little bit fucked up. But she would take that she would take it and
she would work with it.

And it
was there again, recognition that she would work with this thing
she had wrong with her. That was the thing about Suranne - she knew
there was something wrong with her. She always had - and that was
why she, or others had been the victims of her explosive rage and
temper. But now that she was knowing more, now that she was
understanding more herself she would work with it and she would
embrace it. Embrace it, go with it, and see where it took her.
Where it would take her eventually was Hope Farm.

 





Chapter 4

 



TANYA

 


It may be
too much to describe Tanya as becoming the lesbian lover of
Suranne. The doubt that this was this case was not born out of the
fact that she and Suranne were just eighteen years old, but rather
out of the fact that Tanya was simply some kind of ‘slave’ to
Suranne. Some kind of sex slave - yes there was sex involved. But
there was also more. There was more control, more power over Tanya
by Suranne. What it was between them was wholly impossible to
describe. It was like something more advanced than it should have
been. Like something that shouldn’t have been at all. There was
this intensity to what was between these two that could not be
described and that certainly should not have existed.

Suranne
had got this girl to be her ‘best friend’ just by telling her that
it was going to be the case. She had inflicted the short skirt and
no panties rules on her within minutes. But that had been the tip
of the iceberg. Tanya had been so petrified of Suranne that within
a very short space of time there was nothing that she wouldn’t do
for her. And Suranne was learning - she was learning as she went
along. As well as learning about herself she was learning about
Tanya and how it was best to lure her along. About how it was best
to do it gradually. Just get her into the spiders web gradually and
in a way that she didn’t realise what was happening. She was
learning that if she did it that way, when the time came there
would be no going back for the tall girl with the jet black hair.
And Tanya was learning as well - she was learning that if she
wanted to get through her latter school years that she just needed
to do everything that Suranne said. That she just needed to do as
she was told and be what Suranne expected her to be. The trouble
was that she didn’t know what that was going to be. She certainly
didn’t know the extent or the depth of what Suranne would demand or
could enforce on her.

For
Suranne there was a whole new world opening up. A whole new world
of control and power and sexuality. The thing was that at this age
Suranne didn’t know what it was about. She knew there was all this
excitement in her mind and between her legs but she didn’t know, or
didn’t understand where it was coming from or where it was going.
All she did know was that she had to go with it. All she knew that
it was something that she had to explore on her own terms. All she
knew was that in the first instance she was going to be beyond
cruel to Tanya. It was as simple as that. She KNEW that Tanya was
an experiment for her and that she was going to suffer. But she
didn’t know what she was going to suffer or to what
extent.

Suranne
didn’t know anything really other than what that thrill between her
legs was telling her. And she didn’t know that she would need to
control herself - that she would have to take Tanya to a level that
was beyond awful, but slowly. That she couldn’t do it all at once.
But she was young and there would be the need for her to understand
but it would only come to her a bit at a time. It would only dawn
on her slowly that she was an emerging sadist and that to get the
best results took time. In the meantime Tanya was her bitch and she
was going to go through ‘things’. She was going to go through
things that she won’t have thought about, or had nightmares about
simply because her mind wouldn’t be able to conjure up those
things.

 


Suranne
was stroking Tanya’s sex lips. She’d made the sexual connection
pretty clear from when she was beginning to realise herself that
this was a sexual thing. “Spread nice and wide for me. I want to
feel you inside and out.” And she had instructed the girl as though
she had every right to do that. And Tanya sat on the school desk
and spread her legs like she didn’t have any right to refuse to do
what she had been told. This was the first taste of real submission
for Tanya. One could conjure up all sorts of sadistic things that
she would go through over the next year or so, whilst she was still
at school and until she managed to get out of the clutches of
Suranne, but this moment, the moment when it became undoubtedly
sexual and when she had to spread and make herself available for
Suranne was the deepest and most profound shock to her system that
she could imagine at this point. Indeed at this point there would
have been the feeling that her world was coming to an end and that
she would never be able to look anyone in the eye ever again. This
was the worst for Tanya but she had no idea, not really. She had no
idea that there was worse, much worse to come.

The fact
was that this was Suranne being nice. This was her being seductive.
This was her pleasuring Tanya by stroking her lips. There was no
pain or real degradation there. It was just her needing to immerse
in what Suranne was doing to her. It was just her needing to switch
off to an extent. If she could switch off then it would be all ok.
But that switching off would need to come naturally. She wouldn’t
know that she had to switch of and just go with it. It was
something that had to come naturally and organically and that was
something that Suranne needed to ensure happened. “I’m going to
stroke you, and slip my fingers inside you bitch. Because this,
this here is ‘mine’ now.” And not even Suranne would have known
where she was finding the words she was speaking, but they fit what
she was doing. They fit perfectly what she was doing. And what she
was indicating with her words were that Tanya’s sexuality was not
her own any more, that it was Suranne’s. Like she was taking
ownership of it. Like she was planting those quite intense seeds
already into this girl. And yet she was doing it as she was giving
the girl pleasure. It was working out alright but it was working
out by accident. One might assume that Suranne, the major
shareholder, the future owner of Hope Farm was coming about quite
by accident or, yes, quite organically. That the pieces of the
puzzle were falling into place and that this young woman, just
eighteen years old was taking shape. That she was morphing into
what would be that woman on the south bank.

“This is what I like to see bitch, ‘wetness’. I like to see
wetness from you, when I touch you, when I stroke you, and when I
slip my fingers inside you. You know, eventually, you will get wet
just from me looking at you.” And even Suranne wouldn’t know where
that came from either, or how profound that was that she said,
‘eventually you will get wet just from me looking at you’. That was
deeper than she would have understood and yet it was something that
was coming naturally to her - again it was something that was
coming organically to her. And the wetness was coming organically
to Tanya. One could say that it was the perfect storm brewing. That
it was the perfect progression for Suranne and it was the perfect
downwards spiral forming for Tanya. By the time Suranne was kissing
Tanya full on the lips, Tanya was groaning wetly into Suranne’s
mouth. That was because Suranne’s fingers were buried up to the
second knuckles in her wetness. Not one knuckle but two. And not
one finger but three of them inside this girl and all of them
moving inside her, exploring her.

One could
try to work out how Tanya felt about this but one just had to look
at her eyes. One look at her eyes as Suranne ate into her mouth and
that would tell anyone what they needed to know. There was this
petrification there, yes there was. But there was something else
there as well. There was something emerging there. There was
submission there, complete submission and yet it was deeper than
that. It was almost like there was an abandonment there as well.
Suranne had discovered her sexual element as a natural course, but
Tanya was having her sexual element forced. Those fingers raping
her - her wetness oozing out. And that was the thing - Tanya would
never be able to say that she wasn’t excited, or sexually
stimulated by what was happening to her at the fingertips of
Suranne but she was having it induced on her. She was having the
pleasure raped into her by this other girl. And that was it - the
Suranne of the future was taking shape and it was all as though it
was unforced. As though it was all naturally taking shape for her.
Like it was happening in a way that could not be explained and yet
was obvious at the same time. Suranne, or the woman from the south
bank was taking shape by this point. Maybe she had even gone beyond
the point of return. Like with every facet of Tanya that she abused
and controlled was like another nail in the coffin of her ever
being able to lead anything like a normal life again.

But as
she got older she would hide it so well. The beauty and the
sophistication, throwing anyone off the scent of who, or what she
was until she was ready to reveal herself. Just like she would on
the south bank of the River Thames to the twins’ grandad, Amy’s
dad. But that was way into the future. That was a time that was yet
to come. There would be a lot, a lot of water flowing under the
bridge before she got established in the city where she would be
able to operate in plain sight. Where she would appear normal,
sophisticated and where she would be able to set her plans and her
traps. The future woman on the south bank had yet to think about
her older years yet - she was enjoying too much the present. She
kissed into Tanya’s mouth and she liked the way the girl submitted
her whole face to be kissed and tongue raped like that. She liked
that this girl just ‘relaxed’ her face and her mouth so that she
could possess it. Indeed that was what she felt she was doing,
possessing Tanya’s mouth. Possessing the whole of Tanya because as
she kissed she slipped her fingers in and out of her and but this
time Tanya was producing some thick slick wetness and she was using
it to slip her fingers in deeper.

And that
was the thing - slipping those fingers in deeper. There seemed to
be an importance attached to that - to how deep Suranne could slip
those fingers in. At first Tanya’s sexuality had showed some
resistance and tightness but the more she kissed her, the more she
possessed her mouth with her tongue, the wetter, and loser the girl
became. And it was like Suranne was learning this as she went along
because she smiled to herself. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”
And she didn’t exactly break the kiss when she whispered those
words. Rather she whispered them into the mouth of Tanya. And it
was the same when Tanya breathlessly answered her. She whispered
into the mouth of Suranne. “Yes, yes a slut.” And there was a
desire in that whisper that Suranne recognised. She smiled as she
kissed and as she kissed yet deeper, she turned her fingers inside
the girl and hooked them back at the top of the slit and she found
the rougher flesh of Tanya’s G spot. It was like an electric shock
to the girl. Her eyes popped open. Suranne was learning all the
time.

What she
liked was that this girl was petrified of her, that was clear. But
it didn’t mean that she couldn’t force this pleasure onto her as
well. For some reason Suranne liked that thought. She liked that
she scared this girl shitless, but also that she was able to
sexually stimulate her like she was doing. “And whose slut are
you?” By this time Suranne was using a breathy voice - but it
wasn’t one that she was putting on or pretending. She was excited
as well - even though she was the one driving this, even though she
was the one forcing herself onto Tanya, she was sexually excited by
what was happening. And it didn’t take long for her to realise that
she was sexually excited because of the power and the control she
had over her. There had to be a penny dropping moment when Suranne
realised or knew that it was the control and the power that she had
over Tanya that excited her so much. That it was that power and
control that made her so wet and that provided her with the sexual
fluids that she could feel oozing from herself.

She
hadn’t known or understood that it was Tanya’s G that she’d found.
She hadn’t even known why she hooked her fingers back and found
that rougher internal flesh in the first place. She’d just wanted
her fingers to explore all of the inside of Tanya, because she
could. She’d just done that and then recognised that shocked but
pleasured look in Tanya’s face and then she had rubbed that little
patch of internal flesh a little bit more. And she kissed Tanya at
the same time but also at the same time she was pulling back to
look at the girl as she pressed and stroked that G spot. She could
see Tanya losing it and that amused her. “Your slut, I’m your
slut.” And it was as though Tanya was being driven by the sexual
pleasure that she was being given. Suranne smiled again. She was
learning all the time. She was learning quickly all the time. Now
she was learning that she could apply pleasure to this girl and in
doing so make this girl less scared of her and more horny. As an
eighteen year old that made Suranne smile more. That she could
control this girl like this. That she scared her but that she could
turn her on so much that she would admit not only to being a slut,
but to being her slut. Suranne liked that more and more the more
she thought about it.

When
Tanya orgasmed it was with a panicky shriek. She didn’t understand
what was happening to her. She didn’t understand orgasm not really.
She had heard about it and she had wondered about it and what it
would feel like. But she didn’t know here and now that she was
experiencing orgasm. All she could feel was herself exploding
inside. Exploding with all this pleasure inside of her. And it was
like it was too much pleasure for her to take all in one go. It was
like she wanted it to stop but didn’t want it to stop at the same
time. It was like she needed it to stop or she didn’t know where it
would end. Maybe she would have a heart attack or something. It was
a pleasure that filled all of her but it wasn’t just a pleasure.
There was more to it than that. It was a pleasure that seemed to
radiate from the spot inside her that Suranne was pressing and
rubbing. It seems to radiate out from there to take in the whole of
her emerging womanhood and femininity. And the thing was that it
radiated out, and it seemed to be building to some kind of
peak.

And
inside her own melting mind Tanya was thinking that once this
thing, this pleasure peaked then it would all come down the other
side and it would be all ok again. But that was just it. It did
seem to build and build towards a peak but it didn’t reach that
peak. All it did was build and build until she became breathless.
And Suranne was smiling at her as she worked her fingers over that
G spot. She had worked out that Tanya was cumming on the end of her
fingers and that gave her another thrill. To be making this girl,
her new best friend cum like this. That almost made her laugh out
loud but she didn’t do that. She didn’t want to spoil the moment
and so she just got in right close to Tanya and she kissed her and
she suckled on the girls willing tongue as it came slipping out of
her mouth to meet her lips.

“That’s right you’re my slut. My dirty little slut.” And
Suranne couldn’t have known that her words would be having his
effect on the girl. She couldn’t have known that in doing what she
was doing naturally, that Tanya was falling more and more under her
control and under her spell. She would know eventually. The penny
would drop that eventually there would be nothing that she couldn’t
do with Tanya. So for now she just made that orgasm go on and on.
It seemed the right thing for her to do at this point. Not let that
orgasm end. No-one would know where that kind of thing came from in
her mind. She wouldn’t put it down to the beginning of a sadism
that she would develop over the years. Having this girl twitching
on the end of her fingers - having complete control of this girl’s
orgasm - actually owning the orgasm as her own. She work her
fingers over that rough patch. She pressed and she rubbed. She
applied more pressure and then less and she alternated what her
fingers did. She didn’t know what she was doing not really. She was
‘playing’. That was what she was doing - playing. But in playing
she was learning. And that was the most important thing, that
Suranne was learning not only all about this girl, but about all
that she could do.

She was
in a way, in wonderment at her own abilities. She felt the power
and the control even if she didn’t understand it. She knew that she
could use her scare tactics to bring a girl in and then use those
tactics to take over her sexuality. And once a girl was there she
was understanding that she could do pretty much anything she wanted
to do. And so she let Tanya cum and she kind of knew that it was
the first time that the girl had cum so she would be panicking
inside that orgasm. She let her peak and then she held her there
for just a few seconds and watched Tanya drooling. She watched her
drooling and she watched her eyes roll back in their sockets. And
then she brought her down from the orgasm.

There was
no way that she knew how to do this, or that she did it
deliberately this way. She just did it because it was like it was
natural to her. She brought her down slowly, very slowly and as she
did that she looked down into her eyes. She watched Tanya come back
to earth and she watched that realisation in her eyes. Tanya had
been taken somewhere else, like a different planet but now she was
back on earth and there was the aftermath of that orgasm - the come
down from it. And there it was again - that fear of Suranne. And
the knowledge of what she was capable of. Or more knowledge of what
she was capable of.

 





Chapter 5

 


TANYA -
continued

 


“So now we know what you are, slut, you need to know that you
need to be owned by me. You need to know that I own your ass. You
wouldn’t want anybody knowing what a juicy little whore you are now
would you?” Suranne was smiling as she was wiping her slick,
slippery fingers on Tanya’s thigh. She was just talking and these
words were coming out of her. She was using Tanya’s orgasm as a
control tool. She was making the girl think that she had done
something wrong or that she was somehow dirty because of what
happened. And then she was going on to blackmail her - hinting that
it would be a terrible thing if anyone knew what had happened here.
But the thing was that Suranne wasn’t doing that deliberately or
maliciously - or she was - but she hadn’t planned it. It was just
something that had come naturally to her. It was as though at some
point in the past all these seeds of nastiness had been planted in
her head and now they were beginning to bear fruit. Now those seeds
were flowering. And the words just came natural to Suranne. It was
like her evil was natural. Like she didn’t have to put any effort
into it, she just had to open her mouth and out it came.

And to
look at Tanya’s face in the cold light of day - it was like she had
seen a ghost or something. Like she had been on this high and was
now in withdrawal. What it actually was, was her coming back to
earth and the realisation of what had happened, what Suranne was
saying and what kind of shit she was in. But that was just it - she
didn’t know what kind of shit she was in. She had only got a taster
of it. And it wasn’t that she had forgot, or had her mind erased
about what she had agreed that she was, a slut, or that she was
Suranne’s slut, and that she needed to be owned by Suranne either.
That was still there like high definition clarity in her mind. And
now that it was in the cold light of day the reality of what she
had agreed and the reality of what Suranne had said was hitting
home. If she had been asked how she felt at this point, she
wouldn’t have been able to say. She would have had no clue what to
say. There would be no way that she could put all of what was
washing around her mind into words that made sense.

And yet
Suranne would be recognising that this was another key moment. That
come down from the cum. That point at which a girl may be
vulnerable and weak. Where she realised what had happened and what
it meant. “No, we can’t let anyone know what happened, please
Suranne.” And it seemed that Suranne’s earlier words had done the
trick because she smiled. She smiled directly and softly at Tanya.
“You don’t need to worry. I won’t be in a rush to let everyone know
what kind of slut you are. As long as you do as you’re told. As
long as you be a good girl.” And again the words of domination and
control were coming easy to Suranne. They were coming naturally.
They were coming to her effortlessly. And because those words were
coming from Suranne like that, they had more effect on Tanya. As
far as Tanya was concerned she was something to be ashamed of. She
wasn’t, not really - she had done nothing wrong and yet that wasn’t
what she felt because of the way Suranne had treated her, raped her
with that pleasure and then spoken to her after. Tanya was already
a girl, a young girl, just about to become a young woman, but now
one in decline.

She
wouldn’t have felt that she was in decline she would have felt that
she was simply in trouble. But Suranne would be recognising it. She
would be recognising it as naturally as her words came to her.
“I’ll be a good girl I promise. I promise I’ll be a good girl.” And
the tone and the sincerity in Tanya’s voice was almost melancholy
and sad. It was like she had been defeated already. And that was it
- she had been defeated already. And once again Suranne smiled and
this time she smiled wide. “I want us to spend more time together -
not just in school but outside. I want you to come spend more time
with me so that I can get to know what a real slut you are. I can
see it in you, you know. How much of a slut you are! But I want to
see it in private. I want to explore it, and bring it all out of
you.” Yet again there was this natural flow of words from Suranne
that belied her age. And with her words she was destroying Tanya
just that little bit more.

Truth be
known Tanya had to be the first ‘destruction’ that Suranne carried
out. It had to be from this one that the real woman from the south
bank was formed. She was making like she was on Tanya’s side, like
she was helping her or something. But at the same time and to
anyone who heard the conversation it would be anything but that.
But that was the thing - there was no-one to hear the conversation
or put the record straight. Suranne hadn’t set out to be devious
and secretive - as far as she was concerned she could do anything
she liked and no-one would challenge her because they were shit
scared of her. Even the teachers were shit scared of her. But once
again, yet again it was all falling into place for her. The secrecy
was just there. It was just between her and Tanya and Tanya
wouldn’t be saying anything to anyone in a hurry. With each passing
second Tanya was becoming more controlled - she was becoming more
subjugated. Except she wouldn’t have been seeing it like that. She
wouldn’t have been seeing it like that at all. She would have been
seeing this passage of ‘conversation’ as her opportunity to get on
and stay on side with Suranne. All she had to do was agree. The
only one of the two of them who was aware of what was happening was
Suranne and she, not at this point would have been able to explain
it to anyone.

All she
would have been able to see was how easy it was to manipulate this
girl. All she would have been able to see was how easy it was to
scare her and control her. And how easy it was to make her cum. And
then how easy it was to make her guilty for something that was not
her fault. Suranne would learn as she went. It was all falling into
place and she was learning. And so was Tanya learning. She was
learning how to survive. She was, in her mind, learning the best
way she could survive this thing was to stay on the right side of
Suranne. There would have been this hope in Tanya, when she came
down from that orgasm and she was back on the planet, that she
could just see this through there would be light at the end of the
tunnel. All she had to do was please Suranne. And there it was
again - her becoming more subservient and more subjugated without
even knowing it. Suranne would feel it - she would feel how it was
going and she would be soaking it all up. She would be soaking all
this up because it would stand her in good stead for the
future.

 


A few
days later

 


The
bondage was simple. Suranne had screwed some heavy duty eyebolts
into a door frame. Two up high so that Tanya’s wrists could be
secured and wide apart and then two at ankle height so that her
legs could be parted and held apart like that. Suranne had never
heard of ‘bondage’, she’d just wanted to make Tanya helpless
somehow. That was how she was working it out in her mind. She
wanted her new best friend in such a position that she couldn’t
stop or resist what she was doing to her. It was the naive side of
Suranne - it was her age. She was discovering things as she went
along. She had a lot to deal with and she was dealing with these
urges inside her. She wanted to disable Tanya, and she wanted to
make sure she was at her mercy. She didn’t know what that meant as
a deeper thing, but she had to go with the flow. Tanya was
immobilised and terrified in equal measure. That is totally
immobilised and totally terrified.

And that
meant that Suranne could touch the girl and feel her. It meant that
she could touch her and feel her anyway she wanted to. And she had
circled Tanya’s breasts with one finger. Just circling the larger
breast mass. she’d been impressed with Tanya’s tits even if she
didn’t say that. “Nice tits. Sluts should have nice tits.” Suranne
was making derogatory remarks because in her mind it added to her
power over this girl. And in Tanya’s mind there was a little bit
more of her taken away. “Tell me slut, are you a virgin?” And
Suranne was smiling - actually she was grinning wide as she asked
the question. Tanya didn’t answer as such, she just nodded ever so
slightly and looked down. She couldn’t hide her face because her
wrists were secured high and wide. All she could do was look down
herself. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes’ then.” And again Suranne was
smiling. “You must be wondering why I’m asking. I’ll be honest with
you, you’re not going to be a virgin for much longer. There’s
someone coming round soon - a man. You know him and he’s going to
fuck you.” And it was like an announcement out of the blue that
Suranne made.

And it
was an announcement that thrilled her. And there were hints in this
as to where Suranne got her future liking of her victims being
penetrated before they got to Hope Farm. That had to come from
somewhere - and it was a definite thing for her. Somehow it seems
rude to describe what she liked was for her victims to be raped
before she went on to do what she did with them. But this was the
beginning of the evolution. This was a marker being put down. “What
do you mean? Who is coming round?” And there was this worry in the
voice of Tanya. By this time Suranne was stroking her slit, between
the legs. She had found the plumpish lips and she was stroking
gently - almost she was fluttering her fingertips over that sex
slit. “Your maths teacher. We’ve had a chat and I am making you
available for him. It’s a secret of course.” Suranne was smiling
like only she could. She was smiling but in a more advanced way and
manner than any eighteen year old girl should do.

For Tanya
it was an utter shock to hear what she had just heard. It put
Suranne on a whole new level and her eyes just opened almost
popping with the shock of what she just heard. “You do want to fuck
him for me don’t you?” And Suranne put this little whiney voice on
that made her sound like a little girl and she was doing that
deliberately. But in that little whiney voice there was a warning
for Tanya. And that warning was that if Tanya didn’t agree to
fucking the maths teacher then it wouldn’t be a good thing. There
was this underlining tone to Suranne’s voice and Tanya would have
picked up on that. “You don’t have to worry. I’ll make sure you’re
ready. I’ll make sure you ‘want’ to fuck him before he gets here.
How does that sound? Does that make it sound better for you, hmm?”
And this was an early indication of Suranne using a victim’s sexual
desire to coerce her into doing something that she wouldn’t
normally do. Again this was something that would not be expected of
an eighteen year old girl. This was advanced sexual manipulation
that a girl Suranne’s age should not have known anything about. The
thing was that she didn’t. She was making it up as she went along.
Then there had to be the question as to was she born evil. Or was
it something that was growing and festering inside of
her.

But even
that was disturbing. That she would be able to make this up as she
went along - and then when she got older, she would be drawing on
all that experience and she would be furthering it, advancing it.
It was more than disturbing to know what this young girl was going
to become and what she was capable of. And she was stroking, and
ploughing Tanya’s lips so that the wetness was there again. She had
found her clitoris and she was pressing that. She knew where her G
spot was because she had found that before. And now she was rubbing
her clitoris. It was like she was going straight in for the bundle
of eight thousand nerves that make up the clitoris and bypassing
everything else. Like she wanted to get Tanya ready for the maths
teacher as soon as possible. They weren’t in school - they were in
some dingy flat in the not so nice part of town. One had to wonder
how Suranne has access to the property or even knew of its
existence. But then Suranne was a constant revelation and because
she was a constant revelation she was a constant worry for anyone
who might know her, or might be suspicious of her.

By the
time Suranne had been working Tanya’s clitoris for thirty minutes,
Tanya was drooling. And she was dripping from her sex. It was the
most outrageous and shocking use of a young girl’s sexuality by
another young girl that could have happened or existed anywhere.
Suranne was learning the art of control and manipulation and she
was learning it in real time. One had to say that she was a natural
and that was right. One had to give some kind of credit to Suranne,
an eighteen year old girl with advanced capabilities. And there had
to be les surprise at how she would turn out. There had to be less
surprise that if she was using advanced manipulation and sexual
techniques at eighteen, then as she got older less surprise again
that she would look for more and more advanced stuff. Is there any
surprise that she ended up the way she ended up?

“Yes please, please sir, please fuck me. Fuck me deep, and
hard.” Suranne smiled as she stood back. Tanya’s ankles had been
released and were wrapped around the maths teacher’s waist. Suranne
had worked her until she was on the edge of madness. She had worked
her until her clitoris was swollen and looked ready to ‘pop’ but
she hadn’t let her orgasm. Yet another clever thing that this
eighteen year old was able to ride out. Keep her needy, keep her
dripping and keep her on the edge of orgasm but don’t let her
orgasm until she has done what she has to do. In this case she had
to let the maths teacher fuck her. The truth is she wasn’t letting
him fuck her at all. It was consensual but it wasn’t - it was
coerced. It was one step back from rape and such an approach, such
a ‘thing’ would be advanced further along in Suranne’s life. This
was early days.

And there
had to be the question as to how she knew that this maths teacher
was so inclined to his own pupils. That was another latent talent
that Suranne had. She just knew. She knew from the way this guy
looked at the girls - the way he almost letched after them. She had
spotted a long time before she did anything about it and then she
had just decided to get his attention herself. She had smiled at
him, flirted with him with her eyes. Brushed up against and past
him in class. And then there was the day that he had touched her.
In queue to get out of the school during a fire drill - there he
had appeared behind her pressing up against her. Her looking over
her shoulder smiling all coyly at him and then his hand up under
her skirt and feeling her ass. And his fingers working their way
between her legs feeling the bottom end of her slit through the
panties. He had fallen into her trap. Not a trap she had planned a
great deal. In fact one that had come easy to her. It had come
natural to her to entrap this man.

And when
she’d told him, “If you don’t do what I say. You’re going to do
prison time.” And she had told him without batting an eyelid. The
way she had cornered him and whispered to him in full view of
anyone in the school corridor, who might have been passing was
chilling to say the least. He had been immediately scared shitless
that someone would hear her, or that someone would look at them
huddled up and think there was something wrong. But this was just
how clever Suranne was. She had been able to just apply enough
pressure, just on the edge of being overheard - just enough risk to
get to this man - just enough to get him to agree to anything. And
that had been another little bit of power she had been able to
apply. That was another little bit of power she had been able to
excerpt. And this time that power was over an adult
male.

She was
working it out that if she could apply this power over a young girl
her age then why the fuck not over an adult? She was working out
that she had this ability to manipulate and pressurise anyone she
chose to. She already had the pupil population and most of the
teachers where she wanted them. None of them would fuck with her
and she had done that with ease and with barely any effort. And
where she had thought for all of a split second about this pervert
maths teacher, she had got him where she wanted him a lot easier
than she had thought. He had been like putty in her hands and maybe
this maths teacher was the real beginning of her power
trip.

“Yes, yes, ok, ok keep your voice down for fucks sakes keep
your voice down.” And it was in his voice - the fear of being
exposed and the fear of being entrapped by this girl. She’d leaned
into him again crushing her breasts against his chest. “You don’t
get to tell me to keep my voice down. You don’t get to tell me
anything. I tell you, do you understand, sir?” And she was being
ironic with the ‘sir’ bit. And she had let her breath wash over
this man’s face. A little man really - probably one of those who
had ‘small man syndrome’. One that had to constantly prove what a
man he was. But as well as that, one of those who also perved after
the girls he taught. And that had been something that Suranne had
been on to very early. Something that she just, for some reason,
knew about him. “Yes, yes I understand.” And from that point this
had been a man easy to control - easy to manipulate. And one that
was easy to ‘feed’. And on this particular evening he was feeding
Tanya to him. That’s what she did. She teased this man, entrapped
him and then made sure he was at that seedy flat so that he could
empty his balls up inside her best friend. If Suranne was a best
friend to Tanya, god know what sort of an enemy she would
make.

 



Chapter 6

 


The
rutting and the fucking of Tanya

 


That
maths teacher didn’t so much fuck Tanya as rut her - and he did
that until his cock head was banging into her cervix. He had her
long slim legs wrapped around his waist and he was into her deep -
he was balls deep inside Tanya. In fairness to her she had begged
him to fuck her until it hurt. And that was because she had been so
turned on, so aroused by what Suranne had done to her that she was
dripping all over the floor. That and the fact that she was
desperate to be penetrated. And to be fair, he did hurt her - he
winded her as he fucked her - made her hold her breath and then
made her saliva drip out of her mouth. Sometimes he made that drool
of hers catapult over his shoulders, such were the thrusts of his
big cock.

Tanya’s
suspended wrists held her weight as this little maths teacher just
fucked her. There had been that deep breath moment, that revelation
of the size of his cock. It was a much bigger cock that the size of
him bodily might suggest that he could possess. That made Suranne
smile. She liked to think that this man could hurt her best friend
at least a little bit as he sated himself on her and in her.
Suranne smiled as this little man leaned in and sucked on Tanya’s
nipples. It was like she had tried to wriggle away from him but of
course that was impossible and so his teeth just clamped onto one
nipple and then the other. And between chews on them, he sucked. He
sucked those nipples alternatively until they were hard, rock hard
and thick, thick and long. And that was the thing, they were rock
hard and solid. But it was like they quivered with a life of their
own. It was like he wet them, and chewed them and they came to
life. And a close look would reveal that wet ‘quiver’. That dirty
wet obscene quiver.

And then
this pervert’s hands were under her and he was cupping her ass as
he drove his cock relentlessly into her. He was cupping her ass but
he was spreading her cheeks as well. And he did that a few times,
cupped her cheeks and then spread, cup them then spread. And then
he introduced his finger to her ass but before he did that, he used
the size of his hand, and his fingers to explore the hole his cock
was buried in and he collected up her juices - just over two of his
fingers and then he played them around her ass. By this time he was
dribbling and hissing obscenities at her as he fucked her. “You
little slut, take that… and that…. And that…..” And that was in
time to his thrusts into her. And she was responding. Her eyes were
rolling in their sockets and she was hissing and whispering
herself. “Yes, yes fuck me, fuck me till I cry.” And Suranne was
watching and listening. And she was smiling. She was smiling
because she was learning as well. For her at just eighteen years
old she was experiencing a spectacle of epic proportions and this
was helping shape her. This was feeding her - indeed this was doing
more damage to Suranne. This sight would stay with her right
through into her future. The man then slipped his fingers inside
Tanya’s ass, and he twisted them, and turned them.

One could
say that Suranne was a victim as well. If she didn’t have these
scenes to lock away in her mind then maybe she wouldn’t have
progressed further. Maybe if she hadn’t been a victim herself then
she wouldn’t have been the next owner of Hope Farm all those years
in the future. But no good to dwell on that. It is what it is. And
she leant against one of the dingy walls and watched that pervert
teacher rutting her ‘best friend’. And then she watched his rutting
go up a notch as he neared the vinegar strokes. But he was clever.
The maths teacher was a clever pervert. He could have cum up inside
Tanya on first approach to that orgasm. But he didn’t do that.
Instead he edged inside her and spilled his pre-cum into before the
actual full gush of orgasm. And that was it, he edged and edged and
got the best out of the fuck that he could. And as he was doing
that she was wrapping her legs around him tighter and tighter
pulling him deep and deeper into her. And then on eighth or ninth
orgasm approach he let go and that was when he fucked her the
hardest. There was this little wet pause as he trickled some more
of that pre-cum into her and then he let go with the full
load.

There was
this obscene grunt followed by a deep sigh and that was the sign
that he was offloading into Tanya. And Suranne leaned against that
wall and she smiled. She smiled because she knew that her ‘best
friend’ was taking it all inside her. And even before he finished
orgasming, there were the drips of semen escaping. He was still in
fucking motions and that spent semen was leaking past and dripping
to the floor under her. And it was then that Suranne had another
idea that just came into her head. It wasn’t an idea that should
have come into her head but it did. She was thinking that once this
pervert maths teacher had finished cumming his load up inside
Tanya, she would leave her there for a little while. Just standing
there with her wrists still attached to the eye bolts high in the
door frame. She could even re-secure her ankles to the lower
eyebolts and then let her drip all of that semen out to the floor.
And then, once she had expelled it all she could release Tanya and
make her crawl to the semen pool and lick it all up. That was a big
turn on for her - that thought.

For the
life of her she wouldn’t know where that idea or vision had come
from but at the same time she liked it. It shocked her at first but
that shock was outweighed by the pleasure she felt between her legs
at the thought of Tanya down low licking up that pool of semen. It
was an image that she couldn’t get out of her mind. And it was
another nail maybe in her own metaphorical coffin. But she was
having the time of her life and so there would be no going back for
Suranne. She didn’t want to go back. She was beginning to swim in
her own ideas and her own perversions and one had to wonder about
that. She watched that man buck the last of his seed inside Tanya
and then she watched him flop out. She was thinking that Tanya
could suck his cock clean as well. She was on a roll with her
thoughts and her visions. But then maybe not. Maybe that would be
too much too soon. But it was something that she would file away
for later. And by the looks of it Tanya was hooked now. She hadn’t
been able to get enough of this pervert teacher and that made
Suranne smile as well. Her thoughts and her mind began to wander
about how much she could do with Tanya. And then her mind wandered
back, to her first best friend Lucy. And that anger in her welled
up again. And it was a real and palpable anger. Thirty minutes
later, Tanya was crawling to that pool of semen on the floor and
her tongue was out already. She was up for it.

 


PRESENT
DAY LONDON - in a nondescript coffee shop

 


“Take a look at the photos. Do you think this is her?” A dodgy,
troubled looking man had brought up a photo reel on his iPad and
slipped it across the table to a young woman who was wearing dark
glasses. She took the tablet and swiped through the pics one at a
time spending a few seconds looking at each. “I’m not sure. I think
so but it’s hard to say.” This was an attractive woman in her
thirties. She wore dark glasses but that didn’t hide her
attractiveness. “Take your time. We think it’s her but we need a
definite identification from you. She’s gone by a few names in the
past but we know her real name.” And the man was trying to get it
out of the woman - he was not leading her but he was encouraging
her. “Can you zoom in on the last one? Can you zoom right in on her
face? Maybe I can tell from that.” She sounded agitated. Or maybe
it wasn’t agitation she was showing maybe it was something else.
“Sure, take a look now.” The man had used his thumb and index
finger to zoom in to the woman’s face on the iPad screen. And
immediately he did that, there was a change in the woman. She sat
back and sat upright on her chair. “That’s her. That’s Suranne. How
did you find her?”

It was
like Lucy had seen a ghost and that thing was replaying in her mind
again. That thing where she was trying to breathe because her head
had been pushed down a toilet and there was water being flushed
round her face. And as well as that there was the smell of bleach.
That bleach, school bleach had been in the toilet in the first
place and so when the water came it flushed that strong almost
noxious odour all round her and she could even taste it. And then
there was what Suranne had told her about making her lick that
toilet clean. And now all these years later that was getting mixed
up in that replay in her mind. Now it was as though she had most
definitely been made to lick the toilet clean. Lucy would never
forget that day. That day Suranne had attacked her the way she had.
And then she had put her hand up her skirt and told her ‘no
panties’. It was all coming back to her as she sat and looked at
that picture on the iPad.

That man
watched her for a little while. He wanted to make sure that she was
sure of who he was seeing. “And you’re positive that’s Suranne,
right? There is no doubt in your mind that this is Suranne. The
girl from school.” He sat back and watched Lucy again. It was like
she was transfixed on that picture. It was like something bad from
the past had come back to get her a second time. “Oh yes, that’s
her alright. That’s definitely her. Where is she now? She’s not
here is she? I don’t want to be anywhere near her.” And there was
that slight panic in her voice that Suranne might actually be here
now. “No, no she’s not here. We know roughly where she is but not
the actual location. She shows her head above the parapet from time
to time and then she vanishes. and to be honest we have no idea
where she goes or exactly what she does - or we do but that’s
another story. But we have an area, and we are watching. She’s
really spooked you hasn’t she?” This guy asked Lucy like that as
though Suranne couldn’t possibly be ‘that’ bad.

“She’s fucking sick bitch, that’s what she is. I can’t tell you
what a sick bitch she is. She should be locked up and the key
thrown away.” Lucy was not jesting in her words or tone. And there
was this shadow that came down over her face that re-enforced her
words. “So what’s our next step then? What do we do next? I want
her taken out - it’s simple. I want that this woman who gave me
mental health issues, taken out. That is what I want.” And again
Lucy was not overstating what she wanted. She wanted Suranne taken
out. Whatever ‘taken out’ meant. The man touched her on the arm and
Lucy just looked at his hand. There was a passing thought, like in
a split second that Lucy would take this guy’s head off for
touching her. She didn’t do that. She just looked. “There was
another girl wasn’t there - Tanya? Can you remember a girl called
Tanya before you left the school? She was the girl who took your
place as Suranne’s ‘best friend’. Dare I say it, her experience
with Suranne was even more involved than yours.”

The man
paused. He didn’t want to overload Lucy and he needed to get
responses. “Yes. Yes I remember Tanya. She used to keep out of the
way. I remember. She wouldn’t even look at Suranne. Everyone tried
to avoid eye contact with her in case she chose them next. I had no
idea that Tanya fell in with Suranne after I left. What do you mean
her experience was more involved?” And it was like Lucy had this
overriding sorrow for this girl called Tanya who she didn’t really
know but who she could remember. “Suranne sexually groomed her,
sexually abused her and arranged for her to be sexually abused by
others. And when that wasn’t enough she did other things.” And the
man cut it short there. Lucy just looked at him. “Fuck! Really? She
was a monster then and she is a monster now.” That was all Lucy
said. “We’re trying to track down Tanya. She kind of dropped out of
sight altogether but she’s in the city. She was a girl brought up
in a children’s home so was not stable or settled in any way back
then so we lost track of her a bit. We think we know where she is
but we don’t know - we’ve found where she works but we have to
tread carefully. We want to get her take on it. If we can we want
to get you two together so we can get a bigger picture.” And he
stopped again.

“For fucks sakes you’re talking as though this Suranne is some
kind of elusive super bitch. She was a sick bully girl - that’s all
she was and probably all these years later still is. Can’t we just
find her, or take her out when you spot her again, and then its job
done? Why has it got to be all complicated?” The man didn’t try to
respond to Lucy’s little outburst straight away. He wanted her to
talk, he wanted her to get it all off her chest. “It’s not as
simple as that. We think she’s involved in something more than that
now. Something deeper. The insight you are giving us, and that
hopefully Tanya will give is, will prove invaluable to us. It might
help us find Suranne’s exact location and more to the point it
might help save other ‘victims’ because we know that she has moved
on to other things.” He stopped again and for the first time Lucy
was alert and she was looking at him with wide open
eyes.

“What do you mean something deeper? I don’t even understand
what that means. You mean she’s sicker now than she was back in the
day?” And Lucy sounded outraged that it could be even a possibility
that Suranne was sicker now then back then. “Oh trust me, if what
we think is right, she is in sick shit up to her neck. And because
of the level, because of the ‘size’ of this whole thing we have to
tread carefully. This is between you and I but there are people in
high places involved. We think that this Suranne is involved in
some kind of abduction ring that is huge.” He stopped again - and
there was this feeling that this man knew more than he was letting
on. Maybe that he was just letting out what he needed to - or
something deeper because of his troubled look. “You mean like human
trafficking or something?” Lucy was getting more high pitched the
longer this went on. “Worse than that.” And he stopped again. And
for a few seconds it was like Lucy was trying to get her head round
what was beginning to build into a picture here. She had got this
company of private detectives to just find Suranne and then she had
intended to employ someone else to take her out - but this man had
intimated at some point that his firm would be able to offer the
full package. What had happened to Lucy in school, although
relatively simple had such a profound effect on her that she had
been determined to right the wrongs.

“Young women, and older women are being taken. They are being
vanished and disappeared. And then they are being worked on.” He
didn’t stop there, Lucy stopped him. “Worked on? What do you mean
worked on?” And her voice had gone up an octave again. “We don’t
have all the details. And what details we do have are sketchy. It’s
about turning the women and the girls into something else. Taking
away who they are and turning them into something and someone else.
It’s been suggested that they are ‘animalised’.” He stopped again.
“What the fuck does that mean, ‘animalised’?” But he didn’t answer
her straight away - there were a few seconds of a pause. He
shrugged, “We don’t know. But you’ll agree, it doesn’t sound good
right? It doesn’t sound good on a lot of levels.” And there was
what must have been a few minutes when nothing was said at all. But
then this man touched Lucy on the hand again, just to make sure she
was not in world of her own and that she was there with
him.

“I know you did some work trying to find Suranne before you got
us involved, let me ask you something. Did you ever come across the
name Hope Farm?” It was all he said - it was just that one
question. Lucy just looked at him and shrugged. “Never heard of it.
Is that where she is? All we have to do is find Hope Farm and we
find that sick bitch. Is that what you’re telling me?” It was
almost like this was the light at the end of the tunnel that Lucy
had been looking for. But he cut her short. “That’s just it. Hope
Farm doesn’t exist. At least it doesn’t exist officially. It isn’t
on any maps. It’s not detailed anywhere in any records. It’s like,
if it exists then every effort, every successful effort has been
made to look like it doesn’t exist. We have every reason to believe
that Hope Farm exists, and so, in a way you’re right. If we find
Hope Farm we probably crack this wide open. But we have to tread
carefully. Every indication is that high level people are or could
be involved or turning a blind eye and for that reason we have to
be very careful. I just wanted to know if you had come across that
Hope Farm name.” He stopped talking.

“Nope. If it’s that secret and that clandestine, I wouldn’t.
All I’ve been looking for is Suranne and there is no trace of her
either. And that’s why I got in touch with you guys. But from what
you say, we are on to something, no?” And then it was this man’s
turn to show a shadow coming down over his face. It was like even
he thought they were getting in deep but that it was something he
would see through whatever it took. “We are on to something. We
have rough location of Suranne and we know that this place Hope
Farm probably does exist and that this is where she, and whoever is
involved, do their stuff. Or next step is to find Tanya. We believe
she’s still in London and we think we know where she works. But
first I want to get you two together, like I said, and get both
your angles at the same time. We have to do this in small steps.
It’s too big for us to rush in. We have to cover our bases. You
understand right?” And his tone was too serious, too dead pan for
her not to understand. She just nodded.

 



Chapter 7

 


PRESENT
DAY - On the South Bank

 


The
camera was zooming out again now and taking in more of the
harnessed, big breasted woman. And the man let out some kind of
noise - like one that was drenched in his own distress at what he
was seeing. The woman on the screen was obviously and clearly very
heavily pregnant. And it was that fact, that simple fact that
almost stopped this man’s mind from operating properly. It was
almost this revelation on the iPad Pro screen that stopped his
heart from working. He wanted to look away but couldn’t. The camera
was zooming out and he was seeing the woman in all her glory. Like
her breasts, this woman as a whole was epic. She was a mature woman
- if an age could have been put on her, she must have been in her
thirties. Late thirties perhaps. There was this ‘elegance’ to her
even though the dignity had been taken away. Her curvy torso was
tightly harnessed as well. One might have thought that this woman
was being emphasised - that her femininity was being enhanced for
aesthetic purposes but it wasn’t that. The harness that was buckled
around her torso and her pregnancy was functional. This body
harness was attached to the transparent, organic collar and that in
turn was attached to the head harness. And there were straps
hanging loose from the side of her bit filled mouth - like reins.
Reins there to guide her, lead her, control her. But for now she
was at rest - if that is the right word.

“Oh for gods sakes, who are you people?” There was this sense
of outrage from this man. To an extent he had pulled himself
together, but only to an extent. It was like a human being would
adapt and absorb shocks and then carry on with life. This man was
absorbing what he was seeing and yet he still couldn’t tear his
eyes away from the screen. “That’s inhumane. This woman, whoever
she is, what’s happening to her, it has to be wrong.” It was like
he was speaking the words as he was thinking of them, or as they
were coming to him. “You’re right, it is inhumane. This woman is
being bred from. She’s been reduced to little more than a captive
animal and she is being bred from. You can see that she is
pregnant. She comes from good stock. She came to us, much like the
twins will come to us - as a result of circumstance. She was in
effect sold to us by a member of her family. And she was
‘disappeared’. And then she was worked on. She has been worked on
extensively. You are only seeing a little bit of the story in this
clip. A lot more work has been done to her, especially
psychologically, to prepare and enable her to live the way we want
her to live. So you are right, it is inhumane. But that is what we
are about. It’s what we do, what we ‘like’.”

The woman
was speaking at the same time as watching the man watch the screen.
Now it was clear that the pregnant woman was on some sort of
pedestal - that she was being ‘shown’. And there had to be some
distress in that. The pedestal, risen off the floor and with a
platform only just big enough to take her feet. And that was take
her feet in the ‘tippy toe’ position. She would not have been able
to stand flat footed, because the platform was not big enough. Her
feet were arched into severe looking boots that were fitted to her
lower legs below the knees. Those boots laced and zipped tightly -
her feet overly arched so that all of her weight was being
transferred down through her spine, and then down to the tips of
her toes. It was just the tips of the toes that were in contact
with that platform - and the spiked, long thin, slightly tapered
heels of the boots. And this was how this woman had to stand. Her
arms at her sides. There was this perfect balance to her that was
hard to fathom when one first saw it. It was like it shouldn’t have
been a balance that was easy to achieve. It was like a balance that
should have been impossible to achieve even for a split second. And
yet this pregnant, harnessed and reigned woman was standing like
that. She was holding the pose and she was remaining like that -
almost she was perfectly still and that must surely have taken a
great focus to achieve.

“We have plans for the twins and their mum along these lines.
Not exactly like this ‘creature’ but close. We have a very definite
way of life for them and because they come as a pair, they are
valuable. They are valuable to the tune of fifty million. We have
something special in line for mum” The woman was letting little
bits of information out slowly - she didn’t want to overload this
man who was already in shock with information at this point. “But
you cannot be serious. How the fuck can you just take the them and
do fuck knows what with them? I mean how can you even do that? And
what makes you so sure I would let that happen? I wouldn’t be able
to live with myself. You’re lucky I am prepared to walk away and
not call the authorities I can tell you that much.” The enormity of
what this woman was saying would happen was hitting the man. He was
struggling with his conscience and his morals. The reality that he
could get his fifty million but at what cost? The reality that he
would be selling his own daughter and the twins down the
river.

“I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t go to the authorities. We have
looked into your background, your business practices and your work
ethics and nothing looks perfect which I’m sure you know. And
that’s before I go into the tax evasion and all the rest of it. Try
not to talk silly. Take your fifty million and let us get on with
the rest. It’s simple. You get what you need and we get what we
want.” This woman was talking as though she was taking about Sunday
lunch - as though it was nothing at all when in fact she was on
about changing lives. What she was on about was life changing
events that she was putting into motion. The man was a little
shocked that he had been investigated as part of all this. But then
he shouldn’t have been. What the woman talked about was huge - the
money aspect alone was huge. And when the human elements, the
twins, their mother, were taken into consideration it should not
have surprised this man that he had been looked into by these
people represented by this woman.

“So you’re blackmailing me. I HAVE to go along with it. I have
to go along with your fucked up plan.” It would have suited him to
be blackmailed. That way he wouldn’t have the conscience thing to
deal with. “Not at all. You can get up and you can walk away. I was
simply letting you know that if you went to the authorities or
talked about this, and what you have seen, to anyone, there would
be repercussions, that’s all.” And so she was taking that comfort
away from the man. It was his choice. He could walk away. Or he
could succumb to his need for the big money and take it. It was
this woman’s way of tormenting this man. And it has to be said that
she was confident in the choices he would make. He had been looked
into in more ways than one. His character, his very core being. He
couldn’t walk away without the money and she knew that. He couldn’t
walk away and just melt into the city. He knew right from his core
that he was going to take the deal. “But how can you do that? How
can you take my family - it’s the only family I’ve got for fucks
sakes? Questions will be asked. they’ll be missing and I assume
they won’t be coming back? How can you do that?” And the woman
smiled a deep red lipstick smile.

“They won’t be coming back no. They won’t be seen ever again -
not in a normal setting at least. The details you don’t need to
know about, not at this point. But what you already know is that
the twins are taking a year out to go travelling - a gap year.
They’ve just finished university and the plan is that they go
together travelling for a year. And with that in mind, it makes it
easy for us to take them. It gives us time, it gives us space to
put their futures into action.” Again this woman was talking like
she was describing an ordinary everyday occurrence. The man looked
defeated as well as desolate. “But, but there will still be
questions. They’re all my daughter has. Her husband fucked off as
soon as he found out she was pregnant. Losing the twins would be
more than she could cope with for fucks sakes.” It was like he had
fast forwarded to when this all unfolded. “She’ll be taken care of.
Part of the service. Amy isn’t it? Trust me she is going to be well
taken care of.” And she smiled. “What does that mean, ‘taken care
of’?” This man was becoming more agitated the longer this
conversation went on. Maybe his conscience was getting the better
of him now because he had already decided that he would go along
with it. He needed the money and it was a lot of money. Now he was
just asking questions - like he needed to understand it in his own
mind. Almost like he was making sure his back was covered and
nothing would come back to bite him. But this woman was reading his
mind.

“It’s ok, there will be nothing to trace back to you. Your
daughter will be helped through the loss of the twins and her focus
will be elsewhere. And there will be no paper trail of the payment
to you. Everything is taken care of. You can concentrate on what
you need to do business wise.” The woman’s tone was down again now.
The shock and the facts had been revealed as much as they could be
for now and the man was coming round - the danger period had
passed. His eyes had flicked down again to the iPad
screen.

The clip
was still playing and the camera was moving around the pedestal
this pregnant harnessed woman was standing on. It was taking all of
her in. She was tall, that much was clear despite her being heavily
pregnant. And she was gloriously formed despite what had been done
to her. “She will be bred every year for the next ten years. This
is specifically what she was taken for - to be bred from. The
reduction of her to little more than human cow is deliberate. She
knows what is happening to her. She knows everything she has been
through since she was taken. We like our creatures to be aware of
what they are now, compared to what they were before. So that look
in her eyes, that look of desolation is something that happens to
them all. It’s something that we desire in our animals.”

The woman
was talking where she didn’t need to talk but what she said was
chilling to the point of pure shock being applied to the senses. It
spoke of the sadism in her. It told of what made this woman tick.
She spoke almost ‘lovingly’ about what happens to the women and the
girls they take. “How can you call her a creature and speak of
‘animals’? How can you do that?” The man was like a child thrown
into a big wide world that was almost alien to him. “She wasn’t a
creature when she came to us. She was a human being. She has been
reduced to a creature. And the twins will be reduced as well.” All
the time she was watching the man. His eyes had been fixated on the
iPad screen but the mention of the twins in this circumstance made
him look directly at this woman and there was anger in there. “I
don’t want to know. I don’t want to fucking know.” The woman
touched the man on his hand. “Yes you do. They all say that. They
all say they don’t want to know because it effects them directly.
You haven’t been able to take your eyes off that screen. And now
your thoughts are going to turn to what will happen to the twins.
What we will do to them - what we will turn them into. The same
with your daughter. You will need to know. That will always be the
case. You will NEED to know. And we have something very special
planned for Amy, I promise you.”

And it
wasn’t enough that this woman was getting what she wanted from this
man. She had to torment him at the same time. She had to plant the
seeds that would shape his future - and she had to let him know
that she knew his daughter’s name. What she wouldn’t share with him
was the fact that he was as fucked as the twins and as his daughter
would be. The whole thing, what he was doing for fifty million
would eat into him for the rest of his life and that would
basically destroy him and she smiled wryly as this thought went
through her mind and as she watched this man watching the screen
and that heavily pregnant woman. “So what will happen to her, I
mean in the end?” The woman ran her tongue under her deep red top
lip before she answered. “That’s something you don’t need to know.
And now I have to go but I will be in touch. I have to report back
to investors that you are on board, and this particular ball needs
to start rolling.” Another seed planted and this man would lie
awake at night wondering what would happen to this woman he was
looking at on screen. The woman collected herself and stood to her
full height on her high heels and she turned and walked away. The
man watched her. She could have been any woman from the City. She
was dressed and made up for the city but what she represented in
reality was a nightmare and he watched her blend into the human
traffic of the south bank.

 


He’d
never know how long it was he just sat there, looking at the Thames
and the City beyond the north side. He was trying to get his
thoughts together, he was trying to get his head around the last
hour or so of his life. It was like some kind of surreal wrecking
ball had ploughed through a life that was already partly in ruins
and now that wrecking ball was in his mind and it was swinging
back. He couldn’t get the image of that woman on the iPad out of
his mind - he just couldn’t and that would stay with him until
something bigger took over - like the twins and like Amy. The look
in that woman’s eyes. That look of hopelessness. And yes it was
like she was aware - like she did know what she was going through
and what she had become now. And that was what he couldn’t get his
head around. If she knew what she was going through, if she had
enough of her mind left to know that, then there should have been
enough of it left for her to be able to get away - as far away as
possible. And yet it was clear that she didn’t do that. It was
clear that she was ‘with child’. And who knows how many others she
had already given birth to? And there she was again, heavily
pregnant and by the looks of her ready to deliver the child at any
time. It was like there was no willpower in her to do anything
about her own predicament.

And from
there his thought went to his daughter Amy, and then the twins
Kerry and Gemma. It was at this point that the tears came. This
wasn’t a man who cried, ever. And yet he couldn’t stop himself now.
Just the thought of his daughter and grandchildren, and what was
going to happen was enough to tip him over the edge, and it did tip
him over the edge. A woman out walking her little toy dog stopped,
“Are you ok?” But he didn’t hear her, and therefor he didn’t answer
her so she just walked on, looking back once maybe to consider if
there was anything more she could do. In the event she walked on
and he was left in desolation. He was mixing those images that he
had seen on the iPad now with what might happen to the twins. And
that made him sob some more. He could walk away - he could do that
now and as long as he kept his mouth shut, nothing would happen to
the twins. The woman had told him as much. That he could walk away.
But he would walk away without his fifty million and he needed that
money. He needed it more than anything else.

Maybe
that was what the tears were for. Because he knew that he would not
walk away, he knew that he was going to sell his daughter and the
twins down the river. He knew that was not going to back out of
this, that he couldn’t back out of it. So now it was like tears of
grief that he was crying. Grief that he was going to lose the twins
- that they would be gone - just gone! And that prompted his mind
to wonder what would become of Amy. She would be distraught at
losing her girls. But it wasn’t that, that this man was thinking
about. It was what the woman said - that she would be taken care
of, that her focus would be elsewhere. What did that even mean?
What could it even mean? There was so much going round inside his
mind - there was so much that he should be thinking about but
couldn’t because all of this other stuff was in there. It was like
there was no room for anything else in there, at all. It was like
all there was, all there was inhabiting his mind was this
predicament that he was in.

Maybe it
was that the guilt had set in already. That could be it. That the
guilt had set in already and here it was manifesting itself in this
sobbing that he couldn’t for the life of him control. He could have
ended it. He could have. Just let it, and that fucking woman go but
deep down he knew he wouldn’t do that. And this was something else
that this man would have to live with for the rest of his life.
That he ‘could’ have put a stop to this. But didn’t. That he
‘could’ have walked away and kept his mouth shut and no one would
be any the wiser, but he wasn’t going to do that. The lure of the
fifty million was too great, it was too strong for that. This is
what it was for this man, guilt. The rot of guilt setting in before
anything at all had happened.

This told
of the size of this ‘event’ - the event that he had started the
ball rolling on. He had called that woman. He had agreed to meet
her and now he had fifty million pretty much in his sweaty hands.
Why did he make that fucking call? Why didn’t he just accept that
he was going to go belly up business wise? At least he would then
have been able to pick up the pieces and slink off into the sunset
instead of being in this mess he was in. And then the enormity of
what was going to happen. The ‘size’ of what was happening. The
amount of people who would be affected. This man was in such a
state of mind that it might have been playing tricks on him. Where
he was thinking this couldn’t be true or something. This had to be
some kind of a nightmare. That there had to be a way of waking up
from it.

 



Chapter 8

 


THE
TWINS

 


But that
was the thing - that was the terrible thing. He wasn’t in a
nightmare. He wasn’t going to wake up and find that everything was
still intact, or even that his mind was intact. And as he got up
off that riverside bench and began making his way west across the
south bank side of the river, he found he still couldn’t curtail
completely the sobs that seemed to be coming from deep inside him.
He was sniffing them back now though. The sobbing was subsiding a
little bit and it was like his deeper thoughts were to get his head
around this and get on with it all. Would this have been the mark
of the man himself - that his ‘grief’ was very quickly ridden out
and over with? He was maybe accepting that he would never be the
same again. In a way he was the first casualty of what he had
started off. In so many ways he was his own casualty. The further
he walked away from that meeting point, the more he knew there was
no way that he was going to put a stop to this - and that the
terrible things that he had seen on that iPad screen were going to
become part of his life. Those images ingrained into his mind.
Images that would be joined by others.

He knew
he would take the money and run. But he didn’t know if he would be
able to run far. He didn’t know if he would be able to even live
with himself. But what he did know was that he would be taking that
fifty million. In a way it was all becoming clearer to him now.
What was becoming clearer was that he would take the money and deal
with the rest of it as he came across it. In a way he was
prioritising things in his mind as he made that walk down the south
bank. What he was doing was looking after number one - himself. He
would deal with rest of it as it came up, and he would cross
bridges as he came across them. This was the real man - this was
what he was all about. Somewhere in there he would have wished that
this ‘thing’ wasn’t being heaped on him - he would have wished to
god that he didn’t have to take the measures that he was going to
have to take. But as well, there would have been the knowledge that
the decision was already taken and that he would have to live with
the consequences - and he would do that, again, as and when he came
across them. That walk down the south bank towards The Eye was a
long one and a time twisting one. He did it in something of a daze.
At some point he was aware of the twitching of his cock, and the
drooling of his pre-cum into the his underwear. How could this be?
Was he more fucked up than he cared to admit? Had this meeting with
this woman and what she had shown him on the iPad affected him
subliminally in ways that he couldn’t possibly
understand?

 


Kerry and
Gemma were beyond pretty. They were younger versions of their
mother Amy. Indeed such was mamma’s prettiness and stunning looks
they had been mistaken for sisters, all three of them at points in
their lives. That was something of an in-joke within the family -
that the twins looked like the younger sisters of their mother. How
fucked up did that sound?

“You know, it’s best to start at the furthest point away and
then work homewards.” Mum was announcing it like something as
radical had never been thought of before. And she was announcing it
like it wasn’t something they had spoken about a million times
before. She looked all pleased with herself about it. The twins
just looked at each other and burst out laughing. Kerry was older
than Gemma by exactly ninety seconds. That was how fast she had
arrived on the scene. The whole labour thing had been quick
actually. Usually with multiple births things were different -
slightly slower and more careful, but Amy had gone into labour at
10.05pm and at 10.27 Kerry was born followed swiftly by Gemma a
minute and a half later.

They had
always done that twins thing where Kerry kind of tried to pull rank
on her ‘younger’ sister and they had always laughed about that.
These were identical twins that were spookily identical. Usually in
such cases there is ‘something’, a difference that can be seen on
closer look, and that identifies one from the other but that was
not the case here. They looked the same - there was no birth marks,
nothing, no body language differences, or hair shades different.
They really were as identical as it was possible for them to be.
No-one would have known it, but it was because of this uncanny
resemblance to each other, that they had been chosen. No-one would
ever know either that there had been a helping hand with the
failing of the grandad’s business empire. And that the series of
events that had brought him together with that woman had been
mapped out. Maybe grandad would know eventually that his downfall
had been because the twins and their mamma had been chosen. Or
maybe not - it was all down to a twist of fate one way or
another.

“Never mum? We would never have thought that was the way to do
it. Never!” Gemma was being sarcastic and deliberately so and she
winked at her sister. Both twins were wrapped in silk housecoat
wraps because they hadn’t got dressed for the day yet, and they
were sipping from mugs of piping hot coffee. At just about eighteen
years old they were stunning girls. In lots of ways they were
physically more mature than their years might suggest they should
be. Both girls standing five feet ten in their bare feet and both
with that mane of thick, reddish brown hair that their mother had.
Both girls curvy and with a slightly top heavy stance. They
certainly hadn’t been in the back of the queue when breasts were
handed out. And in that they were also very like their mother. Amy
was beyond stunning and she still was - she had this cascade of
reddish brown hair that seemed to hark back to the days of ‘big
hair’.

The twins
were her only children. They were her only real focus in life. She
had lived comfortably since the divorce and it showed. She hadn’t
needed to work. One might have asked the question had she not been
able to help with the ailing business concerns of her dad? But it
didn’t work like that - it wouldn’t work like that. A set of events
had been set off and even as they stood talking together like this
in the huge contemporary kitchen of the west London apartment,
those events could not and would not be reversed. Besides granddad
would never approach his only daughter for money - it was like he
was too proud and that was a family trait, it seemed -
pride!

Kerry
spoke next. “It’s all sorted mum, we’re going to start over in the
Far East. Do south east Asia, Japan, Australia, New Zealand, South
Sea Islands then the United States. And then in eight months we’re
coming back through the Middle East and Eastern Europe - do all of
Europe. Depending on time, we might hop over the mainland UK and do
the island of Ireland. It’s gonna be a blast!” Kerry spoke
confidently and to be fair to the twins it did sound like they had
it all worked out. That didn’t really settle Amy’s mind totally
though. She was a woman who had lived a life. She was maybe more
aware of the dangers out there. The twins were just eighteen years
old as well. They were little more than kids and they were going
out into the big wide world for a whole year. The thing for mum was
that she had seen the twins grow - she had watched them become more
mature emotionally and sensibly, again than their age suggested.
She was confident that her girls could do the whole gap year travel
thing without major incident. All that was left was her maternal
concern. Any mother of any children any age would be concerned at
such a huge travel undertaking. But Amy was fine. She looked at her
girls - she loved the bones of them and that was clear to
see.

“Sounds like a plan, kind of.” Mum’s turn to be sarcastic and
they sort of bounced off each other like that. It was heart-warming
to see and hear. This was a happy family. It might have been a
single parent family but it was a happy one. A well rounded one and
one that functioned on all levels. The girls were sensible and they
were intelligent - they had come out of university with honours,
together. They did everything together. There was no reason to
suggest that they couldn’t do the world trip and come back
enlightened and intact and very much richer in experience and
knowledge than when they left. Then when they did get back after
twelve months of solid travel, they would take a few months off,
rest up and then decide what they wanted to do with their lives. It
had been something that was talked about between the three of them
extensively. They had begun planning their trip before they even
got their degrees. And those plans had been gradually set in stone
as the months and the years passed. There really had been a lot of
planning gone into this upcoming trip.

“I cannot believe it’s almost time for us to go you know!”
Kerry beamed her smile at her sibling. “I know it’s crazy isn’t it.
I can’t wait now, I really cannot wait, I’m so excited.” Gemma
beamed back. “Yep, living the life hey. Bring it on!” And mum just
stood sipping her coffee watching both her girls interact. She had
been uneasy about such a huge trip, but that unease was gradually
waning and wearing off. She was as happy as any mother could be
that all angles had been covered. And there was Skype, and emails
and international roaming on mobile phones. There was no reason for
them all not to be in contact - for them not to be in regular
contact and that was what Amy was resting her mind on. That even
though the twins would at any time be thousands of miles away, she
would have contact with them - more or less any time she wanted, or
needed it.

 


Grandad
had got to his own sprawling west London house. He’d lost track of
time altogether. It was like he had walked and before he knew it he
was standing outside the big remote controlled gate that opened up
onto his drive. If he didn’t sort out his finances he would lose
all of this and a lot more besides. If he didn’t secure what he
needed and then direct the funds in the appropriate way then he’d
be sunk without a trace. That walk had been a long one. This wasn’t
the first time he had done it and he knew that it took roughly two
hours from the City to Chelsea Bridge, right down the South Bank.
But for him that was a daze. He hadn’t been able to think straight.
Truth be known he hadn’t been able to think at all. All that had
dominated his mind were the images of that pregnant woman on the
iPad. And then the things that this woman had said to him. The
things that had reeled him in - and he did have a fleeting thought
that he had been reeled in but what else could he do other than
take the money and let the other things, the twins, and Amy just
happen? What else could he do?

When he
got in he headed straight for the hard stuff. He poured more than a
large single malt whiskey and took a gulp straight away before he
sat down. He swallowed and seemed grateful for that alcoholic bite
in the back of his throat. Then he sat down on a deep, soft sofa
and pushed his head back against the back of the sofa. His eyes
were closed and he was asking himself what the fuck he had got
himself into when his cell phone rang. That kind of shocked him and
he reached into the pocket of his blazer jacket and retrieved the
phone. ‘Number unknown’. He answered it anyway. “Hello?” And then
whatever colour was left in him drained away slowly as the person
on the other end of the line spoke. “Our meeting earlier today was
very fruitful. You can check your personal account, its £50m up
routed in an untraceable way. And now that you’re in, I can tell
you that the twins won’t even get out of this country. They will
say bye bye to mum, and to you, and they will seemingly get into a
car that will take them to the airport, but they won’t get there.
We know that they are supposed to be leaving in a week’s time. And
we know they are not supposed to be returning until just over a
year. Of course, their status as missing will be known long before
that but, they’ll be looking in all the wrong places. Records will
show that they got on the plane at Heathrow. CCTV will show them,
or persons that look extremely like them, will have got on the
plane. But - well they will be safe and sound before the alarm is
raised. Safe and sound in our facility, beginning their new
life.”

Grandad
couldn’t get his head around what he was hearing. He’d had this
nightmare walk and he’d had all these images and visions of this
pregnant woman that were blending in with the imagined images of
the twins and what was supposedly in store for them and when all
blended and brought together they were just fucking his head up and
now this phone call. How had the woman got his personal cell phone
number? What did that even matter in the bigger scheme of things?
This was real now. Even on that walk there was the ‘option’ of him
being able to walk away - at least that is what he had thought. But
now with this phone call, making it all ‘real’ - that hadn’t been
the case at all. That transfer to his account, if it had happened
must have happened whilst he was walking. It had been assumed by
this woman that he would play ball, and that he would go along with
it. That was because the woman had been inside his head. She had
known what he was thinking and how he was thinking before he did
himself.

“So, what happens now?” It was all he could think of to say. It
was all that came into his mind. He was trying to deal with it all
and he wasn’t having much luck with that so all he could do was ask
that inane question. “For you, what happens is nothing. You go in a
week’s time and say your farewells to the twins on the day they
leave. You make out like everything is fine - like everything is
rosy and then you spend the day with Amy. She’s going to need you
there. She’s not going to see her girls for a year after all. But
we know, you will know, that she won’t be seeing them again ever.
And YOU need to be around for some of this event. You need to know,
and see the consequences of our little ‘deal’.” The woman sounded
different somehow. It was her because grandad recognised the voice.
But there was this different tone to it - this different edge to
it. Like she was getting a kick out of describing pretty vividly,
the effects of what was going to happen. How he needed to be there
even with knowing what he knew. And how he would be there after the
twins had gone and as this thing unfolded. It was like this woman
was inflicting a special kind of sadism on him. Like she wanted him
to know what he was involved with. Like she wanted to fuck him up,
just as a side-line to everything else that was going
on.

“Look, let me transfer the money back to you. Let’s call this
whole thing off.” And there was an amount of desperation in his
voice and that was more than detectable. “Sure, we can do that.
Except you need to add £1m for the trouble we’ve gone to. Just
reverse the transaction and add that million and you’ll never hear
from us again as long as you keep your mouth shut about everything
else you have been shown.” The woman didn’t even sound
disappointed. She didn’t sound disappointed because she knew that
this was just the last bit of hot air coming from this man. She was
playing him and she knew that was what she was doing. For him, he
couldn’t have raised another million if he had wanted to. That was
why he was in this mess in the first place. At least this is what
he thought. “Look, no, I’m sorry I didn’t mean that. I don’t want
to call it off at all. I need to do this deal. It’s just the rest
of it that I’m unsettled about.” The woman kind of laughed softly
down he phone thinking that if he was unsettled by this so far, he
would be deeply unnerved, deeply mind fucked and even more deeply
disturbed when he found out what was to become of the twins. And
the thing was that she knew that he would find out. He would know
down to minute details what happened to each of the twins. He would
be shown footage, and he would be taken to them so that he could
almost ‘taste’ their despair. The same for mum - he would
experience all of that as well. One had to ask was the real target
of the sadism the twins and the mum, or was it him?

“It’s ok, it’s understandable, your state of mind right now. We
deal with that all of the time. But you need to know, once this
call is over there is no going back. You won’t be able to call it
off because it will be too late and if you try to throw a spanner
in the works there will be repercussions. And I don’t need to
explain that in too great a detail to you, I know I don’t. What you
need to do now is settle down. Take a step back and think - just
take that step back and realise that this is life now. That this is
the way it’s going to be. You’d be surprised at how your mind, and
consequentially your actions will adapt to your new way of existing
in this life. All you have to do is what you’re told. Just think -
no more decisions to make. You have your fifty million and your
financial woes have melted away. What you have now is all of this
other stuff to deal with - and to do that all you have to do is
what you are told. All you have is this to deal with on a daily
basis.”

One could
be forgiven for thinking that this sadistic woman made it all sound
so easy - ‘all he had to do’. It wasn’t as simple as that but she
would know that. She was smiling as she held the phone waiting for
his response. “So, I don’t need to do anything other than what
you’ve said? And you will contact me regarding anything we haven’t
spoken about?” She ran her fleshy wet tongue under her full top lip
brushing her teeth with it. “Correct. Now just settle down and get
used to the idea that this is what is going to happen and that this
is the way it’s going to be.” There was a ‘click’ the call was done
and the man downed the rest of the single malt in one.

 



Chapter 9

 


One week
later

 


The twins
were buzzing. Amy couldn’t get her head round how they were leaving
for a whole year and all they had each was a backpack. “Are you
sure you’ve got everything you need?” She had been a bit
dumbfounded but the girls just laughed together at her. “Mum, we’ve
spoken about this - we’re roughing it. We’re not going five star.
We’ve got our round-the-world-tickets that are completely open, and
we’ve got essentials in our bags. We’ve got access to money if we
need it but we’re going to do little bits of jobs, kind of picking
up money where we can and making friends along the way. It’s how
it’s done mum. This is what we’re gonna do.” That was Kerry, just
before Gemma piped up, “Yeah mum duh! It wouldn’t be any fun if we
just travelled round staying in posh hotels. That would never last
a year - we would get so, so bored with that. We wanna do it the
proper way. And doing it this way we’ll see and feel more of the
culture of wherever we are at the time.” The girls weren’t saying
anything that Amy didn’t already know. They had talked about it
often enough. There had been times when she thought she’d be able
to talk them into a more luxurious trip - she reasoned with them
that money was no object. But they had both flatly rejected it.
They wanted to do it the ‘proper way’. They wanted to ‘backpack’
the proper way. They wanted to do hostels and dingy B&Bs. That
had made her shudder and she had thought they would change their
mind before they went. But they never did. And here they were on
the day of their departure, still in the mindset.

Yes, both
Gemma and Kerry could barely contain themselves. This was the start
of their big trip. They’d never do another like it - it was their
one opportunity. Amy wiped a tear away. “I hope you know I just
cannot go to the airport with you, I’d be in pieces.” And Amy meant
that, she would be in pieces. “It’s ok mum, we know that. Besides
none of us wanna do extended bye byes now do we?” Kerry sounded
concerned for her mum and both she and Gemma moved in for hugs -
like a group hug. Grandad watched. He was there because he had been
told to be there. He was there knowing that this wasn’t going to go
the way his daughter and grandchildren thought it was going to go.
Inside he was distraught. This was something that was completely
out of his comfort zone - well, it would be wouldn’t it?

Fair
enough he hadn’t always been legitimate in business but then he
wouldn’t have been the only one. But this other thing - this thing
where he knew what that woman and her associates did to other women
and girls, and that now those very similar things were going to
happen to the twins. And although he didn’t know what she had meant
by they would take care of Amy - he had a bad feeling about that as
well. It was like a bad feeling that began as a bit of a nagging in
the back of his head and just swelled and grew into a massive
disturbance that he couldn’t get rid of. If these people did these
things, the like of which they did to that woman on the iPad, and
that they had similar things planned for the twins - then what did
that mean for Amy? It was something that he couldn’t get out of his
head. For him life was already fucked up. For him he had already
fucked up big style. For him he had made the biggest fuck up of his
life.

He looked
at each of them in turn - Kerry, Gemma, Amy and he felt this surge
of emotion inside him but he couldn’t say anything. He would have
liked to have warned them off - but how would that go down? It had
been a week since that last call with the woman he had met. Other
wheels would have been put into motion. If it was too late back
then for him to back out without a million as the cost, then it
would be more than impossible for him to back out now. Probably
there would be more people involved now - probably leaving aside
the financial issues, other measures would have been put into place
that could not be reversed or backed out of. “It’s ok grandad,
we’re not dying you know, we’re just going to see the world.” And
so it was relatively easy for him to keep quiet, just pretend and
go along with the fact that he was more than likely emotional to
see his granddaughters going out into the big wide world. And in a
way he was grateful for being apparently emotional like this. It
was like this woman, this mysterious woman on the bench in front of
City Hall, had worked it, minutely worked it so that he could feel
the whole force of what a cunt he was, but at the same time hide it
in this apparent emotion. “I know, I know. It’s just a huge thing
that’s all. You’re all grown up and now you’re going out
there.”

And he
was playing it to a tee. Although he wasn’t putting on the
emotional side of it - that is he wasn’t acting. He was emotional,
just for all the wrong reasons. Or, all of the right reasons,
whichever way you decide to look at it. But whatever, his display
of emotion then set mum Amy off and she was sobbing. She was
sobbing as the sound of a car horn came from outside. “The car is
here. This is it.” The twins, they showed appreciation of the
emotion with those sympathetic faces you know - the slight dead pan
faces and heads tilted to the side. They did it as a double act,
just like they always did, but then they all hugged again. Grandad
moved in besides Amy and put his arm around her as the girl’s
picked up their backpacks. “I cannot believe you two ordered a limo
to take you to the airport!” Mum sounded shocked in that jesting
way. “You shun the luxury hotels but go to the airport in a limo!”
And there were howls of laughter. “We thought you’d get the irony
mum. The last bit of luxury before we rough it for a year.” And
there was more irony in that than what Gemma intended when she
spoke the words.

Grandad
got that irony. Indeed it was the last bit of luxury because god
knows what was going to happen to them between the apartment and
the airport. And that was eating away at him inside. If there was a
last chance of him putting a stop to this then this was it. Would
he do it, or not? Of course not. He couldn’t do it. He had spent a
week turning it over and turning it over in his mind. He had run
through scenario after scenario trying to come up with a plan that
would see him not having to do what he was doing but each and every
time he hit a brick wall. Each and every time all he saw was that
fifty million. Each and every time he was just having to swallow
the betrayal that he was having to commit. And it was a betrayal -
of his daughter and his grandchildren. But that didn’t mean to say
that he was committing it easily or without conscience. This was
something that would eat into him for the rest of his life -
however long the rest of his life was.

 


A short
time later.

 


There was
eye contact, with grandad and the mixed race driver of the limo. It
was more than eye contact. There was a ‘knowing’ there. This driver
slammed the door of the blacked out limo after the twins had got
in. They wouldn’t have noticed anything because they were too full
of their upcoming trip to notice anything. They were too excited -
too eager to get out of this place, get to the airport and fly far
far away. But grandad was supposed to get it. Get that eye contact
- he was supposed to ‘feel’ it. The driver, a huge man, sided up to
him before he got back in the limo. “Just chill it. You’ll be
contacted when these bitches are in a secure and safe place.” And
that brought the actual reality to bare on grandad. He could just
see the twins peering out all smiles and waves, through the smoked
glass. That was a limo that had been properly blacked out. He
smiled and waved back. Amy had joined him by now and she was wiping
away another tear. The driver took another long look at grandad
before he slipped into the car. The limo glided silently away and
blended into the city traffic heading west for Heathrow airport. At
least it seemed that was the direction it was going.

“Do you think they’ll be ok?” That was Amy to her dad. It was a
question that he dearly wished that she hadn’t asked because it was
going to require him to lie and for some reason, he didn’t want to
lie, again. Of all the things that had transpired so far, of all
the lies that had been told so far, or of all the truths that had
not been told so far, he was worried about this one lie he was
about to tell. “They’ll be fine. Look at them - they’re having the
time of their lives. And they’ll be back before you know it.” And
there it was - one big lie because he knew that they would not be
ok and they would not be back before Amy knew it at all. That they
would not be back at all, ever. And if he had chosen to tell the
truth, he could have added a lot more. But he went with the lie and
that made him sink inside himself. “I hope so. I’m not gonna lie,
I’m going to be worried every single day they are away you know?
Every single day.” He squeezed in Amy with his one arm and they
both watched the limo morph out of sight in city
traffic.

The thing
about bullet proof, armoured limousines is that the back passenger
compartment was isolated. It was isolated even from the front
compartment. The gas could be fed into the air-conditioning system
slowly and gradually without leaking. It could be fed in, in a way
that was undetectable. The gas had no smell. And the effects of
that gas were so slow that the twins simply became gradually
drowsy, and then unconscious. That meant there was no drama, no
bother. By the time the car was hitting the A4 and the M4 heading
west out of the city, the girls were out of it, completely. There
would be no realisation when they reached the M25 interchange that
they were going the wrong way. There would be no announcement from
one, or the other, “hey this is the wrong way!” Because they were
out of it. Completely persona-non-gratta. It was the simplest most
basic form of abduction. And in a way that was a disappointment.
Because of the enormity of what was happening and to what ends,
there was this feel that there should have been drama - that there
should have been some sort of ‘event’ associated with this
abduction. But no - the event and the drama was something that
would come in due course. The most important thing was that the
twins be taken out of circulation in the most undramatic way
possible.

Of course
that didn’t mean to say that the driver was forbidden some pleasure
along the way. He had been told by the woman, “Wait until they are
waking up, semi-conscious, then penetrate them, both of them. By
the time they are fully awake I want to think that there will be
semen seeping out of them - the both of them. I want them to wake
up in a world of psychological pain. Think you can do that for me?
Its double delight for you!” And the man hadn’t said anything, he’d
just looked at her and smiled. And once he had hit the major
roadways heading north of the country, he could pick his spot. He
chose the area under a motorway interchange where he pulled up the
limo, and climbed into the back with the unconscious girls. He did
Kerry first - just lying her half over her sister, spreading her
legs and then climbing on top. He lubricated the enormity of his
cock before sliding it into Kerry. He wanted entry to be tight, but
easy and it was that. She didn’t make a sound as he penetrated her
and as he began to fuck her. It would be some time before she began
to wake up properly and he needed to rape the both of them so had
to get a move on.

This was
a man in the lower echelons of the organisation that did what they
did to women and girls. He was simply a driver. And yet knowing
that and knowing what he was capable of doing to two innocent
girls, he was of the mindset of these people - he was of the
mindset that robbed innocent girls and women of their dignity and
pride. There was no concern for the girls wellbeing, or their
mental health. He was just like the woman who had told him what he
could so with them before they got to their destination. The same
woman who had met grandad on the south bank outside City Hall. And
this man fucked Kerry slowly but he fucked her completely. He used
the full length of his cock inside her vagina and he fucked her so
deeply that there was the nudge of his cock against her cervix. And
for Kerry there would have been ‘something’ because even though she
was unconscious she wasn’t completely unconscious. And so although
she had been disabled, she would have in the murk of her mind, been
something, like a knowledge or a suspicion that something bad was
happening to her but she would have been so disabled by the gas
that she was unable to do anything about it.

Even when
this man ejaculated up inside Kerry she would have been aware of
something. The recovery process from the gas would have started -
it wouldn’t have been enough for her to open her eyes or be aware
completely, but it was underway and she might have even felt that
thick ejaculated semen oozing deep inside her. For Kerry, the first
knowledge, the first real knowledge or realisation of there being
something deeply wrong came when the man was finishing up his
second load inside her sister Gemma. Her limbs would have been
heavy and she wouldn’t have been able to move much. Plus the
proximity of herself to her sister, and this man as he finished the
act would have been so close as to cause even more confusion and
unrest. There was the grunting of this man as he shot his second
load and Kerry was just coming round now. She was open eyed but not
really seeing anything, just yet, just a blur - and she was
beginning to move.

The thing
was that she could also feel that something had happened. As she
woke up, it was just something that she knew. Something that she
felt. The actual feel, down there, of her all slippery and oozing
with spent semen would have been the last thing that came to her.
It would have been the big bold underline that something bad had
happened to her. Maybe the realisation that she had been raped came
as she opened her eyes and saw this man, this driver wiping his
huge cock on Gemma’s ass. He had turned Gemma over and slipped into
her from behind. He had just varied it a little. He took Kerry from
the front making sure that her long legs were spread nicely for him
and he had flipped Gemma over her liking the thought of slipping
that big headed cock of his between her ass cheeks and then
stroking up and down until his lubrication had done its thing on
her sex slit.

The point
of doing what he did was to instil the shock into the twins. The
point of it was to shock them to the core so that they would be
easier to manage and easier to manipulate. The point of shocking
them like this was so that they didn’t give him any bother. So that
they were no trouble - that is so that they were not physically any
trouble to him. All of the trouble would be inside their minds and
that was fine because their minds were contained and their state of
mind would assist in them not being any trouble moving forwards.
“What, what the fuck have you…..” Kerry’s words trailed off as she
tried to clear her head of the murk the gas had created. But it was
a slow process. This was something that would have been knocking
Kerry completely off her axis. It would have been like she was
waking up in this nightmare world. She would be slowly realising
what had happened to her and yet she wouldn’t be able to get her
head around that. She would be remembering that they were heading
to the airport ready to start their adventure, and now
‘this’.

It would
have been something that didn’t make any sense to her and yet at
the same time, with every passing second, something that was
becoming clearer. As her eyes cleared and as she took in a little
bit more she would have seen this man taking his cock out of her
sister. And that wipe of his cock on her ass, “Yes, I’ve raped your
sister, and I’ve raped you. And now, I have to take your to the
facility.” It was like a line he had been trained to deliver at the
most vulnerable time for a victim. A line of pure ‘fact’ that
served only to shock Kerry to the core more. “But we have to get to
the airport.” And that would have been the shock making itself
known more and more. That would have been this poor girl trying to
normalise something that wasn’t normal. Like, ok this man had
penetrated both her and her twin sister, but now he just had to
take them to the airport so that plans could go ahead. That was
what shocks did to a woman - and to a very young girl.

“There is no airport. There is no trip.” Again that was all he
said - he spoke in short sharp sentences by design and by this time
Gemma was waking up - she was trying to shake off the effects of
the gas. And she too was beginning to realise that something was
terribly wrong. She was beginning to ‘feel’ that something had
happened but not what just yet. That only began to become apparent
as she looked across the limo to her sister who was sitting
dishevelled and with more of her long legs visible than was normal.
She looked at Kerry and Kerry looked back and they didn’t say
anything. Kerry looked terrified and because she looked terrified
that expression of her face was mirrored on Gemma as they began
full realisation together. “He’s raped us. He’s not taking us to
the airport.” It was all Kerry could muster up to say. These girls
had been full of their trip, so full of the joys of spring and now
they had woken up into this nightmare that neither of them could
get their heads round. They had been shocked to the core and
because they had been, they were easy to handle. The twins wouldn’t
be any trouble from this point on. “I know, I know…”

 



Chapter 10

 


The
facility - two weeks later

 


Kerry and
Gemma were bridled and harnessed and there was this deadness to
their eyes that had never been there in all their short years. To
say that their world had been taken from under them would be a
drastic understatement. It would be something that could never be
reversed. They hadn’t just had their year long holiday taken away
from them, they’d had their world turned upside down and then
twisted inside out. Neither of them had got over the rapes in the
limo. That had been the start of their nightmare. But it had only
been the start. That in itself would have been enough to knock
these girls so far off their axis that they would become disturbed.
But it wasn’t the end of it. Sitting in that limo with spent semen
oozing from the both of them was not the end of it. It could have
been that the driver would kick them out, let them make their own
way home and they would be left to deal with it all themselves. If
that had happened then maybe they would have got over it to an
extent. Maybe then they would have had a chance of some kind of
recovery. But that was the point - there was no recovery. There was
no chance of recovery or no chance of a recovery setting in. And
far from kicking them out to make their own way home, he was taking
them on a further journey north.

The rapes
had been the shock but the future, from there, would be what shaped
Kerry and Gemma - what shaped them and their future lives. Now
there’s a thought, ‘what shaped their future’. Everything from that
point on was like an extremely bad dream. And everything from what
happened in that limousine on, was not decided or controlled by
them. Gemma had pleaded, ‘Please can I call our mum?” It had been a
futile request from a girl, a twin in a futile predicament. Of
course she couldn’t call mum. The driver hadn’t even answered her.
And the rest of the drive with the twins awake was like something
that was surreal. Like something that was happening in a dream like
state. Like something that was in slow motion and yet one in which
events seemed to move quickly at the same time. Kerry had echoed
her sister’s plea, “Please, look let me just talk to our mum, let
her know that we’re ok?” Again this was futile but this time the
driver responded. “But you’re not ‘ok’. You’re never going to be ok
again.” Another short sharp response that served nothing except to
put more anxiety into the twins. They just looked at each other.
Usually they had no problem in having a conversation - talking
together - to the point actually where they could finish each
other’s sentences. But in that limo, after they had been raped, and
once they both realised this is what had happened to them, there
was no conversation because the shock had set in properly. Except
it was more than shock. It was something that transcended shock
even in its most basic form.

Both
girls had sat in that limo trembling. Both of them just quivering
bodily, and that was the shock as well. Both were aware of the
motion of the car but not the direction that motion was taking
them. That quivering becoming more and more the longer the journey
went on - and the further away from London they got. Turning off
motorways and hitting B roads and countryside. It should have been
a thing of joy - for these city twins to be seeing the countryside.
It would have been something that they had been looking forward to
on their trip - the wide open spaces. And yet all of that joy had
been wiped out now. It hadn’t been wiped out in just one of the
twins, it had been wiped out in both, systematically and
identically and even in the back off that limo, being taken to
wherever they were being taken to it was clear that they had
already become shells of themselves. It had become clear that the
process, whatever the process was, had already started - had
already begun. Everything for them was a blur. Everything WOULD
become clearer for them, eventually - but only once they had
accepted that their life as they knew it, was over.

Now, in
the facility they had been taken to, there was that acceptance -
but that deadness in their eyes was something that became like a
new oddity in them. Neither twin had ever had dead eyes. They had
always been full of life, full of fun and full of the love of life
and what it held in store. But that was gone now. It was gone by
design. It was gone because it was supposed to be gone. But their
prettiness hadn’t gone - that absolute prettiness and stunningness
was still there and it was because of that, that what was happening
to them, what had happened to them was more disturbing. If somehow
the twins would have been made ‘ugly’ by these events, then it
wouldn’t have been so disturbing, for some fucked up reason. One
couldn’t know how that worked but because there were these eighteen
year old girls who had been snatched out of their normal, happy
lives, and that they were still beyond pretty, seemed all wrong
somehow. Somehow it was just all wrong that because of the despair
they had been plunged into, first by being raped and now by their
transformation into what they had become, their prettiness was
accentuated and emphasised - that was like another level of cruelty
that was applied. It was like another test that they had to pass in
order that the process be continued. That test, the preservation of
their absolute prettiness. And they passed with flying colours.
Just like the identical in their twin status, both Kerry and Gemma
were identical in how they went through this process and how they
retained their stunning prettiness. There was something eerie about
it all - more than eerie.

There was
no hair from the neck down - both were smooth and hairless, and
between their legs, harness straps fitted and pulled tightly to
emphasise and separate labial lips in a crude, obscene way. Those
straps, that harness fitted and adjusted for the sole reason of
folding out the lips and exposing, or displaying the pink insides
of both Kerry’s and Gemma’s sexuality. That folded out flesh, and
that pinker inner flesh then all moist, slick and wet to the point
of dripping. There might have been something that these girls were
humiliated and degraded in having their most private and sensitive
flesh exposed like this. But it was clear that they were beyond
that, and that was disturbing. But even more disturbing was the
fact that there seemed to be this ‘pride’ in the way they stood.
The way that they stood harnessed and bridled the way they were
with their shoulders forced back, and their breasts thrust out.
There seemed to be something beyond disturbing about that. It was
something that was beyond explanation or reason. It was certainly
something that was beyond cruel.

But it
wasn’t just that. It was the way they stood on ‘pony boots’ - or
the way they were forced to stand on them. Boots that were fitted,
tight and knee high and yet didn’t have heels as such - rather the
boots had ‘hooves’. The soles and the uplift of the boots shaped
into hooves like horse hooves. And because of that there were no
‘heels’ as such. The tippy toe stance was there and it was forced
in both twins, but there were no heels. It was like something that
was even more surreal, like their raised heels were forced to
‘float’ in suspended animation except it wasn’t that either. Those
hoof boots forced a stance that was animalistic and yet highly
sexual at the same time. And they forced a movement in the twins -
as though they were transferring their weight from hoof to hoof,
much like a prize racehorse might. There was never this stillness
in either of them. There was never a complete state of rest in the
twins. They were in this constant state of flux, moving their
weight from one hoof to the other. And because of the arch of their
feet into those hooves, the movements were ’suggestive’. Those
movements were sexual. And this didn’t make sense. Or it wouldn’t
make sense to anyone from a normal, well rounded world. There was
this animalisation of these poor girls - there was the stripping
away of their dignity and their pride, and yet there was this
sexualisation as well. The way they moved, the way their most
private flesh was exposed, and the way that flesh was wet, and
slick as though they were in a constant state of arousal - it was
something that degraded them in every single second that they were
like that.

And yet,
there was this deadness in their eyes. That deadness was almost
inexplicable when taken as part of a larger vision or picture. All
this was before the twin’s breasts were taken into consideration.
Something had happened there as well. They had always had generous
breasts which were still in development at the time of their
taking. But now those breasts were ‘fuller’. They were more heavy
and the lifting and separating by the harnesses only emphasised
this more. The way they hung - the way they swayed as the twins
moved. There was this enormity about the breasts that seemed
enhanced somehow. And then there were the nipples. Those nipples
more like teats. Thick, erect teats that had been enhanced as well.
Those breasts had been through some kind of augmentation but that
augmentation seemed organic - it seemed natural. There was the
flesh of the breast orbs that seemed taught and stretched and
almost translucent - just like the breasts of the woman in the clip
that grandad had been shown by the woman on the south bank. And
that was what the frightening thing was - the twins were almost
mirroring the poor woman in that clip. Except of course that woman
was pregnant. The twins weren’t pregnant - not at this
point.

And their
arms were at their sides but slightly bent at the elbows and they
were that way because their wrists were cuffed and then via short
chains those cuffs locked to the body harnesses they wore at hip
level. The way their slender arms were bent added to the sensuality
of how they looked. Sensuality shouldn’t have come into it but it
did and that was the problem. There was this sensuality that should
have been ‘illegal’ or something. There was this serenity about the
twins and yet there was this chaos as well. And it was a chaos of
the mind, a deeper look into their eyes and that chaos would have
been visible. The twins weren’t unaware of what was going on - on
the contrary they were very aware - and that was easy to see
through their eyes. Both of them darting their eyes, left and
right, up and down and like the rest of themselves, never resting.
One had to wonder what they had been through. Yes there was the
rape of them both by the mixed race driver - but that had been an
unconscious raping. One that could have been and would have been
worse had they been awake at the time. But one had to wonder what
else they had been through. One had to try to dredge the darker
areas of the mind to try to wonder what else they had been through.
Seeing the twins like this there was a story there - there was
something, a story that needed to be told.

 


Ten Days
Ago - West London

 


Amy was
besides herself with worry. “Nothing, for three days, nothing. I
thought they would call and let me know they’d landed safe and
sound for gods sakes!” One wouldn’t need to describe Amy’s worry,
or her concern because it was there to see. Grandad was sitting
with her tapping her lightly on one knee. “They’ll be excited, full
of this new adventure. You know how it is. They’ll be full of it
and they WILL call eventually you’ll see.” The lies went on and on
from him but he could do nothing about it. It was like he knew now,
finally that his worst nightmare, his worse despair was all real.
That it was all coming to fruition. Even he knew that the twins
would have been in contact by now and that the plans of this
mysterious City woman had been started and were
progressing.

And now
he was expected to live this double life. Now he was supposed to
live what was happening as though he would have to if he didn’t
know. The lack of contact and the eventual realisation that the
twins were missing and all of what would be expected of him as a
result of that. And then the truth, the knowledge that actually he
knew exactly what was happening - that even as he sat comforting
his daughter about the lack of contact that he knew that they had
been taken and that they weren’t coming back. Grandad had to play
the game out. He had to play his role and he had to make sure there
was nothing in how he acted or reacted that would be telling that
he knew. It was almost a lose lose for him. Inside he was being
ripped to bits and there was no way that he could heal himself or
those affected.

“I’m giving it another day and then I am going to have to make
some calls myself dad. I don’t like this - I’ve got this awful
feeling for some reason that things have gone wrong. I just don’t
like the way I feel about this.” The thing was that he knew what
she meant. “Yeah, yeah baby, give it a day or so. I’m sure it will
be ok, I’m sure it will.” And there he was lying through his teeth
yet again because he knew full well that nothing would ever be ok
ever again.” And as he spoke he felt his cell phone vibrate on
silence in his pocket. He slipped it out, and looked at it. A photo
message from an ‘unknown number’ and immediately his heart began to
race. He knew who this was from. It was from that woman - the woman
who had sown the seeds of this fucking nightmare. He got up and
wandered into the big kitchen of Amy’s apartment. She remained deep
in thought. He opened the message and immediately his heart
stopped. A photograph of the twins. A crystal clear high definition
photograph of them in ‘pony status’. He recognised them straight
away but he sobbed silently as his cock twitched inside his
underpants. The photo message was accompanied by simple text - ‘you
have My permission to masturbate’. That was it. It was simple, but
it was shocking. It was shocking to the core. This woman was a
force of nature. Whoever she was she was a force of nature. She had
this habit of being able to tap into psyches and she had tapped
into his. There was no way that he would have ever thought of the
twins in a sexual light. And yet this woman had tapped into his
psyche and she was forcing him to do just that. She was forcing him
to look at this one single picture of the twins, and be turned on
by it. That wasn’t right. That surely was not right! If grandad had
a lot of things to contend with before this point, now he had
more.

“Everything alright dad. You’ve gone quiet?” Amy had followed
her dad into the kitchen after a few minutes. He wasn’t alright but
he made out like he was. “Yes, yes I’m fine. Bit of a tummy upset I
think. I need the loo.” The thing was that he didn’t look Amy in
the eye and even in her own growing despair she would have noticed
that and found it a bit odd. Even more so how he sidled past her to
the bathroom. And once in there he could breathe a sigh of relief,
at least for now. By this time his cock was rigid and if he had
been disturbed by events so far, he was doubly disturbed now. He
sat on the toilet bowl and he was stroking his cock. He knew what
he was doing and deep down he wished he wasn’t doing it. But his
cock was rigid, and the bell end was throbbing. On top of
everything else he felt ashamed of himself. He was holding his cell
phone in one hand looking at the picture of the twins - and the
thought that he found himself aroused by it made him ashamed even
more. What was happening to him?

That was
a pretty simple thing to answer. He was being fucked up by this
woman. Somehow she had tapped into him that day on the south bank
and now she was capitalising on that. Now she was stripping back
the layers that made up this man. And she was doing that from a
distance. She was doing it from a distance because she could. She
could manipulate this man, any man with ease. All she had needed to
do was get that ‘in’. All she had to do the first and only time she
met him in the flesh was get inside his mind. She’d needed to get
inside his mind so that she could sow the seeds. And that was the
crux of it. That was what she needed to do - that was the absolute
crucial part of controlling this man - sewing those seeds. Just
hinting at what would happen to the twins, and showing him what had
happened to that nameless pregnant woman. Once those seeds were
sewn then all she had to do was let them fester. All she had to do
was leave it days, a couple of weeks even, as she had, and hit him
with that photo message.

Grandad
wouldn’t have even known that he would be turned on by what would
or might happen to the twins. And when he saw that high definition
picture on his phone the reaction had been instant. Already before
that photo arrived he had been twitchy down there. Already there
was this arousal or part arousal that had him questioning himself.
And with that arousal that leaking of pre-cum. That’d had him
questioning himself and him waving it off as though it was some
kind of anomaly due to the stress that he was feeling because of
the situation which was building and building now. But now he was
looking at this picture. He was stroking his cock with his fist and
he was looking at the picture for further arousal. And that was the
thing. That arousal was there. He was finding the twins in this
animalistic yet highly sexual pose very arousing and it was feeding
the pleasure he was giving his own cock. And that was
it.

That
photograph of the twins Kerry and Gemma was feeding his arousal and
he was breathing quicker and quicker. And his strokes got firmer
and longer and he was squeezing the shaft of his cock harder and
harder so that the pleasure was squeezed up into the cock heady
ready to explode into orgasm and ejaculation. And then he was using
his fingers to stroke over the pre-cum, using it to swipe his
fingertips over the cock head and the glans and this was giving him
more and more pleasure. And he edged himself a number of times. He
did that to build the pleasure but it became too much for him to
hold onto and so he orgasmed. And so he let it go. And it would
have been the most intense orgasm that grandad had experienced for
a long time. He orgasmed and he ejaculated and all the time his
eyes were fixed on that picture of the twins.

The
problem with orgasm and ejaculation was that there was another side
to come down. There was that climb to the top of the orgasmic peak
and then there was the other side to come down. And it was on the
come down that other side that the guilt, the shame and the despair
would hit home. He had enough to contend with as it was. He knew
what was going on - not the minute details but he knew more than he
was letting on to Amy. But now he had this sexual thing going on as
well. Now he had this terrible thing that he had done. He had
masturbated to a picture of his granddaughters and he had enjoyed a
massive intense orgasm. And to him it would have felt like he’d had
sex with them. That was what the guilt and the shame would have
been making him feel - that he had actually had sex with them and
this was almost a shame that he couldn’t bare. And now he had to
clean up and re-join Amy. Would he be able to look her in the eye
now?




Chapter 11

 


The
Facility - the same time frame

 


The scene
was different now. That first scene of the twins seemed to be
clinically clean. It was shocking, yes it was shocking to see what
had happened to them and what had been done to them. But it was
clean - it was clinically clean as a point of fact. Like a glossy,
high key scene or set up in a photoshoot of some fantasy or other.
Except of course it hadn’t been a fantasy. It was reality. But now
the setting and the circumstances were more rustic. The first thing
anyone stumbling across this would realise, or hear, was the noise.
There was some kind of electrical hum which hinted at high voltage.
And then there was the mechanical noise. It wasn’t just a single
noise but a mixture, a blend of noises that all came together to
make one. And that one blended noise had this disturbance about it
- like something that was left to settle on the mind of the person
who heard it.

The
rustic setting was some kind of outbuilding - like a shed but a
long one. The wooden apex roof beams were exposed. But the shed
contained stalls, each stall separated by metal swing gates. There
must have been twenty of these individual stall in all. Inside the
stalls were raised platforms. But along the length of the row of
stalls, up high were rails that held equipment. One had to take in
the sight of this place a number of times really just to get the
head round what the eyes were seeing. It was heavy equipment on
those rails. Like a number of machines that could be slid along and
used in any one of the stalls at a time. Although there were twenty
or so stalls, there was not twenty pieces of equipment on the
rails. This equipment had to be shared. And to be shared it could
be slid up and down the rail dragging electrical wires and tubes
with them.

The
immediate thought was that this was a milking shed. The equipment,
the noises, the tubes, the hanging suction cups that suggested
these things were slipped over the udders of cows needing to be
milked. All of that together lent to the theory that this was some
kind of milking shed. And there was a kind of relief at that, until
the twins came into view. They were in stalls that were next to
each other and they were on their own respective raised plinths
inside each stall. This was something else that the brain had to
process and had to get used to. Move closer to the stalls the twins
were in and there would be an intake of breath from anyone
unprepared for what they would see. The hanging tubes and the
suction cup devices slipped over grotesquely enlarged nipples. A
closer look would see the movement, the ‘milking movement’ of those
devices over the nipples. An even closer look would reveal the
micro movement of the squeezing and the sucking of the nipples by
these devices. And one wouldn’t need to look too close to see the
extraction of the milk from the breasts of the twins. And that was
what was most shocking.

In
actuality there were a number of things that could have been
labelled ‘most shocking’. It was the physical thing of the twins
being milked. These sweet, ultra pretty eighteen year olds being
‘milked’. That took some time to process as well. But the way they
accepted it - the way they simply stood on those plinths, chains
from their harnesses to the side rails of the stall. Just loose
chains that didn’t so much serve to restrain them as serve to
animalise them more. But then - the way they stood accepting what
was happing to them. Those dead eyes. These were the twins that
were going to travel the world. The twins, the sisters that had
been so full of life. So full of what the next year would hold. And
now it was like all of that had been wiped out. It was like
something had been wiped from the sister’s brains. There was that
deadness in their eyes that could not be described - one would have
to see that deadness for themselves in order to process it. And
again there was that constant movement of the hoofed feet of the
twins. That constant transfer of weight from one hoof to the other
- and that was in that sexual way - that suggestive way that
shouldn’t have been there, but was.

And that
was the thing - the ‘hooves’. These girls had been transformed into
something that resembled prize horses, prize mares. And yet they
were being milked as though they were cows - human cows. It was a
setting and a scene that defied any sort of logic. It was a setting
and a scene that provided no answers to anyone who might have been
trying to work it all out logically. In fact there was no logic to
it. There were these two pretty girls, whose looks and sexuality
had been enhanced and displayed by the harnesses, the hoof boots
and the strap work, and yet who were also being exploited. And
being mechanically milked. It was something that couldn’t be waved
or explained off. They weren’t being beaten, or whipped so there
was not that cruelty attached to it. And yet there was another
level of cruelty that was apparent. If they were being beaten, then
there would be something for the mind to grasp onto. But they
weren’t. There had been physical cruelty applied but not in this
place and not at this time. But there was this ‘thing’ this cruelty
that was beyond what someone might normally call
cruelty.

Two
teenage girls, sisters, twins, being ‘milked’ this way. There was
something serene about it. But there was something subliminally
cruel about it as well. Maybe it was the fact that both girls
simply stood in their respective stalls and dealt with the milking
process. One had to assume that this was not the first time they
had been milked because of the way they were so serene, and so
accepting of what was happening. Maybe they were being kept under
control by some kind of drug. That might have explained the dead
eyes but that was doubtful. The sequence of events since that trip
to the airport that was not actually a trip to the airport would
have served to deaden the eyes. There was the knowledge, the fact,
that these girls had been somehow ‘trained’. They stood to be
milked like any animal would stand to be milked. And that was what
added an element of sadness to the cruelty. That these girls just
stood in their stalls and allowed themselves to be milked instead
of screaming and shouting the place down as what might have been
expected ted in such a circumstance.

There was
this noise of the electricity feeding the milking machines. The
mechanical, almost organic noise of the suckers sucking the milk
form these girls. The sight of the extracted milk being sucked down
the transparent plastic tubes. And that would lead to another
question - where was the milk going? What was the milk being used
for? Actually, what the fuck was going on here? And then the human
noises. There was the slight shuffling noises and the clicks of the
hoofs being shifted on the raised platforms inside those stalls and
there were the noises coming from the girls mouths. One had to
assume they were involuntary noises. One had to assume that the
noises were caused by that constant firm, hard sucking on their
nipples. Not quite, or not solely noises of sexual stimulation and
arousal, but close to that. Like wet noises slipping from between
the girls lips. And yet those noises at the same time impeded by
the metal bits they had between their teeth. All of this coming
together - all of this colluding to fuck up the mind of anyone who
might see it. But that was the thing. No-one would see this. There
wasn’t anything in this place that an outsider would see. This was
a facility - some kind of ‘facility’ in the middle of nowhere - a
facility that no-one knew about and that no-one would find. It
certainly wouldn’t be a place that would be stumbled upon by
accident. This was a place that was protected by high tech
security. A place that was camouflaged from view, from the
air.

Maybe
this is what made this place, and what happened here so
frightening, so scary, so disturbing. That it could never be found.
That it could never be stumbled upon. Maybe it was the fact that it
was a place that absolutely screamed the fact that it needed a lot
of money even to exist let alone to run, that made it so
disturbing. Maybe was the fact that a place such as this would take
so much money and therefor had to involve those higher up the food
chain. Wealthy people, influential people, maybe even those high up
in political office. Maybe with this knowledge and the knowledge
that people such as this could be involved in a place that did
things like this to women and young girls like the twins, set of a
series of shivers down the spine.

There
would be people would deny that such a place could exist. There
would be people who would simply deny that any sort of otherwise
law abiding people could be involved with such a place. And yet the
proof was there. In the UK in 2019, a place like this could not
exist without there being some kind of higher intervention. A place
like this could not exist without palms being greased with a lot of
money. This all made the mind work overtime. It made the mind take
into consideration that the very existence of this place could
involve those in the very highest of positions in business and
public life. The police, government. For sure it all raised more
questions than it answered.

There
were different noises to contend with as the twins were taken out
of their stalls at the end of the milking session. There were
different patterns of noises of hooves. And of course, there was
the woman - a tall statuesque, mixed race woman dressed in a
skin-tight leather catsuit, and polished, red, knee high boots that
were tightly laced to just below the knee. There was something
about this woman. Apart from the fact she was an impressive woman,
there was little in the way of expression in her. Her flawlessly
brown skinned face was heavily made up, and perfectly made up - and
that slick perfection was kind of at odds with the rustic setting
in the milking shed.

It seemed
ludicrous that anyone might expect there to be some sympathy from
this leather sheathed woman, for the twins. But seeing her
indifference in real life was an almost shocking thing to witness.
Her unchaining them one by one and not having to instruct them on
what came next. Kerry stepping down off the raised plinth and then
standing in the main lane outside the stalls whilst her sister
Gemma was unchained and taken out of her stall. It was almost like
it was a set, regular series of events. Like somewhere along the
line the twins had been prepared, and trained in that they would
deliver, milk - and the milking was simply a part of the process.
It was the acceptance, or the ‘normalising’ of the way the twins
were treated that was most alarming. It wasn’t just the twins - it
was that any woman or girl could be taken to this place and treated
like this. It was the normalisation of that then blended with the
physical sight of the twins in their new state, that was most
shocking. It was the ‘inhumanity’ of it. The questions that came
into the mind when one laid eyes on what had been done to the
twins. How could one human being do these things to another and
make it all appear so normal? How could a woman, or women oversee
what happened to the women and girls that were taken to this
place?

One might
try to work it out logically. That there had to be something
legitimate that allowed these people to treat others like this. But
even if that outcome was decided in the mind there would be left
this nagging doubt that it wasn’t right at all. That nothing was
right at all. There was the sound of the hooves again. Metal tipped
hooves as Kerry and Gemma were taken down the length of the milking
shed to the exit at the other end. There was that animalistic
quality to the noise and to the rhythm of the walk of these two
siblings. Like an accepted mode of walking on those hoof boots.
They wouldn’t have been ‘trained’ to walk in them - rather those
boots would have forced them to walk in a certain suggestive and
yet animalistic way. There was this almost ‘lazy’ strut that
provided the suggestive element. And yet the height of the boots,
the angle of the hooves and the feet provided the equine element.
And there WAS an equine element. That was by design. Like the
harness or tack that the sisters were strapped into, and the bits
between their teeth. There was this ‘clicking’ of the bit against
the teeth, and there was this permanent formation of drool at the
corners of their mouths. It was like this drool should have been a
degrading thing, and it was, but it was an accepted degradation. It
was part of who they were now. It was something that couldn’t be
avoided or something that couldn’t be stopped. It was simply
something that was there and would be for as long as those who
controlled this situation chose.

It was
like the fold back of their vaginal lips. This was an aspect, an
element that was un-equine. This was a sexual element that they
were forced to endure. They had been raped in the first instance by
the driver of the limo who took them to this place. That was a
shock that had been instilled into them and at the same time it was
an element that had set a precedent. That they each could be used
sexually, as and when their charges wanted to - or whenever they
felt like it. That fold back of the vaginal lips exposing the wet
moist inner flesh of their vaginas and just that image, that vision
alone giving the twins an undeniable sexual presence. Those straps
tight, and yet some movement, a little tiny movement as they
strutted on those hooves making the straps rub and excite the flesh
down there. It would have made them aware all the time of the
sexual arousal.

And that
was part of it - maybe that was a huge part of how the twins could
cope with what was happening to them. There was the surreality of
how they accepted what was happening to them and what was being
done to them, but possibly the sexual arousal was something that
was provided to them so that that could cope with it. Like
something that was provided for them to focus on rather than their
real, and almost horror story existence. One would just need to
watch that walk down the length of the milking shed. The sway of
the hips, the exaggerated stance, the accentuated use of their
hips. It was like a complete transformation that happened just with
the addition of those hoof boots. And then the sliding and the
slipping of the strapping either side of the sex lips providing
that sexual arousal. Maybe even the twins walking in a certain way
so that they could feel more of that. Maybe learning to walk to
provide themselves with the pleasure that was obvious. That
pleasure obvious from the wetness. That almost dripping wetness
that provided a permanent lubrication for the twins as they made
their way from A to B.

The
leather clad woman walking behind them, casually looking at the
length of the girls’ legs and the sway of their hips. The roll of
their bottoms - helping herself to a stroke of their flesh because
she could. Her brown leather clad skin and the almost lily
whiteness of the twins. There was this casualness to the way this
woman treated the twins. A casualness to the way she could touch
them, stroke them and look at them. It was a scene that did not
belong in the normal civilised world. In times when racism and
prejudice was to the fore this was a place that threw all of that
out of the window. It felt like there was a racist, prejudiced
angle to it. The twins from an upper middle class white background
and taken to this place where they were supervised by a mixed race
woman who would have faced her own racism issues in the past.
Indeed this whole setup, like this whole thing, asking more
questions that it answered. And then the fact that the girls had
been raped by a mixed race man, the driver in the first place.
There were undertones that the twins had been taken to a place to
be treated in such a way that it was felt that they deserved to be
treated in a place that they deserved to be.

Maybe it
was all being to take shape now. The explanation that the mind
needed to understand as to what this place was and why it existed.
Maybe the racist prejudice angle was the reason that it existed.
And that the ‘victims’, if victims is the right word, came from
certain backgrounds and privileges. That they were targeted, and
closed in on. That they were closed in on and then closed down.
Certainly the twins had been targeted - that much was known. They
had been chosen yes because they were twins, but they fitted the
middle upper class demographic. The people who owned this place,
who ran it, who funded it, had honed in on grandad and his business
dealings. And they had set about his downfall. And then they had
instigated his approach to them via the mysterious woman on the
south bank, where she had made fifty million available to him - at
a cost. That cost of course, the twins, and Amy. But that woman was
white - that woman on the south bank was as white and as English as
they came. But she was above middle upper class. She was above that
by a country mile and that was why she could do what she did. She
didn’t fit the demographic - not the victim demographic. She was an
investor - an owner. And she was able to reel victims in. It was
her role. She was able to throw people off guard. She was able to
deliciously reel them in. And there was even more to her than
that!

The mixed
race woman pulled a manicured fingernail through the hot wet
slickness between Gemma’s sex lips and the twin let out an extended
groan. And just for a split second she paused so that she could
absorb that sensation. She paused so that she could absorb the
pleasure this woman gave her. One had to wonder how far away from
her thoughts was the world trip she had been supposed to be on with
her sister now. Indeed there were a collection of thoughts aligned
around what can have been going through her mind at this point. Did
she know what was happening to her? Yes she did. Did she remember
her grandad and her mum? Yes she did. Did she remember being raped?
Vaguely. Did she remember everything since then? Yes she did. But
the overriding question was why was there no resistance in her, or
her sister? Because resistance was futile. That had been instilled
early on. Neither her, nor her sister, or any of the other victims
in this place, in this ‘farm’ were getting out any time soon. Or
any time at all.

 



Chapter 12

 


PRESENT
DAY - A LONDON WINE BAR

 


There was
this early evening buzz in the city wine bar. Friday evenings after
work there was always that buzz. People could drink and not worry
about work the next day. People had that weekend feeling - that
feel good factor kicking in. And it was a summer evening. It was
hot and it was a little bit sticky but it was ‘nice. All in all it
was a good night.

“Not sure if you two remember each other from school. Lucy this
is Tanya - Tanya this is Lucy.” It would have been normal for the
two women to have shook hands and smiled politely, but for some
reason they didn’t do that. Instead they moved in and hugged each
other. And there was something profound in that. Something that was
almost sad. It wasn’t just a quick hug it was a long extended one
and they held each other close. The man, the private detective he
noted it and must have felt like he was intruding on something
here. He looked away awkwardly because he had an idea of why these
two women had been brought together again and that was obviously
because of events in their past. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.
I should have done something when I left. I should have made it
impossible for Suranne to move on to you. I should have told
someone.” That was Lucy whispering to Tanya as they hugged. Lucy
was crying but then so was Tanya. “It’s not your fault. I would
have done the same. I would have been gone as well. But we’re here
now and we have the chance to help put things right, hopefully.”
There was this real warmth between the two. Like a real connection
and that was because of what they had been through.

On the
face of it, on the real face of it, what they had been through was
nothing compared to what they were being faced with now. Or with
what Suranne had moved on to. They hadn’t been exposed to those
details and yet there was this bond between them. They were victims
of school bullying that were coming together years later. Tanya’s
own experience was deeper, more profound and more disturbing but
bringing her and Lucy together there was this hope that some light
could be shed that would help in the tracking down and stopping of
Suranne. “Look ladies why don’t we get a quiet booth over there.
I’ll get the drinks in, what would you both like?” The man seemed
genuine, yeah a bit dodgy looking but didn’t all private detectives
look dodgy? It was because of the line of work they were in that
did it. It always seemed like they were on the hunt for some
elusive piece of information or other and that they would stoop to
any level in order to get it. That’s what made them look dodgy. And
there was this troubled, deeper look to this man that was hard to
fathom and harder too thick of a reason why?

“Chilled red wine for me, thank you?” That was Tanya. Despite
her experiences at the hands and the sick mind of Suranne had moved
on to become a respected lawyer in the city. She had managed to get
out of the grasp of Suranne but to this day she didn’t know how she
had done it. She’d got up one day, one of those days when she knew
that Suranne had planned for her to service another of the teachers
who had turned out to be an out and out pervert. And there was this
little voice in her head that said, ‘enough is enough’. She didn’t
go to school that day. She didn’t go back to that school full stop.
And she had been able to move on. She didn’t get over what had
happened to her. But she hadn’t talked about it to anyone either.
She’d just got on with her life. And there would be no-one who knew
the young woman Tanya or the older more mature version who would
think there was anything wrong with her or that she had been
through something that was traumatic. She seemed well rounded,
perfectly stable and level-headed. In just a few words, she had got
on with life and put all that bad stuff behind her. That was the
British way wasn’t it?

“Same for me thank you.” That was Lucy. Although she had
suffered the less traumatic type of bullying, she hadn’t fared so
well. She had been plagued with those flashbacks playing and
replaying in her mind. One could argue that the flashback
themselves of her having her head flushed down a toilet wouldn’t
have been so bad and that indeed as she got older would have become
less and less traumatic as her view of the world changed. But it
wasn’t that - it was the fact that in those flashbacks, and those
nightmares that she got she got, she simply added to what had
actually happened to her. So when the replay happened, she had her
head shoved into the toilet and the toilet flushed by Suranne, and
then she did have to go on to licking the toilet bowl clean. It was
all in her mind, but it was playing like it was real.

And in
those flashbacks Suranne was always smiling - almost always
laughing softly at what she was doing to her. She was always
looking down on Lucy and always with that smile. It was always as
though she enjoyed what she was doing to this poor girl. And then
there were follow ons like when Suranne was urinating on the floor
and then making Lucy lick it up. That was an extension of her
licking the toilet clean. And then there was the denial by Suranne
of letting Lucy relieve herself in the toilet herself. Making her
drink ice cold water. Making her retain her bodily wastes until it
hurt so much that she begged to be able to relieve herself. All of
Lucy’s flashbacks and her horrors surrounded the toilet. And that
was because that was where her initial and very real trauma began.
Suranne then standing over her, smiling still as she granted that
relief. But she could only relieve herself over the floor and then
she had to lick that up. That had been the precipice of her horror
playbacks in her mind, that Suranne had casually and calmly told
her, “lick it up slut.”

It never
ended for Lucy. Tanya was more guarded - she had moved on to a full
blown demanding career and so she could lock things away. But was
that a good thing? The private detective came back with the tray of
drinks - his a pint which was pretty typical. “So ladies we know
why we’re here. We know who we are here to talk about. Let’s just
chill, not try too hard. There’s no time limit on this, the drinks
are on me. But let’s just try and talk about this girl as you
remember her. Why you think she did the things she did. And what
you think she got out of it. What I’m trying to look for is a
motive for doing what she did or some kind of pointer as to why she
did what she did. We actually KNOW that Suranne wasn’t a simple
school bully. Yes she bullied you two, she bullied other pupils and
she bullied teachers. But there was, there IS more to her than
that. We need to try build a picture. Are you with me?” And he took
a lengthy sip of his pint. The girls did the same to their glasses
of chilled red. “Why do we need a picture of her for fucks sakes?
We just want her ‘gone’. Is that too much to expect, or want?” Lucy
again, she sounded agitated and impatient. She asked a good
question, a pertinent question. “We need to cover all bases Lucy.
If we just take her out, we could miss something. No-one wants to
be doing time do we?” And there was this silence that followed that
starkly real question.

“You know, when I had to have an abortion, she did it herself.”
Tanya had made the announcement in that dead pan way - as though
she knew what she had been through was traumatic and was something
that had been with her all this time, but as though as well it was
just something that had worn her down. Something she was fed up to
the back teeth of living with and something that she couldn’t get
over and didn’t even bother trying anymore. There was silence. That
was the shock that caused the silence. “You had an abortion?”
Lucy’s hand was on Tanya’s. “Yes, I had to have unprotected sex,
all the time with countless men. Teachers, strangers. I suppose it
was obvious that I would get pregnant. And she was mad, like it was
MY fault that I got pregnant. But she did the abortion herself. I
didn’t get counselling and I didn’t get to recover. That same day
that she did the procedure, two hours later actually, I was sucking
cock again. Sorry!” She was apologising for the graphic detail but
she shouldn’t have. There was just this shocked silence, a period
where nothing else was said until thoughts were
gathered.

“Oh my god, you poor woman.” That was Lucy. Maybe it was
starting to put into perspective the relative easy time she had
with Suranne. Or maybe she was thanking her lucky stars that she
had got away and, doing the maths, that this was something that, if
she hadn’t got away, she could have gone on to go through herself.
The private detective didn’t say anything. He was listening and
watching the two interact. He was noticing that these two had come
together through a common event - something that was the same for
both of them. And that there was this closeness in the two of them.
A friendship born out of trauma. “It doesn’t matter, it is what it
is. I eventually got away. But I’m not going to pretend that this
isn’t hard for me. I can’t say that I’m pleased to be here now,
dragging it all back up. But if what you say is true then I have to
help if I can. Although, I’m not sure after all these years what I
can do.” Tanya stopped talking to take another sip of wine and she
seemed grateful for that alcoholic bite at the back of her throat
as she swallowed. “You are helping by being here Tanya. You’ve just
told us something we didn’t know. Something about this girl, now a
woman, and how her mind was working then and how it is working now.
This girl giving you an abortion when you both were just eighteen
is an insight in to how her mind might be working now. In fact it
points to certain things - confirms certain things about what she
is capable of now. And it points to how she may be dealt with going
forward. You know, we’re looking at taking her out, but we have to
make sure all bases are covered.” And there was this silence again.
It seemed like something that was beyond profound - to be sitting
in a posh wine bar on a Friday evening talking about taking someone
out. It seemed such an unlikely scenario - like NOT one out of a
film. Unless it was a surreal film.

The
private detective spoke again. “Did she seem I don’t know
‘different’ to any other girl your age in school? I mean, apart
from the obvious I mean. Obviously no human being should treat
another the way she treated you and others. But I mean was there
anything that stood out to you?” The man’s eyes flicked from Lucy
to Tanya and then back again. It was Lucy who answered. “She always
seemed ‘older’ than what she was. The way she acted, the way she
talked. The things she said. That always struck me but I couldn’t
put my finger on it until now.” And Tanya stepped in straight away,
“Yes that’s absolutely right. She seemed more mature than us - than
our years. I don’t know if that has a bearing on anything but it is
true.” There was this period of silence again - like the aftermath
of the shock over Tanya telling of her abortion. And three or four
drinks later they were still talking. The detective had started the
ball rolling. He had got the girls talking and he was listening.
That was the trick, this is what this man did cleverly, he got the
girls talking. He was probably ex police detective even ex murder
squad. His list of contacts and who he could call on for any number
of services was more than likely extensive. And on top of all that
he sounded like he knew what he was talking about. He had this air
about him that told anyone who listened to him that he was good at
what he did and that he was thorough at what he did.

“More drinks ladies? Then we’ll wind this up. I’m really
pleased we got to meet like this you know. This fucking woman
Suranne is bugging me and learning all about her school days, and
yours has given me a real insight. They say that people are not
born evil but in this bitch’s case I’m not so sure. We’ve found out
who she is and where she’s come from but there’s nothing in her
life that points to her having been hurt or traumatised in such a
way that she would go on to do the things she’s done. When I say
there is nothing, there really is nothing. So everything points to
her being the way she is, and in your case ‘was’ from within. Let
me get these drinks. I’ll be right back.” The man left Tanya and
Lucy talking.

“What do you feel about having Suranne taken out? I mean, it’s
serious shit. This guy isn’t fucking around?” Lucy was the one with
the rougher edges and the way she spoke, the way she use swear
words, as though they rolled off her tongue showed that. “You know
Lucy, with what she put me through, there are no words to say how I
feel about her. I’m a lawyer, I know it’s against the law to even
sit here talking about having someone ‘taken out’. But I think, if
what this guy is talking about is true, if these things she’s
supposed to be involved with now are true, then taking her out is
the kindest thing to do. Kindest thing for her. Kindest thing for
her victims. The kindest thing full stop.” And because Tanya was
this professional well-spoken woman, the seriousness of what she
was saying seemed to be more serious, if that makes sense. There
was this short silence as though to underline that.

“You’re not wrong, good fucking riddance to the bitch is what I
say.” Lucy reached across and touched Tanya on the hand. Her mind
was full of the fact that this woman had been made to do the things
she’d done, and then she had been given an abortion by the girl
herself and as rough edged as she was, that kind of got to her as a
woman now. That word ‘abortion’ was bandied about a lot, but unless
it affects you or someone you know, you don’t really think much of
it. “Lucy what are you doing the weekend? I could do with some
company. But if you’re busy, or you’ve got plans, don’t worry. I
just thought, with what’s brought us back together again - kind of
brings it all back you know what I mean? We could just chill, get
some food, have a few drinks, you know?” And Tanya was looking
right at Lucy, like she was looking right into her eyes. There was
this connection there, like a real connection.

“I don’t do plans. And to be honest some company would be good.
In fact, fuck it Tanya, let’s do it.” And Lucy was smiling and
she’d moved her fingers to mingle with Tanya’s. “Your place or
mine? I can’t imagine you come from the same area of town that I
come from?” Lucy was mocking herself a little bit and she was doing
it with a smile. Tanya got that and she smiled and rubbed fingers
with Lucy as well. “Why don’t we stay up in town here and I’ll get
a hotel room. Like you said, ‘fuck it, let’s do it.” And it was out
of place for Tanya to curse like that. But because she did it in
this well-spoken and deliberate way, it was effective and it was
sexy. Lucy just smiled and nodded at her. The private detective was
back. “Here we go girls, one for the road. Everything ok here,
you’re both looking pleased with yourselves.” And he sat down.
Tanya and Lucy just looked at each other again and laughed. “It’s
all good, were just gonna spend some hours together tonight - catch
up on the bits of the old times that were good times, you know?”
And the detective being a man, completely missed that the two women
had got this special connection in the time he had been
away.

“Sound perfect. That’s my good deed for the day, getting you
two back together. Cheers!” And he clinked his pint glass with
their delicate wine glasses Lucy and Tanya were smiling wide now.
One had to think that with their past they didn’t have much to
smile about. But even given the reason for this meeting, it was
like those dark times were way way back in their minds. But that
was it about young women, and young girls, they could seemingly, or
apparently carry on with their lives as though nothing had
happened. And certainly in Tanya’s case she had gone on to a
successful career as well as budding and blossoming into a stunning
woman. Lucy, she had blossomed into a stunning woman as well, and
yet she had been plagued by those replays and nightmares for year
and years. But to look at her, to someone seeing her for the first
time there were no signs of that. And for now Lucy and Tanya was
sharing looks, and little smiles as the meeting was drawing to an
end.

“So what’s the next step? I mean what do we do now?” Lucy
directed her question to the man and he finished taking a sip of
beer before he replied. “You ladies don’t need to do anything.
Nothing at all. Just keep an eye on your messages and I will
contact you in due course. Obviously keep this between yourselves.
Don’t talk to anyone else about what we have spoken about. Or about
what we have planned. This is something that is delicate, and needs
delicate handling. Trust me I know. There may be a gap in our
contact but that doesn’t mean nothing is happening behind the
scenes. It may be that when you hear from me again it will be just
with a ‘job done’ message and from that you will be able to deduce
that Suranne is no more. But in any case the two of you just relax
a bit. I know what you’ve been carrying around for years and years.
Hopefully in a relatively short amount of time the problem known as
‘Suranne’ will be resigned to ancient history and you can ‘breath’
again. And there was this understanding in this man - men didn’t
usually get it, but he definitely got parts of it. Probably his
time in the met , getting to meet people from all walks of life and
people who’ve been through all kinds of shit in their life. He
downed the rest of the pint in one and stood up. “Ladies, I’ll be
in touch. Stay safe.” And he was gone. But again there was
something else on his mind. Something else other than what they had
been talking about. Like his own troubles and tribulations - ones
that seemed to run deep, and then deeper still.

 



Chapter 13

 


Tanya
& Lucy, together

 


The
private detective had barely got out through the front door of the
wine bar when Tanya was over and on Lucy. They were kissing deeply.
No words had been spoken between them. It had been all in the eyes.
Once that understanding had been reached that they would spend the
weekend together there was just this passion there, as though there
was no tomorrow. As though it all had to be about now. Nothing else
but now would suffice. Lucy snaked her tongue into Tanya’s mouth
and Tanya suckled on it. Both of the women were breathing heavily.
On the next table there was the ripple of a round of applause and
some “woo hoos”. It was group of three or four women and a couple
of men being genuinely open and genuinely pleased that the two
women had got together. Lucy and Tanya though were like they were
in a world of their own. Somewhere in the background they would
have been aware of the round of applause. They maybe even have been
aware that they were for those few seconds the centre of attention
but it didn’t matter. At that precise time it didn’t matter -
nothing mattered, and maybe even for the first time in years there
was no thought, or no memories tumbling round either of their heads
of Suranne and what she had done to them. It was just them. They
were in the moment and they were absorbing the moment. And they
were kissing deeply. Nothing mattered except the two of
them.

“Fuck Tanya where did that come from?” Lucy was licking her
lips. She could taste the sweet taste of Tanya on them and she was
liking that taste because she was smiling wide - and she could
taste Tanya’s lipstick. And Tanya had slid back to her seat a
little giggly and sheepishly. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what came
over me, I honestly don’t. I guess I feel close to you because of,
you know? And I just looked at you across the table and thought,
fuck it I want to kiss her and I’m fucking well going to do it!”
And there she was again, this posh spoken lawyer who was swearing.
But the F word just rolled off her full luscious lips and she had
this sparkle in her eyes that probably hadn’t been there for some
time. “Are you hungry? Why don’t we go get some dinner and whilst
we do that I’ll get us a hotel room right here in the centre of
town.” Tanya was talking with an eagerness, like she had this plan
and she wanted to get on it. “I cannot lie, I am hungry but I’m not
that sure it’s for food. In fact, I know I’m not hungry for food.
I’m hungry for you. Let’s skip dinner, get room service?” And Lucy
had this cheeky glint in her eyes and the smile that went with it.
Tanya had the same and it was almost as though they were on the
same level - like exactly on the same level.

“Ha ha room service it is - champagne and sex. Or am I being
presumptuous?” Tanya had that shy coy look in her eyes even though
one had to think that she could kick ass in her role as a lawyer.
Indeed she specialised in corporate law but had delved a little bit
into the criminal and litigation side. But this made her ‘cute’ in
the here and now and in a way it gave Lucy the upper hand - just
for this little moment in time it gave her the upper hand and that
was something that was beyond hot. “Not at all presumptuous. I want
you to fuck me and me to fuck you. Or is that being presumptuous?”
And the both women cracked up laughing. “Not at all presumptuous. I
want your tongue deep in me and I want to slip my tongue deep
inside you. Or is THAT being presumptuous?” And that was it, both
women were really laughing now. “Let’s have a proper one for the
road and have you booked that hotel yet.” And it was like the two
couldn’t stop smiling and couldn’t keep their hands off each
other.

“I have, on my phone app - The Hilton on Park Lane - will that
do you? And it’s on me!” Tanya was all soft and delicious smiles.
“Yeah much better than a grubby B&B in Paddington hey?” Lucy
there intimating that the grubby B&B’s were her usual stop
overs in town. And they didn’t need to order more drinks because
the group on the next table sent glasses of champagne over with
compliments. Both Tanya and Lucy just looked over at them with wide
smiles and then blew kisses seemingly in perfect synchronised
timing. Then they held the glasses up and chinked with nods to the
group. “Mmmm the good stuff.” Tanya winked at Lucy and there was no
mistake that they were as one in that wine bar. There was no
mistake either that they wanted to get the fuck out of that place
and get to Park Lane.

They
kissed again and shared each other’s sips of champagne. And twenty
minutes later they were in a black cab heading west to Park Lane.
And inside that black cab they were still kissing. They were still
kissing each other deeply and still suckling the saliva of each
other’s tongue only this time they had their hands all over the
place as well. Lucy feeling Tanya’s generous breasts over her top,
Tanya with her hand up Lucy’s skirt and feeling the imprint of her
sex lips through her panties. Lucy taking deep sharp breaths as she
felt the fingertips and the perfectly manicured nails of Tanya. And
the driver, just adjusting the rear view mirror that little bit so
that he could see and that not escaping either Lucy or Tanya as
they winked at each other and gave a bit of a leg and kissing show
for him. Five minutes later they were pulling up outside the Hilton
in Park Lane.

Exactly
twenty minutes after that they had checked in and were naked inside
a suite on the twenty eighth floor, and overlooking Hyde Park. The
view was stunning and the evening was stunning also. But what was
more stunning were these women embraced in front of a big picture
window as though they didn’t have a care in the world. And they
were kissing again. One thing for sure was that they must have
known each other’s mouths inside and out by now. But now there was
more hand action. Their hands snaking over each other, exploring
each other. Neither one nor the other taking the lead. This was a
mutual understanding. A mutual understanding where they could each
explore each other’s bodies and mind without limit. Lucy bent down
low, and took one of Tanya’s nipples into her mouth. Tanya gave her
that nipple and then rolled her head back as she felt Lucy’s mouth
working it. She let out a sigh, and then held Lucy in close to her
breast. Lucy wet that nipple and she played her tongue and her lips
round it. She was feasting on it in a way and as she did that Tanya
was letting out little mewling moans from between her full, mat red
lips.

There was
more than a hint that these two had enjoyed other women before.
There was more than a hint that they had enjoyed being intimate
with other women before. Once couldn’t say that this was a result
of what they has been through at the hands and the sick mind of
Suranne, or whether by pure chance they had gone the lesbian way.
Or whether they were in fact lesbians at all and could have been
two women who were just seizing the moment. It was difficult to say
- the only thing for sure was that they were natural with each
other. They were completely as one with each other. There wasn’t
any awkwardness between them. They were simply enjoying each other.
And when Lucy, with a sideways grin, just before a deep kiss,
guided Tanya backwards to the huge sumptuous bed and then just
‘pushed’ her back onto it, there was this little deep breath and
giggle from Tanya as she landed in the soft bedding. And as she
landed she spread her legs. She was already naked and her smile was
huge and she beckoned to Lucy. “Come get it lover.”

And again
there was that smile. She spread her legs and lifted her knees
slightly. She was hairless down there, smooth. And her sex lips
were already glistening - they were already wet. She was already
ready to indulge. And that was the thing, Tanya looked like she was
ready to indulge. And there was this slight feeling between these
two, that there was this upper class lawyer, maybe a wealthy woman,
and then this other woman Lucy, from a slightly lower class in
life. Not quite the princess and the pauper - but there were just
definite lines there. And yet at the same time, it didn’t matter.
It didn’t matter that there was this invisible divide between the
two. Lucy licked her lips and what she did next was a tease. She
got down to the deep pile floor on her hands and knees and she
crawled towards the bed. Tanya lifted her head to maintain the eye
contact and it was an intense eye contact. Lucy crawled slowly,
almost feline like and her breasts were hanging and swinging under
her. Tanya’s feet had been dangling over the edge of the bed from
her push back onto it and so it was her feet that Lucy got to
first. And that eye contact was maintained throughout. It was an
eye contact that almost surely burned the retinas of the two woman.
It really was that hot.

When Lucy
started to kiss Tanya’s feet, first one then the other that eye
contact was still there. She was kissing the feet. Just little
kisses at first, from one to the other. But then the kiss became
more so. Presses in of the lips to that foot flesh. And she did
this thing where she kissed each of Tanya’s toes in turn. It was
almost a submissive, worshipping thing she did, like a fetish
thing. But she was kissing the toes and then she was sucking each
of the toes into her mouth. She took each of the big toes in and
she looked at Tanya, made like she was sucking a cock - made like
she was giving oral, which she was. And all the time Tanya was
mewling. Lucy sucked those big toes and then the small ones and
then all the ones in between. And then she started to kiss the
soles of Tanya’s feet. She was covering the entirety of both feet
with her kisses. And it was easy to see that it was having an
effect on Tanya because she was flexing her toes. The toes still
coated with Lucy’s saliva were bending back and spreading and they
were doing that in time with the licks and with the kisses. And by
the time Lucy got round to the arch of the feet, and the ankles,
Tanya’s eyes were rolling. It was like she was in another place,
another time.

“I wanna feel your tongue in my cunt Lucy - you’re driving me
nuts.” There was another obscenity that just seemed to roll from
Tanya’s trembling lips. But it showed how horny she was, how needy
she was. “You just show some patience missy.” And by this time Lucy
was working up the long, long legs of Tanya. Again, kisses and
licks. She was letting Tanya feel the wet trails of her saliva as
she laid them down on her. And she was spreading that saliva with
the kisses. Full pressed kisses with her lips and she spent special
attention on Tanya’s knees, as though she had found an extra
sensitive erogenous zone. But that was just it, all of Tanya was an
erogenous zone. She was needy and she wasn’t ashamed to show it.
Lucy was needy as well though and by the time she was heading with
her tongue and lips up the expanse of upper legs of Tanya, Tanya
was using her well kissed, well sucked and well licked feet between
Lucy’s legs and she had found her slit with her big toe. And she
was stroking Lucy’s sex flesh with that toe. Just letting her know
that she had found it. Even in that there was this mild domination
and submission thing going on, but nothing heavy. Lucy the slightly
lower class woman, worshipping Tanya’s legs and working up towards
her intimacy. Working up to her most private flesh and at the same
time her ‘riding’ the toe of Tanya. That toe parting her lips and
then sliding in. That possible sense of minor humiliation of being
fucked by the big toe of the goddess that she was currently
worshipping.

But no
sign of that humiliation at all. Lucy doing an extra special job of
making sure her tongue, or her lips, or both came into contact with
every little bit of flesh of Tanya’s and making sure the sounds
came out of Tanya’s mouth repetitively. And the higher up Lucy got,
the more of herself became available to Tanya. And when Tanya could
grip Lucy’s hair, she did that and she held her to her. Lucy was
kissing and licking round the top of Tanya’s sexuality. Right where
the hooded clitoris was. But she was avoiding contact with the
clitoris. She was licking and kissing around it and there was that
need in Tanya to feel Lucy’s lips and tongue right at the centre of
her femininity. She tugged Lucy and Lucy resisted but it was
playful. There were little wet groans coming from Lucy as well.
Tanya making sure that her toe stayed inside her wet sex. And Lucy
was doing her best to get a purchase on that toe. She was
determined to ride it, as it were. And Tanya was on to that as
well. She knew Lucy was as needy as her and so if Lucy wanted
deeper pleasure then she would have to give some up herself and so
she teased her and teased her. Tanya bending her leg with the toe
inside Lucy up. And by the time Lucy was licking the labial lips of
Tanya, Tanya’s toe was right up inside her fucking her.

And so
Lucy began to blow on Tanya’s sex. On her slit yes, but especially
on the hood that hid the clitoris. Just blowing gently, and then
flicking with her tongue. Letting the contact with the tongue and
the clitoral hood be there, but only just there. And Tanya
wriggling her toe inside Lucy, making her work for the pleasure
that she was giving her. And then Lucy’s lips sealed around the
circumference of the clitoris hood and that made Tanya’s eyes open
wide - this was a game changer. Lucy had spent time and effort
working her way up. She had spent time inflicting that anticipation
into Tanya and at the same time she had spent the time giving her
lover hints of what she was capable of with her mouth. And now her
clitoris and the hood was contained within the warm wet vacuum of
Lucy’s mouth and at first there was nothing. Lucy sucked to create
that vacuum and then and then she held it. And that was it, she
held it. But she was looking up between the spread legs of Tanya
and there was this intense eye contact again. Except that this time
it seemed like it was more than intense. There was this almost
rancid intensity there. She was sucking on that flesh but doing
nothing else. And she was looking at Tanya as though to threaten
her that any minute, any second or microsecond she would start the
process that would bring Tanya to the most intense debilitating
orgasm that she had ever experienced.

And that
was the thing. Tanya could feel that. She could almost taste the
intensity and the sense of anticipation at the orgasm that even now
was starting the process of building up behind her clitoris. And
when Lucy did begin, with her lips and with her tongue, she did it
slowly. Like she was starting all over again. Lucy puffed her lips
as she began to increase the vacuum and then she flicked her tongue
- just over the clitoral hood. Tanya would have been wanting,
needing Lucy to tongue the clitoris itself. But Lucy not doing
that. She was making Tanya wait. She was making her wait, not
because she being cruel but because she wanted to give her the most
intensive pure orgasm that she had ever experienced. And she was
doing it how she knew best. She was flicking with her tongue and
she was increasing that pressure by sucking more and more. By the
time her tongue tip found its way inside the clitoral hood flesh
Tanya was panting and she was making more audible sounds. Lucy was
driving her nuts and that was clear to see. And by the time her
tongue was wrapped right around the clitoris and she was coaxing it
out, Tanya was in some kind of spasm. She was holding her breath
and her eyes were misted over. Those eyes were rolling in their
sockets. Again it was like she was in another place.

And yet,
Lucy didn’t have to do much work with the clitoris. All of her
tongue and lips work from the toes up had prepped Tanya and had
built up that orgasm behind the clitoral nerves. All she had to do
was let Tanya spill into orgasm but she didn’t do that straight
away. She upped the intensity and she brought Tanya to the edge.
She did that a couple of times. And as she did that she enjoyed the
taste of Tanya. The taste of her deeper sexual juices that were
coming to the fore now. The taste of her deeper femininity. That
was Lucy’s perk. She got to lick and suck, and taste Tanya to an
orgasm, but she got to taste the produce from this woman. She got
to taste her excitement. She got to taste the purity of Tanya. And
she drank those juices. She drank them as though they had been
given to her by Tanya as a gift. As though she had been given the
most precious gift ever. But then Tanya was given the most precious
gift ever. Lucy sucked, she sucked until the clitoral bundle
slipped out of the hood and then she flicked her tongue over the
tips of those wide open receptors. Tanya’s orgasm was
instant.

She
grunted first and then she catapulted drool right over the head of
Lucy. And Lucy held on to Tanya, by her lips, and by the clitoris
like a limpet. She didn’t have to do very much work as the orgasm
washed through Tanya. Just little blows of her cheeks as she sucked
gently, and then little flicks of her tongue. Once the clitoris had
been spilled into that orgasm, it was like it was on a roll. There
was no need for Lucy to keep working it because it was on that
roll. It was like an earthquake, or a tsunami. Once it started
there was no stopping it. Once it started there was nothing on this
earth that could stop it. Tanya collapsed back and let it ride
through her and as she did that, she, under intense feminine
pressure squirted her juices into the eager, hungry mouth of Lucy.
That orgasm seems to roll and roll and in doing so it seems to sap
the strength and the sanity from Tanya. When it came to a stop,
eventually, the two women held each other. They held each other
close.

 



Chapter 14

 


MUM - Amy
- Creature

 


Amy, the
twins mother had told the ‘treacherous cunt’ grandad that she was
giving it another day or so to hear from the twins and then she was
going to make a few calls of her own. She’d decided that one of the
calls would be to police. She’d had this feeling, this weird
feeling that all was not well and she didn’t like it. She’d try to
put it down to the fact that this was the first time the girls had
gone out there into the big wide world alone. But for some reason
she was deducing it was more than that. For some reason she had
this very sharp feeling running through her core that things were
not right. In the three days since they’d gone she’d watched her
dad withdraw into himself as well. She’d watched him hit the bottle
and then hit it some more. And he’d been spending more than a
little time in the bathroom for reasons that escaped
her.

She
couldn’t understand it. She certainly wouldn’t have been able to
guess that the twins had been taken and it was all his fault. Or
that he was being sent images of them in various graphic and
explicit stages of transformation so that he could masturbate over
them. How would she ever be able to come up with something like
that in her mind? She had that to contend with her dad but she also
had the twins to think about. They were the overriding thing in her
mind and she could not get her head round why they hadn’t been in
touch. It just was not like them to leave her hanging like this.
They had never done anything like this before. And what was more
alarming for her was that she knew that they would know how she was
probably climbing the walls with worry as to why she hadn’t heard
from them.

But in
any case, she didn’t get to make that call or any call. Her dad had
been round but had left again. He was in his usual world of his own
but she had decided not to concern herself with that at this time -
she would follow up once her mind was set at rest that the Gemma
and Kerry were ok. She poured herself a large glass of red wine and
she’d pretty much decided this was when she would make those calls.
But the landline phone beat her to it. It rang and it made her jump
- no-one ever called the landline these days. She reached across
and picked it up, “hello?” And there was this silence then as Amy
listened to whoever was on the other end of the line. There was no
introduction as to who this was. Or no politeness. The caller a
mature woman spoke. “The twins have been relocated. You won’t be
seeing them unless you comply. Do you understand?” At first Amy
couldn’t get her head round what she was hearing. Or that she had
got this call out of nowhere when she had been thinking about the
twins non-stop. “Stop! Who the fuck is this I’m talking to?” Amy
was showing signs of early rage but that was cut short again. “Do
you understand?” And that sharp core feeling of unease was
sharpening itself up on her insides right at this time.

“Yes I understand what you’re saying but I want to know who the
fuck you are? Where are the twins, let me speak to them. LET ME
SPEAK TO THEM NOW!” It was almost like Amy thought she was in
control of this situation, which she wasn’t of course. And at the
same time it was like all of her fears were coming true at once -
that there was a problem a big problem and that she’d had that
feeling there was all the time. “You don’t get to give the orders
round here. If you want to see the twins again then you will comply
with everything I tell you to do. I repeat, do you understand?” And
this was the tactic of this woman, whoever she was. It was the
installation of shock and awe. Just the mention of the twins
knowing that mum would have been at her wits end would have been
enough send Amy into some kind of meltdown and that meltdown was
beginning to happen. “Yes, yes for gods sakes I understand. Who the
fuck are you?” Now Amy’s voice had softened somewhat. It was
beginning to get through to her that something was indeed very
wrong and that she needed to listen just so that she could get a
handle on what was going on.

“You don’t need to know who we are, other than we have the
twins, and that they will not be coming home at any time soon. Then
you need to understand that we are going to take you as well, from
your home to a new place where you will begin a new life. Do you
understand?” Amy was shaking her head from side to side as this
voice droned into her head. What the fuck was this woman talking
about? How could what she was saying be true? How the fuck could
‘they’ have the twins? And what was the point of phoning her to
tell her this? The point was all too clear. She was being placed
into a position of shock and uncertainty. And one of an almost
induced madness. “No, no I don’t fucking understand. I don’t
understand any of it. I want the twins back and I don’t want to
hear from you again.” From her reaction she was getting it at least
a little bit that the girls were in some kind of
trouble.

“It’s ok you don’t need to understand yet. Just be ready at
midnight. A car will collect you and you will be removed from
circulation. And don’t worry, it’s a one way trip. You won’t be
coming back. Do you understand?” Amy wished that this fucking woman
would stop asking that question. She had already said that she
didn’t understand. “Yes, yes I understand. But please tell me what
this is about? Please?” But there was just a click on the phone as
the call was hung up leaving Amy in a state of disorientation.
Actually she was in more than a state of disorientation. For a few
minutes that must have seemed longer she just sat clutching her
glass of wine. It was like she was looking into space or something.
She tried to get her head round the call she had just taken and the
things that the woman on the other end had said. For some reason
there was this sense of ‘it will be ok’ because it was a woman who
had spoken to her. Like a sense that some kind of mistake had been
made and that it would all be sorted out. Even a case of mistaken
identity and that the call had been for someone else.

But it
couldn’t be that because the woman had called the land line. No-one
called the landline ever. And she knew about the twins. And she
knew about her - and she obviously knew enough to know that there
was nothing stopping her from being taken at midnight this very
night. And so that feeling of unease began to filter in again but
this time it was coming back with interest. And this wasn’t a good
feeling or one that settled well on the psyche of Amy. She tried to
settle into some kind of thought pattern that would get her through
this. She looked at the clock on the wall, it was 2pm. She had ten
hours and then she would be picked up and taken, somewhere. She
wished the woman had said there was a car waiting NOW, then she
wouldn’t have had the wait. All she could do now was wait. She had
no number to call back on, because she checked - it was ‘caller
unknown’. She didn’t know if she had to pack for a number of days,
or weeks. Or whether it would be a quick thing and then she would
be back with the twins. Obviously she was counting on the latter.
At times such as this the human mind settles on the better outcome
as opposed to the worst.

But that
was Amy not thinking straight. The woman had told her the twins
weren’t coming back and once she had been taken she wasn’t coming
back either. But it was like all of this had gone over her head or
something. She poured another glass of wine because she had gulped
the first one down as she was taking that call and immediately
after it. And she was convinced that now some kind of contact had
been made, that everything would be ok again after midnight
tonight. Her mind was so fucked up that she had even begun to think
that it was good that the twins year long world trek was over and
done with early. She could just get them home and put it all down
to experience. She sat and crossed her long legs, and she sipped.
From the expression on her face she was convinced it was all going
to be ok and that this ordeal was about to be over and done with.
How shock affects the human nervous system!

Amy had
that time in mind, midnight. That she would be ready by midnight
and that nothing before it could disturb or alter her train of
thought. But when she had been confronted by the driver, already in
her apartment, it had been a heart stopping moment. It was only
11pm - there was still an hour to go. “I’ve come to collect you,
but we have some time. I know we have to leave here at midnight.”
And the man, the same man that had penetrated the twins spoke
casually, as though there had been no trespass, or no breaking and
entering involved. “How the fuck did you get in here? Get the fuck
out of MY apartment now.” If the truth were known, Amy was a little
worse for wear by this point. The red wine had got the better of
her. In a way that was ok in that it blunted the sharp edges of
what was happening. The man didn’t say anything to her, he just
looked at her. “We don’t have time for jack shit, now get the fuck
out of my home NOW.” Probably it was the drink talking - that and
the continued shock of course. Amy stumbled because of the drink
but also because she was so angry inside that this man had just
come into her home without being invited.

By the
time he was on her it was too late. He was too big and too strong
for her to do anything. She had showered and was just wearing a
silk wrap ready to get dressed and made up so that she could be
picked up, as instructed by twelve. But it was all going pear
shaped. The man ripped the wrap off in one swift, strong and
accurate movement. And then he was all over her. Feeling her
breasts - just helping himself to her breasts. No-one had done that
to her ever. Not even that loser of a husband she had divorced when
they’d gone through their worst times. She had been a woman who had
always got the respect she deserved. But now she was being shown a
different side to life. Now she was being shown the early stages,
the early new order of life. What she was going through now was
nothing to what was waiting for her at Hope Farm. But in the here
and now this was something that was beyond horrific and she was
shocked all over again.

“Just relax, chill and this will be all over before you know
it.” The man was guiding Amy to her bedroom. It was like he knew
the layout the apartment already. He had one had cupping one of
Amy’s generous breasts, and the other was down between her legs and
he was pinching at her slightly distended sex lips. “Look, stop
this now and I won’t report this to the police. If you don’t stop,
I’ll make sure you go away for a very long time. And as big as you
are, they like nonce bitches like you in prison. You’ll be shafted
every night by some big black Daddy.” Amy was doing her best to go
all street but it wasn’t coming out right. It wasn’t coming out
very effective at all. “And trust me, I know the best lawyers in
this city. You’ll be finished if you do what you’re planning to do
with me. “

As
expected really, the driver didn’t stop. From pinching her labia
between his thick fingers and thumb, he slipped one, then two
inside of her and at the same time put his other fingers around her
throat. By this time they were in her bedroom. Amy shrieked loud
when he picked her up by the throat, keeping his fingers inside of
her, and then threw her back down onto the bed. “The only one doing
time lady is you. And you have no idea what kind of time you are
going to do.” And there was this glee in his eyes - almost like a
malevolent glee that he was about to rape Amy - and that she knew
what he was about to do. The woman, the one from the south bank had
told him, “Take your time with her. Let her know that she feels as
good inside as her little girls. I want her distraught before she
even gets to me. Do I make myself clear.” It was like this driver
was her go-to man for inflicting the shock and awe into the victims
destined for Hope Farm. He had done it to the twins and now he was
doing it to mum.

Amy
didn’t struggle - she didn’t even fight. Somewhere deep inside she
knew that it would be pointless for her to fight. She was in this
thing now and she had to see her way through it for herself and the
twins. She was a mature woman and she had to deal with the hands
she was being dealt. She was going to be raped and if anything it
just added to the worry about what the twins were or had been
through. She wasn’t thinking about herself at all. She wasn’t
feeling sorry for herself - she wasn’t distraught, yet. She just
wanted this to be over with so that she could be taken to the
twins. In her mind she had this vision of how this was all going to
go and it all ended up with her being taken to the twins so that
they could all live happily ever after. She would have preferred
not to have had to spread her legs on commend. She kind of would
have preferred that this man, this driver, forced himself all the
way so that she wasn’t seeming complicit in her own rape. But it
wasn’t going to be like that.

“Spread your legs bitch nice and wide. You know, when I did the
twins, they were ‘so’ accommodating.” And he was smiling with a
face full of perfect white teeth. And inside Amy, once she realised
what he was talking about, that he had done this to the twins, not
one of them, but both, there was this utter undiluted rage inside
her. And yet again because of her maturity and ability to think
still, for the moment, there was something inside her telling her
not to show this man that he, or what he had said had got to her
and so she just smiled. She looked right at him and she lay on her
back naked and spread her legs for him. She was smiling, and that
was something that even she would not have expected to be doing.
But it was like a defiant smile that she did deliberately. It was a
smile that was supposed to throw this man off his guard. But it
didn’t. He just smiled back. This was a man who worked for a cartel
or an organisation that took women and girls and changed them, that
animalised them and fundamentally altered them. To do that, they
had to understand the whole gamut and range of human behaviour.
This man would have been well ahead of Amy when she smiled like
that.

“They can’t get enough of it now. Dirty little sluts already.
And now mamma is gonna be just the same.” And this time it was his
turn to smile and he did. He smiled wide as he got on top of Amy.
And that was the thing, he got on top of her and in doing so forced
her to spread her legs even wider than she had. She had this weight
on her, and this strength in this man and even if she had wanted to
fight, even if she had any fight in her it would have been useless
now. When he slipped his cock into her she gasped. She gasped
because of the size of it. The length of it and the thickness and
she held her breath. She could almost taste the driver’s breath as
it washed over her face and into her mouth. But then she could
taste it for real when he kissed her. When he forced his kiss onto
her. She had strained to turn away from that kiss but he was too
strong and he was too intent on sliding his tongue into her mouth.
He was kissing her, kissing her and eating her face deeply and at
the same time he was fucking her. Using the full length of his cock
too piston in and out of her. And he kept that kiss up. He kissed
her for as long as he fucked her. And in many ways he overwhelmed
her into submission.

To Amy
the fucking by this man would have been a long one. She was
completely and utterly helpless under him. At one point she had
assisted him in getting deeper penetration by wrapping her long
legs around his hips and ‘bucking’ up into him. By that time the
damage had been done and she was used to feeling that cock inside
her. Now she was on some kind of psychological trip where she was
going to help the twins by being the best fuck that she could be
for this man. This was the only way she could get through it. It
was the only way she could cope with it. And so she fucked this
man, and he fucked her, ramming his bell end up against her cervix.
And when he did that her breath was taken away but it was only
taken from her mouth and into his. It was like he was sucking the
breath from her so that he could taste her despair. So that he
could taste every little bit of her disgust, her anger and her
despair. This was a man who knew how to effectively and completely
rape a woman and her daughters.

“They loved my cock in them you know. They loved it and wanted
more even when I took it away from them. And I know that you are
going to be turned into something even more advanced than them. I
know you’re going to supersede your girls.” And he had broken the
kiss but he was hissing into his ear. The tone of what he was
saying and the content was designed to destroy a little bit of her.
She wouldn’t be destroyed by this one single action of rape or the
words that this man hissed into her ear. But this was designed,
just like it had been with the twins, to instil a shock that was
hard to counter act. A shock that would plant seeds for further
distress and shock. And as this man emptied the full contents of
his balls up inside Amy she could feel it. She could feel that
gushing oozing semen swimming round inside her. And although she
smiled, smiled as though it was not bothering her in the slightest,
inside she was beginning to fall apart. Now that this man had
finished with her, in that way, she was feeling herself begin to
fall apart from the inside.

 



Chapter 15

 



AMY

 


Amy
didn’t even resist when she was told, “Put the wrap back on. No
need to dress up where you’re going.” It had been close to the
midnight leave time then. Amy had been naked except for that wrap
and now the wrap was back on her. She had withdrawn into herself
and she was beyond arguing that she should put something more
substantial on. There was semen seeping from her and running down
her legs and she was supremely conscious of that and the way it
made her feel. “They wanted me to lick that off them you know? The
twins wanted me to lick my own cum off their legs - that’s how
dirty they were. That is was what little sluts they have been
turned into.” The driver was taunting Amy - of course he was. But
even his cruel words and taunts wouldn’t prepare Amy for what she
was in store for. Or for what had happened to the twins. In her
mind she was simply caught up in this dirty, sleazy violent and yet
organised ‘gang’ that took women and girls and raped them. In her
mind that was all there was to this - the rape and the abuse and
then the torment. And so in her mind there would have to be an end
to it. They would have to have served their purpose at some point
or other and then they would be let go. But she had no idea. She
had no idea at all. “They probably wanted you to get your stinking
seed off them as soon as possible because of the rapist animal you
are.”

Amy spoke
through gritted teeth and yet she managed a smile as well. Like she
was determined to show this man that he was not getting to her and
yet he would have known that he was indeed getting to her in more
ways than one. “Buckle up slut, it’s going to be a long ride.” And
Amy did that, she pulled the seat belt across her and clicked the
buckle into the slot. She could feel the oozing semen pouring out
of her. But again she withdrew into herself. She put her head down
and couldn’t bring herself to bring it back up. She was in the back
of the big limo all on her own. She had been sneaked out of the
apartment via the service lift and back entrance. Conveniently the
CCTV for the building had been down, just at the right, or the
wrong time. There would be no footage of this driver arriving or
them departing. There would actually be ‘nothing’. It would be just
one of those things!

And that
would be the last time that Amy saw that apartment. In a little
while, grandad would be used to clean up. He would be used to make
the excuses, and the reasons that Amy and the twins weren’t there
anymore. He would be used to cover everything up and nothing would
be said, or thought too deeply about because he was family and he
must have known what was going on and why and so no questions would
be asked. He would have to ensure it all went smooth or it would
come crashing down around him and his part in it would be revealed.
He would be under pressure to make sure it all went nice and
smooth. And as he was turned into a worker bee for Hope Farm, his
addiction to the graphic, and obscene and frightening images that
came from that place would take a hold. Grandad was as fucked as
the twins and mamma were - maybe even more so. But he was ok, he
got his £50m - the question was, at what cost?

“Where are you taking me? I want to know where we are going?”
Amy had kept her head down and swimming in her own thoughts since
they left the apartment. The city had given way to the suburbs, and
that in turn had given way to the vast industrial estates. And
slowly the greenery was taking over. Eventually they were in the
country but it was getting dark now. The sun was just setting. The
silence, and the psychology involved was getting to Amy - but then
it would. “What difference does it make to you, slut? This is a one
way trip you don’t have any choice on whether to take or not. What
difference does it make to you where you’re going? It’s what
happens when you get there that you should be worried about. In
fact if I was you, I’d be wanting a journey that doesn’t end.
Because what’s at the other end you have no idea.” And it was like
he was enjoying laying these layers of fear and uncertainty onto
Amy. It was true, she wished she hadn’t asked him. She should have
known that he would use her question to torture her in the head
some more. “When we get there, I want to see the twins,
immediately.” And, bless her, she was still trying to put a brave
face on it. At least she was still trying to convince this man, who
knew better, that she was putting a brave face on it.

“When we get there, you’re going straight to processing. The
twins aren’t ‘your’ twins anymore. They are the property and the
livestock of the farm.” And again it was like this man was getting
some kind of perverted joy out of letting a little bit more out
each time he spoke. The language he used and the words he used just
letting Amy know that it was far from a seedy, nasty little rape
gang that she had got caught up in. Indeed letting her know that
there was more to this than met the eye. “Livestock, farm,
property? What are you talking about man? This is 2019 United
Kingdom for fucks sakes. And you are talking in deranged riddles.”
And this was the first time that Amy was showing signs of cracking.
She had done well to this point to make it look like she was coping
even though the driver knew different. But this was the first time
it came out in her voice and tone. “You’re not smiling now though
are you, slut? That pretty smile of yours has gone and what
replaces it is fear and worry. But that’s ok, you NEED to be scared
and worried. You have every reason to be.”

The
driver had got the better of the exchanges and now that was in the
open. Now Amy’s state of mind was out in the open maybe she didn’t
have to pretend anymore. “Look please, ok you’ve got me. I’m scared
shitless, you’ve got me. Just tell me what’s going on? Just tell me
what this is all about, please?” And that was the first sign of
contriteness from Amy and there was this sincerity in her voice
that could not be disguised, or mistaken for anything else. The
driver could have been kind at this point. He could have talked to
her softly, just used this opportunity to ease her into this new
mental state that she would need to be in. But he didn’t do that.
“Sure. You just need to get used to being a piece of meat. You need
to get used to the fact that your old life is gone. You need to get
used to knowing that the twins are pieces of meat as well and that
you are all ‘owned’ pieces of meat. That will do for a start. If
you get used to that, then the rest won’t come as so much of a
shock. It WILL be a shock, but not so much of one as if you don’t
get used to the idea that you and the twins are fucked.”

And this
time the driver was smiling as he began to turn down narrow country
lanes. In the distance with the fading light there was the
foreboding sign of thick trees and woodland leading to thicker
forestation. The rest of the journey to Hope Farm was in silence -
utter silence. And inside Amy was beginning to melt down. Inside
right at this point she was where her new owners, the Hope Farm
owners, needed her to be. Eventually she had been aware that the
limo had rolled to a halt outside the gate. She didn’t know how
long it had been motionless before she looked up again and out of
the blacked out windows. The first thing she saw was that sign,
HOPE FARM and she looked at that for a few seconds so that she
could process it. She probably got the irony of it more than the
twins had when they came through. And then the limo was gliding
again. Gliding through the gate. Amy looked back and saw the tall
thin gates swinging shut and she got this chill down her spine.
Hope where there was no hope.

 


Two days
later

 


The
driver had been right when he’d said that Amy would be taken
straight to processing. She was processed alright. She’d been hosed
down and taken to another more remote part of Hope Farm. A more
clinically clean department if you like. And now, although the
physical work had been done on her - and it had been done - there
would be a lot of psychological healing and additional work to be
done. There wouldn’t be a way that what had been, or what was being
done to the twins birth mother could be healed in a day.

Now she
was on a raised platform in ‘display’ mode. This harkened back to
the old days of Hope Farm - to the original Hope Farm. That had
been the birth of the horror story - this was simply the extension
to that horror story. What’d been available all the way back then
when Melissa found her little sister Maisie at Hope Farm was
primitive in comparison and yet very much of its time. When she had
found her that first time and seen what they had done to her. The
way she had needed to clamp her hand to her mouth to stop herself
from screaming out. The way that she had needed stop herself
screaming out for fear of being discovered. Melissa had absolutely
decided she would never be caught - that she couldn’t be caught,
but then she had been and she had been sucked into the vortex that
was Hope Farm as well. And she would have to carry sight of Melissa
with her for the rest of her life - as well as going through what
she had to go through.

And now
Amy was where Maisie had been, or very similar to where Maisie had
been. But now there was no-one to come find her. There was no-one
to come find her and then hold their hand clamped to their mouth so
that they didn’t scream out. It was just Amy. And it wasn’t in an
underground chamber now. Things had changed at Hope Farm. Back in
the day it had been a clandestine place, known but remote. No-one
ever got there by mistake, or stumbled across it. It was a place
that for some inexplicable reason, people stayed away from. And in
order to retain its secrecy and it ‘appearance’ of being a normal
working farm, all of the human farming, the treatment, the
modification, the ‘work’ had been carried out at a sub levels.
Basements and cocoons that had been carved and excavated out under
the farm and then fully equipped for purpose.

These
days it was different. Everything was above ground, in the open, in
those long sheds. It was almost inexplicable how this could be and
the only conclusion anyone would come to if they thought about it
for long, was that those in power must have known. There must have
been some greasing of palms - money changed hands - favours given
so that Hope Farm could exist. And it did exist, but only to those
who knew about it. To all intents and purposes it was a place, a
post code that had been wiped off the map. If one was to look at
this deeply, thickly forested area on any map, any ordinance survey
map there would be no mention of Hope Farm. That had been the case
back in the day. But now, it was like Hope Farm never existed. Like
it had actually been wiped off the map - except to those in the
know.

There was
a noise and that was Amy. It wasn’t a noise that would be normally
associated with Amy. Amy was a mother, a mature woman with dignity
and with pride. She had always carried herself with grace and
elegance. But for some reason to hear that noise before one saw
this poor woman would be enough to say the elegance and the grace
had been taken away from her. She was on that raised platform in a
slightly wider ‘stall’ than say, the milking shed. One had to
assume that the extra space was for anyone working on her, or
viewing her would be able to get all the way round her in three
sixty degrees. She was anchored to the platform on which she stood,
by the ankles, and by chains coming from a wide, what looked like
organic latex belt come corset. But what was striking about Amy was
that she was sheathed in smoky, transparent latex. It was like this
latex had been poured over her hot and then allowed to cool, set,
and form this second skin, and that gave her this shiny, almost
alien like sheen.

And then
there were her feet, arched to a deformed level into what could
have been high heeled boots but weren’t. They were hoof boots, and
like the twins, her heels seemed to hover unsupported and made her
‘stance’ something that was sexual as opposed to comfortable. That
latex clung to all of her. But she was bent over a bar - a bar that
was adjustable in height but for her was waist high across the
stall so that she could be bent over it. And from behind the real
shock began to emerge. One would need to get used to what one was
seeing - like a need to process what one was seeing. From a
distance there was this huge “O” where Amy’s ass would be. The
closer one got the clearer it became that the “O” was an appendage
that had been slipped up inside of her.

For some
reason to see her from behind like that, and then come to terms
with the knowledge that something thick, something extraordinarily
thick had been inserted into her rear passage, was a shock in
itself. But the thing was that the shocks didn’t stop coming. The
closer one got, the more one got the ‘scale’ of how big that
intrusion inside her was. One had to come to the conclusion that
some kind of work, some kind of structural surgery had taken place
on Amy to allow her to take that intrusion. What one wouldn’t see,
just by coming across this woman like this was that she had been
altered down there - altered in a way that could not be described,
not really. But the alteration meant that she was stretched -
stretched wide and her anal ring swollen, and distended outside of
the “O” giving something of an obscene view of this poor woman.
That distended and swollen anal ring looked sensitive, and tender.
It looked too tender and sensitive for it not to be the
case.

It was
like was there not enough that this woman had to contend with? But
that was just it - was she a woman anymore? From that appendage up
inside her ass, there was a tail that swished back and forth across
the back of her rubbered legs. And that hair, real human hair
turned into a tail had been taken from her head. Anyone walking
round this woman would come to the other end eventually and see
that Amy had been shorn, smooth and shiny of her hair - all of it.
But, from her cunt, pouting back between her latex thighs, she was
dripping. She was literally dripping thick, oily juices which told
of an ongoing form of arousal that was somehow being inflicted on
her. That was something to do with the noises that could be heard.
It wasn’t whimpering or mewling. It was something else. Similar to
mewling but with a wetter sound to it. And with an added level, or
more, of distress. She kept moving on those non-existent heels. And
it was like that movement was her way of coping with the arousal
and the pleasure that she was being given.

But there
was no visible sign of how arousal could be given to her. But one
had to look closer at her cunt. The way it had been arranged and
altered. The way the lips, the labial lips had been swollen or
enlarged and then rolled back and stitched back to reveal the inner
pinkness of her cunt. And that inner pinkness revealing the deep,
hot swamp of juices that were on constant production. There was
something that was more than unsettling about what had been done
too Amy. There was something that was inhumane about it - yes there
was that - but there was even more to it than that. Her time had
begun with that driver and the way he had forced himself on her.
But that was nothing, literally nothing to what had been done in
the two days following that. Amy had undergone surgery,
microsurgery.

Inside
her sexuality, behind her clitoral bundle of nerves, a little tiny
micro vibe had been inserted, inside the flesh so that it was
invisible. Inside the flesh right behind those eight thousand
nerves that made up the female clitoris. And this micro ‘thing’ was
controllable from a little remote control unit, or a computer that
held the required software. It was that little ‘thing’ that was
capable of a multitude of tricks. But the main trick was that it
proved a constant juice inducing sensation to the clitoris that was
capable of turning a sane woman quite mad with orgasms or with
denial of orgasms. And it was like this was the process that was
happening with Amy. That little bundle of microelectronic tricks
was working Amy - it was working her to despairing levels and
because of that it was understandable that she made those noises
and that she produced the amount, the sheer amount of sexual drool
that she did.

Likewise
her breasts had been enlarged not least so that she would be able
to cope with the production of the required amount of milk. But in
their enlargement and in the general work that had been done to
her, her breasts had been made more responsive. They had been made
more sensitive to the touch, and to the feel. To say that Amy’s
breasts had been turned into two enormous erogenous zones would be
a drastic understatement. But that hadn’t been enough for the
powers that be at Hope Farm. There had been little micro vibes
inserted inside the breast tissue and behind the nipples so that
the ‘pleasure’ was on a constant feed to her nipple
tips.

This
arguably was more insanity inducing than the clitoral processor
that had been inserted. And what one had to realise as one looked
at Amy in a plight that she could not win was that this ‘work’ that
had been done on her was invisible. Those inserts in place but
invisible. It made the constant dripping of her cunt something that
was obscene simply because there was no explanation for it other
than this woman must be deranged or something. Or that she must
have a sexual problem that had no cure for it. Indeed there was no
‘cure’ for what Amy was going through now or what she would go
through in the future.

 



Chapter 16

 


AMY -
creature

 


The
enormity of Amy’s breasts hung under her and swung as she moved her
hoofed feet constantly. She was dealing with what those invisible
microprocessors were doing. Maybe dealing with it was something of
an optimistic stance. She wasn’t dealing with it at all. And as
that tail swished back and forth across the backs of her latex
skinned legs, for some reason it told of her distress. Moving round
to the front of Amy, the twins’ mother was an option maybe that
some would not have taken once they saw this poor woman. The
distress and the despair was in her eyes. It was like she knew what
was happening to her. It was like these people, the people that
owned and ran Hope Farm wanted to subject her to a level of
distress that could not be imagined, but at the same time like they
didn’t want in any way to make it easy for her. They could have
made it easy for her. They could have done that by numbing her out
with drugs. Or by a procedure on the specific part of the brain
that made it easier for her to cope.

But that
was the thing. There had been a number of procedures performed on
her brain. A tiny hole drilled into her skull and then an
instrument, inserted, the camera contained in that instrument then
activated so that the specific part of her brain that emphasises
sexuality, sexual pleasure, just ‘tweaked’. And another part of her
brain, the bit that recognises pain and despair also ‘tweaked’ up
so that everything in her world from that point on is magnified and
made more so. And the bit of the brain that blocks things out when
a situation, or situations become too much, also tweaked so that it
can’t do that anymore. In short, debilitating Amy’s ability to cope
with what was happening to her. And one look at her face as one
came round to the front of her after the shock of seeing her back
end, would say that this was a woman, or a former woman in turmoil.
A woman suffering things that couldn’t be imagined and yet one who
is not only unable to block it out, but one who knows exactly what
is happening to her - and one that feels the effect several fold.
Feeling everything in multiplex.

Her eyes
were wide. They were stark and staring. Her eyes bulged and yet the
balls darting from side to side then up and down as though she was
constantly searching for something to focus on. Those eyes kept
open with micro hooks that had been slipped under her up and lower
eyelids, and the sides of her eyes. Those hooks attached to the
harness that existed. Her head harnessed and that crisscross
pattern of strapping surrounding her hairless smooth head, and a
tight enough fit to ensure that her facial flesh in places bulged
between those leather straps. There was this cruelty that had been
inflicted on Amy that didn’t have a place in the twenty first
century. The kind of cruelty that bit into the psyche, and then
stayed there.

And then
an “O” ring gag, like an inbuilt part of that harness, inserted
into her mouth to keep it open wide. And this resulted in the
constant movement of her tongue. Every so often Amy’s tongue would
slither out, as though it had a life of its own and it would wave
around in the air outside her mouth before recoiling slowly back
in. That ring gag having another effect in that it prevented Amy
being able to control her own drool, either the production of it or
the flow of it. So this meant that there was a constant thick drip
from that gag, and from her mouth. And that was something else that
was obscene until one understood that it was not her fault and that
she was being forced to be this way.

And there
was the sweat. Amy’s attractive mature face twisted and contorted
into some kind of mask yes, but also covered in a thin film of
sweat that added to the dripping element that seemed to be a part
of this woman now. The harness forcing her head back, right back so
that she could only look ahead of herself and her wrists on short
chains attached to that wide belt come corset thing that was fitted
over the top of her latex second skin. One had to take the sight of
Amy in, in its entirety before trying to process it. One had to try
to put oneself into her shoes, or her hoofs. But one couldn’t do
that. It was something that was impossible to do - to empathise
with a woman in this predicament. The sight of her was chilling
enough, even if one hadn’t known her previously. And yet, if one
did know her, the sight of her now would be doubly shocking and
terrible. There was no need to be told that this was a woman who
was suffering. It was like there was an aura of suffering all
around her - like a bubble all round her and it was in this bubble
that she existed.

And then
there were the noises. Those noise were something to behold and yet
noises that someone might prefer not to hear. Or that someone
wished they hadn’t heard. There might have been a level of
discomfort that Amy was in - there might have even been an amount
of pain that she was in for various reasons. Maybe the procedures
she had been through, or the massive tail holding appendage up her
ass and pressing into her colon? But somehow, that noise did not
tell of ‘pain’. It told of an increasing despair and torture
because of the sexual pleasure that was being invisibly inflicted
upon her, and within her. It told of a pleasure that she could not
comprehend. One that she felt but could not understand. It told of
a woman who was on the edge of something that had to resemble
insanity. It told of a woman who had been in this situation for
some time and that the despair and the torture was a growing one.
One that had not peaked yet.

One that
maybe would never peak. It was a dripping wet noise - almost a
pathetic noise. It wasn’t a noise that could or should be
associated with Amy and yet it was. This was Amy now. This was the
mother of the twins Gemma and Kerry. But it was more than that.
This noise, the noise that she made was one that told that she knew
what she was now. That told that she knew what she was going
through but wished that she didn’t. In a way it was a noise that
would tell anyone who might be seeing her like this at any time to
please, please, PLEASE put her out of her misery. A woman at the
end of her tether and one that would never be the same again. And
yet a woman ‘alert’ to every sound to every sensation, to every
microbe of life around and inside her. A woman fucked in more ways
than one. And then, from another angle, not a woman at all any
longer. It was like the humanity had been taken away from her
deliberately so that she knew it was gone. In every conceivable way
it was lose lose for Amy.

Amy was a
creature who had been over-wired but not over-wired by accident.
She was a woman who had been extensively rewired deliberately to
make her what she was here and now. A woman basically just
‘fucked’. So when she heard the door at the far end of the shed she
was in now open, and then the sound of approaching high heels
getting closer and closer, her noises changed. They changed up an
octave and they changed up in tone. They were still wet, saturated
noises, like mewling. But they were different. They were noises of
a terrified creature. Like a creature who recognised those stiletto
footsteps and one that preferred they didn’t come any closer. That
was the work that had been done on her brain, magnifying
everything, even her fear. And then the footsteps
stopping.

“Ssshhhhhhh relax, relax. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m here
to help you not hurt you.” And for some reason there was this
disbelief in the words this woman whispered to Amy as she tried to
settle her. And there was this feeling that Amy the creature was
unsettled. The shifting of her weight from hoof to hoof was more
urgent somehow. It wasn’t a relaxed shift in that weight - it was a
more desperate one as though she was dreading what was coming next.
It was the woman from the south bank. The woman who had sealed the
deal with grandad. Grandad, Amy’s dad of course who had sold the
twins and Amy down the river. This woman wasn’t city dressed any
more - she was more of a fetish vision. She was glossier and more
‘perfect’ if that is the right word. A fitted, skin-tight leather
dress that was hemmed just above her knees. And from that dress
shapely legs sheathed in the finest denier nylon that sported black
seams that were perfectly straight up the backs of her legs. Those
seams inviting prying eyes to follow them, under the blackness of
the dress hem to find out what delights there were up there, in the
darkness under that dress. Her feet arched into severely heeled
court shoes, ones that did not have any unsightly straps or buckled
to spoil the line, the perfect line of her legs. And ones that
supported her feet in the correct way unlike the hoof boots that
Amy had been fitted with, permanently.

This
woman ‘touched’ Amy - just where her rolled back, saturated sex
lips were and she orgasmed immediately. And there it was - that
terrible distress that needed to be heard to be believed. There was
a ‘squirt’ and a little bending of Amy’s knees, as much as her
being bent over that bar allowed. That little bend in the knees was
a display of the despair that she was in. And there was this other
noise as what had to be an intense orgasm raged through her
femininity. It wasn’t a shrieking or a mewling, it was more like a
grunt, or a groan from somewhere deeper than the back of her
throat. It seemed like it was a grunt, a wet, dirty grunt from the
bottom of her soul as she squirted that orgasm back past the
immaculately dressed and made up woman.

“There, that a good girl. A good slut.” And this woman’s words
were simple and yet not so simple either. What she said was simple
but they must have had a confusing and debilitating effect on the
mind of Amy. She had been taken and raped and then she had been
animalised at this place. There had been things done to her, things
that she didn’t understand, and even things that she didn’t know
about. She didn’t feel like a ‘woman’ any more let alone a ‘girl’.
And now she was being called a good girl which had the effect of
giving her a little bit of hope. Another little bit of hope where
there was none at Hope Farm. She grunted again as the orgasm
reached its peak and as the pressure within her sexuality created
another squirt of her juices back past this leather clad
woman.

“You don’t have to say anything. I don’t want a conversation
with you. I don’t talk to animals - and you my dear are an animal
of the lowest status. But I know you can hear me and I know you can
understand what I am saying, so I just wanted to talk to you for a
little while. Your head must be fucked. In fact I know it’s fucked.
But you must be asking ‘why?’ And you must be wondering where are
the twins right? I know. I know these are the kind of things that
are going through your mind. And then the other things - what am I
doing to you? When will this all end? How can this be happening to
me? I know all the things that are likely to be going through your
mind.” The woman was speaking slowly but clearly. She wanted Amy to
hear and understand every single word.

“A little bit of advice. Don’t torture yourself with these
questions. And don’t torture yourself thinking, or convincing
yourself that this is going to end because it’s not. Your here for
the duration. The twins are here for the duration. There has been a
cataclysmic change to your circumstances and there is nothing that
will happen here that will change those circumstances back to what
they were before you came here.” Again she was speaking slowly and
there was this recognition in Amy’s eyes that she was understanding
what was being said to her. The woman was answering some of the
questions. In effect she was closing the door on Amy’s freedom, or
even on her hope that she would see the outside world again. But
this woman knew that in answering some questions there would be
more to take their place. Such as if Amy didn’t get out of this
shit, if she couldn’t get out of it, then she wouldn’t be able to
help the twins, wherever they were. But she was in for more shocks
there.

The woman
stroked Amy’s clitoris again and there was this second explosion of
orgasm washing through her. The orgasm clitoral based and yet
seemed to reach the inner workings of Amy’s femininity in a way
that she would never have experienced before, ever. And she
trembled as she bent over that bar. It was pleasure that she was
being inflicted with at the fingertip of this woman but it was also
torture. It was more torture than it was pleasure - or vice versa.
And that was it, she didn’t know. All she could do was ‘grunt’ as
that explosion of nerve endings and wide open receptors happened as
she remained helpless at the mercy of this woman’s fingertip. And
the woman kept the orgasm going. She didn’t let up. She pressed and
she rolled the eight thousand nerves that made up the female
clitoris - and she kept that pressure up as though she was
depressing a button. And she kept her finger there, kept pressing
but at the same time rolling her finger manipulating the clitoris
flesh and receptors as she did. In this way she was controlling the
sexuality of Amy. Or the creature that used to be Amy.

And then
she brought her down again. “Good girl. You like your orgasms don’t
you? There will be plenty more of those. So many in fact you will
be on the point of madness. I KNOW that you will be beg to be put
out of your misery because of the orgasms. But you need to know
that being put out of your misery will never happen.” And again
what this woman was saying as she was wiping her saturated orgasm
finger over the latex butt of Amy would just be filtering in and
not settling in the poor woman’s psyche at all. Rather it would all
be simply tumbling round inside there and never coming to rest.
Always that question ‘why?’ Always hoping that there would be an
end to it though with every passing second, and with every
debilitating orgasm that she was given, that hope fading to grey.
Eventually that hope wouldn’t even be grey anymore it would be
gone. Just gone.

“And the twins - the twins are getting on just fine. I’m going
to take you to see them soon but I wanted us to talk first. Or I
wanted you to listen whilst I talk. I know there must be lots
tumbling round that shrinking mind of yours right now. And that’s
ok. Its ok for you to be in this state of mind as you come to terms
with, ‘things’. The twins are fabulous creatures. Very valuable
creatures to Hope Farm.” And it seemed that the merest mention of
the twins put Amy on high alert. Yes she was fucked, she even felt
fucked. But like this woman had said, Amy knew what was happening.
She knew the depth of the mire that she was in and she knew what
was being said to her at any given time. She even understood what
was being said to her. She hadn’t forgotten about the twins but now
she was being forced to think of them in the same terms, or in the
same predicament that she was in and that distressed her. She
shifted her weight on her hoofed feet and that made the woman
smile.

“Ah yes, I know, your concerned about the twins. That’s
understandable but you need to know that the twins aren’t ‘yours’
anymore. You’re their birth mother but they don’t belong to you.
They are assets of Hope Farm - just like you are.” And it was clear
as this woman talked that she didn’t need to come to this shed and
talk like this. It was clear that she only came in order to further
the despair and suffering of Amy. It was clear that this was what
she wanted and needed to do - just further the despair and the
suffering of this poor woman. “Ssssshh settle down now settle down
now. You can see the twins for yourself very soon. But you needed
to know the ‘contribution’ you and your family have made to Hope
Farm. The twins, and you. And then of course we mustn’t forget your
dad must we?” And that was like bombshell dropped out of nowhere
into the mind of Amy.

What the
fuck did she mean about her dad? What did he have to do with this?
As far as Amy was concerned her dad would be out now looking for
them. He would have raised the alarm. He was the little hope that
Amy had left, but now this woman knew about him and was talking
about him as though was something to do with it. She wanted to
question his woman about that but she couldn’t. Her ability to
speak had become less and less since those procedures inside her
head. So where she listened and heard and understood everything,
for her to actually be able to speak was getting harder and harder
with each passing minute. “I know, I know you want to know where
your dad comes into all of this. He needed money, for his business
and we had the money. Basically he sold the three of you to us for
fifty million. And now he’s running round in his own kind of
despair. Now he is a puppet, addicted to ‘this’ kind of image. Oh
and images of the twins.” The woman was indicating to Amy as though
this was what her dad liked to masturbate over.

“Yes, he is fucked. In a way more fucked than either you or the
twins because he has to live with himself and what he’s done. And
he can do nothing about that addiction to these images and movie
clips that we send to him regularly on his cell phone.” With every
word that this woman said, she was pulling the metaphorical rug out
from under Amy. This poor woman was trying to absorb what she was
being told but it was all coming at her too thick and too fast. But
that wasn’t be accident. This woman, the woman from the south bank
wouldn’t have been overloading Amy with information and revelations
by accident. Her little visit to this shed would have been planned
and what she had said would have been intricately planned. The drip
feed that was not such a drip feed but an overload of information
and despair would have been something that was intentional. Like an
intentional assault on Amy’s mind. And now Amy was all disturbed
again. But it was ok because this woman just used that same finger
and she stroked and then pressed Amy’s distended, swollen clitoral
bundle so that she orgasmed again.

 



Chapter 17

 


THE TWINS
- now

 


Gemma and
Kerry just looked at each other and then let out huge breaths
through their flared nostrils which reverberated in a horse like
manner. And just for a microsecond it was like they were realising
what they were embroiled in. Like they were realising the depth of
the despair they were in. And just like their identical status,
that realisation was identical. It was a despair that oozed from
each of their eyes. A despair that was palpable. And yet neither of
them could imagine what their mother was going through at this time
- not even their worst nightmares. If they had known, or had even
guessed at something close, they would have been yet more fearful
for their own futures. But that was the thing, there was no final
set piece. There was no end of story. It was just an ongoing one.
If they thought this was all they could be put through then they
would learn that this was not the case at all. They would learn
that there nightmare, like the one of their mother’s was never
ending. A vicious circle that was, indeed, vicious.

They had
been positioned so that they faced each other. On their all fours
now, on raised platforms in another shed. A shed much like the
milking shed. But this wasn’t a milking shed because the equipment
and the set up was wholly different to the milking shed. The twins
were positioned in a way that their faces were up close to each
other’s. So close in fact that they would have been able to feel
each other’s warm breath over their respective faces. What for some
reason was obvious was that they had been in this position for some
time. The reason for knowing that was that each them covered bodily
in a thin film of sweat suggesting that they had been worked, or
distressed in some manner or other over a period time. And it was
only eventually that the reason for this distress would become
evident.

They
could have been described as ‘naked’ except they weren’t naked -
not as such. They were harnessed and their flesh was easily
viewable through the leather straps of the harnessing. And there
were bridles to their heads and their faces. But the ‘bits’ had
been removed from their mouths. And that was the thing. The drool
from their mouths - when they had the bits in, the drool was
understandable. But now the bits had been taken away, there should
have been some regaining of their dignity and pride - that is they
should have been able to control their respective drool production.
But it seemed that neither of them could do this so their dignity
remained non-existent. The enormity of their breasts, or their
‘udders’ hung and swung under their torsos - and there might have
been the first clue as to why the twins seemed to be in such an
amount of distress. Little ‘cups’ had been slipped over each of
their grotesquely enlarged nipple teats. Those cups a tight fit for
the fat, thick, extended nipples. Indeed there’d been the need for
some lubrication so that the cups could be slipped fully enclosing
the nipples. And those cups so tight they seemed to just stay there
of their own accord, self-sucking, without being secured. But from
the cups, tiny, thin electric wires which spiralled down and then
out of view.

The twins
were secured to their own respective platforms via their hands open
wide, their knees and their ankles also open wide. They still had
those hoof boots on - and now it seems those heelless boots, those
hoof boots were a permanent part of their existence. There didn’t
seem to be a way for them be removed. It was like they had been
grafted to the lower legs of the twins. There were no laces and
zippers now - just skin-tight supple leather boots that organically
fitted the shape of their legs. Being on their hands and knees, or
being their all fours like this seemed like something that would
have put them out of their comfort zones. One had to assume that
they had gotten used to what they were now. One had to assume they
had gotten used to standing on those hooves and moving on their
hooves. Being on their hands and knees like this, exposed and
vulnerable seemed to be something that would be against the grain
for them now. But it was like they had other things on their minds.
It was like they were forced to think about other things, and
prioritise other things.

It could
not only be assumed, but taken for granted that they were in this
position so that they could be sexually stimulated. Actually,
sexually stimulated would be something of an understatement. So
that they could be tortured by sexual pleasure and arousal would be
more appropriate description. As one moved to the rear of each twin
this sexual arousal and torture by sexual pleasure would become
obvious and more than apparent. Both twins were literally and
profusely ‘dripping’ from their sexualities. The harness strapping
peeled open the sex lips to expose the pink inner flesh. And it was
this pink inner flesh that was swamp like in both girls. There was
this undulating quality to the inner flesh, as though that area of
intimate flesh had a life of its own. And with those undulations
there was this production and this dripping of drool like juices.
Other little flat pads attached to wires had been affixed to the
upper, inner thigh flesh, and then to the lower bellies, and the
buttock and under buttock areas, and it was via these pads, and the
nipple cups, that the sexual stimulation had been inflicted on the
twins. And the undulation it became clear was being caused by
either the stimulation as it was being inflicted but also the lack
of it when it was not there. It was a picture, a scene that only
came together little by little and very gradually over
time.

This
stimulation had been gradual and it had been over an extended
period. And it was a stimulation that had come and gone. That is,
it had been switched on, then switched off. And so that stimulation
had been irregular and unpredictable. In effect it was an
electrical stimulation that had kept each of the twins on their
toes, relatively speaking. This was a shed they were taken to
regularly - it was where the twins could immerse in something that
wasn’t of the horror that they had become used to. It was where
they could be tortured yes, but in a way that could and would feed
the deepest of addictions that’d been inflicted in both Gemma and
Kerry. It wasn’t kindness being shown to them. It was just another
form of cruelty. Another dose of abysmal cruelty that they had to
get to endure more or less on a daily basis. It was just that with
this cruelty, there was an undiluted form of sexual pleasure
attached. A pleasure that was always inflicted in such amounts that
it became torture. That torture coming and going. That torture
switched on and off and lasting for irregular periods that allowed
the twins to gather their thoughts and their despair. It wasn’t by
accident that they faced each other during this time. It was like
they were set up to look in a mirror at themselves.

“Surely we can get away, surely?” Gemma spoke but it was in a
stuttering stopping and starting fashion. And when she spoke she
drooled. Kerry heard her sister but her eyes told that she was
horrified. “No, don’t say that, they’ll hear us. Fuck knows what
they’ll do to us then.” Kerry was terrified that her twin sister
had spoken like that. There had to be this amazement that they were
capable of knowing what shit they were in - not only that they were
in the shit but what depth that shit was. But this made sense. It
made sense because of that woman on the south bank - the way she
had talked to grandad. It made sense that the twins would be kept
in a world of ‘knowing’ what they were going through. And that
knowing what they were going through was not the same as being able
to get out of it. Indeed the torture made all the worse knowing
that they couldn’t get out of it.

But it
didn’t mean they couldn’t hope. “We have to try. Someone should be
looking for us by now. Someone, mum, grandad must know where are.
Someone must know something is wrong. How long have we been here
anyway?” Gemma spoke between sucking in deep breaths. The
stimulation was back and that was easy to tell from the look in her
eyes and the expression on her harnessed and bridled face. She
punctuated her words with little wet whimpering sounds and then
when the enforced pleasure was at its greatest she let out a low
guttural grunt. And she was joined in these noises by Kerry and
when this pleasure came they couldn’t talk anymore. They had to
immerse in what they were feeling. They might have known what they
were going through and they might have wanted not to immerse in it
- but what they didn’t have was the choice. When that pleasure
came, when it rode through their nether regions, and through their
highly sensitised nipple teats, all they could was stop every other
thought process and every other activity their brain might have
been involved in and immerse.

And it
was at this time that they were in each other’s space. Facing each
other like that, the sexual stimulation at its most potent. And
then the slithering of each of their tongues to find the other’s.
If they strained in their bonded position than they could kiss. And
this is what they did. They kissed and they swapped saliva and
drool. This would have been something that they never would have
done in the normal world, kiss like this. They were close twins,
they had always been close but they had never been sexual with each
other. They had never been intimate in this way with each other.
And yet in the here and now they were highly charged, highly sexual
and they would have known what they were doing and this would have
been something that was eating away at them even as they kissed
like this. They didn’t just peck each other’s lips. They ate into
each other’s mouths because the level of stimulation each them was
being inflicted with was so great - and so intense. That level of
intense pleasure was turning each of the twins dirty for each
other. And the thing about it was that they knew what was
happening. They knew that they were being manipulated and being
made to act like this. And because they knew it made it worse. It
made their state of minds worse.

And to
one side this ‘shed’ there was a collected audience. It looked like
an audience of well heeled, wealthy people. Certainly there was
that ambience in that part of the shed that created this stark
contrast. There were the twins, animalised and subjugated, dripping
with sweat from their body flesh and dripping with drool and juice
from their exposed, undulating sexuality. And surrounding the twins
there was this aura, this smell and this ‘taste’ of sex in its
filthiest, dirtiest form as the sisters performed for those
collected to watch them. And yet, that little collection of eight
or so people, men and women. Well-dressed people, and yes well
heeled. The women in evening dress and in the highest of heels.
They reeked of wealth and entitlement. None of these people were
‘concerned’ for Kerry and Gemma. It was like it was accepted that
the twins had fallen into the clutches of these people and that was
that. Now they were here watching the twins kiss. Watching them
slip their tongues into each other’s mouths. And watching them
swapping saliva with each other because it was that they had come
to see.

It’s hard
to describe the debauchery - the filthy and the cruel excesses that
were happening in this place. And that was the thing - the level of
cruelty via that pleasure that was being enforced on and through
each of the twins with them knowing all about what was happening to
them. One had to wonder, at what point did the twins accept that
THIS was their normal world now? There had to be a point that it
had happened, or would happen. The twins had come from a happy
place. They had come from a stable and a well-rounded normal world
and they were now here. There had to be some kind of payback for
that. It had to mean that there was some kind of psychological hit
because of what they were going through. And there had to be a kind
of desolation within both of them that they were in something that
they could not get out of. There was no wonder that Gemma was
looking for a way out though. Just like there was no wonder why
Kerry was petrified that they would be heard talking, or whispering
like this.

The
pleasure was halted again and the twins seemed to deflate with
relief that they could breathe again. They broke off the kisses and
they breathed. Their breaths were heavy, laboured and that was
because although the source of the stimulation was turned off,
although that was switched off, each of the twins were still turned
on. They were still sexually aroused. For want of a better word
they were still horny. That level of arousal within each of the
twins could not be turned off and so each of the girls was left
trembling and shuddering for more of the same to be applied to
them. “They are delightful creatures. And so clever of you to
capture twins. They must be worth a fortune, an absolute fortune.”
That was one of the women, one of the audience members who wasn’t
talking to anyone in particular. There was the woman from the south
bank, the one who had brokered this twins deal. She smiled. “We
were aware of what we had come across and even more aware that the
deal should be sealed. And indeed, they are valuable just as
‘twins’ in a show like this. But the future for them is bright as
well. It’s quite likely that twins could produce twin offspring
with them having the genes and all that. So going forward there is
a conscious decision to maximise our investment returns. There is
no doubt that these creatures will be bred and we will be hand
picking males with twins in their family lines as well so to
maximise the chances that more twins will be produced.”

Kerry and
Gemma had held their respective breaths as they heard this woman
talking. Then they looked at each other. To say that they were both
identically horrified would have been something of an
understatement. “For fucks sakes Kerry, we’ve got to get out of
here.” Gemma was whispering. She was almost whispering to a point
that she was not getting her words out, but Kerry was getting it
because she whispered back. “Oh yeah right. What do we do, get up
and trot out of here. They’ll be taking us for milking soon - once
these freaks have gone. My tits are so heavy, so sore, yours must
be as well?” And Kerry was pained in the face and in the eyes. It
was like between the surges and the waves of absolute sexual
pleasure, there was the heavy, milk filled tits they had to carry
round. It was like their beautiful breasts had been turned into
udders and that this was something else they had to contend with.
It made the thought of getting away, of escaping something that was
even further away from reality. How could they get away from
this?

And then
the pleasure was back and there was a tensioning of their
respective torsos as they began to absorb more of that pleasure.
Kerry ate into Gemma’s mouth hungrily and Gemma ate back. It was an
obscene show and yet one that brought collective hoorahs and rounds
of applause from the collected, paying audience. The twins would be
able to hear that just like they had heard the conversation about
them being bred because they were twins. And they had to absorb all
of this. They had to take it in and process it, if they could. They
had to process it at the same time as absorbing all of that sexual
pleasure. If they could. And yet at this precise time the most
important thing was the sexual pleasure that they could feel
washing through them. It became the single most important thing
because of the intensity of it. It was such a pure, undiluted form
of pleasure that was being washed through them via those pads
connected to electronics, that the twins simply repelling the
pleasure so that they could deal with every other horror they were
being inflicted with was not an option.

“My boobs are so sore, so heavy as well. But I don’t think we
are going to get out of here. I just don’t think that there is that
option, nor will there ever be. They’ve turned us into a freak
show.” Kerry had that right - they had been turned into a freak
show. The pleasure was off, but then it was back on again and they
were kissing again. There would have been the wish that they could
feel each other with their fingers and their hands. But they were
secured on their all fours - all they could do was kiss. And at
first, when they had been first taken to this shed it had been
reluctant kisses. They had kissed because they hadn’t know what
else to do with the pleasure that was being inflicted on them. But
that reluctance had got less and less the more and more pleasure
they were inflicted with.

And by
this point they were eating into the kisses more than hungrily.
They were going for it and they were enjoying the kisses with each
other. They were using those kisses, the wetness of them and the
suckling of each other’s tongues as an accompaniment to the
pleasure being fed electronically into them. They were kissing yes
and they were licking each other’s faces and for some reason there
would have been this understanding, even sympathy if they had been
acting unknowing as to what they were doing. But the twins didn’t
have that luxury. They knew what they had been turned into and they
knew what they must have looked like but their priorities were
changed. Their minds had been rewired and yet at the same time
there was enough left of their old minds to know what was happening
to them. One had to stand back and try to appreciate what it must
have been like for the eighteen year old twins. One had to at least
try to understand what they had to deal with. But it was impossible
to do that. It was impossible to penetrate this world that they
were trapped in even a small amount.

“When you breed them, will there be an invited audience? Or
will it be behind closed doors?” The same woman had had her
attention perked when the woman from the south bank had gone into
more detail about future plans. “Oh we will take funds wherever and
whenever can. I see no reason why the creatures can’t be on show
when they are bred. I can’t see a reason that there won’t be
opportunities all the way through their pregnancies as well - even
the births. Having the twins is a huge coo for us - and we have to,
we simply have to maximise on our returns. We will also be holding
an open forum, on the dark web and in private taking ideas and
thoughts as to how the creatures can be put to further use, and
indeed abuse.” The woman spoke as though she was talking about a
normal everyday thing. There was no sense that she was talking
about something so diabolical that it would be unacceptable in the
normal world. This was business she was talking about and she was
not underestimating what she was saying about maximising returns on
investment. The twins had cost her and the organisation 50 million.
She had to get that and more back. And she knew that the world, and
the dark net was full of out and out perverts who would pay a lot
of money in order to see girls like the twins, creatures like the
twins, put through abnormally perverted things.

 



Chapter 18

 


THE TWINS
continued

 


Getting
up to their hooves after hour upon hour of enforced, deep sexual
stimulation was not an easy thing. Their handler, another woman in
tight fitting leather riding gear showed patience as Kerry and
Gemma got up to their full height again. There were little
whimpering sounds and drooling from both girls and their legs were
weak, and wobbly. And there was this cute thing they did in
standing close to each other as though they were somehow
inseparable - which indeed of course they were. Those hoof boots
forcing the long, long legs to bend in a way that was suggestive.
One had to look and wonder how they did that. But these hoof boots
that were now permanent, were micro designed to create the effect
they created.

Nothing
was by accident. The twins stood close and what they had just been
our through had not escaped them. They were still aroused and now
that they were standing again, there would have been this wish that
they weren’t aroused but as well there would have been this sense
that they could not escape it. And so they stood so close that
their arms interlinked, and their hips touched. It was almost a
deeply perverted scene of sisterly love. Or should that be sisterly
sexuality? And there would have been their breasts and in
particular their nipple teats, now slid out of those little
suction, reverberating cups, and yet still highly charged, highly
aroused, that arousal being accentuated and emphasised as they
moved their weight from one hoof to the other.

They
didn’t need to be told to head to the milking shed next - they knew
that was where they had to go - it was part of the routine - the
day in day out routine. The woman, their handler was behind them,
just flicking a dressage whip over their buttocks, not to hurt
them, just in a way, like a voice guiding them. There was something
about the way that whip flicked the buttock flesh of the twins. Not
enough to hurt them as such, but just enough to send the flesh into
ripples. It was a visual thing - an extremely erotic visual thing
and the audience had seen this as well. This audience made up of
men and women who had paid an obscene amount of money to see what
they had and were seeing and they seemed to be of the mind that
they had got their money’s worth. There was this noise that the
hooves of the twins made. That noise like horses’ shod feet. There
was this ‘scrape’ of the hooves on the stone floor. And at some
time that scraping would be trained out of the girls. They would be
dressage trained to lift their knees high. And they would be
trained to ‘trot’ in that high knee way and that would provide
another source of ‘entertainment’ for a paying audience. A horse
like trot, and a pendulous swaying of their milk filled
udders.

There
really was no limit to what was possible with the twins going
forward. There really was nothing, or no area of perversion that
could not be touched. There would be the audiences interested in
the most obscene and debauched activities involving the twins. And
then there would be the sadistic ones who wanted to see them
suffering somewhat - just like this last lot had. And of course the
ones who wanted to see them breeding and all of what that entailed.
And then of course there would be the ones who wanted a mixture, a
selection of all of that. The future for the twins really was not
looking very pleasant, to say the least and yet it was one that
could not be avoided - could not be glossed over or thought would
not happen.

Those
hoof boots then echoing as the twins entered the milking shed.
There could have been some relief in the twins themselves that they
were going to be milked. And that would have been true. There would
be the relief that the weight, and the pressure of the milk inside
the milk ducts was being eased. And yet there would be trepidation
and dread as well because of the actual act of being milked. Those
mechanical and electrical suction cups being attached to their
udders and then the milking process over such a long period of time
meaning that the relief of the milking was making way for the pain
and the agitation involved. Pain tinged with pleasure via that
nipple suction was something that could not be avoided either. And
all they could do was stand there in their respective stalls and be
milked - milked like little more than animals.

And that
was something else that was almost unbelievable - that these girls
could just stand and be treated the way they were treated. Like any
hope in them had been evaporated. Any hope that they would get
away, or that they would wake up and find it had all been a dream,
just gone. Indeed to see a pair of identical twins in this state,
in this habitat was something that was beyond surreal. And yet for
Kerry and Gemma, the other thing that was not on their side was
time. Not that there was a lack of time but that there was a lot of
time when they were going through whatever they were going through
at the time, to think and to reflect. But time to reflect and think
through the torture of whatever they were going through and through
the enforced sexual pleasure of whatever they were going through.
Whether they were standing being milked slowly for hour upon hour
or whether they were on their hands and knees being sexually
stimulated on an enforced and extended timeline, there was this
time to think and reflect. And maybe the fact that there was all
this time, was an additional thing that was not good, in the long
run for the twins.

They
stood facing each other as their breasts, as their udders were
stimulated and sucked into giving up the milk inside and there was
this understanding from one twin to the other. They had always had
this uncanny ability to know what each other was thinking at any
given time. They had always been able to finish each other’s
sentences and as they stood being milked in that shed, the
collected audience had moved in with them and remained at a
distance that was sufficient for them to take in the scene as a
whole rather than a zoomed view. But the eye contact in Gemma and
Kerry was deep and it was like this was their best chance at
‘thinking’. They knew as they looked at each other what they had
been through. Their minds wandering to what they could have done to
avoid what had happened. Both of them knowing there was nothing
they could have done. And to the trip in the limo - waking up to
the realisation that they had been raped. And then that waking
nightmare continuing as they were taken somewhere else. Them not
knowing where they were being taken, but then arriving at this
country place in the middle of nowhere.

Yes, in
the middle of nowhere was right. There had been no sign that the
place they were taken to, this place they were in now even existed
until they were being driven through an electronic gate. They had
come through a deeply wooded, forested location and there had been
no sign of life, or other vehicles for miles and miles. This place
really was in the middle of nowhere and perfectly hidden. It had
been deliberately hidden - deliberately secluded and then hidden
from view either from the air, or from any roads nearby. Indeed
there were no roads nearby. They had turned off the main roads and
gone down a maze of dirt tracks and then a final very narrow dirt
track, and through thickly forested land - and the gates to this
place had just ‘loomed’ up out of nowhere.

The limo
had stopped and there had been a pause, enough of a pause for the
girls to see the sign, like a name sign on one of the gate posts,
“HOPE FARM”. That hadn’t seemed that significant then. There had
been hope then that they would get up of this thing that they were
involved in. There had been this hope that they would do whatever
they needed to do here and then be taken back and just let go. But
they hadn’t been thinking right. They were in shock then. A shock
had been applied to them, and that shock had been in the process of
working its way right through their respective nervous systems. So
that sign, Hope Farm didn’t mean anything, not to them. The history
of this place wouldn’t have even occurred to them. Why would
it?

It did
mean something now though. Now there was this irony in that name
“Hope Farm” in that there was no hope. That was something that
would come back to them time after time. But then the feeling of
finality as the gates opened and they were driven through - that
huge limo just gliding through the gate and the gate closing behind
them. There was this feeling of finality about it that attacked
both of the girls minds. Maybe it was then that the name of this
place began to mean something. Or maybe it was that they were met
in this farmyard by three leather clad women. Only one of them had
spoken once the twins got out of the car. “Strip naked.” It had
been all she’d said. Gemma and Kerry had just looked at each other.
If they had been thinking about resistance then this would have
been the time show it. But for some reason they didn’t do
that.

They
looked at each other yes, but then they did what they had been told
to do - they stripped. One had to wonder if they would have done
this if they’d had any incline as to that history of Hope Farm. It
was early days though - the shock had been applied to them and it
was working. Neither of the twins had tried to talk to these women.
Neither of them had tried to talk themselves out of whatever it was
they were caught up in. Maybe even as early as that, they knew deep
down that they weren’t going on their travels and that they weren’t
going home. Maybe they were thinking that they were just going to
be raped again and then let go. There could have been any number of
things that were going through their minds. But when all of those
things were all at once tumbling round their psyches, there was no
sense to be made it all.

But with
three women now in front of them, being let go, even if they were
going to be penetrated again seemed unlikely. Not as unlikely
though as being hosed down with cold water, in a yard, in the
chilled night air. They might have wondered what they had done to
deserve that. They had screeched through that hosing down. Both
girls had tones to their respective screeches that told of an
outrage. They could have well been outraged at being penetrated and
raped the way they had - off course, but this outrage, being
treated like this, being animalised like this in this farmyard,
with ice cold water was something that was way beyond that. It
seemed that the thick, voluminous jets of water found all of their
nooks and crannies and was delivered under such high pressure that
they were pushed and slid around the little hosing down areas of
the yard. Those jets of water, directed by leather clad, high
heeled women, finding all of their most intimate places. Indeed
those jets of water washing away dregs of semen that had leaked
from them and was oozing down their thighs. And then the ice cold
water entering them at the vaginas and the anuses. The hosing down
very efficient and very thorough leaving the twins not only
shivering from the cold but at a new level of shocked that they
couldn’t have imagined existed.

“Why, why have you taken us here?” After that hosing down, the
twins being led to a preparation shed as Kerry tried to speak to
one of the leather clad women. There was this feeling that this
place, this Hope Farm was an established place - that it had
existed for some time. That it had existed always even. But surely
someone from the outside would have heard the girls screaming
throughout their hosing down? Someone walking their dog maybe.
Someone from a neighbouring farm, or property? But this had been
when they had a little bit of hope. This would have been when they
were still suffering from that shock that had been applied. This
was when they weren’t really capable of thinking right at all. The
woman didn’t answer Kerry the first time, she ignored her
completely and that could have been deemed much worse than anything
she could have said in response. The silence and the click of the
woman’s high heels as Kerry and Gemma were taken to another part of
Hope Farm.

“Look please, please just tell us why we are here and when we
will be released, please?” It was Gemma’s turn to try to get the
woman to speak. Maybe it had been better if she was ignored as well
but this time, the woman stopped and turned to the twins. “You
won’t be released, ever. And you are here, to be put to work, for
profit. Our profit. You’re here because you will be subjected to
‘things’ and activities that you cannot even begin to comprehend.
It will become clear ‘why’ you are here in due course. For now, no
speaking, no talking, no communication.” And as if to emphasise
what she was saying, she poked the end of something long, something
with a smooth rounded end, something that was ‘buzzing’ into the
ribs of Gemma and the twin all but collapsed to the floor from the
electric shock. Certainly she went down to one knee and there was
this collection off drool that catapulted from her mouth as the
shock surged through her. The woman, the handler took the cattle
prod away from Gemma and the shock stopped immediately. But she
stayed down on one knee as though getting her breath. Kerry just
looked down at Gemma and she knew - maybe it was at this point that
Kerry at least knew that whatever they were caught up in was
serious - very serious.

It would
become clear that the sheds with stalls would become familiar
features for the twins. That would become as clear as them not
being treated as though they were in fact human beings. There was,
from the start, from the time they had got out of the limo, this
feeling that they were not being regarded as human being at all. It
was nothing that could be pinpointed with any accuracy. Just the
whole way they were treated. The way they were not talked to. Or
the way whatever was happening was not discussed with them either
first, or during. There had been that basic instruction ‘strip
naked’ and that had been it. From that point on, it was like if the
twins had any rights, then they were gone. It became clear that
although the physical isolation of this place did its bit to
unsettle and unnerve them, that them being forbidden to talk, or
being forbidden from any form of communication, and then the way
they were treated was the real cutting into their psyche. It was
like they were being dehumanised and isolated - and that this was
not an accident but just part of the process.

On that
first day, or that first night they had been kept naked, standing
in stalls in one of the long sheds. Largely they had been left
alone with their thoughts and the shock was still with them because
they didn’t speak to each other. They didn’t dare try to speak or
communicate because they had been told it was forbidden. So they
stood in adjacent stalls, in each other’s company but just staring
at the floor of the stalls, at their naked feet. Every so often
their eyes would meet but then quickly divert away in case it was
deemed that they had been communicating in some way. There was no
mistake that the twins had been frightened half to death by what
had happened to them. These were the early days. The shock of being
plucked from their normal life still with them. The feeling and the
sensation of them having been raped and oozing with spent semen
also still with them. This period of isolation, of standing in the
stalls just a preparation. Like the lines in their arms. The
hypodermic needles pushed into veins and this stuff fed into them
via drips that hung from medical stands in each of their
stalls.

The
leather clad, made up women who’d prepared the twins like this
worked in silence. They always worked in silence. As though they
were working with dumb animals - which is effectively what the
twins were and would be turned into. There had to be a stand back
moment - just a moment to reflect what was going on in this place
called Hope Farm. There had to be the question asked as to how a
place like this could exist in the twenty first century? But the
isolation and the silence for the twins was the worse by far. And
it was a silence that went on and on. Right through that first
night. Even in the dead of the night the girls didn’t speak or try
to speak to each other. Even when the biting cold got to them they
didn’t speak or protest because they were too afraid. It could be
argued that the first night was the worst of all times because of
the shock and the cold and the pure isolation. They didn’t know
what was being dripped into their systems. And even if they did
know that the cocktail of what was being fed into them via those
drips contained hormones and mild sedatives, they wouldn’t have
understood.

They
could ask themselves, but not each other why they were being kept
sedated and why they were being fed a mixture of hormones. But they
would never be able to come up with the answer that they were being
prepped for milk production and that they were being prepped for
the production of offspring. They were being fed the cocktail to
enhance and accelerate their ability to produce milk, and they were
being made ‘child ready’ in a way that would maximise their chances
and ability to produce the ‘right kind’ of offspring. Only later
would they understand any of that. Only later would they understand
that they had been treated to produce copious amounts of breast
milk twice a day. And only when they overheard those people
watching them being tortured by pleasure would they understand that
the right kind of offspring would indeed be ‘twins’. In fact they
were being prepared for maximum returns on the investment of the
woman on the south bank.

Yes that
first night may have been the worse night for them in a lot of ways
and that was because Kerry and Gemma had a lot they had to come to
terms with. But when the dust settled, when they at least had a
little time to get their heads round what was happening to them,
and what it seemed the future held in store for them, then it
became clear that their worse times were yet to come. And it would
become clear that the first night was ‘nothing’ in comparison to
what was going to happen to them. They didn’t speak that first
night - they had dared not speak, or even have eye contact for too
long for fear it was deemed as ‘communication’. And it would be
some time before they actually got around it by ‘whispering’ and by
making sure that they only communicated at certain times by those
sub level whispers and by eye contact. In a way they were falling
into place. In a way they were becoming what was intended for them
to become. But even that was only the start.

 



Chapter 19

 


THE
BREEDING

 


Milking
sessions twice a day took their toll on the twins. At one point
they’d had their breasts enlarged, a lot, just to contend with the
increase in milk production. It made the twins’ breasts overlarge,
heavy and cumbersome. It made them more like human cows than
anything else. And yet those hoof boots retaining the equine
element and causing this confusion inside the minds of both girls.
If their minds were confused, imagine what state the minds of
normal everyday people would be in if they were to see them? And
the fact that these girls had been changed and altered in such a
relatively short space of time was something else that can have
only twisted their psyches more and more. Girls, twins who had been
on the cusp of the rest of their lives. The rest of their lives
ahead of them and now this! There had to be a sense of them not
being able to grasp, or take hold of what they had been sucked
into. Even going through that twice daily milking, watching their
nipple teats being sucked into those devices and then manipulated,
sucked into giving up the milk. That milk being drained from them
day after day.

And now
the knowledge that they were going to be bred from. One had to
wonder had they forgotten about their old lives by this point. The
answer would be no because they each got flashbacks of what life
used to be like. Of mum and grandad - of the life they had once
enjoyed. Not they hadn’t forgotten about their old life, but rather
it had just been forced to the back of their minds a little bit. It
was just that the old life had faded to grey just that little bit.
And now their life was about ‘this’. It was about the production of
milk. It was about the preparation of their bodies for baring
offspring. It was about operating them for breeding. It was about
getting their head wrapped around the fact that their bodies, nor
their minds belonged to them anymore. It was about them getting
used to the fact that their waking and sleeping states were states
that were controlled by others.

Not just
that they were controlled by others but that the way they were
treated and controlled defied every single human right violation in
existence. And it was about them giving up their sexuality to
others. Having that sexuality controlled and manipulated. They had
to give up expecting the sexual arousal and the constant sexual
manipulation to end. They had to realise that it wouldn’t end. Not
today, tomorrow, or ever. They had to get used to living on that
edge of sexual explosion and pleasure. They had to simply get used
to it in a way that they would not have been able to had things
been normal. And that was just it - they weren’t normal, nor would
they ever be normal again

These
were eighteen year old girls who had been catapulted into a world
that was alien to them. Indeed, it would have been more normal for
them to have been transported to a planet far far away instead of
being forced to exist int his nightmare. “My tits hurt so bad.”
Kerry whispered to Gemma in a way that her mouth and lips barely
moved and in a volume that was so low it was barely audible even to
Gemma who in the next milking stall to her, for fear that they
would be heard. “Mine as well, I wish this would stop. I just wish
it would stop.” Gemma sounded distressed as she moved her weight
from hoof to hoof. There was the sound, the constant sound of the
milking machinery humming and sucking. That sound was there all the
time, it couldn’t be switched off in the heads of the girls. And
with that sucking sound, the mechanical, quite violent sucking of
the nipples by the suction cups over each nipple. And then the
gurgling and the motion of the milk being drained down transparent
tubing, to wherever it was going to. And that was the other
question - that daily, twice daily milking, where was it going to?
That milk where was it destined for?

“I can’t wait to get back to the other place. You know, the sex
place. I need to feel it again.” Kerry was dealing with the
discomfort and the part sexual arousal that the milking created but
at the same time she was needy for more of that enforced and
extended sexual pleasure. The arousal created by the milking wasn’t
doing the job - not the whole job and so she needed to feel the
other thing. It was what their world was about now. Like a constant
vicious circle. Milking, sexual pleasure, milking sexual pleasure,
milking - and so it went on and on. It was pretty much what their
days were made up of. And it was like this for a reason. It was
like this because it was designed to break them down. The sexual
pleasure was like a drug they needed to get through each day
because each day was so monotonous, and set in stone. It was like
the sexual pleasure was their pass through the day. Something that
made it possible for them to exist like this. And what was ‘like
this’? They were being made to exist like nothing more than
animals. This was what it would be like for a milk producing cow,
or a horse. And now this was what it was like for the
twins.

“And me. I’m sorry I kiss you like I do, I can’t help it.” It
was like Gemma was genuinely and completely sorry for daring to
kiss her sister when they were fixed to those sex platforms like
they were. “Neither of us has to be sorry. We’ve been taken here
against our will and forced to live like this. Besides, kissing you
like that, and you kissing me is hot. It makes me want it more and
more.” Kerry moved her weight from hoof to hoof and she brought her
hands up to massage her lower back with her fingers. But she
couldn’t do that properly because of the chains from the waist of
the leather harness to the wrists. But she could try and as she did
this she stretched herself as though trying to gain some kind of
relief as she was milked, again. “What do you think they will do,
if they ever find out we talk like this?” Gemma again. It was like
sometimes they needed to desperately communicate the way they did,
in those hushed low volume whispers. But then, sometimes it was
like they realised what they were doing and the fact that they
could be caught and that fuck knows what if they were
caught.

“Who knows? Can they do anything to us that is worse than what
they have or are doing? I mean who gives a shit huh?” Kerry sounded
angry - like it was all getting on top of her. But that happened
from time to time. It was like all of the isolation, the silence
and the repression built up inside and then exploded. But like it
exploded in this restrained way. She couldn’t scream and shout, but
she could let it out quietly - the same as Gemma could. But that
can only have been having a negative effect on them. “How do we
even know they aren’t listening to us right now? I mean, look at
this place. Its fully equipped for what they do - and look what
they’ve done to us! It is really feasible that they don’t know we
communicate in some way or another? This place is fucked up sis and
I mean fucked up.” The milking was relentless and painful, but it
was what they were used to now. There was this period of silence
again as they each contemplated.

Somewhere
else the woman from the south bank was watching. She was watching
and listening and she was quietly impressed with the twins. They
had worked it all out. They knew the predicament they were in and
that it was a deep one that would only get deeper. But they also
were kind of working out there were no secrets in this place. They
were also on the edge of knowing that they were pretty much being
listened to as they spoke in those hushed whispers. The woman liked
that though. She liked it a lot and she smiled to herself and then
she got up from her darkened study space located somewhere in the
main house of Hope Farm. She slipped on a fitted jacket and did up
the one single button that brought the leather in tighter to her
perfectly formed torso. She was already wearing latex jodhpurs and
riding boots. The difference in those boots was that they had
heels. Not outrageously high ones, just ones that elevated her
already impressive self a little more. And she picked up a leather
tabbed riding crop and left the house. She was going to the milking
shed. She was going to join the twins in their final minutes of the
second milking of the day.

When the
end door of the shed opened, the twins silenced. They did that like
it was on auto pilot. There was the slight creak of the door and
then a rush of cool night air. The twins had become so sensitive to
everything since they had been taken here that the slightest noise
or change in air temperature, or rush of breeze as a door was
opened was like a major thing to them. The woman came to the stalls
and at first she didn’t say anything. She checked the machinery and
she then swung both gates to the twins’ stalls open so that she had
easy access. “She’s right you know. How do you know we’re not
listening to you all the time? How do we know that we don’t know
everything? Do you really think creatures like you can have secrets
in a place like this?” And that had been like a bolt out of the
blue for both twins. Neither of them thought that they might
actually be being listened in on - or at least hoped as much.
Neither of them actually thought that they would be faced with this
woman speaking these words.

Except
they were. “Look, sorry. Sorry we’ll be silent. It’s just difficult
for us at the moment. This whole thing, it’s just hard.” And by
this time Kerry was whispering and sobbing in equal measure. She
along with Kerry would have been thinking the game was up. They had
wondered what would happen if these people knew they were
committing the cardinal sin in communicating - and all sorts of
horrors must have gone through their minds as a result of what the
answer to that could be. “Of course it’s hard. You haven’t been
taken out of society to live an easy life. It’s supposed to be
hard. It’s supposed to take its toll on you.” The woman was looking
right at Kerry and her eyes were huge, as though this woman could
be angry. This would surely have convinced the girls that they were
going to be punished in some hideous way. But then the woman spoke
again. “Relax. We knew you’d speak. We wanted you to speak. It
helps us gage your state of minds. It helps us plan the way ahead
when we know how you’re talking. And, I have to say it’s good that
you can be close, you know, in ‘that’ way. Kissing and slobbering
your way through your time in the other place. We like that. We
like it because it gives us something to work with. It gives us
plenty to work with in fact.”

The woman
was smiling and that was the first time the twins had witnessed
that. She moved into Gemma’s stall and gently moved around her
brushing her with leather and latex because the stall was such a
tight fit. “Sexual responsiveness is good. Let’s face it, it’s all
you creatures have now. So it’s good and it will be used more and
more going forward.” The woman sounded almost like she cared with
the tone she used. It would have been a mistake for either of the
twins to mistake this kindness, that was after all just a
perception, as a weakness but Kerry from the other stall took the
opportunity any way. “Can I ask, why do you do this? Why do you
treat girls like this and we know you have more here because we’ve
heard them. Can’t you just let us go, please?” Kerry spoke over the
stall divider and she looked right at the woman. It was like the
twin was searching the woman’s eyes for the last little bit of
compassion that would see the twins released.

But then
the riding crop came down hard on one of Gemma’s breasts and there
was this shriek. The woman had barely looked at Gemma. She had held
eye contact with Kerry and then she had let that crop loose in one
fluid movement. In effect she had punished Kerry for Gemma daring
to speak. “Creatures do not communicate with superior human beings
- superior female human beings.” And punctuating her words she let
the crop down again, hard across the same breast and Kerry shrieked
again. “We know, right now that you are in transition and that you
are not in the right mindset yet. But you will be. You will come to
know that you are creatures, just creatures. And that as creatures
you have no rights - no human rights because you are not human.”
And again she brought down the crop over Kerry’s breast and again
there was that shrieking sound. But this time the welts had started
to rise even though the milking was still in progress. This woman
was punishing both twins for Gemma’s misdemeanour and she was
making that absolutely clear by holding the eye contact with
Kerry.

“Do you understand? You may speak one word.” And Kerry was
quick to say “Yes.” She didn’t want to see her sister cropped like
that again. She broke eye contact with the woman and she looked
across at Kerry. The tears were streaming down Kerry’s harnessed
face. Her eyes more or less squirted those tears and at the same
time her fleshy wet tongue kept licking at her lips. “You will
learn. The both of you will learn. And you will learn for each
other because if one of you fails then the other will be punished
also. But for now, either of you, you can ask me one more question.
Just one question between the two of you. And now there was this
reluctance in either of the twins to speak. The slashes with the
crop to Kerry’s breast had been vicious and accurate. And the thing
about those strokes was they had been administered and delivered
with seemingly very little effort on behalf of this woman. She had
delivered the strokes with no effort, across the soft succulent
breast flesh of Gemma and perfectly equally spaced leaving vicious
looking welts perfectly symmetrical. It had been the delivery with
such effortless violence that was shocking and had shocked both
twins. Gemma sobbed, she wasn’t going to be asking any questions
any time soon.

“When can we go home please?” Kerry was also sobbing by this
point. And such had been the shock applied when those crop strokes
had landed, and their respective effects seen that she was reduced
to asking basic, fundamental questions. Neither her nor her sister
wanted to be in this place anymore. “Never. You will not be going
home. You have to understand that basic thing. You are never going
home. You are here to stay and you are here for one purpose and one
purpose only - to make us money, and to provide pleasure for the
investors and for the visitors. That’s it. That is what your life
will consist of. Once you both get into the right state of mind,
this is what your life is now. There is no going home, there is no
home. Your mum is being taken care of. But she isn’t your mum
anymore.” Kerry had only asked one question and it had been a
simple one. But she hadn’t been prepared for the answer. In a way
she along with Gemma had wished the woman hadn’t gone into so much
detail. They didn’t want to hear it. They didn’t want to hear the
finality of their lives. They didn’t want to know that this was now
their lives for the rest of their lives.

But they
wouldn’t have wanted to hear the rest either. They wouldn’t have
wanted to even have heard their mother being mentioned. Such had
been their change in fortunes, such had been there ordeal and
trauma that their old life had been forced to the back. And even
the mention of their mother was enough to send another shock wave
through both of them. Kerry looked at the woman. Now she wanted to
ask another question about her mother, and what was meant by she
was being taken care of. But it was like the woman was reading her
mind because she looked directly at Kerry and shook her head and at
the same time she pushed one of her fingers to her lips indicating
that Kerry should not ‘say’ another word. In a way Kerry had asked
the question silently and the woman got it. “Oh yes, don’t you
worry, mamma is being well looked after. Now you both need to know
that you mamma is a delicious creature who is falling into line
nicely. You could learn a lot from her.” And she left it at that -
just feeding the twins more toxic poison words that would leave
them wanting and in a way, needing to ask more questions and yet
not permitted to do that.

Those
questions just recurring and replaying in both Gemma’s and Kerry’s
minds. Was their mother here, at Hope Farm? Was she being treated
the same as them? Or in some other way? And, what the actual fuck
was going on here? And these would have been questions, at this
point in the twins’ new lives that would have been lucid and clear.
But that wouldn’t always be the case going forward. The woman had
already eluded to the fact that the twins’ state of mind would be
altered, and that they would be altered and that in all probability
they wouldn’t be able to think very clearly in any normal way
eventually. That they would be limited to ‘creature thinking’ and
that they would have any intelligence they both had severely
impeded by several means. That they would be impeded in every way
by every means. And it was like again this woman was reading their
minds.

“You don’t need mamma anymore. You’ll have each other. You’ll
always have each other. And judging by what we’ve seen, you get on
so well, in every way. You can see your mum - see what’s become of
her. But for now you need to concentrate on yourselves. Concentrate
on getting yourselves into the right state of mind. That is BOTH of
you in the right state of mind. It won’t be acceptable for just one
of you to be there and the other not. You have to BOTH be there and
to do that, you have to help each other through it. You have to
work to get each other to that level of ‘creature’ that we want.
You have to be at that level before the breeding program can begin.
Your rewired genes and mind have to feed into your offspring.
There’s a lot for you to get used to and get your heads around.
Best start now.” And she stopped talking again just so that her
words could sink in.

It would
be difficult to know where the minds of the twins were now at
precisely this point. They just stood in the stalls, the milking
process coming to an end now and every so often they would shift on
their hooves, the weight from one to the other. The woman waited
with them, silent now, so that she could take them back to the sex
place once it was done. At least there they could immerse in all of
that enforced pleasure. At least there, there would be a bluntness
and a greying to the brutality they were being inflicted with. And
at least there they could kiss, and suck each other’s tongues and
lick each other’s faces as orgasm after orgasm rocked through them.
At least they could forget for a little while what level of
absolute bedlam they were in.

 



Chapter 20

 



CONCLUSION

 


Two weeks
later - not that time meant much anymore.

 


The twins
couldn’t have expected to see their mother quite so soon after
being told they would see her. That in itself would have been a
shock to their respective eighteen year old systems. But actually
seeing her, actually seeing what had become of her was not
something that either of them could have been prepared for. Even in
this pseudo world they had been taken to and in which they now
existed, nothing could have prepared them for the jolt of shock
when they saw their mum. The last time they’d seen her was when
they were off on their travels. Mum hadn’t wanted to come to the
airport with them because she didn’t do that ‘goodbye’ thing. But
how things could have been different if she had decided to go and
wave them off at LHR. Or would it have been different? We know now
that the wheels had already been put into motion and that
apparently nothing could have stopped them. But maybe, possibly
‘something’ could have thrown a spanner in the works and made it
all go wrong for these people! But that was irrelevant
now.

There was
this feeling that nothing that could happen, short of an
apocalypse, would stop this particular wheel from rolling. And yet
now, now there would always be that question, ‘what if?’ But it
remained that, a question. And it remained a fact that nothing
could have prepared the twins for the face to face with mum.
Literally nothing would have got them into the right frame of mind,
or state of mind to see what they were going to see, or hear. The
fact that it came on the first day of their ‘breeding’ program was
just a by the by. It was simply something that added to the base
shock that had been applied that very first day and then been kept
up. It really was just one thing after another.

The twins
had ‘enjoyed’ an overly extended session in the sex shed. They had
been freshly milked and at that time, temperatures taken to
ascertain that both were at their most fertile. And then they had
been taken to the breeding arena. That sex shed session had been
the longest and most needy yet. They had been permitted and indeed
forced to orgasm countless times. They had squirted their sex
juices behind them as though it had been ejaculated under high
pressure - which of course it had been. Both twins had grunted, and
moaned their orgasms between deep hard kisses of each other. It was
only kisses that they could enjoy being on their hands and knees
and whilst secured like that.

It was
always deliberate that they couldn’t enjoy each other to the
fullest. It was always intended and deliberate that they be taken
to a place of severe and extended frustration that they couldn’t
enjoy each other fully in this sex shed. Such measures were an
assist to getting them to and maintaining their state of mind. Such
measures were a cruelty that were deliberately and expertly applied
so that there was always something sexual for the twins to work
for. Always a ‘hope’ that they would be allowed to enjoy each other
fully and completely. And this was what drove the twins now - the
hope and desire for full sex with each other. But now like their
mother, although they were fucked, fucked in more ways than one,
they were also in full knowledge, full understanding of what was
happening around them and what was being said, and more to the
point what they were being shown. And both twins made similar
noises when Amy was brought into view. They had been brought in and
were secured on their hands and knees, with their legs spread wide
to accept whoever was going to impregnate them. They were side by
side and they were in full knowledge and understanding what was
going to happen. And then there was their mother - and Amy looked
vacant. She looked empty. The procedures would have had a huge part
to play in that. Amy was becoming less and less of who she was with
every passing second.

The
knowledge was just one of those things that the twins had and
accepted. In their former lives they would be mortified and
horrified at all of this. But in this world, a world they were
beginning to understand that they had to exist in, they just
accepted that they were going to be bred from. But surely ‘that’
dripping, saturated creature cannot have been their mother? Both
twins would have asked themselves that but at the same time both
would have known the answer. Amy was being taken in, shuffling in
her hooves because a hobble chain was fixed between her ankles
impeding the length of walk that she took. Her wrists had been
taken up and were secured to that belt, at her hips. And that
forced her elbows back, right back which resulted in her shoulders
being forced back as well. She was still sheathed in that
transparent latex and yet the enormity of her breasts meant that
they spilled from the open latex front and out into the open.
Mother had never had breasts that big, but the twins knew that in
this place she needed them because she would need to provide and
produce milk for the Farm. Oh yes mother wouldn’t escape the Hope
Farm signature humiliating degradation of twice daily
milking.

The twins
just looked at those breasts - they were so much bigger, much
bigger than theirs had been made - and they swayed as mum took her
restricted steps in those hoof boots. Mum had been their fading
hope that they would get out of this but now that hope was
completely dashed. Both twins made some sort of noise. There was
this overwhelming urge through both of them at the same time that
they wanted to be with her. That they needed to be with her. But
not like this. There was this sorrow from them for their mum but
there was like this detachment as well. Almost as though their
mother had died or something and that they were looking at this
‘creature’ not as their mother but as just another creature. And
that was an intended thing. There was this thing intended where the
twins would disown a creature like this. Deny that she was anything
to do with them but deep down knowing that was not the case. It was
like a little bit of private despair for the twins.

If only
it had been so easy for mother to disown the twins. Her feelings
were opposite to that of her girls. When her eyes focused on the
twins spread and ready to receive, she just wanted to be near them
to comfort them. It was like a mother love coming through and yet
she couldn’t do anything about it. And whatever had been done
inside her head was making her feel a little confused about them as
well. The scene that she was faced with was a manufactured scene -
one that had been made so that it would have the deepest and most
severe impact. Yes there was impact on the twins - very severe
impact in a lot of ways. But this breeding scene was one that was
for mum. It was one that was intended to hit her right at the core
of her central nervous system. The twins were further along in the
process and so they were of a certain mindset now. They were where
they needed to be in order to survive.

Mum
wasn’t so far along. Her mind was still in that turmoil that held
out a little bit of hope that she would get out of this. Although
the brain procedure had put paid to a lot of that. She was dripping
from her sexuality. And that tail of hers was swishing across the
backs of her latex legs. That would have been the muscles inside
her clinging onto the appendage, chewing it. It would be fair right
at this point to assume that mum’s world had already crashed right
down around her and yet - it hadn’t. Not yet! This was just part of
the process. This was just a little bit along the way to something
akin to as close to a total destruction of this woman as it was
possible to be without letting her lose her mind
completely.

 


Mum
seeing her twins, her only offspring secured, and mounted for
breeding, was something that would stay with anyone who also saw
it. Or anyone who witnessed it. And there was a paying audience -
of course there was. And that was it, Amy couldn’t keep her eyes
off the twins. She had been taken to a post, just to the side of
the VIP seating area and she had been chained to that post. There
would be no seating for Amy. Amy was like a side show. She had been
brought in and introduced to the VIP guests as the birth mother of
the twins. And because of that, all eyes had been on her. Because
of the fact this altered, and adjusted woman was the mother of the
star attractions there was all of this interest in her. It was
almost like a morbid curiosity and then an amused disbelief that
those who owned Hope Farm could have snared the twins AND the birth
mother. That had to be something that was unheard of in these sort
of circles. It was a fact that worldwide, these ultra perverts
would be trying to outdo each other. But it was clear that Hope
Farm UK was ahead by a country mile.

“It’s almost inconceivable that this creature lived as a human
mother!” And that had been a guest, a well-heeled, expensively
dressed wife who had walked around the tethered Amy at the same
time as running her eyes all over the poor woman. At one point she
used a perfectly manicured deep blood red nail and stroked the
sides of Amy. Amy had been inflicted with some kind of sexual
addiction during her time. That being sex was her only release from
the chaos of horror that she was caught up in at this place. “Well,
we couldn’t take the twins without ensuring mamma was taken care of
now could we?” And the previously unnamed woman from the south
bank, now known as Suaranne was smiling. “And all with no
comebacks? I’m very impressed you know!” The same woman again.
“Absolutely no comebacks at all. Probably the most complex thing we
have had to do since we took over the Farm from Dr Najwah. It was
extremely complex and yet, everything seemed to fall into place
when it needed to. And as for her - she’s a little too old to breed
now, for our target market, but we have other things in store for
her. Mamma here will provide a set of entertainments in their own
class, I promise you.”

Amy could
feel that deep red nail stroking her sides and that was making her
drip. She was in the kind of state now that meant that any contact
at all would make her responsive and sexual. She didn’t have
anything else and the work that had been done inside her head
simply aided that process and helped along the way. “I don’t know
what it is, but I LOVE, literally LOVE seeing a woman liked this, a
former proud and dignified woman, ruined like this. It turns me
on.” The same woman just appreciating what had happened and what
had been done too Amy. Amy made a noise with those strokes of the
fingers and the woman smiled. And then she slipped her hand and her
fingers between her legs to find the dripping sex lips that were
pouting out through a tight, re-enforced latex slit. This slit in
the rubber ensured that Amy’s sex lips became swollen and erect.
And that slit ensured that those lips squeezed out the juices that
she produced en-mass.

Amy was
listening to the woman talking and she was wishing that she
couldn’t hear her. Wishing that she couldn’t hear THEM talking. But
she could hear. Why would a woman talk like that about another
woman? How could this woman LOVE seeing a woman like Amy in this
state of ruination and distress? What did that say about this
woman’s own state of mind? What can have happened to her to make
her be like this? Inside Amy’s mind she was as normal as she could
be expected to be under the circumstances. It would have been
easier if her mind, if her brain had been over tweaked so that she
wasn’t normal. Or so that she couldn’t comprehend what was
happening or what had been done to her. But that wasn’t the case
and she had to hear this woman, this snobby, wealthy woman pitying
her like this.

She had
never had to or needed to be pitied in her life and now this. And
when she wasn’t being pitied she was being sexually assaulted by
this same woman who was now dragging her one single index finger
through the sex lips of Amy. She had slipped her finger in and then
just probed the internal sexual flesh of Amy a little bit and then
she had dragged that finger through the wet, slippery swamp like
fluid that Amy produced on an ongoing and continuing basis. This
probably more than anything degraded Amy. It degraded her because
as this woman helped herself to her sexual flesh Amy could do
nothing except respond to it. That was the problem, that she
responded to it and she made noises because of it and she mewled
because of it. And this made the woman smile. It made her smile
because she was experiencing Amy as she was now - probably at her
lowest ebb. Not probably, but most definitely at her lowest
ebb.

But then
attention turned to the twins. One had to take the scene in as a
whole and the audience seating was arranged so that they could do
just that. But as well there were huge screens erected with cameras
located at various points so that zoomed in view could be enjoyed
in high definition. But that whole scene - mamma to the side,
tethered to a post and shifting, constantly shifting her weight
from one hoof to the other, and that constant sexual drip from
between her legs - and these enormous almost surreal breasts, with
massive teat like dark nipples, just there for these people to gawp
at. And then just a little way away, in centre stage as it were,
the twins tethered down low and there asses high. Their knees
spread and secured and their ankles also spread so that their
mounts could simply kneel between the legs and walk their cock into
the twins. Gemma and Kerry side by side just like they always were
and always had been. And they were dripping as well. Hope Farm used
the sexuality of a women and girls indiscriminately to get the
result hey wanted and here the twins had been cooked to
perfection.

The twins
were knowing, fully knowing that they were going to be bred now.
But their need for sexual penetration would be softening that
particular psychological blow. The twins had been prepared to
breed. They had been prepared and made sure that they were ready to
go. Every check had been made - everything that could be done was
done to ensure that the twins ‘caught’ first time round. There it
was again, that full scene. The whole of it taken into
consideration. These poor girls, and their mother, being watched by
perverts from around the world, taken to Hope Farm in complete
secrecy. Probably the perverts in this place, bettered by none.
Perverts that had paid premium prices to be where they were right
now. Perverts that wanted to sample and experience the essence of
this family in ‘torn apart’ mode. And there was this sense of
sorrow for the twins and Amy. But it was like under the radar. The
sense that these people were collected to see the worse of despair
was more than the sorrow that might have been felt.

But then
the shock. There had always been the question of how one male, or
two males be chosen to mount the twins. That had always been a
question. But to see a line, a queue of males brought in naked and
ready to go was something that might not have been expected. These
were men and boys who had fallen on bad times. Some of them taken
to Hope Farm just for this night, and others residents of the Farm
because they had nowhere else to go. There would be no way that the
father, or fathers of any babies could be singled out. It wasn’t
important which of the queue was the father. They had all been
tested and checked to make sure they could do what they needed to
do. It was of no concern and certainly of no record who the fathers
would be. It could have been any of them because all of them would
crawl between those legs and walk their dripping cocks into the
twins. And all of them would ejaculate into both of
them.

It would
be much like a free for all - but an organised free for all. And
there was this recognition in Amy as to what was about to happen
because she stopped shifting on her hoofs and she watched. And she
tilted her head and a high definition camera zoomed into her
despair to project a single tear dripping down one cheek as she
worked out in her own damaged mind what was about to happen. The
twins didn’t work it out as such. Their own addictions to being
penetrated meant that they didn’t care how many of them would be
inside them. They didn’t care how many of them deposited their load
up inside them. In fact there was this eagerness in both girls to
be mounted at the earliest possibility and as many times as
possible. As much as they could due to their bondage, they writhed
their hips from side to side, as though silently inviting the first
cock into them. They couldn’t help it but it was something that as
well as being clear to see for the audience, and cause for a round
of applause, was also the cause of added despair for Amy. She had
her issues to deal with now - and yet this was cutting deep. The
queue containing men and boys of all colours and creeds. There was
no racism in Hope Farm, just interracial breeding.

Amy was
watching closely, her eyes flicking to screens to see the
penetration of her girls. And right about then there should have
been more tears - even some wailing as a result of what she was
seeing. But there was none of that - there was just this licking of
her lips, and this look in her eyes that told of a jealousy that
the twins were being gang fucked and not her. It was something,
like a minute but important detail that the audience picked up on
and applauded again. They were here to see a breeding yes, but they
were also there to see a fucked up family. These were very
particular people with very particular perversions. It seems that
the fifty or so mixed male and female crowd like the concept of a
family, a happy family being taken out of circulation - being taken
out of their real lives and then worked on. Worked on to a point of
total destruction whilst keeping them all intact, just.

In the
shadows just to the side of the arena that had been set up there
was a stark naked figure - almost a wretch of a figure and every so
often he came out of the shadow, just to look. That was grandad. It
was Amy’s dad, or what was left of him. And as he watched, he was
stroking his cock and he was rolling his fingertips round his own
pre-cum over his exposed bell end. He was a man unrecognisable to
the one who had met the woman on the south bank and now he was
watching the destruction of his own family - one had to wonder if
he had regrets - as he shot another load into his palm and slurped
it up with his eager lips and tongue, one doubted that he had any
regret. And here was a complete family at Hope Farm. How many
others would follow in the footpaths of Amy, Gemma and Kerry, and
of grandad?

 


Suranne
was on a call to her cell phone. “I see. And you’re confident we
can take them out of circulation?” She paused as whoever was on the
other end spoke. Then she laughed. “That’s funny. They think I am
going to be the one taken out! Keep me posted, I don’t want any
unexpected surprises, y’hear?” And she hung up the call. She was
still smiling. Life was good for Suranne right now and it was going
to be better. She was the owner operator of Hope Farm, and she was
well into the process of settling old scores. Scores from her
schooldays.

 


THE END

continues in THE FARM 2
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