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Chapter 1

 


AMY
creature

 


Amy was
‘dripping’ - she was literally dripping, and she was making sounds
that didn’t belong to a mature, dignified woman which is what Amy
was. But that was just it, she WAS as in the past-tense, a
dignified, elegant woman - mother of twins Gemma and Kerry. And
together they had been a happy family. Single parent happy family
yes. But happy none the less. And she had been dignified. A woman
who could hold her head up high. A woman who could turn heads as
soon as she walked into any room. A beautiful woman who even though
she might have already lived a third of her life, still had the
best years ahead of her. But that was before the trip the twins
were meant to go on. The trip the twins did leave home to take but
the one they didn’t even get out of the country to begin. And now
she was here, in this place. That sign at the gate, “Hope Farm”
kept playing and replaying in her mind. And that driver, the one
that had collected her and taken her to this place. The one who had
pleasured himself inside her as though he had every right to do it.
She’d swear that she could still feel him inside her. She’d swear
she could feel his semen still swimming around inside her. But
given what had happened to her since, that may have been wishful
thinking. The horror of that man inside her, moving his cock up and
down the tunnel of her vagina and then depositing the contents his
load inside her, when taken into consideration with the rest of
what she’d been through, was nothing, and given how she had turned
out now, she would take that cock again. She would gratefully take
it. In fact, as she was now right at this point in time she needed
that cock. Any cock. She’d do anything to be penetrated by thick,
long cock. Maybe if she was penetrated she would orgasm instead of
having this maddening arousal and not being able to cum and
squirt.

There was
no fairness applied in what they did to Amy at Hope Farm. Fairness
didn’t come into it. It was doubtful that fairness was even a word
in the vocabulary of those who owned and ran Hope Farm. Certainly
the main shareholder, and proprietor of this place didn’t even
consider ‘fairness’ in what she did to her creatures. It was like
something that was ‘redundant’ in this place. Something that didn’t
have a place unless it was applied to one of the shareholders, or
the owners. It certainly didn’t apply to Amy. They’d taken Amy and
they had altered her. They had applied shock to her in the form of
making her believe that something terrible was occurring with the
twins, which of course was right. And what they’d done to her then
was inhumane. They altered her breasts, made them nothing more than
milk producing erogenous zones - her nipples like thick, bloated
teats. They’d put implants behind her clitoris and her nipples so
that she could be in a maddening state of constant
arousal.

And that
was a fact - that she was in a state of absolute, intense arousal.
It was like sexual pleasure fed to her, or not, was what she lived
for now. Like it was the central focus of her life. That and the
twice a day milking. Just like the twins. But she was different to
the twins. She had been made into a different creature than what
the twins had been made into. She had been taken, and in a way
she’d had her mature elegance used against her, to degrade and
humiliate her and as a constant reminder of what she once was.
They’d done things to her head as well - inside her head. They’d
drilled a tiny hole into the base of her skull, just above the nape
of her neck and ‘tweaked’ her. They’d tweaked various parts off her
brain so that sexual pleasure was more. So that awareness was more,
but so that resistance to what was happening to her was less. In
effect they had rewired her - they had rewired her to the
specifications required by Suranne and the Hope Farm shareholders.
They had rewired her to the specifications stipulated by people who
were base perverts. Who were degenerate deviants who had no
compassion for those they chose.

One had
to wonder how one got ‘chosen’ for this place - Hope Farm? There
was no answer to that. There was a lot of work behind the scenes.
The Hope Farm ‘cult’ for want of a better word reached far and
wide. There was under the radar work sourcing and spotting likely
victims. And they were victims. Amy, Kerry and Gemma were victims.
They had been sourced, a weak spot found in Amy’s own dad who
needed money badly. The shareholders, or Suranne in particular had
wanted and ‘needed’ to source twins. They had been looking for
years for twins and they had proved elusive. And then along came
this family. It had been slow pot boiler - one that saw grandad’s
business undermined and slowly eroded until he needed this fifty
million. And until he would do literally anything to get it. The
business had been eroded in such a way that he would let his pride
take precedence. He couldn’t approach his daughter Amy for money -
he wouldn’t do that, at any cost. And when the woman on the south
bank, who turned out to be the one and only Suranne, waved the
fifty million in front of him, there was always only ever one thing
he was going to do, and that was take it. That is he was going to
take it at any cost. And he did. And now he was fucked as well. But
that’s a whole different story.

Grandad,
Amy’s dad had sold them all down the river. Suranne had told him
that he had his fifty million, that it was as good as in his bank,
but in return that they wanted the twins and they would take Amy as
well. He hadn’t been able to grasp what this woman has meant by
that. But then there was the iPad viewing on the south bank of that
woman - that poor pregnant creature that used to be a woman. That
had been intended to shock him and the money to sway him. In both
regards it had been a success. In both regards he had been reeled
in as well. He was the fourth victim. In a way he was the forgotten
victim. A victim fed constant video clips, and stills of the
perverted exploits at Hope Farm. A victim who had been tapped into
by Suranne during that south bank meeting. He had been the key in
the whole thing. Blackmailed as to his business dealings and
ethics, and his tax avoidance. And then that fifty million being
waved in front of him all the time. That fifty million that he
needed badly. That he needed beyond badly. A reminder that he COULD
walk away but that he better say nothing to anyone about what he
had seen, or he would be seeing the inside of a prison cell for a
very long time.

And then
after the money had been transferred to his account via overseas
sources that were untraceable, another choice given to him - that
he could walk away by repaying the money PLUS another million as an
administration charge. That was something that he couldn’t do. If
he had been able to get a million in the first place then he
wouldn’t be in this shit in the first place. And so he was
entrapped. He was ‘in’ and there was nothing he could do about it.
He had to go through with it. He had to help in the process of the
removal of the twins and Amy from circulation. And he had to do all
that whilst acting like, or pretending there was nothing wrong.
This was a hit to him psychologically. It was something that ate
into him and when the feed of pictures and video pinged into his
phone, they were an escape for him. The need to masturbate to those
images of the twins. The deepening addiction to images like that.
And him becoming little more than a puppet - another asset of Hope
Farm. Once Suranne had got to him and once she was inside his head,
he was always going to be fucked. The thing was that once the twins
had been taken, once Amy was safely at Hope Farm, grandad became to
a point redundant - unless he was subjected to the delights that
Hope Farm held, as well. There were special things that could be
done to him - things that would make him ’special’. And things that
were irreversible. But, yes that’s another story.

 


Amy
wanted to cum but she wasn’t allowed. The implants were working her
sexual flesh. They were working her clitoris and her nipples flesh
- and that working was reaching all of her, inside of her. But it
wasn’t letting her cum. She was being tortured by denial. But she
wasn’t being tortured because she had done anything wrong - indeed,
her scope, her ability to do anything wrong was tiny and getting
smaller and smaller. Rather, she was being tortured by denial for
the entertainment of others. Amy had this status of sorts - she was
the mother of the twins. But she was an event in her own right. She
had been made a spectacular and Amazonian creature dependant on
sexual pleasure so that she could remain on the right side, just,
of sanity. And now here she was on display again. Those implants
were forcing Amy to act in a specific way. They forced indignities
on her because of her arousal and as she was taken into the room
where there were a collection of male and female posh perverts,
there was this thing that she had to do. It wasn’t something that
she would choose to do, if she was ‘normal’.

Amy was
harnessed up and she was being led by a latex clad vixen of a
woman. A young woman glossed and heeled up to the max and woman
probably younger than Amy and one who didn’t treat Amy like a human
being. Who knows, maybe Amy didn’t feel like a human being. She
would have had memories and events in her mind that she knew - she
would have known what and who she had been - but in the here and
now, she would have had doubts. And this stunning young woman who
was leading her in didn’t stop her from doing what she did. Amy had
perfected her movements on these hoof boots. She had literally
perfected them - the way she moved was suggestive. It was dirty and
it was suggestive made more so by the thick drool and dripping from
her sexuality - but that was something that stayed with her all the
time. That was like the dripping from her peeled back and stitched
cunt. But it was the way she needed to stop every so often, and
like some kind of confused animal needed to reverse up against
something, cunt first so that she could rub herself up against it.
Anything would do. A door jam, a post, anything standing upright
that she could get this purchase on.

And there
was this deep murmur from the crowd as she did that in that room
first. For these perverts, this was Amy at her most feral. There
was this feral need for her to reverse up, and thrust her ass back,
and ‘rub’ herself up against, in this case, the door jam. The latex
clad vixen girl did nothing to stop her. It was like she understood
that Amy needed to do it. And as Amy rubbed herself and her wetness
up that door she made this noise. Once could say that her voice had
changed, but that wasn’t her voice at all. It was a sound that came
from her mouth but it wasn’t a ‘voice’ as such. It was the sound of
a distressed animal. But one would think that Amy would get some
relief from being able to rub up against that door frame like that.
But still that orgasm escaped her. It didn’t matter how crude and
obscene she looked. And she did look obscene and crude. She looked
like that because it was obvious to anyone watching what she was
doing and why. That was what made her crude and obscene. And what
made it more so was that Amy herself knew, because she hadn’t had
her mind taken off her completely, what she was doing and what she
needed to do. But it was like the arousal was so great - the
dripping and the wetness was so so much that she had to do these
crude thing. But she couldn’t cum. If she could cum maybe she would
settle. She’d give anything to be able to cum. Anything just to
relieve that pressure.

But that
was just it. She couldn’t cum. The implants could make her cum, and
they could prevent her from cumming as well. They could torture her
by denying her an orgasm. So it didn’t matter how many times she
stopped and rubbed herself up against something she would never
orgasm. And the fact that she had to do this was part of the
spectacle. It was part of the show. This crowd had stipulated that
Amy should be as ‘on the edge’ as it was possible for her to be
when they saw her for the first time. That she had to be on the
verge of madness. She had to be teetering on that edge of madness
to a point that she was mad in the eyes. And she was. A look at
Amy, a closer look at those eyes staring out of the harness and
there was this madness there. But there was this realisation as
well. Amy as Amy used to be was still in there, but there was this
madness now. No more dignified, elegant Amy. What was there now was
feral and it was at the base end of horror.

There had
to be the question of how human beings could treat other human
being like this? There had to be some hint of humanity in these
people, surely? Well yes, the latex clad woman was allowing Amy to
rub herself like she was. She was allowing her to try to get a
relief that she knew that she would not get unless she was given
it. She had been set up like this for the entertainment of these
collected people. The implants had been programmed so that she
wouldn’t cum. One woman in the crowd was heard to comment, “How
close to madness exactly is it.” She was referring to Amy as an it
and despite the state of Amy, she would have heard that. It would
have been another thing that was bombarding her mind. Another woman
saying cruel, cruel things about her. “Look at her dripping all
over the floor. Look at the drool all over the door frame. Can we
not see her lick that up.” The same woman obviously seeing Amy like
this and coming up with deeper degradations for Amy or ‘it’ to
endure. The latex clad woman smiling at this woman and then nodding
her head. Of course this ‘lady’ could see the creature known as Amy
lick her own sexual drool up. Of course she could.

The
rubber clad woman tugged the harness and peeled Amy away from the
door frame. There was this stretch of thick, thick cuntal fluid
that stretched more as she was moved away from the door frame and
then turned. That particular string of drool wrapped itself around
Amy’s own leg and snapped. The woman guided her back in, forwards
to the door frame. She didn’t need to tell Amy what to do, she just
did it. And she did it hungrily, needily. There was this wish, this
‘thing’ that must have existed in Amy’s head. And that in the form
of a wish that she was addicted to some illegal substance so that
she could absorb the effects of the degradation. She had this need
to orgasm, but she also had her mind intact and that was what she
might have been wishing. That she could take something, something
illegal that would just take her mind away for a little time. And
yet, Amy had enough of herself left intact to know that she was
being kept away from that kind addiction deliberately as part of
the torture. Of course drugs would see her through this in a better
way for her. But it was not about making things better for her. It
wasn’t about making it better for her in any way, shape or
form.

Amy
slithered out her tongue, and there was this largeness to that
tongue that kind of defied any logic in the first instance. She had
been trained to extend her tongue all the way out for various
reasons. And in order to lick her own mess off that door frame she
was doing just that. The full size, thickness and volume of her
tongue was out, and the sight was alarming. It would be a sight
that would disturb anyone from the normal world. But there were
even gasps from the collected audiences and then ripples of
applause as she used the fullness and the flatness of her tongue to
lick that frame. The texture and the feel of those juices in her
mouth would have been doing something to feed the arousal in Amy.
It would have been the way that deep and edge like arousal made
anyone do more and more obscene and disgusting things. Amy would do
anything, literally anything in order to get an orgasm. Of course
she wouldn’t be given one - at least she wouldn’t be given one yet.
Those implants inside her doing their stuff to keep her on that
edge. And it was like that edge was so precise, so minutely
accurate in its maintenance, that there was no escape to orgasm
available to Amy. But that wouldn’t stop her trying.

And the
way she licked that door frame was naturally sensual. She was wired
for sex, she was wired to be sexual and every one of her movements
broadcast her sexual state. The torture for Amy was yes that she
could not cum - and it was the level of arousal that was breaking
her down from within. But it was also that she knew what was
happening to her. It was another case for her needing something
illegal to get her through it. She would have welcomed something
illegal right now. She would have given anything to not know what
was happening to her. And yet the irony she was in the middle of
something that was wholly illegal. Hope Farm was illegal, and it
didn’t exist - except it did exist. And that it was illegal didn’t
matter. It didn’t matter at all.

Amy was
sneering, and snarling in that sexually hungry way as she licked
that door. And she was looking at the paying guests. She was giving
them their money’s worth. It was hard to believe that Amy had been
dignified and elegant once. It would be hard to believe that she
had been a decent woman - a mother - a pillar of the community
even. But that was just it - everyone in that room at Hope Farm
knew of Amy and where she had come from and what she had lost. They
knew because it was part of the ’thrill’ for them to know that - to
know that she came from a decent place, and that she wasn’t in that
decent place now. That was the thrill - what Amy was and what she
wasn’t now. And that she knew it. One had to wonder how often she
thought about the twins now - now that she was this deep in her own
sexual addictions.

 



Chapter 2

 


THE
HILTON ON PARK LANE - LONDON

 


Tanya and
Lucy seemed to hold each other for an age. Lucy had taken Tanya to
a life changing intensity of orgasm and now they were just holding
each other. Now they were just coming down from that high. Or now,
Tanya was coming down from it. “Where the fuck did you learn to do
that.” Tanya spoke in her best, though lazy posh lawyer voice and
she was genuinely bemused by the orgasm that she had just
experienced. “Oh you know, my talents are endless. But where did
you learn to fuck a girl with your big toe huh?” And Lucy had taken
her head up to get that eye contact back again and she was smiling.
Tanya was smiling as well. “Oh you know, my talents are endless.”
And as she mirrored what Lucy had said and they both laughed softly
and hugged again.

These
were two women who had come together through a common thing. They
had both been bullied by the same girl in school years and years
ago. They had both come into the orbit and been ‘owned’ by Suranne
and now they had come together to right the wrongs. A few hours ago
they had met the private detective who had agreed to take Suranne
out. And that had been something that was beyond amazing to both of
them. They’d carried what they had been through with them for
years. Lucy was the one with the replaying scenes and images in her
mind - her head down a toilet being flushed, licking urine,
Suranne’s and her own off the floor, and begging for toilet release
herself. And then Tanya, the more advanced sexual abuse, sexual
use, sadism, pimping out and eventual abortion at the hands of
Suranne herself. Little did the two women know how it would all pan
out into later life. “Let’s get more champagne, and do it all
again.” That was Lucy and she was smiling so widely, but so
seductively as well. She was probably being more ‘herself’ than she
had ever been before, in her life.

Probably
Lucy was seeing a side of life that she hadn’t seen before. She had
not been a privileged girl, or an entitled one. In lots of ways she
had come up the hard way. She’d been in and out of care homes and
foster homes and she had learned how to look after herself. And yet
despite the fact that she knew that she could look after herself,
the only regret that she had was that she hadn’t been able to fend
off Suranne and put her back into her box. That was probably a
regret that she would take through life with her forever. Maybe it
was because of this regret that she was able to show so much
passion, or so much hatred for Suranne now. Maybe that was why she
was so keen to see her taken out. It had been years since she had
seen, or had anything to do with Suranne and yet those feelings
were so strong. So much so that it all seemed as though it was
yesterday when it all happened.

“How did you get away then Tanya? I mean it’s like we both
just got away. But it wasn’t easy not for me I can tell you that
much.” Lucy was stroking Tanya as she spoke. “I can extend this
room for the weekend. Do you fancy that. We can just stay here,
talk, play, orgasm, drink, eat. Not necessarily in that order? What
say you?” Tanya wasn’t ignoring or avoiding Lucy’s question she was
simply giving herself time to compose herself and to formulate the
answer. Lucy was up for the suggestion. “What say me I say YES, do
it.” And she was smiling widely and sincerely at Tanya. “How did I
get away? One day, I just didn’t go to school. I’d been through so
much already. You know she watched one female teacher spank me with
a wooden hairbrush, over her lap, whilst another male teacher fed
his cock into my mouth. I gagged on that cock as he deep throated
me. And that ‘spanking’ wasn’t a spanking, it was a ‘beating’. It
was a vicious beating that only reached its peak when the male
teacher was emptying his balls down my throat.” And she paused for
a little while. It seemed like there were a lot of seconds that
passed before she talked again. It was as though she was allowing
Lucy to absorb what she had said but almost like she was re-living
that terrible event in her life. Almost like she could taste that
fat cock in her mouth and feel the wooden brush being laid across
her bare ass cheeks.

“One day I just woke up and thought enough was enough. I
didn’t go in. I didn’t even tell my parents. I’d done my exams and
it was the end of term so I didn’t ‘need’ to go to school. I spent
days in the local library making out I was in school. I cut contact
with everyone in case they told Suranne where I was and what I’d
done. I knew she would be mad. I just knew she would be. I sneaked
to the school one day, not inside but outside, just to see Suranne
leaving. She didn’t see me of course, I made sure she didn’t. But
she looked furious. But, if it makes sense she looked furious in a
controlled way. I never got that about her. That she was capable of
what she was capable of but not in out and out anger. That she was
just a natural at being a cunt of a bitch.” And there it was, the
swearing coming out in that posh voice. That was sexy. It was sexy
for Lucy to hear. Lucy didn’t realise, at least not at first, that
it was Tanya’s poshness that was sexy about her apart from her
stunning almost Amazonian good looks - it was that poshness that
was right up there.

“Fuck you must have been dreading her coming to look for you?”
Lucy had listened intently. She had been looking for any similarity
in Tanya’s story to her own. There wasn’t any, not really. “I was
and I wasn’t - there was no way that she was going to find me. But
judging by what she’s been up to since then, she would have been
quite capable of hunting me down.” And there was this repeated
silence like both of these young women were trying to get their
heads around something that had affected them. “What about you, how
did you get away?” Tanya was returning the question to Lucy. Lucy
did what Tanya did, she thought about her response but she did it
in silence. She tilted her head into Tanya’s shoulder as they lay
on the bed twenty eight floors up in the Hilton on Park Lane. “You
know, every day she used to check if I was wearing panties. She’d
forbidden me from wearing them. She told me sluts like me don’t
deserve to wear panties and I believed her. It wasn’t just that she
would ‘check’ every day to see if I was wearing any. She knew full
well I wasn’t. She knew that I wouldn’t dare to wear them because
she knew that she scared me half to death as it was. But she just
used checking as an excuse to feel me down there. Just used it as
an excuse to rape me with her fingers. Fucking bitch would sink two
or three fingers inside me and then just hold them there whilst
insisting I look right into her eyes. I often wondered why she did
what she did, but I think I knew. Especially now I know what I know
that she just wanted to destroy me. That was her sole intention
just like it was with you. But she didn’t succeed in that - not
entirely anyway.”

And there
was this pause again. Both of these young woman must have been
getting it together in these seconds how lucky they had been to be
able to get away. “How did I get away?” Just one of those days,
another one of those checking to see if I was wearing panties
mornings and I don’t know if she got it or not, but I’d had enough
and I looked right into her eyes. I don’t know if it came across
with contempt or not, or if that was just wishful thinking on my
part. But I let her do what she did and I held the eye contact. It
didn’t bother me anymore. That was something that I felt right at
that time that it didn’t bother me anymore. When I left her that
day I left the school and didn’t look back. She’d told me to report
to those rest rooms where all of my flashbacks are now based. And I
knew if I went there she would do something worse to me. That it
would be taken to another level and I knew that wasn’t going to
happen. That was it really. It seems we’d both had enough.” And
Lucy leaned into Tanya again and snuggled up.

They
stayed like that for a long time. Just snuggling into each other
and just stroking each other. Tanya picked up the bedside phone and
dialled room service. “A bottle of champagne please and two
glasses. And some nibbles. I don’t know some lobster maybe, with
all the trimmings. Thank you so much.” And she more or less dropped
the telephone back in its cradle. That’s going to be twenty
minutes. Now that’s more than enough for me to show you some of my
other talents, don’t you think?” And as Tanya spoke she slipped a
hand between Lucy’s legs. She stroked the inside of her thighs and
then up towards her more private flesh and Lucy looked right at
her. She moved her head back from Tanya’s shoulder a little bit and
she looked right into her eyes as she spread her long slender legs.
“Oh yes my dear, I am more than keen for you to show me what more
talents you have. I’m sure they are endless, and limitless and all
that shit. But what I’d really like, what I really like is for you
to straddle my head, and my face and let me service you Madam. And
then later, once we’ve quaffed the lobster and champers, you can
show me more of your talents.” Lucy was smiling because she was
mocking, in a playful way, Tanya’s poshness and that didn’t escape
Tanya.

“You know what ‘my dear’ I think that is an excellent idea.
And I get it you know. You want me to sit on your face, and grind
myself into your mouth. Use your mouth, and your tongue like an
orange squeezer. I like that idea - I like it a lot. Yes let’s do
that.” And Tanya was mocking back but both women were smiling wide
and on the point of soft laughs. Tanya was moving on the bed and
she was moving against the flesh of the naked Lucy. Like she was
sliding up her - like she was positioning herself so that she could
actually sit on Lucy’s face. There was more than an amount of
bodily dexterity there as she slipped a leg over then almost
flipped herself up into the sitting position, straddling Lucy at
hip level. She would knee walk her way up, but not until she had a
good feel of Lucy’s pert and perky breasts.

And then
once she had felt them, she leaned down, and took first one nipple
into her mouth and then the other. And she did this thing where she
wet the nipples completely. Or more like what she did was saturate
the nipples in her saliva. And then she had spent a little bit of
time using her tongue, thickening those nipples up. Licking them,
sucking them and nibbling them with her teeth. Just taking each
nipple between her teeth and then stretching them up, using the tip
of her tongue to tease the very tips of the nipples as she
stretched them in that way. And the thing with these two women who
had this nasty, vicious thing in common between them, they had this
eye contact, this absolute beautiful eye contact that was not only
intense but constant. It was like they were looking into each
other’s souls. Like they had each bared their souls to each other
and now they were reaping the results.

Lucy was
gasping, taking in short sharp breaths as Tanya suckled and nibbled
at her nipples but then Tanya was moving up. She was bringing her
saturated wet sexuality up closer and closer to the face of Lucy.
And Lucy’s eyes were opening wider and wider as the sweetest of all
flesh came to be just a lick’s length away from her being able to
lick it, and taste it. Tanya knelt up high and she knee walked her
way over Lucy’s face, and over her smiling lips, and that tongue
licking its own lips. And she held herself there, just out of reach
of Lucy - like she was teasing her. Like she was making that flesh
wait to be presented to her eager mouth. And there was this
eagerness in Lucy. She was pretty much salivating as she looked up
at Tanya, now bringing her sexuality above her face like that. She
was licking her own lips, and she was taking her own drool back
into her mouth. “Come on lover, lower yourself, give yourself to
me.”

And Lucy
was almost whispering her words. What she was doing was seductively
whispering her words. But what Tanya was doing was circling her
hips a little bit. Almost she was doing it imperceptibly at first
but then she was rotating her hips above Lucy and just out of her
reach. Lucy had brought her hands up and cupped both of Tanya’s ass
cheeks. And her hands were going with those little circles and
those little rotations of Tanya’s hips. She was getting the tease.
She was getting that she had to wait for it. She was getting it
that Tanya was the one here who was controlling this little bit.
The two of them were playing. They were turned on, but they were
playing with each other and as Tanya did those little hip
rotations, round and round she was getting lower and lower. Lucy
would have been able to see the wetness and the slipperiness of
Tanya’s hairless, smooth sex and her arousal and her passion would
have wanted to taste it, now. Tanya knew that and she was making
her wait. They were both playing the game but Tanya was getting
lower and lower.

And then
she dipped right down to touch Lucy’s face with her wet, almost
dripping cunt, but she lifted it straight off again. Lucy had
thought this was it. She had thought that this was where she got to
eat the fuck out of the sexy Tanya. But no, not yet, not quite yet.
She lifted herself and dipped back down a few time, just wetting
Lucy’s face. Just letting her eager lover taste her a little bit,
and smell her. But keeping the flesh just out of her reach so that
she couldn’t actually eat into her until she allowed it. But then
she did allow her. Then she did sit down and didn’t get up again.
She clamped her thighs to the sides of Lucy’s face and she sat with
her full weight down on Lucy’s face. Effectively she was cutting
off her breathing. And she was doing that to encourage Lucy to
struggle for a little bit of breath. It worked. Lucy’s head and her
face were held right between the shapely thighs of Tanya, and her
full weight was down on her face. Then she was grinding it. Then
she was grinding her cunt and using Lucy’s facial features as
points of friction. She was using Lucy’s face to pleasure
herself.

It was
almost like she was showing Lucy that she was in charge but not in
a heavy way. Just in a playful way. And then she was lifting
herself again and she was looking down, between her legs and
smiling as Lucy sucked in her breath and let it out again and Tanya
was lowering herself once Lucy had taken that deep breath and she
was cutting off her breathing again and this time she kept her full
weight down on Lucy. This time she waited until she felt the
wriggle of Lucy’s tongue at her sex lips and then between them.
Lucy was getting the message that she had to lick and she had to
eat into Tanya before she would be permitted to breathe again. It
was like the penny was dropping for her. It was like she as getting
what she had to do. It was like she was being dominated but not in
a poison toxic way - rather in a playful, slightly kinky way. She
held her breath and let her mind swim in the fact that she had
Tanya’s most intimate, wet flesh around and over her face. And she
was sliding her tongue up inside Tanya, all the way in so that she
could taste the deeper Tanya. She was slipping her tongue in and
then twisting it and turning it inside Tanya.

Then she
was waiting for Tanya to lift a little bit. And when she did lift
to allow her to breathe again, Lucy used her tongue to ‘flick’
across the clitoral flesh of Tanya and when she did that it was
Tanya’s turn to suck in a deep breath. Lucy had caught the most
open and sensitive receptors that Tanya had in and around her
clitoris. And that sensation made her drop herself onto Lucy’s face
straight away with all her weight. And because of that Lucy didn’t
get the full deep breath, it was cut short. But then she was
licking again and she was sucking at the labial flesh of Tanya. And
she was sliding her tongue in again and scooping out those juices.
And that was what she could do when Tanya had her full weight down
on her mouth and face, she could take those juices from inside
Tanya into her own mouth and taste them. She could let her mind
swim as she tasted Tanya from deep inside. And when she lifted
again Lucy was flicking her tongue across the flesh. She was
flicking and she was teasing the most sensitive flesh. That was the
clitoral bundle of nerves, and the hood flesh around it. She was
teasing but she was only teasing for as long as it took Tanya to
sit back down again. And then the cycle started again. Tanya
sitting and rolling her head back as Lucy ate her out. And that was
what she was doing, eating her out. She was feasting her out. And
she was still doing that when there was the sound of the doorbell
to the suite - room service had arrived.

 


As Tanya
and Lucy were sipping champagne and, forking lobster into each
other’s mouths, the private detective they had been with earlier,
the one that had agreed to facilitate the removal of Suranne from
society, permanently, was on the phone. He was on the phone to
Suranne herself. “Yeah, you can take them. It’s set up. They’ve
bought into it. They think it’s them taking you out.” He paused as
Suranne spoke from the other end, and then he spoke again. “Don’t
worry, there won’t be any unforeseen events. Everything is
covered.” The call was ended without further conversation. But that
had been a chilling conversation. Short and not so sweet. Lucy and
Tanya would be so in love and lust, they wouldn’t have been even
contemplating the gathering clouds on the horizon. From where there
were they wouldn’t even be able to see the horizon.

 



Chapter 3
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And that
was the thing, Lucy and Tanya would not have a clue that they were
being set up. They had spent years in some kind of tortuous
existence and with them being brought back together by this man and
with their hopes being raised in the way they had been, they
wouldn’t have seen the negatives or the dangers. And they didn’t,
they really didn’t but that was because at that point, or this
point there was nothing to see - nothing to get that sniff from
that something was terribly wrong.

That
night in the Hilton on Park Lane, they made love to each other and
enjoyed each other all night. In a way, they were sealing their own
fate. In a way they were so into each other - they had absorbed
each other and got so into each other that this was all they lived
for, for that night, as far as they were concerned, the deal was
sealed. The private detective had set wheels in motion. He was
doing his stuff and they had bought into him completely and
utterly. They hadn’t stopped to think what was in it for him. They
hadn’t stopped to think what exactly was it that he was going to
do, how he was going to cover his own tracks and what would happen
after Suranne had been ‘taken out’? They hadn’t even thought what
‘taken out’ actually meant. Somewhere in both of their subconscious
they would have known what it meant. That she was going to be
killed or deposed of in some way. That she was going to be
‘deleted’. But they hadn’t thought about how that was going to
happen and what would happen after it. Or they hadn’t thought about
how it was going to actually be done or how there would be no trace
back to them. They hadn’t done much thinking at all. And on the
private detective all that they collectively thought was that he
was like an angel sent to help them finally get rid of the demons
that had haunted them both all these years.

And all
of this was because they hadn’t had enough time to think about any
of it. Lucy had met this guy, and he had brought her and Tanya
together again and it had all been a whirlwind from there. They had
spent that time together in the bar - they had discovered the
connection between them - and there was a strong connection, and
that had put the rest of it, the purpose of them coming together to
the backs of their minds. Maybe that was the way it was supposed to
be. That they be lost in each other rather than the complexities
and the details of what had to actually happen in order to take
Suranne out. He had told them to leave it all to him, that he would
be in touch eventually - that they might not hear for a while
because things were happening behind the scenes and that all they
might get was a text message saying, ‘job done’ and that would be
it. And all of this sounded plausible to both of them. And more to
the point it sounded ‘easy’. They had no reason to suspect the
private detective. They had no reason to suspect that he was
self-serving, or that he had any evil intentions at all. Or that
indeed, he was working for anyone else - Suranne for
instance.

He didn’t
come across as self-serving, not in any way. He sounded and came
across as almost fatherly in the way he dealt with them both. And
that was it. Maybe that was the scariest thing about all of this -
the way he was able to suck both women in, especially given his own
demons - and he did have demons. There was this ‘thing’ maybe that
because of what they had been through, both Tanya and Lucy, that
they would be more on their guard and that they would trust no-one.
But that wasn’t the way it happened. Both woman had been through a
lot, yes, and they had come out the other side, or so they thought.
What they did know was that they wouldn’t ever trust another
girlfriend again. It would always be other girls or other women
that they treated with caution. As for this private detective he
had been there for them and had said and done all the right things.
And he had brought Lucy and Tanya back together after all these
years. There was nothing in what he said or did that would have
sparked suspicion or concern in either of the girls.

What
neither of them had thought about though was where this man had
actually come from? How had he come into their lives? Or in the
first place how he had come into Lucy’s life. She hadn’t set out to
hire a private detective. She hadn’t sought anyone to help with her
demons. It had been one night, when she was slightly the worse for
wear and when she had taken delivery from the ‘candy man’ - when
her head had been mashed with the best cocaine she had ever
experienced. She’d stumbled into a bar, taken the only remaining
barstool and proceeded to get drunk on top of the high that she
already had. And then at some point there was this man next to her
- the private detective. Funny how he just happened to be there.
Funny how he just happened to go into that bar, at that time and
meet Lucy, the girl with the demons. Dare one think that he had
been hired by Suranne and had been looking for her, and Tanya for
some time? And now all of that was coming together. He started
talking to Lucy knowing that she was high and worse for wear on
drugs. For him, if the worst case scenario was to be taken into
consideration, this was the best result and one he wouldn’t have
been able to plan with any degree of accuracy. He would have just
had to watch and hope that all the pieces fell into
place.

He had
found Lucy and all he had to do was reel her in. Let her talk, let
her unload on him. And he was an expert at that. He was an ex
metropolitan murder squad officer. An ex chief super no less. This
was a man who might not have seemed, or looked too clever or smart,
but was, and was beyond imagination. He could get someone talking
at the drop of a hat and did in the case of Lucy. All he had to do
was press the right buttons and get her talking. And he had the
advantage because he knew all about her already. He knew everything
about her, right back to her school days and maybe if Lucy hadn’t
been so wasted she would have found this odd. Or she might have
found something suspicious about this man who was taking so much
interest in her and her life.

It stank,
literally, of this private detective timing his approach to Lucy to
perfection. It stank more of him having found her and then watched
her over a period of time, just so that he could get his timing
right. Indeed if Lucy had been able to string any thoughts together
logically then this would have been the time when suspicions would
have come into play. But by the time she had unloaded on this ‘nice
man’ it was too late. She had been hooked by that time. And the
thing was that he didn’t try it on with her. Lucy had needed to
fight men and boys off in the past. But this man didn’t try
anything on with her. He didn’t spend his time talking to her tits
and didn’t in any way make her think that she was a sexual object
existing for his pleasure. In fact, there could have been a time
that night that the thought crossed her mind that this middle aged
man must have been gay or something. She had never had such a long
conversation with a man who then never went on to try it on with
her. So the deal was sealed, he had an in, and all he had needed to
do was find Tanya and then bring her in as well.

With
Tanya it had been easier, in a way. This man had found her and then
approached her professionally to help with a supposed divorce and
settlement of a marriage that never existed. He had gone to her to
’sound her out’. There had to be something in the plausibility of
this man. Tanya was a stone cold sober, drug free lawyer, and he
took her in. And more to that, he, the more they talked, the more
she let out about herself, made that they had something in common,
that he knew a girl called Lucy who was in school at the same time
as her. He had dropped that into a conversation so casually and so
plausibly that she didn’t even blink. Or so cleverly he knew how
she would take it. Like he knew the effect hearing that name, like
a blast from the past, would have. Even telling her they could meet
again. There was no doubt that this man was a master manipulator.
Someone might think that they would have sussed him out or thought
it all odd straight away. But they wouldn’t have. It was so
organic, so natural and seemed so sincere that there were no
suspicions, just none. And when he had just asked her, “do you want
me to arrange to get you two together again, just for drinks? I
think you’ve got a lot in common and I think that we have a
solution.” And that had been the seeds sewn. He’d been tasked, by
Suranne to find Lucy and Tanya, and he had. Now he just needed them
to be in the right place at the right time.

 


All that
time ago - school days

 


It
wouldn’t be an understatement to say that Suranne was ‘angry’ when
Lucy, and then Tanya had gone. To her it showed a weakness in her
ability to capture and retain the bitches she wanted to abuse. This
was how she thought even as a schoolgirl. It had to be a
frightening thing, to think of what she would become. Yes she’d got
that vibe when she looked into the slut Lucy’s eyes that last time.
But she’d put that down to maybe a last little bit of resistance
from Lucy before she moved on and up a few levels. She’d had big
things planned for Lucy. Lucy had been the one who showed more
promise. She’d had this vulnerability about her that excited
Suranne. She’d had this almost sad quality that needed to be
exploited, and used and punished. That’s what she’d spotted. And it
was because she had spotted that, that she’d had big things
planned. Lucy was going to enable her to take her own mind to a new
level. She’d been ready for that. She didn’t know why, or what
would become of it. The Suranne back then was still in evolution.
She hadn’t come to be yet. She was just the younger, less developed
version of what she would become later in life. All she knew was
that Lucy was the one. She didn’t know what ‘the one’ was, but she
did know that Lucy was it.

“Someone better tell me where the fuck is that slut Lucy? I
want to know where she is and why the fuck she hasn’t reported to
me when I told her specifically that it was what she had to do. I
want to know what the fuck is going on. I swear to God, MY God that
I will kill her with my bare hands.” Suranne the schoolgirl hadn’t
been talking to anyone in particular. She had just been addressing
her little circle of ‘friends’ after realising that Lucy had done a
runner. The thing was that, her words were angry, even seething
words. But the tone of her voice, the way she delivered those words
was calm. Cool and calm and at a quiet level. And it seemed that
for ages no-one there in that little circle of friends said
anything, nothing at all. “Well? Someone say something or what I am
going to do is choose one of you and take you down to the rest
rooms and do what I was going to do to Lucy. So someone better come
up with something in the next thirty seconds.”

That
thirty seconds seemed longer again. A small, slight girl stepped
forward. “I saw her leaving the school. I thought it was odd. I
didn’t think she was running though I swear I didn’t.” And by this
time this little red headed girl was standing in front of Suranne.
She looked petrified if the truth was to be known. More than
petrified. “And you didn’t think to say anything to me? You saw the
little cunt leaving school in the middle of the day and you didn’t
say anything to anyone - to ME?” Suranne even at eighteen years old
seemed to be remarkably in control of her emotions. It was
unnatural for a girl that age, to be able to hold in her anger. And
that was it, it was a seething anger that she was holding in, but
she sounded calm, so calm. “I didn’t think, I just didn’t think. I
swear Suranne if I had known she was going and not coming back, I
would have said.”

It was
like this girl had realised that she had fucked up big style. But
she was telling the truth - that had to be coming across even to
Suranne that she was telling her the truth. But maybe this was
Suranne more advanced in her abuse of others than anyone would
realise. “It’s your fault she’s gone. It’s your fault you didn’t
tell me. It’s your fault I’ll never see that little cunt again. So
now YOU have to pay the price. Be down the rest rooms, after
school.” Suranne had got right up into the girls personal space and
she was breathing over her face. By this time the girl was weeping.
That was it, she wasn’t sobbing or crying as such she was just
weeping - like a sound of dread that was coming out from between
her lips. Like a wet sound of dread that happened at times of great
distress. And Suranne was taking all of that in, she was taking in
this girls fear and she was excited by it. She did this thing that
only she knew about. She squeezed her thighs, using her muscles,
just squeezed her thighs down there and that gave herself shots of
sexual pleasure. She did that especially when she was having this
effect on another girl. She was learning early that her sexuality
was attached to the hold she had over others. She slapped the girl
across the face. “Do you understand, slut? Do you understand what I
just told you I wanted you to do?” And she slapped her
again.

And there
was something in that sound of the flat of her hand as it contacted
the girl’s loose, teary face. “Yes, yes I understand. After school
I have to go to the rest rooms, yes, I understand.” And there was
some urgency in the way the girl needed to persuade Suranne that
she understood completely what she was being told to do so that she
wouldn’t be slapped again. That wouldn’t have stopped her though
from wishing dearly that she wasn’t in this situation. And it
didn’t stop her from knowing that the predicament that she was in
now, was one that she didn’t really like. And one that made her not
look forward to any of the immediate or more distant future. There
had to be the thought in this poor girl’s mind that she was going
to be Suranne’s next bitch. That was what it was all shaping up to
look like. And that caused this girl to weep in a whole different
way. And it could have been that her fear had been warranted. It
could have been that Suranne wouldn’t just punish this girl for
actually ‘nothing’ but that she would then go on to make her, her
new bitch thus replacing Lucy.

But that
wasn’t the way it worked out. Suranne sent the girl on her way and
she was still in this cloud of cleverly restrained anger. Oh yes
she was going to punish the girl. But there was a microsecond, just
a split microsecond when she looked up and when the mist of anger
cleared for just a few seconds that there was this other girl
passing her. And for a microsecond they got eye contact. This was
Tanya. Suranne had seen her before, but their eyes had never met.
And she had always been there at the back of her mind, if only
because of Tanya’s stunning looks. In Suranne’s mind, Tanya would
be the perfect slut to abuse. But there had never been that eye
contact. There had never been that snapshot in time when their eyes
met until now. And that was it. And even then she saw something in
Tanya that told her that Tanya had wished that eye contact had not
been made. It was like this girl was clever enough, smart enough to
know what she had got herself into, just by that eye contact. And
there was no interaction between them at that time. But now that
eye contact had been made, so had a decision been made in Suranne’s
mind - that Tanya would be her next bitch. And she had special
plans for Tanya.

But for
this day, Tanya would keep. For this day only Tanya had been filed
away in the back of her mind for future attention. If only the
little red head girl had been filed away as well. By the time she
had got through the rest of the school day and the reported to the
bowels of the building where the restrooms were, she was more than
a petrified wreck. There was no other description for her than a
petrified wreck. One couldn’t say that she had gone down
‘reluctantly’ and maybe she had. But that was something that she
wouldn’t have been able to show. That was something that she had to
hide away. If there was one thing this girl had learnt during her
time in Suranne’s circle was that there should never be a
reluctance in carrying out Suranne’s instructions. That anything
anyone was told to do, had to be done, and there should be no
hesitation and no reluctance. So although this girl would have been
in a reluctant state of mind, that wouldn’t have come across in her
demeanour or body language. It was a wholly bizarre vibe that
Suranne was able to create and maintain with her ‘chosen
ones’.

That poor
girl. She had just watched open mouthed as Suranne had forced out a
soft, curled turd of shit to the floor. Suranne hadn’t even batted
an eyelid and she had maintained the eye contact with the girl.
There had even been a slight smile on Suranne’s face which the girl
was obliged to mirror. This schoolgirl Suranne, stunning to look at
with her school skirt hitched up and her squatting, legs spread
wide at the knees, and not an ounce of shame as she pushed that
turd of shit out. And then, as cool and calm as you like she got
up, straightened herself out and then announced to the girl. “I
want you to get on your hands and knees and ‘crawl’ to my shit. I
want you to crawl to it, and then lower your face to it, and before
you do anything else I want you to ‘sniff’ my shit. I want you to
realise you fucked up and I want you to sniff the shit because I am
better than you in every way. And then, when I think you have taken
that aroma, that scent of my shit in enough, I will give you the
nod to eat it up.” There was no emotion in what Suranne was saying
or the way she was saying it. She was just stating more or less, a
fact of what would be happening in the coming minutes. To the girl,
she would be beginning the process of destruction from
within.
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And in
that school rest room, what Suranne was doing was displaying early
signs of what she perceived as her superiority over the small red
headed girl and over others. Stating that she was ‘better’ than her
as though she actually meant it and as though she recognised it
now. And stating that fact even though she had just confidently,
and almost arrogantly produced a thick turd of shit for this girl
to sniff and eat.

There
would be something, maybe morbid curiosity as to how this redheaded
girl felt at this time. There can have only been the feeling that
her day was going from bad to worse. To be blamed for the
disappearance of Lucy. And then to be instructed to the bowels of
the building once school was done for the day was not a good thing.
She would have spent all day fearing, literally fearing what was
going to happen down there. That was the rest rooms that no-one
ever used. The ones where Suranne could do her stuff uninterrupted.
A place where she could ply her emerging trade without fear of
being caught, or disturbed. And then when this poor girl got down
there, expecting to be beating, or slapped around for an hour or so
- to be faced with this out and out obscenity and vile task that
she had been given. To get to her hands and knees and then to crawl
to that turd of Suranne’s shit would have been a humiliation beyond
the imagination of any mere schoolgirl. But then to have to sniff
it, then eat it. It would be safe to say that this girl, this
nameless girl would never be the same again, ever.

But that
was nothing to Suranne. That was just a bit of fun for her. And
once that was over, she smiled, and then moved on. She wanted Tanya
- and that had been like an obsession for her because she had
something special planned for Tanya. Suranne would always smile at
how horrified Tanya had looked when she announced that she was
going to be her new best friend. Suranne knew that no-one wanted to
be her best friend and she liked that. The bit that excited her,
down there, between the legs was that she had to ‘force’ girls to
be her best friend. That should have been something that hurt her
deeply - it would anyone else - to have to force someone to be
their best friend! But not Suranne. To her it was a power thing.
That she could take someone who wanted to avoid her at all cost and
then make them be her best friend. Lucy had been the one she had
enforced the no panties and short skirt only rule on first. And
because she concluded that in a way, because Lucy had done a
runner, that her psychological hit over her had been successful. Ok
she hadn’t covered bases in making it impossible for Lucy to get
away, and that was a loophole that she would seal, of that she was
sure and yet she wouldn’t seal it before losing another ‘best
friend’.

But the
no panties and short skirt rule had to follow through to Tanya, it
just had to. Suranne liked the way that one simple rule made her
‘best friend’ nervous and vulnerable and it was something that was
perfect in Suranne’s mind. This sadistic girl, this sick individual
who quite frankly needed help back then as much as she would need
professional help later in life, just had this habit of smiling to
herself as she reeled Tanya in. For some reason there was this
thing, there was this thought that she wouldn’t be as easy to
terrify as Lucy had been. There was this air of sophistication and
cleverness around Tanya and that had been one of the things that
drew Suranne to her. The docile vulnerable ones were fun, but she
was getting to like the idea of breaking one down who was clever,
and who kind of understood what she was doing to them. This was be
something, a thread of Suranne that would follow her through life.
Right up to the Hope Farm era where she liked all of her creatures
to ‘know’ and understand what she was putting them through.
Eventually she would want to break women and girls whilst leaving
bits of them intact that allowed them to know what was happening to
them, and that would add to the despair and the torture.

But in
Tanya this was early days. She excited Suranne for the reasons she
would eventually recognise. She liked the ways she could sexually
abuse Tanya and Tanya would just have to take it. She liked the way
that her reputation had preceded her that precluded a clever
intelligent girl like Tanya objecting to what she was doing. She
liked it that Tanya was probably clever enough to know what she was
doing but could do nothing about it. It was no surprise that Tanya
would be taken on a roller coaster ride. A roller coaster ride
possible because of her cleverness. A more docile, vulnerable and
less intelligent girl she would have to take there slower. She
would have to keep checking that the penny had dropped inside the
girl’s mind. But with Tanya it was already built in. Tanya was
clever enough to have that sense of self-preservation built in. She
was someone who was already familiar with dignity and pride and
that made the roller coaster ride more steeper - faster.

It was
inevitable that Suranne’s sexual abuse of Tanya would progress to
third and fourth parties and more, using her. Tanya had to be the
first that she got the feeling of real and total power over. To
intimidate and then bully and abuse a girl on one to one was one
thing - something that was relatively easy to achieve. But having
enough power to control others, like the maths teacher, and then
the others that would follow was something in Suranne’s mind that
was to be proud of. That was something that furthered the sexual
stimulation that she found was at its height when she was
demonstrating this power. The first time Tanya took that maths
teacher’s cock in her mouth and sucked. She’d been told by Suranne,
“You have to suck that cock like you mean it. Pleasure it, and I
mean really pleasure it because that is what you are for.” And as
intelligent and as ‘cool’ as Tanya was and had been, there had been
that look in her eyes. That look of abject horror that she had
tried to conceal. But she hadn’t managed it and Suranne would never
have held that against her. She would work on it so that Tanya
never showed abject ‘anything’ when she was told to do something or
take something. But for early days, she liked it. She liked that
she could shock this girl into doing her bidding. The hiding of
that shock would come later, for that time though Suranne squeezed
her thighs.

And then
there had been the female teacher that Suranne had sucked in. In
her mind, involving a female teacher in this shocking domination
and abuse of Tanya was something, like a step worth taking for
Suranne. There was less shock visible in Tanya then. But one had to
wonder what went through her mind, especially the very first time
that female science teacher had been involved. There would have
been almost this ‘hurt’ that an older woman was helping Suranne.
And that was it - that a female teacher was joining in with her
abuse. There would have been the shock of it. But then the utter
humiliation and degradation of her pulling up her school skirt in
front of this teacher to reveal she had no panties on, and then
getting over this woman’s lap so that she could be spanked by this
science teacher. There could have been no doubt that this would
have had a most profound effect on Tanya. And then the
psychological hit of another female, and older female, actually
spanking her. It wouldn’t have been the warming of her ass with the
flat of this teacher’s hand, it would have been that psychological
hit of being ‘struck’ by a bare female hand on her own bare flesh -
on her private flesh.

The maths
teacher, the female science teacher, a deputy head, and then a
student teacher - all brought into the orbit of Suranne and kept
there via her own unique and strong gravity. One would have to ask,
why? Or how? How did these older people come out to play? It was
simple, they all had their own secrets that Suranne had somehow
found out about and uncovered. She had entrapped the maths teacher
with ease via his predilection for very young girls. The female
science teacher she had more bullied than anything. She had got
into her head, found out about her recreational drug taking and
then used that to seal the deal against her. She had only too
willingly played ball from then on. There would be hankerings there
in Suranne to abuse this bitch, to make something more of her, but
she held back from that. There was something in her own mind that
she didn’t understand. Something to do with older woman submitting
to her and her doing terrible things to them and with them that she
didn’t get yet. That she didn’t understand. But she would - it
would be something that she would return to at a later date. Oh yes
she would do that ok. But for that time being she had to maximise
Tanya’s journey into her own kind of hell. And she did that by
pimping her out, and by more advanced abuses. And then she
vanished. Tanya just didn’t come in to school one day. How could
Suranne have let this same mistake happen again - and in such a
relatively short space of time?

If
Suranne’s anger when Lucy had vanished got to her, then Tanya’s
‘escape’ cut deep - right down to the bone. She couldn’t ask anyone
else, not even the shit eating red head. She couldn’t blame anyone
for the vanishing of Tanya. She had been taught a lesson with Lucy
and now she was being taught another one. The anger inside her
would be off the seismic scale. And that anger would eat her up. It
would eat her up from inside. And it would be something that would
come back to her. Something that would come back to eat at her from
the inside time and time again. And what she would know was that it
wasn’t over. It wasn’t over with Tanya and it wasn’t over with
Lucy. She would bide her time. She would bide her time and then she
would find them. She would find them both and then unleash her
wrath in some way on the both of them. But they could wait. They
could just simmer in the background as she dealt with other things.
She didn’t have any firm plan in mind for them. As far as she was
concerned they were on the back burner. It could be six months’
time, a year, two years, five years, or more. It would be more, of
course. It would be many years later that Lucy and Tanya would be
taken to her. By that time Suranne would be proprietor and operator
of Hope Farm. For now though she had an anger to work
out.

The
redhead knew what it meant to be summoned. She’d never been the
same since that first time in the basement rest rooms - that had
been the shit eating incident. Something that in more ways than
one, did things to her from the inside and did things to her mind.
And yes Suranne was angry - but she wasn’t angry in the way that
would see her beat this little redhead senseless. There was this
‘violence’ associated with the emerging woman and sadist Suranne.
But it wasn’t in the explosive way. Maybe that was the danger of
Suranne. Maybe if she did ‘explode’ it would all be out of her in
one go and she could get on with her life and her day. Her’s was
the sort of anger that sizzled and simmered inside her. And when
that happened she put more thought into the terrible things that
she did, and, or got others to do. And on this occasion Suranne had
heard the girl coming before she actually got there. She heard her
coming snivelling and sniffing down into the bowels of the school
building. The rest of the building was quiet - everyone had gone
home, except the janitor. And Suranne had got the janitor onside
with ease. It could be said that the janitor was one of her special
cases.

Sid was
the archetypal ‘dirty old man’ at least from the outside. Suranne
hadn’t even had to find something to blackmail him with. She
discovered his spy holes, where he watched the girl going to the
toilet and changing and she had known it was him. When she’d
confronted him, it hadn’t been in that blackmail way. She wanted
him to feel ok about his voyeuristic perversions. She’d wanted him
to feel ok about it, and about himself. She’d thought it strange
that she’d done it like this with him. She could have displayed her
usual cool calm and measured nastiness. But no, she kind of thought
this man was a good fit - to have this ‘watching’ pervert was a
good thing for her. And he was only too pleased to oblige. He was
only too pleased to watch Suranne soap up the handle end of a broom
and then slip that up inside the redhead’s ass. When she’d arrived
the girl was snivelling. But by the time that thick handled broom
was being slipped up inside her tight bottom she was crying freely.
It had started with sniffs and sobs, but the more of that handle
that slipped up inside of her, the more directly she
cried.

“Now it’s simple what I want, cunt. I want you to go round
this rest room and ‘sweep’ the floor with that broom up your ass. I
want you to cover every inch of floor and you can’t use your hands
at all. It has to be you using your legs, your hips, your
movement.” And Suranne was smiling. The janitor was sitting and he
had his cock out and was stroking himself. He had been stroking
himself ever since Suranne has got the girl to squat so that she
could slip that broom handle deep enough that it was nudging her
colon. This girl was using her both hands, her both sets of
knuckles to wipe the tears from her eyes. Suranne didn’t tell her
to stop crying. That was because she didn’t want her to stop
crying. In fact she wanted her to cry - she wanted her to cry as
much as she felt the need to.

The sound
of this little redheaded girl crying was a turn on for her. In a
lot of ways, Suranne was formulating in her mind what she could do
with this girl. She had half thoughts about making her a bigger
project and she was convinced that there was something out there,
something beyond cruel out there that she could subject this girl
to on a long term basis. But she was always someone that Suranne
put on the back burner. It was like she knew there was something
but that it hadn’t come to her yet. Like she was convinced that one
day it would come to her. That it would come to her in a flash what
she could subject this girl to. But always there was this back
burner effect. Always there was the feeling, or the impression that
Suranne was working towards something that would be ‘huge’ in terms
of perversions and cruelty to others. And then, when that happened
maybe this redheaded girl would be very much in it.

For now
though, she was the brunt of Suranne’s controlled bubbling
simmering anger at losing yet another of her ‘projects’. For now
she was making this girl with the broom handle up her ass, sweep
the perfectly clean floor of the rest room. It wasn’t a dirty
floor, it didn’t need to be swept and this made it more of a
degrading humiliation for the redhead. It made it more of that yes,
but it also made it something that was deeply perverted with the
janitor on his hard chair stroking his hard cock at the sight of
this girl with her short tight skirt up around her hips and this
handle coming out of her like some kind of bizarre tail. And one
might have thought that this man was watching this girl in the
typical perverted way - the sight of her bare legs and her bare
ass, and the penetration of her by that wooden handled broom. But
that wasn’t it at all - this man may have been a dirty old man but
he had developed his sophisticated tastes over years and years of
being in schools like this. Yes he had spy holes all over the
place, and he could hide in dark holes and masturbate at the
various images of the girls and boys he was able to take. But the
real core of his perversion lay in the humiliation that was
applied.

His real
turn on was that this bully girl Suranne, had got this girl where
she wanted her and proceeded to demolish her on a psychological
level. This was what turned him on and made him want to be ‘out’
for Suranne. It was Suranne who ‘excited’ him. The redhead was just
a victim. She was just the vehicle that Suranne used to inflict
that cruelty. She was the receiver of that cruelty. And it would be
true to say that this man even though he didn’t know it, was being
fucked up by Suranne. That she had found him, let him know that she
knew what he was all about and now she was fucking him up with the
images and the moving pictures of what she did. He’d seen bullying
in rest rooms through his spy holes before but nothing like this.
Nothing on this level. And it was this that excited him. He openly
masturbated at the sights before him as Suranne leaned back against
a wall and watched the girl struggle with the swing of her hips so
that she could sweep that floor. She watched with a restrained
smile as this girl struggled, sobbing to cover ever last inch of
that floor with the brush on the end of that broom. And she smiled
at the sight of the janitor, his masturbation getting faster and
faster and firmer and firmer. At this point there could be no doubt
of Suranne’s cruelty, or that the cruelty knew no
bounds.

That was
something that Suranne never tired of seeing. The sight of a man in
what she called, in her mind ‘pathetic goon mode’. When the
stroking and the masturbation leads to the vinegar strokes and all
sense and sensibilities seem to leave them. Like they’ve been
zombified by the impending orgasm. It wasn’t something that she
totally understood back then but she was starting to. She tilted
her head a little bit, she flicked her eyes to the girl who was
working that broom and her ass hard. And then she flicked them back
to the janitor. “You want her to blow you off? Much better than a
wank! You can slide your cock into her mouth and let her take the
workload from you. That would be nice, yes?” And by this time the
janitor was on those edging vinegar strokes proper. But the way
Suranne talked, the way she used her words casually would have been
feeding him more. He didn’t answer as such, he just nodded his head
vigorously in time with his masturbation strokes. Suranne smiled.
Yes she wanted to see the redhead take head, and take a load down
her throat. If she saw that then it may come to her, or not, what
else she could subject the girl to. She squeezed her thighs to get
that shot of pleasure and smiled as she did it.

 



Chapter 5

 


THE TWINS
@ HOPE FARM

 


There
couldn’t be anyone, not from the normal world at least who would
think, let alone say out loud that the twins deserved the way
things had turned out for them. They had been a huge part of a
happy family with not a problem in either of their lives. They had
been closer as twins than any twins before them. They were
individuals and yet ones who could finish each other’s sentences
because they were that tuned in to each other. They’d had their
whole lives ahead of them when they had been taken. They’d had
their whole lives ahead of them when their mum Amy was taken as
well. And they’d had their whole lives ahead of them when their
grandad sold them all down the river, even himself.

There had
been no warning - there had been no preparation time for them to
get ready for their massive, and inhumane change in fortunes. All
the twins had been doing was getting ready for the time of their
lives. All they had their heads full of was the year out they were
taking. Their heads full of the round the world trip, the
backpacking and doing it the rough way - not as mum Amy had wanted
them too, the luxurious way. But it had all been good. They had all
come to be at peace with how things would be for a year. Even up to
the day of departure it had all been good. And then that fateful
trip in the limousine, to the airport - a trip that turned out
wasn’t a trip to London’s Heathrow Airport at all.

It could
have been deemed ‘possible’ that what the mixed race driver did to
them in that car would be forgotten about, or sunk into the back of
their minds because of what since then, they had been forced to
endure. But that was just it. EVERYTHING they went through stayed
with them. Everything they went through just simply stayed with
them in a magnified and amplified way. Nothing filtered out of
their minds consigned to the waste bin. Everything stayed there,
right there. Everything made up the larger nightmare that their
lives had become. Everything contributed to it and this was a
deliberate thing. This was part of what they went through, to not
be able to forget. To not be able to let anything of their journey
to this point go. And at the same time, to remember everything of
their old privileged lives. At the same time remember what a happy
life they had experienced. To remember those happy times as they
stood in their stalls side by side having their huge mammaries,
their huge udders milked. Remembering those good times, the ‘right’
times as they went through that inhumane process of producing milk
for their captors and then having that milk extracted from them by
machine. And them knowing this was wrong and yet accepting that it
was their life now. At least, being milked in this way was part of
their life now. It was the acceptance that was disturbingly
bizarre.

One could
TRY and put oneself into their positions. One could TRY and
empathise with them and what they were going through. But that
attempt would end in a shaking of the head from side to side. That
attempt would end in people bemused - not knowing where to start
with the empathetic process. And that was because no-one would
understand. No-one would be able to put themselves into that
situation, into that position. Once someone from the normal world
had been given the facts, shown the facts, and shown images, moving
and still, there would be the shock factor. There would be just
this brick wall of shock that would prevent them from empathising
with someone in the position of the twins. And yet, at the same
time there would be the need to know more. Where someone might get
the vibe to look away and give these girls, and others in the same
predicament as them, privacy and dignity, there was a stronger urge
to want to see more. To want to know more. It was like the slow
drip of a drug that was addictive. To want to know what was
happening. And to want to delve into how much deeper these girls,
and others like them could be taken.

 


Both
Gemma and Kerry were heavily pregnant now. For them to be ‘bred’
was something that was intended from the word go. Suranne had
sought twins from the time she had signed on the dotted line to
take Hope Farm from Doctor Sabirah Najwah. Suranne had succeeded
where Doctor Najwah had failed. In the old days, breeding had been
attempted and a huge effort had been made to source twins that
could be used to generate funds from perverts worldwide. Doctor
Najwah had established Hope Farm - she had taken perversions and
decadence, and deviance to new levels but it had always been that
Suranne would take it up a further notch. It had always been in her
remit to find the twins and to perfect the breeding program at Hope
Farm. She had bred other captives, or victims as they actually
were. But she needed a set of breeding twins. And in Gemma and
Kerry, that was what she got. Perfect girls - their build, their
age, their health - and their ability to conceive and breed. It was
just like things were falling perfectly for Suranne - perfect for
Hope Farm. Perfect for the gross, high level perverts the world
over who paid good, and a lot of money to come to Hope Farm so that
they could ‘indulge’ in the worst of the worst excesses.

The twins
wouldn’t forget that day they had conceived. The arena, the paying
audience. Them spread and secured to receive cock after cock,
orgasm after orgasm, and load after load of fresh, healthy semen.
The only thing they wouldn’t remember was the faces of any of the
men who relieved their loads up inside them that day. Over a period
of hours, countless men brought into the arena milking themselves
of their loads inside the twins. They wouldn’t need to remember
faces. They wouldn’t need to ‘know’ the fathers of their respective
children. That didn’t matter because every one of those men had
been tested for STDs and for the ability to produce healthy
swimming semen. It didn’t matter which of them was the father of
the child, or children. And it was a fact that the twins COULD
produce twins, as was now the case with Kerry.

Both
twins had been ‘treated’ so that the possibility of them producing
twins was high. This time Kerry had caught, and the next time maybe
it would be Gemme, or both of them. The fact that they could
produce twins made them valuable assets to Hope Farm. The fact that
they WERE twins made them valuable assets. And the fact that they
wouldn’t get to keep their offspring, made it a fact that to them
it didn’t matter who the father was. Or who the Sire was. As far as
Hope Farm, and as far as Suranne was concerned, the twins were
‘animals’. They were breeding animals. Yes they were valuable
animals - they were a different class of animals, but they were
animals to the Farm and to Suranne. Nothing would change
that.

But
seeing them in this state of pregnancy, in this state of ‘life’ was
something else. It was something that played with the minds of
anyone who might see them. It would be something that would play
with the minds of hardened sicko perverts because it was something
that had never been seen before not even in the underground
darkness of the dark net. The twins at Hope Farm we’re unique. And
they were uniquely delicious. And even if the mind could get beyond
the fact that these two girls had been taken from their normal
lives and transported to this hell hole known as Hope Farm to live
the way they lived, there would be no way they could get beyond the
fact that the twins deliberately had their pregnancies extended. It
would be barbaric enough, it would be terrible enough for them to
be ‘shown’ in their natural state. For them to be made a show of,
for them to be displayed like they were being displayed. But then
to know that they each were having labour delayed medically just so
that they could be seen to be suffering more, was something else
that the mind could not get around.

There was
something that was beyond cruel about that. Almost like something
that was a step too far. Or that WAS a step too far. This would be
where those hardened perverts, those out and out perverts maybe
would feel like, even if only for a split second, feel like they
should look away and give this girls some privacy and dignity. But
it was just that - it was just a split second. A split second that
might seem longer. But one that when ended, meant that the pervert
would need to look again. Would need to know how this panned out.
Would need to watch the agony. And this was it. This was that agony
in full glare. Another arena set up, another paying audience. Most
of that audience were returning perverts who had followed the
pregnancies of the twins throughout and had enjoyed bi-monthly,
expensive visits to see the twins’ agonies progress through the
natural course of their pregnancies and then beyond. And it was
that ‘beyond’ that was telling. That was telling of the limits, or
the lack of limits that existed at Hope Farm.

It would
be hard to fathom, in the mind, that the animals that were brought
into the arena this time were the same twins that had been taken
out of circulation on their way to their round the world trip.
Surely THIS couldn’t be the same vivacious, stunningly pretty,
perfectly formed twins. And yet at the same time as fighting with
oneself that this couldn’t be the same girls, there was this
knowledge that indeed it was the same - they were the same. Both
were bloated, huge. Both were similar in size even though Kerry was
herself carrying twins. The way they moved on those hoof boots
without the heels. It made them cumbersome, and yet, there was the
suggestiveness about the way they moved at the same time. The
suggestiveness was there because the constant, and the extreme
sexual arousal that they had been subjected to had not been
removed. With the hormone interference that had taken place, the
sexual arousal was even higher. The ‘dripping’ characteristic had
also become more extreme. Now there was this not so much of a drip,
but a pouring from there rolled back sexuality. There was this
drip, and this pour from them as they moved. That was like
something that they could not control even if they tried. Even if
they were aware of it. That ‘pouring’ of thick oily juices from
them was something that was just there. It was something that just
existed and something they had to live with.

And where
their breasts had been made bigger, had been more able to produce
the copious amounts of milk needed at Hope Farm, they were now
bigger. They were now more cumbersome. Larger, heavier, more milk
filled. And those breasts took some managing, took some living
with. The twins were stilled harnessed, were still controlled and
contained in leather strapping. They still had the hoof boots on -
the ones without heels. Those boots had become part of them now.
Just like the suggestive almost dirty movements they were forced
into doing had become part of them. But there was the ‘size’ of
them. The sheer size of both twins. And then the way they were
taken into the arena. Despite their condition, despite what they
were going through, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.
That was the arousal doing what it did. Kissing each other.
Touching each other’s breasts, leaning over the breasts and licking
each other’s milking producing breast flesh. There was this gross
indecency about what they did with each other that was almost too
much to comprehend.

It was
like there was this gross indecency that they were not prevented
from touching each other in this way. They were not prevented from
pleasuring each other where they could, as much as they could.
There was this feeling, or this vibe that told that ‘animals will
be animals’ and that was why they acted like they did. That was why
the twins were allowed to do what they did with each other. They
were free to demonstrate what despicably obscene creatures they
were. The indecency, the obscenity was what made them what they
were or part of what they were. The way they were allowed to kiss
each other. Just stop, constantly stop and start, stop and start
that suggestive though cumbersome movement towards the main arena.
And even as they came into clear view of everyone in that arena
crowd, there would be the eyes closed up, slitted trying to have a
clearer view trying to establish in their own minds if this was
really those two girls. Was it really those two poor girls who were
also twins?

The
faces, still pretty, and yet bloated slightly with pregnancy - that
would be the deciding factor. That would be the telling thing. The
one thing that confirmed that this was indeed the twins. Then these
people who had paid a lot of money to come here could breathe, and
realise and ‘enjoy’ what had become of the two girls - the twins.
They could enjoy what they had paid to see. They could rest in the
knowledge that they hadn’t been conned and what they were seeing
was the real thing. The real deal! There had been that murmuring of
excited voices, and voices of wonderment before the twins came into
view, but then, as the noise of them being brought in pierced that
murmuring, the noise started to quieten and it became quiet quickly
- something was happening and they needed to see it and they needed
to hear it. There was the undoubted human element in the twins. The
absolute human element couldn’t be taken away from them, couldn’t
be removed from them completely and that was another source of
‘thrill’ for the paying public as it were. That was the absolute
‘joy’, that these girls, animalised and carrying offspring, and yet
their humanity, the human elements of them still intact.

There
might have been things where the girl’s themselves wished they
could have that human element taken away completely so that they
didn’t have a constant reminder of it. Because that was what it
was, a constant reminder. It was like a constant reminder of what
they were going through, and what they had been through, and what
they had lost in being taken out of their own world. That reminder
in that human element still left was the icing on the cake for the
sadistic perverts show watched in silence as these two girls were
taken into the ring. Between them was a latex clad Domina and she
was holding the harness reins, like she was bringing in two prize
winning creatures. There surely was a prize in this world for the
twins. The fact that they had twins at Hope Farm going through what
they were going through deserved a prize of some kind, surely? The
fact that these girls had been taken from their happy lives and
turned into what they were now was cause for prize giving surely?
That handler, that Domina surely should have got a prize because of
her stunning outfit, like a latex clad circus Mistress. Like a
woman tasked with handling these ‘beasts’ and doing it well - more
than well.

And there
was an amount of handling them, even an amount of her handling them
elegantly. But there were the little stops and starts so that the
girls could touch each other, and feel each other and so that their
dripping pouring juices could be let to pool between their legs.
And then they would move again. Then they would get into place
either side of this Domina and she would lead them into the arena.
And when the girls came properly under the spotlights there would
be this gasp from the audience. What they were seeing under the
spotlight was surpassing even their sickest fantasies. And what was
so barbaric about this was this fact that in this paying audience
were women. Well-heeled wealthy women who had paid their dues to
see other women treated and turned into what the twins had been
turned into. There would be little ripples of applause as the
‘tails’ attached to anal appendages. Swished across the backs of
the twins legs. Those tails seeming so real. Those tails seeming to
be organically part of them. The muscles in their anuses chewing
and sucking on those appendages, and causing the swish of the
attached tails.

And then
there were the noises that were made by the twins. They might have
had some of their humanity intact, that was something that couldn’t
be taken away, but those noises were not of the humankind. Those
noises could not be attached to human beings let alone pretty,
stunning human twin girls. It was like noises of distress that they
were carrying around so much weight. Like their own cumbersome
weight, and ponderous movements were too much for them. Like they
were struggling to exist the way they were being forced to exist.
There was this ‘moo’ like noise they made. With the passing of
time, their ability to talk was being eroded. Little procedures to
their brains, debilitating some areas whilst heightening other
areas of the grey matter. And it was just the noises that they made
would give away what they were actually feeling and what level of
distress they were in. And the way when they expelled that noise,
they threw back their heads. It was like something, an ability for
them to do that had been injected into them in some form. The
ability to be more animal like even though their human elements
still existed. This was complete and utterly undiluted degradation
of the twin sisters.

It didn’t
matter what they looked like, or what they sounded like, they did
what they did, they were the way they were because that was their
lot now. What mattered was the fact that they ‘knew’. They knew
everything. They knew what they had been through and what had been
done to them. They had even been awake through the procedures to
their brains. They knew - they knew everything. Their memories and
their knowledge had been enhanced, not taken away. They knew that
they must have looked like creatures - they had known that for some
time. They knew that they should have been ashamed of themselves to
touching each other, sexually pleasuring each other the way they
did. They knew all that. They knew that from when they had been in
that restricted sex room. Where they had been stimulated but
prevented from completely enjoying each other. Where they had been
prepared for their lives. They knew that these people whoever they
were could have done things to them without making them into these
sexual creatures having desires for each other. They could have
done it a whole lot of other ways but they had to make the
degradation and the humiliation complete. They had to turn them
into ‘this’. And that would stay with the twins. That would be with
them forever going forward. And then of course there was how the
twins actually felt - like what did they actually feel as they were
brought into that arena? What did they ‘feel’?

 



Chapter 6

 


THE TWINS
@ HOPE FARM

 


Kerry
licked Gemma’s face - she’d been allowed to do that. They were
almost in the arena when she’d done that. The Domina had moved to
the side aware that the arousal and the desire levels were high.
But it was about more than that. The twins had to communicate
through whispers because normal talking wasn’t allowed. But their
whispered communications had become more restricted since the
procedures. “Gemma. Need. Feel. Your. Mouth, on my pussy. Need to
get these babies out, now.” It was broken stuttered whispering.
Almost it was heart breaking whispering. This was a girl who was
torn between the extended pregnancy that she had been forced to
endure and the dire sexual arousal that she felt at all times.
There had to be a lull in the sexual arousal when the pain and the
undiluted chore of carrying twins around in her beyond natural
term, surely? But no, it didn’t work like that. That sexual arousal
and ‘need’ stayed with them no matter how much discomfort and pain
was being applied or for what reason. This was what made this place
so cruel. Hope Farm wasn’t a place that innocents simply
disappeared to, it was a place where torments beyond what the
natural world could come up with, were applied and then enhanced.
And that was what this was, enhanced torment. Enhanced
torture.

“I think. They are. Going to induce. Us. That’s why we. Are
here.” Again there was that stop start whisper that was a dead
give-away that something had been done to her, to them inside their
heads. And Gemma was right of course. Her awareness had been
amplified and she would know that she wouldn’t be able to go much
further without danger to her baby and those of Kerry. Both her and
Kerry knew that they wouldn’t want to endanger the babies no matter
what was in store for them. It was a benefit of being made so
aware, it was a benefit as much as it wasn’t that they be able to
work it all out.

They had
worked it out long ago that they were in the hands of perverted
people - that they had been taken by despicable people hell bent on
perverting them to the maximum. And in that at least they had been
able to ‘settle’. In that at least they had been able to work out
why they had been taken. Or what the reason was that they had been
taken. They would never work out, not really ‘why them?’ But at
least they knew their purpose. That of course would create all
other kinds of hell in their minds. They could have pleasured
people without all this. They could have given the best blow jobs,
they could have fucked men and women in all sorts of ways in a more
normal life of modern sexual slavery. But this extremity, this
perversion, this depth of obscenity and cruelty - they may never
get their heads, or what was left of their minds around this. All
they could do was tell themselves and each other that they existed
now for the pleasure of these people. It was as simple as that. And
again it was that acceptance that was disturbing.

Gemma
licked Kerry’s face back. In the olden days, back in the day, they
used to joke about kissing each other on the lips. But that had
never been a sexual thing. That had just been a twins thing, a
sisterly thing. Now every interaction between them was sexual. Even
the pregnancy was sexual. There was this thin line dividing sexual
and non-sexual but that line was indistinct. It was grey and it was
indistinct. Everything was sexual. For some time everything had
been sexual for them. It was meant to be that way. Neither of them
even felt the injections being administered by the latex clad, and
max-heeled Domina. Those injections to the small of the back meant
beginning the process of inducing a labour that had been medically
prevented until now. Neither of the girls, neither of the creatures
felt the hollow point needles being slipped into their spine flesh
or the coldness of the solution being pushed in. They were the sort
of sensations that escaped the twins. Unlike the results of such
sensations that is.

By this
time the twins had been taken into the middle of the arena and the
spotlights were fully on them. There was this constant ripple of
applause as the audience, some three hundred mixed male and female
began to realise and see clearly what was before them. What they
were seeing was two equine like human cows just about to produce
offspring. And these people had to process what they were seeing.
They had to process what they were seeing and try to process what
would happen next. In some cases they could do that, in most not
though. This was what they had paid for - they had paid for the
unexpected. They had paid to be surprised and yes, shocked at what
they were seeing. These were world class sadists who wanted to be
taken to the next big buzz, the next high. They didn’t want to see
what they expected to see. They didn’t want to see versions of what
they knew already or what they might have expected to come next.
They wanted and needed to see the unexpected. They needed to see
the depths of human despair being reached and exceeded in ways they
hadn’t even thought about or imagined in their darkest times. They
needed a visual and sonic treat of human suffering and human
degradation. They needed to see that blend of sexual and sadism in
the same place at the same time. And the murmuring and that ripple
of applause was giving that away. It was anticipation, and it was
excitement that was above and beyond anything in the normal
acceptable world.

And then
there would have been people in that crowd looking for the medical
aspect - they would have been looking for the medical provisions.
The equipment and the staff needed to ensure safe delivery of
offspring. Yes they would be knowing that the babies would never be
given to the creatures to hold and bond with. That was the expected
face of the sadism. That was one of the aspects that was looked
forward to - the moment those babies were just taken away from the
twins. But there was an expectation that there would be a medical
element, a medical, or a clinically clean environment for these
poor girls to give birth in - just to ensure it all went smoothly -
as smoothly as it could go of course. But there was none of that.
The medical element could have provided some gloss to what was a
brutal scene but there was none of that. And it was this that was
unexpected. There was just this brutal rawness of that arena. There
was a smattering of straw that had been scattered around the
spotlight area, but it was like that had been included or added
just to underline the rawness of the rest of it.

It would
be dawning on the collected audience that the twins would be giving
birth completely unaided. There would be no comfortable beds, or
midwives to assist them. There would be no staff to take away the
babies and tend to the medical side. It was as though what everyone
in that place was realising was that the twins would have to give
birth as though they were creatures in the wild. And there was
another contrast - another contradiction. They would have to give
birth to their offspring in raw conditions but that they were not
creatures in the wild at all and that they were in fact captured
and restricted creatures. It was just that they were without the
luxury that a human mother would have in the normal world. They had
carried these babies, in Kerry’s case twins, and now they were
having to give birth in front of a paying audience and in
conditions that should have raised alarms. But there was no alarm
in this audience, just excitement for what they were witnessing.
These people knew that sadism on this level had never been witness
on this level, anywhere in the world. In a way they knew that
history was being made in this arena at Hope Farm on this day. They
knew that they were part of history. They knew that they would be
part of the history that was being made in this place at this
time.

The first
sign that the induced labour was working was Kerry, ‘mooing’ out
loud. That was a sound that levelled the applause in that place. It
stopped it in a heartbeat. This crowd wanted to hear and absorb the
noises of distress without interruption and there was this eerie
and scary silence as that ‘mooing’ reached a crescendo and then as
that one died down, it was Gemma’s turn. And her’s seemed to be a
more urgent mooing. It seemed to be that her pain, her contraction
was more severe even though she wasn’t the one carrying twins. And
it seemed that her mooing went on for longer. Maybe that she had
taken more of a deep breath which she could expel over a longer
period. There was this almost sorrowful sight of these two
creatures now free from the Domina, and just free to adapt the
natural positions of creatures about to give birth. They had been
given some help. They had been given some assistance with the
inducement, but because they were now overdue, there was more
urgency attached to them getting those babies out. There was more
absolute need to get them out. But the inducement would work at its
own speed, not theirs.

They
would have to suffer the inducement and then the labour process.
They would have to deal with the fact that the babies were bigger
inside them now than they would be for a normal birth in the normal
world and also everything was enhanced again. The pain was
enhanced, the need to push was enhanced and the effort, every
effort was enhanced. And again there were the mooing sounds that
seemed to be getting more and more voluminous. And with the design
and the build of the arena that sound was meant to carry. In
addition little microphones had been placed at strategic places so
that the sound could be fed through equally strategically placed
speakers around the arena. In addition cameras placed, and various
views of the twins as they went about the business of captive
childbirth. And that was it, captive childbirth. The actual act of
giving birth whilst being in absolute captivity. One had to think
about that for just a short while. People flicking their eyes to
look at the screens at various spots - this cameras and screen
giving zoomed in and bigger picture views. And yet at the same time
these collected people, these perverts that had come from around
the world and secreted to Hope Farm under the cover of darkness,
being able to ‘feel’ the reality and the rawness of that was
actually happening here.

And there
was the ‘smell’ as well, the aroma in that arena. That wasn’t so
easy to explain or describe. There was this smell that was pure and
undiluted ‘sex’. But there was this sense, and this aroma of raw
cruelty as well. If one had to imagine what cruelty, and sadism and
sex smelled like, this was it. And it couldn’t have been something
that existed in that place by accident. It wasn’t a set of aromas
and smells that could be ‘created’. They were aromas, mixed and
blended by what was happening in this arena. What they could smell,
what these people could almost ‘taste’ was this suffering that was
blended with the twins dire need to keep the sexual arousal level
high. All eyes were on the twins now. And it was Gemma first who
had to stop because another contraction was racking through her
femininity. Both twins had been ‘pacing’ in that suggestive way
that those hoof boots made. They had been pacing independent of
each other. It was like the nature of childbirth in this manner had
forced them into doing their own thing. It was like they at last,
had been contained within their own little worlds. It was like they
each needed to be on their own at this time. Like it was private
and quiet time except it wasn’t private and it wasn’t quiet and it
was anything but painless.

Gemma
stopped and she let out a huge moo. And her hoofed, booted legs
were spread wide. She spread her hooves, she squatted. It couldn’t
be described in any other way than a squat. And her hands were on
her knees. The Latex clad domina had released both girl’s wrists
from the chains and cuffs. And that had been in something of show
of compassion, or not. There could have been total restriction
applied to the twins but that might have been a problem due to the
raw circumstances of the twins giving birth and the hobble chains
between their ankles had also been removed so that they could
spread their legs and so that they could adopt the position. Gemma
rolled back her head and she moo’d out loud and between her spread
hooved feet, her waters broke. There was a gush and then a ripple
of applause as those waters pooled between her legs. There was a
sense of brutality that the collected sadists were applauding in
this way. And yet another ripple of applause as Gemma let out
another this time extended mooing sound.

One could
try to work out where that sound came from. One could try to work
out, why that noise? But that wouldn’t be an easy thing to do. It
wouldn’t be something that anyone could answer. Had the twins been
‘trained’ to moo like that? Had they been trained under equally
harsh conditions to make those noises instead of human like noises.
If one settled on that answer then one had to imagine that they
were trained under the harshest and most barbaric forms sadism to
make those noises. One would have to think like that - that the
girls were trained under some kind of carrot and stick approach. If
they made the correct animal likenesses then they would be rewarded
in some way. But that reward would only be not to be punished. Or
not to be tortured. This was something that was feasible as a
reason that these girls, these animalised twins made these sounds
because they had too. Because they had no choice and because they
knew what would happen to them if they didn’t. One had to come to
this conclusion because in the pain filled world of childbirth,
where the girls were in so much pain that it was indescribable,
where their pregnancies had been extended, one would expect them to
revert their human selves. One would expect the sounds that came
out of them to be human. One might even except there to be some
pleading, or begging for some kind of mercy that would never
come.

And that
was it. The mooing sounds that were partly a product of what has
been done to them to change them, and what had been trained into
them. It was the link between the animalised creatures they had
become and the human beings they had once been. And one would have
to say that they used to be human beings as opposed to being human
beings now because of this ‘event’. Because of this spectacle at
Hope Farm - a place that didn’t exist, not officially, a place
sealed in secrecy. And a place full of cruelty. Gemma was squatting
now and she was mooing loudly. Her head was back and her waters had
broken. And she was straining. Her neck muscles were sticking out,
and there was this grimace to her face that told of the pain and
the effort that she was putting in. As Gemma was in this early
stage of actual birth, her sister Kerry was still pacing
suggestively. But her pacing had slowed and she was holding a hand,
an arm actually across the hugeness of her pregnancy bulge. And
every so often she would stop. She wouldn’t stop and squat. It was
just like she was trying to become as one with her contractions
which were now closer together. She would squat soon, but not just
yet.

Gemma let
out another huge mooing sound that seemed to echo around the arena
and then there was the sound of her giving a huge ‘push’. And that
effort, that strenuous effort was clear to see. A camera had zoomed
in on her face and was focused on just her face. That camera and
that high definition screen simply existed to show the pain that
she was in. And the set up did that well. Another camera was zoomed
in, but only to the full picture of Gemma as she went through the
process of giving birth. And she was almost there now. That camera
gave over the full horror of what was happening in this place at
this time. The squat, the pain. The thin film of sweat that seemed
to cling and coat Gemma now. No special effects were required to
get this horror story across. What you saw was what you got if you
were a pervert in that crowd. One had to wonder if someone from the
normal outside world, came across this scene. One had to wonder
exactly how someone from the normal would process this scene. This
scene of female carnage really. Two females, twin females
experiencing carnage in the truest sense.

There was
another giant sized moo from Gemma and Kerry seemed to echo that
from somewhere else in the arena but then there was this almost
earth rumbling grunting sound from Gemma as she gave that one last
push. And that was the push that gave away the most effort. That
grunt was followed by another and then another moo, followed by the
grunt again. And then there was the gasp of the audience and the
applause as Gemma dropped her baby there and then. There were these
seconds of something that couldn’t be described. There were seconds
of disbelief, but it was more than that. There were seconds when
the crowd simply went silent as they each and every one of them
just focused on Gemma in the spotlight. She stayed in that squat,
the baby was on the ground still attached by the umbilical cord.
The infant was moving, and then there was a cry. But otherwise
there was this silence that was in itself deafening.

Gemma
remained exhausted in that squat. She was taking deep, deep breaths
and she was blowing her lips out as she got used to having no baby
inside her. And it was like she had become aware again. Through
that childbearing process and pregnancy and now birth, she had been
somewhere else. But now she was back on the planet. Now she was
full of that awareness again. Now like coming down from an orgasm
she would be realising what had just happened and then it came. It
was preceded by a mooing sound and the thrown back head but there
was another sound, the sound of her crying in a human like way.
That was the despair. The pure undiluted despair that she was
feeling right at that time. She looked down between her legs at her
baby, and she was about to reach down for it. She was about to pick
it up - and she was already looking around for help for herself and
her offspring. But she wouldn’t get to pick that baby
up.

 



Chapter 7

 


SURANNE
& THE PRIVATE DETECTIVE

 


6 months
before Lucy and Tanya were found.

 


“It won’t be easy to find these girls. There have been a lot
of years between school and now. They could be anywhere.” The
private detective, the very same private detective who had
befriended Lucy and then Tanya, and who was in fact working for
Suranne wasn’t sugar coating anything. He was simply saying it as
it was. Suranne let him speak and she crossed her legs slowly, the
sound of nylon raping nylon seemed to be amplified in the small
booth of the bar they were in. As she crossed her long, long legs,
his eyes followed them. “But you WANT to find them for me don’t
you? I mean how hard can it be to find a couple of women, for a man
with your experience, and with your knowledge of the city and the
underbelly. And how hard can it be for someone like you, with very
definite ‘tastes’ in sexual matters? Tastes that I understand.
Tastes that I can provide you with like no-one else could. Am I
making sense? Am I painting the picture that you see clearly?” And
Suranne used a perfectly manicured nail to just ‘scratch’ the nylon
sheathing her leg, just above the knee and even that sounded
amplified - as though the two were in their own little
bubble.

He didn’t
respond straight away. It was like Suranne had taken the wind from
his sales with her reference to this man’s sexual tastes. “I didn’t
say it would be impossible. I just mean, I just think that it won’t
be an overnight thing. The results might not be immediate, that’s
all. I can put feelers out, and I can start the ball rolling
immediately, and I will. I just wanted you to be aware that it
might take some time.” The private detective hadn’t taken his eyes
off Suranne’s nylon sheathed legs. It was as though he was
transfixed with those legs. As though ‘legs’ were his thing. As
though he had come through life with this thing about female legs.
As though he was goosed out about legs, and leg wear in the form of
the sheerest nylon. Suranne smiled. “I know what you’re thinking.
You’re thinking how you’d like to spread my legs and slide your
cock into me. And how you’d just love to unload your balls inside
me. Its ok, I KNOW the kind of things that go through your mind.”
And she stopped for a short time for the man to absorb her words
and he flicked his eyes to her as though, how could she possibly
know.

“But we both know you couldn’t do that. You couldn’t fuck me
like a real man could. We both know, that my legs here are perfect,
feminine, soft, covered in nylon. Soft sensual nylon. And you could
never spread them, and use your cock on me. And I know this because
I know you have pantyhose on under your respectable suit, don’t
you? I KNOW you are obsessed with female legs, long ones, shapely
ones, and ones with feet arched into high heels, like mine are
here. And I know that there is a little bit of you that wished you
had legs like this, and feet like this. Part of you wishes you were
female, and that you had legs like these that could be spread wide
so that a real man could fuck your ‘pussy’ into oblivion. I’m right
aren’t I?” And Suranne had adopted this almost sinister, chilling
tone to her voice. Like she was using it to transport this man to
where he was most comfortable in his own mind. And it was clear
that the private detective was in a place where he was struggling
with this woman’s words. Not the words themselves but how accurate
she was in assessing him. How could she know this shit would have
been a question on his mind.

Of course
she was right. She had searched and selected this particular
private detective and then she had used her extensive resources to
look into him. She had found what he thought were anonymous social
media and dating website profiles of his ‘secret self’. The man who
would be a slut. The man who would fantasise about being dominated
by real women, feminised by real women and fundamentally altered by
real women. And was she right about him wearing the pantyhose? Of
course she was. But right up until that point, he didn’t know she
knew. And by the time she had finished speaking, he had been
transported to that place that she needed him to be. Suranne had
become an expert at tapping into the psyche of people with
weaknesses and vulnerabilities. She had spent half a day reading up
on this guy, reading up on is deepest most perverse fantasies and
she had known, she had known completely that she would be able to
bring him to her and control him.

That had
thrown him off a bit. Correction, it had thrown him off a lot. He
had spent his life with these secret fantasies. He had spent his
whole life, from his early teens, thinking about female legs, high
heels, hips, breasts, and lipsticked lips. He’d had this thing
where he knew he wasn’t ‘gay’ as such. Just that via these feminine
fixations he had, there was this pure perverted delight in the
thought of him possessing these feminine traits and attributes, and
then gratifying the cocks of all comers. He wasn’t gay in that he
wanted a relationship, or relationships with men. In his world the
men were faceless. They were just cocks on legs that he could and
would gratify at all cost.

It was
just his ‘thing’ and he had gone about getting some kind of
satisfaction by joining various web-sites that encouraged men like
him to indulge their deepest fantasies in the written word and in
reality. But he had stayed in the closet as it were. He had just
kept it locked up in his mind and he had been happy enough to
simply masturbate his graphic fantasies away. So now having this
woman, Suranne face him out about his ‘thing’ was shocking to say
the least.

It was
shocking on several levels. First and foremost it brought it all
into the real world. It had been all in his mind, it had been all
up there, and that was where he could keep it locked away - where
he could switch it on or off to suit himself, and to keep it all a
secret. But this woman knowing so much about him, knowing so much
graphically about him and what was in his head brought him into a
head space that he had never been in before and in the first
instance that was deeply disturbing. “Look, look, I don’t know
where you got all of this from, but you’re wrong.” And that had
been the typical and expected response to being confronted the way
he had been. Like a little boy being caught with his hands in the
sweet jar. Suranne just smiled and she took out her large screen
smart phone. She brought up web pages, and pictures and she slid
the phone across the table to him. “So this isn’t you then? You
know, I wouldn’t say anything unless I knew it was true. And it’s
fine. All of this is fine, we can work with this. I can give you
what you ‘need’, because you DO need it. And you can give me what I
need because you know that I need to find these women. I just
wanted us to be on the same page. I wanted us to understand each
other. I wanted YOU to understand that YOU are a little bitch. MY
little bitch and I want you to understand that you WILL find those
women.”

“I don’t expect overnight results. There is no time restraint.
You can just do what you need to do in the time it takes. But you
WILL find those women. And what I will do for you, is show you
things, let you experience things that you have only dreamt about
since you were this little bemused boy. Now, am I making myself
clear?” And as she asked the question she shifted her crossed over
leg so that there was that amplified rasp of nylon on nylon again.
And she smiled as this man, this private detective sucked back the
drool into his own mouth after nearly letting it spill down
himself. “Yes, yes you are making yourself clear. Perfectly clear.”
This was this man now with a whole lot of other shit in his head to
deal with and there was this twitch in his cock. His cock encased
in nylon pantyhose, providing that feminine texture that he craved.
That he craved of course, along with all of the other perverse
imagery that his mind came up with. Suranne smiled and she forced
her lipsticked lips out with her fleshy wet tongue and then she
leaned forward to whisper to the man. “You be a good lil bitch for
me, find those women, and I’ll make you believe that you have a
pussy between your legs, I promise.”

And she
sat back again, this time running the flat of her hand up and down
the shin of her nylon sheathed, crossed over leg. And she let the
man absorb her words. She was in no hurry. She had waited all these
years to decide to take up the Lucy and Tanya mantle again. She had
waited all these years, let it all built up inside her, let it
fester and bubble way inside her mind so that it could only erupt.
Except erupt meant something different with Suranne. She had never
erupted with anger. She had never exploded with anger, not even in
those dim and distant school days did she explode in anger. What
she did was let it all fester and seed inside her until there was
nothing else that she could do except go with her instincts. Until
there was nowhere she could go, except to bring that chapter to a
close. And in this case all she could do was let herself, coolly,
calmly bring those two girls, now women, back into her life so that
she could begin the process of destroying them in the only way they
knew how. It was as though she wanted to bring the chapter to an
end, but only in so much as she wanted to bring these women back to
her, so that their real lives could start. That is Suranne’s
version of their real lives.

Once she
had them in her custody and under her control, then she would let
her anger manifest itself in another way again. Then she would
begin the process of ‘fucking them up’ - the two of them. Fucking
them up completely and totally with consideration for their sanity.
And the thing about that is that she would fuck up Lucy and Tanya
in the most horrific and complete way possible because she could do
that at Hope Farm. There was so much she could do to a person at
Hope Farm. But she would do it all slowly, and methodically. She
would do it all almost casually. And because it would be casually
she would do it, it would seem more extreme. It would seem to be
more brutal, if that is the right word. Suranne had these things
inside her head, and she smiled to herself.

She had
things inside her mind of what she was going to do to Lucy and
Tanya. What she knew was that the two of them would be sorry and
that they wold feel ‘guilty’ for betraying her. But it would be a
bitter pill really. She would have fucked them up in school if they
hadn’t done a runner. And she was going to fuck them up even more
once they were found and brought to her like cattle to her own
particular kind of slaughter. And as Suranne was thinking about the
bitches that had run out on her when she was only just getting
started, she looked across at the private detective. Poor fucker
was lost in his own thoughts. He thought he had kept his own
secrets so well. Even those social media profiles and dating site
profiles he had had been ‘covert; in the truest sense. But Suranne
had found out about them. She hadn’t just found out about them, she
had then gone on to dig deeper, and deeper. And what she had come
up with was an accurate, a minutely accurate assessment and ‘file
of knowledge’ on what made this man tick - and what turned him on.
He was already fucked in the truest sense of the word.

Suranne
studied him across the rim of her wine glass. The private detective
was probably in the stage of trying to work out if he had a way out
of what it was he was in. But in order to find a way out of what he
was involved in here, he needed to understand what he was involved
in and he didn’t. On the simple side of it, he understood that this
woman needed to find the two women. He got that - she obviously had
her reasons. She obviously needed to find them for whatever. And
her motives for looking for them were her own - even what she did
with them when she found them was her business no-one else’s. He
had done enough jobs to know when to ask questions, when he needed
to ask questions and have answers and when he didn’t. He knew when
it was time to shut his mouth and he had the feeling, this
undoubted feeling that he was involved with something and someone
in such a way that he needed to shut his mouth and go with
it.

He had
the feeling that this was so ‘big’ - and that Suranne was a person
not to fuck with to such an extent that, that little bit of his
conundrum was self-sorting for him. He wouldn’t ask too many
questions. He would find these women and he would help facilitate
in bringing them to Suranne. But he didn’t need to know what, or
what the fuck was going on. His biggest problem was that this woman
had taken the trouble to go into him, to do some digging on him and
she had uncovered stuff that he had kept all contained for many
years. And now she was not even attempting to hide the fact that
she was using it against him. That she wasn’t using it against him
in a blackmail way, although she could have done that. Rather she
was using those secrets about him, those fetishes of his, the
fixations of his and those things he had kept locked up in his head
for years to bring him deeper and deeper in. Rather than make him
ashamed of what he had ‘been’ all these years, she was telling him
that she knew exactly what he needed, and that she could give him
what he needed and more.,

Of
course, knowing about Hope Farm, and knowing about this woman
Suranne, her history, and now the kind of things she got up to at
Hope Farm there should be no surprise, no shock attached to
realising what she was able to do with this man - except he was yet
to find this out. At the moment he had only teasers and a ‘feeling’
that this was one woman who was of her word. One had the feeling
that she had the resources and the skills to take this private
detective so far down the rabbit hole that there was no way up from
it after. Did she intend that for him? An impossible question to
answer. Suranne was an impossible woman to predict, or read. “Let’s
drink up here. I’m going to take you to an establishment, not far
from here, where you can indulge. And where there are people who
indulge in bitches like you. I sense you’re lost in your thoughts
and I get that. But I want to convince you that I know EVERYTHING
about you and what makes you tick. I want to convince you that I
know where you need to be and where you need to be
taken.”

Every one
of her words were filtering into this man. It wasn’t like he wasn’t
hearing her words. He had started this meeting being in control. It
had started off like any other job. He had tracked and traced a lot
of missing people in his time, both in the met and in his role as
private detective. But this was a missing persons like no other.
And the angle that this woman was coming in on was something that
he wasn’t used to dealing with. It was something that was more than
throwing him off his axis. “I don’t know what you mean. Where I
need to be and where I need to be taken?” It was as though he was
stalling for time. It was as though he was being given these
choices and he didn’t want to make the wrong choice. But he didn’t
know that the choices were already made and that he didn’t make
them.

“You know EXACTLY what I mean.” Suranne looked at her
wristwatch and then at him again sternly. “In roughly an hour, you
will be convinced that you’re a young slut. A shapely slut. A
leggy, high heeled slut. You’ll think this is what you’ve been
destined to be all of your life. Even when the two men slip their
cocks into your pussy you will be convinced that you are being what
you were destined to be always.” And Suranne looked at this man.
She looked at him directly in the eyes, but she was still stroking
her nylon sheathed leg with the flat of her hands. There was still
that nylon on nylon rasp that seemed over-amplified. And again this
man had to visibly stop the drop from pouring over his bottom lip
to his lap. “Don’t try to tell me that you haven’t lay in bed at
night, all alone imagining that very thing? Don’t tell me that you
have had periods of time when you can’t think of anything else? But
then you suddenly snap out of it until the next time, right? And
the next time comes round quicker and quicker now doesn’t it? And
you know, I know why it comes round quicker and quicker. It’s
because you don’t get any gratification in between. You don’t get
any fulfilment when you have your head down the rabbit hole. You
just snap out of it and con yourself that you are leading a
respectable life. What you need is to be taken all the way down
that rabbit hole - all the way down. You need the gratification so
that the periods between you needing to go there are longer and
longer. I know what you need, and I can give you what you
need.”

Suranne
stopped talking again and she just looked at this man. She did
really make it sound like she was helping this private detective to
fulfil his deepest and most lucid fantasies - and that if he let
her help him that he would lead a better more fulfilling life. But
knowing Suranne and knowing how she operated and the way she
worked, she was double bluffing him. She had shocked him by letting
him know that she knew all about him. And now she was making like
she would help him get fulfilment and she was implying that this
could only be a good thing for him. That there would be nothing
wrong with him following her down the rabbit hole because she would
take him back up safe and sound. And they were the crucial words -
safe and sound. In Suranne’s world there was no such thing as safe
and sound. Wy would she need a world that contained ‘safe and
sound’?

 



Chapter 8

 


SURANNE
& THE PRIVATE DETECTIVE

 


A little
time later that same night.

 


The
private detective didn’t look like a private detective anymore. He
had been treated to ‘sweets’ and drinks. He had been given little
bottles of amyl nitrate to take deep breaths of so that he became
‘looser’. And the cocktail of what he had taken, and the combined
effects of this, together with the mild hypnosis he had been
subjected to all contributed to him being where he was now - in
that special place in his mind where he could be what and who he
wanted to be. Where he was convinced he was who he wanted to be.
And what he was seeing in that full length mirror was indeed a long
legged young slut. A stocking clad one, one in high stiletto heels,
and one with crotchless panties that were tight to him. Because of
his state of mind, he didn’t see his little cock twitching because
it was so erect, so hard. That wasn’t his cock, it was his
‘clitoris’. “You know, all good girls, and good sluts have a hard
clitoris. One that drips, and one that throbs. You know that right,
don’t you bitch?”

The
professional Dominatrix had taken the private detective and she had
transformed him. She had stripped him, fitted a corset, crotchless
panties, stockings, high heels and she had applied makeup - thick
heavy, whore-like makeup. And at the same time she had begun the
process of hypnotising him. Not a deep trance, or one that would
see him forget what was happening. Or one that he wouldn’t remember
what had happened. Just one that was assisting in convincing him
that what he was seeing in that mirror was what he had always
fantasised about. Him being that perfect little slut. Him being
that perfect little whore who gratified the cocks of real men
because he wasn’t one himself.

Suranne
didn’t take part in this session. She just watched - she just
watched knowing what the results of what this mature, experienced
dominatrix would be. “Tell me what you are? Tell me what you see
and what you are? If you’re honest with me, then I will make sure
you get what you crave?” She stopped to allow her words to filter
in. This was a dominatrix of epic proportions, a tall curvy woman,
sheathed in a second skin latex catsuit in shiny black and with
contrasting red knee length boots that sported the thinnest and the
spikiest of high heels. A woman with almost flawless olive skin and
one who was at peace with what she was doing - one who was as
comfortable with herself as she was with what she did to make a
living. A true dominant who was of no other mind than she was
superior over the male of the species. And one who had no qualms,
no hesitations in taking a man, this private detective for
instance, to where SHE believed he should be. A woman with no
scruples about finding a man’s weaknesses and then using them
against him. She hadn’t found out about this man’s weaknesses, she
had been given them on a silver platter to use as she saw fit.
She’d said to Suranne, “I like this one. This one’s a keeper. Will
you take him back to me, when the nightmares set into his mind? So
that I can take him deeper into Hell?”

And she
had spoken openly in front of the man. He would have heard her
words, but would have been transported so far into the zone that
those particular words would not have meant anything to him at all.
The only words that would have meant anything to him were the ones
said directly to him and that contributed to him being this leggy
young slut who was about to lose his virginity. “I’m a little slut
Miss. It’s what I see, it’s what I am. A dirty little slut who
exists to gratify cock. All cock. Any cock.” And there would have
been this realisation in his eyes, as to what he was saying. This
wasn’t something that he would forget. When he came down from all
this, when he came out of that part trance, and when he was back in
the real world he would remember this with absolute clarity. With
absolute unfathomable clarity - and then he would have to deal with
that. That would be his hell. That would be what he would have to
deal with. That he had been taken to a place, in his mind, and that
he would have to visit that place again, and again and again. It
wouldn’t become longer between visits to his special place at all
it would become shorter and shorter until what it was, was his two
different worlds colliding and become as one. “That exactly right.
That’s exactly what you are. And what you will be.”

 


A little
later

 


“Mmmm this is a beautiful pussy.” The Dominatrix had oiled a
latex glove and she was stroking the private’s detective’s asshole
and she was rimming it with a latex fingertip. That was his pussy.
And he was convinced that it was his pussy - the centre of his
‘femininity’. It seemed inconceivable that this grown man, this
mature man could be convinced that what he was, was this young
slut, and that what he could feel was his ‘pussy’ being oiled and
stroked, oiled and stroked. He was on his back, on a padded bench
and his legs were up high and spread wide in stirrups and they had
been secured like that. His wrists had been taken high above his
head, behind him as he lay and then secured to the bench. The
woman, the Dominatrix had coerced him - she had spoken softly to
him, reassured him that he or ‘she’ was doing the right thing and
that she was being a ‘good girl’. He had been like putty in her
hands. Once he had been given that cocktail and once he had been
tranced, then there was no other way it would go. His ‘clitoris’
hard, and dripping and not a cock to him at all. In the
Dominatrix’s words “That’s big for a clitty. And girls with big
clitties need to have big cocks slipped into their pussies.” What
she said was leading. It was just feeding this man’s fetishes. And
because of his tranced state of mind and his cocktail intake, he
was easily led. All it took were those whipped, yet hissing words
into his ear, and into his mind.

It was
easy for this woman, this experienced sex worker to tell this man
what he was, what he needed and what he would get and for him then
to agree. And for him to be taken deeper and deeper into that
rabbit hole. It was what was happening here, and it was happening
effectively. To say that a number was being done on this man was
something that was an understatement. He was being drawn in and
twisted in a way that he would never be untwisted. He would be able
to function normally, but those periods of normal function would
become less and less. He would be able to function normally only
for as long as it was necessary and for as long as permitted. This
wasn’t something that the Dominatrix or Suranne didn’t know. “Oh
don’t you worry, I’m going to take him back here, or send him to
you regularly. You need to get him to a certain place and then I
will decide what to do with him. Or her! By that time he will have
served his purpose and so, it really is just a case of deciding
what to do with him. But I LOVE what you do here. Before taking him
here, I looked into a lot of Dommes. But there was something about
you. I didn’t know what it was I was seeing but now I
do.”

Suranne
was speaking and the other woman just kept stroking the pussy of
the private detective. She was stroking and slipping her fingers,
first one, then two, and then three inside of him, but she was
listening to Suranne as well. “I suspect what you detect is an
intrinsic need to put men or males in their rightful place. To put
them where they belong, and where they should stay. I’m a female
supremacist and am not ashamed to admit that. You must be close to
that yourself. I mean, for you to research and then eventually come
to me. I don’t hide or camouflage what I am, so there must be
something in you?” And this woman didn’t smile. It was like she
never smiled. She had this air of authority about her that was hard
to define. But in any case it didn’t lend itself to kind and
pleasant smiles. “Oh I’m a supremacist alright. I think I’m
superior to everyone.” But Suranne did smile. It was like a little
challenge to this Domme, but not at the same time. “I believe in
leaders and followers. Sure, men are scum, they need to be boxed,
or caged. But there are females who are incapable of leading and
who shouldn’t lead - and they have to be contained as well.
Contained and changed, and made into what they were always meant to
be.” Suranne stopped talking and it was like she was searching this
other woman’s eyes for any reaction to what she was
saying.

Suranne
would have to give it to this woman, she showed nothing. She might
have showed outrage that this woman had come into her domain
spouting on about there being females who should be contained and
changed into what they were always meant to be. But that wasn’t the
case at all. “I like how your mind works. You’re right - some women
don’t deserve the title ‘Women’. Some women even fight what I
believe in - they should be categorised with men - enemies of the
female supremacy state! I come across it time after time in this
business. Insta-Dommes for instance who have no clue about
domination or female supremacy. But I like you. I think we could
work well on certain targeted projects. I’m not sure what you feel
about that?” And it was her turn to stop talking. But she hadn’t
stopped working the private detective’s pussy. She was up to her
third knuckle with three of her fingers and she was twisting them.
She was twisting them and fucking him with those latex covered
fingers. There was this little whimpering sound coming from him -
not the type of sound that one would expect to come from a grown
mature man. But he wasn’t a grown mature man, that was the point.
What he was, was this leggy, young slut who existed to be
penetrated by cock, real cock and he was beginning to ‘moan’ like
one.

“We’ll have a meeting. It think you’re deep enough into what
you do, to be prepared for and eager enough to be part of what I
do. I sense that about you. I’ll do a deal with you - once this
creature you have here on the end of your fingers has served his
purpose to me, I will give him to you - a gift from me to you. And
then we can talk about other things. How does that sound?” Suranne
was smiling in the way that she did, but the female supremacist
dominatrix wasn’t smiling. “I think that sounds perfect. Another
‘man’ off the streets. I can’t wait.” Suranne smiled and nodded.
They didn’t speak again. Instead Suranne just watched this woman
work. And it was as that silence ensued that a door opened, and two
men came in. Naked men that had been in chains. It was easy to see
that they had been in chains because of the indents around their
wrists and their ankles. But they were naked now - a white man and
a black man. What was immediately noticeable about them was the
size and solid state of their manhoods. These were men that would
be deemed ‘well endowed’ and even that could be an understatement.
Suranne wouldn’t know that these men had been basically imprisoned,
taken off the street by this female supremacist and then denied any
sexual relief in the time that they were captive.

She could
have guessed though and she did. The size of their balls. Swollen
to massive sizes, gave away that they hadn’t had any form of relief
for a long time - but the state of their cocks, rigid hard so that
the veins stood out and proud, and so that the bell ends were so
big, so bulbous, so blown up that they looked like they would
explode at any time. A closer look at those enormous bell ends
would reveal that they were oozing pre-cum. It told of these men
having been subjected to an amount of tease and denial and more
than a small amount of this female supremacist’s special treatment
where she gets her prey into the right frame of mind. To say that
tease and denial was a big part of that would be an understatement
as well. And there was this feeling, like an overriding feeling
that these men weren’t gay at all. There was this feeling that they
had been taken and then rewired and coerced and then the need or
the desire in them to obtain sexual relief was something that was
an overriding thing in their minds - sexual relief at all cost.
When they were taken into that room with the private detective
tethered and secured the way he was, what they were seeing was that
long legged young slut ready to take cock - the same as he was
seeing that he was that young leggy, stockinged slut.

It was a
head fuck of epic proportions. One of absolute ‘zone play’ in all
the minds of those concerned. The only ones with clear heads full
of clarity were the Dominatrix and Suranne. They were the ones who
would be getting the full brunt of what was happening. They were
the ones in a way who would be getting the full enjoyment of what
they were seeing. The private detective and the two men oozing
their pre-cum were in that little world all of their own. They were
in the little world that they had been given to inhabit. They were
in their little bits of the sub-world that they had to exist in.
The private detective was in that little bit of the world in which
he would find it harder and harder to escape. And now he, or she
was lubed up to the max. He was in a semi trance that made him
believe, and he was ‘high’ from the cocktail he had been given and
the amyl nitrate or the poppers had made him relax. He had sniffed
that amyl deep, and in doing so loosed his anal muscles so that his
pussy would yield and give way. So that it would accept and absorb
the enormous cocks he was just about to take.

“Go for it boys, she’s all yours. This young dirty slut wants
you to fuck her deep, and hard. She wants to feel your semen
swimming around inside her, and then she wants to suck you clean
because that’s what good little sluts do. That’s what this little
slut likes to do.” And the words were not aimed at the detective.
Rather they were aimed at the men who were just about to do the
deed. But it was obvious that he would hear those words and absorb
them. The dominatrix was talking about him, or her and so he would
hear them, and he would take them in. And he would react to those
words. Yes he was this slut who would do all that. Take those cocks
inside him, squeeze his pussy around them and make it the best fuck
these men had ever had. And he would feel that thick spent semen
swilling round inside him and then oozing from him when they took
their cocks out of his pussy. And then he would gratefully take
those dwindling dripping cocks into his mouth so that he could
clean them and so that he could taste himself - and he would do all
of this because ‘she’ was a good little girl. She was a good girl
and this was what good girls did. They fucked cocks and then they
sucked them clean. The female supremacist dominatrix had planted
the seeds in the two naked men’s heads but she had also planted the
seeds in the private detective’s head.

And when
the black man walked between his spread open stockinged legs first,
there was this anticipation - and there was this ‘groaning’ in this
man that was coming out girlish. Like a whimpering sound. Like this
mashup in his head was happening. The mashup of two minds coming
together. The mind of the good little slut he was being now, and
then the realisation from his subconscious of the reality of what
was happening. No-one would understand this mashup of the two minds
unless they had been there themselves. But it was beyond the point
of return for this man who would be a leggy slut. The big black man
was rubbing the bell end of his big black cock around and around
the detective’s pussy. He wasn’t shoving it in at first. He was
simply applying a little pressure to the anus pussy, just making it
open up a little. The dominatrix moved to the man’s head and held
that little phial of amyl nitrate to his nose as he sniffed deeply
and gratefully. And then the black man introduced his bell end into
the sphincter of the pussy and he pushed - he pushed until the
ridge of his bell end clicked past the sphincter of the
pussy.

There was
this ‘gasp’ from the private detective, and then another whimper.
In a way this would have impressed both the female supremacist and
Suranne who was watching from the side-lines. Maybe both of them
would have expected more when this man took this big headed, thick
trunked cock inside him that way. There would be some blood, there
would be some tearing of the pussy flesh, and yet there was just
this whimper and gasp. It was a sign that he had been prepared
well. That he had been tapped into by Suranne and then prepped well
by this professional dominatrix who was also a core level female
supremacist. In the detective’s mind, he was now experiencing what
it was like to be that young dirty slut. He was knowing what it was
like to be filled with hard solid cock. And he would know what it
was like to feel that cock being pumped in and out up and down
inside him. In reality that cock head would be nudging his colon,
but in his mind it would be his cervix it was bumping up against.
And somehow it seemed fitting that this was being fucked for the
very first time by a black cock. That he was being bitched by a
black cock. And that black man fucked in a steadily and
increasingly urgent way taking the wind from the detective slut all
the time. Rocking him back and for on the bench and into those
stirrups.

And that
man did ejaculate months and months of seed inside the young slut.
And that semen, that thick seed was oozing from him as the white
man took his turn. And by this time the black man was the other end
offering his softening but still snake like cock, dripping, to the
sluts lip glossed lips. And he took that black cock into his mouth
and he worked his lips, her lips - and her tongue and her mouth to
clean the cock. Her first taste of cock. And there was this
throbbing in her clitoris - his tiny cock that wasn’t a cock at all
it was just an oversized clitoris. And he was where he was because
little sluts with oversized clitorises had to exist and live like
this. And so that second cock, the white cock was slipped up into
him. He sucked and cleaned the black cock as the second cock began
moving back and forth in and out of his pussy. Soon, that cock
would be in her mouth and she would be cleaning that. And this was
the beginning of the private detective’s downward spiral. But he,
or she, had a job to do. And he would do that job as he was reeled
further and further in. Suranne smiled - a wide smile. And this
time the female supremacist smiled as well. But hers was a
reserved, slight smile. More a sadistic smile really.

 



Chapter 9

 


REELING
IN TANYA AND LUCY

 


The
private detective had been right of course, it wouldn’t be easy to
find the girls - girls who were now women. No-one, not even Suranne
suggested it would be easy. Suranne simply made it possible for him
to see it a different way. She made it possible for him to be
brought into a head space that ensured he saw himself in a
different light. In fact, this detective would never see things the
same again now that what was once his all-time secret, his
-all-time ‘desire’ was out there in the open. And that was before
he realised that his days as a free person in the normal world were
numbered. And the truth was that this man, the ex murder squad
detective, now a private detective would be grateful to Suranne for
what she had done. For bringing him to that professional Dominatrix
and female supremacist. And in bringing him to this woman, he had
been sucked into that downward spiral. He wouldn’t know it, he
wouldn’t realise it, but he would be able, in a way, to feel the
weight lift off his shoulders. But that weight, the weight of
burden would very slowly come to bare down on him in a very
different way.

“There’s more times like that for you, a lot more. All you
have to do is be a good little bitch for me.” Suranne’s tone had
changed. It had dropped, but it had got sharper and more edgier.
She was carrying on what the female supremacist had started. “Oh,
don’t you worry, your dirty little secret is safe with me but you
need to do my bidding. You need to do what I want you to do. You
need to find those women for me. You need to make sure those
treacherous bitches are taken to me so that they can get their just
deserts. Am I making myself clear?” Again there was that change in
tone. Suranne would be feeling that she had this private detective
where she wanted him now. He would be able to feel that semen
swilling around inside him complete with the knowledge that he had
just taken a huge, thick black cock, and some white cock for good
measure, inside him for real. He would have been aware and have
been shocked at what had happened to him - at where he had been
taken to inside his own mind. And where he had been taken to in the
reality of his mind.

And there
was no hiding from where he had been taken and what had happened to
him. It was there in glaring clarity inside his mind. How he had
been convinced that he was that young slut who existed to gratify
cocks. And how he had been teased, and fed a cocktail of drugs to
make him be in that right place. And then semi tranced by the
female supremacist. It had all seemed so real. He had been
convinced that he was that little bitch. From the clinging to his
legs of the nylon, to the corset, and the high heels and then the
crotchless panties where his little hard clitoris was. And now he
was down from that, now he had been brought down from that, it was
big and bold in his mind. And with all that realisation, the
‘shame’ and the degradation that he would rather not feel, but did.
And that would be something that would stay with him, all the
time.

“Thank, thank you for what you did for me. I’m gonna find
those women for you and bring them to you or make sure that they
are delivered to you so that you can do your worse.” And there was
this understanding in this man, as to what he was saying, and what
he was meaning. He didn’t know anything about Suranne, he knew even
less about the woman who had just overseen his bitching. And yet,
deep inside his mind, because of the experience he had been through
just now, he understood enough. “I should think you are grateful.
But you can show your gratitude by doing what I want you do to. I
will pay you of course, your rate plus expenses. But what you have
to do for me is find those women. And report to the dominatrix
whenever I tell you to.” Suranne was being clever, intensely
clever. She was feeding this man with the knowledge that he would
have an experience very similar on numerous occasions in the future
as long as he did as he was told. And right now although he would
rather forget it, he would even rather crawl under the nearest
rock, not too long into the future when he felt ‘her clitoris’
start to twitch and drool, and swell and throb then he would be
looking on it all in a wholly different way and manner. Then he
would be waiting and ready for the instruction to go and report to
the female supremacist who would then go on to destroy a little
more of the man inside of him. Eventually that woman would destroy
the masculinity in him and replace it with something else -
something less than male.

There was
no wonder, not really, why this man looked troubled when he was
dealing with Tanya and Lucy. No wonder why it looked, for split
seconds at a time that he had the weight of the world on his
shoulders. It was because he did indeed have the weight of the
world all over him. When he’d tracked down Lucy, it was a strange
thing, he had the job in hand. He knew what he had to do, and he
was completely all over that. But there was this knowledge in him,
what had happened at that professional dominatrix’s chambers. He
knew that he had taken a cock inside him, a black cock, and a white
cock and he was dealing with that in the only way he knew how - in
the only way he could. But he had the job in hand. One could
suggest that he knew that failure was not an option. At this point
he didn’t know exactly how fucked he was , or would be, but he did
have this overriding feeling that this was one job that he could
not fail at. This woman, this Suranne had got into his head, and
she had then unlocked his head so that the female supremacist could
just wander into that mind of his. And it was as though both of
them had got in and were still in there. Like they had made it all
theirs.

It was
actually as though this secret, this little perversion of his that
he had carried with him through life, ever since he could remember
was now with someone else and he had no control over it. That was
what it was - this slow creeping feeling that he had lost control
of his own fetish. That fetish where he was this little slut
fucking cock, all cock, any cock. Where he was this little girl
slut, all made up and ready to go. Now he had been there - now he
had been in that head space there was no going back from that.
There was no reverse gear so that he could get out of it and make
it like it was before he met Suranne. This was his lot now this was
what he would have to deal with. He would have to deal with a lot
more - a lot more would come to him, to torture him in the small
hours of the nights to come. And he would feel himself sinking into
that downward spiral. The trouble for him was that once he realised
he was in a downward spiral there would be no way he could scramble
back out of it.

 


Two weeks
later

 


“Hi Lucy. Yes everything is ok, I wanted to see if we could
get together again. Me, you and Tanya, something’s come up. Do you
think you could get hold of her, and we meet up in town for a few
hours?” The private detective was talking into his cell phone. He
waited as Lucy on the other end spoke. Then he spoke again. “Yes I
know, I know we weren’t going to meet or even talk again until
something concrete had turned up. But something has turned up and
we need to discuss it in person, rather than by phone or over
social media. Do you think Tanya will be up for it? It’s kind of
like the sooner the better?” And he stopped again. He was nodding
his head as Lucy spoke the other side then he spoke again. “Let’s
say 7 in that same bar. I’ll assume Tanya is ok with it, if there
is a problem just call this number. This phone is a burner so I’ll
only have it for another day or so then it’s gone.” And there was
this pause again as Lucy spoke from the other end. Then the call
was hung up. He had put enough intrigue into the call to make it a
certainty that the women would turn up. That was his experience.
That was what he did. He was able to manipulate people. His time in
the met police and now as a private detective made it so that he
could manipulate things his own way - so that things would go
exactly as he wanted them to go.

This was
it. This was the night that the women would be taken. All he had to
do was get them together. All he had to do was make sure all the
little bits were in place and that there was nothing else that
could go wrong. All he had to do was make sure that, up to a point,
his little bit was done. The rest he had no control over. The rest
he could not control and could not manipulate. The rest, there was
no use in him worrying about or fretting about. As far as he was
concerned, and far as he had worked out, after this night, it would
be all over for the women Lucy and Tanya. This night they would be
taken out of the picture. They would be vanished. And it would be
like they had vanished off the face of the earth. In fact they
would have been vanished from the real, normal acceptable world,
that’s all. But they would never be seen again. It was a
frightening thought that two women could just vanish. Even more
scary that there would be a wide scale search for them that would
yield nothing in the way of a result. There would be ‘nothing’. And
he knew that. And as he sat and thought about it, once that call
was hung up, maybe then the full realisation was getting to
him.

It was
the size of the thing he was involved with that was getting to him.
It was the sheer scale of what he was involved in that made him
think, and then made him think again. He had been involved in some
of the highest profile murder cases in his time in the met. He had
been involved with investigations into organised crime and then
murder as a result of that organised crime. He had seen and been
involved in some gruesome detailed investigations. And yet now,
right now, he was feeling as though he was out of his depth. There
was even the shortest, microsecond thought that he should walk away
from it. That he should just get up and walk away and never be
found again - and certainly not by Suranne. But then his ‘clitoris’
twitched inside his pantyhose that he wore always under his suit,
and that was like a wet slippery reminder of who he was, and who’s
bitch he was. And with that reminder the thought of walking away
and having nothing further to do with this faded to nothing inside
his head. That was because walking away for him now was not an
option. He was in. And that was that.

 


7pm, same
bar, same table

 


“What’s it all about then? You’ve got something? It’s a go?”
Lucy was up for it. She seemed to be pumped right up for it. “Yes
come on, spill it will you, please. The tension will make me come
out in hives.” That was Tanya, all posh and perfect, and all
professionally dressed since she had come straight from work. She
had considered rushing home to get dressed, maybe make a night of
it with her lover Lucy, but had decided against that, although they
might still make a night of it. The intrigue had got to her and she
just wanted to head straight to that bar. “Wine ladies, or
something more adventurous?” The private detective was as charming
as he had been throughout. One had to wonder how he now managed
that knowing what he was involved with. Or knowing a little bit of
what he was into and knowing that his cock was twitching inside his
pantyhose, making him the little bitch he was told he was. At least
he had a hint of the size of the thing he was involved with. But he
was still able to act and behave with that almost ‘scruffy’ charm,
and maybe that even scared him a little bit.

“They do cocktail specials on a Friday night. I’m up for that.
You Lucy?” And Tanya ran her hand over Lucy’s. They had become an
item. With the night they had spent together in the Hilton on Park
Lane, one had to suppose they would become an item. It wasn’t even
like they were hiding it from the private detective. London, a
modern, multicultural and cosmopolitan city, and it was pretty much
accepted that this private detective had seen it all and done it
all. “Nice to see you two getting on.” And he’d said that with a
cheeky wink and it was like an icebreaker. He had more on his mind
than two women who had been bullied at school and were now in a
relationship together. “Yeah I’ll do the special. And I think you
should do the special as well, just because!” That was Lucy, and
she was being cheeky back to the detective. “Fair enough, three
‘specials’ it is. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” And with that he
was gone. He hadn’t even slipped through the crowd when Lucy was
leaning across and kissing Tanya full on the mouth.

“What do you think he’s got us here for? I mean, for us to be
together again so soon, after the seriousness of the last meeting
and how it ended, it’s got to be a bit odd. I’m more than intrigued
I have to say.” That was the lawyer in Tanya. Lucy kissed her again
and she made a show of lapping Tanya’s saliva off her lips and
taking it back into her own mouth to taste and then swallow. “Oh
you are a hot bitch tonight aren’t you? Fancy some fun when we’re
done here? Make a weekend of it, again?” And Tanya was playing with
Lucy. There was this clear view, this clear vision of two women
who, if not totally in love already were falling that way. There
was this relaxed and totally comfortable way they were with each
other. There was no awkwardness and no hesitation in how they were
with each other. They just did it in different ways. Lucy was
street through and through but she was sincere and she was like now
believing how lucky she was to be in this relationship with this
amazing woman Tanya, with whom she shared that terrible schoolgirl
past. And Tanya, she was posh, and she was as amazed as Lucy that
she could be in this relationship. And where she was more refined
in her behaviour and her movements than Lucy, she was no less
sincere. It was as though she had everything she needed in the
world.

At the
bar, the private detective was slipping the colourless liquid from
dark brown phials into two of the cocktails, and then he was giving
them a little stir with the straws that had been put into the tall
glasses. He carried them back to the table between his two hands,
gripping all three glass in the same hold, as it were. “I feel like
a tart out on a hen night.” And that was his line when he returned
to the table. For only a second it escaped him, what he had said,
and how it applied to him. He felt his ‘clit’ twitch inside his
pantyhose but he managed the cheeky wink to Tanya and Lucy as well.
He liked these two women. He liked their stories and what had
become of them since they left school. It was like he ‘felt’ them.
And yet he was doing this to them. He was betraying them in the
worst possible way. And he knew that before they had even finished
the cocktails they would both be zombified by what he had put into
the drinks.

“You need to be careful we don’t put you into a pink tutu.”
Lucy cracked up at her own joke to the private detective before she
took a huge suck of the thick straw in her glass. It was like she
swallowed without tasting. “Yeah, I reckon a pink tutu would suit
you.” That was Tanya putting in her two pennies worth. Neither of
the woman would know how close to the bone they had come with those
little quips. He knew though and he would wonder if they spotted
the blush he could feel burning under his smooth shaved facial
flesh. If they did notice they didn’t say and he thanked god for
that. “So come on, give us the low down. Have we found Hope Farm?
Are we taking the bitch out like now?” Lucy was keen, and Tanya was
alert as to what the private detective was going to say next. It
maybe have been at this point that this man realised the size of
the betrayal he was involved with. He got on with these women - he
really did like them but it was out of his hands. He was kind of
knowing what a bitch Suranne was and there was this feeling in him,
just a feeling of knowing at least a little bit of what she was
capable of. In his short time knowing her, he knew where she had
taken him. And he could only worry about where he was taking
them.

He was
getting the hugeness of the reverse betrayal. Making it all like it
was him looking for Suranne to take out for them. And all the time
him looking for them and setting them up for Suranne. It was maybe
at this point that he was getting it. That he was getting it all as
his cock, or as his clit twitched in the pantyhose again. And this
time there was the warm, slippery feeling of pre-cum oozing from
it. He flicked his eyes from Lucy to Tanya and then back again.
Both women were taking big sips from those glasses. “Yeah. Hope
Farm has been located. We know where it is and we know that Suranne
is there. She’s going to be taken out, at some point over the
weekend. But you don’t need to know any more than that. By Monday
it will be done and you won’t see me again. And we won’t be able to
have any contact with each at all, do you two understand?” This
time he was serious in his tone. He had to play the part. He had to
act it out like it was real. And all the time the women were taking
in more and more of that drug with the special cocktail.

 



Chapter 10

 


REELING
IN TANYA AND LUCY

 


“I need the rest room. I’ll be straight back.” Lucy was
showing signs of the drug getting to her. Her pupils were bigger
and she was more bug-eyed than she would be if she was just a
little bit drunk - she didn’t quite stumble off her stool but she
wasn’t far off that. Tanya would have noticed this except that she
was in the same state or similar herself. The drug that the private
detective had put into her drink was beginning to work on them
both. But it was so subtle, such a gentle effect over a longer
period of time that they would have naturally thought that the
special cocktails were more special than they had given them credit
for. Which was closer to the truth than they could possibly know.
Over time that colourless drug would render both girls helpless and
defenceless. That was the first phase of their take-out in process.
That was the detective’s little bit being perfectly applied. When
all taken into consideration, this man had become involved in a big
way, and he had come to like these two women he was betraying. And
yet his little bit, his contribution to the women being taken out
of circulation and into the Hope Farm system was tiny. His was a
minuscule contribution. It was a fact that his contribution in
giving himself to Suranne and to the female supremacist was much
bigger than his contribution to the fortunes of Lucy and Tanya. It
was just that he didn’t know that yet.

Lucy made
the rest room, just about. But she had her hand over her forehead.
Maybe it was this point that she realised that she wasn’t drunk at
all. It would be difficult to say what she thought. She got inside
the main restroom and didn’t go to a cubicle. She didn’t want to go
to the toilet at all. She’d just needed to get out of the buzz of
the bar. She could feel herself going and she needed to be out of
there. But it was like now she was in the otherwise empty restroom
she didn’t quite know what to do with herself. Her arms felt heavy.
Her legs felt heavy. There was a tiny slither knowledge inside,
deep inside her mind there somewhere that she had been drugged. But
that was where the logic didn’t quite come so clearly. Who would
drug her and why? The private detective was like her and Tanya’s
friend so he wouldn’t drug her or them. And then there was the fact
that this was the day and age when women got drugged in bars and
then date raped all the time. Maybe someone had slipped something
into her drink. And then there was the micro lightening thought
that Tanya may have had her drink done as well. Fuck she needed to
get back.

But that
was the problem, she couldn’t propel herself back towards the door
of the restroom and then back to the bar. Her legs were heavy, her
feet were heavy. Her arms were heavy. She was fucked. “Don’t try to
fight it. It’s pointless. Just go with it.” The voice came from
nowhere. If she had been able to she would have spun round to see
who the female voice belonged too. It sure as hell didn’t belong to
Tanya. She didn’t recognise the voice at all and to be honest that
was the least of her problems. She had to wait for this woman, an
older woman to come round to the front of her so that she was
standing in front of her. A tall woman, stacked. Outrageously
fetish in her appearance with severe makeup and a long, tight high
ponytail that seemed to sprout from the top of her head in an
erupting plume. “Who the fuck are you?” At least they were the
words that formed in Lucy’s mouth, but they didn’t come out of her
mouth. “I know, you want to know who the fuck I am right? Well you
don’t need to know that either. All you need to know at this point
is that you’re coming with me and you won’t see your normal life
again. That’s it. That’s all you need to know.”

Lucy’s
ability to process things in her mind was also being eroded because
she couldn’t get her head round what she was being told. And that
was kind of fucking her off. What was this fetish woman on about,
she would going with her and she wouldn’t see her normal life
again? Fucking stupid bitch! She needed to get out of the rest
room. She had the overwhelming feeling that she needed to get away
from this woman who was in front of her. In fact she was so in
front of her, and so close in her personal space that she could
feel her warm breath washing over her face as she spoke. But the
drug had taken hold now - it had her where it was supposed to have
her one would have to guess. “I know, I know. You can’t think. You
can’t move. You can’t do jack shit can you honey? But you won’t
have to worry about that for too long, because with what is in line
for you, you will think, if you can think at all in the future,
that this was all a breeze for you. Best not to fight it though
honey because nothing is going to stop what’s going to happen.
You’re being taken from here, and there is nothing that will stop
that process.”

And this
time the woman was smiling. She had full, almost negro lips that
were stretched perfectly smooth. And they were perfectly red as
well. Like a deep blood red that enhanced the almost evil smile
that she was giving across to Lucy. She wasn’t black though,
possibly mixed race. That was it, possibly there was some black in
her genes somewhere but she was stunning - and most of all she was
confident to the point of ultra arrogance. One had to spare more
than a single thought for Lucy. What exactly was going through her
mind as she realised that she was in danger but also as she
realised that there was nothing she could do about it? There would
have been this slither of fear that slice up through the core of
her. The drug was and had disabled her but that wouldn’t stop or
numb the fear. And that was in her eyes - that fear. She would have
wanted, or needed to get back to Tanya and they needed to get the
fuck out of there. And was the private detective in danger as well?
She had to get back but there was nothing in her. Now she couldn’t
even lift an arm to defend herself if this woman had started to
beat her. She couldn’t do anything. And whatever it was she had
been given was taking a bigger hold of her. It was like something
that had infested her, something that had taken her ability to
motor herself in the first instance but then went on to do all
sorts of things to her mind. She would be vaguely aware of being
led out of that restroom as though she was floating. Vaguely aware
of turning left to the rear of the building rather than right back
to the bar. And then, very vaguely she would be aware of the cold
night air hitting her in the face as she was taken outside. That
would be the last she’d know for the time being. From then it all
got fucked up, and some.

Back in
the bar, Tanya and the private detective we’re talking. But Tanya’s
ability to talk any sense was deserting her as well. “So you two
are together then, a real love story huh?” That was the detective.
He wasn’t being sarcastic, or nasty in what he bluntly asked. One
had to guess it was his way of being sincere. “You know, I didn’t
set out to be a lesbian. But I did want to fall in love.” Tanya’s
voice was a little bit slurred and she as well would have put that
down to the ‘special’ cocktails. “Sorry, what the actual fuck is in
these drinks?” Now there was a question that the detective could
have answered being as it was him that had spiked the drinks. Tanya
was struggling to maintain the ‘poshness’ in her voice. “You know,
times have changed. These days you love who you love. The
homophobes are in the minority. People accept it, people have no
choice but to accept it. People know that there’s nothing wrong
with falling in love with someone of the same sex.” And they were
the last words from the detective that would have meant something
to Tanya. He would have been the last person she would expect to
have been understanding and accepting. He had come from the hard
world of the met. Every one of his relationships would have broken
down, or finished before it even got started. He had been alone for
years and yet these words came from him. She liked that - whilst
she was capable she liked it, that is.

“Where the fuck is Lucy, she’s been gone for ages. I’m going
to go see if she’s ok.” And Tanya was just about able to get to her
feet and put one in front of the other. “You sure you’re ok, I can
come with you if you want?” And there was a degree of concern in
the detectives voice. Even a degree of ‘guilt’. That could be it,
guilt. Tanya waved him off. She was all but in a stupor at this
point but she made the restroom, just. And then she just stood
there. That was the problem, she just stood there and she did what
Lucy had done. She held her hand to her forehead as though she was
trying to think of something important. But that was the thing as
well, she couldn’t think of anything. For a few seconds she tried
to remember what she had come to the restroom for. For that few
seconds the reasons she was there completely and utterly escaped
her. It seemed that the drug didn’t work in exactly the same way
with everyone if was administered to. But then before it did grip
hold of her she remembered, again just for split seconds, Lucy. She
looked round but her vision was a little blurred. There was no-one
in the restroom not even Lucy. And that puzzled her. Where the fuck
was she? That made her rub that hand over her forehead. Then her
arms and her hands became heavy and her arms. And her legs, and it
was like she was planted to the spot. “Fuck!” She managed to get
that out, but anything in forced poshness was taken away from that
forced out word. It was the last word she spoke at this
time.

“Just go with it honey. Lucy’s gone and so will you be gone in
a little while.” Again, Tanya would have spun to see who’s voice
that was that she didn’t recognise. And again words formed in her
mind that she was unable to get out of her mouth. Words that she
was unable to propel from her brain to her tongue and then through
her lips. “I know, so much to say but no time to say it?” And this
woman, the fetish vision again there, right in front of Tanya now
was smiling. It was as though this very part of the process she
enjoyed. She was a Hope Farm dedicate. She had risen above the
victims. She may have even been a victim once and found that it was
possible in a certain way to get out of that rut. Maybe a
demonstration of her own sadism, or a demonstration of her deeply
rooted vindictiveness. And this was certainly how it seemed here.
It seemed that the taking of victims was not only this woman’s
speciality, but her deep joy. And there was that smile again,
across those thick, smooth deep red lips. But it was more than a
smile. It was like statement that she was making, like she was
standing all fetish, loud, tall and proud. And Tanya was getting
the slight creaking sound of something as this woman moved. She
wouldn’t know what it was, she didn’t get it because the drug was
gripping hold of her central nervous system by now and her
abilities were becoming less and less.

But what
she was hearing was the sound of ‘latex’. Latex moving and
stretching, and clinging. And there was this little ‘creaking’
sound that was associated with that latex as this tall possibly
mixed race woman moved. She was in a dress. A tightly fitting black
latex dress that had been shined to death and she was perched in
the highest of stilettos. If she was meant to catch the eye, then
she did that with interest. But it was odd. This was a woman who
was in the process of taking two other women out of the normal
world. One would think she would want to dip in and dip out again
unnoticed. Or in a way that didn’t attract attention. But this
woman was all out to say “look at me. Look at the bitch I am!” And
she’d be right there. The bitch vision was there, but no
explanation as to why she hadn’t gone in under the radar. It was
one of those questions that couldn’t be answered. Like the one
where it might have expected to be that someone, from the bar, or a
member of staff would come into that restroom either when Lucy was
being taken or when Tanya was in the process of being taken. But
nothing. That restroom stayed eerily empty apart from the
participants of these particulars abductions.

Soon,
Tanya would be taken out of that restroom, turned left and then out
to the back alley where transport would be waiting to take her to
Hope Farm. And it would be there that she would begin the rest of
her life. The first day of the rest of her life, as the saying
goes. One had to wonder would it be the same for Tanya that it was
for Lucy. The blacked out van was already there when Lucy hit the
fresh air and she had been loaded into the back of the van bodily
before being secured. Being secured meant that she was on her hands
and knees in the back of that van. The floor of the van just cold
bare steel. Lucy might have been aware of having her jeans and low
top cut off her by huge shears. But then she might not have been.
She might have been aware of having her knees and her ankles spread
wide behind her and then secured to the van floor. She may have
been aware of the thing she was leant over. Like a bar that
supported her under. And she might have been aware of her hands
being secured to the floor of the van as well, by her wrists. But
then she might not have been aware of any of this. Just like she
might not have been aware of the appendage being slipped into her
vagina, and one into her ass. And then the one into her mouth. An
oral appendage that resembled a black cock and that was fixed to a
rig, and then jacked into her mouth until it nudged the back of her
throat. Just like the anal appendage nudged her colon and created
that permanent pressures and the vaginal one nudged her
cervix.

That was
it about that drug that had been applied. Everything became surreal
and there might have been some realisation in what was happening
but not full realisation. She may have even been aware, and
grateful that although her holes were being raped, that she wasn’t
being raped by real cocks. That could have been a result of what
the drug was doing to her mind. That she was having her mind
twisted and fucked around with and she was thinking that she was
grateful when she should have been mortified at what she was going
through. But that was it, there was no conception of what she was
going through because that drug had taken the ability away from her
to process it. She could process it maybe in certain ways but not
others. There might have been even the odd grunt, the odd
exclaiming ‘noise’ from her, as the rig she was impaled on through
her core, was adjusted, and tightened, and ‘finalised’. And it was
maybe then that she was coming to terms with there being something
dreadfully wrong here. But with that realisation that she was in a
lot of trouble was the continuing inability for her to do anything
about it. If she had been able to talk, she couldn’t anymore
because there was a fixed, and inflated dildo gag in her mouth that
she was forced to suck on and which effectively prevented very much
in the way of noise escaping from her lips and certainly no
decipherable words.

It didn’t
matter what was happening inside her head. She would slowly become
aware of her ass and her cunt being stretched around there
respective appendages. She might even have felt the pain associated
with the over inflating of those appendages. And very slowly she
would have been able to think what the fuck she was going to do
next. Or what was she able to do next. And then the realisation
that she could do nothing. Nothing at all. She may have already
been in this state before that van moved out of the side alley and
into the main London City traffic and out towards the north of the
city, heading north to Hope Farm. And it would be on that journey
that the drug would wear off. It wouldn’t happen quickly. It would
be a slow and draining wear off of the effects of that drug that
had been applied by the private detective. It would be a slow and
psychologically painful process that would bring her into full
realisation that something wasn’t just wrong here, but that both
she had Tanya were in terrible danger.

The pain
would be something that would come over her slowly, but first.
Those appendages inside her holding her rigid during that trip and
making her wellbeing dependant on the suspension of the van. There
would be a time during the process when there would be ‘panic’. A
panic to get out of this situation. That would be normal. That
would be expected. There would have been the wearing off of the
surreality that she had been hit with, and there would have been
the gradual dawning of real and proper reality. And then the
realisation that she was secured rigid with no means of escape and
no means of speaking out loud. And by this time, by the time that
van was heading out of the circle of the M25 she would be thinking
again.

Thinking
about Tanya and about the private detective back at the bar. They
would be looking for her and they would save her. Yes there would
have been those thoughts. But then again the reality of how could
they find her. How would they know where she had gone or where she
was going? And again, were they in danger? There was one thing for
sure that no matter what level of reality Lucy came to in that van,
impaled and raped the way she had been, by inanimate objects
slipped inside of her by a real latex clad female human being, that
she would connect all of this to her schooldays, or Suranne, or
Hope Farm. That delicious reality would only hit her very
eventually. Very eventually!

 



Chapter 11

 


REELING
IN TANYA AND LUCY

 


There was
an identical van waiting for Tanya at the back of the bar. The
first van, containing Lucy had gone. That one was already weaving
its way through the London night-time traffic when Tanya was taken
out. It had been a slow process - slower than when Lucy came out.
Tanya’s steps were almost ponderously slow. Her legs, her feet had
been almost too heavy for her but she had been led and held by the
tall woman in latex. She had been taken smoothly out of that bar
and not one other person had been seen, or come across. That was
odd. That there was no-one else to step in and find out of
everything was ok, if Tanya was ok, just added to the oddity, and
to the scariness of this whole thing. But it wouldn’t have mattered
if anyone had come across them both. Tanya was unable to talk,
unable to get over any sort of message that she was in trouble -
that she was in any kind of serious trouble. But the cold night air
had an effect on Tanya, it brought her to a little bit. It sent
some shivers down her and in her mind at least she became more
aware. But that didn’t help her either. That just made her more
aware that she was in a lot of trouble. She would have asked this
woman, why? But then what would be the point of that? It wasn’t
like this woman would reconsider and let her go. This hadn’t been a
chance abduction.

Indeed,
this hadn’t been something that had happened by accident. If it had
been an opportunist happening then, had Tanya been able to talk
then she would have been able to plead her case. But even to Tanya,
drugged up to the max, and in some kind of suspended animation
between two worlds, she was working out in what little bit of her
mind that was working that this was something more than that. That
it was something big - something that somehow she had been caught
up in. And yet one wondered as well had Tanya yet connected this
happening with the Hope Farm thing, with the Suranne thing and with
the private detective thing? One had to think not because she was
in this serene space at the moment. She was going with the flow. If
there had been any connection there with what they were meeting in
that bar for, then it would have been in her eyes. She was the same
as Lucy, oblivious to the reality. Or, oblivious to the ‘real’
reality. She went through the same as Lucy went through. Thinking
that the private detective would come find her and it would be ok.
That Lucy had just gone out for some fresh air, and at any time she
would appear and it would be alright again. But those thoughts
faded quickly as the drug did its stuff.

Tanya
wasn’t secured into the van the same as Lucy - her bondage rig for
transporting her to Hope Farm was different. Although she was
equally as helpless against what was done to her. Equally as raped
mechanically as Lucy was. She was aware of this woman, this latex
sheathed woman, standing watching her as other people, other hands
were all over her doing things to her, and then loading her into
the van. She kind of watched in an out of body experience as her
clothes were sheared off to the extent that she was naked. And then
of being assisted into the back of the van and then being position,
facing backwards towards the back door of that van. She was on her
knees and her legs were being spread. Her knees were being spread
wide and then secured like that. And she was aware of her feet
behind her being spread to the same width as her knees and then
secured like that. Tanya would remember that these people doing
things to her, touching her, positioning her were faceless people.
If she’d been asked were they male or were they female, she
wouldn’t know. The only thing she would be sure about was the woman
in the latex dress. The tall woman in the latex and high heels. She
would remember her face. She’d never know why she would remember
her face as opposed to the faces of the people doing things to her.
But that was a given. She didn’t even know how many people were
doing the things to her. That would have been the shock, on top of
the effects of the drug.

She was
aware of having a slippery wet appendage being jacked up into her
vagina, and then an identical one into her anus. Somewhere inside
her mind she was horrified that this was happening to her. She
would remember that she wished that she could defend herself. She
would remember being angry that she couldn’t defend herself, and
even angrier that she couldn’t do anything at all to stop what was
happening to her. That seemed to make her more angry than anything,
that she was helpless. She sucked in air sharply as the appendages
were inflated to fill all of her. And she gasped again as fingers
and thumbs were down between her legs, pulling out her labia,
making sure that it wasn’t tucked inside her with the appendage.
She did have the brief thought, the brief question in her mind as
to why they were doing that? Why did they need to pull out her
labia like that? But the answer came quickly as steel springed
crocodile clips one to each of her labia were attached. She
couldn’t even scream from the pain of that. The drug had put paid
to that.

But the
drug didn’t deaden the pain of the teeth piercing and biting into
her most delicate flesh. She got that, she got all of it but she
couldn’t do anything about it. For that time, or for the time being
her arms were heavy at her sides, useless. But then they were taken
up, spread wide and secured to the top corners of the van, where
the side walls met the roof. And this was how she would be
transported, kneeling, spread wide, impaled and with crocodile
clips biting into her delicate labial flesh. Except that wasn’t all
that was done to her. There were chains attached to those crocodile
clips, and those chains brought down to micro-pulley devices
between Tanya’s knees. Those chains attached and then ratcheted so
that the labia lips were pulled down and stretched. They were
pulled down that was, they were stretched that way until it hurt.
Not until it hurt just a little bit, but until it hurt a lot. And
that stretch, that pain of the pressure of that stretch was
something that was a constant. Tanya would be feeling every microbe
of the discomfort that had been applied down there between her
legs. She would feel the pressure of the appendages jacked up and
inflated inside her and she would feel the sharp, stinging, almost
ripping pain of her stretched, and pierced labial flesh.

The
woman, that latex woman couldn’t help but take a closer look at
Tanya in this position. She waved the other people off, just for
the time being as she approached that open back door of the van.
And she made a point of looking right into Tanya’s eyes. “You have
no idea do you? You have no idea where you’re going, or why you’ve
been taken?” And she tilted her head as though she was slightly
sorrowful for Tanya. But she was right. Tanya didn’t have a clue.
She didn’t have an idea. And the worse was that she couldn’t think
why, or where. She couldn’t think at all - that was the problem.
And now she was in this agonising position, drugged and half out of
her wits with fear. How could she think logically, how could she
think about the finer details? In the first instance how would she
be able to work out that the private detective had betrayed her and
Lucy? If she could manage to think about that she would work out
that this was all about Hope Farm and Suranne. If she could put all
that together then she would be able to work out that a nightmare
from the past was back, with a vengeance. But she couldn’t work it
out. She hadn’t worked it out and she wouldn’t until that journey
had been done and until the van door was swung open at the other
end. The moment, the instant that happened, it would all come to
her. And when it did that the real nightmare would
begin.

For now
they hadn’t finished securing her. Or, they hadn’t finished
completing the torture process for her trip. The latex dressed
woman ran the flat of her right hand over the globes of Tanya’s
exposed and vulnerable breasts. She did that a few times and seemed
to be wanting the nipples to harden. Tanya wouldn’t have wanted her
nipples to become hard. If they did, in her mind it would be like
she was sexually excited and she didn’t want it to look like that.
But she couldn’t stop nature taking its course. This woman knew how
to make nipples hard. She knew how to manipulate and excite the
nipple flesh so that the nipples filled and erected and bloated.
And as she did that she maintained the eye contact with Tanya. What
she was doing to displaying to the captive that she could do
anything she wanted with her. And that even though she had been
penetrated and raped by those inanimate, inflated appendages, she
hadn’t finished with her and that there was a nothing that she
couldn’t do to her or with her.

And that
eye contact was still being maintained as this woman used her
perfectly manicured hands to squeeze open two more crocodile clips
in front of Tanya. She could have simply attached them to the
nipples without delay. But she didn’t do that. She pinched them
open, one in each hand and she held them up for Tanya to see. Tanya
wasn’t capable of much, she hadn’t been for some time and this was
more the case now. But she would have been able to do the maths
involved. This woman had ensured that her nipples were erect and
now she had produced these little lethal looking crocodile clips
with pin sharp teeth. It wouldn’t take much to work out where those
clips were going. And there was almost a ritual about how the woman
attached them. She didn’t do it quickly. She didn’t just let the
clip go and bite into the base of the nipples. Rather she squeezed
them open and let them go very very slowly so that the torture was
very slowly applied. And all the time she maintained that eye
contact. All the time she looked deep into the eyes of
Tanya.

And once
those clips, both of them had bitten into the bases of the nipples,
more small gage chains were attached and then further attached to
more micro pulley devices down between Tanya’s legs. And so her
nipples were pulled and stretched down. Those nipples stretched
where the stem of the erect nipples met the slightly rougher
speckled flesh of the aureole. And there was this look of horror
that was conveyed through Tanya’s eyes. A look of abject horror
that conveyed probably what she was feeling. And probably it
conveyed that she was bemused at being treated in this way. That
she was totally at a loss as to why someone would do something like
this to her. And that she just did not get why she was in this
predicament. She would have been trying to wrack her brains to work
it out. But she wouldn’t be able to.

She
wouldn’t be able to because she was having to deal with so much
already. She hadn’t done anything to anyone. She had never hurt
anyone in her life. Never done anything to offend anyone and never
once had that many cross words with anyone that would result in
some kind of vengeance being taken against her. Let alone to this
level. And that was the almost unbelievable thing. That there
hadn’t been many events in her life that were traumatic. The last
had been back in her schooldays, with Suranne and that had left a
mark on her. And yet for some reason, she was not connecting the
two. In fact there was nothing further from her mind at this
precise point, than Suranne. Even given the fact that she was why
they were meeting in this bar at this time. Maybe this was how it
was supposed to be for a reason.

 


When the
van door swung open, Tanya all impaled and tortured, she was
looking directly at Lucy. But at first she didn’t or couldn’t
process what she was seeing. She couldn’t get her head round her
it. With the diminishing effects of the drug, the un-numbed shock
was taking over. There was Lucy, her Lucy. But it wasn’t right,
nothing was right. The journey had taken it all out of her. Every
single part of her hurt, and that journey had seemed to go on
forever. There had been the smooth motorways, then the B class
roads, the country lanes and then the dirt tracks to Hope Farm. But
she had no idea what was happening. She’d had so much to deal with
and now she was looking directly at Lucy. And Lucy was looking back
wide eyes. It looked like Lucy’s eyes were so wide, so bulging that
they would pop out on their stalks at any time. The van had been
reversed into one of the out-buildings at Hope Farm. Tanya still
was clueless as to where she was or what was happening. In fairness
she had been trying to come to terms with the fact that she was
double impaled via her most private intimate holes. And she was
still being tortured by those lethal crocodile clips, and the fact
that her labia and nipples had been ratcheted down, and
stretched.

And there
would have been this whimpering sound from Tanya as the van door
was swung open - that would have been the fear, and yes the shock.
And then yes the sight of Lucy. But there would have been this
puzzlement, this thing in her mind as she tried to work out what
she was seeing. Lucy was standing on top of a box - just a rough
wooden box or crate. And she was naked with her hands tied at the
wrist behind her back. There were hand marks all over her torso,
all over her flesh. Grab marks to her breasts - and her left breast
it looked had been gripped by the nipple and then that nipple
twisted. There were marks down her neck. Finger marks around her
throat. But those finger marks and squeeze marks had been directed
by the noose that was around her neck. A bona fide rope noose had
been fashioned and then placed over her head and around her neck.
The knot then adjusted and brought to the side of her jaw and
pulled, and adjusted so that it dug in under Lucy jawline. That
rope then went up into the darker, gloomier heights of the
outbuilding they were in. It looked like the setting for an
execution that had been stayed but only for the arrival of
Tanya.

What she
was seeing came to Tanya very slowly. Even then she didn’t or
couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. “Lucy…:” it was all she
managed to get out. “Yes, it’s your fellow traitor Lucy, already
for the other world.” And there was this voice that seemed to come
from nowhere. Maybe it came from the side of the van, the speaker
out of sight. That had to be it, but by this time Tanya was
focussing on the slithers, and the streams of spent semen that were
pouring down Lucy legs. She saw them, she saw that thick spent
semen in rivers were running down the length of Lucy’s legs but it
didn’t compute. It should have but it didn’t. And there was another
oddity - Lucy was on her bare tippy toes. And she was trying to
work out why she was on her tippy toes like that. But then it came
to her. She had to be like that or the rope around her neck would
begin the process of strangling her. It came to her that Lucy had
been roped like that, noosed and then hoisted up on her own tippy
toes to save herself. In other words she had to stay on her tippy
toes in order to save her own life.

And then
Suranne came into view - and there was this core shock applied. And
in those microseconds, Tanya did all the mental maths necessary.
And it was at that point that something inside her, something deep
inside her was taken away. The journey was a breaking process. The
journey was meant to be a breaking process. Just like it had been a
breaking process for Lucy. Tanya had been tortured by her bonds and
appendages and crocodile clips for the whole journey. There had
been no let up. And as the drug wore off, so the pain and the
discomfort came full on. But the best was saved for last. There was
this shiver that affected her visibly as Suranne came into view and
directly in front of her blocking her view of Lucy. “You thought
you could run out on me right? All those years ago you thought you
could just run away and nothing would ever come of that, right?”
Suranne sounded calm, and yet there was this edge to her voice
which made it so that she had to force out her words between at
least partly gritted teeth. And she was looking directly into
Tanya’s eyes. She wanted to make it like there was no mistake in
Tanya’s head that she knew who was talking to her.

“But I digress. Welcome to Hope Farm, your new home.” And she
stood back and smiled. She wanted Tanya to absorb what she was
saying a little bit at a time. And then she spoke again. “I haven’t
decided whether to make an example of Lucy here yet. Execute her
now, just to start your own new life off with a bang.” And again
she stopped. It was like this woman picked her words carefully -
like she picked as few words as possible so that they would have
the maximum effect. Tanya was taking it in but it was slowly. And
the fact that she could lose Lucy here and now kind of hit her with
an immediate low blow and her eyes opened wide. “No, no, please
don’t hurt her anymore, please.” And that was impressive - Tanya
suffering herself from a horrendous impaling, and a horrendous
journey, was begging for Lucy’s life. Suranne would like that and
she did smile. And that smile would have immediately been
remembered by Tanya. She would have remembered that smile from when
she had stood by and watched those men and women using her, and
doing things to her all those years ago. She would have remembered
that smile and that look in her eyes.

The exact
same look that she had in her eyes now. “Relax slut. Lucy here
isn’t going to be so lucky that she get to be hung by the neck
until she is dead. That would be too easy. Neither of you will have
that luxury. You’re both going to live a life here. You’re both
going to suffer here at Hope Farm. And this, what you see now, what
you ‘feel’ now, is nothing to what you are going to feel in the
future. And for me, what is exciting, what is thrilling, what
excites ME, is that you are going to witness each other’s
suffering. You are going to see what happens to each other. You are
going to learn what happens when you cross ‘me’. And that was what
you both did, all those years ago, you crossed me. And I have been
waiting for this day, for so long. And now, here you both are.
Where I want you and where I need you.” And Suranne stopped talking
again. She just stopped and stood back flicking her eyes from
Tanya, still impaled and secured in that van, to Lucy, freshly
raped, dripping with semen and with a noose around her neck. She
had wanted her entrance, or her revealing to be special, and it had
been.

 



Chapter 12

 


Amy -
creature

 


Amy
hadn’t needed to lick that door frame all the way up and all the
way down, especially the way she did it. But she did. It was her
connection to an orgasm that she wouldn’t get. A connection that
was tenuous to say the least. But it had been something that she
hung onto. She was aware of what she looked like. She was aware of
what she had become. She was aware of the entertainment that she
was providing the paying audience. She was aware of everything. She
might have wished somewhere deep in her, her mind that she didn’t
understand. But the simple fact was that she did. All she could do
was go with it. She’d had her dignity taken off her a long time ago
- it would be pointless for her to mourn the loss, or mourn the
removal of her dignity and her pride. It would be pointless for her
to hanker after it, and crave for her humanity and her dignity to
be returned to her because that wasn’t going to happen. Besides,
she had other things to crave now. She had other things to focus
on. The pleasure inside her. She didn’t know where that pleasure
came from. She knew that there were ‘things’ put inside her but she
didn’t understand not really how she could be so on edge of orgasm
all the time. She didn’t understand how she couldn’t just cum to
her hearts content. But then at the end of the day she didn’t need
to understand, she just needed to deal with it.

She was
attached to a frame or a rig now. She was standing, but she was
standing in a ’squat’. Her hands were above her, arms bent at the
elbows and secured to either side of the frame. Likewise her long,
long legs in those hoofed boots. Those legs bent at the knees, the
knees secured to the frame and then her ankles brought out wide and
secured the frame also. This left her vulnerable and exposed. It
left the hugeness of the milk producing mammaries on view and
touchable. And it left that dripping cunt of hers just ‘there’ to
be looked at, to be gawped at and to be touched as well. Another
part of the frame she was attached to, an upright was dead centre
between her legs. At the top of the upright was an appendage. It
looked like a brutal appendage and that was because that was
exactly what it was - a brutal phallic like appendage. One that was
jacked up and inside Amy. Jacked right up into her so that it
nudged her cervix - and so there was this constant pressure on her
cervix that caused a discomfort but which also added to her
constant state of arousal. An appendage jacked into her so much
that, had she not already been on her tippy toes, then she would be
now - except that her wrist bondage, knee bondage and ankle bondage
prevented that. And so she was just left in this permanent state of
tension, and of stress and this was visible to see. She was in an
alert like squat.

That was
the thing about Amy. She had this constant state of arousal but
also she had this discomfort and pain being applied to her. It was
another case of things not being fair for her. Of course things
were not fair for her, she was a creature of Hope Farm - nothing
was fair for her. It never would be. There was nothing that was
designed to be of benefit for her. She had to live the life that
had been designed for her. And so this huge appendage jacked up
inside her, stretching her, and filling her, was part of what she
had to endure. It was part of what was necessary - so that she
could gratify the paying customers. gratify the paying perverts.
And this appendage did that - it was something else that forced to
her act, or to stand in her secured state in a special way. The
pressure on her spine because of the hoof boots and then on her
cervix because of the big fat appendage made her ‘attempt’ to stand
more upright just to take it. But the bondage prevented that. And
when that appendage was inflated, inside of her, she let out some
kind of scream. One had to say some kind of scream because it
wasn’t really a scream. Not a human one anyway. There were
screaming qualities to the sound but it couldn’t be called an
actual scream. There was this wet quality to the sound that she
made - almost like one would imagine the sound of someone, or
something screaming underwater might make.

There was
that initial burst and hiss of compressed gas which inflated the
appendage inside of Amy and then there was the sound that she made.
It was like there was a delay - just a micro millisecond of a
delay. A delay so that the message got to her brain that she was
being hurt right at that precise moment. And then came the sound,
and the visuals. The sight of Amy catapulting saliva and drool from
her mouth as she attempted to deal with what was happing inside
her. And there was something even suggestive as she did that. It
was like she wasn’t forgetting that she was aroused as well at the
same time. It was like she wasn’t allowed to be forgetting that her
constant state of arousal was the single most important thing in
her life right now. And it was like she was being given unspoken
commands that she needed to deal with the pain but she needed to be
aroused at the same time. It was like an impossible set of commands
in her own mind. It was like, and it was, as though Amy was in this
constant state of ‘lose lose’. She was in a position and a
predicament that she could not win. Or couldn’t benefit from
because she was a creature of Hope Farm.

There was
yet another round of applause as one woman spotted something.
“Look, its dripping down the pole. Fabulous!” She was referring to
the pole that had jacked the appendage up inside Amy and now she
was dripping down that pole - leakings from around the pole, and
from her stretched and rolled open cunt. Yes, there were several
rivers of sexual drool escaping from her stretched, open cunt and
sliding down that pole. Eventually those rivers would reach the
bottom of the pole and begin to pool around it. That would be cause
for another round of applause no doubt. Poor Amy, mother of the
twins must have thought that she was being sent to some madhouse,
at least in her mind. But it didn’t stop there. It was fact that
nothing was ‘enough’. Amy couldn’t be aroused enough, there was
always more. And she couldn’t suffer enough on top of that arousal,
there was always more and more. It was that ‘fairness’ thing again
coming out. It wasn’t fair and it wasn’t fair because it wasn’t
supposed to be fair.

The
arousal was inflicted as a result of the implants behind the
clitoris and behind the nipples. And now the nipple implants were
being manipulated in another way. They were being used to deliver
nerve jangling ‘tickles’ to the nipples - inside the nipples and on
top of the arousal. It was another example of the excesses that
existed at Hope Farm. And the second that Amy felt those little
tickles being induced on top of the pleasure being spread around
the full volume of her breasts, there was this change in her facial
expressions. And it was clear that she needed to ‘scratch’. It was
clear that she needed to try to relieve the tickles. They were
tickles deep inside the nipples that needed to be scratched. At
first those tickles were a shock to Amy’s system. But then they
settled into something that was maddening. Something that she
couldn’t cope with. And it was clear that she couldn’t cope with it
from the expression on her face. It was one of horror, and
mortification. It was one of shock - almost like Amy had been
regressed again and she couldn’t believe that someone could be so
cruel to her. Almost as though she needed to get her head round it
all over again. Almost like she was having to start all over again
- like start the ride all over again or start the nightmare all
over again. Like a perpetual rollercoaster that she would never get
to grips with.

And there
was a double wave of applause as those rivers of cuntal fluids
reached the floor and began to pool, and as Amy made this noise of
distress with her attractive full lips. The applause for the sound
was because it was a sound that she made, that she hadn’t made
before, and because it was a sound that told of her next level of
distress. And that was it - these people applauded her because she
was at the next level of distress. These people, these perverts,
these deviants were applauding because this mature woman, this
animalised ‘creature’ had reached yet another level of distress.
And even then they would have been looking forward to yet the next
level being reached. It was a fact that deviants and sadists are
never satisfied. They are always on the lookout for the next big
buzz - they are always looking for the next level of despair and
hurt they can inflict. But this round of applause together with the
ripple of chatter as they witnessed this - they liked what they
were seeing. But this just meant that they wanted and needed to see
more. What it actually meant was that Amy would be in demand. And
because she would be in demand, there was no end to her daily
suffering, not really.

Suranne
came in and stood at the back of the room. For now she was a just
observing but she smiled. She was happy with what she was seeing.
She was even more happy with what she was hearing. Even she was
impressed with the sounds that Amy was making. For a woman whose
ability to speak had been taken away from her when they tweaked her
mind, it was both interesting and exciting, the way Amy got across
her distress now. Those sounds less human, more animal like. And
what could have been going through Amy’s mind at this time?
Especially when yet another sensation was being introduced to the
deeper recesses of her vagina via the appendage that had been
slipped up into her and then inflated. That wasn’t a tickle, and it
wasn’t an extension of the arousal technique. It was something that
because of Amy’s state of mind, was neither pain nor pleasure. In
her mind it would have been a mixture of both. And it came in
waves, like tsunami wave that washed right through her and ones
which for the duration of the wave, obliterated the pure pleasure
sensation. This was Amy suffering excesses of excesses.

Amy
didn’t know whether to grunt with the pleasure or scream with the
pain. There was yet another sound from her that brought more
applause - yet another sound that hadn’t been heard before. She was
being taken to yet another place. Her breasts were still being
pleasured, and tickled from within. And her clitoris was still
being pleasured from behind the bundle of nerves that made it up.
But now her nipples were throbbing, and so was her clit. And on top
of that there was this pain pleasure being applied via the thick
girthed, inflated appendage and that was causing this other noise
to come from her. There was the drool, the constant drool from her
mouth. And there were the sounds as well. Quite awful sounds of
distress - as though her mind was melting. As though a little bit
of her mind was being taken away from her with each sensation she
was being inflicted with. As each wave of pain pleasure hit her,
just that little bit more of her mind was being catapulted into her
own nether regions or something.

 


A short
time later

 


One had
to take this scene in, and process it, if one could, in its
entirety. That room, the crowd of fee payers that had now moved
closer to the impaled Amy. In fact they were so close now they
could touch her and were invited to do so. “Please feel free to
‘feel’ and ‘touch’ the creature. We don’t discourage human contact.
We positively encourage it. It can’t speak, but it knows. It knows
what it once was. It knows what it is now - or actually it doesn’t
know what it is now because there is no precedence set. Each of our
creatures is unique in its own way. All it knows is that it doesn’t
enjoy human being status - all it knows is that any rights it once
had are now not there - they have been removed from her. There may
be human form, of a sort. But its status has been taken away from
it. All it has now is what we give it. It has sexual pleasure and
lives for that. But it knows that this can be taken away at any
time. It knows what it had once, and it will always know what it
had once. That knowledge in the cloudier part of what mind it has
left acts as an amplifier for what it, or she has to endure now.
She is in a constant struggle inside her mind to come to terms with
things. To come to terms with how her fortunes have
changed.”

“She is in constant state of flux inside her mind because she,
‘it’ has lost so much. A constant despair because she, or ‘it’
knows that her offspring, her twins have come to a terrible fate as
well. And a constant battle with herself, like a guilt because she
cannot do anything about it. What we have here ladies and
gentlemen, is a living, breathing, absolute form of despair in
sexualised form. What we have here is a creature like no other. One
with no purpose in life other than what we give it. A beautiful
creature. One that we have created.” And there was no doubt that
Suranne sounded like someone who could be deemed mad. It was like a
monolog - like a speech that she had prepared. And yet one that
came out of her mouth organically, naturally at the same time. She
wasn’t reading from anything prepared. She was saying what was in
her mind. She was speaking from her heart. One had to question her
heart, yes. And she was speaking from somewhere that was obscene.
She was speaking as though at Hope Farm they created beautiful
creatures and yet she acknowledged that rights were removed, that
dignity was removed and that despair was inflicted. It was like
this woman would have been expecting some kind of award for what
she did at Hope Farm. As though rather than expect a lengthy prison
sentence, which would undoubtedly be the case, she would receive a
damehood or something.

There had
to be a sense of delusion there in Suranne. A stunningly attractive
woman in her own right and yet one herself that displayed if
anything how nature can go wrong. A former school bully. And not
just a simple school bully but one who was sicker than the rest.
And one that had gone on to bigger, greater, and sicker things. And
these people, these collected people there, joining her in her
thoughts. Agreeing with what she was saying. The disjointed
applause that broke out with the things she was saying at certain
times. These people agreeing with her - more or less normalising
what was happening at Hope Farm. And all the time Amy the centre of
attention. Men and women now moving in close to her, tilting their
heads one way then the other as they looked at the oddity that had
been a human being and a mother and a daughter herself. Looking
into her eyes, even looking at her facial features as though she
was being inspected for purpose, like a prize horse, but one with
enormous and obscene milk producing udders. There was no doubt that
Amy was an oddity, that she had been made into some kind of freak,
not of nature but woman-made, Suranne made - but there was no doubt
either that she was ‘sexy’ in her new guise and that there would be
an endless queue of utter perverts wanting to sample her newly
inflicted sexiness.

The women
were more willing, more forward in ’touching’ Amy. A comparatively
young woman impeccably dressed and made up, reached forward and
cupped a single udder in her tiny hand and there was this smile on
her lipsticked mouth that defied any sort of logic. It was a smile,
but it was a sneer at the same time. Like it was turning her on.
Switching her on to know that this thing that had once been Amy,
mother, and daughter was now this almost wretched creature. And
that she could ‘touch’ her was even more of a turn on. That she
could cup that breast in her tiny hand because she had paid for the
privilege - that was written across her face. It was in her eyes
and it was in her attitude. The volume of breast, or udder, just
spilling over this tiny hand and yet this young woman smiling as
she scrunched up her fingers and squeezed the flesh a little bit.
Then squeezed it a little bit more as though she was trying to get
a reaction from her. Amy just sucking in air, grateful for the
human touch. Any touch providing ’something’ in the form of a
sexual buzz because that was how she was wired up now. Any touch
and feel, any attention to her would be sexual.

And by
now, a second appendage had been introduced. That one jacked up
inside her ass. The tail appendage had been temporarily removed and
this other inflatable appendage had replaced it. And in that, Amy
had been forced to adopt yet another micro stance. A micro stance
because of the bondage that was holding her to the frame or the rig
that allowed for very little adjustment to her semi squatting
stance. She had made that noise that she made when the vaginal
appendage had been inflated, except it was of a louder volume. It
was of a more urgent volume - one that pierced the air somewhat
with its loudness and its wetness. One had to wonder what Amy would
have said, or screamed if she had been able to put words together
into sentences. There had to be the wonder of what was going on in
her mind. Indeed what had been going on in her mind since she was
taken out of circulation and taken to this place. One had to just
wonder. There must have been a frustration there that she couldn’t
speak - that she couldn’t get her words out. But she had been
tweaked in a way that it was impossible for her to even utter words
that were meaningful. But then one had to wonder if that was the
case - what was going through her mind even though she couldn’t
speak. All she had was the sexual pleasure that she was being given
on a constant basis. She would have been ‘grateful’ for that. She
would have been grateful because of the undiluted pleasure that she
experienced but she would have been grateful as well because it
helped her to cope with everything else. It helped to get through
the daily grind that wasn’t a daily grind, it was just a perpetual
grind. But eventually that pleasure would also be a curse, a
torture and a torment!

 



Chapter 13

 


Amy -
creature

 


The same
young woman spoke. At first she had just smiled or ‘sneered’ in
that entitled way that she did. But then she spoke again. This was
a young woman who had to be young enough, just to be one of Amy
daughters and there was something in that. There was something that
was more that cruel about it. Even something beyond cruelty. This
young woman very much part of an older woman’s degradation and her
subjugation. And yet at the same time the fact that Amy was a woman
who’d had any form of status removed from her. She’d had that done
to her and was living with it. So this young woman now heaping
degradation on her in the young versus older way, was for the
watchers. It was for the perverts and for Suranne. “Can we inflate
the anal one more? I want to hear other noises. I want to see what
‘music’ we can produce from the creature.” And this young woman was
smiling again. Yes there was that sneer there - that was because
she genuinely had some contempt for the creature in front of her
even though she had never met Amy, or didn’t know her in any way.
She was just contemptuous towards her simply because Amy was a
creature. One without status and one without rights. She was just a
creature to provide her, and her ilk, with pleasures of the most
perverse kind. There was more of a psychological nature that one
could imagine. Just because Amy had been dropped into this world of
suffering and subjugation at Hope Farm, it didn’t mean that her
psychology couldn’t take hit after hit because it could, and
did.

“Of course my dear, we can give little blasts, increase the
size inside her a little at a time. Or we can do larger, longer
blasts of compressed air that will hurt her inside on another level
altogether. And when she feels that hurt, that continuous pleasure
that she feels will be pushed back - it will be pushed right back.
So what would you like to see dear - little short bursts or longer
ones?” Suranne had moved in besides the younger woman and she had
slipped an arm around her trim waist. There had to be the feeling
that Suranne would have liked a piece of this young woman for
herself. Indeed there was the suggestive way she slipped her arm
across the small of her back and then hugged her in closer. It was
all part of the perverse vibe at Hope Farm. It was all part of the
deal. “Can we do them both, the short ones, then the long ones,
then the short ones - and the long ones…. You know what I mean?”
And she was leaning into Suranne as though teasing her coyly so
that she got her own way. She didn’t need to do that of course. But
it was her way of letting Suranne know that she was on her
wavelength - indeed that they were on the same page.

“We can do anything you want. You can see anything you want to
my dear. And later, if you want to, you can join me in my private
quarters for drinks, and ‘nibbles’.” And there was this intentional
double meaning in what Suranne whispered to the young woman. This
young woman, if one had to put an age on her, could have been in
her very early twenties. And as Suranne got her message across to
her, she also nodded to the operator of the appendages inside Amy -
it was a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. And no sooner had that nod
got across than Amy made this noise. Yet another noise - yet
another one that she hadn’t made to this point. It was a noise that
was accompanied by the catapulting of drool from the attractive
mouth of Amy. Poor Amy would have thought that the things inside
her couldn’t be inflated any more than they had been - not without
ripping her flesh that is. But she was wrong of course. The ability
of human flesh to yield and give way to stresses and strains was
remarkable. And yet, so was the pain deliverable to that flesh
under stress. And some point Amy’s most delicate and private flesh
would go into spasm and she would cramp and that would create the
worse kind of pain.

There was
a pain that shot right through Amy and just for microseconds there
was no pleasure. One couldn’t be sure what was worse for Amy, the
pain of that appendage being inflated or the loss of the undiluted
pleasure that she had become addicted to. It was a fact that this
whole session, this whole chapter in her life was one of
interrupted and disturbed pleasure. It was what she had been taken
to this room for after all. It was why she was in this bondage at
this time. It was why she could feel that thing that wasn’t pain or
pleasure. And it was why she could feel the tickling and the
incessant urge to scratch what she couldn’t get to. And now there
was this absolute pain. There was no debate, not in her melting
mind that it was indeed pain and nothing but pain that she could
feel. Just like when she felt the pleasure that was undiluted, so
to was this pain undiluted. The young woman pressed into the side
of Suranne, kind of letting her know that she absolutely loved what
she was seeing and what she was hearing. And because of the way she
was doing that, it seems to make it all the more brutal.

And when
Suranne got that message she nodded to the operator again, and this
time there was a longer, more intense burst of compressed air. And
this time there was a scream from Amy. Yes it was a ‘scream’. It
couldn’t be taken or mistaken for anything else. And it was a
scream that went on and on. There was that initial high pitched
squeal as the compressed air altered the size, length and girth of
the appendage in her anus, and then as that compressed air blast
stopped, there was the scream because of the pain deep inside her
femininity that was created by that increase in size. And there was
the attempt by her to alter her stance - to alter the way she was
standing or being forced to stand by her bondage. But of course
that was impossible. But it was the attempt by her, the effort in
her to try to cope with this level of pain that would be
interesting and very much a turn on to the watchers. There was the
round of applause and the young woman smiled in that way again.
There had to be the questions of who she was? Where did she come
from? How did she come into this world? This wasn’t a world that a
young girl, or a young woman would stumble on by accident. Just
like no-one would stumble on Hope Farm by accident, no-one would be
into this level of sadism by accident. So one had to wonder about
this young woman’s story. One had to wonder where the fuck she
actually came from, and what of her parents, or her guardians.
Indeed the same could be said of any of these paying visitors to
Hope Farm.

There was
another, this time short burst of compressed air again and again
there was the scream from Amy. She tried to adjust her legs, and
her hoofed feet but that was impossible. And there was this
metallic sound as those hooves moved a little bit, and at the
strain against the rig that Amy was attached and secured to. In a
way this gave away the strength of Amy. An Amazonian woman, or an
Amazonian creature that had her strength and had something of a
will left. But very little in the way of ability. And her eyes
rolled. And the sight of her rolling eyes, partly obscured by the
harness she had around her head, was something that was disturbing.
That roll of the eyes was a telling thing - something that would
tell anyone who saw it that there was this terrible, terrible pain
inside Amy that wouldn’t yield at all. It was something that she
could roll her huge, previously alive eyes to yes. But that was all
that she could do.

 


Some time
later

 


Suranne
was eating the face of the young woman. They were somewhere else
now - they were in a private exercise yard of Hope Farm. Like a
circular yard in the centre of which was a large upright pole that
was buried deep in the ground but that was also motorised. If one
had to place a name to this thing in the middle of this yard one
would call it, a ‘rotator’ and indeed that is what it had been
labelled by all who witnessed it. One would call it that simply
because, when a creature, in the case of Hope Farm, a human form
creature was attached to it, she was forced to walk, or trot round
and around in this large radial circle. She would be forced to keep
the guide reins to that central rotating pole tight so that the
radius remained the same - so that the circle she walked was
constant. So that it didn’t get smaller and smaller. That was what
the creature had to do. It didn’t matter what else she was
suffering, she had to keep that rope, or that leather rein tight.
It didn’t matter if she was suffering agonies beyond the
imagination, she had one thing to focus on and that was to keep
that rein tight. To keep her circle constant, and to keep up with
the different speeds that the rotator could be set to and
programmed to.

In Amy’s
case the agonies were inexplicable. Those appendages that’d been
jacked up inside her when she was on that rig had been detached
from the rig and remained inside her - and she had been taken to
this exercise yard. That had been part of the entertainment - Amy
forced to walk in those hoof boots, across the vastness of the Hope
Farm complex and to this private part. This was where investors and
owners could take and enjoy their creatures in private. In this
case it was just Suranne and this young, sadistic woman. They had
insisted that Amy walk in front of them. They had wanted to see the
effects of those appendages still deep inside and secured inside of
Amy. They had wanted to see the way the hoof boots forced her to
walk in a certain suggestive and creature like way, but at the same
time how the pain of those things inside her forced her to try
something different. Something different just was not an option, of
course. Well it was, but just in micro small amounts. The pain and
the discomfort simply showed itself in the expressions on Amy’s
face and the speed at which she had been able to make her way from
the room she had been in, to this exercise place. From time to time
she had to stop, just had to pause to catch her breath. She had
been taken to a vast, immense amount of pure pleasure to this other
dire place that contained only pain. Suranne and this young
nameless woman didn’t force Amy to walk quicker or not to pause.
They wanted to see those moments in time when Amy just had to stop
- when the pain was so great that she had to stop, that she had no
choice or no option not to stop or slow down simply because she was
in so much pain. And the other huge turn on was the cumbersome,
milk heavy udders that swayed and jiggled in front of her as she
walked. Inside those nipples of course, the deep throb that the
implants created.

And now
Amy was attached to a long rein that was in turn attached to the
rotator. It had been something that’d started slowly. That walked
dictated to by the speed of the rotator itself. And it had been an
almost gentle walk. But what was obvious was that once the walk
started there could be no pause. So that luxury that she had been
able to ‘enjoy’ walking to the exercise yard, was no more. Once she
had been attached to the rotator and that had been started off,
there was no more pausing, or slowing. The rotator simply dictated
the speed of the whole thing. Of course it wasn’t made any easier
by the hobble chain fitted between the ankles of the elevated hoof
boots. That chain impeded the walk - it restricted the length of
the stride of the walk that Amy was forced to keep up. And as one
watched her, at first in such a slow, slow walk, there was the
thought that she might be able to cope. That she might be able to
get through this despite the hobble chain. But then there were her
breasts - and they, because of the sheet size and volume of them,
threatened to throw Amy off balance altogether.

But then
the thought simply had to cross one’s mind - those things inside
her - those things that had been inserted and then inflated and
then locked inside her, had to be ‘shifting’ with each step she
took. They had to be sliding and shifting inside her. That pressure
against her colon and against her cervix creating something that
was indescribable. It was a simple and basic fact that poor Amy was
suffering something that was traumatic even before her time in this
particular yard had started. “I love the way those hoof boots force
the creatures to walk, and ‘be’ sexual all of the time. No matter
what they are suffering. To me, that is delicious I have to say.”
And that was that young woman again and one could tell from her
tone and the way she spoke that she actually meant what she was
saying. There was passion there and there was a knowledge that she
knew exactly what was going on with the Amy creature at any given
time.

“I know, it’s fabulous isn’t it? If you knew how much research
and development went into those hoof boots. You know they change
the whole centre of gravity. Having no heels, as such, and yet the
tippy toes stance being forced to the max - there is no easy way to
describe or explain how the science works, it just does.” And
Suranne was smiling - like she was proud of herself. She turned to
a dial on a nearby post and increased the speed of the rotator
slightly. “I use this to ‘break’ the resistance in difficult
creatures. It doesn’t matter how accurate we are in our search and
selection process, difficult ones do come our way and they have to
be broken. One might think that we do it by pain, and beating, but
no we don’t do that. We use some drugs, to subdue the difficult
ones and then we withdraw the drugs once we have carried out
certain procedures, and by the time they get here, the resistance
is inside the mind alone. There is no physical resistance that they
can offer and so their time on the rotator begins. This is what I
had this installed for. But I digress, this one is not one of
those. This one has been easy to break, and mould. But this rotator
provides a pretty spectacular visual feast for sadists, as you can
see my dear.”

Suranne
was in close to the young woman and their hips were touching. Amy
had been increased in speed now. “Oh I can imagine how much R&D
you have put into not only this, but to the whole concept and
inception of Hope Farm. You know, you’re pretty famous in these
circles? There are no other facilities like this in the world. A
few have tried but have failed. Hope Farm is the only one that has
absolutely nailed it. I love it.” And she was smiling at Suranne.
The older woman smiled back and before those smiles had faded she
was kissing the younger woman again. Just a kiss, an exploratory
kiss that Suranne had decided was a good idea. When the girl
responded to the kiss, when she was back into the kiss Suranne knew
she would not be spending the night alone this night.

“Ah yes, I had an idea that we would be ahead of the pack.
There was a woman, an Arabic woman Doctor Sabirah Najwah, she
actually owned this place and owned it until I came along. She
should take credit for a lot of what happens here. Hope Farm was
established already when I came along. I have just moved it on a
bit. I have just renewed some of the technologies and techniques.
But most of the work has to be credited to Doctor Najwah.
Admittedly it could have fallen into the wrong hands and been
ruined. But I spent a lot of time with Sabirah, and she just ‘knew’
that I was the right one.” Suranne pecked at the lips of the young
woman again and then she broke it off and had this almost
mischievous smile. “You know, it doesn’t matter how much pain she
is in, she’s got implants behind her clitoris and inside, or behind
the nipples, that ‘force’ pleasure onto her no matter what she is
feeling elsewhere. Look, I’ll show you. It creates the kind of
bedlam inside their bodies and minds that knows no bounds. It just
breaks them down more and more.”

Suranne
spoke and as she did that she took out a credit card sized remote
control with just four basic touch buttons on it. And she pressed
one button, a red one and then she directed her eyes towards Amy.
There was this micro delay for the signal from the remote to reach
the implants inside Amy. And then, although Amy didn’t actually
stop walking, there was this ‘disturbance’ in the walk. There was
this alteration to the pattern of her strutting in those hoof boots
that she had been able to manage to establish. And at the same time
there was this noise that came from her. Yet again there was this
noise that hadn’t been heard before. It could have been described
as a noise of bemusement from her, it could have been described as
a noise of pure and undiluted bemusement. There was this wetness to
the noise - a wetness that oozed from Amy. There would have been
this pain inside her, from the appendages that filled and stretched
her, and tortured her. But layered over that pain there was this
‘pleasure’. One wouldn’t be able to imagine how this poor woman
could be feeling this pleasure over the pain, but she was. It was
the way it was administered. It was the way the equipment had been
designed and implemented.

Amy
didn’t slow down - she couldn’t slow down or she would be dragged
by the rotator itself and that would or could cause any amount of
untold agonies on top of ones that already existed. But there was
this alteration in how she walked, how she strutted in those hoof
boots, and how she ‘managed’ her legs, and her feet, and those
hobble chains. There was this amazing ability from somewhere deep
inside an already tortured soul for her to get through this. And
because it was pleasure, because that layer on top was the
pleasure, she was able to absorb that. It was the pleasure that
made it possible for her to get through it. To walk through it, and
to make her way round that endless circle. As those pleasure spasms
seemed to penetrate their way right through her, she began leaking
again. Those rivers of ooze escaping the confines of her cunt and
running down her legs. Her clitoris was throbbing, and so were her
nipples. And yes, those magnificent breasts, for want of a better
word. Magnificent and obscene all in one go. And those epic nipples
- thick, almost black in colour, like grapes about to pop from the
bush and with this quiver that told they had a life of their
own.

But above
all there was the attractive though tortured face of this woman,
Amy, as she walked round and round. There was the look in her eyes
and the soul destroying expression that seemed to be painted on her
face. “Let’s leave her here a little while, and come back in a few
hours. I’ll show you some real pleasure, take you somewhere else in
your mind?” Suranne was talking to the young woman, and they were
already walking away from the exercise circle and towards the main
house of Hope Farm.

 



Chapter 14

 


TANYA AND
LUCY

 


The shock
of what had happened had affected the core of both Tanya and Lucy.
In the space of just a few hours their world had turned upside down
and then inside out. If there were a measure of how they had been
affected then it would not be able to be applied to these women.
The pure undiluted shock and the change in fortunes had been so
much, and so completely applied that they would never recover from
that. Tanya had been taken out of that van, and when Lucy had been
taken out of that noose and down off the box, they had been so
numbed out, they had been so shocked to the core, and within the
core of their femininity that they had been zombified. And from
there it was like they were just being led. It was like their
submission to what would happen to them had already been applied.
It looked like no work would have to be done because it had already
been done. But of course more could be done to them, and would
be.

It seemed
particularly cruel and unnecessary for Lucy to have to watch as a
number of men re-penetrated Tanya. There was no real need to apply
that level of shock again but it seemed that this was a Suranne
‘thing’. It seemed to be a thing that ‘she’ needed to happen to her
victims. She had done the same with the twins. She had instructed
the mix raced driver to penetrate both Kerry and Gemma so that
semen was seeping from them by the time they got to Hope Farm. And
now she wanted the same for Lucy and Tanya. It was something in her
mindset that needed to see that her victims had been violated
before the real fun began. And in Tanya’s case she especially
wanted Lucy to see it all. Tanya had been shocked after all - when
that van door had swung open, she had been treated to that mock
execution scene. So it was only fair, only balancing really that
Lucy get to see something that would stay with her into the future.
Suranne had clicked her fingers and there was the mixed race drive.
The very same one who had sewn his seed into Gemma and Kerry. And
now he was licking his thick lips at the prospect of slipping
himself into Lucy. And there were a good number of other men with
him, ready to take their turns with the zombified Tanya. “Give her
a good, violent fucking. Make her squeal, and then make her squeal
again.” And Suranne spoke with that sadistic smile of hers. She was
in her elements. This was Hope Farm. This was her habitat and there
were no limits at Hope Farm. There were no morals at Hope Farm. And
more to the point there was no hope at Hope Farm. What there was at
Hope Farm was pleasure for the perverts who could afford it, and
nothing but suffering for those taken there as victims.

Tanya did
squeal. Not least because this man penetrated her anus first.
Although she had been stretched and impaled for her journey, the
shock and the horror had seen her anus close up the moment she had
been taken out of the van, so the re-impalation made her cry out.
And it had been a squeal at the top of her voice range. Lucy, if
she could have spoken, if she could have strung any words together
would have begged Suranne to stop this. She would have pleaded with
her that there must be another way that they could make amends for
what they had done. And yes, she would have been of that mindset.
She would have been seeing the error of her ways all those years
ago. Why the fuck did she run off, why the fuck did Tanya run off?
Both she and Tanya would have been full of regret, and full or
remorse. That would be the shock setting in deeper and deeper. Both
these women would at this very point be blaming themselves. They
would have been feeling the betrayal they had bestowed on Suranne.
They would have been seeing that this woman had a point. That she
had every right to come after them. To do what she was doing now.
That she was right to set this whole thing up and reel them in.
They would both be seeing this as all their fault and that they had
only brought it on themselves.

This was
what Suranne did to her victims. In lots of ways, the process began
long before they arrived at Hope Farm. The psychological
destruction of her victims began long before that. The
psychological destruction of Tanya and Lucy had begun way back in
their school days. And just when they thought they might have come
out there other side, there was Suranne again, reeling them in via
the private detective who himself had been bitched. Hope Farm was
the physical demolition process. This was where the real visible
work, and some invisible, was done. This was where there were no
constraints and no laws on limits. At Hope Farm, anything goes. And
as this mix raced driver was pumping the first of his seed loads
into the rectum of Tanya, Suranne was smiling. She was standing
back and she was smiling. She was flicking her eyes to the pained
expressions of Tanya as she was having her colon pummelled and to
the equally pained expressions of Lucy as she was forced to watch
what was happening to her lover. And then she was smiling again as
another of the men fed his rigid cock into the mouth of Tanya. One
might not think it was a willing mouth but there would be something
in that Tanya wanted and needed not to anger, or annoy Suranne -
that indeed she owed her that much and so she sucked that cock like
she imagined Suranne would want to see it sucked. And the way the
man himself could be brought to an intense, semen exploding
orgasm.

“You know - you two should have stayed with me. You’d have a
life now, of sorts. Yes I would have still hurt you, and destroyed
you both, but it wouldn’t have been the way it’s going to be now.
It wouldn’t have been out of anger because you had betrayed me. It
would have been out of ‘love’ of sorts. It would have been just a
fitting life for the type of girls you were then. But now, now I
have go the extra mile. I have to destroy you from the inside out.
I have to make you my prime focus and I have to do that because I
need your fates to be as complete as its possible for me to make
them. As complete as Hope Farm can manage. And we can manage to
achieve a lot here at Hope Farm.” There was a certain amount of
doom that was attached to the way that Suranne spoke. From the
words she used and the way she delivered them, there was the depth
to this woman that was in itself scary. Suranne wasn’t psychopath.
And she wasn’t someone who did what she did unknowing what she was
doing. Everything with Suranne was minutely worked out. It was a
minutely orchestrated bedlam that she unleashed. What she did was a
pure and total domination of the minds and bodies of anyone unlucky
enough to become a victim of hers. And none of that was by
accident. What she did, just as she had done all those days back in
school, she handpicked her victims. She had been a predator back
then and she was one now. She handpicked and then set about her
work with a lust that was not natural and a lust that did not
belong in the normal world.

Suranne
had evolved since those schooldays. She had evolved into what she
had become now - this super attractive, stunning predatory sadist
with capabilities and abilities beyond the imagination. And one
with the ways and means of achieving what she wanted and ‘needed’
in her own mind to achieve. She watched the driver take himself out
of Tanya’s ass and then bend her over the very same box that Lucy
had been standing tippy toes on. And then he watched him feed that
thick, snake like cock into her vagina and by this time she had
swallowed the first load of seed to be pumped into her mouth. There
was this grunt from Tanya. It was a shocked grunt yes - although
the shock factor of her being penetrated should have been
diminishing by now, but the grunt that she let out was more like
one of ‘disgust’ that this man was inside her most intimate place.
It was disgust that this man had got down and spat on her slit
before he had slipped himself into her. Yes it was an almost
terrible grunt that she let out. A low guttural grunt but one that
was full of that disgust. And then the wind being pumped from her
as the cock head bumped up against her cervix. Him gripping her
hips like he had every right to do that. And this was true. He did
have every right. Tanya was a ‘guest’ of Suranne and a guest at
Hope Farm, and therefor she had no rights whereas Suranne made all
the rules. It really was that simple.

Suranne
made all the rules - there was a statement that could not be more
true. That would not be more potent. One had to worry if this was
the woman who made the rules. Because one would have to think that
rules didn’t apply in that place. That Suranne’s rule was that
there was no rules. Except, worryingly that was not the case at
all. Her main overriding rule, the One Rule was that a creature at
Hope Farm could never suffer enough. That once a girl had been
tuned into a creature that she could then never suffer enough. And
for sure, what Tanya and Lucy had gone through so far was not
suffering. It wasn’t suffering by Hope Farm standards, or by
Suranne standards. They had just been warmed up now - they were
just being prepped. In a way they were just being let know that
whatever rights they thought they had, they had just been relieved
of them. They’d had their bodies violated and penetrated already -
and that wasn’t a torture in Suranne’s eyes, or the eyes of the
perverts who did the deeds and paid for the deeds to be done at
Hope Farm. That was just the message being given across that all
bets were off now. That their bodies, and their minds were not
theirs anymore. Basically that they were simply owned
creatures.

By the
time Tanya and Lucy had been taken from that reception shed, the
one where the mock execution scene had been applied to the psyche
of Tanya, they were in no doubt that they were in a lot, a lot of
trouble. In fact to think they were in a lot of trouble almost
diminishes the size of the nightmare that they had been embroiled
in. “Tanya, what, what the fuck is going on? What are we going to
do?” Lucy managed to get the words out, but there was an immediate
fifty thousand volt electric shock applied to her entire being and
she collapsed to the floor, juddering and shaking. A voice, a
female voice came over a loudspeaker. “No speaking, creatures are
not permitted to speak at Hope Farm.” And there was a click as the
speaker went off. “You can’t fucking do this to us. I demand you
let us go.” And that was Tanya in her finest and most posh voice.
She had found that somewhere, though where exactly she found it
no-one could know since the ordeal had already started for them
some time ago. But then she was hit with that fifty thousand volts
and she too collapsed. But both girls got up in their stalls
together just about managing to scramble to their feet.

They just
looked at each other. It would be true to say that Lucy looked more
terrified than Tanya. It wasn’t true of course - Tanya was
petrified to the core but she just appeared to hold herself
together better. It wouldn’t take them long to learn, or to
understand that they could communicate, but only by whispers and
eyes - and maybe mouthing words. That ‘no speaking’ rule was one
that had existed since Doctor Najwah’s days. It was simply a rule
that had been applied to instil a sense of hopelessness into the
victims. “They can’t do this to us. They have to let us go.” Tanya
was trying to reassure Lucy but she didn’t sound too convinced
herself. In fact a closer look into her eyes and the fear and
disbelief of what she was saying was there clear to see. “They’re
not going to let us go. SHE isn’t going to let us go. Look we’re
going to be kept like animals. For fucks sakes how can this
happen?” The whispers were almost urgent in their delivery. Tanya
pressed a finger up across her both full lips, trying to tell Lucy
to keep her voice down. But it was too late for that. Another fifty
thousand volts screeched through Lucy and she went down again. This
time the voltage was held for a little bit longer as a lesson to
her and she was left twitching in her own piss.

And
because that shock was held for longer, her whole body seemed to go
into spasm. And because it did that she ejected goblets of spent
semen from her violated holes as well as the piss. And as well as
that she frothed at the mouth. Tanya couldn’t do anything except
look down at Lucy on the cold stone bare floor of the stall that
she was in. She remained twitching down on that floor for some time
and this time when she climbed other feet, there was a difference
in her. There was this weakness, as though that last shock had
taken it out of her. Her knees were wobbly. The whole of her long
legs were wobbly and she could barely stand. “You have to keep your
voice down Lucy. Very very low or they’ll hear and this is what
they do to us.” And Tanya had a point. neither of the woman could
know that it didn’t matter how low they kept their voices, that
they would be listened too. It was just another trick of this
place. It was just another unfairness applied by Hope Farm on the
latest occupants - the latest victims.

 



Later

 


Tanya and
Lucy had been pretty much struck dumb. This wasn’t how the day had
started for them. It had been a normal day. A day that got better
and better once they got the call from the private detective. It
seemed that Suranne had been located and was going to be ‘taken
out’ that weekend, and that would be the end of it for them.
Finally they would have closure. But now this! They’d been kept in
those stalls, the only two occupied stalls in the long shed, alone.
They would have been vaguely aware of lines being put into them. Of
them getting injections via hypodermic needles. And they would have
been aware of people, mostly other women clad in latex and or
leather, and high heels around them. But already they would have
been prisoners in their own minds. The shocks, the emotional
shocks, the shocks of being transported to this place and raped had
already taken their toll on them and this was clear to see. Both
women were struggling to come to terms with what they were going
through but at the same time they were struggling to even think of
a way to fight it. That was because there was no way of fighting
it. And what they had to come to terms with was just that. That
there was no way of fighting what was happening to them. Either
what had been done to them or what was going to be done to them in
the future at this place.

There
would have been the questions playing and replaying in their minds
as to how it could have all gone so terribly wrong. There might
have even been the hint of an idea that the private detective had
set them up. That is there ‘might’ have been a hint. But they had
no idea and they weren’t in a place that allowed them to think as
deeply as that. They most definitely wondered what had happened to
him. They had been taken but there was no sign of him. Maybe he had
been taken somewhere else. They would reason for little bursts at a
time that they had been planning on taking out Suranne and that
somehow she had found out, and she had found them. So it stood to
reason that she had taken this man out. This man who dared to let
them hope that this bitch was to be taken out. But their thoughts
for this man would have been short lived in the bigger scheme of
things. In fact they would have no idea that as they were being
settled into the Hope farm way of life, this man, this ex met
murder squad detective and this private detective, was being
bitched by black cock again. And he was being watched, being
overseen by the female supremacist and professional dominatrix in
her private soundproofed chambers somewhere in central London. This
was his ‘reward’ for delivering the two treacherous bitches to
Suranne in such a professional and complete way.

Lucy and
Tanya cannot have known what was being pumped into them. Or what
was going to happen to them. If they had have known then some kind
of self-preservation would have surely kicked in. But shock and
trauma did that to a person. The combined effects of shock and
trauma rendered human being helpless. It rendered them little more
than creatures really. And that was odd, a coincidence since both
Tanya and Lucy were destined to be creatures. “I can’t think Lucy.
For fucks sakes I can’t think!” Tanya didn’t sound like she
normally sounded. She sounded frightened. More than that she
sounded terrified. It seemed the longer time went on, the longer
time went when the two of them didn’t wake up to find it was all a
nightmare, the worse it got. Tanya was always the epitome of calm
and reason. But that didn’t reflect in her voice, or her body
language now. Both she and Lucy had been secured to the sides of
their stalls now.

The hoof
boots had been fitted and they had spent some time trying to get
used to them. Trying to work out how boots with no heels, and yet
forced them into tippy toes hoof like stances could even support
them. Each of them gave up that particular conundrum and they
became more than aware of how suggestive and how dirty they were
becoming in their movement. “They cannot do this to us. There has
to be a law against this. Come on Tanya you’re the lawyer for fucks
sakes.” And there was this urgency in Lucy’s whisper. She wanted,
no she needed her lover to get them out of this. And Tanya was the
lawyer after all! “Forget the law in this place Lucy. You don’t
think that nutcase Suranne gives a flying fuck about ’the law’ do
you?” And there was some urgency back in Tanya’s whisper. But there
was also this knowledge. Tanya was by far the most intelligent of
the two and she was working it out in her mind far quicker and more
detailed that they were both fucked in more sense than one. Tanya
was the one that it was all falling into place for quicker. She was
the one who’s mind hadn’t stopped trying to find the pennies to
drop. Yes she had been through what she’d been through, and the
trauma and the shock was ongoing but she was also working out that
there was more, much more to come. She was working out that indeed,
there was no end in sight not now, or would there ever be, of this
nightmare.

 



Chapter 15

 


TANYA AND
LUCY

 


One week
later

 


Suranne
had saved the best for last. It wasn’t even so much that. She had
looked for twins and found them in Kerry and Gemma. The treatment
that they had gone through was ‘special’. The treatment that mum of
the twins Amy had gone through, the existence that she lived was
special as well. And she had been saving herself for the re-union
with Tanya and Lucy. Yes that had been more than special and the
plans for them had been extra special to. But she would work it out
that all of those creatures got the best of the best. Or the worst
of the best, depending on how one looked at it. Suranne had thrown
her head back and laughed softly as she’d heard Tanya and Lucy
whispering as though they wouldn’t be heard. “Forget the law in
this place Lucy. You don’t think that nutcase Suranne gives a
flying fuck about ’the law’ do you?” Those words playing and
replaying in her mind. And now, here were Lucy and Tanya unable to
speak to each other. All they could do was look at each other in
fuzzy black and white and even then, although there was recognition
there of each other - although there was still something between
them, it wasn’t what it had been before. It wasn’t that human on
human thing that existed between ‘people’. Rather there was this
recognition of each other and what they were now. It was like a
creature to creature recognition. The fact that they were lovers,
or had been lovers was consigned to their rewired memories and to
their flashbacks.

But
again, it was supposed to be like that. It was all supposed to be
like that. Just little flashbacks, like little ‘rewinds’ of what
their lives had been before. Just little reminders of the love they
had for each other. And little looks of bemusement that they were
in this place now. That would have been the most satisfying for
Suranne - the little looks of bemusement from the girls who had
betrayed her back in school. And they would know all about that as
well. The work that had been done inside their minds, to their
minds, would have amplified and accentuated what they had done. The
experts at Hope Farm had learned how to play with memories and
emotions. They had learned how to perfect the art of manipulating
the brains of victims whilst still making them understand what they
were now. This was all invisible work that had been carried out.
This was all under the radar work that would take an age to unravel
even if they came into the hands of experts in the outside world
ever again. Even then it wouldn’t be unravelled. Even then, there
would be nothing that could be done for these victims. These
creatures. And Tanya and Lucy had received more of that expertise
at Hope Farm than most.

The twins
were their own unique selling points, the same as their mother. And
yes they had been worked on extensively. But Tanya and Lucy had
been treacherous betrayers of Suranne. They had run off. How dare
they run off? But now they were back in the fold. Now they were
back in the charge of Suranne - and they were more fucked than they
had ever been back in those long distant school days. Suranne
wanted and needed to make examples of these two. She needed to use
them so that she could display the full gamut of her sadism to her
paying perverted public. The twins had their unique selling points
and so did their mum just by being their mum. And Tanya and Lucy’s
unique selling points were that they were women who had betrayed
Suranne. They were women who had been treacherous and had betrayed
her and so that was their unique selling point. She had to show the
paying perverts, the sadists and the deviants what happened when
creatures betrayed her. What happened to them when they were taken
back. When they were hunted down and brought back with their
metaphorical heads on the platter as it were. They had to be shown
in their true light. They had to be emphasised for what they
were.

The power
of speech had been the first thing taken from them. Just a little
‘tweak’ inside the skulls that had been micro drilled. It had been
as simple as that. And then other tweaks to increase the level of
anxiety that the two would feel on a permanent basis. And the
levels of pain that they could be inflicted with at any given time.
That was the thing, to be able to apply pain, but for the effect to
be magnified and multiplied. One might thing that this way, it
would not be so necessary to apply severe pain. But that was not
the mindset at all. Yes it would be true that mild pain would be
able to be applied and felt as severe pain. But more to the point,
severe pain could be applied and felt like abysmal, debilitating
pain. It was all about more and more and when this possibility had
made itself apparent to Suranne, that had made her smile as well.
And then there was the sexual element. What could be done to the
brains that enhanced the sexual element. Yes Amy, the twins’ mother
had been sexually over enhanced, but it had been taken a few steps
further with the twins. Their sexual enhancement had been applied
like a dose of sexual crack cocaine. It was like a one hit thing
that once applied, couldn’t be taken back.

Suranne
had been present for that does of sexual crack. She had
specifically instructed for it not to be applied until she was
present. And in the operating theatre at Hope Farm she had watched
from behind a glass screen as the sexual parts of the brain of both
women was tweaked, and then turned up and then she had watched as
the two women both very much awake through the procedure had
endured what could only be described as a mega mega orgasm each.
Those orgasms sent rushing through their respective systems. Not
clitoral based orgasms, not bodily based orgasms but ones that
emanated from the brains of the women. Ones that had been made to
occur. Ones that had been forced to occur. And ones not limited to
a time span, or a lifespan. Orgasms that were forced and then held
there, right there at the peak and allowed to wreck those little
bits of the mind that normally dealt with sexuality and sexual
pleasure. Those orgasms something that did wreck these two women.
That did change them and that did have devastating consequences
going forward. Orgasms so intense, so ‘loud’ that there would be no
coming back from them. Orgasms so debilitating that that they would
have forgotten their woes for the time being. Orgasms so mind
fucking that neither Tanya nor Lucy would know for those seconds,
or for those minutes who they were or where they were. Orgasms that
took them to another place and then held them right there. Orgasms
that when they were permitted to come down from them would make
them want to be right there again. Would need them to be right
there again. And more especially so since what they were coming
back down into was a slow drudging despair and psychological
torture of shame and guilt.

And that
would be it, the sexual crack cocaine one hit addiction. And it was
something that, not by accident, would make them have some ‘hope’
that there would be an end to their ordeal because if there was
that that sort of intense pleasure available to them, that could be
turned on like that, then there had to be hope that they would get
more of the same and then that there would be a way out of all this
for them. Of course a hopeless hope. But they wouldn’t know that.
Those sexual tweaks, that sexual crack could be deemed the
cruellest of the cruel - but cruel is subjective. The tweaks to
their sight - only being able to see in black and white, and then
that sight paired back a little bit to make it more blurred, less
focussed - less in focus. And at the same time the those tweaks
working in conjunction with the memories and emotions. They would
forever remember that they once had sight, proper sight. And that
they would have lives, proper lives. But then their guilt at
betraying Suranne the way they had. It hadn’t been a betrayal at
all. But that is what it had been built up as by those surgeons who
worked on their brains. By this time they were both wracked in
guilt for what they had done to Suranne - for that
betrayal.

Was the
cruelty really endless? Of course, this was Hope Farm. The
terrible, terrible ordeal that had been started had to continue.
The implants to the breasts and behind the clitoris of both Tanya
and Lucy. Those implants able to inflict pain and pleasure in equal
amounts separately, or together. And then more sinister implants
being included near organs and delicate inner flesh. Then the
hormone work to allow them the staple Hope Farm ability to produce
milk and to make them more than able to bare offspring. The work
that saw them slathering and salivating on a continued basis. The
work that pretty much underlined their creature status. The work
that was not complete, ever. The work that pretty much ensured that
cruelty was applied on top of cruelty on a daily basis. And Suranne
favourite term of the moment, ‘work in progress’.

At one of
the daily meetings the experts at Hope Farm held, she had told her
employees, “I don’t want there to be a ‘result’ for these
creatures. I want them to always be a work in progress. I don’t
want them to see an end to what they are enduring. And I want you
all to find a way of them knowing what they are going through. I
want them fucked up but I want them continuing to know what they
once had and what they have lost. I want them to KNOW the
predicament they are in. I want them to realise that they are
suffering because of the betrayal. I want that ‘guilt’ enhanced as
much as the pain and the sexual pleasure are enhanced. Do you all
understand what you have to do? Do you all understand what I want
for the two of them?”

And
Suranne had let her eyes focus on those of every single one of her
expert workers. She had made sure that she got that eye contact and
that she maintained that eye contact. If she got any doubt that any
one of her workers didn’t understand what they had to do and the
level to which they had to do it, then she would have them removed.
She had done that before in the past. She had done that and turned
that worker into a creature in her own right. She had done that on
more than one occasion. It wouldn’t be a false statement to suggest
that a percentage of the Hope Farm population, that is, creature
population were workers who had failed in some way or another.
Suranne was a law unto herself. She was the owner of Hope Farm and
the operator. She held all the cards. And all of her cards bore the
word “Cruelty” with a capital C.

Tanya and
Lucy were making this noise. Yet another noise that could be
produced at Hope Farm. But it seemed like they were making that
noise in unison with each other. God only know why though, they had
been ‘changed’ so much, and so fundamentally that they barely
resembled the lesbian lovers that they once were. Lucy had to be
thinking at some point that her having her head flushed down a
toilet in school by Suranne was nothing compared to what she was
going through now. If her memories and emotions had been enhanced
and tweaked, then surely she would have been thinking that her
school days were ‘nothing’ literally to what she was going through
now. One had to spare a moment and think about what this poor girl
must have been thinking. One had to assume that the biggest cruelty
was leaving both Lucy and Tanya with knowledge, enhanced knowledge
of everything they had, and who they were before Hope Farm. To have
taken them and changed them, and made them forget would have been
the less cruel option. But Hope Farm wasn’t about the less cruel
option. It was about the maximum cruel option.

Maybe
Lucy was thinking that she shouldn’t have run away - she was
definitely thinking that. And she was definitely wracked with that
guilt that shouldn’t have existed. But she had all this other stuff
to contend with. And that was it as well, she didn’t have to
contend with it, she had to endure it. Both she and Tanya had to
‘endure’ something that they should never have had to endure. One
had to wonder what the state of her mind was. Now that all of those
tweaks had been done, now that all the alterations to the mind had
been done, how was she coping. If she wasn’t aware of what had
happened to her, if she had just been taken and her old self
deleted to be replaced with this new altered version then it would
have been like a rebirth for her, and of course Tanya. But having
to deal with it, as it was, having to deal with the reality of it,
had to be at an unknown, and unfathomed level of debilitating to
say the least. It wasn’t a rebirth, it was an adaptation to new
circumstances - to extreme circumstances and that had side effects
all of its own.

And then
there was Tanya. She was the lead, walking in front of Lucy, and
yet both chained to each other by clitoral chains. What had been
done to their clitorises defined any sort of logic, let alone any
sort of humanity. They had received the sexual implants behind the
clitoris just like they had received the ones behind the nipples.
Exactly the same implants that the twins’ mother Amy had been given
- just later improved models with more power. But in addition both
women, Tanya and Lucy had their clitoris hood removed. Just a
simple slice with a surgical scalpel. One of those expert surgeons
simply adopting the right angle, coming in from the right side and
then taking that little bit of flesh away, from both girls. And
that removal of that flesh resulting in the permanent exposure of
the clitoris to the air around it, or to the touch of anything that
it came into contact with. And of course that clitoral implant
working from behind, or deep inside the clitoral bundle of nerves,
sending those reverberations to the wide open receptors of both
clitoral bundles.

And those
exposed, permanently alert clitorises then pierced and ringed, and
yes, chained. Both Tanya and Lucy chained to each other via those
clitoral rings and then forced to move with each other. One in
front of the other. Chained like animals - indeed, animals, actual
animals would not be treated like this. Animals would not be
chained together by their sexuality and then forced to move in
unison with each other. But Tanya and Lucy were. Tanya in the lead
and Lucy following. Their movements alone a show for the collected
perverts. “These ladies and gentlemen, are traitors. These are the
creatures who betrayed me many years ago. And I wanted you to know,
I wanted you to see what happens to traitors who betray me, in my
world. I wanted to see, and hear what happens to creatures of this
ilk. These are different levels of creatures. These are creatures
who can never suffer enough and who can never be allowed to ‘rest’.
These are creatures who must suffer every second of every day they
exist - BECAUSE they betrayed me. Creatures should not be capable
of betrayal - they should have that ability taken away from them.
And in the two despicable creatures the ability to ever betray
again has been removed. It has been taken away.”

There was
a ripple of applause for that little speech. There was more than a
sense of excitement in this collection of perverts, that the bar at
Hope Farm was going to be raised again. There was a level of
cruelty and sadism that could be achieved and had been achieved at
Hope Farm previously. But with Lucy and Tanya there was a ‘reason’
for them to be taken to a level that hadn’t been attained before.
There was a reason for there to be no upper level limit to the
cruelty that could be applied. Indeed there was every reason, there
was every nuanced reason that these creatures should be taken to a
level that hadn’t been found yet. And all the signs were there that
this was the case. Not one of those present at this little get
together would have heard Suranne speak with such passion before
this day. She had NEVER spoken about being betrayed before. That
was because she had never been betrayed. And because of that there
was this buzz of excitement that even given printed, presentation
style folders of the work that had been done with these creatures,
that these former ‘women’ now ‘creatures’ would be taken to a place
that had yet to be found. A place in their own minds that had yet
to be unlocked.

The way
Lucy and Tanya moved was ‘dirty’. Those hoof boots enforced that
animalistic ‘strut’. But the sexual arousal enhanced it. It was a
sexual arousal that neither of them could escape, or avoid. It was
there all the time, like an itch that couldn’t be scratched. It was
a pure debilitating pleasure that stopped short of orgasm but
didn’t stop either of them from ‘squirting’ back their juices from
time to time. That was the freaky thing about them. That was what
got the audience murmuring and whispering. “Look at them, they’re
freaks. Treacherous freaks.” That had been a mature, stacked woman
to a younger companion who nodded and smiled as Tanya and Lucy came
into full view. It was bad enough that they were captured and
chained in this place. It was bad enough that they’d had things
done to them that defined any form of description. But that little
‘show’ that little spectacle of them squirting back from their
sexualities for no apparent reason was something that highlighted
them more. It was something that enhanced them and underlined them
and degraded them more.

Then
there was the look on their faces. Tanya looked the most haunted.
Like Lucy she would have had those flashbacks to the schooldays and
even though her experience back then was much worse that Lucy’s,
she would have been thinking that it was a breeze and that she
should never have run, or betrayed Suranne. Yes she had the guilt
of the betrayal that never was. A guilt that she, nor Lucy should
never have carried. So yes, Tanya looked the most haunted. She had
arguably fallen from the greatest height. A successful lawyer who
had the whole world at her feet and her whole life ahead of her,
and now existing, just about at Hope Farm in a way that was not
controlled in any way by her. It had to be understood that she had
fallen hardest and from the greatest height. Lucy then, from the
other end of the spectrum. And yet life had been looking up for
her. She had got together with Tanya and they were beginning to
live the good life. They were beginning a life together as lovers.
They had spoken about marriage and about maybe having a surrogate
baby - their own little family. Lucy was experiencing the kind of
life that she had never had and it was all good. And now this. And
that was the fact - now they just had ‘this’.

 



Chapter 16

 


TANYA AND
LUCY

 


‘This’ consisted of Hope Farm and their lives as they had
known them being destroyed from within, and then reconstructed into
something else. Something that was as horrific as it was strangely
erotic. If Tanya and Lucy weren’t stopping and squirting for the
pleasure of the gathered perverts then they were dripping dregs of
their own sexual juices in clear view and leaving the trails behind
them as they were taken close quarters to the paying
public.

Their
breasts, enhanced and implanted swayed in front of them as they
walked. Actually they didn’t so much ‘walk’ on those hoof boots at
all, it was more like a suggestive ‘foreplay’ type slinking - and
some time had to be spent looking at those breasts and taking them
in. The woman, the latex clad domina leading them guided them to
each little grouping of people so that they could get a closer
look. And so that they could touch if they so wanted to. And the
eyes were naturally drawn to the epic-ness of those breasts of both
women. Tanya had been statuesque and Amazonian in her normal life,
back in the day. And she still was, but now she was different. Now
there was this creature like quality to her that was hard to fathom
from up close. Most of these people hadn’t ever been so close to a
Hope Farm creature, and so, for them to be this close - for them to
be able to ‘smell’ the creatures, and then reach out and touch them
would have been an experience that none of them thought they would
ever get in their lifetime. For them this was the epitome of their
experience. And to actually ‘smell’ them was something else. There
was this smell, this aroma that was associated with each and every
creature at Hope Farm and there was something familiar about each
one. That familiarity was the smell of ‘despair’. Yes that was
there - a smell of absolute and undiluted despair. But with Lucy
and Tanya there was the smell of ‘sex’ as well. But it wasn’t just
sex. It was the depth of sex, the depth of sexuality that they were
being forced to endure and experience. It was the type of smell
that could only be really got from up close. And when that smell
hit the nasal membranes of the crowd there was this reaction in
them. Almost a recoiling reaction and one that would see them want
to inflict more despair on these two former women.

One man,
an elderly man simply reached across and ‘slapped’ one of Tanya’s
breasts and this caused her to suck in air sharply. Those breasts,
those milk producing udders hadn’t just been enhanced and enlarged
and made able to produce copious amounts of milk, they had been
super sensitised as well. They had been made so that they would
feel everything, every touch, every slap, every stroke of a cane,
and every electric shock, or every needle that could be applied
several fold. Every sensation they felt through their breasts they
felt as though it had been amplified. Certainly the sound that
Tanya made, once the message had got to her rewired brain that she
was feeling pain, told of that enhancement. She threw her head back
and made this noise that was clearly one of distress. And then she
repeated it when this little old man, this little old pervert
slapped the other breast. And if one was to look at this man, when
he did this it was like he knew what he was doing. Those slaps had
looked to be random. They had looked to be the actions of a silly
old man who was battling his age, and at the same time getting some
of those breasts. But it wasn’t like that at all. This was an old
man who knew exactly what he was doing. He had read his information
pack work for word and from cover to cover. And he knew that those
breasts as well as looking epic and spectacular also held the
ability to experience the gravest of pain. He was just testing that
out. He was just wanting to see from close quarters if this was
indeed the case. And he was pleased visibly with what he
saw.

It was
like he enjoyed this testing process. Just as he tested them out
again when Lucy passed close to him after Tanya. This time, this
little old man who was dwarfed by the hoof booted Tanya and Lucy
reached forward, stretched his neck and sucked a nipple of Lucy
into his mouth. And this made her create this noise that was as
indescribable as the one that Tanya had made. But for her, it
wasn’t pain she was feeling. The teat like nipples were erogenous
zones continually and perpetually fed by those implants from
within. And the sensation of a little old man’s wet eager mouth
sliding over a nipple and then sucking was something that was of an
enhanced sexual nature. Lucy had shifted her weight from one hoof
to the other and then back again. But she hadn’t taken her breast
out of reach of this man. She grunted and then she growled and then
she pushed that breast into his face more as though she was hungry,
starving for sensation. And he did suck the nipple. He sucked it
and he played his tongue over the tip of the teat like nipple. And
this drove her quite mad. She was making this noise that was a
mixture of distress and desire and there was this little tug on the
clitoral chain attached to her and Tanya and that fed the sexuality
more. It was only eventually that this little old man spat out the
nipple with an air of disgust. And as he did that, Lucy squirted
back and splashed her juices to the floor.

That was
odd. An air of disgust from a little man that should have been
disgusted with himself. Instead, he was making like that nipple,
the entire breast was disgusting. And that it was vile. And this
was part of the treatment of creatures at Hope Farm. It was part of
the degradation process. Part of the overall process of reducing
all creatures. But for Tanya and Lucy it was more. They were
wracked with guilt and they had been changed. They had been rewired
and they were suffering, and yet it didn’t stop there. It was like
everything was against Tanya and Lucy. There was nothing positive
for them. There was nothing that they could take any good from.
Everything was a ‘slog’ for them. Everything about their lives now
was about them getting through it - about them enduring it - about
them living this downtrodden, tortuous existence. And for now they
were in this room for this gathered crowd. They were the
entertainment. They were what these people had paid many tens of
thousands of pounds to come and see. Amongst them would be dark net
journalists who would write of their experience at Hope Farm. They
would give the thumbs up, or the thumbs down. In fairness to Hope
Farm, it never got the thumbs down. Hope Farm was a legend in its
own lifetime. It was the de-facto standard in establishments and
facilities like this. Facilities that housed and trained victims of
deeper perversions than the normal world could understand, or cope
with.

Hope Farm
had been instrumental in bringing the word sadism into the twenty
first century. It had been instrumental in changing the definition
of the word sadism. And this was what Hope Farm, and would be what
Suranne would be judged on. Another man, slipped his hand between
Tanya’s legs and he felt her saturated crotch. And he insisted on
the eye contact with her. He didn’t have to tell her, he just
slipped fingers between her loose lips, and up inside her and he
looked into her eyes. She would have known that she couldn’t look
away, or that she couldn’t break that eye contact. And so she would
have had to look back. She wouldn’t have been able to look back
with some intent or with some rebellion. She knew that she had to
look back with utter submission. And her eye contact was different.
It was in black and white and it was in a suppressed focus that she
would never get used to. And yet she had to fight this. This was a
former woman who had been in control, who had been successful and
yet here and now she was ‘nothing’ except this groaning, leaking,
squirting creature whose vision was in black and white. Whose
vision had been reduced to monochrome. Like the luxury of colour
had been taken away from her because of her ‘crimes’. It must be
said that none of the victims at Hope Farm had committed crimes -
they had just been made to feel that way. They had just been
inflicted with that guilt because it helped to bring them down to
the level that Suranne and the Hope Farm team needed them to be
at.

And that
was it, because of Tanya’s ‘crime’. Her crime of betrayal - one
that was entrenched in her psyche by now. One that she was
convinced she was guilty of even if she wasn’t guilty. One that
would stay with her for the rest of her natural life. And that
natural life would consist of her being a creature at Hope Farm and
nothing else. The man moved his fingers inside of her and she
responded. She moved on those hoof boots, she shifted her weight as
the spasms of pleasure caused by those fingers rushed through her.
That eye contact still there and this man almost smirking because
he knew that he was doing something that he was entitled to do. He
was doing something that he knew that she knew she would never have
allowed back in the day. Back in the old day that is. He knew,
because he too had read the information back from start to finish
as part of his sadistic journey, that she was battling with her
former life, and this new life. And he could pleasure her knowing
that it was deeply pleasuring her but also that it was deeply
degrading her. He would have been experiencing the beauty of Hope
Farm not wiping out this creatures former life
altogether.

And when
he found the exposed, hoodless but ringed clitoris head he pressed
it. And that seemed to waken Tanya more. That seemed to ‘shock’ her
into some kind of different level. She stopped and she spread her
hoofed feet for this man to do what he wanted to. That would have
been something she would never have done back in the day also. But
it was something she had to do now. Like she didn’t have a choice
in it. She would have felt there being a possibility that there was
more pleasure to obtain from this man’s fingers, maybe even an
orgasm and so it was natural, it was nature for her to stand all
dirty, and sluttish in her hoof boots and make herself available to
this man. This would have been the sexual crack coming back to
haunt her. It would have been the sexual crack just re-establishing
itself. Just like a little reminder to her systems that it was
still there. That it was still potent. And as that man fingered her
deeply, she squirted several times. And as she squirted she sighed
out loudly, even those sighs and semi grunts were degrading to her.
She would have felt that degradation simply because she knew that
she would never have been like this with a man ever. She knew that
she was being forced to be like this. But at the same time not
being forced that she was acting simply like the creature she was.
Like she was acting naturally.

And Lucy
was experiencing horrors and pleasure in equal amounts. A tall,
slim lady, dressed and heeled up to the nines stopped her. She
didn’t touch Lucy, she just held hand up to stop her and she nodded
to the dominatrix to detach her clitoral ring from the chain that
connected her and Tanya. That was her way of testing the training
and testing the process at Hope Farm. This was a woman, a white
woman who looked to be in her late thirties, early forties even.
But she was attractive, elegant. And she hadn’t had any dignity
taken off her. Her hair was a flame red, and she would be at pains
to tell anyone that it wasn’t out of a bottle. That it was all
hers, it was all in the genes. But to watch this woman in this
place, in Hope Farm, part of the fee paying perverted crowd, one
had to wonder what her story was. This was obviously a mature woman
of means. How did her journey into the dark arts of sadism start?
How did she actually end up at Hope Farm with this poor woman Lucy
in front of her? It was pointless to try to answer the question -
whatever answer was arrived at, it wouldn’t reflect the reality at
all. Whatever guess was made as to this woman’s history it would be
wrong. And that she would probably be one of those gob smacking
stories that would be unbelievable in the normal world.

“I want to see this one suffer intense pain. I want to see her
suffer from the inside until she cannot stand anymore. I want to
see her taken to near death. Can we do that?” And she didn’t bat an
eyelid as she spoke. She just didn’t think what she was saying was
anything special, or anything to be alarmed about at all. She was a
perfectly, immaculately made up woman and yet to hear these words
coming out of her mouth, it was like surreal. She wasn’t directing
her question at anyone in particular - more like she was wanting
and needing the whole of the collected crowd to hear. And there was
this ripple of excitement when her voice stopped. Maybe she had
asked what any number of the others had been thinking. And now that
the question, or the questions had been asked, they could see
something real and profound and something else that would catapult
Hope Farm into sadist folklore.

“Of course my dear. You can see what you want to see. This is
YOUR day the same as it is everyone else’s day here. We want you to
leave here ‘buzzing’ from the experience that you’ve had here. We
want you to leave here counting down the days until you come back.
We want you to leave here smiling, and ‘wet’ from what you have
seen and heard.” Suranne spoke from the side-lines. She spoke so
that everyone could hear her. She spoke confidently, almost
stateswoman like. And again there was this ripple of excitement -
almost like a silent ripple, but not silent. Suranne smiled and she
turned the Dominatrix she knew was holding the remote control tuned
into the implants of Lucy. Lucy had heard the woman. She had heard
the request or the list of requests that the woman had detailed.
And first of all she hadn’t associated those words, those requests
with herself. It was like she was experiencing some kind of out of
body experience. It was like she was listening in to someone else’s
shit. And yet this woman had her hand up in front of her. She could
see that in fuzzy black and white.

Lucy made
the noise just before the pain hit her from within. And it did
‘hit’ her. The pain was created by the implants to her nipples, and
then behind her clitoris. But they had only been ‘some’ of the
implants used in both Lucy and Tanya. It had been an unsaid thing
that things wouldn’t be there same for Tanya and Lucy, and that
things at Hope Farm for them would be ‘special’ because of their
‘crimes’. Implants had been placed near organs, vital organs, and
in the nape of the neck near the spinal cord. And so when the pain
hit Lucy, it hit her all at once, and there was this buckling of
her knees. She didn’t go down but she did buckle. And there was
this catapult of saliva and drool from her mouth. That provided the
visual feast in the first instance. But the sound that Lucy made
provided the emphasis. That sound that she made provided the
confirmation that she was not just in some pain but that she was in
a lot of it. And that she was in the kind of pain that she didn’t
know how to handle, or what to do with it.

The
amount of implants inside Lucy could be counted on two hands. And
yet there would be no indication as to which one, or where the pain
was actually coming from. Lucy would have felt this wall of pain
that was total. A pain that was in her head, in her neck and spine,
in her organs. It was a pain that was total and it was a pain
that’s all encompassing. It was a pain that would stop her in her
tracks. But it was also a pain that wouldn’t allow her to know what
to do with herself. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t plead for the
pain to be switched off or stopped. She couldn’t protect herself
because that pain was not coming from the outside so that she could
protect herself from blows for instance. It was a pain that’s
triggered by a woman who was not even standing near to her and yet
who was creating this bedlam of pain inside her. It wasn’t
something that she had any control over, or that she could see any
way out of.

Visually
Lucy stumbled. And when she did that there was this ripple of
applause. They were seeing a former attractive woman, a pretty
woman, who had fallen on times that were beyond bad. And that would
have been feeding their sadism. To see a woman, an innocent woman
in the circumstances, and then being inflicted with that pain. How
Lucy handled that pain, what she did, what sounds she made, how her
femininity was forced into a drunken like state because she
couldn’t handle that pain at all, in any way, was something that
fed the sadism. It was how she was forced to act, how she was
forced to be as the pain wracked through her. That was what they
wanted to see. These people, this tall elegant red headed woman
didn’t want to see the clichéd version of a woman suffering. They,
and she wanted to see a woman, an innocent woman suffer. Yes there
was the betrayal that Lucy was guilty of. Or not guilty of. But
that was a manufactured guilt - just something that helped the
process along. There was this knowledge that all creatures at Hope
Farm were innocent. And that the manufactured guilt’s just
something that added to the creatures torment. Lucy was no
different. Neither was Tanya.

That pain
didn’t stop. It didn’t just come in little bursts that reached a
peak and then faded. It came all at once like a wall, and it stayed
at that peak. Lucy was free to move to the side, to use a fence for
support. The red headed woman followed her, she wanted to be close
to Lucy as she suffered. She wanted to be in that orbit. She wanted
and needed to be in close so that she could feel Lucy’s despairing
breath. And so that she could hear the tiny nuances of noise. The
little noises that might be missed in the bigger picture. She
didn’t want to miss any of it - any of those noises or sounds. The
kind of noises that were wet. Noises that slithered from between
the lips of Lucy as inside herself, it felt like she would explode,
or implode. And there was that bigger all-encompassing noise that
Lucy made. This wasn’t Lucy at all. If all was taken into
consideration, what and who Lucy had been before this chapter in
her life, then one would have to conclude that this creature was
not Lucy. And that Lucy, as she had been was long gone.

 



Chapter 17

 


THE TWINS
- BIRTHING ARENA

 


Suranne
was watching. She had watched the whole process. The twins being
taken into the birthing arena, and then the process after the
inducement injections had been given to both girls. Of the three
hundred or so perverts in that place, there was no-one more
focussed, more immersed in the experience than Suranne. This was
something that she had taken over Hope Farm to achieve. This was
like the pinnacle of what she wanted to achieve to date. The
realisation of the ‘dreams’ that she’d had for years and years.
Right back to her school years in fact - before her school days
even. The thought of that little red head eating her shit in that
sub-basement rest room, because she daren’t NOT eat it. The thought
of that girl crawling to her turd of shit - that had been a
pinnacle back in the day. That had been her big buzz of the day.
And now she was realising this one. Twin girls who had been taken
out of the real world and subjected to the processes at Hope Farm.
And who had gone on to be animalised, and trained to be animals,
and to an extent changed physically and psychologically to be
animals. And who were now in the process of giving birth to
offspring who had been conceived during the breeding process. This
was a time that Suranne would have thought would never arrive for
her. There must have been times when she thought that she wouldn’t
see this day. There must have been dark times for her when she
thought that she would never witness this. But it had been the
possibility that it would never happen had been the driving force
for her. It had been the one single thing that had driven her. And
of course the knowledge that the twins would be with her again.
She’d always had two major objectives in Hope Farm. And they were
the ‘twins’ thing, and the capture and transportation back to Hope
Farm of Lucy and Tanya. And now she was basking in the glory of
both objectives being successful.

Yes no
doubt Suranne would have had good days and bad days. But Suranne
was one determined and sick bitch. Deep down she would have known
it would happen and that she would achieve what she set out to
achieve. And now from the side-lines, she nodded to a couple of
leather clad dominatrixes who made their way into the arena, one
armed with a large medical shears. One of these dominatrixes would
cut the cord and pick up the offspring and take it away. She would
do that in full view of Gemma. She would do that before there was
any attention paid to her at all. It was all part of the sadism
that was being applied. It was all part of ‘the show’ so to speak.
It was all part of the show to let it be seen that there was no
contact between mother and offspring. That there would be no
holding of the baby by Gemma. There would be no bonding. There
would be no, mothering of that baby by Gemma. The chord was cut and
the baby picked up by this leather enhanced ‘bitch’. She had to be
a cold hard bitch to do what she did. Gemma remained in that squat,
as though recovering but she was aware now and lucid. And she knew
what she was being subjected to. As though by ingrained, in-trained
habit, she let out a mooing sound. A deep guttural one - one that
tugged at the heart strings. At least it would have tugged at the
heartstrings of anyone from the normal world - that is if they
managed to process what they were seeing. But the sounds of
distress, and heartbreak that came from Gemma were something that
could not be described. One had to ‘feel’ them before one
understood them.

Suranne
smiled a little and bearing in mind this was a woman, a sadist who
only smiled for a reason, it was a sincere smile. She was ‘feeling’
the despair of Gemma. And now she was feeling the joint despair of
Kerry. Kerry, carrying twins herself and in the advanced stages of
induced labour herself, had seen and witnessed what had happened to
her sister. And now she knew what was in store for her. And that
can have only been an added torment. Gemma had been the lucky one -
if ‘lucky’ can be an appropriate word. She had gone through her
labour and birth not knowing how it would pan out. She might have
even had this tiny, little bit of hope in there somewhere that she
would be able to hold her own baby. Bond with it before it was
taken away from her. But now she knew that that wasn’t the case and
she was dealing with that. But Kerry now, she had to go through
that and she knew what she would have to go through at the end of
the birthing process. She would have to go through that two times
over. For her it wasn’t quite the same. She would have to go
through childbirth twice, and who knew how long apart the twins
would come? And then she would have to be in that lucid state that
Gemma was in and watch helpless as her offspring, her own twins
taken off her and taken away to god only knows where.

There was
a little reprieve - Kerry had seen what Gemma had gone through but
she didn’t really understand that lucidness and that awareness that
would come after she had dropped the twins. She had that delight to
come. She knew that Gemma sounded different, that she sounded hurt
and deeply because of what was happening, and had happened since
she gave birth to her baby. But she couldn’t know what Gemma
actually ‘felt’ and she had that delight to come. Maybe she would
have that delight several fold. Maybe her distress and
psychological turmoil would be several fold plus some more. But she
was watching as Gemma became more upright. She hoped that they
would get eye contact and then she could somehow let Gemma know
that she was with her. And Suranne would be watching all of this.
She would be guessing what Kerry was hoping and she would be
smiling because of that. Twins by nature and still joined together
somehow even though they had been ripped apart.

Then
there was the advanced and guttural mooing sound from Kerry. Gemma
was up now and she was being held, via her harness by one of the
leather clad dominatrixes. The other had gone - she had taken
Gemma’s offspring away out of sight. That baby would not be seen
again and its fate, or otherwise would not be known, at least not
for the time being. But Gemma would stay there. She would stay
there and experience some kind of recovery after her tortuous
childbirth. But her extended torture would be to see Kerry going
through what she was going through. And her torture in this respect
would be observed and watched. Suranne would see it all. She would
feel it all. This was her show, her little trip. The culmination of
years and years of hard work and her own sick mind. It had fallen
right for her to take over Hope Farm from Doctor Sabirah Najwah but
even if the Farm hadn’t been available then she would have done it
some other way. As it was she got to further the legacy of Hope
Farm. She got to achieve what Sabirah had fallen short of doing.
And that had to bring another smile to her attractive lips as she
looked around the arena and realised what she had achieved in a
relatively short space of time.

There was
a biblical grunt from Kerry and now she was down in that semi squat
with her hands on her knees for support. Her eyes were wide, almost
popping wide. And there was this staring quality to those eyes
which were also incredibly teary. One had to try to imagine the
pain she was in as another contraction speared through her. And
there was this expelling of air as she ‘pushed’. She pushed she
grunted and then her waters broke. They broke with a gush and a
splash to the floor as the birthing sack burst inside her and ended
in a pool under her. Her process was underway. The problem though
was that she was going to give birth to twins and so the process
was so much different. The first baby might come quickly, but it
didn’t. The second baby might come quickly after the first but it
didn’t. That would have been the ideal. But there was no ideal
here. All there was here was suffering. It was about an hour and a
half before the first twin was born and there was this mooing but
then this grunt of relief that at least one was out and down
between her legs on the ground.

Then
there was this long period before the contractions started again.
Kerry remained down in that semi-squat and she was breathing
heavily. It was like she was gasping for breath but that would be
understandable. The first twin hadn’t come easily. It was only
after a series of BIG pushes that the head appeared from between
her legs, and with that appearance there had been some drips of
blood. And then with one huge push the baby came, plop. That should
have been cause for Kerry to relax, but she couldn’t. Her mind was
fucked. Now she had that few seconds of lucid, crystal clear
thought, and knowledge at what she was involved with - something
that she had been protected from when in that childbearing state.
Now was that post orgasmic like realisation that she was inside
this living nightmare world that there was no way out of. The
contractions for her second twin started very slowly. By this time
she was dripping with sweat. She moo’d and then she grunted in this
low tone that was nothing like human. And then the process started
again.

One had
to try, at least try to empathise with what Kerry was feeling, and
how she was managing to keep it together. But that was just it -
was she keeping it together? Certainly there was a distance in her
eyes that said she wasn’t on the planet. But that might apply to
any mother in the latter stages of labour. That probably was the
case for a mother giving birth to multiple babies. She tried to
adjust herself. She tried to adjust that ‘squat’ but her face
twisted in pain as another contraction wracked through her. And
then she grunted. This time she got down lower, and it was a full
squat that she adopted. Her legs were wide open, and her back was
in a sort of concave arch, as much as being pregnant allowed her
that is. She was aware of Gemma slightly to one side watching her
and she tried to look at her - tried to focus on her. Maybe she
could get some encouragement from Gemma that she could get through
this. Anything that would make that connection with her sister
again.

But that
was just it as well. Their closeness wasn’t the same as it used to
be. There was this ‘thing’ between them. There was this connection
between them that had always been between them - the twins thing.
That was there but it was different. It was more distant although
it was still strong. In a way it has been strengthened more. In a
way it had been enforced more but at the same time these two girls,
now creatures had been torn apart. They had been torn apart in
comparison to what they had known all their lives. And it was in
this torn apart state that they were forced now to exist. It was in
this torn apart state that they had to try to grasp onto everything
they could - try to grasp onto everything they had as twins. They
could grasp onto that little bit of knowledge, deep down, despite
what they were going through that they were still sisters, that
they were still twins. No-one could take that off them. Could they?
If anyone could, Suranne could. If anyone or anything could take
anything away from these poor creatures as they were now, it was
Suranne and it was Hope Farm. But no - that wouldn’t be taken away.
It wouldn’t be taken away at all. Suranne had hunted, and searched
high and low for twins, and that was what she wanted. She wouldn’t
rip them apart in the true sense. Rather she would use the fact
that they were close, that they were sisters and twins, against
them so that she could torture them more. So that she could reside
in their heads more.

And there
was no doubt that she was inside their heads. Kerry let out another
soul searching mooing. She had tried to focus on Gemma but that
hadn’t worked. She wasn’t able to focus on anything. She was aware
of Gemma there, she was aware of her sister tilting her head in a
kind of sorrowful way because she knew the heartbreak that was in
line for Kerry when the babies were taken away from her. But there
had been no connection with the eyes. There had been none of that
and effectively Kerry was all alone. The first chord had been cut
and the first baby was squirming and crying on the ground but it
wasn’t picked up. It was a girl. Gemma’s had been a girl as well.
And they knew that the one still to come from Kerry was also a
girl. This had made Suranne smile when she found out. “I like that,
all girls. Maybe we can ensure these girls are brought up into a
life of slavery before they are taken back here. Wouldn’t that be
interesting? Another objective for me to achieve. Creatures born
into captivity. I had thought about giving them to childless
couples. Couples who couldn’t get pregnant themselves. You know,
give them to loving homes in order to do my little bit for society.
But when I think about it, taking these girls into the system, our
system, MY system would be win win. Yet another level of deep
perversion. And eventually they would learn of their mammas and
what had become of them knowing that the same was in store for
them. What a delicious thought.”

Suranne
had been speaking to one of the crowd. A mature woman who was
deeply focused on what was happening in the birthing arena. But
when Suranne had finished speaking this woman smiled. She liked
what she heard. “Only you could come up with something like that
Suranne and I love it.” And it was true, only Suranne could come up
with the bare, raw cruelty that would be involved in what she was
suggesting. “It would take a lot of money. A lot of thought. A lot
of strategic stuff. But we have experts on board. We have
specialists who could see through the infants lives, and their
change in fortunes. It wouldn’t be a small project but it is one
that excites me. Rearing the creatures’ ‘creatures’ as such is high
octane turn on territory. But there would be no breaking process
for the infants who would become full blown children and then
adults. They would just accept what is happening to them at any
given time because they know no different.” And it was like
Suranne’s mind was turning over as she spoke. Like the more she
spoke the more she liked what she was thinking. It was like a birth
in itself - the birth of an idea. The birth of another chapter in
Suranne’s and in Hope Farm’s life. An inside breeding programme -
the breeding of creatures that would exist for no other purpose.
The breeding of offspring who would become creatures, breeding
creatures themselves. Suranne squeezed her thighs at the thought.
She was making mental notes as well. These thoughts would become
fact eventually.

Kerry let
out what could only be described as a ‘howl’ and then there was the
grunt of the ‘push’. And she did push. It was a push and an
extended wet grunt and as a result of that combination, a little
more of the baby came out. But there was this almost bizarre
cruelty about the scene now. Kerry in this low, low squat and with
a part born baby slowly slipping out of her. One of the
dominatrixes looked at Suranne. She was looking for the go-ahead to
go help Kerry, to assist her. But Suranne shook her head ‘no,
wait’. She mouthed the words and the leather clad woman stood back.
This was Suranne being a sadist. This was her being an advanced
sadist. She could have got Kerry help. The humiliation, the
degradation and the cruelty had been applied several fold and she
was watching for more of the same. She was needing to see this girl
suffer more. Childbirth would not come around every day for
Suranne, or a paying crowd to watch and ‘enjoy’. This was the first
of a very special one. This involved the rare ones, the twins. And
so this one should be allowed to run and run.

And that
was the thing. It would be allowed to run and run. Over time these
days would be fine-tuned and perfected. They would be made into the
spectacle that this one was and more. But that fine tuning would
provide the paying perverts, and Suranne with extended pleasures.
There were infinite ways of making a creature give birth, and
indeed carry pregnancies - infinite ways of making the whole
process of breeding, pregnancy and then childbirth more spectacular
than anything else that occurred at Hope Farm. This one had been
spectacular - the twins had their pregnancies extended, and that
alone was a huge thing. But going forward the bar had to continue
to be made higher, and then higher again. Advances in medical
science, and what could be done would make the unbelievable,
believable. And Suranne wanted to be and needed to be there at the
helm. She had this obsession whereby she needed to lead the way.
She had tipped her hat to Doctor Sabirah Najwah but now she had
taken over. The good doctor had gone back to the Middle East, to
retire.

But
Suranne was as far away from retiring as it was possible for her to
be. Now she had the helm she was going to make the most of it. She
had this ‘thing’ inside her that was more than an obsession. Yes
she wanted to lead the way, but she was driven by sadistic desire
as well. She was driven by the need to top up her own sexual
arousal. And she could only do that by inflicting steadily
increasing atrocities on her charges. She could only do that by
raising the bar and looking for the next big buzz. And as she
looked at Kerry and Gemma in the birthing arena now, there were
more and more thoughts and plans popping into her head. She liked,
she had always liked the way her own addictions fed themselves. She
just had to be in the zone and these ideas and these plans came to
her. Before this day it had all been about getting the twins, and
then breeding them. And now before that was even over with, she was
onto the next stage of planning. She smiled to herself because she
kind of loved herself. Suranne didn’t do ‘love’ in the conventional
sense. What she did was love herself. And she did that
well.

 



Chapter 18

 


THE TWINS
- POST BIRTHING AND MILKING SHED

 


Suranne
was still smiling to herself, at her thoughts, and at her plans
when Kerry let out another extended wet mooing sound. This time the
twin tossed her head back and turned that mooing into a howling.
Like she was howling at the moon or something. This time the long
push and that howling scream from Kerry was the one that saw the
birth of the second twin. There was this fluid, squelching sound
and the baby was born onto the floor of the birthing arena. And
there was this split second of silence in the birthing arena like
the crowd, the paying perverts were taking it all in. Like they
were absorbing what they had just witnessed. Like they were
processing it all. And they would have been taking in the scene as
a whole. Gemma to one side and the distressed Kerry in the middle.
She had been low, very low but as the baby had slipped out,
seemingly in slow motion, she had got up again. And she had got up
to her hoofed feet in that same slow motion manner. There had been
this sound, this slippery, almost this wet and dirty sound of the
birth. And then the sight of the mother, Kerry getting up to her
full height again. And that was something that had been boosted
further by those hoof boots. There was something ‘magnificent’
about both Kerry and Gemma post-natal. Their height, their busts,
or their udders. Their super long legs and way the hoof boots
caused them to stand and move suggestively. It was something that
had to be seen to be believed. And this was boosted further by the
knowledge that they had just given birth. That the birthing process
had been a long one, and this was them after it -
magnificent!

And there
was this after birth ‘glow’. Even under these circumstances, there
was this motherly glow in both of them. Even given that the babies
were whisked away and not given to them to bond with, there was
this glow that could have been more down to relief that it was
over, than anything maternal. If anything could have interrupted
that after birth glow it was the sight of two max-heeled leather
dominatrixes coming into the arena to remove the twin’s twins.
There had been that silence of the crowd as they had absorbed what
they had just seen but there was then this ‘ripple of further
silence’ as those dominatrixes came in, and picked up a baby each.
The chords had been cut, and so they just needed to scoop up the
offspring so that they could be taken away. That was a poignant
moment. It really was a ripple of silence as the individual members
of the fee paying crowd just watched this significant moment. And
it was a significant moment. Both twins now having moved together
their arms interlinked. They were together again and more than that
they were connected again. Probably Gemma and Kerry were more
connected at this precise time than they had been for a long long
time.

There was
the noise, the creak of the Domme’s leather, the click of their
heels, and then the scoop up of the twins and then the creak of
leather again and the high heel click. Eyes in the crowd flicking
from that, to Kerry and Gemma. What they were watching for was any
sign of emotion. What they were watching for was any sign of this
cruel scene having any effect on them. This wasn’t a scene where
Kerry and Gemma were tortured by implements. This was the very
essence of human nature - this was mothers giving birth and all
that it entailed. This was when a mother was supposed to be at her
happiest and at her most content. This would normally be when the
absolute pain of childbirth was forgotten because the mother was
handed a new-born baby all healthy and warm for them to bond with.
But this was something that had taken place at a sadistic facility
and facilitated by sadistic people. Or one sadistic bastard of a
bitch rather. And so the natural flow of nature, human nature was
being disturbed, had been disturbed.

That was
the thing. Human nature here, something that should have been a
beautiful thing had been disturbed in the most cruel and sadistic
way. In a way the twins would have felt like someone coming down
from an orgasm and into the bleak world of reality. That was what
they were experiencing here except it wasn’t am orgasm they had
experienced. It was the pain and then the relief of childbirth and
something that should have given unmeasurable levels of motherly
joy. But what they were coming down into was something that was
terrible - something that was a nightmare and something that was
fucked up. It was something that affected them. It affected them
from the inside. But there was this thing that the effect didn’t
affect them visibly - didn’t affect their magnificence in the first
instance. That despair, and that terrible feeling of being denied
their new-born offspring, however they were conceived and fathered,
was something that affected them from the inside. The sight of
those Domme’s taking away the babies, the ripple of silence, the
overall vibe in that birthing arena was something that was designed
to affect them both after the fact.

And it
did. It was like a slow acting drug of despair that came over them.
Gemma cried out first. One had to suspect that she cried out first
because she had been the first to give birth to her single baby and
so more time had passed. But then, as though in sympathy, Kerry let
out that howl of despair as well. And for those seconds, as those
noises hung in the air there was this feeling that the sisters had
become human again as opposed to the creatures they had been turned
into. There was this feeling that at that exact moment of absolute
despair, they had connected not only with each other again but with
their human selves. For those few seconds that the cries of anguish
were in the air there was this lucidness in the two young women.
And it was like their lives were flashing before their eyes. Their
mum Amy, granddad and their round the world trip that never was.
Their old lives was there right in front of them. But it was there
just for split seconds at a time and this was even shorter lived.
Again there would have been those memories and that connection to
real normal life, but again that was snatched away from them in
that despair and then in the realisation of the actual situation
they were in. What they had been subjected to. And what had been
done to them. What they had been through and what they had suffered
in their heads. All of that coming back to them topped with the
knowledge that they had just given birth to real life babies that
were then taken off them.

That was
what caused the howls of despair. That was what caused anyone who
heard those howls to ‘know’ that the twins were at the peak of
their anxiety and despair. And it was this exact moment that they
had come to see. It was this that they wanted to witness and this
that they needed to absorb. This was their ‘next big buzz’. This
scene of utter devastation being inflicted on already tortured
young women was something that they would never be able to see
anywhere else. This for a lot if not most of this crowd was a once
in a lifetime thing. This was their personal peak of sadism. This
was something that they had dared to hope they would be able to
witness. But there would have always been a doubt - maybe something
would go wrong. Or something would happen that they wouldn’t reach
that peak. So that it actually happened, that this display of total
cruelty applied to two innocent young women was happening before
their very eyes was absolutely something that most would only
witness once in their lives. And if it never happened again, even
at Hope Farm, then they had been here for this one. It had happened
and they had been part of it and that would feed their sadism going
forward.

Gemma and
Kerry let out more cries of anguish and the crowd remained
absolutely, totally silent. They soaked up those cries - almost
like they bathed in them. And then their handler, their leather
clad Domme came back into the arena. Suranne had told them. “Take
them out when they are still howling. When they are still crying
like that. Let the crowd hear their cries fade away as they are
taken further and further away from the arena. I want to leave them
wanting more. I want them to remember this day for a long long
time.” And Suranne was smiling at the Dominatrix. She was looking
for a sign that she understood what she was asking her to do. “Of
course. I understand completely. And I have to say Ma’am, this had
been spectacular. Only YOU could have done this.” And there was
this level of ‘worship’ of Suranne from this woman who was herself
a sadist. That said something about the esteem in which Suranne was
held in theses circles. Suranne liked this woman and her worship.
But what she liked more was that she understood her. And now she
was watching this woman lead the despairing twins from the arena.
By this time their cries were fluid, and wet. There was the click
click of the high heels, the creak of the leather. But there was
also the different sounds of the hoof boots. They were more
animalistic sounds. They were sounds that would have reminded both
Gemma and Kerry that they were simply creatures in this world. That
yes they had given birth just minutes ago, but that was over now
and all they were, were creatures. Just creatures.

The crowd
noise came back as the sounds of Gemma and Kerry died down. Those
noises of absolute despair could be heard in the distance but that
was it. They were distant. They were being taken away from this
spectacle now and this crowd would indeed be left wanting more.
Needing more. Suranne looked around the crowd. She was soaking it
up - what had just happened. And she was scanning the crowd,
looking to see who else apart from the mature woman would be
interested in her future plans for birthing and raising of
creatures bred by creatures. She had already found her new buzz.
She had already found her new project and she would be working on
that overnight, and into the future. She would need to raise funds
but there would be many, many perverts around the world who would
want to buy into this concept. Suranne didn’t need to do any market
research on this matter. It was just something that she knew. Like
a knowledge that ran through her veins.

All she
would need to do was put the word out on the dark web. All she
would need to do was let the word slip out there, together with
sketchy details, and the money would roll in. Suranne wouldn’t have
to use any of her personal fortune to fund something that was going
to be the ultimate in pleasure for her. She just had to let the
word slip out there, together with those sketchy details - not too
many details because there would be a danger that someone would try
and take her idea and turn it into theirs. And that was what
Suranne wanted and needed to avoid at all cost. She didn’t just
want to be ahead of the game. She wanted this latest plan of hers
to be more spectacular than the last. It had to surpass what had
gone before by some miles. And this made her smile. She could let
the barest of details out there and just let her ideas fester in
the minds of perverts the world over. And when she finally did the
reveal, it would be the reveal of all reveals.

 


One could
only wish that there were the words to describe Gemma and Kerry
post-natal. Those final cries of despair had been with then all the
way from the birthing arena. To those collected, paying perverts
the cries had faded and then died away with the clicks of the high
heels of the dominatrixes. It would be those sounds that this crowd
would remember. It would be that, that would stay with them going
forward. But of the creatures themselves. They had been taken from
the birthing arena and between the rows of long sheds and to the
milking shed. They had given birth yes - they had been through the
bodily trauma of childbirth and now they had to be taken to the
milking shed. Now they needed to give up their milk. But there was
the look of the two. Both Gemma and Kerry looked drained. That
would be expected, that they looked drained. Childbirth took it out
of any mother, even under normal medical circumstances. So that
Kerry and Gemma looked drained was not a surprise. It was the level
of drain though. It was just the way the whole thing had affected
them. The rawness and the cruelty of the births themselves and then
the effect of them having the babies taken away from them. The
deliberate aspect of them not holding their offspring, and not
bonding with them at all. And that vision, that image of the
leather clad dominatrixes taking the offspring away. That would be
something that would stay with them going forward.

There was
no surprise that by the time they got to the milking shed these two
former girls were like something had been removed from them from
deep inside. It was like that extra level of sadism had been
applied and had stuck to the twins. And now they were being led
into the stalls for milking. There was no aftercare, as such. Yes a
medical team had checked them out - their vital signs, blood
pressure etc. But essentially they were like a pair of animals that
had given birth and now they just had to get on with it. There
would be no wrapping them in cotton wool. There would be no
recovery period. What the twins were in fact was working animals.
They were part of the working livestock of Hope Farm and so there
was no time for them to take out so that they could ‘recover’. What
would be the point of allowing them to recover? What would be the
point in wrapping them in that cotton wool? No point - just no
point. Time was money and the animals, the creatures at Hope Farm
had to be toughened up.

And this
was right. They had to be toughened up. But at the end of the day,
it didn’t matter what those at Hope Farm did to the creatures, to
Gemma and Kerry, and to Tanya and Lucy and any other unlucky enough
to have been taken to this place - it didn’t matter what they did
to them because at their core, at their very core they were still
human beings. It was something that was a contradiction. The whole
of Hope Farm, even Suranne herself was a contradiction. The time
and the effort to change them into something else had been
successful and yet that core of them, that human core could not be
taken away. And this was ok with Suranne. It was ok with her
because of the sadism applied. It was ok for that core to remain
because that was the final and the most telling, and effective
torture. If it had been possible to remove that core, to remove the
essence of the girl’s humanity then it would have all been
pointless. They would simply be dumb animals then. They could still
be dumb but with the core still intact.

And this
was what Kerry and Gemma were now. Dumb but with their core intact.
It was because that core was intact that they looked how they
looked. They couldn’t change the way those hooves forced them into
those suggestive stances and struts. They couldn’t change the way
they dripped from their most sensitive sexual flesh either. And
they couldn’t stop themselves sucking in breaths of air as their
huge, thick milk dripping nipples were sucked up into those cups
ready for milking. They couldn’t avoid the fact that even the
milking process was a sexual experience either. It didn’t matter
what they had just been through. It didn’t matter that they had
been through that little thing called childbirth and had their
offspring taken away from them. The sexual stimulation was still
there and now it was back as those machines began the process of
extracting the milk. In a way, that they still had their human
core, would help them through this - would help them be grateful
that their minds were being forced to absorb the sexual stimulation
that the milking produced. But then there would be the guilt
associated with them absorbing and craving the nipples simulation
when they had just, only just had their offspring taken away from
them.

That was
the thing about the sadism at Hope Farm. It was brutal. It could be
brutal in a number of ways - physically and emotionally. But at the
same time it was layered sadism. Sadism that was layered
deliberately. Sadism that was designed to cut into the psyche and
then stay there. And it was a sadism that couldn’t be applied if
that human core was not there anymore. Suranne had often thought
about it she had often thought about removing that core completely,
and she could do it, but then smiled at the reasons that she left
it intact. Kerry let out a loud, extended wet mooing sound as the
milking machine started its work on her udders. On her mammaries.
There was that stimulation that had to occur before the milk itself
came. It was a process - and in the first instance it was a sexual
process. One that had to happen. Those huge, almost obscene nipple
teats excited to the point of giving up the milk. That sexual
arousal being inflicted to a point that the twins were dripping
more profusely from their sexuality. Gemma followed Kerry in that
long extended mooing sound and she held her head back. It was
chilling to know that these two creatures still had human cores.
And yet it was exciting at the same time. Exciting that is for
Suranne and for her endless queue of paying clients.

Kerry
looked at Gemma - their eyes were locked. Yes they knew who they
were, where they had come from, what had happened to them and this
made this worse for them. They couldn’t speak any more. At least
they couldn’t speak with their mouths anymore. That ability had
been taken away from them. They had been denied the power of speech
and it would have been a ‘power’. They weren’t allowed any power.
But there was this recognition in there. There was this pure
sisterly thing there, but it was distant. There would always be
this connection in the two. There would always be the twins thing
between them but they wouldn’t always necessarily understand that.
They had been debilitated in the minds to the point that their
understanding of anything was minimal. Eventually they wouldn’t
even understand the flashback of their old life that they got. They
would still get them, there would still be that torture for them,
but understanding it? No! The clear milking tubes became off-white
with the milk being sucked and pumped through them.

 



Chapter 19

 


TANYA AND
LUCY continued

 


The pain
was switched off, eventually. And when it was switched off, Lucy
collapsed to her knees. Finally she collapsed - or finally she was
able to collapse. And by this time she was covered in a thin film
of sweat and her full lips were puffing out, as though she had
needed to hold her breath a little too long as the pain destroyed
her from within. “Get up creature. Get up now.” That was the red
headed woman. She had nodded to the dominatrix to turn off the pain
knowing that it would be just a pause in the proceedings. This had
become the central ‘show’ at this little get together. This had
been what everyone had turned their attentions to. And that was
because it was something that was different. It was something that
made the victim, in this case Lucy suffer more.

Anything
that created more hell for a victim was worth focussing on. It was
worth all of one’s attention. The use of implants had been a known
fact, an accepted fact for the infliction of pain and pleasure at
Hope Farm. But those implants had been restricted to the nipples
and the clitoris. Tanya and Lucy had been the first to be implanted
beyond the normal. They had been the first to be implanted into
organs and into very delicate places for reasons other than sexual.
They had been the first to have implants designed to create the
most intense pain, and no pleasure at all. It made the implants
more simple. It made it possible for them to be manufactured
without the need for the vibration needed to create the pleasure.
It made it possible for the whole focus of the implant to be pain
only. And that resulted in implants of superior quality and capable
of levels of pain that had been unheard of, or unachievable until
now.

Lucy made
this noise, she reverberated her nostrils as she struggled with
what had just happened to her and she got to her hooves. There was
a stumble and a buckling of her knees but she managed to stand. And
this woman ran a finger under Lucy’s jawline. It was almost as
though she was undertaking an inspection of Lucy. Like an
inspection that might result in a sale of this creature by Hope
Farm to this woman. Suranne watched and she was smiling. She liked
this woman, she liked her a lot. “You stay on your feet creature.
You don’t go down. You never go down.” Her words were simple and
there was an accent to her voice. But it was difficult to pin down
that accent. Something European, Eastern European even. Suranne
smiled again without any interaction with this woman at all. This
woman whoever she was, knew the score. Yes she knew what she was
telling Lucy to do. She knew what she was telling Lucy was to say
the least difficult if not impossible.

Lucy was
in a lose lose situation. She would feel the horror of the pain
inside her, filling her and debilitating her completely - she had
nothing to lose if she went down to her knees simply because there
was nothing more painful that could be inflicted that already was
being inflicted. And yet at the same time, in her time at Hope Farm
she’d had, like Tanya, been trained not to resist. She’d been
trained to be submissive in every respect. She’d been trained to
follow instructions and not go against them. Every microbe in her
body and in her mind would be telling her, and be making her go
down when that pain hit again, and yet that would be something that
she couldn’t do. And that was because she’d had the basics of her
own human nature changed. Whereas it would be natural for her to go
down, her nature was to go against the nature of the normal world.
The pain hit her again and this woman still had her finger running
under Lucy’s jawline. She was watching for that precise time when
the pain struck. But it was written all over Lucy’s face and in her
eyes. The eyes said it the most. There was that catapult of drool
again and the woman smiled at that. She liked what she was seeing.
And she seemed to move in closer to Lucy. Like she wanted to feel
it even more than she had the first time. Like she wanted and
needed to feel the utter pain and despair of Lucy even
more.

Lucy knew
what was happening. And Tanya standing to one side also knew. Poor
Lucy - it was at this time she was experiencing those flashbacks.
Flashbacks to what she’d had and what she’d lost. But strangely
now, her flashbacks were in the same fuzzy black and white that her
vision had been inflicted with. Flashes of her old life and yes
flashes of her with her head down the toilet as Suranne flushed it,
smiling down on her. Flashes of Tanya her lover and who was
standing only feet away - flashback of the times that they had made
love and given each other orgasms the like of which she had never
experienced until they were surpassed sadistically at Hope
Farm.

There had
to be the question of what Tanya was feeling. She could see, albeit
in that same black and white, what Lucy was going through. She had
this knowledge that she too had been operated on and implanted. And
so she had that core fear that she could be subjected to the same
as what Lucy was being subjected to. But at the same time - she had
her love for Lucy and she was feeling everything that Lucy was
feeling - like she was feeling sympathy pain. And she was feeling
guilt that she wasn’t the one being tortured. She had her black and
white fuzzy view of Lucy almost doubled up in pain but not going
down to her knees. She was scared of how she would or wouldn’t be
able to cope with that level of pain. In fact she had yet to feel
that pain and so she couldn’t even imagine what Lucy was
feeling.

If the
truth were known, Tanya would want to go hold Lucy. She would want
to hug her close and tell her it would be all ok. But she knew she
couldn’t do that. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been
able to hug her lover. Or be close to her. All of that closeness
had been taken away from them. It had been there one day, the
ability to just be close and tender with each other - to be able to
make love with each other. And then the next day, it was gone.
There had been no big drama in taking it away, it was just ‘gone’.
And yet they had been kept together. They had been kept as a pair -
almost it was like they had been kept together in order to torture
their minds more. That was definitely what it had been. Them seeing
each other, being close to each other even though they couldn’t be
lovers. That is, they couldn’t be lovers in the true sense. Any
form of intimate contact they had between them would only be to
further their degradation and their addiction to sexual
orgasm.

Lucy made
that noise again. That wet, almost putrid noise that she made when
that pain reached that infinite level. And there was this split
second in which she almost, only almost, went down. But she didn’t
go down. “That’s right creature you stay up at all cost. You stay
up on your fucked up hooves at all cost.” And there it was again
that eastern European accent. It was almost a cigarette smoky voice
that this woman let slip from between her red lips. Lucy had
nothing to lose, she could have gone down. What could they do to
her that was worse than what she was suffering now? Maybe she just
didn’t want to find out. Or maybe it was just that her training at
Hope Farm had been perfect training. And that it had just worked.
Maybe it had been possible to rewire basic human nature. Maybe it
had been possible to rewire a nature that would have seen anyone
from the outside world, the normal world going down under such a
constant onslaught of pure, undiluted pain. And that was it - a
constant onslaught of undiluted pain. Lucy could do anything - she
could hold her arm across her tummy when she felt the pain there,
she could make whatever noise she wanted to make. In fact there
were no limits on what she did as she was forced to endure that
pain, as long as she didn’t go down. Going down to her knees would
be the cardinal sin at this precise time. So Lucy moved on her
hooves. And even though she was in so much pain, that movement was
still suggestive - it was still dirty because it was supposed to be
like that. It was supposed to be that way. It was the result of
what had been done to her and Tanya in this place Hope
Farm.

But it
was a fact that the sexual arousal, although still there, hovering
in the background was turned down somewhat. The kind of pain that
Lucy was feeling inside her, and round her, was the kind that
tended to block every other sensation out. Or at the very least
dumb it down. That didn’t stop her dripping though. There was that
pain but there was the dripping of sexual juices also. This woman,
the red headed, accented one was watching intently. She was
focussing intently on the effects of the pain on Lucy and more to
the point the way she coped with it. And that was it - she did cope
with it. She coped with it like a hardened masochist might. That
was what this woman was watching for - not only another woman
coping with dire pain, but HOW she was coping with it. This was the
sadist in this woman. It was the core sadist that she was. And
again that question would come up in anyone’s head as to what her
story could be. How had she come to be in this place at this time.
What had taken her to Hope Farm. It didn’t matter how many times
that same question would be asked, there would never be an answer.
Once again there would be guesses. But guesses would never hit the
nail on the head.

When
Lucy’s pain was at its most - when it reached that peak and was
kept there, right there she was just standing like this wretched
creature. She was a wretched creature by design, but what she was
suffering was the worse that even the sickest mind could come up
with. There was this pain, the level of which would have rendered
anyone into blackout mode. At least anyone in the normal world
experiencing this level of pain would find themselves blacking out,
losing consciousness as a way of contending with it. But Lucy
didn’t have that option. She had to contend with it at all cost and
she had to stay on her feet. To say that she was in an impossible
situation would be something that was an understatement. And yet
what she had been told to do, what she had been instructed to do,
stay on her feet, won out. That was what she had to do - stay on
her feet, or on her hooves. But there was this level of
wretchedness in how she did that. How she was almost doubled up
with the agony that was happening inside her. The way she
constantly moved her weight from one hoof to the other. The sounds
that she was making - the dribbling and drooling simply because she
was dealing with so much internal pain that she didn’t have the
sense left to control the saliva that had formed into drool and was
then pouring from her mouth.

There
were periods when she tried to stand perfectly still, when she just
tried to not move at all because the pain was so much. So much so
that one would have to imagine that her thought pattern, such as it
was, was that if she stayed still, if she didn’t move at all,
maybe, just maybe there would be no pain at all. But that was
something that was just a ‘hope’. Again, hope where there was no
hope. This was Hope Farm and there was no hope at hope farm. There
was the sight of Lucy the way she was - and knowing what she had
been through already - the work that had been done on her, the
tweaks to her mind and her brain and now this debilitating pain
serving one purpose and one purpose alone, and that was to screw up
what’d been a gorgeous femininity. Certainly it served to screw up
the woman that she had been before being taken to this place. She
was standing slightly hunched over, her arm across her tummy. That
was odd in itself - her arm over her tummy. She would have
definitely felt pain in her tummy - definitely felt pain inside
her, and yet that wouldn’t have been the only pain she felt. That
wouldn’t have been the only pure pain that she felt. And yet there
it was, the arm over her tummy.

She would
have felt it inside her sexuality, and she would have felt it in
her limbs. The kind of pain, and therefor the kind of ways that her
body tried to battle that pain would have resulted in the pain to
her joints. The joints in her limbs. Her elbow joints, her wrists,
her fingers, her neck. Every one of her joints just filled with
this total pain that had an effect on the way she stood. Her knee
joints, and ankles, also filled with this terrible pain. And that
pain dictating how she looked to the paying perverted public. This
wretched creature standing there. Just standing there as still as
she could, and in all of this agony. There was something about that
sight. About the sight of her in that attempt to stand still. The
sight of her struggling to stand still and the failure of her to
stand totally still in that moment. If a still picture at that
precise time was taken it would tell the whole story. This woman
who had grown into a stunning, almost statuesque woman, now
fatigued by the pain she was suffering. That still picture would
tell the story of this wretchedness of Lucy, and the terrible
agonies that she was burdened with for the pleasure of this woman
and the other collected perverts.

And that
still picture could include the slightly out of focus Tanya in the
background. There was no pain for her - just this bemused
‘creature’ who was looking through black and white eyes that had
been denied perfect focus. What Tanya was seeing was what a
creature from the wild might see. What she was seeing was probably
as close to a feral view as could be possible. And there was this
bemusement in her own stance. In the way she was standing herself
there was this utter beautiful woman, and yet one that had been
changed and altered. She didn’t have the pain but she did have that
look that might have asked ‘what is going on here?’ She did have
that stance, that slightly fumbling stance that didn’t take away
her beauty, but it didn’t take away what had been done to her
either. If this woman had been snatched out of Hope Farm and been
taken back to the real normal world, there would be no way that she
would ever get over what had happened to her. Or what had been done
to her. There would be no way that the psychological aspect of what
had been done to her, or the micro brain surgery could be reversed,
or put right.

Just like
there could be no way that the physical aspect of what she was
dealing with could be put right, or put into reverse. It would be
safer, and kinder to leave this woman, Tanya in the very facility
that had fucked her up - Hope Farm. It might seem odd, outrageous
even to suggest that this woman, like Lucy would be better off
there. That these people, these perverts would know how to treat
her and know the best way that she should live, or should exist. It
would be almost horrific to suggest that these people knew best.
But that was exactly what it was - Tanya, and Lucy and all of the
creatures at Hope Farm had been created at Hope Farm. And so it
made kind a kind of sick twisted sense that they knew how to look
after them - they knew what was best for them. That they had
created these creatures and that there was no way that these
creatures could exist in the normal world. And that they ‘needed’
to be housed, needed to exist at Hope Farm and needed to live the
life that had been designed by the world’s deepest sickest minds.
They would need to come to the conclusion that these creatures, all
of them, wouldn’t be able to survive in the outside world. That
they would be simply better off at the Farm. That was as much a
disturbing thought as a bizarre one.

And there
was that vibe to that scene of Lucy and Tanya. Lucy in that
abominable pain, and Tanya, her former lover just bemused nearby,
not being able to figure it all out, wondering why at that precise
time there was no sexual pleasure for her. Even her needing that
sexual pleasure to be back. Her able to see what Lucy, her former
lover, was going through. Her having those flashback of the two of
them together. And yet her needing to feel that sexual intensity to
be back. And then it was back. Suranne had watched this scene. She
had immersed in it with the woman who had taken a bit of a liking
for want of a better word, to Lucy in her current pain filled
existence. There was no doubt that Suranne got it - that she got
the intensity of it - she got the vibe of it. And so she had nodded
to the remote control holder. The dominatrix, clad in a skin-tight
latex catsuit, caught the eyes of Suranne and she nodded back. And
she thumbed that remote control so that Tanya was once again being
stimulated.

And Tanya
would have felt it immediately. She wouldn’t have got all of the
pleasure straight away. But she would have felt the nuanced
manipulation behind her clitoris and behind her nipples. She would
have felt the increase in ‘volume’ of what those implants could do.
But for her it was just the sexual implants. Her pain inducing
implants were being kept dormant and lifeless inside her. Where
Lucy was experiencing nothing but pain, Tanya was experiencing
nothing but pleasure at this time. She bent her knees slightly
giving her an overt angle on her hoof boots. And she threw her head
back to make a noise - a noise that was a constant somewhere or
other within Hope Farm. A noise that wouldn’t be unusual in a farm.
But a sound in a farm that processed human beings, or former human
beings that if anyone just stood and listened too, would think
almost surreal.

That
sound, like a mooing - like a sound that a cow would make. Yes that
made sense. That the basic premise of hope farm was to turn its
residents, or its victims into creatures that were equine and cow
like at the same time. Neither one nor the other, but both. And
Tanya was making that noise now. She was pushing back her head and
she was making those mooing sounds as the pleasure inside of her
sexuality was turned back on. As it was made live again. There was
a ripple through the collected audience again and Suranne watched.
But most of all she was watching that woman, the woman who had
intervened with Lucy. The one who had told her that she had to
remain on her fucked up feet at all cost and as she watched her she
squeezed her thighs again giving her a shot of wet, slippery
pleasure.

 



Chapter 20

 



CONCLUSION

 


Suranne
squeezed her thighs, in that secret way that she did when she
wanted to feed herself sexual pleasure. She squeezed and she held
that squeeze to prolong the wet inducing pleasure she gave to
herself. The scene that she had created with Lucy and Tanya was one
that she could not have designed totally from the ground up. Some
of it was coincidental and yet it was one that reached the inner
sanctum of Suranne’s deeper sexuality. It was something that turned
her on. Something that turned her on a great deal.

Both Lucy
and Tanya had done a runner on her back in the good old school days
and she had never considered that a done deal. She had always known
that the two would come back to her, in whatever form at some
point. There had never been a day when she doubted that these two
girls, or women would be back in her presence and that they would
pay for what she considered a betrayal of her. And that focus had
stayed with her, only more intense when she took over Hope Farm.
There would have been point at which she had decided that the two
would be taken here but that exact point, that exact micro point
would escape her. It was just something that was just always going
to be.

And now
she was seeing the results of her labours. She was witnessing the
perfect storm at its height. There was Tanya in that room, slightly
to one side and experiencing the most intense sexual pleasure yet
and her head was thrown back and she was making that mooing sound -
and it was a mooing sound of distress, but also it wasn’t. It was
like a grateful sound that she was making. Like she was grateful
that she was being given, being permitted that sexual pleasure. And
the thing about it was that it was not a restricted pleasure. It
wasn’t an edging pleasure. Or it wasn’t a pleasure that was taken
so far and then stopped. In other words she wasn’t being prevented
or being denied her orgasms. She could orgasm to her hearts
content. And she did. But she didn’t just orgasm, she pretty much
went into orbit as one orgasm melted into the next, and the next
and so on.

There was
the sight of this ‘creature’ in intense and maximum sexual rapture,
and then a few feet away there was Lucy in intense and maximum
agony. There was pain and pleasure in living form. There was pain
and pleasure in its most base, a pure form being inflicted on two
different creatures. And it was pain and pleasure in the same
picture. In the same room at the same time there was this vision,
this scene. A barbaric scene yes - one that didn’t belong in the
normal world of human beings. But this wasn’t the normal world.
This wasn’t in any way normal. This was a scene in which two human
being women had been taken out of the normal world by illegal means
and then transport to a place that didn’t exist, not officially.
And once there, they had been worked on, altered, and subjugated to
procedures and tortures that defied anything that existed in that
normal world. And this scene was the end result. This was the
epitome for Suranne.

As she
watched Lucy and Tanya, she was realising that she was seeing the
precipice - that she was witnessing her deepest and most intense
fantasy in its real and living form. The squeeze to her thighs was
a constant she watched Tanya in orgasmic raptures and Lucy in dire
agony. That squeeze to her thighs was a constant yes and so were
the fluids oozing from her sexuality and coating her nylon sheathed
thighs. Yes, she was coming to the conclusion that for her this was
it. Whatever ‘it’ was. There was no indication how long ‘it’ would
be for Suranne. Suranne was a sadist who never hung long on one
aspect of her sadism. In that she was typical - in that she would
soon be on the hunt, on the prowl for the next big buzz and that
was already in hand and concerned the breeding of creatures so that
their offspring would be creatures. She would be looking for new
ways to sate her lust for the infliction of cruelty on the
women.

Where she
was not typical was that she really was not a typical sadist. Her
sadism went deeper. It was something that cut deeper than the
surface - hers was a sadism that was beyond the type that crossed
into the normal world. Her fantasies or inflicting pain and despair
went deeper, much deeper than the norm. And for that reason there
was this ‘fear’ this vibe in the air around her. There was always
the question of what her next big buzz would be. What it would be
and what it would entail and that was already taking shape in a
mind that was truly fucked up.

Tanya was
squirting her orgasms, and she was moving round the space freely.
She would get into this semi squat, and it was like she was
ejaculating each and every one of her orgasms once they were spent.
Like she was getting rid of the wastes and like she was eager to do
that so that she could move on to the next one. And then the next
one. Tanya was squirting some distance and there was no dignity in
the way she did that. But it was clear that she was beyond dignity.
It was clear that retaining anything in the form of dignity was not
on her mind. It was like she had moved on from that. It was like
she had dignity once and now there was nothing left that resembled
dignity. It was like it had been decided that she didn’t need
dignity to exist. She didn’t need it now and she didn’t need it
going forward. For her, in her mind that had been restricted and
worked on and processed, all there was, was the orgasms that she
was being permitted. The orgasms that she was feeding hungrily and
greedily on. The orgasms that she was overdosing on. And that was
the thing. She was being given this free reign. She was being given
the ability to orgasm to her hearts content.

And there
would have been no thought that in feeding, in overdosing on orgasm
like this that she was doing herself damage. Indeed, like any
addict, the harm she could have been doing herself didn’t enter
into it. In her time at Hope Farm anything in the form of sense and
sensibility had been taken away from her. She had learned to take
what she was given with gratitude. And she was taking hit after hit
of orgasm that was just continuing a process that had already
begun, of melting her mind. No she wasn’t experiencing ‘pain’ on
the level that Lucy was just a few feet away. But Tanya’s pain was
something that was being inflicted through those orgasms. Soon
those orgasms would be taken away and maybe then she would feel the
real pain of the kind that Lucy was feeling right at this point.
But then she would be craving the orgasm to be back. She would be
needing it to be back. And then maybe she would feel what was
intended for her. That dire and desperate despair - psychological
pain that would surpass anything physical. But for now she was
squirting, and mooing. Squirting and mooing.

And for
Lucy - poor Lucy. She could only have, in times that her mind was
lucid, which was split seconds at a time, have thought her world
was ending. She must have felt that way. How she remained on her
hooves as that pain rocked through he had to be a mystery. There
had to be this thing in her where she thought that surely the pain
would end. That surely it had to end soon because it couldn’t go
on. But that was the illogical in her. That was what that pain did
to a mind. That was what pain like that did to a former attractive
human being woman who as now nothing except a creature. And that
was it as well - she wasn’t Lucy anymore. Certainly Hope Farm
didn’t address her, or refer to her by name. She had been consigned
a number. She was ‘creature 778’ and as such she was dehumanised
more. But she didn’t even look like Lucy anymore. If one took a
closer look, there would be the resemblance that couldn’t be
avoided, but her body language, her mannerisms were something that
she had been inflicted with. And her body language and mannerisms
now were ones that were created and caused by the pain she was
suffering. That infernal, internal pain that couldn’t be ‘seen’
except in that body language and in the facial expressions that
made her less and less like Lucy. Suranne watched the two of them.
The two of them who had betrayed her, and there was this intense
gratification that she was feeling at this time and she squeezed
her thighs at that gratification. Back in the day, back in the
school days she could not have imagined that this would be the
result. Maybe it was good that Lucy and Tanya had betrayed her. If
they hadn’t there wouldn’t be this scene now. There wouldn’t be the
scene that was born out of revenge. Who knows what the scene would
be had it not been for that betrayal which was not actually a
betrayal at all but merely an example of two girls doing something,
running from something, or someone who was ultimately doing them
harm.

 


The
milking shed at Hope Farm

 


Kerry and
Gemma were still mooing in some kind of fucked up sexual
contentment when Lucy and Tanya were brought in. This was the first
coming together of the four. In another life these four could have
been friends. That could have been close friends. Even now they had
this horror in common. And yet they were poles apart. They had all
four been fucked up, but in very different ways. They had both been
fucked around with, abused, and tortured and had all four of them
had Hope Farm made as their place of permanent residence. But they
had this connection - this ‘thing’ this nightmare that they were
all part of. Lucy and Tanya had to be lead, or guided more
stringently because of the fact their sight had been played with
and adjusted to make it bad yes. But also to make it out of focus
in black and white. Lucy was in recovery mode, if that is the right
term. She had been subjected to levels of pain via her implants
that could not be described. It was like there were no words yet in
the English language that existed to describe the pain that Tanya
had been subjected to. She had been subject to that internal pain
for extended periods and for those extended periods she was not
allowed to go down. For those extended periods she had to remain on
her hooves. She had to remain upright. For those extended periods
she had to remain up at all costs.

To even
think that this would not take something away from her would be
wrong. And Tanya had been subjected to the opposite. She had been
subjected to extended and deep penetrating sexual pleasure at the
same time as watching her former lover’s agony. That had to take
something away from her as well. That had to take more than a
little bit something away from her. These two women, the ones that
had betrayed Suranne back in the school days, had been brought
together by the private detective, brought even closer together by
their own desires but then ripped apart again by Suranne and Hope
Farm. It would be fair to say that in that milking shed at that
time were four women who had been sucked into a living nightmare.
Tanya was dripping and so was Lucy. Indeed to scan the floor of
this milking shed would reveal splashes and stains of a sexual
nature, the whole length of the shed. It was a fact that a girl, a
woman, taken here, to this milking shed, had sexual ‘issues’ as a
norm. That they had received sexual addiction as part of the
process. That yes, they each and every one of them had something
unique that had been done to them to turn them into what they were
now, but that the sexual addiction and desire was something that
was common in all creatures at Hope Farm. It was a staple if you
like, just like the hooves and the milk producing
udders.

Tanya and
Lucy were taken to the two stalls opposite Kerry and Gemma. They
were on the other side of the central walkway down between the rows
of stalls. But they were close. It was like they had been taken
close deliberately so that they could see each other. In all of
their time at Hope Farm so far there would have been this feeling
that they were not alone there. A feeling that there had to be
others, just like them. But they had been kept away from others to
this point. Like they had to go through a process, a breaking and
cruel process before they could be taken into the company of others
like them. Almost like they had to earn the right to be in the
company of others. And in this milking shed now there was this
’strangeness’. The coming together of the four. Gemma and Kerry
almost halting that never ending shifting of their weight from hoof
to hoof in order to look at the new arrivals. And Lucy and Tanya
doing the same. There was this need to look at the four of them in
order to try to work out what must have been going through their
minds at that precise time.

Would it
be relief that they weren’t alone after all? Would there be a rush
of hope in that there could be safety in numbers? That would be
doubtful. None of them had any control over anything - not even of
their own faculties. What would they do, rush the dominatrixes that
had them harnessed and reigned and controlled them with consummate
and practiced ease? Then once they had overpowered them, round up
all the other creatures in that place and find their way out of it?
That was more unrealistic that the situation they were in already.
They just looked at each other, studied each other. Kerry and Gemma
studying Lucy and Tanya and vice versa. For Tanya and Lucy it was
harder. They had to look harder because of the fact that their
eyesight had been adjusted, and debilitated. And because they had
to look harder, they looked more intense. Almost Tanya and Lucy
would have looked more feral, more confrontational if that is the
right word, because they could not obtain a proper focus. Because
they could not get a clear picture. What they saw was shaped,
female human shapes. Human shapes that had been animalised just
like they had been. And they would have seen these other woman in
milking stalls, just like they were and from that they would have
bene doing the maths - that they weren’t alone.

Maybe
Kerry and Gemma because they could see more clearly, were more
horrified at what they were seeing. Maybe their own personal
nightmares were being furthered and deepened because of the other
two women. The bringing together of the four could not have been
something that was an accident. Their milking times were not
random. They were planned in advance. And the fact that those times
would clash, right now would have been known for a long time. This
was a deliberate thing - to bring these four together. And there
was this impasse - that first few minutes when they were in the
same space when none of them knew what to do with themselves. One
had to wonder, had to imagine what they would say if they could
talk to each other? What would they say? It would have been the
only time, the first time and only time that they would have been
able to vent to someone in roughly the same predicament that they
each were in and they would want to discuss that surely?

But
discussion was something that human beings did. And although the
core of these creatures was human, that was where the similarity
ended. These four, the twins Kerry and Gemma and the lovers, Tanya
and Lucy didn’t have the capability of stringing a sentence
together between them, let alone hold a discussion. They had been
reduced as human beings and had been built into something,
creatures that were animalistic to say the least. All there was
between them was this rudimental, this very basic understanding
that here, at Hope Farm, they were pretty much the same. The twins’
milk was being sucked from them now and Tanya let out a wet groan
as the suction cups were slipped over her own teats. Her breasts
had been altered and increased in size and that wouldn’t have
suited her in her old life, in her professional mode. She would
have found it difficult to manage her breasts, her mammaries, her
udders, as they were now. Now she didn’t have to manage them, they
were managed for her. Lucy sucked in air as her own modified udders
were sucked into the system. And once that initial impasse was over
and done with, once all four of the creatures had taken that time
to look at each other and size each other up, that common sound
started again. That sound of the four of them shifting their weight
in the stalls from one hood to the next, and then back again. All
creatures together.

There
were two leather clad Dommes in with them and they looked at each
other. Two sadists who had come together through Suranne and
through Hope Farm. But there was something in the way they looked
at each other. There was something that was not said between them,
but something that existed between them. A common feeling maybe, a
common sentiment as they flicked their eyes over the four creatures
being milked - there but for the grace of god go I. It was as
though these two women were in their own way grateful for what they
had. Grateful for being one of the privileged at Hope Farm. But as
well, as though their positions, their positions as dominants and
sadists were not a given. That those positions could be taken off
them at any time. It was as though these women existed on the edge.
The creatures eventually knew where they stood. They didn’t stand a
hole in hell’s chance of their positions being reversed. But these
women, these woman who had proven themselves to Suranne, had to
continue to impress her. They had to continually prove to her their
worth. They had to go to sleep at night worrying that they could be
secreted away from the Domme Quarters at Hope Farm, and taken to
the other side of the facility where they would be altered and
fucked about with. They had to live with this every single day of
their lives. In a way they had been sucked into Suranne’s world the
same as the creatures, but it was different in that they knew how
the place worked. The creatures were taken in and shocked and
bemused into a submission that would stay with them. These women,
the Dommes would spend every waking moment worrying that they would
fall foul of Suranne in some way that would see them pay the
ultimate price. The two of them watched Kerry and Gemma and Lucy
and Tanya being milked. They watch and they listened to the sounds.
In the background was the machinery extracting the milk. But to the
fore, there was the almost but not quite human sounds of the kind
of distress, anxiety and despair that they would be keen to avoid,
at all cost.

 


THE END

or is it?
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