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CHAPTER 1: TODAY
 
The train had barely left Paris's Gare De Lyon station when a young woman slid into her seat opposite Taylor. Taylor herself had barely lifted her eyes out of the Sports Illustrated magazine she had been reading. Oh, she had raised her eyes long enough to see that the woman was probably in her mid-thirties, and extremely attractive. Her striking attractiveness highlighted by heavy, almost too heavy makeup. Her full lips a deep, deep red. Like a blood red. The rest of her complexion very pale, except for the slash of red blusher across her high cheek bones. And then her eyes. Her eyes were huge, huge pools and deep set. Those too were fully made up. Long lashes made to appear even longer, and thicker with the expert use of thick mascara. The eye liner bringing out the pools even more. Her eyes truly were huge and almost hypnotic. Taylor had taken all of this in about this young woman. Strangely, she very rarely took notice of other women. But this one had demanded attention. From her stunning mane of thick red hair that seemed to erupt from her head into a perfect pony tail, to the soft, supple all leather suit she wore.
That's what had hit the senses of Taylor first. The unmistakable aroma of expensive leather. It had made her nostrils flare out slightly. It had been quite a heady smell. Almost overwhelming. And then there had been the length of the woman's legs as she had crossed them. Taylor appreciated what it was like to have long legs. She had been gifted with extra-long legs herself, so when this woman had crossed hers, the rasping sound of sheer nylon, on sheer nylon had sounded amplified. It was like the sound had filled that entire compartment of the train. And Taylor's eyes had been drawn from the woman's feet that were arched into the most severe pair of high heels that the young girl had ever seen. It seemed her feet were forced into the tippy-toe position, and held there by these patent court shoes that were a shiny black and without a mark on them.
Taylor had barely looked up from her magazine and yet she had taken all of this in about the woman sitting opposite her. A testament to her intelligence and her amazing powers of observation. She even recognised the smell of the cloud of expensive perfume she seemed to exist in since the woman had taken her seat. Strangely though, her concentration had been broken a little. The woman had distracted her. Initially she had barely lifted her eyes from the article she had been reading. But then her eyes had been drawn back to that woman. And to the arch of her feet in those shoes. Taylor could do that, she thought without the knowledge of the woman. It was like she was still reading her magazine. All she had to do was flick her eyes up slightly and there were those arched feet. The arches encased in the most expensive and sheer silky nylon. The woman knew she was a distraction. The deep, blood red slash of her lips just hinted at a smile as she watched the young girl in front of her become very distracted. It was the intended situation. That she provided the distraction so that Taylor wouldn't really be aware of what else was happening around her.
The eighteen year old champion swimmer and speed skater had been aware of other people sliding into seats and adjusting themselves to her sides, and even behind her. But the woman opposite her had distracted her like she had never been distracted before. From the aroma of the leather. To the rasp of nylon on nylon, and the severe arch of her feet. The dangling of one of her feet as it bounced slightly up and down from its crossed over leg. And then the all-encompassing smell of the perfume. Taylor swallowed a little dryly. Ok she was captivated. Inexplicably captivated. But it was an intended distraction. A totally intended, and planned distraction as the train, not yet up to full speed, made its way through the Paris suburbs and on towards its eventual destination of Zurich, Switzerland.
“Hi there honey, it’s going to be a long trip. I'm Stefani by the way, and you are?”
That had been the woman introducing herself to Taylor. Taylor, then finally had looked up properly and into the face of the older woman. She felt herself blushing a little. Again inexplicably. She never blushed. The woman smiled again, this time softly.
“Oh, I'm Taylor. And y-yes, yes it is a long trip for sure.”
“Well Taylor, I'm very pleased to meet you, truly.”
Taylor's Californian drawl poured from her full lips and was accompanied by a polite, very pretty smile. That was the sum total of conversation between the two. That had been all that had been required to ensure that Taylor's attention was on no-one or nothing except this woman in front of her.
It seemed like the whole of Taylor's head was exploding in the most severe amount of pain possible. The pain was so great that she couldn't even scream out. She just sat in the seat, her eyes fixed in front of her. Stefani was looking at her. Directly at her. The older woman was sitting, very unconcerned, very nonchalantly as this explosion of pain was happening to the eighteen year old. It seemed to emanate from her temples. It was like both temples were exploding. They weren't of course. It just seemed that way, such was the absolute pain.
Taylor had been dropping off to sleep. It had been a long day after all. First the flight from the States to London's Heathrow. Then the Eurostar journey to Paris, and now this very long trip to Switzerland. She had felt her eyes very heavy even before the train had passed through Dijon-Ville, the first major town outside of the French capital. She had begun to fall into a deep slumber. Somehow the smell of Stefani's perfume had wrapped her in comfort. Like a cocoon. But it was that cocoon that had made that sudden, absolute intense shot of pure undiluted pain the worst thing she had ever experienced in her young life. Unfortunately for Taylor, that was going to be surpassed on many occasions in the foreseeable future. She had only been vaguely aware of fingers slipping into her mouth. These large, manly fingers, sliding into her mouth, towards the back didn't really register with her. Even as they positioned themselves along her lower gums, and towards the hinges of her lower jaw. She was all but asleep all but sinking into dreamland when all of a sudden,
CRACKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK
In one, skilful absolutely sublime movement, her jaw was dislocated. The man just behind her had stood and reached over her shoulders. Very experienced at what he did. It was a slick, professional incapacitation. Another, seemingly unrelated passenger directly next to Taylor had shifted in her seat and moved in close in case, her strong arms shot up. They didn't. Taylor's eyes snapped open wide but, not only could she not move her mouth because of the dislocation, she could barely move any muscle without it somehow resonating up to her dislocated jaw. She could feel its displacement even if she didn't realise what she was feeling. A noise came from her pretty, distorted mouth but it wasn't any decipherable form of communication. It was however the only way she could communicate the amount of pain she was in. The pain had been intense and it had been immediate. The man sitting directly behind her, withdrew his fingers and thumb from her mouth instantly and her jaws simply adopted a clenched teeth, closed tight position. Not through choice but because that was the only position available. It was in effect an invisible 'gag'. Of course it wasn't totally invisible. The same with any dislocation of any joint, some deformity would be visible. But only if anyone could be bothered to look a second time. If anyone did take that second look they would have seen the protruding jaw from one side. And the eyes, normally filled with youthful exuberance, but now filled with total pain and anguish. Otherwise she was just another extremely quiet passenger on a train trip.
The group had taken up the entire section of the train as the complex snatching of Taylor had been put into motion. There was no commotion. No fuss. No attention was drawn at all to what was happening. The train itself was not full. That train never was. The snatch squad hadn't travelled together to Paris. They had all arrived separately, not even speaking to each other or acknowledging each other on platforms or on the train itself as they had taken their seats. Nothing that could or would be later picked up on CCTV systems.
The pain exploding in Taylor's head, all emanating from her misaligned jaw, had been intense and terrifying. She had instantly woken and instantly tensed against the seat she was sitting in. Her fingers had curled tightly, her two hands forming into tight, trembling fists that she forced down into the soft seating at her sides in a futile attempt to ease the pain. When that didn't work she tried to readjust her long legs. That simply caused more pain so she remained still. Absolutely still. Looking directly ahead of her as she tried to adapt to the pain. Absorb it. Her entire field of vision was filled with Stefani. The older woman whose eyes just pierced past her own. Why wasn't she trying to help her? Why didn't she look concerned at Taylor's obvious pain? Did she even know she was in pain? All these questions and more just rifled through Taylor's head as a little ribbon of drool escaped one corner of her mouth. Even though the pain was intense, paralysing even, anyone who knew about dislocation of any joints knew that the longer the dislocation was left untended to, the worse the pain got. It was just an ever increasing pain. It was a pain that was immediately intense but then just simply got worse, and then worse again. There was no bottom end of the pain. It simply existed on a sliding scale downwards, into pitch blackness.
Stefani calmly took a tissue from her leather clutch bag and leaned forward on her seat. She had to uncross those gloriously long legs of hers first and then lean forward in order to reach Taylor. But she hadn't done that straight away. She had allowed the girl to fully wake, and then allowed the pain to intensify just that little bit more before she wiped the drool away.
“It's ok Taylor... it's ok. I know you are in pain. I know it feels like hell. But I can give you pain relief. Instant pain relief... Just blink once if you can hear me and understand me.”
Taylor ground her fists into the seating at her sides. The pain excruciating. Stefani's voice had been cool, calm, and yet very firm in its application. There was a soft, Irish drawl to her accent but more than that. More chilling than that was the 'understanding' she seemed to have, of the exact amount of discomfort and pain that the young girl was in. Yet more chilling again was the way she just was not concerned for Taylor or the pain she was in. How could that be? Taylor blinked once. But even that blink seemed to torture her more and another bubble of drool appeared at the corner of her mouth and exactly the same spot that Stefani had just wiped.
“Good girl Taylor. Now I need you to understand, I need to you to know BEFORE I give you any pain relief, that if you try to let anyone know you are in trouble in any way, what-so-ever, there will be more pain. A lot more pain. You have to relax, do you hear me? You have to just come with me. No questions. No resistance. Nothing. Blink again if you understand what I am telling you.”
Taylor blinked. As she blinked tears squeezed from tear ducts in the corners of both eyes. The tears dripped down her face and plopped onto the bare flesh of her chest, and then dripped down inside the cleavage which disappeared into the tight crop top she was wearing.
“Good girl... I will give you an injection. It’s morphine, just morphine. But it will relieve the pain. Your jaw is dislocated Taylor. And it has to stay that way until we get you to where we are going, okay?”
Another single blink as Stefani wiped the drool away again then calmly removed a syringe from her clutch bag. She removed the protective cap and flicked the air bubbles out with a well-manicured, perfect finger nail that is polished and coloured the same shade as her lips. More drool appearing as Stefani takes up one of Taylor's arms searching for a suitable vein. Finding one. Tapping it and then with ease sliding in the long needle. Taylor's eyes clouding over slightly as she takes a hit from the morphine. Her whole body, one second tense, stiff as it is absorbing the pain in her head and jaws, then visibly relaxing as the pain is taken away. Never completely taken away, just enough for the young girl to sit, comparatively normally. Her nostril flaring as her breathing regulates. It being easier for her to breathe through her nose than her mouth. As the morphine takes its fullest effect she can feel then her jaws are dislocated. She can feel the misalignment. And the slightest attempt at moving the jaws is met with resistance. Bone against bone from where the hinge of the jaw had been 'popped' out. Her teeth gritting together. Lips opening and closing. Stretched. Heavy deep breathing as the effects of the morphine is also slightly sedative. She can sit, and withstand the little bit of discomfort that remains as those endless questions begin in her mind. She can't ask anything. She can't move her jaw. Just sit. All of a sudden, the leather clad woman opposite taking on a whole new meaning. A whole new understanding.
 
 



CHAPTER 2: TAYLOR
 
Taylor, in every sense of the word was developing into an exemplary human being. To say that her parents were proud of her would be a drastic, terribly understated thing to say. Her grades in high school could not be improved upon and it seemed she completed her assignments with very little real effort. In point of fact, it could even be a valid point that she completed her school work with very little interest. Taylor's direction or focus was really pinpointed towards sports and fitness. But even in sports, her attention and focus was away from the normal pursuits, or what you would expect an eighteen year old to be interested in.
Taylor had gained a presence, and a reputation nationally in various swimming events. She had won national junior titles at three different ages since she was eleven years old.  The area she seemed to excel in at swimming was the 100 LC Breaststroke. Although it must be said she was making inroads in other events like Freestyle and Backstroke.
Apart from the swimming, and something which had caused most of her tutors to raise their eyebrows, not in disapproval, but with pleasant and encouraging surprise was her tendency towards the sport of Speed Skating. That is of the 'on ice' variety. It seemed that this was where the main part of her focus lay. She seemed a natural from the first time she pulled on a pair of speed skates. From the very first time she stepped onto the ice she seemed to move effortlessly across it. She seemed to naturally and effortlessly adopt the required positions and poise in order to flow across the ice and pick up speed. The more her interest grew, the more she learned and picked up, the more she realised how important her fitness was. The more she realised, the more she learnt that if she was to progress in this sport, the fitter and more focussed she would have to become. Speed skating was a niche sport. It seemed to be something that Taylor 'needed'. It was like she needed and wanted to be 'challenged'. It seemed that Taylor had been a gifted child who thrived in a world where she was challenged and where it was possible with maximum effort for her to excel.
Speed skating is very specialised and with very specific training requirements. Of course it helped if the person was of natural ability, which Taylor was. And it helped if she were of the right general build, which she was. Her skating was more than above average and so all the boxes were being ticked. They were being ticked much sooner age wise than was the national average. Everything had slowly fallen into place. Quite fantastically, from the age of fourteen Taylor had been working extremely hard on her fitness and her physique. The inroads she had made cannot be applauded enough. There had been national television news items on how this amazing teenager from California had won countless titles at various events around the country. In short Taylor was a national phenomenon and yet with her feet absolutely and completely kept on the ground, not merely through her own volition, but with the help of the people around her. Family, friends, trainers and tutors.
It would be true to say that Taylor, due to her absolute, one hundred percent intense focus on her sporting activities, had somewhat let her teenage years slide by. By that I mean, that she hadn't gone even slightly off the rails like most teenagers do at some point or other. She had never even sniffed at illegal substances. Something which was a growing issue of epidemic proportions these days. She had shown NIL propensity to go 'clubbing' even though there had been several attempts over recent months and years to lure her. One of her friends had told her how fantastic she would look, moving and shimmying across a strobe lit dance floor with her fitness and physique. But she had shrugged that off and not been even slightly impressed with the thought or vision of herself stumbling around dance floors. She was of the opinion that whilst her skating and swimming was fluid and pure poetry in motion, her dancing was way too random and too embarrassing for her to even contemplate. And so all of that had passed her by.
Thought processes naturally brought one to assume that Taylor was also a virgin. Those thought processes drew the correct conclusions. She was a virgin and hadn't even had the close relationship that would be necessary first, and that would eventually lead to the losing of that virginity. Indeed there were aspects of boys, and the male gender in general that she actually hated. The thought of becoming intimate with one in 'that' way made her cringe. Although, it must be said that she rarely thought of boys or sex at all. Even though at eighteen her hormones were already running riot.
Taylor standing five feet eleven inches was an imposing figure. Very tall for her age which gave her a kind of mature edge, even if her stance and body language sometimes gave away her nativity, and an intrinsic shyness. I hasten to add, there was no shyness when she was in her natural habitats, like the skating track, or the swimming pool. Her shyness manifested itself when she was taken out of her comfort zone and put into places like social gatherings and places that she could not be 'herself'. She was naturally athletic with impossibly long legs and an overall tanned complexion. Her thighs and calves muscular, and toned. She weighed one hundred forty pounds and with broad, strong shoulders. Her vital statistics measuring 36b-27-35 which gave her a slightly thick waist but at the same time, an extremely flat stomach. Her butt was deliciously rounded, and possibly 'plump' is the wrong word, but it thrust back enticingly from the natural curved arch of her back and added to her overall streamlined shape. Her hair was dead straight, and black. Its natural shine and 'gleam' was a definite indicator of her overall health and condition. To describe her as in fantastic health and condition would not be an overstatement. Her fitness and health was 'peak'. It had to be in order to compete at the levels she was competing at.
Unfortunately for Taylor, there had been interest shown in her from other directions. The blanket news coverage, the total national, and just recently international interest in this miracle teenage athlete was being closely followed. Closely shadowed by various agencies. Various groups of a clandestine nature worldwide were observing at intense and high levels.
The trip was important. The importance couldn't be stated enough. Speed skating trials and a competition which would lead to possible selection for the next Winter Olympics. Taylor hadn't originally been scheduled to travel to Switzerland alone. Adele, another speed skater, and team mate had been forced to pull out of the trip after pulling a hamstring in training. So there hadn't been any undue concern that Taylor couldn't or wouldn't make the trip. She was level headed, wise beyond her years and focused... completely utterly focussed on making a success of the opportunities that presented themselves. It wasn't like she hadn't travelled alone before. She had flown, and bussed it all over the States in her pursuit of perfection. She had travelled to London countless times, both alone, and with groups. Even at eighteen she was a seasoned traveller. The world after all was becoming a smaller place. The ease with which an individual could travel to the furthest reaches of the world was quite staggering. It was easier nowadays to travel to special training camps for instance to become acclimatised to certain conditions for overseas competition. Altitude training to improve stamina and general fitness. Training in various countries that could ensure certain weather conditions. So many different combinations were available to athletes. The only thing that prevented such privileged these days was lack of funding. It was true to say that not all athletes were lucky enough to secure funding. Taylor wasn't one of those unlucky ones. Her funding was secured way into the future.
Taylor had been lucky enough to secure a seat on a Virgin Atlantic flight from Los Angeles (LAX) to London Heathrow. It had been the only seat left and so when Adele had been forced to pull out of the trip before bookings had been made, it was easier to find a single, seat with an open ended return. She could see how the trip went and then book her return accordingly. She may even choose to stay on a few days to do some sightseeing. Had it been the two of them travelling, the usual crap associated with getting suitable flights and tickets would have ensued. As it happened nothing of the sort happened. It was smooth and trouble free. Even getting all the necessary visas and permissions was a straightforward affair and being the perfectionist and utter organiser she was, Taylor had travelled to LAX in complete knowledge that she had everything in place, and that her schedule right through trials and final competition was in place and ready to go.
She had chosen deliberately an overnight flight to London. That meant she could sleep most of the way. Ok she would have an amount of lag to deal with but she could handle that. She would take a few hours out in London. Have some food, just chill a little before making her way to the Eurostar terminal at St Pancras station. Quite unbelievably, her flight from LAX was on time. No delays. No problems what-so-ever. Neither were there any problems at the London end. The flight had landed practically within something like three scheduled minutes. Wow!
Unusually for London, it was a clear, though crisp day. Taylor had worn simple tracky bottoms with trainers and a very tight crop top which left her midriff exposed and yet her thirty six 'b' cup breasts deliciously outlined and defined. Over that she had thrown a light sports jacket with the motif of a well-known sports brand emblazoned across the front of it. She had taken a black cab from Heathrow to the Kings Cross area. She'd never used Eurostar before and so consequently had never been to the Kings Cross area. It had enjoyed something of a regeneration in recent years. Had been largely redeveloped in line with the move of Eurostar from Waterloo Station to St Pancras. Taylor had heard of Kings Cross before. Its drug problems, prostitution and all associated issues. That just wasn't Taylor's world. It wasn't her world at all. She remembers thinking it must have been a 'lovely' place to live in a rare sarcastic moment she had with herself. However when she had arrived in the cab, she took it all in and she had been pleasantly surprised and the 'cleanness' of the area. No hookers on street corners. No pimps out in maxed out cars. No scruffy looking drug dealers trying to sell her a wrap for an over inflated price. And all of the historic, old buildings had been cleaned up and renovated and with new modern buildings having sprung up and others in various stages of being built. It was actually very inspiring for her. She enjoyed her few hours there just selecting a little coffee bar. Something light to eat. Mineral water to drink. She didn't do coffee. That would interfere with her strict dietary requirements. Just some carbs to keep the energy levels up. That did her just fine. All was well with her. It was like she had a permanent smile etched on her face.
She had then made her way casually to the terminal at St Pancras, a short walk away pulling her quite large sports bag on its little rear wheels behind her. Her check in went smoothly and she soon found her seat and settled in. Taylor was happy at this point. Completely happy with what was ahead and the way the trip was progressing. A completely fulfilled teenager. A rare commodity these days. At this point there was actually no sign of the jet lag that she had been partially dreading. That had crept in on her just a little later. Like a wash of fatigue that she wouldn't be able to fight off. The day was gorgeous. Things were just, completely absolutely perfect.
What Taylor didn't know, couldn't know, was that her every single move was being watched. She was being shadowed. From the time she had left her home just outside Los Angeles, she had been followed. Not by one person but by a network of people in constant touch with each other. Followed to LAX airport. And then 'spotted' on her way through arrivals at Heathrow. Followed by another black cab from the airport to Kings Cross. And then as she had spent those hours at Kings Cross, she had not a clue that on the next window seat to her own in the coffee bar, a woman in her forties, unassuming and simply blending into the London background was watching her. It was as though she were there to actually shepherd Taylor onto the Eurostar. Make sure she got on safe and sound. Make sure the 'delivery' progressed according to plan and according to schedule. Even when Taylor casually strolled over to the terminal she didn't see, or notice the woman just behind her, speaking into a Bluetooth set in her ear that was attached to her cell phone. In the normal hustle and bustle of the city it would have been impossible for Taylor to hear the woman, even if she had seen her, talking and confirming that the target was just about to board the Eurostar. Taylor was oblivious. Utterly wrapped in own little world. A world that would soon be ripped apart.
After Dijon-Ville the fast train rocketed through Dole and did a scheduled stop at Mouchard. The entire compartment of the train that Taylor was in was occupied by the snatch team. One would never have thought that they were together though. Anyone passing through the carriage would just have seen it mostly full and with no empty seats except for those with bags and bits and pieces on. Taylor was under control and doped up with morphine. The colour had gone out of her face and she looked slightly ill. That was the creeping effects of the dislocated jaw. Plus, an even more creeping, debilitating fear had begun to infest her. It was a feeling she wasn't used to. She had been so privileged in her upbringing and in her sporting pursuits that having things taken away from her, like her liberty, and her ability to function, were just so alien to her. In the situation she now found herself was the added element of underlying violence and pain. It was this part that was completely utterly alien to her. It was this that was the driving force behind her diminishing health as the train made its way through France and into Switzerland.
At Frasne, the train forked off into a slightly north east direction towards Pontalier. Pontalier was not a scheduled stop and so the train sped through at plus one hundred miles per hour. The first shot of morphine had begun to wear off and the drool had begun to appear at the corner of Taylor's mouth again. Stefani observed this in a quite relaxed manner. Casually brushing imaginary dust off the hem of her tight leather skirt and then enjoying the sight of the pain visibly returning to the young girl's face.
“More morphine honey?”
Stefani's voice was low, almost husky in texture. There wasn't a 'mocking' tone to it. Just confidence that a plan was in full swing and going according to schedule. Taylor blinked once because she couldn't talk and wasn't even slightly tempted to try. Even the thought of trying to move her jaws in order to form words, hurt her. The pain was returning in rapidly increasing increments. Even more casually, Stefani leaned forward, wiping the drool before preparing another syringe of morphine. Taylor could be seen to visibly relax the tension in her, created by the pain, as the morphine entered her blood stream. She sat back. Leaned her head back into the back of the seat, eyes re-clouding as the morphine hit took effect. There was the tiniest whimper from between gritted teeth. The whimper could have been due to the diminishing pain. It could have been in gratitude for the pain relief. More likely it was due to an increasing anxiety in her. A feeling of impending doom and an uncertainty or a fear of what the immediate future would hold for her. A single solitary tear squeezed from a tear duct in the corner of Taylor's right eye and trickled down her pale cheek. Stefani didn't wipe that one. Instead she watched it with a smile as it ran down then dripped off the edge of her dislocated jaw and onto the tight crop top she wore, where it was stretched over the bulge of her right breast. The leather clad woman simply smiled whilst looking directly at Taylor.
There was a scheduled stop at Neuchatel and then again at Berne. Arrival time at Zurich should have been almost six hours after departure from Paris. Except, Taylor didn't arrive at Zurich. The train had been forced to stop at a tiny, unmanned station between Berne and Zurich due to a mechanical fault. Of course there was no mechanical fault. A sure sign of the organisation applied and the far reaching tentacles of this particular group. That it could be 'arranged' that a mainline fast train could be simply halted in the middle of nowhere was just a hint of the power and influence held by these people. Whoever these people were. The stop had been barely a few minutes in duration and it was doubtful if anyone had noticed the leather clad woman in high heels, leaving the train and exiting the station accompanied by a young athletic looking girl who looked slightly ill and who needed a little assistance from the older woman.
Had their departure from the train been noticed, that would have been the last known sighting of Taylor. Stefani's arm gently around the girl's shoulder and her being guided out of the station and to a waiting, large, blacked out SUV. Had this been witnessed, Taylor would have looked a little unwell. A little unsteady on her feet. This would have been due in part to the morphine, but increasingly so, due to the creeping effects of the dislocated jaw. The woman in high heels and leather would be seen to be helping her, comforting her. It was very much Stefani's brief to deliver Taylor in an unmarked and undamaged condition and that is exactly what she would do to the letter. 
Such was the tiny location of this station there were no CCTV cameras, no station guards or no other passengers. In point of fact the station looked barely used and part of the short platform was overgrown with weeds and grass springing up between the slabs that made up the platform surface itself. The last anyone from Taylor's world had seen of her, was almost twenty four hours previously when she had left home in California, completely happy, completely content with herself and the upcoming trip. And then she had disappeared without a trace. Gone!
 
 



CHAPTER 3: AUCTION
 
The actual geographical location of the Sadistica Auction facility is irrelevant in the plot line of this narration. Let's just say 'mainland Europe'.
What is more relevant from here is the level of suffering that Taylor is forced to endure. It is more relevant to answer the question 'why Taylor?' An easy question to answer even though it is not always pertinent to answer a question with another question. Why not? Taylor was 'perfect' for the purpose. The group called Sadistica spent time and money sourcing suitable 'fresh meat' which they then acquired and auctioned off to the highest bidder. Sadistica were specialists in the supply of young girls and women to a specialist market. That specialist market was a worldwide network of Sadists whose sole use for the meat they purchased was torture and pain. That is advanced torture and pain. Extremely advanced torture, and horrendous pain. And indeed there was a market out there. A huge market that had been exclusively plugged by Sadistica. Yes run via very organised crime, of course. But the end 'users', usually very wealthy, very affluent men and women had a sole objective. Just one purpose and that was to cause their new acquisition the most terrible, terrible hurt and pain. But that wasn't enough. Of course it wasn't. It would be easy to pick up runaways, and drug addicts who would be only too happy to endure some pain in order to get their next fix. Or a bed for the night. Or even a hot meal. But that was of no value to the true sadists. The pain they inflicted had to be all consuming. A mental anguish to match the physical pain they would endure. Therefor the victims had to come from the right background. Intelligent females who at any point in time knew and understood what they were suffering. They will have had to have been well educated and, at least to an extent, have come from affluent backgrounds. Sometimes coming from as affluent backgrounds as the customers who purchased them. A scary yet realistic thought. Privileged backgrounds. They will have had to have something to lose, in order that they could have 'everything' taken away from them. They had to endure all of that in order to suffer the absolute torture that was in store for them. Which really answers the question of why Taylor. In short, Taylor was perfection. From her age, to her physique and through to all she had to lose. Absolute turmoil in her young mind before even she had been purchased.
This particular auction was taking place in a derelict aircraft hangar. Somehow it provided the ideal 'setting'. Little shafts of sunlight piercing through holes in the weather ravaged roof created laser like beams of light that shot off in various directions. These in turn cast eerie shadows which were accentuated with the addition of artificial lighting. Halogen spotlights and high tech strobes together with some smoke machines created a perfect yet intimidating atmosphere.
The buzz in the hanger at this time was very acute. Very profound. Well dressed, well-heeled clients from various walks of life and from all around the world were present. Invites to these events were much sought after but rarely granted. The guest lists were carefully managed on a rotational basis. If you missed your invite or couldn't attend, it could be many years before you were given another chance. And so turnout at such an event was always 'maximum'. The Sadistica movement ensured that all 'guests' or 'clients' were totally vetted before approval. Sadistica after all was a worldwide cartel of organised crime syndicates. Funds they raised were used to feed other criminal activities. In point of fact, they had very few worries with clients of Sadistica itself since these people, the people who purchased other human beings to torture, often had too much to lose themselves if ever they were exposed. Very secret and very clandestine. However, vetting was a necessary process to prevent infiltration by any of the outside authorities.
High heels clicked and echoed in the hanger. Smoke from the smoke machines hung several meters above the concrete flooring and swirls of cigar and cigarette smoke rose from various points within the crowd. The murmur and buzz of conversation in little huddled groups. Glasses of champagne being drunk en-mass and with trays of little, but expensive nibbles being offered by scantily 'uniformed' girl to the eagerly gathered crowd of very rich people. High pitched giggles of rich bitches as their men patted the asses of the girls as they tottered around on impossibly high heels.
The auction had been a huge success. Around twenty to twenty five lots of various quality merchandise had been sold over a period of around two hours. The renewed buzz though was for the final lot. The final lot was Taylor. There had been rumours amongst those in the know that Taylor had been acquired. They were just that though rumours. Barely anyone believed that such a high profile teenager could be just 'disappeared' out of thin air. She had been though. Taken right out of thin air. By the time these guests though had received their invites to this particular auction via untraceable email, Taylor's disappearance had hit the headlines and the buzz had been created from there. In the days leading up to the Auction there had been a huge search for Taylor, obviously fruitless. First a search spotlighted on the area of her vanishing. Then a wider search incorporating Switzerland , France, Germany... spreading east. And then even as the Auction was taking place, that search being slowly, and surely stepped back. The common feeling that Taylor had disappeared of her own volition that she didn't want to be found. That the pressure she was under to perform and improve was too much for her eighteen year old head and body to take and she had just 'bailed out'. Those who knew her didn't think that. They knew that wasn't the case but they were powerless and had to accept the fact that she would probably never be found. At least not in the form and condition she had been known.
The display area for Taylor was a slightly raised platform. There was a stark contrast between the setting in the old disused hanger and the high tech of the stand. Three, huge plasma screens seemed to float in mid-air high above the platform and were angled so that all of the collected audience, especially those with interest in purchase could see. Identical images flickered in high definition video format showing Taylor in various competitions. In training and in her private life. From the first time she had hit the news around two or three years previously. It was obvious from the moving 'portfolio' that Taylor had been 'selected' from a very early age and was being monitored. The images showing Taylor at her very, very best. Centre stage bathed in strobe lighting that was switched on and off via auto-switches was Taylor. She wasn't immediately recognisable as Taylor but on inspection and upon closer look, it most certainly was Taylor.
She too, looked as though she were 'floating' in mid-air above the platform. That was due to the expertise of the event organisers. Purists in stage production. Ruthless executioners in absolute bondage. Taylor was naked, kind of. And she was spread-eagled in the vertical position. Basically she was in the shape of a St Andrews Cross. Her arms were stretched to their limit, out and up. Likewise her long, supple, toned and muscular legs. Stretched, spread and opened. Chains were used to secure her arms and legs like this. Chains locked around her wrists and her ankles then simply adjusted by a system of pulleys until she was stretched and opened to shrieking levels. Except that she couldn't shriek for reasons that will become clear in just a little while. The chains from her wrists and ankles just seemed to disappear off into the gloom and murk of the self-hanging smoke of the hanger and it was because of this she seemed to just hang 'suspended' just a foot or so off the platform surface. What actually supported her in this position was a corset like belt fitted around her middle. This was tight bringing attention to her hips and bottom. This belt had fitments attached and from the rear of it, a simple, high tensile, narrow gauge steel bar that also disappeared into the blackness of the platform's surroundings. It was this bar that actually supported her full weight, with assistance from the wrist and ankle chains.
Yes... Taylor was naked, and it could even be seen that she was covered in a thin film of sweat from her ordeal to date. Stefani had done so well in getting Taylor to the venue in an undamaged, unmarked condition. But for the purposes of the auction, the teenager had to be displayed in the right way and to the right extent in order to attract the kind of price that she was worth. She didn't wear shoes but her lower legs, from mid calves down were secured into what looked like very advanced, high technology braces that forced her feet into a very tip-toe position thus extending even further already incredibly long legs. Her ankle hinges forced to the extreme end of pointing her feet down and then being held there by a very intricately designed foot cage affair. Her toes then, bent back as though they would have been had she been wearing ballet boots. This way though, all of her flesh was still available to view. It would be the case that any likely purchaser would want to take a close look at the merchandise before parting with what would be a massive amount of money. It was as though her feet had been 'posed' deliberately, and then that pose 'held'. A pose impossible for Taylor herself to alter, or relieve in anyway. Actually, it was impossible for Taylor to do anything of her own volition any more. Such a luxury had been taken away from her. Taken away from her and kept away.
The stunning physique was absolutely, totally that of the same girl that was speeding around a skate track, and gliding through the Olympic sized pool in the images being relayed over the plasma screens above. Had her face been uncovered in this place, further confirmation of that would have been inevitable. There was no question though. It was her. Her head and face had been totally encased in a tight, seamless leather hood. Her jet black hair completely encased and pressed into the shape of her head. Where there should have been a mouth hole there wasn't one. Instead, the unmistakable shape of a wide, round plug. The audience could see, or even guess at the thing in the teenager's mouth. A wide, thick, long phallus like object that forced her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and was long enough for the end to be residing someway down her throat. Her pretty lips had been stretched to the maximum around this gag and the gag itself prevented her from breathing through her mouth at all. Instead, she was forced to regulate her own breathing, despite her predicament, through the tiny nostril holes in the hood. It was testament to her fitness and overall condition that she was able to do this. Although the thin film of sweat that covered her entire flesh, was an indication of the stress she was increasingly coming under. Taylor had been relieved for a very short time on arrival at this place in that her dislocated jaws had been 'popped' back into place. That had brought instant pain relief, although the effects of lethargy that the morphine had produced and the overall shock that was beginning to take over remained, and served to subdue her immensely.
Little pin hole clusters existed in the hood where Taylor's ears should have been. In a design that deliberately allowed hearing, Taylor could hear everything. And just as with a lot of senses, her hearing was enhanced under duress. She could hear the entire auction process. This naturally added to the whole trauma for her. Clients who moved in these circles like to witness duress in their victims and Sadistica were the ultimate experts in giving the clients what they wanted.
The hooded head of Taylor was further supported by a single chain from an eye in the crown. As with all other chains and long things associated with this bondage rig, the chain disappeared right up into the blackness of the hanger and outside the immediate display area. The inclusion of this chain meant that the head of the girl was held rigidly still. Absolutely no chance of even the slightest movement. But had the hanger been completely silent, had there been no noise, or no buzz of excitement, there would have been a noise coming from Taylor. Just the hissing of her breath through the tiny nostril holes in the hood. Those were her only method of breathing and it was down to her entirely to regulate her breathing. Taking in deep, deep breaths then expelling the same breath through the same holes in that hissing, slightly eerie sound. That sound. That awful sound when taken together with the stark, staring frightened eyes looking out from the leather hood was very frightening. Very scary. Taylor's eyes bulging. Darting side to side trying to focus. Trying to fathom out what was happening to her. Those eyes were indeed a window to her soul.
The excitement and buzz as bidding on the final 'lot' began could be described as 'mature'. That is it wasn't an immature cackle. The crowd gathered around the Taylor display and the narration from the plasma screen was lowered in volume until the Auctioneer's voice faded in over the commentators who could not shower enough praise on the teenager as she won another competition or broke another record for speed skating or swimming. There had been five interested parties at the start of bidding. Bidding opened at $500,000 US Dollars and had risen in $100k increments to just under a million. That was where the first bidder dropped out. The second bidder had dropped out at $1.25 million. The third at $1.7 million. That left two bidders, one male, one female. These between them increased the price for Taylor to $2.25 million. Eventually, the guy had shaken his head at $2.95 million. The look of abject disappointment in his face as the leather clad woman with dark glasses on, secured the rights to Taylor, was profound. His head just moved slowly side to side, his thick chubby lips pressed together. Gutted was the word to describe the guy. He had wanted Taylor, wanted her very badly. But he had lost out completely and unceremoniously to the mysterious woman in dark glasses and leather.
The woman remained expressionless as she made her way through the crowd, the auctioneer's hammer coming down at $2.95 million US Dollars. Wow! Shit! A human being purchased for so much money. The excitement and pure buzz remained as the woman made her way to the display, stopping only momentarily to ask permission to get up onto the platform. She did so to a massive round of applause. Nobody knew the striking woman in the tailored, fitted black leather suit. Her heels clicked purposely as she approached the suspended form of Taylor who remained rigidly motionless within her bondage. She circled the teenager and then stopped in front of her and then quite deliberately running a gloved finger between the legs of the girl. Finding her sex lips then with little or no ceremony, slipping two fingers inside her. All the way inside her past the first and second and up to the third knuckle before hooking the fingers back. The gloved finger tips searching and finding Taylor's G spot. Taylor couldn't utter a sound of horror, or objection as the fingers raped her. But to this experienced Sadist, she could not hide the fact that the G spot had been found. Just in the slightest difference, the tiniest nuances of her inner muscle contortions as the finger tips played over the spot repeatedly. She knew. The Sadist knew. And, had the excitement in the hanger not reached fever pitch. Had there been a silence, the crowd too would have known from the increase in urgency of those hissing breaths from the nostrils of the hood. The woman, Taylor's new owner, removed her fingers, and wiped them on one of Taylor's thighs. This to another rapturous round of applause from the gathered crowd. Then she was gone. Into a side room off the hanger, to complete the transaction.
 
 



CHAPTER 4: VICTORIANA – PURE SADIST
 
It's not clear exactly who Victoriana was. Where she came from, or where she amassed her immense wealth. What is known about the woman who had just purchased Taylor is that she was a product of the Harvard Medical School (HMS). Students admitted to HMS reflect an extraordinary diversity of accomplishments, talents, interests, and backgrounds, they also share many things in common. They are self-motivated, visionary in their ambition, and compassionate in their approach to the art of healing. In addition to demonstrated academic excellence, these are the qualities HMS seeks in its students. The Committee on Admissions evaluates applications based on a variety of criteria that range from Academic records and MCAT (Medical College Admission Test) scores to extra-curricular activities, research, and community-service experiences in the field of health care. And while students are expected to demonstrate an aptitude for the biological and physical sciences, ideal candidates are those with well-balanced academic backgrounds that include the humanities and social sciences. According to the University's mission statement, and in order to ensure that the leading health care professionals of tomorrow reflect the same diversity as the patients they serve, HMS is dedicated to enrolling talented students from a multitude of ethnic and economic backgrounds, especially from communities that have been historically underrepresented in the medical profession. A Harvard doctor is someone for whom the pursuit of excellence—both professional and personal is a way of life.
Victoriana had ticked all the boxes outlined by HMS. She had practically waltzed into the institution that many could only dream about. She had displayed all of the qualities required, with interest. Except, Victoriana's entry into the medical field was not to further healing, or anything remotely like it. Victoriana was a Sadist. A pure, undiluted Sadist whose entry into Harvard Medical School served just one purpose and one purpose alone. She wanted to learn, inside out, all of the intricacies of the human body. She wanted to learn how the human body worked. And how it failed. She wanted to learn what caused the most pain. What caused the least pain. She wanted to learn how to close down certain functions. That is, those functions that would cause the most distress and pain by having them closed down. Her early HMS years were completed on a 'general' level. Her latter years completed with specific interest in female issues. Her very last year at the University continued with deeper feminine medical sciences, plus a basic foray into the psychological side. As a budding, flowering Sadist, Victoriana wanted to, needed to understand totally, the female mind. Not just her own mind, but the mind of her future victims. She needed to 'know' what was going through the minds of her victims as she was inflicting the most terrible of tortures. She would continue her psychological studies long after her very celebrated departure from the Harvard Medical School. Mostly, she would gain this knowledge, first hand as it were, on her victims. Victoriana, thirty three years old, and standing five feet eight inches and around 135 lbs in weight. Her body firm and hair long and gleaming shiny jet black, that cascaded thickly over her shoulders and part way down her back. To say she was attractive would be an understatement. The fact that she was so attractive added to the 'chill factor'. The chill factor was that she was an absolute, pure and accomplished Sadist of the most advanced kind. And yet to look at her, she would simply ooze femininity, and everything female. The way she carried herself was both elegant and yet confident. She was ultra-confident and unruffled. To look at, and on paper she was perfection. In reality, Victoriana was flawed. A deeply flawed, deeply disturbed individual bordering on the psychotic.
Victoriana's exact background isn't known. Not even Sadistica could unravel exactly who she was or where she came from. Nothing showed up on the radar that would trouble Sadistica, and so she was allowed through the net. The HMS graduate spoke with a perfect English accent despite her quite exotic looks. Her skin was slightly dark, almost olive. But that perfect accent was tinged with a California drawl. Not in everything she said or spoke. Just odd words. Every so often, those elongated words, and phrases that gave away the years she spent at HMS. Certainly the roots of her sadism could not be uncovered by general means. It really isn't in Sadistica's remit to uncover such history. They simply needed to know they were safe in their activities. That any potential 'client' was not a threat. Or more to the point that any potential client was not in fact an undercover operative for any of the authorities. With Victoriana they were one hundred percent safe. Victoriana had 'discovered' her sadism when little more than fifteen years old. She had got into an altercation with another girl during her latter year in high school. The other girl had apparently won the war of words with Victoriana. Had this poor individual known what was in store for her some days later, it is safe to say that she wouldn't have got involved with Victoriana in even the remotest way. She would have gladly walked away from the argument.
Victoriana made it a mission to find out about the girl. Everything about her. And then, quite simply, one night, the pretty blonde didn't make it home. At least, not immediately and not in the condition she would have liked. Victoriana had disabled the girl with a simple knock to the head. By the time she came around she was hanging upside down, suspended by ropes around her ankles, in a disused warehouse in a slightly questionable area of the town. Victoriana then proceeded over the course of several hours, to beat the girl from head to toe with a baseball bat. It hadn't been a mad, ranting and a senseless beating. Rather it had been a cold calculating, and very deliberately applied beating applied after Victoriana had casually stripped the girl with scissors. She had targeted the most sensitive areas of the girl and had applied the bat time after time after time. If the girl lost consciousness, Victoriana would slap her face, wake her up, make sure she was fully aware again, before proceeding with the beating. There was absolutely no intention for her to kill the girl. None what-so-ever. She just wanted to teach her a lesson. The lesson she taught her was cruel, and it was complete. The pretty blonde was never the same again. She had been too frightened to report Victoriana to the authorities, and she had spent the rest of her school life, and beyond, just about getting around, either in a wheel chair, or even more slowly by the use of walking sticks. From confident, attractive, developing blonde, to the equivalent of a human wreck over the course of a few hours. Her very promising sporting career had been ended before it had even begun, during her hours in that warehouse. Maybe a very telling hint as to the direction of interest that Victoriana would later take. An even more chilling hint, of the abject hopelessness that would be Taylor's future. At this point in the young Sadist's life she had yet to enter, or even think of the Harvard Medical School as a source of information and inspiration for her blossoming pursuits. Of more profound and startling interest was that during that kidnapping and beating of the pretty blonde, Victoriana had orgasmed intensely, no less that seventeen times. Her addiction to such orgasms was assured. As assured as her path into the dark world of sadism, and the infliction of extreme pain and anguish on other females.
 
 



CHAPTER 5: PACKAGING TO ALASKA FACILITY
 
Taylor wouldn't be kept on the European mainland. She wouldn't be kept in Europe at all. That wasn't an option. Victoriana owned a 'facility' in the Far North Territory of Alaska. On the Prudhoe Bay coast is a town called Deadhorse. It’s from here that the great Alaskan pipeline runs from north to south. Following the pipeline down the only other place of note is Coldfoot. It’s at Coldfoot the pipeline bares slightly west before again turning South. Victoriana had acquired an old research station that was situated practically dead centre between Dead horse and Cold foot. Where the pipeline dissects the mountain range, just to the east by a few miles. Not shown on any maps. The research station, largely underground, was snow bound and desolate all year round. How Victoriana had come across this prime piece of real estate in this god forsaken snowscaped hell hole is not really important. Well, in point of fact it’s not known how she came to own it. She just did. She had completed the purchase of the deserted research facility the same year that she had graduated from HMS. It was like a little graduation present to herself. Then over the course of the next two years or so she had the work completed. The facility was transformed into a state of the art torture station. There are no other words to describe what she turned the place into. The ex research station was turned into suitably secluded, suitably equipped facility able to offer even the most ambitious and advanced Sadist all the tools, and all the devices needed for the infliction of pain, and anguish at all levels. There had been no stone left unturned in respect of equipping the facility.
There was nothing secretive about this place's purpose. It dripped a terrible, terrible dread from its every wall. It was sealed from the harsh elements and so, all of that dread was sealed inside. A tour around this place left any observer in no doubt as to the purpose for which it was put to use. From the outside, and from above, say from any passing aircraft, the facility was all but invisible. Just one entry through a door and into a lift shaft. The lift then descended right through the snow and ice layer and into the earth crust below. Most of the excavation work had been carried out before the research teams had moved in just after the Second World War. The facility itself had been empty from around 1950, and so when Victoriana had eventually found it, seen it and purchased it, very few people actually knew it existed. There had been some remedial work to do on it plus some extra excavation work. But that had proved to be no trouble and within the first year, equipping and furnishing the place had started.
It was a statement of intent that Victoriana had even acquired the place. This was a place which wouldn't be visited by passers-by. Or be stumbled upon accidentally. It wasn't an easy place to get to, nor travel from. This was a place where the Sadist Victoriana didn't want to be disturbed. And wasn't disturbed. This was where she could carry out her work without fear of invasion from outside forces. This was where she could completely, absolutely indulge and immerse in her passion for the infliction of pain on her unfortunate victims. This wasn't a place where the Dominatrix took her girls for a quick spanking. Or even a light whipping. This was a place, deeply secluded in the Alaskan wilderness, where Victoriana could put a girl through something that can only be described as Hell. For a victim it WAS hell. Hell on Earth. This was a place where a victim would choose death over more and more torture. Except that death was not an option. In the truest traditions of the Harvard Medical School, it was here that Victoriana preserved life. Preserved it all cost. But only so that she could inflict terrible torture, on top of horrendous, diabolical torture. Once a girl was taken here it was the end of the road for her. And perhaps the most chilling thing of all was that Victoriana wanted, insisted, and was an expert in ensuring the girl experienced every nuance, of every torture. No luxury of passing out allowed. The use of medical knowledge to ensure the victim stayed awake and aware at all times.
Taylor would be taken directly to Alaska from the European auction site. Obviously, conventional methods of transportation would be out of the question. The teenager would need to be 'packed' and transported to her final destination much like any other piece of cargo. Unfortunately for Taylor, she had been purchased by the Sadist of Sadists. The world, her world as she had known it, didn't exist anymore. The future from here on in for her was an uncertain one. Well, there was one certainty, and that is that she would suffer on a permanent basis. All that her 'life' would consist of was suffering. Suffering that Victoriana would expertly apply. Part of the suffering was the psychological angle. The feeding of knowledge to the victim which in turn amplified, or accentuated any torture that would be applied. Carefully selected tit-bits of knowledge skilfully applied to Taylor's psyche that would begin the process of breaking her down mentally. Breaking down her psyche to such an extent that she was rendered dysfunctional as a normal human being. And yet, also the skill involved in allowing her to retain some of her sanity. Only a little though. Just enough for her to know and understand what she was going through. A very fine balance but one that the HMS graduate Victoriana was very used to applying to great effect.
Taylor had been taken directly from the display stand in the auction area to a back room of the massive disused aircraft hangar. Like most Sadists, there was a modicum of exhibitionist in Victoriana and she had revelled in inviting her competitors to view the next step in Taylor's continuing demise. By competitors, I mean, those four other clients who had been present and had contributed to the bidding war. Two men and two other women. All of whom looked upon Victoriana in something approaching awe as she worked. For the first time Taylor had been de-hooded and sat simply, almost melancholy like on a heavy wooden bench. Despite the length of her legs, her feet dangled since the bench was set at a comfortable working height. The debilitating hood she had been wearing had been taken off her and she was sitting with her head hanging and a gentle and yet continuous sob coming from between trembling, pretty lips as her mind struggled to come to terms with her ever diminishing fortunes.
“Well, ladies and gentlemen, thank you for the competition. It certainly made for interesting entertainment for the masses out there. I'll let you into a little secret. I have paid $2.95 million for 'it'. I would have paid treble. I have been watching 'it' since its very early teens and there was no way I was ever not going to have it in my possession.”
The assembled group just listened agape as the confident yet fairly softly spoken Sadist spoke. The tag of 'it' dehumanizing Taylor some. And for a teenager to have to endure, this was quite profound. Quite disturbing. Victoriana's voice only just rising above the constant sob that emanated from Taylor. Taylor's sob was not common to her. Or, rather it was not 'normal' for her. She had been a confident, outgoing teenager and crying wasn't something she did very often. Even on the rare occasions she did feel teary, she would only have a quiet private little cry on her own. Nobody would know she had been crying and as soon as it had come on it would be over. Those occasions so rare, so few and far between that to see her here and now, not just sobbing, but sobbing her heart out was enough to tell any onlooker that she knew deep down inside that she should be afraid for her immediate and longer term future. She's a teenager for god’s sakes! Her mind barely developed yet. Let alone able to absorb all of what was happening to her. And yet, despite her naivety, despite her immaturity, her deeper, base instincts had kicked in and they were telling her that she should be afraid, very afraid for herself and her future. She wanted her mom. She wanted her dad. She wanted her friends. But that deeper base instinct telling her that she would never see them again ever. And yet at the same time, hoping upon hope that she was wrong.
“W-why m-me... w-why m-me?”
Taylor's voice was quiet, almost a hushed whisper. The group looked at her, but Victoriana didn't. She didn't acknowledge the girl's question. Didn't even look in her direction. The Sadist's heels simply clicked the bare stone floor as she circled the long bench on which the girl was sitting. The punch, when it contacted with Taylor's mouth was swift, hard and silent. Silent that is except for the 'splat' type sound as her mouth flesh was cut and ripped from the force of the blow. And it had been an almost effortless punch for Victoriana to apply. A squirt of blood from a deeply split lip and Taylor lying flat on the bench semi-conscious. Eyes rolling. The sobs had simply stopped as the punch had contacted. Her split bottom lip had swelled immediately and her head had rolled side to side as the shock had set in. Victoriana had nodded to a male helper, supplied by Sadistica and he had gone behind the girl and dragged her fully on the bench so that she could be worked on. Victoriana answered the question, although not in the form that it was a reply or even an acknowledgement to the girl.
“I don't need to explain why I just had to have this particular creature do I Ladies and Gentlemen? I suspect my reasons were almost, if not exactly the same as your own. It is young, it is fit and healthy, at the moment. And, it will provide many months of 'entertainment' for me. Of course, once the entertainment value stops, or subsides, the creature then becomes expendable. But let us not dwell on the 'end game' at this point.”
There was just a hush in the room. The main hanger building had long since emptied and there was just the odd, bang or drag of equipment as the place was being vacated. In a few hours there would be no sign that there had even been anyone here. Taylor's head rolled back and forth and Victoriana's voice had filtered in slowly, surely. The words registering, the shock deepening. Her helplessness just taking over, like a virus debilitating her even more.
By the time the teenager was fully conscious again she had been strapped to the bench tightly. Strong leather straps had been used to hold her torso, her arms and legs rigid. A final strap had been placed across her forehead and adjusted tightly so that she couldn't even move her head any more. All she could do was stare up at the high, sloped ceiling of the room she was in. Victoriana had produced an instrument from her own equipment bag. The instrument looked like an industrial staple or stud gun. Indeed that is what the instrument had started life as. But it had been adapted, and developed for a very different purpose. It was still a stud gun. Very much so. But it was capable of firing a wide range of stud designs into human flesh, and bone. This stud gun, or stapler had been very cleverly adapted in that in addition to the most obvious torture of having long stemmed studs fired into flesh and bone, the gun could also heat the metal of the studs to an almost white hot level before their application. As well as that, the gun could apply severe, life threatening electric shocks at the precise time the stud was being fired into the flesh, in much the same way as a stun-gun, or Taser would. Any amount of settings could be applied, or disabled with varying results and effects. This instrument was not a toy. It didn't 'tickle' the victim. In whatever format or mode it was used in, whichever part of the unfortunate victim's body it was used on, the result was an extreme, insipid pain and discomfort that was inescapable. Total pain. Absolute agony. A mind altering level of pain that words alone cannot describe. And with it the knowledge of the victim that she was being permanently, irreversibly damaged. The small assembled group had watched on in something of a stunned silence as Victoriana had loaded up the gun and played with its settings until they were 'just right'.
“In the first instance I want this creature to know that its athletic career is over. I want her to know that now. I want her not simply to 'know' that it is over. But also to 'feel' that it is well and truly over even before we leave this place. Before we even leave this place for its final destination, I want her to feel her athletic ability taken away from her.”
The Sadist had spoken coolly. Calmly. Chillingly. She spoke in a way really that belied what she was about to do to Taylor. Taylor had begun to sob again. Under the sob, a tone of insipid dread and fear. When the young girl screamed, it wasn't really a scream at all. It was an animal like bellow that emanated from the pit of her stomach and rose through her intestines, up her throat and then erupted from her mouth in a continuous wailing sound that pierced the chilled air in that room.
“EEEEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHHHHHHNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHGGHGHHGHGHGHGHGHGHGHHHHHHHHHHHH.”
There had been an audible gasp from the four former bidders. One a tall, almost statuesque blonde lady had gasped but then her deep red lips had spread into a smile as the obvious and intense pain had gripped the helpless girl. Victoriana had moved to the end of the bench that the teenager's feet had been secured to. Her legs weren't parted wide. Just wide enough that a gap of a couple of inches existed between the ankles. The Sadist had already loaded the gun with a very special stud. Due to the design and purpose of these particular studs they could only be loaded and fired one at a time. This added to the psychological distress. The studs had tapered stems some four inches long and were white hot, almost liquefied on application. It was the heat that allowed the deep application to flesh and bone, and it was the cooling then that 'welded' each stud into the particular body part that it had been applied to.
In this case, the studs were also 'capped'. This capping is better understood with the knowledge that each stud was applied to the tips of toes. The first application, the one that had caused that almost animal like scream from Taylor had been applied to the tip of one of her big toes. The very tip. The white hot, guided steel stem sinking through the flesh of the toe creating something of a burning and a smoking smell in the room. But beyond that it pierced deeply into the bone of the distal phalanx and then into proximal phalanx thus disabling the joint or knuckle. Its journey didn't stop there. With ease, and still white hot the stem of the stud pierced into the metatarsal. The agony MUST have been soul destroying. The noise from Taylor was testament to that. The cap of the stud was also used as a guide in that it enabled the gun to be fitted to the tip of the toe, and then fired, dead centre down the core of the toe and into the bones. The toe becoming rigid then as the metal cooled and welded itself to the core of the bones. The cap itself then fitted tightly around the toe tip, covering the tip and the nail and shrinking into place on the tip of the toe as the metal cooled. Once the gun was removed, the toe was a bizarre, almost alien sight. The pain MUST have been indescribable and that came across in the noise that Taylor made.
“One down, nine to go.”
Victoriana had spoken quite casually as she reloaded the gun. Despite the level of bondage applied to the girl, she trembled violently as each stud was applied. Slowly and very deliberately each toe was disabled and her athletic career was ended. This particular torture didn't simply end as each of the studs cooled down. Such was the application, the incredible and debilitating pain was a permanent one. A crippling one. Indeed over a simple time line of something like half an hour in that side room off the main hanger, Taylor's athletic career was ended. That particular pain was one that began at the tip of her toes, but would increasingly creep up each of her feet, and legs as time went on. This was a torture applied simply for the entertainment of the bidders who had failed to win Taylor. This was a terrible torture applied even before Taylor had been taken to a facility that was indeed built to specifications that allowed even more tortures. At around the seventh or eighth toe, Taylor had passed out. It had been a simple human reaction. An attempt to blot out the pain. Her inner instinct for survival. Victoriana had simply put the gun down and retrieved a phial of smelling salts from her bag. She had waved the smelling salts under the girl's nose until she had come around again. The Sadist waited, not for her to recover, but for her to become aware again. For her to fully and completely become aware again, of what was happening to her before the torture was continued. The terrible, terrible screaming had resumed where it had left off before she had sunk into the blissful state of unconsciousness. At the end of this 'show' the group of four had simply stood looking at the girls steel capped toes. It was easy to tell that each of them was trying to work out what kind of hell the young girl was going through. Unlike them, Victoriana knew what she was going through. She kind of knew exactly what was going through this poor young girl's mind. The terrible pain beginning at her toe tips but slowly spreading up each toes length and to her feet then up her lower legs. And the knowledge that she would never see mom and dad again, and that her career as an athlete was over. That had been the least of her anguish. That her career was over. Taylor's sobbing and her screaming didn't end until she was silenced, and packaged completely for the trip to Alaska.
The group, the bidders, had departed long before Taylor was packaged for the journey to Alaska. They didn't know, or need to know of the girl's final destination. As with Sadistica, the bidders knew next to nothing about Victoriana. They didn't need to. This particular Sadist was elusive and untraceable, and that is how she liked it. She didn't need to be concerned with that fact that she could be betrayed at any time. No-one got close enough to her to betray her. That knowledge left more of her time to dedicate to the infliction of absolute hell on her victims. Taylor had been packed carefully, totally. Her legs tightly strapped together with an industrial packaging machine that applied heavy latex straps to ankles, above the knees, upper thighs. Then her arms tightly strapped to her sides, again with those heavy latex strappings at her wrists and across her pelvis and then her elbows and across her torso, and then her shoulders and across the tops of her breasts. It hadn't gone unnoticed by Victoriana that the creature's nipples had been rendered erect, and blood engorged. The Sadist smiled to herself in the knowledge that it was the girl's body's way of reacting to what she was going through. Like a build-up of pressure at exactly those points. Delicious points of pleasure flesh that would be dealt with at a later date. Indeed there wasn't a single part of Taylor that would not experience some kind, or other, of torture to extreme levels.
An inflatable hood had been applied to Taylor's whole head. She had whimpered almost pathetically as the hood had been carefully slipped over her head. Inside the hood, the built in rubber gag plug had found her mouth with ease. The moment her trembling lips had parted the gag had sprung in and settled just nudging at the back of her throat. Her whimpers went largely unheard then as the hood was inflated. The gag was the first to be inflated, rendering her mouth widely reamed open. Her breathing only possible through tiny nostril holes. The double skinned latex hood then compressing her face and making her solely responsible for regulating her own breathing as the hood was completely inflated, making her a bizarre sight. As though her head and face were swollen inside the latex. The use of latex in its various forms within BDSM circles was a simple and effective choice. Latex provided a womb like warmth for a victim. It provided an almost 'in the womb' experience. Like a protective cocoon that sort of kept all of the bad things that was happening to her, out. In the latex the victim could escape, just sink into that cocoon like feeling. Depending on the level of horror that had been or would be inflicted, that feeling of comfort and escape could become addictive to a victim. It wasn't for the benefit of the victim that this addiction was permitted or indeed encouraged. It was simply another thing that could be taken away from her at any time.
Taylor was then further sealed into a total latex bondage bag. She would be simply sealed inside and the bag then inflated. That would create a vacuum. A sealing vacuum separating her from the world outside. That horrific painful world she had been brought into. With the bag fully inflated, it was impossible to see from the outside, that it was in fact a human being inside. It looked simply like some sort of industrial 'pod' maybe for scientific purposes. Indeed this shiny black 'pod' had various markings on it that indicated that it was for this very purpose. Even the tiny breathing tube was all but invisible. This pod was loaded on an aircraft bound for Anchorage. It was amongst a number of other identical pods. The other pods were empty. Just decoys, even though at Anchorage, customs control was non-existent. From a side airfield at Anchorage, the pod containing Taylor would be loaded onto a private helicopter and taken to the Far North Territory. The journey would be timeless for Taylor. Time didn't mean anything to her any more. But she did have the latex. That cocoon. That womb like feeling. The comfort. Already that was working its magic. But her toes, her feet, her legs hurt so much. But yes the comfort of the latex womb. The Sadist would enjoy peeling her out of that once safely installed in the Alaskan facility. She would enjoy bringing the young girl back into her new existence. The existence that meant simply that she would suffer more and more and more.
 
 



CHAPTER 6: THE ALASKAN TORTURE FACILITY
 
About one hundred meters below the Alaskan wilderness Taylor's fortunes, if they could be described as fortunes, were about to take a significant turn for the worse. As though the pretty teenager with a promising swimming and speed skating future hadn't suffered enough. Her career in athletics had already been ended, cruelly and painfully. She had already been taken away from a life she had been so happy and content in. Been 'sold' to the highest bidder. It reads like something out of a work of fiction. But no. Not fiction. Real life. And her mind was beginning to suffer terribly. At first, the overall size of the room couldn't be seen because it was in blackness. That was, it was in blackness except for the suspended form of Taylor who existed in a shaft of bright spotlight right in the middle of the blackness. She wasn't moving, she couldn't move. Her arms were outstretched and high and she was hanging by the taut chains around her wrists. The chains were stainless steel and literally sparkled in the reflected light. The teenager's feet were a couple of feet or so off the floor but were secured just a little apart. The chains that were tightly secured around her ankles were pulled down and secured to the floor. The simple bondage created an ever so subtle arch, in that the wrists had been pulled back slightly, and so had her feet. The arch of Taylor's back then ensured that her sexuality and her breasts were thrust forward and vulnerable. The actual simplicity of the bondage belied the absolute hell that was going to be Taylor's home from this point in.
The young girl looked like a work of art it has to be said. Totally naked and bathed in a thin film of sweat, the droplets of which also highlighted by the strong spotlight. Her lithe, fit body, as though suspended mid swimming stroke. Muscles all taught, defined, and straining. The delicate flesh just quivering slightly. Ever so slightly. But this would be imperceptible unless an onlooker was to take a very close look. And with her existing in that shaft of light. Like a cage of light, it seemed impossible to be able to take that close look. Like an untouchable work of art. And yet a work of art that was topped and tailed bizarrely. It was like Taylor had been turned into part reality and part, three dimensional render. Her head, I mean her whole head was covered in a complete and tight leather hood. Just eye holes existed for the terrified girl to see out of. The leather so tight and so supple that it clung to her facial features like a second skin. So supple and so tight was the leather hood that Taylor was still recognisable even though there was no mouth hole. And just a tiny cluster of holes around where each nostril pressed into the inside of the hood. Her mouth, although it couldn't be seen from the outside was filled with a rubber phallic shape that forced her tongue to the bottom of her mouth. Not a complete stretching gag. Just a sufficient one. At some point in the future Taylor wouldn't be gagged because Victoriana like to hear the screams of her victims. And she COULD hear them and play with those screams down here because no-one else would hear. No-one else would be able to stop the suffering that was happening. No-one else would be able to save the young girl from the atrocities that were going to happen to her.
That hood, was very tight to Taylor's head making it smooth, so smooth. It could have been that her hair had been removed because there was no sign of a hair bulge in the leather hood. On the other hand the hood was so tight that it could have been that the hair was compressed right into the shape of her head. Whatever. The head of Taylor, the leather hooded head was held in the dead upright position by another chain. There was an eye in the crown of the hood and the chain had been clipped to this. That chain disappearing up into the blackness above. Then, attention turning to the young girl’s feet. The toes in particular. The capped toes. That strong spotlight catching each steel capped toe enhancing this work of art even more. Except that the perfect symmetry of the toes, the way they were dead straight and all pointing towards the floor so perfectly, belied that absolute agony that already existed in the feet of the young girl. The absolute burning, piercing hell of the application of the studs had faded and the bones were knitting and growing around the shafts of the studs that went through all toe bones and up into the metatarsals of her feet. In the place of that piercing, burning hell was a dull, thudding ache and deeper pain that never subsided. It simply grew and grew in intensity. Starting at the toes and then creeping up the feet and lower legs. A crippling, crippling thing that had been done to Taylor even before she had been transported to this hell hole. Her feet were already discoloured and that discolour was creeping up over the upper feet and to the ankles. That discolour would in due course creep up the legs as the unnatural things inside her bones settled and spread their torment.
There was a loud humming and a flickering of lights. The sort of humming and flickering that occurred when strip lighting was coming to life. It took a few seconds for the three rows of strip lights to fully light up. When they did, they revealed the awful truth of the place that Taylor had been taken to. Bare bricks painted a mat black. The bare stone flooring had also been painted black. The floor was slightly sloping down from the walls and into the centre of the room. In the dead centre of the floor was a drain hole covered with a mesh grating. That drainage cover was directly under Taylor who was suspended above it. The room about fifteen meters square was quite sparse. Totally devoid of any kind of furniture. There was a black steel cabinet at one end. Apart from that there seemed to be a dread... a thick dripping dread that hung in the dead air in this room. It was quite an awful, debilitating dread that would sink into and consume any occupant of the room. This feeling, this all-consuming feeling was only enhanced with the sight of various chains and pulley devices that were hanging from the high ceiling. And even despite the dead stillness in that room, That dead, death like air, the hanging chains, and the chain block pulleys kind of swayed and swung gently, eerily. That place was awful. An awful, awful place. What Taylor must have felt there cannot really be guessed at.
As the lights had come to life, a noise had come from Taylor. Because of her immersion in the leather hood, it was just a muffled sound. It was even more muffled because of the phallus shape controlling her mouth. But it was a definite noise, like a whimpering. It was as though the switch on of the lights had awoken this terrified, mortified teenager from a semi slumber. It was as though she had been brought back to life's reality. The absolute hell that was her reality now. Her eyes stared wide, bulging from the eye holes in the hood. And there was that whimpering. That god awful whimpering. The eyes flickering back and forth, up and down. The only parts of her that could move freely were her eyes. Then there was the little chinking sound of loose hanging chains and blocks... as though they had a life of their own and were spurred on by the awakening of this girl. It was like the room and its occupants had come to life. Terrible life. But life non-the-less. It was a whimpering that became more urgent as the sound of steel tipped stilettos entered the room and slowly circled her. Victoriana completely sheathed in a figure hugging leather cat-suit. The tightness of the leather and the way it clung to every curve, every contour, gave away the firmness, and fitness of her body. Breast bulges fading down and into the flatness of her stomach. The arch of her back fading into the almost apple like shape of her bottom. All of this enhanced since she strutted expertly on the top of tightly laced, knee-length boots. Her walk in these boots was effortless despite a heel height of six inches plus. Victoriana didn't wear any form of hood, or mask. She didn't need to. She didn't want to. It was intended that the girl see and recognise the source of the absolute hell that was going to be applied. Her thick black hair had been tied back tightly from her face and secured in a high tight pony tail that swung casually across her shoulders as she circled the girl. The attractive face had been expertly made up. Lips enhanced in a deep red gloss. Eyes dark, and huge pools of cruelty. The way Victoriana circled the girl was predatory, and yet quite casual at the same time. For sure, her presence in the room, frightened... no, it petrified the suspended teenager. The casualness of the older woman was the frightening thing. The way she moved just showed and displayed an almost lazy nonchalance. That was the frightening thing. The way she wore the high necked leather catsuit, and those extreme heels, wasn't like someone who was experimenting with fetish and BDSM culture. Rather it was a natural thing, as though she felt so comfortable dressed and made up in this way that she could do it every day. Like it was a way of life. A very natural way of life. Like she was in her natural habitat. She WAS in her natural habitat. Taylor whimpered a little more urgently as the Victoriana moved in front of her and into her field of restricted, restrained view. For the first time, the older woman addressed the teenager directly.
“Blink once if you can hear and understand me.”
There was no emotion, or anger in the voice. It was controlled, calm, the volume just loud enough to be heard above the muffled whimpering. She didn't attempt to make the girl stop that whimpering. She didn't want to do that. She liked that sound. It conveyed distress. Victoriana liked to hear the distress in her victims. Taylor blinked once. Even in that blink there was stark terror.
“Good, good. I want to talk to you. Make you understand a few things. Blink once again if you understand me so far.”
The whimpering became irregular and broken as Taylor tried to concentrate on what the leather clad woman was saying. If the truth be known, and deep down inside Taylor's psyche she had begun to see a chink of light at the end of a very dark tunnel. There was a dialogue now. Maybe there was a way out of this hell for her? That was a very misplaced desperate thought. The survivalist inside her. It was a feeling that didn't last very long at all.
“I expect you want to see your mom and dad. And your friends?”
The reminder of her perfect happy life, almost like a fork through the heart of the girl and made her whimper sound more like a sob, but she blinked once as confirmation that she did indeed want to see her mom, her dad her friends. She was bitterly desperate to do so.
“I'll do a deal with you. If, when I ask you again, you still want to see your mom and dad, and your friends, I will deliver you to them. But the choice will be, to see your mom and dad, and your friends, OR death. I suspect you will choose death. In fact I am SURE you will choose death when I ask you this again.”
The words just casually slipped from the lipsticked mouth of the older woman. But she kept her eyes locked on those of the teenager. It was as though she were studying the effects of her words on Taylor. Taylor's eyes became more yet urgent. More bulging and darting side to side, and up and down then returning to the locked eyes of Victoriana.
“Is that a deal?”
Again a solitary, teary blink from the suspended teenager.
“Good, good, I do like deals. Now, I have taken you to this place for a reason Taylor. You cannot escape this reason. I have taken you here to hurt you. I mean, to hurt you badly. I am a Sadist. I inflict pain and enjoy inflicting pain. Are you with me so far?”
Victoriana's speech was deliberately slow. Deliberately paused between each piece of released information. She was expertly allowing each word to sink in. Again another chink of light. She was using Taylor's name, a sign of a personal relationship maybe? That was deliberate and calculated. Part of the torture. And, Taylor had heard of Sadists, and Bondage and the training of Slaves. Maybe, just maybe if she played the 'game' if she did as she was told and cooperated she would get out of this eventually? Once again very carefully deliberate and measured form of psychological torture, and hope that would be ripped away from her. Almost immediately. Another single blink.
“Oh... I haven't brought you hear to 'train' you. Or make you into some kind of 'pet'. I don't keep pets. I don't train slaves either. The sole purpose that you are here for is so that I can inflict terrible pain on you. There is no way out of it for you. You cannot comply in order to lessen what I am going to do to you, and with you. It is just a plain simple fact that you are going to suffer. There will be no let-up in the suffering. You will wish you could simply die so that you don't have to suffer any more. But I won't let you die. I will deliberately keep you alive so that I can prolong your suffering. Are you still with me?”
The whimpering coming from Taylor now an almost constant droning sob. And just before she blinked the once that she understood, there was another noise. A trickle, and a dripping that grew into something of a gush as Taylor lost control of her bladder and emptied it directly onto the drainage mesh below her. The horror of what she was hearing having that effect on her. The inability to control the contents of her bladder. Victoriana watched that gush of urine. Her tongue slashed across her red lips and there was an ever so slight curl of those lips into a gratified smile. Her words were having the desired effect. Except that these weren't words spoken just for effect. Rather they were true words and it was the tone with which they were spoken that told the suspended, helpless girl that she was being taken into a horror even deeper than she thought previously. The sob accompanied the urine gush. The gush eventually faded to a trickle then a drip then stopped. Little droplets of pee hung from the slightly puffed sex lips of the girl, and served as a focus for Victoriana as she continued.
“As I was saying... I won’t let you die. Far from that I want to keep you alive so that you can experience all of the pain. All of the absolute horror that I am going to inflict on you. I won’t let you pass out either. You see Taylor... it is important that you are kept aware... totally aware of what is happening to you at all times. It would be pointless torturing you, and you not knowing what is happening to you. Sometimes, just sometimes, I will apply pain relief... but only so that you remain conscious and aware enough to know and appreciate what is happening to you... the 'knowledge' more profound and more damaging than possibly the torture itself. Are you still with me, girl?”
Taylor's psyche breaking down a little more with each word spoken by the Sadist. But never enough to tip her into madness. Never enough to render her incapable of knowing, or taking in what is being said to her. All the time Victoriana watching, studying, getting off on the effects her words were having on the young girl. Taylor's world just crumbling like her psyche. The bits falling like slow motion into an abyss of darkness. Once again the solitary blink from Taylor. Tears now streaming from her eyes and down the leather of the hood that was tightly constricted to her face.
“Good girl. Well, I have enjoyed this chat it must be said. We will chat again throughout your ordeal, but for now... well no more words. I just want to soften you up a little... Just a tiny little bit of softening up to stimulate all of those thousands upon thousands of nerve endings just under your flesh...Get them alive for me. Get them tingling, and super-sensitive for me.”
Victoriana's words almost being allowed to deliberately fade into the increased volume of Taylor's sobbing. Her suspended, helpless form racked and trembling as much as the chains allowed. The sobbing continuing and increasing as the sadistic older woman went to a rack attached to the wall in front of Taylor, in order to select a whip. It was as though it were a ritual. Careful enhanced movements of Victoriana on her heels accompanied by the subtle creaking of the leather of the cat suit. Moving slightly to the side of the rack so that the teenager can see exactly what she is doing. Even through the stream upon stream of tears she can focus on what the Sadist is doing.
It wasn't really a whip at all. A whip suggests an instrument of correction. Applied to correct someone's behaviour. Applied as a punishment. Taylor hadn't done anything wrong. Or hadn't committed an offence. She was a victim, one hundred percent innocent of any wrong doing. The 'whip' really was not a whip at all, but an instrument of torture. A single tailed implement that on first glance looked much like a bull-whip. Except that it was a shortened bull-whip so that it handled much easier. Much slicker. Also, on closer inspection, at the very tip end of the whip a double edge blade had been secured, and fixed. Not so much a knife blade, as a micro thin razor blade. The blade made to order from tempered stainless steel. Then up the entire curl of the whip, but excluding the handle, single edge blades, similar to the double edged one, buried in the braided leather and set at irregular angles and depth. The 'whip' didn't just 'look' lethal. It WAS lethal.
The actual whipping action of the implement was designed to be secondary to the damage that the blades inflicted. There would be a modicum of pain attached as the whip slashed through the air then contacted with body parts. But this would be very much secondary to the sinking in of the blades. First the main, thicker body of the whip swishing through the air and the immediate contact. Then the attached blades would sink like a knife through butter, into the flesh. Then the almost whistling slash as the end of the whip curls around and into the flesh at a higher velocity. That tip blade sinking the deepest. A Sadist as practised and accomplished as Victoriana could and would maximise the damage by simply flicking the wrist of the hand which brandished the whip, and then dragging back at the exact impact time so that the blades didn't simply sink into the flesh, but then sliced back as they were at the same time pulled back elongating the deep wounds. The last slice of pain then as the blades were pulled out of the flesh with another flick of the wrist. Often the blades twisting, and pulling against themselves severing further nerve endings on their exit. There would be some blood. But not a big pouring since the cuts would be so sharp, so clean and so deep. Possibly the odd trickle of blood. The odd drip which would occur during that dragging back split second. Or the next split second when the blades would be yanked out of the flesh. The blood drip would not occur with every wound. Just irregularly so and enhancing the work of art to the maximum.
And that is what Victoriana, casually, coolly, calmly and chillingly efficiently went about doing over the next couple of hours. She started up high. Taylor's arms. From wrists, down to elbows and then the upper arms and to shoulders and under arms. The usual silence, the dead silence in that room broken and interspersed with a strange sub-whistling, a strange whoosh as the whip thing sliced through the air, and then a muffled 'crackkkkkkk' as it contacted with the smooth, previously perfect flesh of Taylor. An even stranger, more chilling sound then as the teenager sucked in air through the cluster of tiny holes in the leather around her nose.
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
The sound telling of immediate anguish and pain as Victoriana brandished her implement. And that hissssssssssing sound faded into gentle, resigned sobs as the Sadist circled the suspended girl. Pausing the torture only to inspect the damage to the perfect, previously flawless flesh. The whip thing creating the usual welts, but also the slicing of the flesh. The flaying it the teenager's flesh, and the gentle opening of each wound applied.
Victoriana continued to apply the whip thing to Taylor's back. Across the back of her neck, and her shoulders. Adding to the chill factor was the absolute ease with which she was able to cause maximum damage. Maximum impact. It was like it was effortless. And as she worked her way down the back of Taylor... how the sounds of distress grew in pitch and intensity. Earlier wounds, such as the ones applied to her under arms, opening slightly wider with the pressure of the young girl's suspension. The pressure due to her hanging, and where that pressure would normally tell with the definition of the muscles was more accurately told in the width of the wounds at that pressure point.
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
Victoriana not moving from the rear of the girl until she had carefully, skilfully worked her 'magic' down and over the upper most side of the curve and jut of her buttocks. Always, that end blade, the one secured in the tip of the whip thing, causing the most immediate pain and the deepest most vicious of the wounds. Made worse then by the flicking back of Victoriana's wrist. Circling the girl. Looking at those tortured, bulging eyes just before beginning work down the front of her torso. The front of her torso and down over the breasts. The Sadist focusing on one breast at a time, making sure that at least one blade sliced into the nipple and areola. Over the top of the breast orb then the very tender under side. First one breast then the other. The damage obvious and starkly apparent.
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
The Sadist turning her victim now into an enhanced 'hissing' work of art. The blade induced slices causing irregular patterns and the occasionally one of these slices letting out a little trickle of blood that worked its way down the torso, only to be cruelly cut short as Victoriana caught up as she worked her way down with the whip thing. Over the flat, defined stomach, and then the hips. And across the genital area. One blade sinking into the upper end of Taylor pouting sex lips. That would have been just about where the clitoris was tucked away under its hood. That hood partly circumcised by a second, deliberate slashing of the whip thing to that area.
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
Like a strange tune that didn't fit into any particular genre. The girl totally helpless, totally unable to escape the lashes due to her bondage. Her whimpers and hissing altering changing as the 'beating' continued. As the 'softening up' progressed. Inside the hood she was sucking on the phallic gag in her mouth. Sucking it like it was giving at least some comfort. The Sadist ensuring that every area of the teenager's flesh was affected to one degree or other. Enjoying the special attention she applied to Taylor's legs. Beginning at the fronts of the upper thighs. Getting the whip thing's end blade to slice into the delicate inner thigh flesh as she worked down. Then down over the knees to the lower legs. Blades then becoming slightly blunted as the scraped into the bones of the knee caps and shins. The torment for Taylor blending into the existing torment that was spreading up from her capped toes and her feet. Victoriana enjoying spending such ultra-accurate time on Taylor's feet. Ensuring the arch, the heels and the soles did not in any way escape the slashing whip and blades.
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
“HISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH.”
A definite, almost solemn resignation by the time the Sadist had worked her way around and down the legs. Only very eventually did Victoriana discard the whip thing into a bin. That wouldn't be used again. The blades blunted by their almost continued use over a two hour period or so. The older woman circling the trembling, tortured girl. Looking at her work of art. And stopping to look into her eyes. Deep into those pleading, desperate, bulging eyes. The leather of the hood tear stained, and wet in a way that created a bizarre stain under the eyes. This stain somehow enhancing the horror she was going through. Had gone through.
“Like I said.... just a tiny, tiny softening up.”
Victoriana's wide, lipsticked smile very genuine. Almost tender, and yet chillingly so because she knew... deep down she knew what the girl was going through. She knew even more that what she was going through was so many more times worse because she was so young. Her mind incapable of dealing with the horrendous situation. The depth to which she was being taken into a dark place. Taylor hearing the Sadist's mocking words and yet unable to respond. Just that very creepy, hissing breathing through those tiny holes in the hood.
The application of the high pressure jets of water, as Taylor remained suspended wasn't for her wellbeing. The water temperature altered from very cold to extremely hot. The water fed through the high pressure nozzles built into the room's walls was a salt water solution. As the pressure opened the wounds all around, up and down of the girl, so the salt burned deep. That was another torture. Intense torture and yet one that would speed up a healing process of some kind. Yet again such a healing process not carried out for the wellbeing of Taylor. Very sensitive scar tissue would remain, to be tortured another day. And, for sure, the scars in the young girl's mind would never heal. The noises coming from her during this phase of softening up, were different. Very different. Hissing yes. Interspersed with a deep, deep sobbing. She wanted to go home. She desperately wanted to go home. For this nightmare to end. Except it wasn't a nightmare. It was real. Very real.
 



CHAPTER 7: A DEEPER TORMENT
 
Literally the only things that could move were Taylor's eyes. She could blink, and her eyes could roll in their sockets. Oh yes, and she could move her mouth, and tongue. But apart from that she was completely immobilised. She had to be. It wasn't just a bondage thing. Or a torment thing. The total and absolute immobilisation was critical. Absolutely essential. Oh, not necessarily for her own safety. Oh no, not that. This particular bondage was critical so that Victoriana could create one of the single most terrible tortures that any female could be put through. I say 'one of the most terrible' because there were a number more that could hold the same sort of notoriety. For sure, this particular torture, and it IS a 'torture' should never be used in the civilised world. It begs the question as to who actually 'invented' this particular torture. It had to be a woman. It had to be someone female and with the ultra-cruel streak inside that only exists within a few. Victoriana possessed this streak. She possessed a long streak of this particular sadism. That she discovered the torture and developed it for her own use, tells much of that streak in her.
A continually sobbing Taylor had been laid on a full length bench on her back. A purposeful bench made from heavy duty wood beams and cross members. No sympathy had been shown for the cross hatch of wounds the whip thing had created and she had cried out loud on first contact as wounds spread, and nerve endings contacted with the hard wood of the bench. Indeed not even had there been a gap, or a recovery period between the teenager being taken down from that suspension and being taken into the next room. Into the next 'box of tricks'. In was an intentional assault on all of the girl's senses. The assault on her senses as much a torture as the torture itself. A thick gauge chain had been pulled over her neck and tightened. Links of this chain dented her throat and neck keeping it rigid. A heavy leather strap pulled over her forehead and again tightened by means of lever in the same way as the chain. Another heavy chain across her shoulders, above her breasts. And another chain pulled across the underside of her breasts making them bulge and protrude upwards. These chains turfed, tight. The teenager's already tortured flesh denting. The girl whimpering. Her pretty lips, dry and cracked by this time, trembling. A broad leather strap pulled over her middle. It had to be a flat strapping simply because, due to the torture to be inflicted, the belly flesh could not be dented inwards at that particular spot. And yet, it remained critical that the girl be held rigid. Taylor's arms had been pulled out to her sides, down slightly and then back and some wrist restraints fitted made of a slightly smaller link chain. These chains turfed down and fixed to the floor. Victoriana worked with chilling, expert precision. Coolly calmly and efficiently. Moving around the girl slowly, checking everything she did and then rechecking. Not a grain of sympathy as the bondage applied not only increased the girl's pitiful whimpering, but also aggravated and stretched the horrific wounds caused by the bladed whip thing during the 'softening up' process. The teenager's long, long legs had been brought up, bent at the knees and ankles strapped tightly to upper thighs. Similar to having her lower legs amputated really, and yet at the same time not. Both legs doubled up and strapped. Her legs then spread wide, and held wide by further chain that had been wrapped around each individual knee before being bent double. The knees pulled wide and fixed apart with absolutely no option to move any part of herself. Her sexuality vulnerable and exposed to the elements. Or more to the point exposed to Victoriana.
The Sadist had enjoyed a few minutes of manipulation after pulling on a pair of surgical rubber gloves. Stroking the girl's lips and dipping the fingers in once the inevitable moisture had collected acting as lubricant. The stark contrast between Victoriana's utter brutality and the almost tender stroking of Taylor's most intimate lips quite startling. And the slight differences in the teenager's tones and whimpers as the fingers of the Sadist expertly manipulated her sexuality also making any onlooker look twice. Victoriana finding the clitoris, peeling it out of its damaged hood and squeezing it between her thumb and forefinger. Slipping it between the latexed digits and pulling it slightly as though milking it. It never ceased to amaze Victoriana that even in the throes of an uncertain future, even when absolutely numb at the fear of torture and death, a victim is quite easily aroused. Easily lubricated. Easily brought into another section of a horror. Perhaps the permitted pleasure is the escape from the fear and dread and utter horror. Or maybe some truth in the link between utter pain and horror and sexuality. Undoubtedly so. Victoriana played with Taylor for some minutes before getting back to matters in hand.
A set of forceps was used next in order to hold Taylor's sex open. The stainless steel blades of the forceps inserted and the shaped blades used to hook back and open her up wide. One forceps 'blade' to the top and bottom of the teenager's slit and one to each labia at the sides. The forceps instrument thing adjusted then so that she opened wide, then wider and wider still. The end result, a wide open hole exposing the pink inner folds of flesh that made up the inner labia, and an open, dark tunnel leading to her very inner femininity. The core of her femininity. It was the core of this femininity that was the target of the Sadist this time around. The torture that would be applied would not leave visible scars. Mental scars would be inevitable and much sought after by Victoriana. The Sadist would not take up any energy at all. Indeed Victoriana would inflict this completely at her leisure. She could set it up and just watch the girl suffer in ways no female should ever suffer. And certainly in ways that no girl so young should suffer. Already this fit, lithe, toned girl had been reduced to something inconceivable, but her 'journey' was only just beginning. She had barely left the departure lounge yet. Victoriana attaching monitoring equipment that kept an eye on Taylor's vital signs. Blood pressure. Heart rate. The Sadist's medical knowledge obviously paying dividends in this field of inhumane torture. Next an electronic instrument wheeled between the girls spread thighs. Her whimpering an ever present element as Victoriana began a quite lengthy and unhurried process of setting the machine up. As she completed the setting up process, so she brings up the lights fully in this particular room. What is revealed is a fully equipped, clinically clean, white washed medical facility. Or rather a different form of torture chamber where a girl's soul can be detached from her, if and as required.
Once the machine was set up, the Sadist went about locating Taylor's cervix. To find the cervix, she put two fingers inside the vagina and reached as far back as possible. The cervix feels firm maybe a little rubbery, like the end of a nose. . There is also a depression in the centre, this is the opening to the uterus, and one would be able to feel this as well. The cervix is round and will definitely feel different than the walls of the vagina. It is the very core of the cervix that Victoriana is trying to locate. Her finger deep inside, just gently prodding and probing. Little gasps of discomfort between the sobs and whimpering as Taylor feels her deeper femininity intruded upon in this way. Victoriana just blindly locating the cervix via rubbered finger tips. Looking up to the bright bank of medical lights as she did it.... just gently whispering to Taylor
“Its ok honey just relax. I'm just looking for something... there found it.”
The Sadist still in black leather although with a bright white full length medical jacket on over it. Removing her fingers, and casually wiping the thick discharge over one of Taylor's thighs before reaching up and pulling down a small portable x-ray unit that had been attached to a hydraulic arm. Bringing it down just above the flat leather strapping across Taylor's lower abdomen. The flicking of a switch on a small monitor bringing the girl's insides to life. Minute adjustments of the x-ray head and the unmistakable shape and size of Taylor's cervix into crisp clear focus on the small screen.
“Mmmmm good, good.”
Victoriana talking more to herself as she proceeds to set up a particularly harrowing session for the girl. Actually 'harrowing' being an understatement. Taylor's eyes darting and searching. An even deeper dread creeping up inside her changing the tone of the whimpering. Her lips trembling and her teeth biting down denting her bottom lip, drawing blood. The instrument between the teenager's legs can only be described as a 'medical lathe'. Truly this is what it looked like. A lathe, commonly used to skim and precision drill metal. This medical lathe used to drill and skim human body parts. Or internal organs. This medical lathe could be fitted with various attachments for various purposes. In Taylor's case, it would be used to very slowly, very accurately, drill a hole through the very centre of her cervix just above her uterus wall. Such a procedure could theoretically be carried out in a few seconds. But it wouldn't be. Instead the procedure would be stretched over a period of hours. Prolonging the absolute torture deliberately. Words alone would not be able to describe the torture inflicted in this way. Monumental pain and distress as the core of her femininity is 'altered' in this way. The alteration irreversible. The psychological scars deep and unrelenting in their effect. Victoriana making final adjustments and finally just slipping in a long needle into one of Taylor's veins in her lower, under arm. That would be taped in place and a line attached so that she could be fed various drugs. Mostly this line was inserted so that she could be kept awake and fully aware of what was happening to her throughout. In itself a pure, pure torture. It would be described as inhumane to torture her until she passed out. That she would not be permitted the luxury of passing out was testament to Victoriana's inner vicious sadism.
 
“MMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”
At first Taylor's eyes shot bolt open. Wide and bulging. The high pitched electronic sound of the lathe like drill being started and then brought to the entrance of her sex. Just aware of the activity around the entrance to her sex. It was all of a sudden that Taylor bellowed this shear wall of noise. Quite startling that so much noise in such volume could erupt from such a pretty mouth. But it did. There was a tensing of her whole body in the bonds. Even a twitch as the subconscious in her tried to escape the unbearable pain that was emanating from deep inside her intimacies. Victoriana had set the machine on an ultra-slow auto-feed, so that she could then just stand, or sit back and watch. She could watch the girl herself. Her facial expressions, and the sweat dripping off her. Or she could watch the screen as the tiny minute drill bit in the lathe thing made its way through the core of her cervix. Watching the screen this way, also revealed other inner body parts tensing, organs trying desperately to relocate due to the stress induced on the young girl.
“MMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”
The pain was awful. Debilitating and inescapable. The micro drill bit just making its way in minute tiny increments through the soft, rubber like core of the cervix. Victoriana watching, studying and relishing all of the girl's horror. This was a Sadist immersed in her own world. This was a Sadist at work and play and existing in the only habitat that ensured she would not be disturbed. She would go down, between the girls legs... wipe away the discharge and some blood that trickled out, but at the same time she would take in deep breaths as though she were smelling the very essence of Taylor's suffering. Taylor spluttered, and her eyes were held tightly closed clamped that horror world shut out all except for that awful, soul destroying pain that was being caused deliberately by another woman.
“MMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMEEEEEEEGGGHHHHHHDDDDGHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGPPPPPPPHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHH.”
It went on, for two, or three hours. Relentless, utter torture. Each passing minute taking a little of the old Taylor away. Replacing it with something else. Someone else. Victoriana smiling as she clenched her thighs.
In another room, sometime later, under subdued lighting a silhouette. Taylor, in a strictly bondaged, standing position. Standing, but inconceivably squatted. Her lower legs and feet braced in a way that held her in the tippy toe position. That position leaving her weight on her already damaged toes. Her arms pulled behind her, strappado style and cinched at the elbows and wrists. Elbows touching. Back painfully arched and head held rigid by a hydraulic pole screwed into the top of her all enclosing leather hood and harness. A wholly bizarre stance that deserved further investigation. What other horrors could possibly be inflicted on this poor girl? Already thoughts and wishes of release by death were creeping into her mind but she was far, far away from such a release. If indeed ever such a release was granted.
Above the facility, the Alaskan landscape was readying itself for a deep winter. Blizzards were endless and winds whistling. Temperatures sub, sub-zero. That harsh, natural habitat mild in comparison to what was happening underneath its surface.
 
THE END
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