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Abduction - No. 1.

Chapter 1.

They took Tina Featherstone off the street in front of her house in five short seconds and nobody saw a thing. They took her so quickly that she didn’t even have time to scream though she’d certainly have cause enough for that later. 

It was only a short walk from the bus stop to her house and though it was dark she always felt safe this close to home. When she turned the corner the house would be there in front of her. Ma would have tea ready in a matter of minutes, Dad would be home by seven and later on she was meeting some friends for a couple of drinks in town. Life was good.


So Tina was smiling as she came round the corner and walked right into the ambush. Someone hit her in the stomach; hit her hard and left her gasping for breath as they swept her off her feet; in through the van’s side door and slammed her down hard on the carpeted floor. Even as the door was sliding shut behind her the van was on the move, pulling away quickly from the kerb and disappearing into the darkness. It only took them five seconds, and nobody saw a thing.


She began to struggle and for the only time she tried to scream, but even as she opened her mouth something was pushed into it forcing her jaws painfully wide and reducing what should have been terrified screams to ineffective whimpers. A bag of some loosely woven material was pulled over her head and secured round her neck. Tina could breathe but she couldn’t really see. Still she fought them, until powerful hands grasped each of her limbs and stretched her out on her back across the floor of the van.


And there they sat for a few moments as they caught their breath, gazing down at the helpless captive stretched out between them. Apart from their grip on her wrists and ankles they didn’t touch her at all on the long journey home. It wasn’t part of the game to touch her yet; it was against the rules. But they were allowed to talk and in some ways that was worse. 

Because in quiet, threatening voices they described to her in graphic detail how the rest of her life was going to be. A couple of drinks with friends in town wasn’t a part of tonight’s agenda after all it seemed, Tina was on her way to a party, in fact Tina was the party. She could hear the husky excitement building in their voices as their descriptions grew ever more personal and specific. 

She wasn’t a virgin, not by any means, but neither was she the whore they were making her out to be. She was just a normal healthy young woman. Most of the things they were describing sounded as though they were going to be extremely painful and more than a few of them physically impossible. Stretched out between them on the floor she listened to this whispered torrent of filth for two solid hours. It was hardly surprising that by the time the van drew to a halt her body was shaking uncontrollably, bitter tears were flowing beneath the mask and she’d pissed herself at least twice. 

Tina was terrified, and she had good reason, but she was also angry. 


‘Who do they think they are?’ she thought, ‘this bunch of inadequate shits. Using her body to turn the most perverted of their fantasies into some sort of twisted reality. How dare they threaten her with this? Things they wouldn’t dare try out on their wives or girl friends. Fucking queers every one of them.’


The ball-gag in her mouth actually did her a favour. Tina was a feisty, independent young madam. Despite the dangerous situation she was in she’d have shouted those thoughts at them out loud if they’d given her the chance, as it was she had to lie there and listen to them. Once she’d calmed down a bit, before the constant repetition of the words cunt, whore and fuck began to wear her down, she had time to think. One thing in particular disturbed her.


It was the manner in which they’d taken her off the street, quickly, almost professionally, with no sign of panic or uncertainty. And the way they were sitting with her now, obviously highly sexually charged and yet not one of them had tried to touch her up. No one had reached a sly hand inside her denim top for a swift squeeze of her firm young breasts; no one had groped her thighs for a handful of free pussy. Hell, these days you could hardly expect a night’s clubbing without that happening at least three or four times. As she listened to their quiet, confident voices she knew that she wasn’t the first. These bastards knew exactly what they were doing; they’d done this sort of thing before.


Back on Walpole Road they didn’t start to get really worried until her Dad got home. Then they rang round some of her friends, even rang her boss at home but nobody could remember seeing Tina once she’d left work. It was three hours before they rang the police and to be honest they didn’t seem all that interested. Attractive twenty-year-old women were always going missing. It was a fact of life, something to do with their hormones and their need to be always searching for new experiences. They usually turned up safe and sound after a day or two with a smile on their faces and a guilty secret in their hearts.


This apparent disinterest on the part of the West Yorkshire police force actually had no bearing on her situation. A full hour before her parents had called them, she was a hundred miles away, already locked in the rambling cellars below the big house. Tina Featherstone had already become a lost soul and she was about to enter hell.

Chapter 2.

After the van had pulled to a halt Tina heard the driver’s door slam and then nothing for several minutes. Even her tormentors had gone quiet now, as though they were waiting for something, or someone. She jumped as the van door suddenly slid open beside her.


‘All clear,’ said the voice. ‘Everything’s ready. Get her inside and I’ll be down in a few minutes.’


Tina’s legs failed her as they dragged her out of the van. She couldn’t see where she was going and stumbled almost to her knees. They didn’t let her fall though, hauling her upright, dragging her into some kind of building and manhandling her down a long, curving flight of stairs. Not a word was exchanged between them. 

Again Tina got that uneasy feeling; the one that kept telling her she wasn’t the first girl who’d been brought down here. If she’d had more time she might have wondered what had become of the others. Then again maybe it was better she didn’t think about things like that.


At the bottom of the stairs they propelled her forward into a large, brightly lit room. For the first time since their arrival one of them spoke to her even if it was only five curt words.


‘Stand there cunt,’ he said ‘and don’t move.’ Tina did as she was told and again they waited in silence until she heard his footsteps coming down the staircase and the door closing behind him. With the bag still secured around her head she could see little more than shadows standing silently around her. They seemed to be waiting.


‘Easy. I told you it would be easy,’ said the voice. It seemed to break the ice and suddenly they were all agreeing just how easy it had been; that they’d known all along there wouldn’t be any problems.


‘Now let’s see what we’ve got here,’ he went on, ‘I hope she’s worth the trouble.’


Tina’s fear grew as she sensed them closing in around her.


‘Strip,’ said the voice. Tina just stood there; if it hadn’t been for the gag in her mouth she’d have refused outright. Someone moved in front of her and she felt the finger jabbing roughly into her chest.


‘You bitch, I’m talking to you. I told you to strip.’ Again she did nothing and the unseen hand slashed viciously across her face. The bag absorbed much of the blow but there was still enough force behind it to send her sprawling across the floor. Two arms reached out and hauled her back to her feet.


‘You stupid little cunt, what part of strip is it that you don’t understand? When I tell you to get your fucking clothes off, do it. What’s so difficult about that?’ Stubbornly she stood there and he lost patience. This time the blow hit her in the stomach just as it had done some three hours ago and, gasping for breath, Tina sunk to her knees.


‘Get her on the table. If she won’t do as she’s told we’ll do it for her, and no need to be gentle about it either. In fact tear the fucking clothes off her, just remember to leave her panties to me.’ She felt his presence; she could almost smell the eagerness on him as he moved in close to her. ‘You’re mine you little cunt,’ he whispered, ‘and there’s fuck all you can do about it. I’m going to enjoy hurting you because you think you’re something special. Well you’re not, you’re just another little girl to me and I really enjoy hurting little girls, I love the noises they make when I’m using them.’


Tina shuddered as they lifted her off her feet and swung her high into the air before slamming her down on a table she hadn’t realised was there. Eager hands began to tear at her clothes, pulling her this way and that as they followed their instructions to the letter. Her clothes were literally ripped from her body; her denim jacket went first followed by her blouse. She could feel the buttons popping down her chest as the unseen hands clawed at her and heard the sound of tearing cotton as they ripped her modesty away from her along with the remaining shreds of material.


Frantically she tried to cover her breasts with her hands but her efforts were all in vain. They were enjoying her struggles, almost toying with her; their hands clawing at her from all sides and because of the bag on her head she couldn’t see them coming. A hand grabbed hold of her bra and pulled it sharply upwards spilling her young breasts back down across her chest. It took them ten seconds or so to get it off, dragging it unceremoniously up over her head and half strangling her on the way.

A couple of them were distracted by the sight of her tits bouncing around on the table and began to maul her for the first time, but the others switched their attention to her jeans right away. Unbuckling the belt they seized them from both sides and heaved them apart, popping the studs and pulling down the zip in that first wild effort. Her shoes were long gone and as two of them pinned her to the table the others dragged her jeans down her legs, as though they were skinning her alive, before carelessly tossing them to one side.

Her bare legs thrashed wildly across the table as she kicked out at them.

‘Hold her down,’ someone shouted, ‘get hold of her legs.’ Within seconds she was helpless again, pinned to the table. Though her body was writhing and twisting obscenely she couldn’t escape their groping hands. She was naked now, apart from the briefest of pale pink satin thongs that barely covered her pussy mound. They went quiet at the sight of her.

‘Shit,’ said one of them, ‘pretty little thing ain’t she? Look at that body, Jesus this is going to be fun.’

‘Not for her it isn’t.’

‘Who are you trying to kid? She’ll love it. They all love it in the end.’

‘Look at those tits,’ said another, ‘can’t wait to get my teeth into them.’

Their words sent her into another bout of wild thrashing; all of it wasted effort. They weren’t going to let her go and slowly she calmed down.

‘Nice knickers,’ said one.

‘Nice knockers,’ came the reply and they all laughed, and Tina felt his hand grab her roughly between her legs and let her go just as quickly.

‘Fuck. The cunt’s pissed herself; the dirty little whore’s pissed herself. I’ve got it all over my hands. Turn her over, I’ll teach her to piss on my fucking hands.’

Eagerly they rolled her over, her arse was firm and shapely, nicely curved with not a hint of cellulite, the string of her thong biting deep between her cheeks. Her back arched up off the table as his hand slashed down across her buttocks. Without the gag in her mouth her scream would have been loud and shrill, and it would have been the first of many. They all took their turn in giving her this initial beating and they all enjoyed watching her reaction, feeling her body twist and writhe beneath their hands as the blows rained down across her unprotected buttocks.

‘Enough,’ he said at last, ‘and will someone get that fucking thong off her.’ She struggled but couldn’t stop them baring her completely. The knowledge seemed to deflate her and suddenly she was lying quietly on the table.  Inside the bag they could hear her crying softly. It was a nice sound to hear; it meant that she clearly understood what they were going to do with her.

‘Get her on the rug,’ said the voice.

They dragged her off the table and stood her in the middle of the floor. A low whistle sounded in the silence that followed; Tina could guess why.

‘Little whore, another bottle blonde,’ said one of them, an edge of anger and disappointment in his voice, ‘can’t we find a natural blonde for next time?’

‘Yea, but just look at that pussy, that’s one tight little cunt if ever I saw one, I can’t wait to get some of that.’

‘It won’t be tight for long, painful maybe but it won’t be tight.’

 Tina was sobbing louder now. Her buttocks were stinging unbearably, they watched her legs trembling as she stood in front of them and tried to cover both her breasts and her pussy at the same time without ever quite managing it.

‘Kneel down,’ said the voice. It was always the same harsh voice giving her the instructions she noticed. Though she tried to lower herself to the floor she wasn’t quick enough. Again the punch hit her in the stomach, dropping her to the floor on her hands and knees.

‘I told you to kneel cunt, not fucking crawl.’ A hand grasped her hair and hauled her up onto her knees.

‘Stay there,’ he said, and she realised that they were moving away from her. It seemed like an age before they came back though it was probably no more than five minutes. There was something different about them.

‘We’re going to take your mask off now.’ Said the voice, ‘if you behave yourself like a good little whore, we might take off the gag as well. You’ll stay on your knees until we tell you to stand up, because next we’re going to read you the rules.’

One of the shapes came up close behind her, loosening the cord around her neck and pulling the bag from her head. As he stepped back to join the others Tina knelt there blinking. The brightness of the fluorescent lighting temporarily blinded her. Slowly, as her eyes adjusted, the figures standing in front of her began to swim into focus.

There were five of them. Not surprisingly they were all men, and they were as naked as she was. Her heart sank as she looked up at them; all five cocks were at eye level, all of them were rock hard and pointing directly at the ceiling.

‘Hello cunt,’ said the man in the centre of the five, a big, well-built man with a dark beard, cut short and neat, fading to grey at the edges. His smile sent a chill racing through Tina’s body. ‘Welcome to your worst fucking nightmare.’  

Chapter 3.

‘Now I’m going to read you the rules,’ he said, the bearded one that is. His was the voice she recognised, the dominant voice so full of anger and the desire to hurt her that he didn’t bother to disguise. 

‘The first thing you have to remember is that as far as we’re concerned there are no rules. You’re here for our use and entertainment and for no other reason. You’re just a fuck toy now, a whore, and we’re going to use you whenever and however we choose and there’s nothing at all you can do about it. The sooner you realise that the easier it will be for you.’


He was smirking as he spoke, maintaining his erection with slow strokes of his left hand. Tina felt a little surge of triumph run through her body when she saw that. She’d been right about them,  ‘inadequate shits’ she thought. In his case at least her assessment had been spot on, much good it would do her. That very inadequacy made him all the more dangerous, he was the sort of man who’d get a bigger buzz from hurting her than from merely shagging her. 

Just by looking at him she could tell he was trouble. There was more than a hint of madness in those eyes; if he ever totally lost it he could quite easily kill her. Again she wondered what had become of the other women, how many had knelt on this very spot before her and listened in disbelief as their new purpose in life was spelt out to them in these brutally simple terms?


‘You on the other hand,’ he continued, ‘have a hundred rules to remember. Break any one of them and we’ll hurt you, we’ll hurt you bad. You don’t need to know them all right away, only the important ones. We’ll leave a full list for you to read through at your leisure. Look down,’ he said,  ‘can you see the rug you’re kneeling on?’


Tina did as she was told. It was a red circular rug about five feet in diameter. She looked back at him, towering above her and nodded her head. 

‘Rule one is that you will remain naked at all times,’ he went on,  ‘there aren’t any clothes for you down here anyway so you don’t have a lot of choice with that one. Rule two. Whenever any of us decides to pay you a visit you’ll get a full sixty seconds notice. When we come in you’ll be kneeling on that rug waiting to welcome us; the only thing you’ll be wearing is a smile. No excuses will be accepted. It doesn’t matter what you’re doing when the call comes, sleeping, having a shit, having a shower, you’ll be kneeling naked on that rug when that door opens. If you’re not you’ll be punished,’ he paused as if he needed to hammer home his point again. ‘That punishment will be severe.’

‘Rule three. You’ll keep yourself and your apartment clean and tidy at all times. You might be a worthless little whore in your own world but that doesn’t mean you can live like one in ours. You’ll find everything you need in the other rooms, the bedroom, the kitchen or the bathroom. Again, if you don’t do as you’re told, your punishment will be severe. And rule four, you will never speak unless first given permission to do so.’


‘Finally, when you get the chance to have a look round you’ll notice the cameras. Someone will be watching you every hour of every day; so don’t go getting any silly ideas about escaping. There are loads of other things for you to remember but you’ll have to read up on them in your own time. We’ve waited long enough already. I’m going to take your gag off now and then we can get down to the matter in hand.’


The sniggers from the other four made them sound like more like pathetic schoolboys than serial rapists.


‘You will not speak unless asked a direct question, nod if you understand.’

Tina looked up at him and slowly she nodded her head again. The bearded one stepped to her side and released the ball gag allowing it to fall to the floor in front of her. Deliberately he slid his cock head across her back two or three times before stepping away from her. She couldn’t help the involuntary shudder that racked her body. The pain in her jaw when the gag was removed was excruciating, Tina found herself unable to close her mouth. The bearded one looked at the other four.

‘Gentlemen,’ he said, ‘I really think we’ve waited long enough. Now let’s give this little cunt a seeing to she’ll remember for the rest of her fucking life.’

  A low growl of approval sounded in the room and, as Tina began to tremble, her eyes dropped to the floor.

‘Look at her, she can hardly wait for us to get it on,’ she heard one of them say.


‘Get it in you mean,’ came the reply and again she heard them sniggering.


‘Who’s going to have the first go at her?’ One of them asked. There was a sudden silence and Tina knew instinctively who it was going to be. The bearded one would take her first; that was what she’d seen in his eyes. He’d use her first, he’d hurt her and humiliate her and enjoy doing it. As though reading her mind he laughed in her face.


‘I think I’ll start the ball rolling with this one. She fancies me, I can tell.’ He looked down at her and his voice suddenly hardened. ‘Stand up cunt and walk over to the table,’ he ordered, slapping her sideways when she hesitated. 


Slowly Tina clambered to her feet, equally slowly she stumbled over to the table and stood there waiting uncertainly for him. Seizing her by the hair he turned her round and pushed her hard against one end of the table.

‘Lean forward,’ he ordered, ‘get hold of the table.’ Realisation dawned in her frightened mind; the sick fuck wanted to do her doggy style. It was the last straw.

‘No, I won’t’ she shouted, turning round and facing him. ‘You can’t do this to me, you’re sick, you’re all sick. You’ve got to let me go.’ 

He laughed again, his hand blurred and the blow sent her sprawling across the floor, her head ringing. This time Tina stayed down feigning unconsciousness, but the bearded one was having none of it. Grabbing her hair he hauled her back to her feet and marched her to the table again.

‘Get hold of her arms this time,’ he said, ‘and make sure she doesn’t try that again.’ The others came at her willingly, seizing her hands and pinning them down about three feet along the table. As a result Tina found herself leaning forward uncomfortably. Realising her vulnerability she tried to close her legs but he was too quick for her. His knee thrust itself up between her thighs and she felt herself squashed against the table edge.

‘You’re too slow cunt,’ he whispered into her ear, as he ground his knee up into her groin lifting her clear off her feet. She fought him but he was too strong and slowly Tina felt her legs being forced apart. Tears of anger and frustration began to sting her eyes. This was every bit the nightmare he’d promised her it was going to be. 

His hand slid down her back, roughly parting her arse cheeks before moving on, down and forward. Her body writhed in horror at the touch of his hand but she was held too firmly to do anything about it. Slowly his fingers slid into the dampness of her pussy, first one, then two and three. Again he lifted her off her feet, this time he was showing off, suspending her in mid air on his thick, probing fingers. Her fear of him was intense and she screamed for the first time. Really screamed, it was the first of many, Tina’s screaming was to go on for a very long time.

The unfortunate four, who’d been overruled when the question of first fuck rights had arisen, closed in around her, pinning her arms to the table and running their hands freely across her body. Despite her situation, maybe even because of it, Tina felt her nipples hardening under their persistent mauling.  

Behind her she heard him spit into his hand before forcing her arse cheeks apart again. It was only when his fingers began to probe her starfish that his true intention hit her with the force of a missile. Her body squirmed across the table as she sought to escape the horror he was about to unleash on her.


‘NOOoooooo…..’ she screamed.


‘Hold her still,’ he growled, she felt her arms gripped tighter, her struggles were ineffective and inexorably he closed in on her. If he’d fucked her pussy then maybe Tina could have lived with herself, but this was a different matter altogether. The bastard was going to take her up the arse. Nobody had done that to her before, it was brutal and humiliating and it was going to be the most painful thing she’d ever known. More painful moments were to come, but they were still in the future. 

Her screaming intensified, the pitch went higher as steadily he forced his cock into her a fraction of an inch at a time. So powerful was her reaction to this invasion, so violent the painful writhings of her body that it became increasingly difficult for even the four of them to hold her down. Her arching back kept her upper body flopping around on the table as he continued to push himself into her. Now he was hard, rock hard. Hurting little girls always made him hard, listening to the bitches scream did that even when nothing else seemed to work.


Finally he broke through; he was exploring true virgin territory now and intended to make the most of his opportunity. He knew he’d already hurt her badly, physically and mentally, but that was nothing to what he intended doing to her.


The pain came pulsing through her in waves, her arse felt totally destroyed and his cock was buried deep. She could feel it throbbing evilly inside her like a balled fist alternately tensing and relaxing. He sounded so pleased with himself when he leant forward and whispered in her ear.


‘Like that do you bitch? I knew you’d like it; cunts like you always do, you don’t have any pride. A real woman wouldn’t allow a stranger to take her up the arse, she’d rather die than let that happen. But you’re not a real woman are you? You’re just a little cunt whore and you love it.’ Every sentence was punctuated by the vicious hammering of his cock as he forced it up inside her.


Through the pain Tina faintly muttered her reply. It was a foolish and dangerous thing to say and at first the bearded one couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Viciously he slammed his cock into her again and again. Tina yelped like a whipped dog each time the pain ripped through her anew.


‘What did you say cunt?’ He yelled, leaning forward to catch her pain racked reply.


‘Mini dick,’ she’d called him. This time he heard her words quite clearly and they drove him crazy. His cock pounded into her, each stroke lifting her off the floor and tearing a frantic, strangled cry from the depths of her throat. It was a cross between the shrill screams she’d been uttering for the last ten minutes and a pained grunt. For a while the bearded one was clearly enjoying himself again, slamming his cock into her time after time and riding her agony to his inevitable climax.


‘Squeal little piggy,’ he cried, ‘cum on little piggy, squeal for daddy.’


And squeal she did, on and on, until through that agony Tina felt him explode inside her. She felt the powerful pulsing of his cock as it filled her arse with his poisonous seed. It seemed to take him forever. By the time he was done with her she was lying very still beneath the crushing weight of his body. Her heart and her arse were full of pain and she found that she couldn’t even cry any more.

At that moment she wanted to die more than anything else in the world and yet her evening’s entertainment had scarcely begun. One down, four still to take their turn and this was still only the first round. Tina Featherstone’s descent into hell had a long way yet to go.   

