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1-The nexus Victoria’s Living Horror begins
My first name is Victoria age twenty-five, it’s the only single item other than my memories that remains from my former life. That life which was stolen from me the night that I had been working late at my part time job and decided to take a short cut back to the rooming house where I lived on the other side of the unlighted darken local park. I was not far from the park exit when someone ahead one was calling me by name, it sounded very much like one of my rooming house neighbors. As I was looking forward to that voice, I then suddenly found my vision and head covered with something heavy, like a thick bag. This bag was soon pulled down all the way around my waist, which pinned my arms. Then I felt the bag being strapped tight around my waist, catching the wrists of my arms holding them there. Next there were it seemed a pair of arms grabbing, lifting me up by the middle and carrying me off somewhere. At that same time before I thought to start kicking out with my feet and ankles they were caught in a tight grip and tied together. The thick bag unfortunately muffled my desperate cry help. Shorty after being carried a short distance to be roughly dumped, hearing a door being slammed hard after that the bag was removed seeing that I had been dumped into the back of a windowless van.
As soon as whomever that had grabbed me had got me inside this van, it started to move off, the motion inside felt like it was moving at a leisurely pace so as not to attract attention. again before reacting I was quickly locked my wrists into cuffs bolted to the roof of the van up to one the side of that van my arms over my head, then fastened to one side of the vehicle by a strap going round my waist, on my knees ankles tied together fastened to the van floor in the same manner with cuffs that were bolted to the van floor. Once all that had been done but before I could utter a word a ball gag was pushed roughly deeply into my mouth, sealing it, preventing me from speaking and with it securely held in place by a strap around my head, all I could do is make muffed noises into that ball gag.
Although I was terrified in these circumstances forcing myself not to give into the growing panic I took a look round this plain van interior and saw that I was the sixth victim all young girls hopefully over eighteen securely fixed to both the sides of the van, given that there was no other remaining empty cuffs, waist and ankle tie downs I must be the last one to be picked up. Noting there were two men in the back of the van with the six of us, three hanging arms up on each side, I assumed there was at least another , third man driving, if not an additional fourth kidnapper in the front passenger side seat. My first thought was that we were all being kidnapped to be gang and raped in mass. My second more fearful thought, which immediately wished that I hadn’t considered was that now that we could see our at least two of our abductors faces, being able to fully indentify them, the six of us are likely to be killed, for the dead cannot testify after they are through with us. In the eyes of the other five girls we each could see our jointly shared fears and terrors. All through the drive the men who grabbed us said nothing; nor did they further make any move to touch us, they sat motionless not even making a sound.
The van was driven steadily for about ninety minutes, I was able to judge time because being able to make out the wrist watch on the right wrist of the girl secured across from me and when the van felt like it turned to the right off the street. I could see then by the street light glare that there were two additional men seated in front. When the van’s motion stopped they both in front got out of the van, followed along with the two men riding in the back with us after the front two men opened the rear van door. While the back van door was left open, with us still secured, I wasn’t alone of the six at that time in trying to free ourselves but it proved to be impossible. After several minutes the four men came back with two additional men, one per each of us. They released us from our van straps, cuffs and each man after again using tie wraps to secure our wrists together, grabbed throwing us over a shoulder and carried one of us each into a low long windowless building. While being carried into that building I caught a glance that we were at an estate of some kind for there was a wall surrounding this building and a two story mansion house nearby. The six of us were unceremoniously dumped on the bare wood floor of a windowless room that appeared to have solid wood panel walls off that plain same appointed interior corridor as we were brought into that room. When all six of us were in the room together but this time each one of our handlers forced us up on our knees to attach our tie wrapped wrists into cuffs again arms over our heads to a bar running the length of one of the walls in much the same manner as we were in the van, except we were now aligned single file. Again the six men still without saying word or making a sound left, we could see in each other’s eyes how odd it was in all this time those men had been with us they hadn’t uttered one sound or a word.
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