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Day 3

Deprived! It
was the word that fit best, not that Tori had given any thought to
the word or its definition. Tori had greater concerns on her mind
than semantics.

She searched
her recollection... how long had it been?

Without natural
light, daylight as a guide, she was finding it impossible to keep
an accurate track of passing time. Her cell featured no window, yet
still she heard sounds, obviously the walls hadn't been proofed, so
her deprivation was not wholly sensory. Perhaps that is not
their plan, she mused miserably, perhaps she had not been put
in the small bleak room for disorientation, maybe it was purely
fluke that no light peeped through any crack or crevice.

“Three days
now!” she stated with reasonable certainty, the whisper sounding
loud in her ears. She had sent her thinking laterally, rather than
attempt to estimate time passed she had worked on more accurate
markers – meals, she had received three that could easily be
classified as breakfast, toasted bread, some butter and preserves.
The other meals delivered by the masked man had been more robust,
stewed meats and vegetables. “So three days, no more!” In her
frustration it could just as easily have been a month. The sounds
filtering from the world outside had also given clues, a cockerel
crowing, welcoming the sun and another day. Animal sounds, not just
chickens. She had heard bovine lowing, the bleating of sheep or
goats. Those clues had aided little beyond indicating that
one, she was no-longer in the city, and two, she was
most likely being held on a farm.

One question
demanded answer above all others.

Why?

She had asked
herself so many times, why had she been snatched from her home in
the dead of night, and to what end? They had been almost
considerate and polite; her abductors! Tori had always associated
the act of kidnapping with violence, force! Yet she had felt only
firm restraint, her mouth had been covered with a wad of soft
material, probably cotton wool she realised, and as she had
struggled feebly she had felt only the pressure of multiple hands
holding her down. They had drugged her, and her head had spun like
it did when she allowed her wicked streak to dominate and she took
a third glass of wine. Rapidly darkness had engulfed.

“And I woke up
here! Naked!”

The nudity also
presented disturbing questions. Yes, they had stripped her, but had
she been violated in any way? Honestly, she shook her head,
she had to say a resounding No!

“I would have
known.” she told herself, she didn't believe those women who
claimed that they had been impregnated yet couldn't remember the
act, there were tell tale signs, she always knew the following day
if Barry had woken feeling frisky, even if she had been too tired
to actively participate. Not that it happens very often, she
admitted. Yet still she was sure she would have been aware. So why
was she nude, and of greater concern, why did she feel a tightness
in her breasts? At the age of thirty six she had stopped worrying
about them, the constant gravitational battle that she had fought
since puberty had finally been lost. She preferred to describe
herself as full figured or curvy but she knew that behind her back
others called her chubby. “You know her,” she had overheard a
whispered exchange, “Tori Rogers. Barry's wife. Yeah, that's right,
the MILF with huge tits.”

Tori had turned
to Google, during the course of the conversation acronyms had
surfaced that left her baffled, MILF, BBW, Cougar. A search had
opened her narrow view of the world, they had been used to describe
her, “So I'm a mother they would like to fuck!” she blushed as she
read the definition, “And a big beautiful woman.” She had never
considered such things as she studied herself in the bathroom
mirror, she was just Tori, not bad looking she admitted, she had
everything in the right place, deep brown eyes, bobbed brunette
hair, reasonably slim waist and generously flared hips. Tori had
closed her search and swallowed nervously. “I suppose that I should
be flattered!” she spoke the words, but her heart told her that
disturbed described her feelings more accurately.
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