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Curiosity Tamed the Kat 

Curiosity is the downfall of Katrin as she finds herself reduced in ever more stringent bondage to the role of a helpless toy. At the mercy of a master in the arts of arousal and torment, her ultra-parcelled form is driven beyond the known limits of human erotic experience.  

 




CHAPTER ONE CURIOSITY 

Katrin waved goodbye, watching as Peter swung the black Toyota Supra out of the drive and accelerated away with a faint squeal of overstressed rubber. She waited until the car turned the corner, and then moved back inside to start her day with the usual light breakfast. 

Her journey to the kitchen was interrupted as her eyes alighted on the flat cardboard box leaning against the hallway hat stand. 

Damn! Peter would be annoyed, he'd intended to deliver that package to one of his customers on the way to work. Now he would either have to come back, or deliver it that night after returning home. 

Katrin sighed and moved on into the kitchen. She'd been hoping for a nice night of fun and games, seeing as though it was the first evening for some weeks Peter had been free. In recent weeks he was always working late to get that cursed fetish magazine out on time. There were times when she wished he'd just drop the whole thing and find some other line of work. But she had to admit the money was good, and that was an important consideration. 

Katrin had never shared Peter’s fascination for the bizarre; and rubber to her was something smelly and kinky that only specialised street girls would wear. Apart from her disliking for rubber, it bothered her that most of Peter’s working day entailed working with, and photographing the strange women who preferred to squeeze into these ridiculously impractical suits. 

Over a cup of coffee and the obligatory slice of slimming toast, Katrin dwelled on her husband’s strange fascination with his work. He had tried to get her interested early in their marriage, but she had rebuffed him in no uncertain terms. 

To be fair, he'd never mentioned the matter again, or applied pressure of any sort to try and change her mind. Their marriage had proceeded normally, and in fact, life was good with Peter. He was exceptionally good in bed, generally attentive and pleasant company most of the time; if one discounted the odd argument. Katrin had no complaints. But then there was still his annoying fascination with rubber-clad, immobilised women. What on earth did he see in the sheathed, rubberized anatomy of women, bound and gagged with various forms of inescapable restraint. How could he prefer such inanimate female toys to the exciting thought of having a naked free woman running her hands over hisbody and arousing his libido with sensuous skilled movements? It just didn't make sense. Looking through the door into the hallway, Katrin’s eyes came to rest on the forgotten package. Probably another consignment of strange clothes for one of his even stranger customers. Almost absent mindedly, she continued to stare at the offending parcel as her thoughts wrestled with the problem of his obsession. 

Slowly as she sipped the coffee, a look of wilful curiosity began to appear on her face. She placed the cup down, and rising, walked over to the package. She studied it for a moment more, then stooping down, she picked it up and turned it over as if deciding what to do next. It was quite heavy and something inside was jingling as she shook it. The box was sealed with Sellotape, but there were none of the usual staples used to seal these cardboard cartons. 

Looking at the address on the reverse side, Katrin saw that it was destined for a Miss Curiosity; strange name? But obviously, the contents were designed for use by a female. Katrin moved back into the kitchen and placed the box on the table before reseating herself and reaching for the coffee cup. For several minutes she sat in deep thought, her eyes never leaving the silent object in the middle of the table. Then sliding open the table drawer, she withdrew a roll of tape and compared it with the tape securing the box. It was a perfect match. Her look became determined as the idea in her mind formed into a definite plan of action. 

Reaching into the drawer again, she selected a sharp paring knife, and then pulled the package towards her. With infinite care she began to slice through the four strips of tape securing the lid of the box. The lid sprang up slightly as the last securing band parted, and laying down the knife, Katrin eased the flap up with a cautious movement, unsure as to what strange items may be inside. With the lid fully open, she sat and surveyed the contents. 

At first sight, it appeared to contain a flat bundle of shiny black rubber sheeting, several small padlocks, an assortment of snap-link fasteners, and a selection of small keys; these must have been the items making the jingling sound. 

She eased the rubber mass out of the box and carefully began to spread it out on the table, noting as she did, that a sheet of printed instructions were affixed to the inside of the box lid inside one of those plastic stickon pouches. 

The rubber slowly formed into a one piece cat suit as she arranged it, a suit which appeared to include a built-in hood device of the same material. Oddly, the suit refused to lie flat, and upon further investigation, Katrin discovered that the wrists, ankles, and neck sections had some sort of lockable metal bands bonded into their extremities; bands which also had small strong ‘D’ rings protruding through the surface of the rubber. A bulky belt of the same rubber coated metal adorned the waist area, which also seemed to have some sort of sealed box attachment. It only took a moment to deduce that the box would end up positioned in the small of the back if the suit was worn. 

Even more confusing were the flat tubes of heavy duty rubber which ran along all the leading edges of the limb sections and down both sides of the torso. They appeared to be of a much stronger construction than the rest of the suit, and felt as if they were made of reinforced rubber. A closer inspection soon revealed that these tubes were also connected to the box by minute buried capillaries, running almost invisibly along the sideseams of the garment. 

For more than an hour Katrin sat studying the suit, trying to fathom out how the whole thing worked, and furthermore, what possible attraction this sort of apparel could have for her absent partner. 

With some alarm, she glanced quickly at the clock, then realising that Peter had been gone for more than an hour, she relaxed in the knowledge that he was obviously not going to return to collect the parcel now. She had all day to study the thing, and then re-pack it with him being none the wiser as to her nosy activities. The morning dragged on as Katrin continued the detailed investigation of the weird suit. 

The instructions left her no wiser as to how it was to be used, and only served to inform her that this was a new and very special rubber product that no-longer required the chore of powdering to ease dressing. Apparently, a special silicone coating provided all the lubrication needed to slide a human form into its clinging embrace. Of the strange box, and even stranger built-in tubes there was no mention. 

Katrin felt the insatiable curiosity of her nature gaining ground over her normal, level-headed approach to life. She sniffed at the suit, and was surprised to discover that unlike many of Peter’s earlier creations, this garment was odourless. In fact the only aroma she could detect was a slightly sweet smell emanating from the silicone coating. Obviously the advances of technology had overcome the pungent smell of raw latex and ammonia that had been so noticeable with his earlier creations. 

Toying with the heavy, rubber coated cuffs, Katrin cast her eyes down to the box, and confirming in her mind that the keys were actually there, she made her decision. Unless she tried it at least once for herself, she would never be able to understand her spouse’s interest in this odd medium. 

Standing up, Katrin lifted the suit and offered it to her body. Whoever the customer was, she was apparently the same fitting as herself. Allowing for the fact that these suits were always slightly smaller to produce stretch when donned, it was obvious that she would have few problems in fitting herself into it. 

Placing the suit back on the table, Katrin began to strip her jeans and sweater, then pausing with thought, she moved over to the window and drew the curtains, before checking both front and back doors to ensure they were properly closed. 

Satisfied that she wouldn’t be disturbed, she shed her garments in an untidy heap on the kitchen floor and reached for the suit. Holding it up high, she shook out the wrinkles, then opened the ridiculously small zippered slot that ran down the back of the helmet to roughly halfway down the back. Gripping the edges, she stretched the rubber and began to slid her leg down into the dark interior. 

Soon both legs were fully encased, a relatively easy procedure thanks to the silky smooth lubrication of the special silicone additive. Then pausing Katrin looked down at the integral ultra high heeled stiletto arrangement bonded into the feet of the suit; now shaping her feet and producing a curving erotic calf line. 

So far the suit had merit. There was no doubt that the sleek leg line and preformed foot were highly complimentary to what was already a very shapely pair of legs. 

Katrin resumed her insertion and wrestled the mid section of the suit around her torso, squirming and wriggling until the rubber slid into place and nestled tightly around the hills and valleys of her exquisite figure. The next stage was slightly more difficult, and with hindsight, Katrin realised that a suit like this would normally be fitted with the help of a partner. 

Eventually her efforts were rewarded. Her shoulders were now fully inside, and her arms and hands encased in a rippling sheen of sculpted rubber. Carefully, working one finger at a time, she snugged the rubber of the gloves tightly into the web of her fingers, then smoothed the odd wrinkle out of the sleeves until the material had become a second skin from fingertip to shoulder. 

Katrin turned her attention to the hood; until now an item pushed to the back of her mind as the least desirable part of the experiment. The thought of enclosing her head within this sphere of tight gripping rubber was abhorrent, and yet, if she intended to make an unbiased and fair assessment of Peter’s curious fantasy, it was only right that she should sample all. 

Gripping the helmet now hanging below her chin, Katrin began to stretch and lift so as to slide the enclosure over her head, then with a muffled surprise, she pulled the thing back off. 

Something bulky inside had come into contact with her face, and upon investigating, she discovered a phallic shaped section bonded to the inside of the helmet at mouth height. The hood had a built-in gag, and there was no way she could try the full fitting without allowing this object to sink fully into her mouth. 

For several minutes she pondered the problem, then seeing no other way, shrugged and began to refit the head section. 

Opening her mouth she allowed the huge resilient intrusion to penetrate her generous lips and stretch her jaw to maximum opening in order to accommodate its bulk. With the distasteful object fully buried in her oral cavity, Katrin continued to stretch the helmet over her head and smooth it into its final position. 

Satisfied that it was fully fitted, and that her short cropped hair was clear of the zip, she reached around behind her and began the awkward task of sliding up the zip toggle nestling below her shoulder-blades. 

With some rather strained contortions, she finally managed to get the runner up behind her neck, at the same time experiencing an undeniable tingle of excitement as suit drew in and moulded to her upper body. Changing hands, she grasped the toggle and slid it slowly upward to the top of the opening at the rear of the helmet, pausing several times to smooth and coax the ultra tight rubber around the contours of her encapsulated head. 

A slight click sounded as she reached the end of travel, and feeling a moments panic, Katrin realised that it was a locking zip. 

She relaxed as the sight of the small bundle of keys shone through the eye openings of the helmet. Comfortingly, they lay silently in the carton offering an avenue of release if she should feel the need. 

Katrin turned her attention to the metal bands encircling her wrist and ankles. Still in their expanded state to allow fitting, they now formed the only unsightly bulges in an otherwise almost perfectly fitting suit. 

Tentatively she searched for the means to fit these devices correctly, but could only find the small insignificant lock which showed as a flush circle in the black rubber surface surrounding an almost invisible key hole. 

She squeezed the band on her left wrist, and to her amazement, felt the band reduce with a faint clicking noise. The metal band was apparently sliding into itself, obviously hollow for half its circumference, and fitted with some sort of ratchet lock that took up the slack as it was closed. She squeezed further, until the metal band settled tightly around her Wrist. 

After studying the effect, she proceeded to do the same with all the other bands, including the neck band and the heavy box-endowed waist cincher. 

Straightening from her task, she felt something hard against her cheeks, and reaching up, soon discovered that a woven metal-stranded band was built into the helmet. The ends of the band were bonded to each side of the zipper, so that with the fastening closed, it now encircled her head and secured the huge plug-gag stretching her mouth. Each side of the plug the flexible sections appeared to give way to the harder preformed sections of those sliding adjusters. 

Katrin sighed inwardly. Oh! Well, she had gone this far, so it was only logical that the complete experience should be sampled. 

Several clicks later, Katrin found the gag firmly embedded and her cheeks grooved by the restraint of this final band. 

Experimentally, she strutted around the kitchen, running her hands over the sleek rubber covered curves of her superb figure, acutely aware of the strange and yet exciting feeling of sliding rubber caressing her body as she walked. As she looked down at her feet, her eyes caught sight of something still in the box, and bending she lifted out the remaining article. 

At first she was baffled as to what it could be, then with a dawning realisation, recognised the awesome device as the most uncomfortable looking collar she had ever seen. 

As was to be expected, it was manufactured from shining black rubber, but there the resemblance to her new flexible and comfortable outer covering ceased. This item was rigid and unyielding as a result of the network of steel boning hidden between multiple layers of bonded rubber. 

Katrin offered the self locking device up to her neck, and after adjusting its preformed shaped edges to suit the contours of her jaw line, she tried to close the fastenings, only to find that they were still more than an inch apart. 

She was about to abandon the collar, when it occurred to her that it was still some distance away from her rubber-clad neck. Katrin craned her neck upward and inclined her head even more, noting as she did so that the collar snugged in deeper, and the fastenings drew closer together. It would fit after all, but it was going to take a little more effort to arrive at the final position that would allow full closure. Several minutes of craning, stretching and squeezing later, there was an authoritative click as the powerful self locking, multi-clawed lock snapped shut. 

Katrin felt a slight panic for a second as she realised that her neck was held in a firmly closed vice. Calming her natural urge to try and tear the thing off, she rationalised her panic motivated impulses, and analysed the collar’s actual effect. 

She could breath normally, and although the device could hardly be classed as the most comfortable item of her wardrobe, there was a certain indefinable thrill at having her head forced into such an immovable arrogant posture. 

With some annoyance she remembered that the full length mirrors were in the bedroom; she cursed herself out loud for not bringing one down. It was then that the full impact of her enclosure came into focus as her words were stifled into a muffled unintelligible sound by he object in her mouth. 

Katrin had never experienced a gag before in her life, and it came as something of a shock to realise that the gift of speech she took so much for granted, had been removed so effectively by a chunk of rubber. She was not sure if she liked the sensation, and yet there was something strangely exciting about being rendered silent, unable to protest or voice opinions. She shook off the feeling, and made her way upstairs to the bedroom as she tried to analyse this odd reaction. 

Almost bracing herself for what she was about to see, Katrin placed herself in front of the mirror. Silently she surveyed the reflected image. 

The reflected image was not that of her own familiar shape. Instead she was confronted by an apparition of gleaming black eroticism; a shaped and cinched statuette of womanhood; unblemished and surreal in its perfection, glistening and glinting with shards of reflected light as the polished rubber rippled and undulated with her underlying movements. Her head was reduced to a de-personalised sphere. Gone were the full sensuous lips. They had been replaced by a circular flat surface, bisected by the cinching strap that held the hidden gag buried deeply in her mouth. She looked down to the flaring curves of her enhanced hip line, and realised that the belt did more for her figure than she would have dreamed possible. With an air of bravado, she pressed the belt in tighter, and thrilled at the clicks as the ratcheted device reduced her still further. It was a novel sensation to find that she was held so firmly; irresistibly moulded into an impossible hourglass shape by its relentless grip. The preésure from such compression seemed to have an even greater effect on her lower body than she would have imagined. 

Katrin suddenly realised that her crotch was warming and moistening with the first awakening sensations of arousal. Incredibly, this unbelievable garment was awakening deeply submerged instincts that until now had lain slumbering and inactive in the far reaches of her subconscious. Katrin was intrigued as to what the rear view looked like, but the collar prevented any turning of her head without twisting of her torso. She dragged Peter’s dressing mirror over and positioned it opposite her own. Now, with the two carefully aligned, she could see a reflection of her other side. In stunned silence, she surveyed the rear view of her sensuously presented outline. There was no doubt in her mind that the smooth curving lines of her rear would bring a hot flush to the nether regions of any red blooded male, and the mere fact that she knew this, added fuel to her own rising libido. 

She allowed her gaze to rest on the rounded hemispheres of her sheathed buttocks, and thrilled at the impossible projections produced by the tight absurdity of her waistline and the smooth moulding elasticity of the suit. With some irritation she noticed that the suit was not quite perfect, and that in fact there were some wrinkles behind her knees, and up at the back of the armpits. Damn! If only the suit had been a little smaller, the fit would have been perfect! 

She shrugged off this minor irritation and amused herself by strutting around for several minutes, enthralled by the exciting, mirrored spectacle of her surreal and exotic appearance. It was difficult to believe that she had been unable to understand Peter’s obsession with rubber clad women. Now that she had experienced it for herself and was actually enclosed inside that stunning image of feline perfection, it all became vividly clear. 

God damn it! Why even she was getting turned on by the thought of other women dressed as she was, and although the idea of contact with her own sex had always been a taboo subject, she found herself luxuriating in the fantasy of being inextricably mated to another similarly clad female; bound, gagged, and left to suffer the exquisite torment of each others struggling, slithering bodies. 

Katrin almost swooned at the hot flush racing through her nether regions, and with a supreme effort, turned her mind to other things. Her attention was drawn back to the other contents of the parcel, and contemplating her wrists and ankles, she surmised that the visible ‘D’ rings could only perform one function, and that was to play host to those tiny padlocks, or alternatively, the snap links. 

This raised another enigma, for although she now understood the attraction of a female encased in this sensuous rubber and moulded into a bizarre comic-book incredulity, the image of that same person secured and helpless was still a baffling thought; although, having felt the first symptoms of a new and exciting experience, Katrin felt the strange attractions associated with the thought of being helpless were becoming more acceptable. 

This revelation only served to increase her wonderment at the complexities of the human mind as she mulled over the recent memory of her body’s response to the fact that she was gagged. It wasn't rational, and yet somehow it was enjoyable. 

After some soul-searching, Katrin retrieved the snap-links, padlocks and keys from downstairs and lay them on the bed. Apprehensively, she chose the snap-links, and reaching down, connected her ankles together. Straightening up, she experimented with the feeling of restriction by trying to force her legs apart. Again that undeniable feeling of pleasure at the thought of being helpless returned, and reaching for another link, she connected her wrists together in front of her. The feeling grew in intensity, and with a reckless abandon born of a rapidly rising sexual excitement, Katrin unfastened her wrists, and with some difficulty, refastened them behind her. 

The warm pleasant sensation in her love mound grew to a smouldering heat as she contemplated the vision of being similarly fastened with the more secure padlocks; unable to release herself or prevent the forward thrusting mounds of her rubber sheathed bust from being plundered by a lover, not to mention the softly curving latex sculpted mound nestling in the vee of her thighs. Her enhanced womanhood suddenly felt naked and vulnerable, offered like a smooth, firm, giftwrapped morsel of temptation. [t was an extremely pleasant feeling. 

For several minutes she rolled around the bed, and experimented with different poses as she used the dressing mirror to appraise herself of her condition. The fire within grew with each sighting, and with a growing awareness of inevitability, Katrin knew she would have to try the same exciting scenario with the more permanent fixings supplied by the locks. After all, she had the keys. Admittedly, it would be more difficult to gain her release, but at least she could feel what it would be like to be in that irreversible situation by fantasising that she didn’t have the means to release herself. 

The snap-links were disconnected, and having secured her ankles with a lock, Katrin paused with the other lock hooked through one wrist ring. She checked that the keys were within reach on the bed, and then taking a deep breath, reached behind her with both arms and located the lock through the other ring. 

Again she paused, torn between common sense and the undeniable heat of her burning lust. Lust won out, and with a snap the lock closed, adding a feeling of irreversible finality to her helpless, blatantly prepared condition. 

Instantly, the fires burning in her lower body were fanned into an inferno of pleasure. Huge waves of erotic energy swept over her as she realised that for the moment she was powerless to prevent any violation of her body by an intruder. 

The hidden velcro crotch-closer would prove scant protection from any male intent upon sampling the succulent, inviting lure of her saturated, well lubricated love-nest. Nor could she cry for help. With wilful abandon she had removed that vital weapon of defence and reduced herself to impotent silence. 

Katrin writhed and fought her restraints, each flashing glimpse of her sheathed and secured form pouring more fuel on the forest fire of her arousal, now out of control and being fanned by a hurricane of visual and sensory inputs. The suit seemed to be contracting, squeezing and caressing with an infinite number of slithering sliding fingers; moulding herinto an impossibly surreal image of erotic fantasy, embracing her body with warm seductive security. Katrin’s ebonised form embarked upon the final climb towards an orgasmic peak of unknown height, something infinitely more powerful than she had ever dreamed possible. 

Fearful of the consequences she fought to regain control, but her resolve was contemptuously crushed by the insatiable pleasure monster, now awakened from a long hibernation, and searching ravenously to satisfy its raging hunger. 

Rubber clad thighs meshed and quivered in a symphony of erotic sound, eyes rolled sightlessly up under lids, and Katrin’s whole body writhed and strained as she endured the explosive forces being unleashed within. 

Her pleas for help in the face of this onslaught were pitiful mewing sounds, stifled into extinction by the resilient, high density filling in her mouth. She tried to shake her head and throw out the offending blockage, but found her encapsulated face held like a rigid gargoyle mounted on her shoulders. The collar was in full command. 

Katrin knew she was lost. There was no escape from this juggernaut of self destruction she had unleashed in her blind pursuit of knowledge. The keys of release were a million light years away from her clutching, spasming fingers, and the boiling cauldron of orgasmic lava seething within her captive body could be contained no more. 

With a cataclysmic eruption of unbridled lust, Katrin felt her entire being exploding into a million fragments of superheated erotic sensation. Rolling onto her back, Katrin arched rigidly against the bed, lifting her fettered form in a tormented, shuddering bow of feline splendour. Every tiny detail of her glistening rubber clad silhouette quivering with almost bone breaking tension as she struggled to cope with the awesome forces racking her body. 

Her impossibly arched shape toppled sideways and began madly rolling back and forth in an attempt to quell the on-going torment of endless ecstasy. 

Once more on her back, Katrin arched again, more fiercely, and even more rigidly as the final wave of destruction bore down on her helplessly offered body. 

For several seconds this quivering, ebony sculpture remained a frozen rubber rainbow of staggering beauty, a long plaintive wail of defeat seeping from the confines of the helmet as the levels of pleasure rose beyond human endurance. Her body vibrated like a torsioned bow string, and the muffled wail rose to a frantic scream of ecstasy as inconceivably powerful forces re-animated the static body that she no longer controlled. 

Her hips pumped madly and the well of her womanly charms pulsed and pouted with a mind of its own. This opening of man’s creation had become a whirlpool of bubbling, indescribable erotic pleasure, a terrifying bottomless abyss of unplumbed depths. Almost delirious with feeling, Katrin found herself being dragged inexorably towards the yawning maw, then she was cast out, to fall endlessly into the seething darkness below as merciful oblivion claimed her overstressed, mortal body. The tormented arch of womanhood collapsed and was still. Mother nature in her infinite wisdom had taken this wilful woman into her arms and was protecting her from her own insatiable curiosity. How foolish human females were to play such dangerous games with the immense power buried deep within their souls. 

Consciousness returned slowly to the exhausted, drained Katrin. Blinking slowly, she opened her eyes and stared unseeing at the ceiling as she pieced together the fragmented memories of her last conscious thoughts. She attempted to move, and finding her limbs still fettered, remembered the final moments of her orgasmic explosion with something akin to shock. Unknowingly, she had tapped into a reservoir of awesome power, an experience almost ethereal in its exquisite torment; a level of pleasure she had never dreamed existed this side of the mythical utopia of heaven. She lay quietly contemplating her thoughts and luxuriating in the pleasant feeling of her apparel. But then, as she moved, it became noticeable that something had changed. The suit was definitely tighter, and in fact, it no longer slid over her skin as she moved. 

Rolling over she looked over to the mirror, and was amazed to see that the suit no longer had any creases anywhere. It was almost as if it were a coat of spray paint cloaking her skin. 

Puzzled, Katrin rolled back, and glancing around her, retrieved the keys from the surface of the bed. With some difficulty she manoeuvred the first key into the lock securing her wrists, then gripping it tightly, she tried to turn it. Nothing happened. Damn!, it must be one of the others. She flipped the key out and moved on to the next. 




Chapter Two PROBLEMS 

Three hours later, all keys had been tried in all the locks within reach, without success. A frightened and tired woman lay back with her mind in turmoil. Panic was but a short step from here. 

Taking a few deep breaths, Katrin flipped the keys over her body and studied them when they landed in front of her. All without exception were keys belonging to Cheney locks. Bringing up her ankles as close as possible by flexing her knees and forming a folded position, she peered at the small brass lock securing them together. 

With a dawning realisation of her foolhardiness, she understood the risk she had taken in attempting this experiment without considering all possibilities. The name Yale was clearly visible on the outer casing of the lock. 

There was no-way she could release herself and re-pack this rig before Peter returned. With horror, she realised that she would be sheathed, gagged and secured when he returned from the office! 

Frantically Katrin strained at the locks in mindless fury, eventually admitting defeat as she slumped back exhausted onto the bed. For several minutes she considered all possibilities, then deciding on a plan of action, wormed her way off the bed and fell clumsily to the floor. 

She reasoned that if she could somehow reach the kitchen, maybe she could open the utensils drawer and find something that would spring one of the locks. At least if she could regain some of her freedom, there was a chance that the situation could be rectified. 

The trip to the kitchen was traumatic to say the least, the stairs being a frightening ordeal she had no wish to repeat. Having lain down on her stomach, she carefully positioned herself for a reverse descent and slowly wormed her way backward, step by step, down the flight. 

All had gone well until the halfway stage, then a missed toe-hold with her shackled feet had precipitated a traumatic slide with boobs bouncing against each and every step. 

Winded and shaken, Katrin lay still as she assessed the damage. There was no permanent injury, and the soreness of a few bumped areas was already passing. With amazement, she felt an insidious heat stealing back into crotch as the full impact of her predicament came back. What the hell was it with this bondage thing that instantly lit the fires of lust? She thrust the urge to succumb to these feelings to the back of her mind and resumed her worm-like journey. 

Wriggling and rolling, the rubber clad effigy made its tortuous progress towards the kitchen, until finally she came to rest breathless, and snugged against the base of the kitchen units. Fifteen minutes of concentrated effort saw Katrin vertical once more, balanced precariously against the unit with tightly shackled feet. She almost fell as the shock of a loud knocking sounded on the kitchen door only feet away. Recovering quickly, and grateful that the gag had suppressed her automatic shriek of fear as she nearly toppled, Katrin froze and listened silently. Only an inch of wood separated her from the humiliating prospect of being discovered in her present predicament. The humiliation was foremost in her mind. It never even occurred to her that she was a silenced, pre-packed, vulnerable, gift-wrapped package for any marauding freelance sex maniac. 

A second more insistent knock came, and her eyes were drawn to the latched-back Yale lock, widening in horror as she registered her own negligent stupidity. The door was closed properly as she had checked, but only the turning of a handle prevented the mystery caller from looking in. Katrin stood petrified, hardly daring to breath lest the sound carried to the unseen person beyond the door. 

The minutes dragged into hours for the teetering, ebonite statue, standing rigidly erect like a giant rubber chrysalis in an advanced stage of metamorphosis. 

Eventually, with a surge of relief, Katrin heard the sound of footsteps retreating as her caller gave up. 

Hopping to the door, she nudged the latch lock with her nose, and as the lever moved, heard the welcome sound of the lock-bolt clicking home. At least she was safe now from the trauma of discovery. 

A further five minutes elapsed as she carefully returned to the kitchen units and turning, teased the drawer open with her fettered hands, struggling not to lose balance as the drawer moved further out. 

Now came the problem of removing something to use. Her nose, the only portion of her body still visible and conceivably capable of being pressed into service due to the height of the drawer, was hardly an efficient tool. It took nearly twenty minutes to coax a knife sharpening steel out of the drawer and allow it to drop to the floor. 

Sliding back down to the floor, Katrin cursed into the gag as she rolled and tried to retrieve the errant implement which was attempting to vanish beneath the kitchen cabinets and evade her searching fingers. But finally her fingers closed around the rolling steel. With the instrument safely gripped, she considered the best approach to her problem. 

Releasing her feet was a simple matter of locating the steel into the hasp of the lock and then exerting enough force to snap the hasp. The plan seemed sound. With feet free, she would be better able to position herself for the difficult task of releasing her hands. 

Rolling onto her stomach, she manipulated the steel ready for insertion into the lock’s hoop, then swinging up her fettered ankles, she strove to locate the hasp. 

More curses filtered past the gag. A snap link left on a wrist ring from her earlier experiment was continually getting in the way. She thrust the offending link sideways with her fingers, then feeling it meet some resistance, pushed harder. The link appeared to give, then as she tried to align the steel with the lock hasp, it sprang back and pushed the searching steel away. 

She relaxed her body and allowed her feet to return to the floor as she rested from the strained position. A few minutes later she tried again; and again the spring loaded side bar of the snap-link thwarted her efforts. Three more tries resulted in three more failures. If only she could get the link to move that extra half inch, she was sure it slide over whatever it was snagging on. 

Determined that her next attempt would solve the problem, Katrin took a deep breath and calmly moved her feet into position. Gripping the steel firmly in one hand, she manoeuvred the link into position with the other and lodged it firmly against the obstruction, before carefully spreading her wrists as far as she could, allowing them to rest on the outside of her fettered ankles. She paused in her efforts, gathering her strength for the next stage that would slide the link past the obstruction, then bracing her folded legs, lunged backwards with her upper body, arching her spine into a pronounced curve. 

A loud snap echoed across the kitchen and for a second a feeling of triumph flooded her body. A split second later the Katrin froze as the awful truth dawned on her. She had forced open the swinging springloaded latch of the snap-link successfully, which had released and reclosed having slipped over the obstruction. The obstruction had unfortunately been the hasp of the lock securing her ankles. Her backward lunging bow manoeuvre had ceased to be a temporary position. She was securely retained in a hog-tie that would have done credit to any experienced bondage master! 

Katrin screamed her frustration into the gag as she realised that her lack of thought before blundering ahead bordered on an act of raving lunacy. With a helpless resignation to her fate, Katrin let the steel drop and felt it bounce off her rubber encased buttocks with a dull thunk. It was useless to her now. As a securely hog-tied, rubberized, gagged bundle of womanhood, there was very little she could do other than lie and wait for the return of Peter. It would be impossible to re-position the implement with her wrists now secured in such close proximity to her ankles. In fact, they were so close, she could only achieve a comfortable position by spreading her hands to pass each side of her fettered feet and gripping the feet at the front of the instep. Arching her spine to further ease the strain was an impossibility without risking a broken back. 

After a few abortive attempts to reach the snap-link, she gave up. It was far beyond the flexible range of her fingers. 

She strained her rigidly encased neck in an attempt to turn her head, the slight movement of her ineffectual efforts caused her trussed form to rock like a kiddie’s rocking horse due to her bowed configuration. She gave up and swivelled her eyes to the kitchen clock. Her wait would be a long one! Although the morning had slipped away un-noticed during her interesting experiment, the remaining five hours of the afternoon looked like being an eternity when secured and helpless like this. 

With nothing better to do, Katrin looked around in a last desperate hope that she could find something to resolve the fix she was in. Her eyes alighted on the open, and now empty box lying discarded nearby, and centring on the lid, she noticed that the plastic satchel that had contained the instructions was not entirely empty. A single, folded sheet of paper was still visible through the clear cover. 

Moving whilst so stringently hog-tied proved to be infinitely more difficult than whilst simply secured hand and foot. But with a single minded determination, Katrin finally managed to position herself by rocking across the floor an inch at a time. She struggled for several minutes, building up a sideways momentum, and finally executed a roll so that her unseen searching fingers could reach into the plastic envelope. The paper withdrawn, she rolled back onto her stomach after depositing it on the floor, then wriggling madly, managed to turn so as to read the information. 

It was a manufacturers information sheet, of no use in aiding her escape, and not particularly interesting. The bottom half was still folded under and out of sight, but she doubted it was worth the effort of trying to see what was there. 

But then as she made to turn away, a section of bold text on the visible section seemed to leap out and confront her. 

Siatex

Composite Latex-Silicone Rubber (Patents pending)Silatex is a compound rubher of unique qualitiesdue to its man made molecular chain.

Special gualities include permeability which allow nermal skinbhreathing under prolonged enclosure without the harmfuleffects normally associated with sealing the skin surface.

Special qualities include permeability which allow normal skin breathing under prolonged enclosure without the harmful effects normally associated with sealing the skin surface. 

Katrin felt somewhat relieved. At least she wouldn't be suffocated by her prolonged enclosure. She read on. 

Caution!

Silatex should be stored at temperatures below 80 degrees Fahrenheit. 

Failure to observe this precaution will trigger the molecular honding properties of the material prematurely, and will also result in shrinkage in the product of some 5% - 10% 

Katrin read and re-read the text. Something in that warning was ringing alarm bells at the back of her mind. 

Molecular bonding? Shrinkage? Katrin dug into long forgotten memories of physics lessons at school. 

With a dawning sense of horror, the full impact of that cryptic message became clear. 

Her average body temperature of 98 degrees had inadvertently started that sequence of events hours ago. My God! the wrinkle free suit. No wonder it had felt tighter. Katrin strained ineffectually with an unconscious reaction to the revelation that her suit was reducing in size and compressing her tighter with every passing minute. So far there seemed to be no discomfort, and in fact, the increased constriction was mildly pleasant. 

Molecular Bonding! Now there was a phrase worth thinking about. Again her mind researched archived data, eventually unearthing the theories concerning the joining of materials by interaction at a molecular level. 

A gasp of fear escaped the gag as she assembled the facts. At this very moment the clinging sheath of rubber was busily linking with the open pores of her skin and forming a semi permanent second skin that could only be detached by a rather painful stripping of the epidermis. Alternatively, she could wait for nature to take its course and the skin to die during the natural cycle of replacement. But skin usually had a surface life of several days! 

Still and silent, Katrin lay stunned as she realised that she had unintentionally endowed herself with a rubberized outer coating for the next few days. The enormity of her initial blunder was almost too much to contemplate, and as she lay attempting to come to terms with this burgeoning disaster, the first tendrils of panic were creeping into her mind. 

Katrin strained and heaved at her restraints, rocking and bowing with titanic efforts as she strove to gain her release. For almost half an hour, the kitchen echoed with the sound of stressed rubber and muffled groans of anguish. 

Exhaustion finally quelled her frenzied efforts and Katrin lay quietly pondering her next move; metaphorically thinking of course. Movement of any kind was a luxury denied her for the foreseeable future. 

As she lay quietly, she couldn’t help but consider the image she would present to a returning Peter, and for the first time, began to understand the lure of his secret fantasies. What more could a man ask for than to return home to find the woman he loved, stringently secured by her own hand, neatly packaged in his favourite material, silenced and prepared for action. Katrin felt the heat of arousal return to her body as she contemplated what he could do with her. 

Her mind pictured the scene as he walked in. She could imagine his reaction as he was confronted by the gleaming ebonite parcel of folded erotica rocking gently on the floor, squeezed into inanimate submission by the cinching steel bands she had tightened herself, and sculpted into a stiffened effigy by the fearsome collar encircling her slender neck and the tensioned bow of her spine. 

She would be unable to flex or repel his advances in any way. The stifling gag ensured that she would remain a silent bauble of male enjoyment until he decided her fate. These thoughts rekindled the fire in her groin. By engineering a repeated cycle of straining and then relaxing, Katrin found that she could just manage to produce a gentle linear rocking motion, a motion that alternatively massaged her aching, inaccessible nipples and thrusting pelvic mound against the cool kitchen floor. It also generated a soft squeaking noise as the latex interacted with the marleytiled surface, which served to remind her that she was no longer a peach skinned woman, but had become a latex sheathed toy. 

Coupled with the severe limitations of her movement, it all combined to accelerate her arousal. She found herself luxuriating in the knowledge that this morsel of animation was the only vestige of movement she could achieve until Peter finally decided to release her. 

For more than an hour, she lay basking in the warm glow of her fantasies, then suddenly her eyes sprang open. The bolt-cutters! For months now she had been asking Peter to take his damned bolt-cutters out of her kitchen cabinet and take them back to his shed where they belonged. 

As usual, he'd finished the job of disconnecting an old washing machine water feed, and then left tools scattered everywhere when something more important diverted his attention. She had no idea how she would use the things, but maybe there was an outside chance that she could position them against a lock hasp and then use her body to close them. A desperate hope, but better than no hope at all! 

Katrin wriggled to face the cupboard, and with a sense of relief, saw that the door was open. Her premature feeling of elation was somewhat reduced as she realised that the cutters were on the second shelf, some eighteen inches above her present lowly position. 

Thinking deeply she cast her eyes around for a means to elevate her impossibly retained body up to thatlevel, coming to rest on the open door of another cupboard further along the unit. 

Katrin considered the problem, remembering that inside these units, the shelf was a continuous open space running the full length of the kitchen. She eyed the kiddie’s play-block cart, left by the neighbours son, resting against the lip of the second door opening,. 

Now there was a possibility. If she could wriggle up on to the cart, the distance to the shelf was halved. There was a slim chance she could squirm her way up from there and into the upper level of the cupboard. The journey to the cart took fifteen minutes, and the tortuous climb onto the neatly packed block cart a further twenty. Gasping with exertion, Katrin rested as she studied the final barrier, a precipice of almost unscaleable heights in her condition. She gathered her resolve, and began the final assault, thankful that the cart was parked sideways on to the cupboards, and in no danger of rolling away. 

Using her chin as a lever, she inched forward, resting her shoulders on the lip of the shelf as she moved her chin for each preceding step. Slowly, painfully, her body climbed to an angle of forty five degrees. Her chin was now of no further use, and she progressed in her assent by using the upper section of her chest in a series of undulating jerks. Her breasts proved to be a somewhat uncomfortable hindrance, but then mother nature never intended their use as climbing irons. 

An hour passed, and suddenly Katrin found herself at the point of no return. With the edge of the shelf bisecting her midriff, her next move would take her past the point of balance. 

Shelunged forward, determined to ensure that her body was well past the critical point, and with something akin to relief, found herself pivoting downwards to rest on the shelf. At the same time, she heard a trundling sound and realised that she had burned her boats. 

That last lunge had sent the cart of bricks rolling across the kitchen floor, effectively removing her chances of a return trip by this route. Oh! well, it looked as if a bumpy landing was scheduled once she'd retrieved the cutters. 

A few careful wriggles consolidated her position and left her poised for the squirming journey through a forest of accumulated junk to the distant bolt cutters. 

Steadily she moved along, shouldering aside obstacles, and scraping her fettered limbs along the remaining section of steel pipe Peter had left clipped to the underside of the work-top above her. 

The bolt cutters hove into sight as she approached the first open door, then as she moved on, the shelf gave an ominous groaning creak. She froze and felt the woodwork give slightly. 

In a panic, Katrin spread her knees as far as she could, and gripping the sides of the cupboard, inched herself back away from the weak section, not realising that the cut end of the remaining pipe was now stealthily sliding between her fettered ankles and the mated loop formed by her shackled wrists. 

Her reversing shuffle suddenly came to a stop as the securing saddle of that last twelve inches of overhanging pipe came up against the lock on her ankles. 

Not knowing what had stopped her Katrin jerked and struggled to release herself as the surface below her groaned and creaked. 

The shelf, unaccustomed to having seventy kilos of jerking womanhood on its surface, gave up the unequal battle with a splintering crash, and Katrin braced herself for the impact as she returned to ground level. 

Instead of the expected trauma of a full frontal crash-landing on her bulbous and highly sensitive undercarriage, she was rewarded instead by a jerk on her fettered limbs. 

Swinging gently on her unexpected pipe suspension, Katrin almost burst into tears as she admitted total and final defeat. Perhaps it was just as well that it ended here. 

With the mounting catalogue of disasters she had brought upon herself so far, the safest thing she could have done was to hang her shackled body in a cupboard for safe keeping. God knows where she would have ended up if shed been allowed to continue her blundering, accident prone travels! 




Chapter Three ENTER SAMANTHA 

Almost disinterestedly, she watched through the open cupboard door as the cat-flap in the back door flicked open to admit her large Persian cat Samantha. 

After first inspecting her bowl for any remaining morsels of food, the moggy sauntered causally across to the open cupboard. For a moment Samantha surveyed the suspended object, sniffing the air as if to confirm that this black hanging object was in fact the human who supplied her food. 

She seemed reassured. Samantha was by now, impervious to the strange things these humans did, and nimbly springing upward, the cat mounted Katrin’s back. Purring and rubbing herself against the inner calves of Katrin’s fettered, folded legs, she tried to get the mistress to stroke her, but all attempts failed to achieve any activity from the gently swinging female below. Slightly annoyed that there was no response, Samantha decided it was time for a nap. The big cat settled down, choosing the warm, resilient hollow bordered by mated thigh tops and rising buttock mounds as a natural cosy enclave in which to nestle her furry body. 

Katrin fumed, and mouthed muffled threats to dislodge the slumbering moggy. It was bad enough to be reduced to a stored sex-aid, without the added insult of being utilised as a cat-basket. But Samantha ignored the muffled rumbling emanating from the black bulbous object at the end of her unusual hammock, and settled into a restful snooze. The rapid clenching of nates intended to dissuade her from staying, were interpreted as her owner’s novel way of stroking her. She responded by nuzzling into the hot cleft between the smooth, clenching buttocks. 

Finally, Samantha discovered that she could keep her paws nicely warmed if she thrust them down into the tight crevice between Katrin’s thighs; not realising that the frenzied, stiffening response from the smooth black sphere at the front was a result of the exciting pressure her paws were placing on the latex covered mound of Katrin's mons when her paws burrowed deep into this warm pocket. 

For an hour, Katrin hung sullenly, pondering the eventual explanation Peter would demand to unravel this comedy of errors. He was never going to believe the truth; of that she was sure! 

Her thoughts were continually interrupted as Samantha stretched and moved in her sleep; her paws instantly causing an unwanted reaction as the sheer impossibility of her predicament stoked up the bound woman’s arousal. Who could have believed that she would ever be in such a position, teased and tormented by a cat who had no idea what a simple paw movement was doing to the object chosen as her bed. Samantha began to dream, her paws twitching and jerking endlessly as an illusory mouse of her slumber land fantasy evaded her clutching claws. 

Helplessly, Katrin moaned softly as she was manipulated and caressed by the twitching paws. She found herself maintained in a high state of aroused, unfulfilled sexual distress as a result of being unable to control the lustful feelings generated by the attentions of her cat. She was putty in Samantha’s paws. A five kilo cat controlled a seventy kilo woman with contemptuous ease, turning her libido up and down like a gas flame. 

Samantha slumbered on as her helplessly contained and controlled human mattress endured; sweating, straining, writhing, and gasping in a desperate, perfectly silenced obedience, as Samantha enjoyed an endless supply of imaginary rodents to chase. 

Eventually the marauding paws withdrew, and Katrin was allowed to cool from her boiling heat to a gentle simmer. An increased movement against her buttocks announced Samantha’s return from her dream world of abundant mice. It was hungry work dreaming about mice, time to check the food bowl for refreshments. 

Stretching lazily, Samantha prised herself out of the warm crevice of Katrin’s sumptuously comfortable rear, and jumping lightly down, strolled to the cat-bowl, watched by a resentful human cat-basket. Katrin had been kept on the point of orgasm, thanks to Samantha, and then contemptuously left to hang in silent, unfulfilled, impotent frustration. A low, wailing growl of annoyance from the moggy announced that she was not amused that her afternoon feed was late. 

Samantha began to prowl, searching for any spare tit-bits that might be accessible. She approached the cupboard and, after confirming that everything in there was encased in those impenetrable tin things, she moved inside and tried to coax some activity out of her pendant owner. The only reaction she achieved was when she playfully nibbled the little nodules of black rubber poking down from the two half spheres below her owner’s chest. Expanding on this fruitful activity, Samantha began to take some playful swipes at the balloon like spheres, then became fascinated by the way they seemed to bounce and jiggle. Obviously, it was a game her master liked; she could tell by the increased moaning sounds and the way her hanging, pre-wrapped playmate had begun to ripple and writhe. The soft muted sounds being wrung from Katrin were interpreted as purring! 

For ten minutes Samantha played punch-ball with the spheres, amused by the fact that they were getting harder and bigger with each swipe of her light, soft paws. Occasionally a paw would strike one of the strange little nobbly things, and her toy thing would emit a much louder groan of ecstasy. 

Standing up on her back legs Samantha gripped the one pendulous sphere with her front paws then craned her neck and took the black nodule of the other plaything into her teeth. The soft moans rose to an insistent, keening wail, and the parcelled shape above began to jerk convulsively as she nibbled affectionately. Samantha was pleased. At last a reaction. She increased her playful nibbling of the nodule as it grew larger and harder, then shook it from side to side. The wailing grew stronger and more desperate. Intensifying her grip with the paws, Samantha extended her claws into the soft, clinging rubber as her mistress playful antics grew into a series of shuddering contortions. 

Samantha ignored the high pitched wail as her claws penetrated beyond the rubber, and was mildly amused at the snorting breath blasting from Katrin’s flaring nostrils. The game progressed as her mistress responded with evermore powerfully contorted writhing. Samantha decided to change her tactics, and clenching her teeth harder onto the nipple, she released her grip on the other sphere and swung from the one nipple. The pendant orb seemed to explode into action, and the pleasure sounds emitted by the strangely configured human thing rose to a screech. 

Grimly hanging on, Samantha refused to admit defeat as she was swung to and fro by the increased animation from above. But finally, Samantha was forced to retreat in alarm as her suspended playmate, and her dancing orbs exploded into a frenzy of stringently contained thrashing movements. After a while the commotion subsided, and Samantha returned to investigate. Oh! well, that didn’t produce any food, so perhaps she should try further along. 

Katrin hung defeated and exhausted. Her chest was heaving and heart thumping fit to burst as she strained her bloodshot eyes trying to follow the passage of the cat, now disappearing from view; fearful of what that damned moggy might do next. She didn’t have to wait long. 

 

Samantha was soon forcing her head into the mysterious cleft formed by the crotch of her unresponsive owner, and the small bones of the animal’s chin were thrusting against her latex compressed clitoris. Katrin almost exploded as the lingering effects of her last unsolicited orgasmic adventure blossomed into a new and more intense arousal. 

She tried to suppress her erupting lust, and fought to drive the cat away with loud protestations slotted into the spaces between her unwanted groans of undeniable pleasure. Alas, she only succeeded in inspiring the cat to more insistent thrusting forays as she tried to overcome the clenching thighs that were attempting to keep her out. 

The cat withdrew. Her mistress was making plenty of encouraging signs that she understood her pet’s demands, but not producing any food; only a mixture of muffled curses and soft moans of pleasure. Besides, Samantha wasn’t keen on venturing any deeper into that dark crevice which had a tendency to squeeze and compress her head. 

Samantha moved off to look for other sources of replenishment. The folded-back cupboard door looked interesting. Sometimes there was something behind there, dropped from the work surface above. 

Pawing at its edge, Samantha ignored the keening noises of horror from the cupboard’s interior as the door began to close, and seeing a small gap opening between the door and the unit, she forced her body between in search of food. 

The door swung easily on nylon-glide hinges, slowly at first, and then as it approached to within an inch of the magnetic catch, accelerating to snap shut with a firm click. 

In the semi-darkness of the cupboard, Katrin heaved at her restraints in utter frustration, then hearing the faint squeak of the far cupboard door she had used for her entry, she watched helplessly as the gloom deepened to an impenetrable blackness. A loud click heralded the start of her final humiliating wait as a stored, inanimate object. 

Samantha gave up her search for food, and finding that her new-found nest site was now inaccessible, she hopped through the cat-flap and made her way down the garden in search of more interesting things to do. 

Beaten and dejected, Katrin allowed her thoughts to wander back to the more enjoyable part of this appalling and embarrassing farce. Fortunately her natural sense of humour soon saw the hilarious side of the whole thing. Relaxing, she began to compile the scene in her mind, and was soon rippling with sensual feelings as her predicament re-activated those mysterious longings to be helpless and available. With hindsight she reckoned that she was just about as helpless and available as any woman was liable to get. Unfortunately, she was not gifted with very accurate foresight! 




Chapter Four THEAWAKENING 

Suddenly her erotic musing was shattered as she heard the turning of a key in the door. 

Peter had returned. Oh God! what the hell did she do now. The frantic struggles and pointless straining resumed, ceasing only as she heard his footsteps moving around the house. There was a silence, then a rather worried voice calling her name. 

Katrin listened silently, still in a quandary as to what she was going to do. The footsteps approached and she heard the scrape of cardboard as he kicked the discarded box lying on the floor; damning evidence of her prying into his business affairs. 

There was nothing else for it. She would have to announce her whereabouts and take it from there. 

MMMMppphing! loudly through the gag, she waited as the retreating footsteps suddenly halted and returned to the centre of the kitchen. His voice echoed, perplexed and inquiring. 

“Katrin! Katrin, is that you?” She Mmmphed! again, and waited as the footsteps came closer. 

“Katrin! Where the hell are you? Stop messing about will you! I've got work to do!” 

Taking a deep breath, Katrin put everything she had into the next prolonged blast of sound, and emphasised her whereabouts by fiercely shaking her body to rattle the cupboards. 

A door somewhere behind her clicked open, then closed again, before a sudden blast of light announced his choice of the right door. 

As her eyes became accustomed to the light, she perceived the wide eyed, astonished stare of her husband peering into her self-organised storage area. 

“How in God’s name? How did you get in there, for God’s sake? Have we had burglars?” 

“NNNrrr!” was the only negative reply she could manage coupled to an almost imperceptible shake of her rigidly positioned head. 

“You mean you did all this yourself?” Katrin sighed in resignation and gave an affirmative MMMM! The accompanying nod set her body into a fore and aft rocking that resembled one of those stupid toy dogs, noted for infesting car rear windows. 

“But how? How on earth!” he left the question hanging and waited for some sort of answer. 

Katrin stayed silent, not by choice, but by design; courtesy of the highly effective gag she herself had packed into her mouth. A detailed and prolonged explanation was rather impractical when playing host to a huge, phallic shaped gob-stopper. 

She hung still and apprehensive as her husband struggled to come to terms with this incredible vision. Strangely, he seemed to dismiss the obvious option which was to prise the rubber monster out of her mouth, and remembering his predilection towards gagged females, Katrin began to wonder just how long it would be before she regained the use of her verbal capabilities. A brief surge of sexual adrenalin flooded her body as she realised that he could prolong her silenced captivity for as long as it amused him; and there was very little she could do to accelerate her release. 

He vanished from her sight, and feeling his hands on her body, she felt her trussed form being supported and slid from the suspending pipe. The grip adjusted as she swung clear, and Katrin found herself lifted out and deposited on the floor. A pair of feet appeared within her limited vision as she lay helplessly on the cool tiles. 

Fearfully, Katrin looked upward, fully expecting to see a furious Peter glaring down at the prematurely activated and now unsaleable product he had expected to deliver to a client. 

She was astounded to see Peter wearing a broad self-congratulatory smile; better described as smug. 

Nonplussed, Katrin stared up in utter disbelief as the truth slowly dawned on her. 

The scheming, artful bastard had actually planned all this! He'd planted that parcel knowing her insatiable curiosity would get the better of her. No wonder everything had fitted so perfectly. The whole damned rig had been designed specifically for her! 

Katrin burned with an anger directed at herself as she realised that, like a fool, she'd swallowed his bait, hook line and sinker. It really burned her rubber coated butt to think that for the last few weeks she had waited at home, thinking he was working on the magazine. All the time he had been preparing the equipment to reduce her to this present parcelled state, confident in the knowledge that sooner or later she would fall prey to her own insatiable curiosity. Damn! He could read her like a book. She struggled half-heartedly and indicated that he should release her now that he'd had his fun, but Peter merely smiled and then left her to squirm as he made himself some coffee. 

Silently Katrin watched as he calmly stood drinking the beverage and admiring her neatly packaged configuration. She was acutely aware that all her most feminine attributes were outlined and enhanced for his appreciative attention, and she was powerless to prevent his roving eyes plundering the sleek, sheathed lines of her nubile figure. 

Inwardly she was torn between a fuming, impotent anger, and an incredible feeling of gratitude that he had dared to engineer her present plight against her express wishes; thereby revealing to her the unbelievable forces of ecstasy contained within her own unsuspecting mind. The fact that she had done most of the engineering herself was of little consequence to either of her opposing emotions, but then, it was difficult trying to be rational whilst presented as a trussed, silent, rubberized sex toy. 

Peter, from an entirely different perspective, was thinking that this had turned out better than his wildest dreams. His beautiful wife had even managed to hog-tie herself by some freak of nature. It was obvious from her attitude that it hadn’t been intentional. Even she would know that once hog-tied, it would be impossible to release herself and re-pack the suit. Not satisfied with that, she had even aspired to the incredible feat of hanging herself up for storage. 

How she'd managed it, and then closed the doors was a mystery he would only resolve when she was ungagged. It just had to be some sort of accident that had left her so effectively bowed, packaged and stored for his return. 

Perhaps there was a benevolent, divine force controlling a man’s destiny after all. If there was, it had certainly smiled on him today! 

He finished his coffee, then bent down towards the expectant Katrin. She ceased her squirmings to allow him to release the locks, then grunted in surprise as he scooped up her shackled torso and began to carry her upstairs. Katrin wriggled and fought to escape, then ceased her struggles as angry thoughts filled her mind. She realised that her struggles were only providing him with an even more interesting plaything! 

Entering the bedroom, he lowered her incapacitated form onto the bed, then settling himself down beside her, began to amuse himself with her captive body. 

Sullenly, Katrin lay still. Resistance was impossible, and still burning from the fact that she'd been tricked, she refused to respond to his manipulations. But the nimble fingers persisted, and Katrin soon found that the combined forces of skilful caressing, and the realisation that she was powerless to prevent it, were melting her angry resolve. 

Almost unaware of her change in attitude, Katrin began to respond, her breathing growing more rapid as her body abandoned all pretence of resistance. 

Suddenly the fingers were gone, and before she had time to consider this new, and vaguely annoying turn of events, Katrin saw Peter withdraw a set of keys from his pocket. He'd had the correct set all the time! 

The Beast! The unspeakable Cad! There had never been any chance of her finding them and gaining her release. He'd planned that she would be doomed as soon as the final lock snapped shut. Katrin’s mind flashed back to that fateful event and a shudder of unsuppressed feeling surged through her body. 

She watched intently as he selected a key and leaned down to her face. Inserting the key into the gag band, he first released the ratcheted cinching strap and allowed it to loosen, then with a second insertion into a key hole on the centre of the plug gag, released the integral plug from the surrounding confines of the helmet. Obviously, this item was of a different material and had not bonded to her body. 

With something akin to relief, Katrin felt the huge intrusion being withdrawn, and for the first time in hours was able to flex her jaw. Peter watched in silence as she worked her mouth and slowly regained the use of her speech facility. 

“Well!” she managed at last, struggling to keep her voice sullen and unforgiving. “Are you going to get me out of this mess or not?” She strained at the hog-tie and then wriggled her shoulders suggestively. Peter smiled and spoke. 

“If you really want me to, I'll take off the locks, but I'm afraid the suit is on to stay for awhile. Even if I release the cuff bands, it will still be bonded to your skin for the next few days.” 

Katrin frowned in exasperation as her own conclusions were confirmed. For the next few days she was going to be house bound unless she could figure out some way of disguising the fact that she was totally encased in rubber. 

“Damn you, you tricky sod. How could you plan something like this? How could you! 

‘“MMMMMph! NNNrrr! MMMMMMMph!” 

Katrin struggled and tried to turn her face away as the huge plug reentered her mouth, but the collar scornfully absorbed her efforts and held her rubberized face rigidly presented for the insertion. The self-locking locater snapped into place, anchoring the horrid beast deep in her gaping mouth. 

Peter ignored her struggles of obvious dissent, and ratcheted the encircling band tight, cinching the plug far into her mouth as she bucked and fought. The tightening band ruthlessly snuffed out her waffling complaints, until only faint muted pleas could be heard. The furrowing of her cheeks when he'd finished was almost twice the level she had attempted herself. Now she was really gagged! 

The huge plug was almost touching the back of her throat, and her lips were compressed and sealed between the inside flange of the intruder nestling against her teeth, and the encircling external band. 

Laying back he waited patiently until Katrin’s furious struggles had subsided, then reaching forward, he renewed his manipulation of her helpless, glistening form, kneading her bursting, rubber sculpted breasts and squeezing the receptive nipples in their sensuous vise of rubber. Katrin responded even more rapidly this time. The effortless way he had reduced her to an impotent, fuming, yet thoroughly silenced bundle, had instantly inflamed those devilish desires of submission lurking in the shadowy recesses of her mind. 

Within a few minutes she was converted into a pliant, softly moaning woman, receptive to anything he had in mind. Peter eased his stimulation and began to talk as he gently kept her simmering with wanton need. 

“Did you manage to have some fun before you found you were trapped?” he enquired. 

Katrin almost resented her nodded confirmation, a nod that required the whole upper section of her stiffened body to perform, and in fact was more of a forward rock than a nod. In her present state of arousal, she found it impossible to lie. That cataclysmic, self-induced eruption of her new found experience had been a memorable event she couldn’t deny. “Wias it good?” Again, the body-nod from Katrin’s exquisitely cinched form. 

“How good?” he persisted, enjoying the game of forcing her to admit her total submission to lust. 

Katrin moaned loudly through the gag and rolled her eyes upward under the lids as she tried to convey the awesome levels of ecstasy she had unleashed upon herself! 

Peter nodded knowingly and seemed satisfied. Then he amused himself for a while rocking her body and impressing upon her just how totally contained and controlled she was. He gripped her folded knees and pivoted her like a top using the thrusting projected mound of her mons as a bearing, turning her first one way and then the other. It was a most enjoyable sensation that soon had her rising to the boil. Then, to her amazement, he began to release the retaining locks that had held her so firmly trussed for the past hours. 

With a stifled groan, part frustration, part relief, Katrin straightened out her cramped limbs, allowing herself to be gently rolled onto her back. There she lay, wondering what his next move would be, hoping that it would be something equally as exciting as her solo experience had been. She was not disappointed, and she looked on with interest as he removed a small remote control unit from his pocket; similar to the one used everyday to open the garage doors. With a feeling of expectant trepidation, Katrin watched as his finger caressed the button in a taunting gesture, calculated to heighten her awareness of his control over her aroused and receptive alter-ego. He smiled, then pressing the button firmly, condemned her to an unknown, inescapable destiny. 

Katrin felt a click in the small of her back, and for the first time since climbing into the outfit, she remembered the box affixed to the band round her waist. 

She had little time to ponder its function as the enveloping sheath of her rubber second skin suddenly seemed to take on a life of its own. The bonded tubes snaking down the sides of the suit were expanding, and as they did so, were gradually straightening her limbs. 

Katrin resisted and looked to Peter for reassurance as the suit began to control her movements. He was grinning again, leaning nonchalantly against the wall as events developed. The tubes continued to fill and were soon forming hardening rods of rubber tubing as the pressure increased. Within seconds, Katrin found that she could no longer fight the forces trying to align her body, and surrendered to the inevitable. 

With her efforts of resistance removed, the hardening tubes almost sprang into position, and Katrin found herself offered in the shape of a star. But still the relentless pressure continued to build, and soon she was being stretched tautly and bowed upward from the bed. A more devastating effect was the tautening of her bonded rubber epidermis, increasingly drawn tighter as the expanding tubes robbed the suit of the spare elasticity left and formed their own rounded inner areas of joined rubber and skin at the union with her body. 

It was if a seamstress had taken tucks into both sides of her body. Her whole outer layer was stretched into an ultra sensitive drum-skin of vibrant feeling that would covert the merest touch to a symphony of tingling, exotic vibrations. This, combined with the arched and spread nature of her forcible shaping, offered her fully aroused and blood engorged breasts like hemispherical beacons perched on a hill of coalblack rippling sensuality. And still the tension mounted, thrusting these tempting morsels higher and higher, stretching the enveloping latex to impossible levels as it outlined the stark, nugget-like nipples in graphic detail. 

A loud, tearing noise sounded, followed by a rush of cool air fanning her spreading charms as the tubes engineered an ever widening splay of her legs. 

The velcro fastening covering her sacred openings had given way under the mounting strain, tearing open to leave her sexual mouth revealed and available. Again she struggled, but to no avail. The tubes were filled with high pressure air, and as a result were almost as inflexible as steel rods. The hissing stopped, and the irresistible pythons of pressurised rubber became still. Katrin tested her final configuration as she looked up to the mirror-tiled ceiling above the bed. 

The reflected spectacle sent searing waves of heat racing through her clevated charms, and her tingling, compressed nipples tautened and hardened into twin jewels of burning desire. Shamelessly, she felt hot streamers of love liquid coursing down the small area of exposed flesh at the top of her inner thighs, and she involuntarily tensed the powerful, pulsing muscles of her slick love channel. 

A soft moan of desire escaped the mouth filling plug, and she wriggled in lustful anticipation of her imminent, inescapable ravishment. 

Peter turned as he completed his undressing, and was rewarded by the delightful spectacle of the oscillating offered gift of her womanhood. Her sensuous struggles were producing a bouncing motion in the arched bow of her body as the rods of captive air reacted like strips of spring steel. For many minutes he controlled his urge to take this warm, beckoning, succulently moistened gift of sexual cordon-bleu, served on its tablecloth of black, rippling, sensuous rubber and garnished with a luxurious growth of silky down. He fought the urge to take his spoils in a frenzy of uncontrollable passion; knowing that to do so would rob him of the prolonged enjoyment of seeing this spreadeagled, rubber-sheathed erotica struggling against the physical forces of restraint, and the inner surges of unleashed, uncontrollable lust. 

He had waited a long time to witness her capitulation to his obsession. Many nights had passed as he dreamed of having her delectable, latex image silenced and available for his enjoyment. Now he would savour his conquest to the full as Katrin quivered helplessly under his exploring hands. She would pay dearly for her unmindful tyranny as he extracted the full measure of vengeance. A payment due for her refusal to sample the delights of bondage. He would unleash the pleasure vampire of her inner self and enjoy watching her being devoured, piece by piece, as the beast drained her dry. Katrin would beg for the final release, and paradoxically, she would pray that it never came. 

With a great effort of resolve, Peter steeled himself against the tempting attraction of her bewitching display, as he began her introduction into the world of bondage ecstasy. 

Before Katrin was released, her body suffered hours of exquisite pleasure and torment. She begged for fulfilment as he'd repeatedly took her to the brink of ecstasy and then snuffed the flame. Then he started all over again. Many times she had screamed into the gag and pleaded with her eyes for that final touch on the trigger of her passion, only to be denied her craving need as she writhed and quivered. 

Finally, when she was truly converted to the pleasures of restrained love making, Peter had relented. Only then did the beautiful, exotic sculpture that was Katrin gain the rapturous release of their actual physical union. Even this release was a temporary thing. She was doomed to endure the perpetual reminder that he could reduce her to an offered star of helpless, feline sensuality at the press of a button. Alternatively he could swiftly padlock her into helpless submission with minimal effort. For every minute of the suit’s remaining life, she would feel the snug embrace of her temporary cladding to remind her how vulnerable she was. It was sensation that would keep her simmering in a sea of pleasant semi-arousal for the rest of her incarceration inside that devilishly designed rubber coating. 




Chapter Five DAY-DREAMS 

Peter remained in bed the next morning and, deflated and unfettered, Katrin went down to prepare breakfast. 

Tidying up the strewn debris from the wrecked cupboard, she stooped and retrieved the caution notice still lying on the floor. Almost absent mindedly, she flipped over the folded section she had been unable to incapacitated attempt, and studied the remainder of the sheet. The caution was continued on the bottom of the paper. 

Laboratory testing has shown that the molecular honding of Silatex is variable, depend Laboratory testing has shown that the molecular bonding of Silatex is variable, dependent upon the test subject. Younger, more stable skin of clients aged 30 years or less, will have a noticeably greater adhesion span. 

Tests have produced satisfactory resuits in excess of four weeks for this age group. 

Katrin felt the blood drain from her molecularly bonded youthful skin. Four weeks! My God! Could she survive four weeks of perpetual arousal; at risk of molestation from her aroused husband every time he came within eyesight of her rippling, rubber clad body? 

She cast her eyes guiltily towards the cupboards, wondering if during that extended period, she could manipulate her husband into re-installing her in that cosy little storage facility, without actually mentioning this secret fantasy. Katrin knew she could have her wish if she asked, but it would be far better if the decision came entirely from Peter, without her prompting. Getting him to fit a cat-flap in the cupboard door was really going to test her powers of suggestion. 

That mere thought instantly ignited her newly found desire to be restrained as she visualised the cupboard becoming her permanent home whilst he was at work. It would be nice to be a neatly stored pleasure object, left to simmer gently in her rubber pressure cooker. Being toyed with by an inquisitive, playful cat was sure to keep her well heated, especially since it would be a random event that she had no control over whatsoever. Each day of silenced, torsioned torment would leave her nicely tenderised and ready for anything Peter had in mind on his return. It suddenly occurred to her that if she were to coat her rubber sheath with one of Samantha’s favourite tastes, the cat’s interest in the trussed human toy could be prolonged indefinitely. Careful thought to substances that would resist removal, and some strategic placing of interestingly flavoured tit-bits, bonded firmly to her rubber skin, would ensure that she suffered the full extended torment of her pet’s attention in areas calculated to produce the most devastating arousal and lustful longing. 

Katrin almost orgasmed on the spot as she realised the full potential of her scheme. Her previously unfathomable sensations regarding this new field of experience had suddenly come into sharp focus. 

It wasn't so much who planned what happened to her, but the fact that once set in motion, she would be a powerless object and at the mercy of her tormentor. She knew that even though she was planning her own ordeal as a muted stiffened object, it was vitally important that she would be condemned to suffer the exquisite agonies of perpetual arousal without any hope of relief. The feeling would be further enhanced by the knowledge that she had no control over the level of the proceedings or their duration. Her fate would be irreversible as soon as her lips were sealed and the locks snapped shut. The time lapse between being slowly reduced to an object and arriving at the final destination of her incarceration would be academic. 

Katrin clenched her thighs against the swelling tide of feeling generated by her thoughts, and then continued the honing of her ideas to a perfect plan. A plan that would allow her to prearrange the most excruciatingly prolonged ordeal of agonising, irreversible torment. 

Her first task would be to get Peter to design a new support rig for the cupboard, including a back frame and a comprehensive network of flexible, unbreakable steel strapping that would reduce her body into a rigid, impossibly compressed hog-tie, heels pressed tightly into buttocks, arms folded behind her and welded inflexibly to her torso. All her limbs would need several ratchet-tensioned bands each, tightened until she was cinched into a totally inanimate object, welded to the rigid back frame. There must be no movementatall, not even a twitch. It had to be capable of containing her most violent orgasms and struggles with no more sign than a rippling of her body surface. Then there was the gag. Her present silencer was reasonably effective, but she needed something that would contain even the most full blooded bellow. She had in mind some sort of massive oral plug, possibly an active device that would swell if she made loud noises. This could be enhanced by a double skinned inflatable capsule that would enclose her head and guarantee complete silence. Her thinking was based on the fact that she may lose her nerve before being placed in the cupboard, and she wanted to ensure that Peter wouldn’t be aware that she was desperately trying to reverse the planned event. 

He would carry this living offering to the pleasure gods with no knowledge that she was screaming to be reprieved from a inescapable torment of her own making! 

The cat flap swung open and Samantha appeared. She sat in front of her mistress’ standing figure and slowly licked her lips in anticipation. The cat seemed to have sensed her plan and Katrin was sure her wicked moggy was waiting to have this wilful woman under control again. Katrin felc her nipples hardening at the prospect, then made a silent vow that this would remain a secret shared only by Samantha and herself. Peter would leave for the office completely unaware that he had just given his immobilised, rubber sheathed wife to a cat who was an expert in matters of torment, a past master at toying with helpless objects, thanks to genetic programming passed down through the ages. 

Katrin could picture the scene as Samantha padded across the silent, deserted kitchen and entered the cupboard. She would circle the expectant, cinched black bundle hanging impotently from the new, unbreakable suspension arrangement. Then she would sit and clean herself as she eyed the rippling muscles that were the only visible signs of the object’s frantic attempts to reverse a recklessly conceived plan. The ultra sensitive feline hearing would pick up barely audible sounds from the black, smooth ball of the helmet perched at the top of an incredible neckstretching collar. Those sounds would be Katrin’s desperate pleas for mercy, but she would ignore these as she finished her toilet activities and circled the aromatic treat that had been left for her. 

But where to start? No need to rush the decision. The human thing had no idea she was there yet, although the viciously contained straining and rippling seemed to indicate that it had guessed. 

With an air of detachment, Samantha would watch as the banded object bulged and squirmed with pitifully inadequate effort inside the many encircling steel hoops. Seeing the activity subside, she would reach out and touch the thing mischievously, watching with interest as the glistening, black package responded instantly in a massively increased bulging and rippling effort; a futile attempt to escape its confinement and avoid the approaching, self-engineered holocaust. 

Samantha would enjoy re-animating the package each time it slowed, and would resort to a drawn out cat-and-mouse technique that was destined to keep the desperately pleading toy producing those interesting, animated rippling protrusions of cinched rubber. But enough of this game, time to get down to work and plan her carefully considered use of this unusual gift. 

Those squeezed, powerfully cinched bulbous things hanging below were giving off tempting smells, especially the nobbly things on the end. Whatever it was seemed to be coated more thickly there, and she did have fun playing with those last time. Or should she start at the other end. That tight crevice halfway down this human-thing was intriguing. There were two different aroma’s from things wedged in there; one seemed to be up on top, wedged down between those big, soft, bouncy hillocks she had slept on before, and the other was underneath, thrust up behind the small, curving mound that throbbed and twitched every time it was touched. Both would take a long time to retrieve because of that annoying metal band which held the human-thing’s thighs pressed tightly together. 

An assault from the top was also prevented by another band passing directly across those sumptuously soft hillocks, compressing and dividing them into four smaller bulges as a result of its savage tightness, squeezing the central bisecting valley into a tight slit. To make it even more difficult, Katrin’s heels would be buried into the lower reaches of her buttocks, and the long elegant stilettos hooked under that buttock band and forced into the cleft of her nates. Then they would be engulfed by the increasing compression of the reducing band. It would mould her soft buttocks around them, securing them like a pair of bars guarding the cleft and its succulent, unreachable morsel. 

A pair of silvery steel wires with tensioners, attached to the tips of her shoes would complete the barrier. Tightened excruciatingly, they would pull her toes down and almost cover the tight cleft completely, leaving the balls of Katrin’s shod feet pressed tightly down onto the cinched, bulbous cushions of her bisected rump, and the ends of the stilettos disappearing into the bound-thing’s interior. Samantha would note with interest that each of the four presented bulges of Katrin’s cinched rump resembled the top of an iced bun, accurate to the point that each was coated with some sort of appetising, glossy substance that would require much licking to remove. Some of the glossy treat had run down into the deep recesses of that ultra banded triangle formed by buttocks and thigh tops. It would require many hours of pawing and licking to access that area. 

More bands snaking over the ankles, shins and knees ensured that the folded legs were never going to move from their enforced mating with the upper legs. It was obvious that the errant, runaway liquid buried in this deep spongy cleft was going to require extensive burrowing from the underside of the folded and compressed limbs to reach. As for the larger food mass in that recess, bonded to the suit, Samantha would first remove the frontal morsel, a task requiring several hours of continuous paw work to detach it from the powerful bonding substance. No doubt the taut smooth protrusion it was attached to would react as it had last time, but she would ignore the exquisite torment her manipulations were pouring into the sensitive rubber coated love-mound of her human-thing. Many times before the morsel was detached, this strange bulge would pulsate and perform demented muscular contractions of immense power before subsiding into a series of twitching, pouting fluctuations that stretched and moulded the rubber covering. 

The stubborn morsel finally detached and devoured, Samantha would squirm past that twitching mound to reach the rear placed tit-bit, ignoring the increased animation and strong pulsing muscle contractions from the mound which, appeared to be intensified to frenzied levels by the contact of her own wriggling, furry body. 

Katrin felt a burning heat in her groin as the day-dream proceeded. 

Having worked out the logistics of reaching the most difficult items, the cat would cast a cursory glance at the rest of the banding. These cruelly tight restraints wouldn’t hinder the accessing of the food. It was irrelevant that they compressed Katrin’s arms into useless folded appendages, or the fact that they held her firmly moulded into the slightly curved spinal frame. 

The only possible area of concern appeared to be where they passed above and below those nice dangling food encrusted spheres sprouting from the toy-thing’s chest. But there the restricting bands were an asset. The effect seemed to be to squeeze and extrude these novel bouncy objects even further making them much more tight and resilient, much easier for her to lick the stubborn clinging food off with her rasping tongue. It was irrelevant that her prolonged licking would send shattering vibrations through the taut, rubberized skin, producing violent, yet effortlessly contained convulsions within the encapsulated female. The totally unconcerned cat would coolly estimate that by the time the second sphere was cleaned, the human-thing would be producing some extremely explosive pulsations bordering on insanity. The barely perceptible tremors of Katrin’s titanic struggles vibrating those bulbous lunch tables would be acceptable. 

Samantha would notice the extra thinner bands encircling the base of each breast that had turned the half spheres almost into fully formed black melons. These were new, but she could see how they would allow her favourite toys to judder and jounce much better as she swiped playfully at them, and swinging from the pressurised bursting nodules visible at the ends would be much more fun. 

The big cat having completed the first survey, would sit back and consider the silent, twitching, pendant parcel at length. Samantha was a thinking cat. She would soon realise that the whole assembly was custom designed to prevent any sort of resistance from affecting her planned assault. Those lovely rounded bulges the humans called buttocks had proved interesting on the last occasion. She had been amused by the frenzied clenching and flexing as Katrin had attempted to drive her off. With this new arrangement, they were reduced to a highly compressed swelling in the overall outline of the object. [t was obvious that the only movement possible now was a slight increase in the bulges past the cinching bands as the humanthing struggled. This minor irritation was offset, however, by the complete lack of sound from the other end which tended to distract. And then there was those wonderful, dangling playthings underneath. They were superbly enhanced, cinched and sculpted into incredible relief. Obviously designed to be on offer, begging to be abused and tormented by a playful cat. But if the black human-thing was designed to give a cat pleasure, why had some of the goodies been hidden in such inaccessible places? And why did her big, human mistress want to reverse the scheme of nature, and reduce herself to a cat’s toy? 

The last arrangement had worked so well, why had the human-thing now chose to be reduced so effectively to something that was totally defenceless and powerfully banded into a form that could be manipulated in any manner her tiny tormentor chose; denied the means to even move or show dissent. Samantha would swipe powerfully at one of the offered bursting nipples to prove a point, and watch as the cinched orb oscillated like a boxer’s training ball. The human-thing would quiver and ripple in perfectly contained torment, but be prevented from anything more violent by its awesome containment. 

It was a baffling series of questions that Samantha would ponder at length as she stalked around the silently pulsing toy, noting the nervous tremors of the unknown flitting across the thing’s smooth black skin as it wondered where she would strike next. 

Having assessed the full potential of the pathetically incapacitated Katrin, Samantha would prepare to start. She had no fear of this toy any more, experimentation had proved that whatever she did, it couldn’t move or make a sound. It would just hang there pulsing and throbbing, sometimes bulging past the bands in extreme anguish as she busied herself extracting the hidden delights of a treasure hunt. She would detach herself completely from the awesome demands her actions imposed upon the human-thing within that containment; safe in the knowledge that it couldn’t respond in any way harmful to herself. 

Being a cautious cat, Samantha would re-check the theory just to make doubly sure. 

Katrin would scream her fury into the helmet as she battered the prodding nipples unmercifully with her paws, but on the outside, the assault would only produce a few bulging ripples between the bands and some snorts of breath from the tubes in the round ball at the top. Ceasing her attack, Samantha would savour her power a moment longer, enjoying the expectant dread her silent inactivity nurtured in the helpless form above. Then she would reach out to start her feast, and Katrin would begin a day of helpless, hugely aroused, screaming torment, unable to make the slightest sound or move even a millimetre as she was ripped apart by her own unleashed lust. Doomed to endure by her own planning! 

Occasionally the cat would rest from her gourmet activities, and play with those bouncing jiggling spheres hanging underneath, enjoying the intense rippling movements her activities produced in the tight, black wrapping of her silent steel-banded toy. Then, tiring of her sport, she could take a nap. Samantha would leave the contained object in the darkness of the cupboard, confident that it would be there when she decided to return. The thing would have no choice other than to wait in a personal, silent world. Only the sounds of creaking restraints would stir the quiet of the cupboard, but even these would be denied the dangling custom designed toy. 

Compressed, contained, offered; banded into total submission; Katrin would suffer the agony of suspense in silence, almost dreading the inevitable return of her furry tormentor. Samantha’s return would mean her simmering arousal being turned up to a roaring flame at the whim of her pet’s fickle nature. 

Samantha would enjoy her day. She would soon discover the joys of having the power to control and use her owner at will, and armed with this knowledge and her natural feline skills, she was certain to extract maximum torment from the twitching, helpless object. 

Katrin knew she would endure almost continual explosive rapture at her misuse, and then finally when she was drained and exhausted, there was the return of Peter to consider. He would take his pleasure whilst she was still secured, long before she was in a position to beg for release. 

Even now, in the cold light of day, and fully appreciating the horrific levels of arousal she would experience, Katrin knew that after release she would say nothing of her day in the cupboard. Instead, she would secretly recoat the suit and select some new morsels to bond to her outer covering, then she would allow him to return her to the custody of her cat keeper each morning. 

Knowing the nature of her pet, Katrin was sure the cunning animal would appreciate the effect each of its activities had upon her writhing, trussed body, and with its natural desire to tease and torment creatures that were helpless, it would perfect Katrin’s torment to a science of unparalleled levels as the days passed. Cats were nature’s born sadists. Samantha would draw great pleasure from watching her suspended, bound human-thing pulsing and flexing dementedly inside her inescapable prison of rubber and steel. 

A bump sounded from the floor above as Peter prepared to come down and, thrusting the staggeringly pleasant daydreams aside, Katrin picked Samantha up and hugged the purring animal affectionately. The moggy responded then looked knowingly into her eyes, almost as if mocking her weakness. Katrin put the cat down and continued clearing up. After all, the sooner she prepared some food, the sooner Peter would be removing the awesome stopper still locked and cinched firmly into her mouth. 

Then she could discuss some very important items she wanted him to make. 

It would be nice to be able to speak occasionally. Not too often though. Being a muted, rubber-sheathed plaything promised to be far more interesting and enjoyable. 




Chapter Six REALITY 

Peter seemed in a thoughtful mood over breakfast, and Katrin couldn’t discover what was bothering him. It never even occurred to her that he had spotted the minute cat-claw punctures in her outer layer, or noticed the paw marks in the dust of the cupboard, proof of Samantha’s interest in the hog-tied occupant. 

Putting two and two together, Peter had guessed that in some way the two had interacted in a mutually beneficial way, judging by the way Katrin was making a fuss of Samantha. His thoughts had rapidly progressed to produce a design of almost identical construction to Katrin’s idea, albeit with even more compressive bands and a device for holding her bulbous head stringently backward. The coating of tempting food also featured strongly in his parallel concept, with some extra additives that would drive Samantha crazy in her attempts to remove and consume them. From there the two concepts of what was almost certainly going to become fact, diverged. Katrin’s notion of the cupboard being her home was far removed from the custom built, soundproofed, immensely strong crate-like structure Peter envisaged for her confinement. His design even removed the luxury of the occupant being able to swing slightly on a horizontal pipe. Katrin would be mounted on a rigid vertical suspension tube that screwed into the rigid back shaper. With his design, the cat’s play-thing would have the same animation qualities as a block of concrete. The tube of course served a dual function in that it carried the cables to power several vibrating inserts to be concealed in various orifices of the parcelled occupant. 

The whole assembly would be conveniently sited in the corner of the kitchen, and Katrin’s problem of getting a cat-flap installed was a thing of the past. Peter’s design incorporated that as well. 

The device that would reduce Katrin to her pre-conceived format was already under construction as a rush order, courtesy of the bedroom telephone, as was the crate that would be delivered later the next day. Forty-eight hours passed and, finishing the light breakfast he had made himself, Peter picked up his briefcase and made for the door. He paused for a moment and smiled as Samantha appeared from the lounge and padded purposefully towards the ominous crate in the corner of the kitchen. Thumping the cat-flap, the moggy vanished into the interior. For brief moment as the flap swung open, the sounds of creaking restraints and overstressed rubber sounded softly, then as the flap closed, the crate’s efficient proofing swallowed the sounds of the silenced, frenzied struggles already being enacted within. 

“Sound’s like Katrin’s having second thoughts,” he mused, visualising the bulbously cinched female package, rippling and quivering in a desperate attempt to avoid her first day as an horrendously de-animated, offered play object. 

In fact at this precise moment she was discovering that her ideas on the subject of compression and rigid control were mild compared with Peter’s actual, finished product. Unfortunately, she was the product! Having been reduced to the level she had envisaged without trying to protest, she was then powerless to prevent the continuing reduction in movement that had produced this final bulging, crisscrossed network of rubber sculpted impossibility. The iced bun growths appeared to have invaded her whole body, and with painstaking care, Peter had hand-painted each and every super-sensitive protrusion with a liquid that Samantha simply couldn’t refuse. 

Peter flipped a switch on the outside of the crate and listened as the room filled with the sound of phallically distorted begging and pleading from the encapsulated head of the concealed, tortuously bound object. The helmet mike worked well. He stood for a while and heard the begging change to straining gasps of effort, mingled with wailing sobs of defeat at the rising storm of arousal. The wails rose to screams, then more explosive grunts of frantic effort as Katrin fought her confinement in demented fury. 

Didn’t take our pet pussy long to get working, he thought, the little blighter’s soon got the hang of it. I wonder what she’s up to. Peter peered into the inspection hatch and grinned broadly as he saw Samantha’s inspired manipulations of the banded black form below. He noted with some pride, that even though the racket from the speaker gave testament to Katrin’s horrendously powerful attempts to escape, there was no sign of movement in the crate; with the exception of a very busy cat. Just a gleaming, black, strangely configured ornament of life-size proportions, suspended in a cradle of ultra-tight, crisscrossing steel bands. 

Katrin appeared to be quilted, but this was the desired effect of the multitude of diagonally angled narrow steel bands designed to cinch her body into six inch squares. The simple encircling bands envisaged by Katrin couldn’t even get close to this system of restraint. Encircling bands would have used ten or eleven such restrictions. 

Peter’s design used over thirty tensioned bands, drawn taut with powerful, miniature ratchets. These, when coupled to the ultra strong duralalloy back brace produced a rigidity of unparalleled severity in the unfortunate Katrin. 

Peter looked closely, and was just able to make out the sea of black, iced buns swelling and contracting slightly as the awesome, explosive reactions within forced rubberized flesh through each metalled enclosure. 

Katrin’s rump looked so delightful when cinched to this level of constriction and shaping. 

Switching the speaker off, he terminated the sound of Katrin’s screeching, mindless torment in mid stream and compared the silence of the helmet to the screaming sounds he knew were being contained. About 100% effective he estimated as he closed the inspection hatch. He sighed wistfully in the realisation that he must go. It would have been so nice to stay and peer into the inspection hatch every now and again. 

At least the cat was going to have an interesting day, which is more than he would at that boring office. 

Peter was delayed at the office, and it was after seven when he opened the kitchen door. Samantha was there to greet him and, quickly switching on the crate’s speaker system with his elbow, he walked over and unloaded an armful of office bumpf onto the table. 

The speaker remained silent save for a steady breathing. At least Katrin was okay, but why was Samantha not in there with her? 

He raised the inspection hatch and stared in. Everything was as before regarding the silent, trussed effigy. There was, however, a change in status. The entire surface of Katrin’s suit was gleaming and clean. Not a single morsel of the goo he had applied remained on that unblemished, rubber surface. 

The mute, bound form of Katrin was completely still save for the steady, rhythmic expansion caused by her breathing. There was no rippling or struggling to alter the cinched bulges of her body. Slowly he pieced the puzzle together. Samantha’s continued and successful efforts to clean up had sucked Katrin dry in a never ending series of explosive orgasms! 

Her level of containment under such conditions had been, in effect, the same as shaking a pop bottle with the lid on. 

Each successive eruption had been held inside her stiffened, muted form, and with no outlet for Katrin to release those enormous forces, they had reverberated around inside her. The effect was cumulative. Each fresh, shattering orgasm had engineered new heights of convulsive activity, none of which had produced anything more spectacular for the feline spectator than the sight of madly pulsing bulges in her quilted appearance, Seeing these cataclysmic explosions so easily contained, Samantha had gleefully continued to strip the tasty outer layer that Peter had so carefully applied with scant regard to the effects it was having on the human dining table within. But it was more than that. The cat had actually begun to understand that it was its own actions causing these eruptions, and there was something it liked about being able to make this captive toy-thing ripple and bulge so strangely. Added to this were the sounds detectable only by Samantha’s acute hearing. Sounds of distress. Such sounds were music to the ears of any predator, and Samantha was no different. 

She had rapidly learned which actions caused the most distress and had returned to them as soon as the never-ending pulsations of the cinched object looked like flagging. Those lovely, melon shaped things underneath seemed quite responsive; playing punch ball with them, or swinging on the hard nodules with her teeth usually produced some extraordinary levels of extrusion through the steel network. If that failed, the mound halfway along the underside of the toy-thing could be pawed and head butted to liven things up. If she maintained her game with that particular bulge and writhe generator, it would produce some very unusual movements. After pumping madly and swelling considerably, it went into spasm, looking for all the world as if it was going to burst out of its rubber confines. 

But Samantha was shrewd. It only took until mid-morning to discover that far greater sounds of distress could be produced if she used these special bits of offered human selectively, this would excite the toy-thing almost to the point of making it bulge and quiver at the maximum level. If then left alone whilst she returned calmly returning to her eating activities, the cinched human-object would perform exceptionally well as it vibrated and squirmed in a frenzy of frustration. 

The screams of anguish from within the helmet were truly astounding,. And so it had continued as Katrin’s internal forces were continually stoked to a blistering inferno of unfulfilled, explosive force. Her only orgasms had been reasonably low key affairs early in the morning, but that was before that evil cat had learned to control her with such ruthless efficiency. Since then the human-thing had been carefully manipulated to provide a permanent, totally contained display of bulging, writhing movements that were a most enjoyable entertainment for the dining Samantha. 

In all fairness, after her first few orgasms, Katrin had prayed that the cat wouldn’t take her all the way every time. It was important to be denied the penultimate pleasure and be allowed to build to something even bigger and more devastating. 

The keening desperate pleas for mercy the toy-thing was now emitting would seem to indicate that it had changed its mind on that score; but Samantha could see no reason for ending her own enjoyment, so the torment would continue. 

Only once had the cat left Katrin, and then only for a few minutes which didn’t even give the nicely performing toy-thing a chance to wind down properly before Samantha returned and beat up the offered, pendulously swinging breasts of her captive plaything. With the tightly cinched bulbous boobs at full swing, bouncing and jiggling with each blow, the cat soon had the parcelled toy back up to normal writhing, surface bulging operation. Fine-tuning her abuse of these delightful orbs, the cat adjusted the level response from the desperate object above, and when finally satisfied that the level of torment was correct, she settled down to enjoy the show. 

The human-thing was made to perform continuously, licked and tormented to produce an endless carousel of satistying, rippling bulges and pleasing sounds. Satisfying for the cat, excruciatingly pleasurable torment for a masochistic object that couldnt move a single muscle to prevent its own abuse. 

Samantha particularly liked to watch the humped section above. This rounded succulent area the human’s called buttocks provided excellent spectator sport due to its soft resilience. The human-thing seemed to try and obtain her release from torment by tensing and relaxing this area, but Peter’s network of steel prevented the fascinating hump from working properly. Nevertheless, the sight was impressive. Watching all those diamonds of squeezed, rubberized flesh pulsate with energy was exciting, especially when Samantha got around to licking each tautly protruding section in turn. Then the human-thing’s pleasing hump really began to perform! 

Samantha could see the compressed, twin bulges of her buttocks squeezing the hard stilettos buried in their cleft, and when the human-thing got really excited these twin mounds would manage to jerk and pulse as much as a quarter of an inch as the trussed object tried to pump her boiling mons against something. Fascinated, Samantha thrust her paw down into the interesting, compressed cleft and enjoyed feeling the humanobject’s powerful struggles for escape in actual physical terms. Those soft, cinched mounds squeezed and pumped against her paw with a wondrous sensation that instantly appraised the cat of just how horrendous the human-thing’s torment was. The pulsing ripples and surging bulges of cinched flesh were misleading. Because of the strength of the thing’s restraining cage of steel, the full extent of the stupendous exertions were lost as they were tamed into mild, barely visible movements. 

Now Samantha was fully aware of just how much torment the toy-thing was enduring, and she was pleased. 

Late in the afternoon, even Samantha’s skills proved inadequate. The boiling inferno was out of control, and the cat stood back as its toy-thing erupted with a ferocity that almost managed to produce appreciable movement in the magnificently banded form. 

The usual bulging effect was supplemented by a strange violent jerking. Froth spewed from the breathing tubes as Katrin gibbered incoherently. Then Samantha noticed that the buried stiletto tips clenched into the incredibly cinched nates were moving, only slightly, but enough to send wondrously welcoming sensations searing through the tightly squeezed cleft and into Katrin’s lusting love nest. Even the steel band over these hard spiked heels couldn’t prevent the movement. 

So great were the pent-up forces within the human-thing, it was actually managing to stretch the steel wires tensioning the toes, and allow this minute, all-important movement. 

The jerking explosion lasted for many minutes; then, her forces spent Katrin slumped into a deep exhausted sleep that even Samantha’s efforts were unable to break. 

This was the scene that Peter returned to. He removed the slumbering Katrin from the box and, carrying her upstairs, laid the trussed form on their bed. 

It took half and hour to extricate her exhausted body from the web of steel. By the time it was complete, Katrin was showing the first signs of awareness. 

At first she seemed disorientated, then focusing on Peter’s face, her expression changed to one of fury. 

“You evil, sadistic bastard! How dare you do that to me? How dare you leave me like that?” 

Peter reeled back in shock, then watched speechless as Katrin rose shakily from the bed and did her best to stamp her way out, glaring ferociously at her stunned husband. 

He watched her go, cursing himself for going too far and ruining what had promised to be a fantastically interesting life with his woman. He could hear Katrin moving around in the kitchen, and hearing the clash of dishes, realised that she was preparing herself some food. No wonder! She must be ravenous after the energy she’d burned off during the day. Peter slunk downstairs, entering the kitchen almost apologetically under the scathing, volatile glare of the glowering Katrin. 

Without saying anything he sat at the table and pondered the next move, unsure as to what he could say that would repair the damage his over zealous design had produced. As it turned out, Katrin provided the answer in a most strange way. 

Samantha sidled over to her and began to nuzzle her leg, and looking down, Katrin’s face dissolved from a stern, admonishing glare to a soft, affectionate smile as she saw the cat. 

“Now, now, you naughty clever cat. No more play today. Tomorrow you can play with me again, and all night as well if daddy will let you.” 

Peter didn't grasp the significance of this at first, but then as the words sank in, he looked across to Katrin with astonishment. 

“But I thought ?” 

“You thought what?” Katrin asked sharply. 

“I thought you hated the box. You said.“ 

“Hated the box? What are you gibbering about man? That box is the most fantastic invention women are ever likely to get from the males of this planet! It wasn’t the box that pissed me off. It was you plugging me full of those tantalising vibrators and then leaving the damned things switched off all day!” 

Peter sat open mouthed as he struggled to come to terms with this. “But I did switch them on. Well at least I set the timer. They were supposed to activate at one hourly intervals starting after lunch.” Peter was puzzled and, moving over to the crate, he checked the cables. They seemed okay there. Picking up the trailing supply cable he traced it back to the safety transformer and then on to the wall socket. Katrin joined him. 

They arrived at the wall, and there was the plug lying on the floor. Katrin immediately humphed indignantly. 

“Like hell you switched them on! You forgot to plug the damned things in, you fool!” 

“ButI did! I remember doing it,” insisted Peter adamantly. He raised the plug and looked at it closely. The first clue as to how it had come to be unplugged appeared. 

“Look at this Katrin. I'd swear there are a cat’s teeth marks in the cable. You don’t think?” 

Katrin remembered Samantha’s disappearance at about halfway through her incarceration in the box, and she began to think impossible thoughts. They both looked at the cat together, and Samantha stared back, a picture of injured innocence. But it didn’t wash with Katrin. She knew Samantha very well. She had experienced the moggy’s devious planning in a most traumatic way. 

Maybe that damned cat had figured out that this cable could supply the trigger which would release her toy from the delectable torment she had engineered. It would therefore be logical for her to remove the threat so that she could prolong the human-thing’s torment. 

“Oh well, that’s it then,” voiced Peter, jokingly. “We can’t trust the cat to keep it within limits. We'll have to scrap the idea and think up something else.” 

“The hell you will,” Katrin interrupted. “I want to be in that box by eight sharp in the morning.” As she spoke her love nest grew hot with desire. Katrin was wondering what other torments this underestimated creature could invent, given the time to really work on its captive toy-thing. 

“This time it’s for twenty four hours and no arguments,” she instructed. It would be very interesting to see if Samantha had learned from her mistakes. Perhaps with a second chance she could keep her human-thing in unending torment for the full twenty four hours. 

Then Katrin began to think. Something was not quite right here. Everything she had fantasised about in her day-dream had come true, and in the same sequence, except that Samantha had then gone on to improve on those basic ideas. She had tormented, inspected, tested, and played to the order of the day-dream. 

Come to think of it, it was shortly after her thoughts about being maintained in high arousal without being brought to orgasm, that Samantha had disappeared for ten minutes. Was it possible that the cat had read her thoughts and removed the one thing that would wreck her control over the human? Had she unplugged the vibrators to ensure that her toy’s wishes came true? 

“Oh! and another thing Peter, the stilettos need a re-think. They’re very nice clamped into my bum cleft, but you will have to figure out how to stop me moving them. And while youre about it, reduce the boob squeezing clamps a bit more. Samantha likes her swinging toys a bit harder, and!” 

Katrin was stunned by what she had just said, and she paused before continuing with the other thoughts and ideas crowding into her mind, but was interrupted by a crash behind her. Katrin turned to find her husband lying flat out in a dead faint. Her sudden enthusiastic acceptance of his pet hobby had been too much to understand. 

Samantha strolled over to investigate and then looked up to Katrin as she approached. 

“Men! They're such shallow creatures. They just don’t seem to understand us girls, do they Samantha?” The big cat purred in agreement, and suddenly a strange thought came into Katrin’s head. Next time she was placed in the crate, Samantha wanted the bulge thing between her human-thing’s legs to be heavily banded and reduced to a compressed multi-bisected prisoner so that it couldn’t move and enjoy any form of relief. She wanted to see it bulge and pulse in frustration at being cheated. The bulge thing was alive, it should be secured just like the rest of her toy. 

But that wasnt all. She also wanted the big bulges of Katrin’s rump even more tightly cinched so that they couldn’t move at all. Also, the nice swinging round things on her front had to be very tight, and some more bands placed all the way over them so that they were squeezed into long shapes. The vibrator things must go. And! 

Katrin reeled under the onslaught of thoughts boiling into her mind. Surely they were just her own fantasies. It couldnt be the cat giving instructions for her torment by telepathy; could it? 

A sound broke into her thoughts, and turning, she was just in time to see Samantha disappearing through the back door cat-flap with a vibrator gripped in her mouth. Katrin ran to the window and watched as the cat carried its burden to a pre-dug hole, then dropped it in to join the others already placed. Now she covered the offending articles up and returned along the garden path with a look of grim determination. 

Katrin felta chill of almost fear as she contemplated her return to the crate next day in her modified form. But even now, with the suspicion that the cat was more than just a cat, Katrin knew that she would have to keep her date with the next instalment of her escalating experiences. She just had to find out what it would be like to be so ruthlessly controlled. May God help her once she was installed in the crate if it really was Samantha’s telepathed plan to control her still further. 




Chapter Seven THE TOY MAKER 

Peter recovered, and somewhat stunned, he listened carefully to the list of alterations Katrin demanded to her equipment. He could hardly believe that this was the same woman he had tricked into sampling his secret desires. She had changed. Somehow, he had unleashed a side of Katrin that neither of them had known existed. 

As it happened, Katrin’s planned return to the crate was delayed a day. Peter needed more equipment to provide the scene she outlined for herself. In a way this was desirable, due to the fact that she had decided to go for broke. 

She wasn't quite sure if it was her own idea, or one placed in her mind by that strange cat, but Katrin had decided she wanted to experience a stay of forty-eight hours in her world of tormented bliss. 

At first Peter was adamant that he wouldn’t allow it, but Katrin persisted, almost begging in her desire to experience this ultimate challenge. At last he relented, and before he knew it, he had also agreed to fit it in with a business trip that would take him overseas for the two days in question. Katrin wanted to be alone. Alone with that merciless cat, and no hope of reprieve. 

But for such a special event, there had to be careful planning for safety and other considerations. 

For a start, the crate would have to be installed in the shed. Being virtually empty and constructed of asbestos, there was no fire risk at all. Secondly, Katrin would have to go without food and drink for the preceding twelve hours to ensure that her system was fully drained. To be secured as she had requested, and then discover a need to go to the bathroom would ruin the whole thing and turn her stay into two days of genuine torture. 

The day arrived at last. Peter had been working almost continually to get everything ready, watched over by a cat whom he had no idea may be a little more interested than her nonchalant demeanour would have him believe. 

Some of Katrin’s requests had been difficult to achieve, but finally he had worked them out. He'd also added a few extra ones of his own. Well, if she really wanted to try such an exacting experience, he may as well throw in a few of his own more exotic ideas. 

Katrin appeared, bathed, and toileted, looking somewhat apprehensive, but determined. With her outer rubber covering freshly washed and polished, she was a stunningly erotic apparition, and Peter instantly became fully committed to the coming event. It was going to be the fantasy of a lifetime to prepare such a woman for this incredibly testing adventure! 

Katrin lay face down on the bed as requested, and taking a deep breath Peter went to work on her. The problem of her slightly mobile feet he had finally solved, and in a most novel way! 

His first task was to band Katrin’s legs together with the usual encircling bands, incorporating at the same time, the alloy former which had been extended to run from neck to the back of her knees. Another strange feature was a hole in the metal, roughly at buttock level where the device curved to follow the line of her rounded nates and then flowed into the thighs. 

Folding up her banded legs, he taped the heels of her stilettos into a single unit. It took many layers to reach the shape he wanted, but finally the twin eight inch spikes had become a single rounded entity, roughly the size and shape of a large phallus, except that it tapered outward at the flare of the heel roots. Over this he worked a tight, thick rubber sleeve that had a closed end. The result was to look as if Katrin had a dildo sprouting from the base of her shoes. 

Now came the difficult part, which he wasn't sure Katrin would be entirely happy about, but would have to accept if she wanted full immobility. 

With much straining and manoeuvring, Peter managed to locate the end of the heel-dildo through the hole in the steel by forcing Katrin’s ankles back into a rather strained bend. His task was made more difficult due to the fact that he also had to slide a ring-ended strap over the dildo, after it had passed through the steel, then thread the strap down between Katrin’s nates as he progressed. With great care, and mindful of Katrin’s tacit acceptance of his plan, he carefully straightened the ankles as he pressed her calves down to meet her thighs. The result was that the heeldildo slid smoothly between her already tight nates and entered the virgin ring of her rear passage. 

Katrin gasped, but then told him to continue as she adjusted to this new and slightly unpleasant intrusion. 

The heels progressed slowly inward until calves met thighs, and heels pressed deeply into buttocks. The stiletto-dildo had almost vanished completely, and was now nestling a full six inches deep inside Katrin’s tight, dark passage. 

Working quickly, Peter consolidated the position by adding banding along the whole length of the folded limbs. As he worked, Katrin found the side thrust on her tender orifice reducing to zero. The bands were taking over the task of suppressing her lower limbs natural desire to spring upward and release the tension caused by compression of calves and thighs. 

Leaving the lower body, Peter now began his attack on the arms and torso. Again he used the normal encircling bands for the basic restraint, and Katrin was puzzled that he wasn’t using his special narrow steel bands for the crisscrossed system. 

Peter bade her be patient and continued, folding her arms into a fingerto- shoulder configuration, and securing them firmly in position with more excruciatingly tight bands encircling the whole torso and upper arms. Additional sliding bands affixed to these torso cinchers were snapped to the wrists, forearms, and biceps, then tightened to maintain them in position. 

Now Peter brought out his favourite network of ultra thin steel bands, arranged to crisscross and reduce Katrin to a quilted effigy of immovable rubber. 

Working steadily, he meticulously arranged each band exactly where he wanted it, and cinched it down to bone breaking tension. It took an hour in all, but at the end of it Katrin found herself compressed and banded to almost double the level she had experienced before. 

As Peter re-checked each band, Katrin happened to glance across at Samantha, perched on the dressing table and watching every detail of her toy’s reduction to immobility. 

They locked eyes, and the big cat stared fixedly at her toy-thing. Curling out her pink tongue, she slowly ran it around her mouth in a manner that suggested she was watching the preparation of a tasty feast. Katrin couldnthelp feeling that the cat was visualising a feast of sadistic pleasure, rather than food; and that she was the feast! 

Her mons twitched uncontrollably in anticipation of the coming confinement, when the big cat would get its wish. 

Lying patiently, she saw Peter consult his list of instructions, then return to the bands crisscrossing her rump. The bands were reduced more and more, ratchets clicking loudly as he pandered to Katrin’s desire to have these luscious mounds squeezed into total submission. The bound 

woman felt the latent sexual heat beginning to rise as her normally resilient and much sought after bottom was crushed ruthlessly into a deeply ridged series of thrusting, hardened rubber squares. 

Peter finished the work, and Katrin knew that the powerful muscles of her buttrocks Were now useless to her. They were Caged and Compacted into total submission. 

She felt movement behind her, and for a second, glimpsed a pair of small, steel screw adjusters in Peter’s hand, then the vibrations in her toes informed her that they were being attached to the rings at the extremities of her shoes. Another vibration on the waist section of the steel former told her where the other end was going to be. 

The bottle screws turned, and her toes were pulled remorselessly downward. The final position was so strained that the soles of her feet were actually compressed into the already compacted and solid form of her imprisoned buttocks. A band went over the outer surface of her feet and was tightened until her previously tensioned toes were crushed forcefully together and driven deeply into the already tightly squeezed cleft of her upper buttock region. The effect was to press the existing crisscrossing network underneath right into her cleft, and draw the remaining visible bands to a bar taut cinching net of steel. 

“Like it?” Peter asked. Katrin nodded. It was perfect. Her whole rear end and feet were a single mass of solidly contained, sumptuously curving, muscle and bone, impotent and useless for anything other than to give voyeuristic pleasure to an onlooker. 

Next came the special device, seemingly requested by the telepathic cat. Peter rolled Katrin over, pleased at the plank-like feeling the whole assembly gave off as it flipped over and flopped flatly on to the bed. There was no longitudinal or lateral flexing of any kind. Katrin was a solid object! 

For a couple of minutes she was left alone as he fetched more equipment, and casting her eyes to the cat, Katrin saw a growing shine of malicious anticipation in Samantha’s stony stare. 

Peter returned, and for half an hour was engrossed in the tricky task of removing the velcro fasteners from her mons, finally straightening with the pouting, sexual mouth left open and inviting. The bonded suit approached to within a quarter-inch of the moist inner lips, but Peter needed the whole thing encased in rubber for his intended plan. A small, saucer shaped section of thin, moulded latex was the answer. 

Her entire mons was coated with a powerful, ammonia based glue, and the saucer cap stretched tautly over the whole mound, its edges nestling neatly into the creases bordering the mound of love. The glue snatched the latex greedily, bonding instantly to form a tight, permanent seal over her love lips. 

Satisfied, Peter retrieved the other end of the strap ringed to her heeldildo, and he pulled it through the tight crevice of her crotch, attaching it to a strange, steel wire basket affair at its end. The wired form of the contraption had microscopic adjusters inserted into almost every bar of its construction. 

A band was drawn up across Katrin’s lower abdomen, and affixed to the heavy waist encircling band, already deeply embedded into her flesh, and almost cutting her into two sections. The small band was drawn taut, and Katrin felt the wire basket draw tightly over her generous love mound. 

 

Peter began the final adjustments, as Samantha looked on with something that could only be described as gleeful anticipation. Katrin shivered slightly as the cat licked its lips again. She knew the cat hated her love mound ever since it had allowed her to escape from torment the last time! Samantha’s eyes shone as she watched the fleshy mound that was her arch enemy being put into a staggeringly effective bondage, designed to ensure it remained muted and helpless in the hands of a sadistic, vengeful gaoler. She noticed the twitches as the mound-thing tried to avoid the approaching doom, and she enjoyed feeling its despair. The mound-thing had double-crossed her last time and unlocked the door, releasing all the boiling torment she had so carefully amassed in her toy-thing. Now she would have her revenge. It had been sentenced to imprisonment, locked away were it could do no harm. The mound-thing would be rendered helpless until Samantha chose to give it her full and undivided attention. The two side bars running either side of Katrin’s caged love mound drew tight and sank deeply into her crotch, squeezing her fleshy lips out into a single, highly enhanced and bulbous, clefted protrusion. One by one, the tiny crisscrossing wires began to tighten and bite deeply into the resilient flesh of Katrin’s already super heated love-lips, compressing, ridging and extruding them into mini, rubberized diamonds. By the time it was fully adjusted, Katrin’s pride and joy was reduced to an impotent, rubber covered bulge. Itlooked for all the world as if she had a small, black pineapple buried in her love nest, with only the outer half showing! It was hard to believe that it actually was her love nest! 

For the first time, Katrin understood the devilish nature of Samantha’s request. That captive mound would throb and burn with superheated lust, but it was powerless to move or pulse and release the dreadful surges of energy pouring into it. Already she was struggling to conceal the gasps of masochistic excitement bubbling fiercely in her crotch as she contemplated the feeling of her caged mound. 

It would just sit there like an unexploded bomb. Entombed in a wire prison, being pumped to higher and higher pressure with every torment the wilful cat exacted upon her twitching form. Even the cage itself would add its own contribution as her body pressurised the mound with pumping, hot blood, and forced the fleshy mound to expand still further through the containing mesh. As the hours of torment dragged by she would be ever conscious of its exposed and extruded vulnerability, dreading the moment when the cat decided to exact revenge. 

Suddenly Katrin understood Peter’s cunningly contrived torment. The ringed strap had provided her with a way to move the cage on her mons and massage her caged love-lips. But then his design had thwarted this possible release from torment by inserting the stilettos into her rear passage and banding her feet down into total compression. The lustful heat in her body continued to rise with each discovery about her new configuration. 

The collar slipped about her neck and was finally locked shut after much neck stretching and positioning. A metal plate set at the back was bolted to the hinged top section of the back frame. Now came the huge sound absorbing gag, followed by the inflatable hood. But first Peter added a new idea. Soft rubber ear plugs were carefully pressed into her ears through the tiny holes of her bonded suit, then gently manipulated deep into her hearing passage. Even without the helmet, the sounds of activity around her were reduced to distant barely audible vibrations. The helmet appeared and began to descend around her head. 

As her vision was blocked out, Katrin felt a small flash of fear as her final sight was of the cat wearing what can only be described as an evil, anticipatory, triumphant grin. 

But it was too late now, the helmet had snapped closed around her collar and was inflating. It had already squeezed her head in awesome compression as it reached full pressure. 

Katrin lay silent and still as Peter added a device which was for his own pleasure, and to enhance the overall image of his creation. 

It was another wire cage, fitted over the round sphere of Katrin’s encapsulated head, and drawn down to bite into the inflated rubber. A large steel base collar incorporated in the cage, locked around Katrin’s other collar, almost hiding it from view; then it too was bolted securely to the back frame. 

Now she had another fully shaped pineapple to match the smaller version in her crotch. Peter connected another screw adjuster to the wire head frame, and winched the bulbous head back tightly. Reaching for a spanner he tightened the bolted swivel section of the frame locking it into position. 

For Katrin it was already too late to back out. Even if she was protesting right now, no-one would know that the tiny movements she had left were not just ripples of pleasure. 

Picking up the quilted, silent object he hung it from a waiting stand. Grasping the hanging rubber sheathed breasts, he began work on the final item of her unique apparel. 

The first band around the roots of Katrin’s ample breasts was adjusted to a ridiculously small size, expanding its cinched captives into bursting balls of tormented flesh. Tiny ripples in the surface of the quilted body told him that Katrin was fighting to stop this awesome abuse of her tender breasts, and he was pleased to note that so far, those tiny ripples were all she could manage by way of reaction. 

The cat watched intently, as further narrow bands of torment were added at half inch intervals, starting at the top of the cinched globe and moving steadily downward to mould each breast into an elongated, oval sausage that was ridged with a series of tight, bursting bulges. The black, trussed body continued to ripple, and the bulges protruding through the many crisscrossing bands seemed to attain a slightly higher prominence. But that was the extent of animation achieved by the furiously protesting Katrin. Samantha came over and, inspecting the breasts, made a low growling noise and nudged them with her head. 

“You want them tighter?” asked Peter. The cat emitted a single purr. Peter shrugged and tightened the adjusters more. The cat studied the immensely powerful ripples running through the rest of the trussed form at this increased abuse and seemed satisfied. Stalking off she resumed her watchful supervision from the top of the dressing table. 

Peter slapped one of the finished breasts then squeezed hard on a bloated nipple as he checked the movement of his buttock-foot arrangement. The heel socketed feet didn't move at all, and the powerful muscles of her horrendously compressed buttocks simply bulged a fraction more as Katrin’s massive struggle to escape the pinching fingers was effortlessly contained. 

The next hour was a tedious exercise in painting. Peter had mixed a chemical preparation of exquisite delicacy to cats. This had been added to a tasteless, non toxic glue. Katrin’s whole encapsulated form was to receive a liberal coating of this exotic brew. He paid special attention to the bursting nipples and that caged love mound. Several layers would guarantee that all of these areas received prolonged manipulation by the rasping tongue of their pet. 

Finishing all he had intended, Peter realised that a small amount remained in the tin. He looked the packaged toy over then, using the swivel arrangement on the dressing stand, tipped it up until the bulbous head was at the bottom, and the bent knees pointing to the ceiling. He locked the swivel and then wickedly poured the rest of the goo into the funnelled indent surrounding the vanishing heels. [t would take Samantha a lot of work to reach that little pocket of joy he thought; realising that the silent package would have felt the extra addition and come to the same awful conclusion. He left the package in its inverted position to allow the gluey mix to thicken and prevent it running back out. 

Inside her dark silent prison, Katrin felt the mass hardening to form a solid mass, horrified at the thought of the trauma she would endure as it was slowly removed in the near future. She tried to express her horror, but it was useless. Her body had been reduced to a silent, static mass. The glue only took about fifteen minutes to set, but it would resist the removal of that tasty mix for a long time. He spent the waiting time checking Katrin’s form in detail, adjusting and fine-tuning the whole arrangement. With virtually every band he managed to gain an extra half inch of restriction. 

Finally he leaned back. It was finished. His silent creation was ready for her box. 

Peter released the swivel lock and allowed the package to return to the horizontal. For a while he just simply knelt alongside the pendant object savouring the heady sight of a woman reduced to such a totally helpless package. The buttock area was a particularly pleasant sight. 

He was entranced by the vision of those hugely compressed nates, and especially the way the flaring tops of the implanted heels speared into the squeezed cleft, forming a super-tight, curving edge to the surrounding, all enveloping rubber sheathed bottom of his beautiful, ultra contained wife. It was the sort of effect one would get by pushing a finger into the surface of an inflated balloon. The fact that this monstrously conceived foot-dildo continued deep inside Katrin’s warm, succulent body brought a hot flush to his cheeks. It was a wickedly successful way of making sure her feet stayed completely still. But he doubted that Katrin would be so impressed by his idea in two days time, or even a few hours for that matter, once Samantha got to work. 

Laying down, Peter inspected the underside of his completed work, his eyes naturally being drawn to the mini pineapple nestling in Katrin’s front cleft. Experimentally he flicked the segmented, super sensitive mound with his finger nail, and was pleased at the dull, thunking sound it produced. The main body of the gleaming black package above him twinkled and sparkled with new light as thousands of tiny, rippling movements animated its surface. 

Peter grinned and flicked the mound again, instantly producing a new crop of flickering ripples. It was so gratifying to know that this was all Katrin would be able to achieve no matter what torments were inflicted upon her. Already she would be screaming for release inside that silencing helmet as those two simple flicks ignited a roaring, fully contained furnace of feeling in her caged love mound. She would surely be regretting her folly at suggesting that the thing should be so effectively controlled, and later when Samantha had her way, she would curse the fact that her feet were connected to the cage. 

The potential to move the caged mons and gain her sexual release was there, but there was no way she could use it. The tender socket of her own body was stretched tightly around her heel-dildo, and that would prevent even a millimetre of movement. 

Peter turned his head as he felt Samantha draw alongside him. “Well, what do you think Samantha? Do you think you'll be able to handle this new design?” 

Samantha purred and moved forward to caress his cheek with hers, at the same time flicking her tail aloft in a vertical pillar. The tail came to rest against the mini-pineapple, and Samantha nonchalantly flicked the tip back and forth. 

The cinched human package above burst into flickering, minute ripples of frantic activity. The fearsome compression of Katrin’s love mound had turned its taut surface into a super-sensitive receiver of even the slightest touch. Peter watched in amazement as Samantha’s tail flicking became intense, already he was feeling a surge of pity for the cat’s toy-thing. This evil moggy was inspired. The damned thing knew exactly what it was doing to the helpless human creature above, and yet it just stood there calmly torturing the rippling, delectable package with sensations that would soon send it into a contained explosion of frenzied torment and unattainable conclusion. 

For a few minutes Peter watched as the bursting mons bulged fractionally in a myriad of tiny, contained movements. Katrin’s whole cinched form barely moved, and yet it was admitting powerful pulses of almost tangible force. She was exploding into a screaming, unfulfilled morass of sexual energy as the flicking tail pulverised her defencelessly offered sex-mound in a flurry of cool, calculated torment. 

Samantha moved off, swiping at one of the tubular cinched boobs on the toy-thing’s chest as she passed, producing a similar thunking sound to the caged love mound. 

She had demonstrated her obvious competence in these matters, and the rest of her itinerary was confidential. They were trade secrets to be shared only with a helplessly silenced toy that was incapable of divulging her skilful methods. 

There were several hours to kill before Peter left to catch his flight, and he felt that he should at least sample some of the voyeuristic delights of his creation before he consigned Katrin to her crate; and of course, the somewhat dubious safe custody of Samantha. He stood back and studied the silent, cinched parcel of erotica, then deciding on a course of action moved forward to adjust its position. 

Releasing the swivel lock, he rapidly spun the rippling thing the other way up, then locked the swivel. The effect was devastating. He was confronted by the most incredible vision of proffered female ever devised by man. Samantha’s toy had become a shimmering, slightly curved table-top of taut cinched rubber. But the table was already laid with the everything a man could want for a feast. 

At the one end were two, almost vertical towers of pulsing, vibrant womanhood. A series of what appeared to be stacked, ballooning innertubes formed each column of pure pulsing joy, and were topped by nugget like caps of jutting, ultra sensitive, extruded nipples. It was a pity they weren't perfectly vertical; the awesomely strained arm cinches were forcing the chest out and aiming the two towers at diverging targets on the ceiling. But he already knew how to remedy that small detail. He allowed his eyes to stray downwards to the crotch, and encountered a sight that made his knees go wobbly. The caged love mound was like the dome of St Paul’s cathedral, a monument erected to woman’s sexuality that graced the black rubber horizon with a staggeringly exotic outline. The mound was pulsing vigorously with latent power. As he watched the lattice work of the surrounding steel structure seemed to sink into the surface, and he realised that his gaze could be felt by the flexing, packaged woman. Katrin was obviously angry that he had altered the plan. She was supposed to go straight into the crate, not be used as his ornament. The fact that he was using her for his own voyeuristic enjoyment without her being able to prevent it, was making the mound swell with sexual excitement. 

Peter decided to risk her wrath when she was finally released, but at the moment she had no say in the matter. At the moment she was not a person with opinions, she was an it! 

It was just a compressed parcel containing pure essence of woman, a dehydrated, concentrated, sealed package of sex, stored for use whenever and however he chose to activate it. Admittedly a magnificently shaped parcel, but still just a parcel for all that. And so she would remain until he chose to unwrap her. That time was a long way off, and right now there were alterations to make. He left the cinched package offered on its stand whilst he fetched more equipment. 

Samantha was lying full length between the savagely banded thighs when he returned, her nose an inch from the pulsing mound. She was licking her lips and staring fixedly at the dome of Katrin’s sex, daring it to try and escape from its cruel containment so that she could pounce and prevent its release. 

Peter grinned, amused at the way Samantha regarded the mound as a separate life form; a sort of parasitic animal that lived in Katrin’s crotch and controlled the host body with pleasure. He left her to enjoy her little game while he made the alterations. The first task was to remove the cinching bands nearest to the nipple nodules of both breasts, then replace them with almost identical bands before re-cinching the ballooning ends. The new bands differed only in that they each had three small rings on their outer circumference, all equally spaced. 

He positioned two of them facing each other across the massively deepened cleavage caused by the artificial extension of her re-modelled boobs. He attached a steel bottle-screw adjuster to the two bands, thus bridging the gap between each tower of joy. The screw was tightened, and the towers drew into line. Two perfectly parallel columns jutting rigidly upward rewarded his efforts. The tiny, knurled, locking devices on each end of the adjuster were tightened, and the rod became an inflexible, nonswivelling connection between the two bands, rigidly connecting the two units into a united, twin edifice. 

Four thin, steel guy wires were attached to the remaining rings, two each to the outermost rings of each tower. Another adjuster added to each provided the means to draw them taut. These were connected in splayed form to bands encircling the body at the outer edges where they disappeared around the other side. The towers were now equipped with the same sort of guy-rope configuration one would expect to see on a ridge tent. 

Tightening all the guy wires in small steps, Peter steadily drew them to an equal tension. He stopped and inspected the result. The wires were tight, and all four were pitting their strength against the unyielding bar between the towers. The wires were tightened more, and because they couldn’t move outward, the cinched towers began to compress. By the time Peter stopped, the balloons created by the cinches in each breast had flattened to form a partly squashed pile of stacked inner-tubes. The cinching bands were by now almost invisible between each ballooning section of moulded breast! 

The parcel didn’t approve. He could tell that by the hugely increased bulging ripples in the spaces between the packaged body’s banding. But Samantha did. She rose from her predatory vigil by the mound, and sauntered along the rippling human table-top to inspect the new configuration. Her purring approval was clearly understood as she turned and placed her flicking tail between the towers. 

Peter felt his groin grow hot as he watched the sensitive turrets vibrating under the onslaught. Experimentally, he gripped the bridging bar and tried to move it. The two towers moved as one. Whatever one tower experienced would be transmitted faithfully to the other. A most satisfactory arrangement. 

 

The package was now fully wrapped. Peter sat himself down and just enjoyed the view. Samantha continued to give the silent toy-object a small taste of things to come as she lashed the bulging towers unmercifully with her tail. 

The effect was clear to see in the strong morning light reflecting off the rubber. The towers were vibrating strongly with each blow, and the parcel as a whole was rippling with suppressed muscle movements. It was obvious that the hidden occupant of that tormented, seething package was already bitterly regretting her request for the compressive containment of her pulsing sex mound. The thing was alive with frustrated activity, caged and impotent as it thrashed in agonising torment, fuelled by the incredibly pleasant vibrations draining down from the vibrating towers above. 

Peter rose and went to fetch some coffee from the kitchen, returning to find that Samantha had ceased her tail activity, and had now forced her large, furry body under the joining bar and between the towers. She was just simply lying there cleaning her front paws, with the over-stressed, bowing towers clamped around her body like a black, bloated life-belt. Peter almost dropped the cup as he viewed Katrin’s novel use as a body warmer. The cat was a demon. Katrin would be feeling every tiny ripple of the cat’s body, amplified into shattering vibrations of arousal by her own tortuously distorted breasts. The full impact of their offered vulnerability would by now be terrifyingly evident. 

Peter watched for a time, sipping his coffee as he thought back over the last few days. Who could have thought a week ago that he would be witnessing his own beautiful wife reduced and compacted into such a staggering vision of sexual excitement; and at her own bidding to boot! Peter decided it was time to install his creation in her sound proof storage, and disconnecting the swivel lock, he paused as Samantha prised herself out of the boob-vise and jumped clear. Then spinning the human package over he lifted the suspension tube from the stand and placed the package on the bed. There he wrapped the whole thing in a sheet, before carrying it down the garden. The sheet prevented any watching neighbours from seeing Katrin’s immobilised passage to the den of ultimate torment. 

Peter found that the stiffened package was easy to carry, tucked under one arm. As a result he had almost forgotten by the time he reached the shed that the parcel was actually a living female. Without his intimate knowledge of the contents of the sheet, he could have been fooled into thinking it was a step-ladder or some other similarly inert item. 

Rapidly installed on her new suspension, Katrin hung incapable of sound or movement as the final preparations were made. 

Small wires running under many of her rump bands were passed up through the tube where Samantha couldn’t get at them. The wires were connected to tiny, flat sensors fixed to the inner surfaces of the bands. Once connected they would relay electronic details of the awesome contractions in Katrin’s powerful buttock muscles to a small collector outside the crate. This in turn would convert the messages to encrypted radio signals and broadcast them via a powerful transmitter. 

Peter completed his connections, and switching on the small pocket receiver, he glanced at the dial on its front. The needle was hovering in the orange sector. Already Katrin was exerting immense pressure with her muscles to try and escape from the terrible ordeal of torment and ecstasy she had been prepared for. With this device Peter would be able to see from afar just how much she was suffering. 

In fact, with this arrangement, he would see more than if he stayed to watch. Reduced as she was, Katrin would give little visible indication of her true level of torment. She would remain to all intents and purposes a silent cinched block of rubber. Only a sadistic cat endowed with acute hearing and a natural sixth sense could read and understand the language of that silently transmitted torture. 

Samantha usually sensed the fear of her prey, long before she heard or saw it. Just as now, she could feel the mounting fear in the silent package. The 

human-thing was already begging and screaming in her mind to be spared the inescapable torment planned for her. 

Peter finished with the final connection. A small tube that passed into the porous sound absorbing material of the gag’s mouth expanding plug. A two pint container would slowly seep a mixture of water and high energy food concentrate into Katrin’s mouth. 

It was prepared by a dietitian and carefully judged to be sufficient to supply enough energy to the trussed form. Being fibre content free, it had the advantage of not producing any of the normal messy waste. The whole input would be absorbed as energy and water replacement for the two day period. 

Reaching under the pendant form, Peter thunked the wire erected towers three times as a prearranged message that he was finished. He made as if to close the lid, but was seized by a mischievous irresistible desire. He reached under and gripping the hot pulsing pineapple of her mons, he pumped it powerfully, feeling it swell alarmingly at his welcome abuse. Then grinning to himself, closed and locked the lid. Katrin was on her own now. 

Samantha made for the cat-flap intent on starting her planned torment as soon as possible, but Peter scooped her up, and then slipped the bolt onto the flap. 

“Not yet Samantha. You'll get your chance soon. I just want to have my fun first. Let her stew for a bit while I get packed, then when I'm ready to go you can have her all to yourself. By then she should be really receptive after a long dose of suspense.” 

The cat looked at him with a re-appraising stare. Perhaps she'd underestimated these humans. Perhaps they did understand the exquisite pleasure that could be extracted from a helpless victim by allowing it to suffer in a sea of agonising suspense. It was a psychology she intended to use herself, now that the toy-thing was hers for a whole two days. 

Samantha considered the wait. About right she thought. The when he was going away. The toy-thing would be screaming for release by then, and anything Samantha did would be a welcome relief from the uncertainty. The rippling package would instantly know that release wasn’t coming as soon as it felt Samantha’s first touch. The knowledge that she was doomed to be at the mercy of a cat for two whole days would test the new restraints to the full. 

Samantha slipped out whilst Peter was packing. She had things to arrange. Peter never even noticed shed been gone when he finally returned to unbolt the cat-flap on the crate. Samantha was there, waiting eagerly as the bolt slipped back. She gave the man’s leg a quick rub of affection, and then vanished inside. 

Peter hesitated a second, tempted to have one last look at the rippling package inside, then with a shrug, he turned and was gone. As he drove to the airport, he remembered the receiver, and taking it out, flipped the on button. 

The needle was out of the orange and into the lower red section. Samantha was already at work. Lower red seemed a reasonable level of muscular activity, but Peter knew differently, at this level Katrin was already screaming and straining in massive convulsions of tormented ecstasy. 




CHAPTER EIGHT THE TOY-THING 

Samantha had entered the box, and then spent the first half hour containing her own desire to physically abuse this toy-thing. Curbing these delightful temptations she contented herself with a psychological approach, simply walking around and under the black parcel. Her tail was erect, and she used it to let the toy-thing know she had arrived by allowing it drag tauntingly across the rippling rubber as she strolled around. The powerful, silent emanations of distress rose rapidly as the toy-thing realised that her fate was sealed. Peter had gone and she was alone with that inventive cat. 

Samantha found that she was continually drawn to stare at the moundthing underneath in the vee of her human-thing’s legs, all tightly caged up and completely impotent. The cage was a deliciously cruel device, and she loved to study it and savour the terrible torment its incapacitating grip was destined to give the helpless toy-thing. She knew that the mound was an important object, and was well aware that the slight flexing and bulging it had managed last time had engineered her toy’s release from torment. There would be no such release this time until she, Samantha the cat, decided the toy-thing could be allowed a reward. 

Samantha moved on and stopped at the quivering, cinched stumpy sausages jutting rigidly down from the toy-things chest. She whacked them a couple of times each with her paw, and was amused when they refused to swing, but merely vibrated a few times before coming to rest. She was pleased. In this condition they would be far more receptive to the exquisite torment she intended to inflict upon them. 

The increased tension and torsioning effect of the multiple banding had stretched the skin excruciatingly tight, and robbed the root area of any elasticity that could dampen the effects. Samantha noticed an interesting side effect of this increased cinching. The hard nobbly things on the end of each toy had enlarged to huge proportions with the internal pressure, some of it caused by the cinching, and some by the toy-thing’s anticipation of what was to come. 

She gripped one tightly with her teeth and lifted herself clear of the crate floor. Then with sadistic glee, began to jerk and swing her lithe body violently from side to side. 

Samantha enjoyed her fun for a few minutes, waiting until the quilted black toy-thing was rippling and bulging all over. She could hear the faint distorted screams of torment, butignored them until she had attained the level of surface activity she required. 

She dropped clear as the human-thing reached full operating level, now displaying thousands of animated ripples and bulges, and producing creaking sounds from the infinitesimally moving bands. That should do, now it was just a matter of keeping the human-thing at this mindbending level. 

The cat-flap lifted. Ah! Good! The contract labour she arranged had arrived. 

Katrin surged and pulsed in superheated torment, unaware that she was surrounded by six more cats, now being instructed by Samantha. Positioned with her erect tail against the caged mons, then proceeded to keep her toy-thing at fever pitch with a few simple effortless flicks. 

 

Samantha lost concentration as she communicated with the other cats, then sensed a slight drop in the horrendous muscle straining efforts above her as she forgot the tail flicking. 

Without even bothering to turn her head, she casually gave the caged mound-thing a few waspish flicks with her tail. Samantha paused in her yowling dialogue with the other cats and waited as the activity above increased to normal operation, before continuing with the instructions. 

It gave her great pride to allow the other cats see her control the suspended human package with such ease, and just to satisfy her own feeling of mastery over the toy-thing, she increased her activities and flicked the tail viciously for a while, whipping the errant mound up to a frenzy of pulsing activity. The sounds of creaking restraints and rippling, overstressed rubber from above escalated to suitably frantic levels of punishing exertion. That would teach the human toy-thing not to slow down without permission. It must learn to obey or suffer the consequences. 

She knew that the other cats would also be able to hear the muted screams caused by this exquisitely arousing torment, and they would marvel at her authority over the human-thing. She continued with the instruction of the other cats and maintained her tail-whipping admonishment as she spoke, apparently totally indifferent to the torment of the massively straining toy-thing above. 

Samantha knew she couldn’t keep the toy-thing at this level for two days on her own, so she was delegating various operations to the other cats. ‘Two areas of operation were strictly her own. The mound-thing she was at present flicking viciously with her tail, and the big bulging hump on the top, with the impaling heel-dildo was also her sole preserve. All other areas, they could share between themselves, but although allowed to have all the delicious tasting licking treats, they were only allowed to feed when she said. She couldn’t have the human-thing going out of control, and if too many tongues got to work at the same time, this could well happen. 

Samantha felt it was now time to increase the toy-thing’s enjoyable rippling and bulging. Enjoyable to her, sheer mindless torment for the toy-thing. 

She called in the first shift, two were to pummel and play with the jutting sausage toys underneath, whilst another two began to strip the food from those hard nobbly things on the ends. With the sausage things so hard and unmoving it was possible to do both. Meanwhile, the remaining two cats would have to wait. They were the reserves. 

Instructing the eager helpers to wait whilst she re-positioned herself for a clear view of the caged mound-thing she teased and tormented so unmercifully. Samantha wanted to watch and enjoy seeing this caged adversary trying to burst free of its confines as the toy-thing realised that there was more than one cat in control of her helpless form. With a particularly severe final tail lashing, she moved so as to see the caged mound-thing more clearly, noting gleefully that the muted sounds of distress caused by her lesson in obedience were bordering on horrendous. She motioned the team forward and watched carefully as the multiple attack on Katrin’s breasts began. 

For a second all the rippling and pulsing stopped, then suddenly it resumed with an awesome ferocity. The toy-thing had suffered a massive shock as four separate sets of malicious paws and mouths began to molest her aching, superbly presented breasts. Then the realisation had hit her, and with it the knowledge that the ordeal she had visualised was but a minor event to the one that Samantha had secretly orchestrated. 

The toy-thing was really exploding into action as the masochistic instincts within poured petrol on the already blazing fire of lust. 

Samantha lay down and relaxed. She could rest a while now and watch the interesting mound-thing. It was already swelling alarmingly, and minute movements in the bulging, caged surface were becoming quite noticeable. There was no doubt that it was making monumental efforts to break free and release the mighty explosion of lust bottled up inside, but without movement it simply wasn’t possible. Samantha was so pleased. The mound-thing was tamed and under control. Instead of being an instrument of release, it was an instrument of indescribable torment. It was time to increase the torment! 

She rose and prodded the mound-thing just once. Instantly the bulging attempts at escape increased. It was a good feeling to see the struggles. The toy-thing would know that it was Samantha, and would also know that she was watching this caged love mound, enjoying its performance at the expense of its owner. The knowledge that her captive’s superheated lovelips were providing huge levels of sadistic enjoyment to the cat would be sheer ecstatic torment for the masochistic, packaged human-thing. It could do nothing to stop the performance. Only now would the encapsulated human-thing begin to understand that Samantha controlled her, body and soul. 

Steady thunking and slurping sounds were coming from further along, and Samantha knew that the team were hard at work. For the moment, the level of activity within the toy-thing was merely frantic, and this was considered to be an acceptable level by Samantha. But if the contortions of the toy-thing became any more intense, she may have to call them off. For now, it seemed to be performing quite nicely. The human-thing would be kept at this level as punishment for conspiring with the moundthing, and Samantha could continue to enjoy the enormous feelings of distress emanating from the rippling surface. Time for a stroll and have a look-see at other sites of interest. 

Nimbly Samantha sprang up onto the toy-thing’s back, and headed for those nice rounded humps at the middle of the parcel. Like Peter, she loved to see those heels vanishing into the tightly compressed mounds. Samantha stood with forelegs resting on the buttocks, feeling the immensely powerful surges of contained muscle contraction through her paws. It was so satisfying to know that her toy-thing was putting such titanic, straining efforts into her futile fight for freedom. She peered downwards and studied the heels clamped into the buttock cleft, held firm by the fleshy vise of useless, compressed muscle. She could see the ring on the dildo-heel, and purred with pleasure in the knowledge that the toy-thing couldn’t use it. All it would take would be one pull with the heel-dildo. It would be like pulling a trigger with the toy-thing being maintained so close to the orgasmic precipice. One jerk and the transmitted movement to the mound cage would allow the toy-thing to escape its sentence of prolonged arousal. 

Samantha lowered her head to the vanishing heels, and poking her tongue through the network of steel bands. she reached into the curving neck of the buttock-vise and began to work on the feast deep within the tight cleft of Katrin’s cruelly banded rump. 

The big, smooth rubberized buttock humps trembled violently, and her sensitive tongue could feel the bulging sides of the cleft involuntarily pulsing and massaging the heel-dildo. This was all the toy-thing could achieve in its efforts to try and drive away the excruciatingly exciting torment of the rasping tongue. 

Samantha knew she was driving the rubberized package insane with waves of staggeringly pleasant energy, but she continued anyway. Her ears were picking up the steady thunking and licking from below, and all four of her paws were now sensing the increase in the rhythmic bulging of the cinched squares on the rump. 

It was a symphony of pure sadistic joy for the big cat. The silently exploding package of torment below could be maintained at this level for an hour or more, and all that time she would continue to lick, conscious of the caged and tamed mound-thing underneath her toy, rippling and squirming in its escape proof prison as the pressure just kept steadily rising. 

She jiggled the ring on the heel-dildo with her tongue, the slight movement instantly being transmitted down the securing strap to the caged mound. Just a little indulgence in her hobby of inflicting torment and satisfying her own sadistic pleasure. Katrin would be screaming for her to grip it in her teeth and pull it, but she wouldn’t. That would spoil the whole game and let her toy-thing escape the full scenario. 

In that instant, the toy-thing knew exactly how a descending sky-diver would feel when he discovered some practical joker had sewed the ripcord ring to the parachute pack. 

Samantha called a halt to the breast torment, there was plenty of delicious food left, they would return to those later. But now it was time to rest the toy-thing. 

The reserves were called in and set to work on all the non-explosive areas. This would reduce the toy-thing to a low level, pleasantly undulating, dream-like status. All the time Katrin would be aroused, but at low levels. The explosive forces they had already generated, were stored and waiting to be added to. But rest was essential, or else the toy-thing would break with the pressure. 

They kept the toy-thing like this for four hours, working in teams of two. All the time Samantha patrolled and watched. It was the work of an expert to regulate such refined control. The other six cats were merely labourers with no idea of the exquisite pleasure one could extract from tormenting and torturing such a helpless gift. They would never learn. To them, this parcelled object was merely a human-thing that was safe to approach, and fortunately coated in food. They had no concept of punishment, contained arousal, or sadistic and masochistic pleasure. 

Peter frowned as he looked down at the receiver. What the hell was going on back there? The level of Katrin’s activity had been up to halfway through the red for hours without jerking into the upper red. A brief series of jerks into the red would mean she had orgasmed. Now, without reaching that level, her output from muscle contractions was down to a low green. 

It didn’t make sense. She would screaming with frustration if the meter was right. The damned thing must be wrong. But at least there was an output so she must be alright. It was just that the meter was calibrated wrongly. Those mid reds must have been orgasms. 

He relaxed and returned his mind to the board meeting, leaving the meter propped against his briefcase, visible to him, but out of sight of the others. In a distant crate, the rest was over, and Samantha decided to start the next stage with a bang. Moving below the toy-thing, she reached up and nipped one of the caged mound-thing’s bulges. The black parcel exploded with rippling energy. 

Good! It was awake! Now to power the toy-thing back up to normal levels. 

An all out attack by six cats on the tubular boob-toys soon had the toything bulging and rippling madly, and the caged mound-thing pulsing with energy. 

Samantha returned to her favourite perch and settled down for a snooze. The heavily quilted buttocks were very comfortable, and sent nice, regular squirming feelings through her as they rippled and quivered with constrained power. There was also the added pleasure of being able to open one eye occasionally and just study those bottom-clamped heels vanishing deep into the toy-thing. Samantha only had to see the encircling ring on those heels to savour the pathetic, contained struggles going on at the other end of the strap. For some reason, those vanishing heels, and the ring strap did more to convey the complete control of this toy-thing than anything else. She considered the ring strap and the torment at its other end. 

Let the caged mound-thing suffer. Soon it would learn that Samantha controlled this toy-thing, not a pitifully squeezed, cinched, mound of twitching rubber-coated flesh. 

Squirm and struggle little mound, you can’t win and Samantha likes watching you suffer! 

The tightly secured love-lips were doing their best to prove the big cat wrong. But they were muzzled securely with steel. Clamp-gagged fiercely together in impotent silence, then cruelly cinched and shaped into a bulging monstrosity that stuck far out from the toy-thing’s crotch . If they had been endowed with the power of speech, they would surely have been emitting loud desperate MMMMppphhhing sounds, just like the securely muzzled lips at the other end of the toy-thing. Samantha could imagine the torment as they swelled and pulsed with repressed power. 

But Samantha was tired, and the gentle massage of the contained storm below her soon lulled the big cat into a deep sleep. She awoke many hours later to the steady beat of thunking breasts. Idly she stretched, and looked down to the clamped heels. 

Then suddenly she sat bolt upright. The warm cinched humps below her were still pulsing madly with full power. The team hadn't reduced to rest level after an hour. Seeing their boss asleep they had continued to plunder the tasty meals on the bulging nipples, and play games with the thunking tubular things. Some, unbeknown to the slumbering boss, had sneaked up to the caged mound-thing and stolen some of the untouched treats stored there. The caged mound-thing had protested with titanic pulses, but it had remained safely imprisoned as they worked. 

The mound-thing continued to complain with vibrations and tremors, and at one time tried to squeeze through the bars of its prison to get at them, but this merely made it easier to lick the tasty treat off the enlarged bulges sticking through the mesh. It remained bulging angrily at them as they licked, twitching with rage and pulsating all the time. When they finally stopped, it retreated back into its cage, throbbing sullenly in defeated rage. 

Samantha sprang down angrily, hissing with fury as she ordered an immediate stop, then she turned to the toy-thing and watched it gratefully slow down to a mildly rippling black bundle. Samantha ordered an immediate rest mode for the toy-thing, then went to inspect the damage. 

Everything was still tight and unmoving, but the caged mound-thing was leaking a sticky liquid from a seam in the rubber coating. The liquid smelled familiar to Samantha, like something that all female mammals excrete when they are highly excited and in a sexually receptive mood. Wickedly she looked up to the mound-thing, knowing that it had suffered extreme torment. It was probably filled with huge quantities of this love-liquid that couldn’t escape. Only extreme pressure as it inexorably filled to excess capacity could have forced this dribble past the tightly sealed lips. Samantha was pleased. It would be in exquisite torment by now with this increased pressure. Suffer, mound-thing and acknowledge your mistress. She turned away giving it a contemptuous flick with her tail. But Samantha knew it had been close, another few seconds and it would have won again! 

And so Katrin’s torment continued. She was controlled and cycled through periods of relative calm, to sessions of exploding, contained lust. But she was never allowed to reach an orgasm. Samantha kept her boiling on the edge of the abyss, but eased her skilfully back from the precipice just as she thought she could leap! 

Many times she had tried to jerk the ring on her heel-dildo and end the torment. But the steel bands, and her powerfully cinched buttock-clamp refused to let the heel-dildo move even a fraction. Even if they had, she would still have to overcome the deeply invaded locater socket of her rear passage. The human-thing contained within the pulsing, tormented package screamed and cursed Peter for the sheer genius of his design. But even more, she cursed that rasping tongue digging deep down into the well of her clamping nates. It had to be Samantha. The other cats attacking her magnificently cinched breasts were applying crude power as they beat up the helplessly offered toys. Undeniably it was effective! The pleasurable, masochistic sensation of knowing one’s boobs were powerfully shaped into impossible, vibratingly taut objects, then projected massively outward as an irresistible offering, was enough to produce copious amounts of love syrup anyway. The merest touch on those super-sensitised turrets was like the kiss of a blow torch, especially when in a blinded, deaf condition, unable to anticipate when the next attack would commence. 

To be trussed into total immobility and unable to prevent these same projected objects being slapped around, sucked, nibbled and swung on was explosive, when one knew it was a team of cats, born with a natural gift to torment in the most diabolically uncaring manner. 

But Samantha’s manipulations were subtle and psychological, making them far more devastating. Katrin knew that the big cat was watching her caged love-lips, and if she tried to stop the display, the damned things got hotter and performed even more. It was a vicious circle. When she felt Samantha up on her buttocks, she knew the cat was savouring the sight of that hideously effective dildo-heel arrangement plunging deep into her body. Katrin could sense when Samantha was studying the impaling heels, and automatically her buttocks would tense defensively to try and hide the proof of her helplessness. 

Knowing that this was what the cat wanted to see, she would control the movement if she could. So Samantha would immediately thrust her tongue into the tight-gripping well beside the heels and produce a shattering sensation she couldn’t control. Even though her big buttock muscles were cinched to mercilessly tight compression, the sheer power of the rasping feeling would soon have her uncontrollable nates massaging the cats face as she lapped away at the feast, proving to both herself and the cat that she was completely controlled by outside forces. It was so deliciously humiliating to be a controlled object, forced to give a cat sadistic pleasure. Again the humiliation was another vicious circle given Katrin’s newly discovered, masochistic tendencies. 

Everything Katrin did or felt seemed to rebound on her and produce an even greater arousal. Samantha understood this and used it as a weapon. For the rest of the two days Samantha enjoyed herself switching the toything on and off at will. The toy-thing had given up any attempt at resistance by the end of the first day. Whenever it was being operated at a low level, it responded instantly to any perceived demand. It had learned what Samantha wanted. She had only to settle by the heels, and the delightful bottom-clamp would begin to flex and squeeze as if sucking the heel-dildo. It knew that Samantha liked to watch that, and would keep the exotic display going for as long as the big cat stayed; sometimes hours if Samantha was feeling lazy and bored. 

Katrin felt huge waves of humiliation at the thought of her bottom giving a simulated blow-job to the impaling heels, but she had no choice if she wanted to remain controlled at this low level. 

It must have been extremely tiring, but anything was better than being helplessly re-animated to full power. This was borne out by the fact that the heel sucking movements would become much stronger and more desperate if Samantha started to move away. Obviously a pitiful attempt to distract her and prevent the order for re-animation being given. If Samantha stretched and spread out to sleep, the quilted rump thing would start to pulse gently and rock her to sleep. It was quite clear that the trussed human-thing was trying to appease her and avoid being reanimated into a giant, pulsing mass of contained torment. But Samantha couldn’t be tricked. Time and time again, she would let the human-thing please her, then just when it was thinking that it had won a reprieve, she would order its acceleration to full, searing torment with a callous indifference. 

The continued abuse had its effect. Control of the toy-thing was becoming a refined, predictable science, now that the stored orgasmic energy was reaching critical levels. 

Samantha found that a flick of the tail was all the slumbering, trapped mound-thing needed to begin its cage straining attempts to escape. The toy-thing was ready for the final performance! 

An hour before Peter arrived home, Samantha’s sixth sense had already told her he was coming, and she ordered a complete stop to all activity on the toy-thing. None of the cats were allowed to touch or go anywhere near It. 

Inside her silent, steel banded world, Katrin was devastated. Being a controlled, perpetually writhing, tormented object had become a way of life. Now nothing! No touch, no sensations, no sound. She was afraid. Samantha was up to something big, and the silent waiting became tinged with menace. 

The sword of Damocles was poised to strike, and making her wait for it to fall was an exquisite torment only that devilish cat could use so effectively. But what choice did she have? She belonged to the cat, it could do with her as it wished. 

She would have to wait until the cat decided to switch her on again before there was any chance of relief from the smouldering volcano of her contained lust. All her own methods of sexual and bodily control had been short circuited and cinched into submission. 

Peter arrived home as dusk was falling and, fearing for Katrin, he made his way straight to the shed. Everything was as before. The crate sat silent and waiting with no sign of the fantastic contents it concealed. 

His fingers fumbling with excitement, Peter released the catches and swung the end down to reveal its softly illuminated contents. 

There was Katrin, and beneath her the cat, calmly licking her paws. Katrin seemed exactly as she had been left, a magnificently shaped object of an immensely pleasing nature for all lovers of bound ladies. 

He reached out to touch, and instantly the cat sprang at him spitting and snarling. Peter jerked his hand back in shock then, shouting at the cat, he tried again. The cat raked his hand with sharp claws then leapt below Katrin’s cinched breasts. 

Samantha took one of the bulging nipples into her mouth, lips drawn back and needle sharp teeth showing as she slowly closed her jaw. The black, trussed package rippled violently with pain, and the cat held its grip at that level, emitting a low, blood curdling warning. Peter moved forward a step and Samantha increased the pressure on the nipple, drawing even higher levels of frenetic activity from the toy-thing! Peter held up his hands in defeat and backed away. It was obvious the cat wasn't going to allow him to touch. The threat was clear. Try anything and I’ll bite it off ! Peter sat on a box and tried to decide what to do next, but he was interrupted in his thoughts as six cats appeared from the shadows of the shed and moved into the softly lit interior of the box. His eyes bulged, and instantly he felt a great fear for the safety of his beloved Katrin. 

Helpless as she was, she could be ripped to shreds by these moggies before he could get close enough to do anything. 

It was a stand-off but Samantha, seeing that he posed no threat for the moment, released her grip of the nipple and gave a loud warning snarl. The message was clear. Approach and I'll take it off. 

Peter watched carefully, but felt his fears subsiding. For some reason he knew it was a hollow threat. In his mind he knew that the cat would do the toy-thing no real harm. But she was obviously adamant that he mustn't interfere with her plans. The other cats seemed almost regimented, and were sitting quietly in a row as if waiting for orders. 

Samantha seemed satisfied that Peter was content to watch. Her arched back went down, and the attitude returned to that of a big, soft, lovable pet. 

She stalked around the toy-thing and checked it over, then placed herself below Katrin’s crotch. The other cats now moved forward, four surrounding the vulnerable, cinched tubular toys, and two springing up to stand on Katrin’s buttocks. There they waited doing nothing at all. 

Samantha gave a low growl, and two of the cats below began to paw and stroke the tubular toys. Instantly Katrin’s rubber sheathed form began to ripple gently at the stimulation. Taking out the receiver, Peter watched the needle moving gradually up the green scale as Katrin’s arousal took hold. 

Samantha kept the cats at it for ten minutes, using her own tail to lash at the mound-thing as she directed operations. With another command, she sent in the other two waiting patiently by the tubular toys. Peter watched amazed as they began to suckle both bursting nipples together, whilst the other cats continued to stroke and paw, occasionally licking the bulging curves of those taut, bursting boobs. 

The needle moved up into the orange, and Peter could see that the black form was beginning to writhe and bulge with the powerful sensations that must have already been exquisite. The toy-thing was carefully controlled and kept at this level for another hour. 

Now Samantha sent in the troops waiting up top, and moving forward these two cats pushed their noses between the steel web, and thrusting tongues into the fleshy buttock clamp, they began to lick all around the heel-dildo. 

The toy-thing was now responding with immense, fully contained contractions and massive muscular activity. Katrin was exploding with rampant lust. She was totally out of control, and yet unable to release herself from the torment. Then Peter remembered the caged love mound, and its connection to the heel-dildo, and he felt pity for the tormented woman. He know understood the full magnitude of the fiendish devices he had installed his wife into. Her method of release was right there, and yet it might as well have been a million miles away. The toy-thing simply had to endure until Samantha ordered its release from torment. As he watched he saw Samantha order the speed of manipulation increased, and glancing down, saw the needle surge higher into the red. The toy-thing became a sea of rippling, bulging movements as Katrin was taken higher. Suddenly Peter saw Samantha for what she was. She was the conductor of a great orchestra, and Katrin was the symphony. She was playing the trussed, rubberized instrument with consummate skill. Gradually the writhing, tormented toy-thing was being energised to perform the grand finale. 

 

 

Another hour passed, and Peter was becoming worried at the frantic, frenzied, awesomely contained thrashing of the toy-thing. Surely Katrin couldn’t take much more of this. Another ten minutes passed, and he decided he must do something to end the captive woman’s terrible suffering. He made as if to rise, then froze as Samantha moved and turned around from her tail lashing position. The cat was looking up at the caged love-mound and almost seemed to be enjoying watching its pitiful, twitching throes of convulsive, agonising denial. 

The cat reached up with its mouth and began to lick the inwardly exploding mound, feeling the cinched bulges of its swelling, caged bulk expanding with every slurp. It pulsed and squirmed in the cage, and Samantha stopped her licking and gently began to nibble each bulge of the extruded mound-thing. 

Peter looked at the dial. The needle was off the scale and hammering against the end stop. He looked on, entranced by the unfolding drama being enacted in the crate. Katrin was being skilfully accelerated towards the grand finale. 

Samantha stopped her nibbling and, with a command, altered the assault on the tubular toys. Two cats now gripped the nipples carefully with their teeth and hung their full body weight from them, whilst the other two began to pummel the tormented toys with their paws. 

Samantha seemed satisfied, and after a short resumption of her nibbling, she changed tactics. Now she began to nuzzle her head forcibly against the caged mound, and Peter noticed that one of the cats above had seized the ring on the heel-dildo and was jerking it madly, whilst the other had turned and was systematically nipping each and everyone of the pulsing bulges on the buttocks, its tail meanwhile was thrust into the buttockclamp and twitching madly. 

The watching Peter almost cringed as he witnessed the awesome stimulation now being poured into that captive toy-thing, but he was mesmerised by the whole scene and unable to even contemplate interrupting what must surely be the most fantastic sequence of arousal any woman had ever experienced. He lost track of time, and had no idea how long Katrin endured this mind bending assault before the inevitable conclusion was reached. 

The stand suspending her captive form began to vibrate and rattle as inconceivably powerful shudders ripped through the banded body. Her whole body surface was a quivering mass of dancing, scintillating rubber and tiny, contained, muscular spasms. Suddenly the package was still. It was the lull before the storm. 

The black rippling form seemed to expand until every inch of rubber clad skin bulged obscenely through the network of steel. Remaining in this inflated mode, the form resumed its awesome shuddering. Katrin was exploding inside as all the pent-up forces that had been so carefully nurtured and then stockpiled within her body, were detonated in one cataclysmic, searing burst of orgasmic energy. Exploding was perhaps the wrong word. It was an implosion. Unable to escape in the form of writhing body movements and thrashing limbs, the force was directed inward. It was shredding Katrin in an orgy of unleashed sexual ferocity, but the cats refused to allow her to implode in peace! 

They redoubled their efforts and maintained the toy-thing in its rigid, vibrating, expanded state, and Peter could see the buttock-clamp swelling to almost engulf the heel-dildo completely, then the rubberised fleshy clamp would madly suck the invading shaft with jerking, uncontrollable spasms of exploding ecstasy. A brief relief as the spasm was spent, and then it would explode into action again as the next wave smashed through the cinched body. 

Later, Peter was sure that Katrin’s mega-orgasm had lasted at least ten or fifteen minutes. Nor could he decide whether it was one orgasm, or the collective finales of all the frustrated attempts she had endured for two days, released in a mind bending series consecutive pulses. Anyone who was told of this marathon orgasmic eruption would scoff and claim it was impossible, but he was seeing it with is own eyes. 

With a curse he remembered there was something he must do and, reaching into the discarded briefcase, retrieved his camera. He had to record this fantastic event for Katrin; for the future; for himself! 

So intent was Peter on the task of recording this stupendous event from every conceivable angle, he was oblivious to the fact that the toy-thing was being maintained in an endless, ongoing state of shattering eruptions. A full roll of film ensured that the scene was recorded for ever; and still the toy-thing was expanded into stark, bulging relief, vibrating ever more violently. 

Suddenly there was a stillness. The stand ceased its rattling, the bulging extrusions in the toy-thing’s surface deflated, and the rubberized object became still. Peter stood up, worried that it had all been too much. He moved forward, then pausing, looked down at the cat. 

Samantha purred softly and moved aside; her work was done. Peter could have the toy-thing back now. She had saved the final event for him to enjoy as payment for the loan of his personal toy. Perhaps he had learned from the magic he had been invited to watch. Maybe now he understood the latent power contained within females of all species. Only time would tell. Samantha the cat had done her best. It was up to the man-owner to learn how to release that power himself. 

The other cats climbed down from the silent form and slid away into the darkness as Peter moved closer to the suspended body. He was relieved to see the gentle movements of relaxed respiration. Katrin had finally fainted as she reached a level of experience that was no longer humanly sustainable. He reached forward, and detaching her from the stand, began to release her from the powerful constraints that had shaped and held her so effectively. 

Soon she was free and lay cradled in his arms as he carried her to the house. He took her upstairs and laid her on the bed. Instantly Samantha was there, nuzzling, purring, trying to coax her mistress back to life. The sadistic urges to see this female suffer exquisite torment were gone. They were reserved for the toy-thing in the crate. This unfettered female was her friend. Samantha understood the game of changing roles. If Katrin chose to be returned to the crate, Samantha would enjoy inflicting even greater torment and savour every twitching detail of the contained result. Katrin slowly regained consciousness as Peter freshened her lips and cooled the hot surface of her rubber facial mask with a damp cloth. She opened her eyes and smiled, then reaching out, tenderly stroked the purring cat by her head. 

“Oh! Peter! It was wonderful! It was incredible! And Samantha, thankyou! Thank-you! Thank-you! You wonderful, clever cat!” 

She reached out and picked Samantha up, kissing the purring animal full on its mouth. Samantha reached out and pawed her face gently with a genuine affection. 

“You frightened me when you bit my nipple.” Samantha wowled softly and looked at Peter pointedly. “My fault 'm afraid, Katrin. I was going to release you and spoil the whole thing. I didn't realise the show wasn't finished. It was the only way Samantha could make me stay back.” 

Katrin stroked the cat in a gesture of forgiveness, but her eyes were slowly closing as she drifted into an exhausted sleep of blissful dreams. Peter eased the cat out from her arms and put her down gently. 

She slept solidly for the whole night, drained by her incredible ordeal of the past two days. And all through the night Samantha never left her side. Even food couldn’t tempt her away. Peter fed himself and then joined them both in the bed. 

In the morning Samantha was gone. She had disappeared just as mysteriously as she had arrived the year before. They searched, put adds in the papers, visited stray cat homes; they shifted heaven and earth to find her. But they never did. 

It was a great loss, and Katrin was almost beside herself with grief. The bond formed between the two of them during those two days in the crate was very strong. 

The weeks slipped by, and Katrin finally began to shed her temporary rubber sheath, eventually emerging like a rejuvenated sex goddess with a completely new covering of human skin. 




 CHAPTER NINE F.F.S. ENTERPRISE 

They mourned the loss of Samantha, but Peter decided it was best if they moved her things out of the house and stored them in the shed. It would case the pain if they were not reminded of her every time they went into the kitchen. 

Katrin took the bowls and food containers down to the shed, then she was joined by Peter who had picked up a forgotten cushion Samantha liked to use. As he entered the shed he saw Katrin standing with her hands resting on the crate, and also that a word had been scrawled in chalk on the side. It was Katrin’s writing and it simply said ENTERPRISE, and underneath, as an apparent afterthought was FSS. 

He didn’t understand what it meant so he dismissed it from his mind and approached Katrin who was deep in thought. Putting his arms around her, he comforted her. 

To try and get her out of this spiral of despair, he tried conversing about her new-found desires, and about the silent crate. “How about trying this thing again over the weekend,” he suggested. “I'm sure I can give you just as much fun.” Katrin turned to him shook her head, and a wry smile curved her lips. 

“Oh, Peter! You just don’t understand?” He stood quietly, unsure as to what he should say. Katrin continued, pointing to the scrawled message. “FSS - ENTERPRISE. This is the Female Star-Ship ENTERPRISE. Its voyage to the stars took me where no woman has gone before, to explore strange new worlds and discover new things.” 

“Yes,” Peter interrupted, but stopped as she held up her hand. “You're not Captain Kirk! You could never fly the damned thing. Only a female could instinctively know what levels were possible for another female, and more importantly, when to apply them. A man would never dare fly so close to the Sun! And, anyway, I wouldn’t want you to! “I've explored the universe, I don’t need to do it again. Samantha was something very special, she was almost!” 

Katrin faltered, looking for words to describe something she didn’t fully understand herself. But seeing the look of doubt appearing on Peter’s face, she felt it was wiser not to go further. He wouldn’t believe her anyway if she revealed her own conclusions. Best he just thought of Samantha as a very clever cat. She changed the subject quickly and began to discuss things he would understand. 

“Build me a rocket and we'll fly to the moon. Build lots of different rockets and we'll have fun on local flights, but don’t try to fly the Enterprise. Let’s just leave itas a museum piece to remind us of a fantastic, one-off event.” 

Peter said nothing, but she could see he was hurt. She came forward and spoke softly, offering a consolation prize to sooth his battered heartstrings. “I don’t mind being a museum exhibit occasionally, just so long as you only warm up the engine in the hanger and don’t try to take off!” 

Peter digested this consolation, thinking to himself that once she was installed he could do as he pleased and she would be unable to alter her plight in anyway. It was an attractive thought. As an inanimate package Katrin had no say in the matter. 

But she was offering to share a wondrous gift; a gift that promised a lifetime of ecstasy and blissful companionship. If he was greedy, and tried to take everything, he would lose her. So he gratefully accepted what she freely offered and promised to respect her wishes. 

Months passed and Peter built many rockets of varying designs, and they enjoyed hours of exquisite pleasure together as a result. Katrin, true to her promise, allowed him to refit the warm, vibrant engine of the Starship Enterprise many times, and he even modified the exotic, pulsing power unit with her approval; and made a normal, slip-on rubber suit so that they could have fun any time without the problem of a rubberised wife for weeks afterward. 

Small, clamp-on nipple vibrators were added that enabled him to maintain the engine at tick-over, carefully adjusted to maintain that magnificent hyper-drive in the green zone of the meter. 

Katrin had specified a few hours each time, and Peter interpreted that as six to ten. But she didn’t complain. After simmering gently for hours, she was always ultra receptive when he removed her, and their love-making was very passionate. 

Peter had worried he wouldn't be able to resist the temptation of flying the Enterprise. Instead, he found the power he was entrusted with more than sufficient. 

Katrin was totally helpless and he could keep her banded forever if he so wished. That knowledge was enough to fuel his own fantasies! He chose to caress her gently rippling form and study the flexing bottom as he titillated the throbbing buttock-clamp surrounding the heel-dildo. It was even more exciting now! 

Katrin had suggested enlarging the intrusion of her heel-dildo, and he had designed a much larger slide-over affair that reduced her heels to a single, smooth phallic unit in seconds. As a result her rubber coated nates formed a huge, stretched and indented circle around the flaring roots of the heels. Only the silent Katrin could appreciate the additional effect of her enlarged heel-dildo. But Peter didn't mind that. It was enough to watch the huge, stimulated, bulging black lips of her rubber sheathed bottom, sucking powerfully on that gigantic intrusion. 

Because it was for short periods only, she didn’t mind him tightening the bands even more severely. As a result he could produce the extreme, bulging, quilted effect without the staggering levels of arousal and muscle contortion she endured on that epic flight to the stars. She loved him to stroke the cinched, caged pineapple of her mons, and often complained when she was released that he hadn’t muzzled her sex-lips severely enough. 

Peter loved to just lie beneath her, fondling the gently pulsing mound, savouring the diabolical torment of its fiendishly devised imprisonment. He would have the speaker switched on, relaying her soft, sensuous moaning to his appreciative ears. 

Sometimes he would firmly grasp the pendant breasts and savour the trembling power shimmering through the ultra taut skin. The temptation to abuse them was always there, but he contented himself with just pushing them back and forth with his finger and imagining what he could do with them if he wished. 

For Katrin there was always that deliciously exciting fear that her husband just might crack under the pressure, crank up the engine to full power, and take Enterprise for an extended flight. His hands were on the throttles, and she could do nothing if one day he chose to pull them fully open, accelerating her helplessly towards thrashing levels of torment. At times she actually willed him to do it, but he never did. And in a way she was pleased. It gave her the confidence that she could enjoy her wildest fantasies in safety. 




CHAPTER TEN MEDIEVAL MOGGY? 

The months stretched into a year. Then one day, late in August, Peter was rooting through his briefcase when he came across a roll of undeveloped film. At first he was perplexed, and then he realised it was the long lost film of that staggering evening. The film was sent for processing, and duly the photo’s arrived on his desk. 

He sat studying them for some time, enjoying the images of Katrin’s surreal configuration, and remembering with affection the grand finale he had been privileged to witness. 

But then he began to frown. There was something oddly familiar about these photos, something he'd seen before. He knew that this device was unique, so it must be something else? 

Rising, he went to his photo files, changed his mind, sat down again and drew out the bulky folder of photos sent in by enthusiasts. 

There were over two hundred in all, some of them very old collectors items. The whole collection spanned a period of sixty or seventy years of amateur bondage photography. The file contained the ones he had selected as his personal favourites. 

He spread them out, arranging them carefully so that all were visible, then picking up the clearest photo of Katrin’s contorted arrangement, he began to compare. 

Nothing! There was nothing similar! There were plenty of hog-tie arrangements and a huge variety of other scenes, but nothing like Katrin’s Enterprise. The only comparisons were that they were all of women, bound in very tight bondage, and mostly encased in tight rubber. But that was the extent of the similarity. 

He was stumped. The feeling that he was missing something grew stronger as he scanned the photo’s again. Then he stopped suddenly and began again, comparing the photo of Katrin with all the others. Reaching for a magnifying glass, he studied every photo in minute detail. 

Peter’s face was a picture of disbelief when he finally leaned back into the chair. He'd found the link, but his mind refused to accept it. Every photo, without exception, contained a cat in the background. 

They were large furry cats. In fact, they were all Persian cats; each with the same distinctive, unmistakable markings! 

They were the same cat! The very same cat that had shared a year of their lives. It was the cat he knew as Samantha! 

It was impossible. That meant that Samantha had to be at least sixty years old to appear in all those photos. A sudden thought occurred to him and he swung round to an old painting hanging on the wall. He studied the fading oil-painting. It was a dungeon scene, depicting a sweet maiden in chains, about to be tortured. The painting was at least two hundred years old and yet there, sitting in the dimly lit background, was the big Persian cat! 

Katrin's curiosity is still as strong as ever! 

 Watch out for her continuing adventures! 

 The End
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