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CHAPTER ONE

Judge Loomis surveyed the outer facade of the main administration building of TTA-1, the first full-scale Transport Training Authority facility to be ready for commercial use. The Italian marble colonnades flanking the front entrance dazzled the eyes with their pristine grandeur. As a young man, plain Leland Loomis then, he had been to Athens and the imagined splendour of that ancient city had never left him; not in all the nearly 40 years which had since then gone by. That was in the days before the GRC, at its member nations' request, imposed stringent international travel restrictions on all but the most important politicians, officials and businessmen.

With the dawn of the twenty-fourth century, each nation faced essentially the same, critical problem. The Wainwright Phenomenon, of course, got most of the blame but there were plenty of astute observers, scientists and others, who held humanity's terrible record of abuse for itself and the planet equally culpable.

In either case, worldwide, the genetic consequences of that three-week burst of unexplained radiation, and/or 300 years of neglect, had reached a crisis wherein the expected ratio of male to female births had decreased to a disastrous 1 to 8 in Europe, Africa and Asia and only a little better 1 to 6 in the Americas and Australasia. More significantly, the ratio continued to decrease in spite of 150 years of frenzied research.

The solution was as inevitable as it was drastic. In Australia, where the Parliamentary Composition Act of 2285AD had constitutionally withdrawn the right of woman to seek election to any Federal or State legislative body, its implementation was far less violent than elsewhere. Women had only themselves to blame! For 100 years, near enough, one predominantly female government after another had legislated away life's simple joys; and not just for the male minority. The silent majority

of their own sex had rebelled at last and in the historic electoral triumph of 2283AD, the UGP immediately called a referendum as had been its policy promise. The seventy percent YES vote required to amend the Republican Constitution had been achieved by a whisker (and a bit of old-time vote-rigging or so the story went) and in its wake, two years later, came the baneful Parliamentary Composition Act.

Of course, that was just 30 years before the Wainwright Phenomenon turned the world on its ear. By century's end, men were outnumbered two to one by women and the situation was deteriorating seriously. The Judge remembered only too well the desperate call to arms when the threat of open rebellion stirred the land. Good judgement, resolute men, and most of all good luck had averted the crisis.

More political expediency was required. The Gender Parity Act came into effect on the first day of the new millennium, January 1st, 2401. In essence, there could be just one female citizen for every male. The problem of what to do with the rest took a long time solving. Re-education was high on the list of priorities. Unfortunately, an increasingly privileged male population was coming to terms with the changed circumstances and the demand was almost exclusively for any and every variety of courtesan. Re-education became re-education and disposal as soon as Alston Somerville's UGP Government realised the enormous commercial value of state controlled RAD Centres.

It was a one-way ride. Side by side with the increasingly punitive legislation necessary to enforce the required induction to the State's educational facilities was the grim realisation that this could only be a stop-gap measure. The bureaucracy was already casting about for additional uses for the expected female surplus. After all, the number of courtesans, even sexual play-mates, who could be gainfully employed was finite!

The 107 RAD Centres now operating across the length and breadth of the Australian countryside were a testament to the vision of their founders. The reputation of their graduates for quality and performance was unequalled. Before the NEEC opened its first RADC equivalent in 2445AD, the black-market price for a RADC-trained graduate there was a staggering five million dollars; nearly twice the price that the less motivated wannabees from the overly regulated English SAC System would fetch. Even now, the price could go as high as three million, particularly if the girl had been comprehensively trained in extreme bondage!

Among the first to realise the future limitations of the RADC System had been Judge Loomis. As a young attorney, he had come to the bar in the days when the processing of non-citizen females had included the provision of counsel. Philosophically committed to the principle of absolute male domination, he rose quickly to prominence in legal and political circles when in one dazzling, three month period he secured 422 consecutive convictions.

This was enough to get him the junior seat on the Davis Commission into the Judicial Status of Non Citizens though his youth precluded him from the credit. It was widely known that his brilliant submission had been the driving force behind the final recommendations to withdraw a non-citizen's right to Trial by Jury, to deny them the right to speak in their own defence, to disqualify them from all property ownership, real or otherwise, and finally to reverse the quaint notion that they were innocent until proven guilty. Citizen identification became a woman's single most valuable possession.

The headlines which greeted these recommendations were rapturous in their approval and unqualified in their support. It had been many years since a woman had last occupied an editorial position on an Australian newspaper! Disenfranchised years earlier, the despairing, powerless majority of Australian femininity accepted the frightening verdict with what grace and Stoicism they could muster.

The Draconian legislation was enacted in a record eighteen days with an unprecedented vote in the House of Representatives of 194 in favour, 3 against! All non-citizens over the age of eighteen were placed in the care of a citizen guardian, usually the closest adult relative. The potentially awkward problem of what to do with those non-citizens who did not have suitable relatives was to proclaim that condition a criminal offence in itself and allow the legal system to take it from there!

Statistics released by the Prime Minister's Department in February 2421AD disclosed that in the twelve months from the enactment of the visionary Non Citizen Status Bill, 11,000 women were arrested trying to flee the country, mostly to the reactionary safety of the United States. There, an antiquated, jittery Constitution still held enough teeth to offer limited protection for America's 520 million women. A further 5,000 women might have actually escaped.

A self-styled scholar of antiquity, Loomis convinced a full-bench sitting of the Supreme Court to introduce a mandatory sentence of 50-year de- animation in conjunction with rubber-cocooned crucifixion in display tableaus along the M4 and M7 Motorways for all fugitives and their accomplices. Almost overnight, instances of the offence dropped virtually

to zero.

Supplementary legislation in the decade ended 2430AD further separated the sexes. Female citizenship could be revoked under certain circumstances; criminal offences and divorce were the most common. The ball had been set in motion and there was no stopping it. By 2450AD, a typical sitting of Judge Loomis' Campbelltown Court could convict as many as 250 femlons a day. And while Judge Loomis was a shining example of efficiency and zeal, other courts around the country were doing much the same amount of business. Independently commissioned surveys revealed that Australian men were insisting on more and more respect from their women and becoming less and less patient when their wishes were disregarded.

It was in this atmosphere that Judge Loomis turned his intelligence to the problem of an ever-growing population of femlons. A select Senate Committee was set up by Angus Hill's UGP Government in September 2468AD to study this very question. By this stage of his career, Judge Loomis enjoyed immense respect from politicians and peers alike. He took charge of the Committee immediately so it came as no surprise to anyone that the text of his lengthy submission for the future direction of State controlled or State sponsored treatment centres was accepted verbatim. At his own suggestion, he was seconded from duty on the Bench to assume executive control over the establishment of a pilot scheme to validate his theoretical conclusions. The nominal budget was 1.5 billion dollars.

Judge Loomis, snapping out of his reverie, refocussed his attention on the imposing TTA edifice. It was his creation! Of course, the pilot plant near Castle Hill had been operational for over three years and its outstanding achievement in the production of 3,600 enthusiastic, highly motivated and perfectly obedient pony-girls had been applauded with astonishment and relish by the 500-strong party of politicians, bureaucrats and businessmen who had been invited to the facility for a gala demonstration of the commercial potential of the Judge's novel, popular scheme.

Each guest was met at the entrance to the rolling country estate by a smiling hostess, in fact a supervisor from the centre, and introduced to the pony-girl team which would provide his transport to the administration building, some two miles further along the artificially turfed road. The dozen or so hostesses had been well briefed for their task so that by the time a guest had been assisted into the comfortable seat of the two-wheel jaunting gig, he knew that he was test-driving the basic leisure model with a flank speed of 20 klicks and a range of 50 kilometres at that speed, or 150 kilometres at the more economical cruising speed of 10 klicks. Additional features described included a 20- year performance guarantee, adjustable driving positions, minimal maintenance, a fully warranted electrical system, which conveniently doubled for perfect pony-girl control, and a complimentary whip of the customer's choice.

There were several carriage models and nearly twice as many variations on the basic pony-girl harness. All tastes, from the gaudy to the utilitarian, were catered for. Of course, detailed specifications could be found in the full-colour brochure and the complimentary Vid-Promo, and further demonstrations and displays awaited the dignitaries in the main compound. All this for the astoundingly low price of $195,000!

How many of the guests actually listened to what was said, or remembered any of it, is conjectural. To a man they were stunned by the dehumanised splendour of the incredibly harnessed and caparisoned pony-girls. Manual and automatic controls were provided, the former by way of a classically elegant set of tooled leather reins providing access to the diabolically cruel steel bits which burstingly filled every pony-girl mouth; the latter a miniature joystick mounted on the safety rail which communicated the driver's intentions to his pony-girls via the electrical system.

A snappy dressage whip was provided for each guest and for those few who were new to the experience of using one, a hostess would give a quick demonstration, laying two or three hearty cuts across deliciously proffered buttocks and then demonstrating that with a little practice it was no trouble at all to flick the whip's tip under a straining torso and make worthwhile contact with a heaving pony-girl tit!

Judge Loomis used the video facilities in his office to observe the arrival of the first 20 or 30 guests. It was a very promising beginning to what he hoped would be a great day; the realisation of a magnificent vision! It was immediately apparent that there was considerable reluctance on the part of the official guests to give up their transport. Just as he hoped! It wasn't long before the wide expanse of lawn in front of the reception area was a confused melee of impromptu racing and, as more guests arrived and traffic congestion increased, the Judge reluctantly used the loud speaker system to request a temporary respite. There would be plenty of time, he told them, for hands-on experience later in the day. A group of hostesses directed the grinning guests into the reception hall while another group of women, garbed in forbidding uniforms of gleaming, black rubber, marshalled the discarded pony-girl teams in what could only be described as a vast parking lot. The Judge dallied for a few, precious minutes to watch the practiced ease with which his loyal force of wardens parked the incredible vehicles. It was sensually simple! The outer leg of each member of the pony-girl team was raised in the air until the thigh was parallel to the ground and then those knees were bent back until their ankles touched their buttocks. A high-tensile steel spring was clipped between each ankle and the thick, stainless steel chastity ring which sealed each monstrously dildoed pony-pussy. The Judge had described the process in a lighter moment as a pussy-hobble, and the name had stuck. Then the bridle blinkers were shut and the reins stretched cruelly taut to immobilise each blinded pony-girl head. And that was that! There they would stay, poised helplessly on one pony- girl hoof, and out of mischief until their services were again required. Judge Loomis addressed the assembled throng in the reception hall. As expected, his impatience with public speaking kept his message mercifully short. The distinguished dignitaries were broken up into small groups of 40 or so to be taken on an extensive, guided tour of the training facilities. The Judge attached himself to the last of these groups. He knew most of them by name and others by reputation. By and large this group represented some of the most powerful business interests in the country whose support would be vital if the project was to come to full fruition. Hand-shakes and introductions were completed all around.

"Gentlemen, in the space of the next two hours, it is my intention to convince you that a Government-run TTA network across the country, supported by private enterprise, can be both satisfying and commercially rewarding. I'm sure all of you appreciate the entertainment value of our reliable vehicles. What I hope to demonstrate is that these vehicles offer a serious alternative for local commuting. As you will see shortly, they are completely pollution free, fuel efficient and amazingly cheap to operate.

"I have already secured a commitment from the Government and its Statutory Authorities that most official Civil Service ground transportation will be effected by TTA vehicles for a trial period of eighteen months. Estimates from the Pollution Control Authority at Parramatta Outer predict that within two years of established use, city air there will be breathable again and, in as few as five years, to do so could be healthy!"

The first site of inspection was the initial processing facility. The guests were separated from the activities within by a one-way glass wall. The treatment received by each femlon was almost fully automated. There were fewer than half a dozen rubber-uniformed personnel in evidence. The victims were unconscious which no doubt improved efficiency. At selected points, the Judge provided a brief commentary.

"After complete depilation, inmates are given the full Doctorov Medical Scan to detect and repair any genetic or mechanical defect. We ensure that every inmate is in perfect physical condition. As I'm sure you're aware, the minimum TTA sentence is a life term with no possibility of remission or parole. With that in mind we decided that it made good sense to modify our pony-girls to help them better take advantage of the unique opportunity we have provided them to pay their debt to society. "Human muscle tissue has considerable stamina but is not particularly suited to sudden expenditures of energy. The Bell-Dixon Laboratories in Albury Haven have been experimenting with the cloning of feline muscle tissue and we have been able to apply their discoveries to the development of a revolutionary tissue treatment that imbues the recipient with the best qualities of both muscle types. In fact, I'm sure it won't be long before this treatment is available to the general public."

There were a few murmurs of disquiet as the next step revealed itself. "The decision, gentlemen, to amputate at the shoulder both arms of each inmate is by far the most practical solution to the vexing problem of what to do with those useless appendages. Obviously, a pony-girl needs arms like a girl needs a brain... and after trying countless variations of arm bondage, we were unable to devise a solution which would not compromise the clean, elegant lines this project demands if it is to be commercially viable."

Mere mention of the danger to profitability silenced the few doubters in an instant. After all, what were the minor inconveniences of a few femlons compared to the cash flow of the country's finest companies. And the Judge did add that inmates' remained unconscious until long after the physical trauma of the operation had worn off.

"In this section, gentlemen, inmates have their vocal chords adjusted to restrict their vocabularies to a range of suitable whinnies and squawks, not unlike those of their extinct equestrian ancestors. We also take the opportunity at this time to permanently implant the bracing structure for their steel bits. As you'll see, this has a vital role to play in the minimal maintenance concept that we expect to be a major marketing advantage." Several of the dignitaries complimented the Judge on the thoroughness, cleanliness and organisational efficiency of the operation. He thanked them very modestly.

"Here we have the final station for the fitting and implantation of essential pony-girl paraphernalia and devices. From here it's on to the latex treatment plant in the next building."

"Judge," asked Lionel Rennell, "what exactly do you mean by paraphernalia and devices?" It had been a long time since anyone had addressed him by any other name.

"I thought no one was going to ask." A light chuckle ran through the gathering. Judge Loomis was renowned for his acerbic sense of humour. "Let me see. Each pussy is filled with the largest possible dildo it will accommodate. These neoprene masterpieces are fitted with a complex clitoral clamp to enable fine tuning of the vehicle. In addition, there is an elaborate system of independently vibrating panels which can be used to reward or punish as appropriate; either in conjunction with the clitoral clamp or alone. Similarly, each bottom is stuffed with a monster dildo which is likewise equipped with vibrating panels. As soon as the technicians are satisfied that an inmate's dildos are seated correctly, a sensor is activated which extrudes stiff rubber prongs from various points on both plugs. This is an irreversible action and I have been assured that drastic surgery would be necessary to permit their removal. The thick, steel chastity ring you see being welded through that inmate's labia is not for dildo security. It serves another purpose entirely."

This in reply to another question.

"Bodily functions are handled once daily by attaching the vehicle to the maintenance pod, in much the same way as ancient electric vehicles were connected overnight to a battery charger. Disposal cables connect directly to the capped valves on each dildo. A catheter automatically taps into the pony-girl's urethra and releases the day's urine into the recycling chamber. Solid waste removal is a little more complicated. A powerful solvent is force driven into the dildo-filled anal cavity while, simultaneously, the vibrating panels are activated. This percolating process runs for twenty minutes; enough time to liquefy the material before a reverse suction empties the anal cavity into the recycling chamber. But that's another story... you'll get a proper briefing on care and maintenance after lunch."

And in reply to another question.

"Yes. Of course. Each inmate has her nose, ears and nipples ringed, and her tongue eyeleted."

At this juncture Judge Loomis proposed a short recess. Most of his guests had grown understandably red-faced and excited, and were therefore delighted that the thoughtful Judge had made available a generous supply of honours students from the BD unit of RADC-38 on the outskirts of Camden.

Only Ken Carmody, the Chairman of the prestigious Interlink Corporation, remained behind with the Judge for a private conversation. "Judge," he said candidly, "my Board has always taken a keen, if cautious, interest in this project. If it proves as popular with the general public as it has with our colleagues here, then the possibilities for commercial exploitation are enormous. My company would pay very well for the rights to customise your basic model as well as supply a complete range of vehicle accessories. When it comes time to tender for these concessions, we would appreciate being advised of developments."

"Mr Carmody," replied the Judge, "I can do a little better than that. Among other things, my Charter gives me full discretion to negotiate with private enterprise in any way I see fit. I think we have quite a lot to offer each other." The Judge paused to order his thoughts. "I expect the final go-ahead for the establishment of the first ten TTA Centres will be a formality. In fact, as you probably know, the construction of TTA-1 is essentially complete and as soon as Parliament is recalled, and the legislation passed, I will be moving my headquarters there. This pilot facility will remain open to act as a staff training unit. I estimate some 90,000 personnel will be needed when all 10 centres are operational."

Carmody wasn't sure what the Judge was leading up to. He was hoping there would be time to abuse at least one of the RADC trainees before the tour got going again!

The Judge smiled. The Interlink Chairman was hooked. "Mr Carmody, may I extend an invitation to you, and your Board, to inspect TTA-1 as soon as it comes on line. I have several mutually rewarding proposals I would like to put you at that time."

"Judge, I'm sure the Board will be delighted to accept your invitation. I'm certainly looking forward to it."

"Very well, sir. Then I shall see you in half an hour or so when the group reassembles. The refreshments are that way," the Judge added with a faint grin.

The sheepish looks which greeted the Judge when the distinguished gathering reconvened bespoke clearly of the excellent use to which those gorgeous creatures had been put. At this moment, a small task group of wardens were moving through the refreshment cubicles, cleaning up the mess and in general preparing the RADC trainees for the afternoon shift.

"My word," exclaimed Lionel Rennell, "I must congratulate Tibbetts for the excellent job he is doing at RADC-38."

"Hear! Hear!" came the enthusiastic chorus.

"Indeed, Lionel," added Lloyd Walmsley. "We must have him to dinner at the club sometime."

"Gentlemen," the Judge interrupted. "May I have your attention. Our next stop is the latex treatment plant which is in an adjacent building. If you'll follow me."

The distinctive aroma of liquid latex filled the air at the entrance to the treatment plant. The Judge inhaled deeply. Would he ever tire of that exhilarating scent? Filing into a large curing chamber, the guests were treated to a display of some eighty, seemingly lifeless inmates suspended by their armless shoulders from a slowly moving, overhead rail.
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“This is the final stage of an inmate’s physical processing. The curing process takes seventy-two hours and once complete the inmate is revived. From that moment on her status changes from inmate to pony-girl and she is referred to as such for the remainder of her sentence.” The questions came thick and fast.

“The rubberisation process requires fifteen separate immersions in our specially blended latex compound.”

“Yes, the hooves are made from very stiff, custom-shaped neoprene which lock a pony-girl’s feet, or should I say hooves, into a direct line with her shins. As you can see, the latex immersions homogenise the junction between flesh and hoof. The result is both graceful and undetectable.” “Fortunately not, Mr Rennell. When the steel brace members are riveted into a pony-girl’s jaws, it allows us to position a rubber flange at the back of the throat. The large valve in the centre of the flange is connected to an external air supply while the pony-girl is immersed. In fact, this is also the refuelling mechanism.”

“Indeed, Dr Marsden. It’s the same principle. We wedge solid neoprene plugs permanently into a pony-girl’s nostrils and eardrums. For the duration of each immersion, the nose-plug and eardrum valves are closed. Similarly, we cover a pony-girl’s eyeballs with a transparent plastic lens which is impervious to the latex bonding.”

“No, Dr Marsden, that isn’t a problem. A pony-girl’s eyelids are immovably bonded in as wide-open a stare as we can achieve. It makes for a very pleasing aesthetic effect... as I'm sure you’ll agree?” The Doctor nodded. “And, of course, all our bridles are designed to provide complete control over a pony-girl’s vision.”

“We are very careful. After each immersion we check all pony-girl orifices and fittings, particularly the mouth. The stainless steel rings piercing a pony-girl’s nose, earlobes, nipples and labia are cleaned and loosened to make sure the latex has sealed properly in those tunnels. All valves are cleaned and checked. By the time the final immersion has cured, - gentlemen, a pony-girl is inescapably, forever sealed within an incredibly resilient latex rubber skin. Our unique compound bonds as readily with human flesh as it does with itself.”

“At the moment, Minister, we have five colour schemes. In addition to the chestnuts you see here, we produce roans, blacks, palominos and greys. My Director of Operations, Professor Thomas, tries hard to convince me to include piebalds and skewbalds but since I cannot abide painted ponies, he will have to wait until he gets his own centre."

A ripple of amusement percolated through the gathering.

"That's right. This is where we implant the pony-tail. It locks directly into a pony-girl's anal dildo, immediately above the anal valve. No doubt you observed how naturally our pony-girls are able to swish, twitch and flex their flowing tails. It's amazing what properly trained and stimulated rectal muscles can achieve."

"That's very important, Mr Carmody. We have been studying durability for some time. We have ten pony-girl teams in our Quality Control unit. Perhaps we can visit that section next."

The Quality Control department was a hive of activity. One way or another, eight vehicles were being tested while two were stationary and connected to their maintenance pods. The Judge gave everybody plenty of time to get comfortable before launching into an explanation. It was very important that his guests were convinced of the reliability, dependability and endurance of this new breed of vehicles.

"These are the original ten vehicles we began testing fourteen months ago. As you can see, everyone of them is still fully operational. The grey, black and roan vehicles on the far moving platform are routinely testing the resilience and integrity of their latex skins. At the moment they are prancing at cruising speed with the encouragement of an automatic whipping machine. Fortunately, the latex skin does not dilute the value of a good whipping... and if you look closely you'll see some nicely swollen buttock flesh welling against the latex skin. I believe my hostesses informed you that the maximum endurance of these vehicles at cruising speed is fifteen hours. These test vehicles are routinely operated for twenty hours at a stretch, although that does include assistance from an automatic whip for most, if not all, of that period. Furthermore, each latex skin is being puncture-tested by over two hundred steel pins pushed randomly through it."

Another question.

"I'm not sure. I doubt that any of the pins would penetrate more than an half-an-inch into the pony-girl's real flesh. What does it matter, anyway? The pins are sterilised." The Judge shrugged.

"So far our analysis reveals that no amount of negligence or deliberate misuse of the vehicle can damage the latex skin. Even the crash-test program confirms the remarkable durability of our vehicles."

The Judge beckoned to a rubber-uniformed officer and spoke quietly into her ear for a moment.

"Gentlemen, if you will look this way I have arranged for a demonstration."

Two chestnut vehicles were drawn up at the far ends of an artificial turf runway perhaps 80 metres long. A warden took up the driving reins of each vehicle and made a point of fastening seat-belts. An air of tense excitement pervaded the silent watchers. Sure enough, moments later, the vehicles were set in motion and worked up to a solid cruising speed. The accident happened somewhere about the middle of the runway. Neither vehicle flinched from the impact which was no doubt predominantly due to the blinker-blinded state of all four pony-girls. The vehicles staggered away from the collision in disarray but to the amazement of the audience, all eight pony-hooves kept their footing throughout the ordeal. In fact, the shaken drivers seemed almost as disoriented as their vehicles.

"The demonstration isn't over yet, gentlemen," the Judge pronounced, to retain the attention of several guests who were impatient to study other areas of quality control.

In charge of their vehicles again, the drivers pranced them back to opposite ends of the turf runway, pony-tails swishing, turned them around and this time whipped them into a flank-speed charge. One or two heads turned away from the sickening thud of the crash, but most were thrilled to watch this exciting example of resolute female subjugation. This time, of course, the damage to the vehicles was more severe. Three of the pony-girls collapsed to their knees. The extreme barbarity of the harness which welded them to their carriage prevented them from falling further.

Saved from being thrown out of the vehicles by their seat-belts, the dazed drivers finally recovered their wits and were able to flog their battered teams to their hoofed feet.

"So you see we have every justification for our claim that these vehicles are almost immune to serious accident. I mean, if you run one under a speeding hover-jet, well, that will destroy both the vehicle and its passenger!"

Grim chuckles attested to that.

"And here we have two vehicles subsisting on what we have established as the minimum maintenance requirement. In fact, all the vehicles in this Quality Control Unit have survived on minimum maintenance since they were assigned to it. Perhaps I should explain. By minimum maintenance we mean that a vehicle must be provided with fuel and its exhaust removed. Obviously, if that's not done, then the vehicle is ruined in the space of a few days."

Yet another question.

"That's right. Not only are they otherwise completely neglected but they are continually misused and abused. The pony-girls propelling these test vehicles have never had their crushing harnesses or bridles removed for overhaul, never had their spiked steel bits removed, other than for a fifteen minute refuelling, never had their eyes or ears opened; and have never experienced the sophisticated pleasure capabilities of their dual genital dildos.

"Their bridled heads are always reined in as tightly as possible and they're flogged for an absolute minimum of four hours per day. The only relief they receive from puncture testing is the weekly redistribution of the steel pins. They are never rested for more than two hours at a time, and even then they are always pussy-hobbled and subjected to sporadic bursts of shock therapy. The ubiquitous electrical system planted in their genital openings is responsible for the shock. It extends from those orifices via a complex series of fine wires embedded in the layers of their latex skins to their nipples, their tongues and their noses! Every erogenous zone in a pony-girl's body is wired for correction. The design and development of these vehicles, gentlemen, has been painstaking and thorough." Phew! What a tirade! The Judge was reminded of his eloquent years as the premier prosecutor in the country.

But none could doubt the evidence before their eyes. Close-up inspection of the two vehicles revealed every word the Judge spoke to be the truth. The occasional shudder and the faint pulsing of the tubes which connected their dildo-distended genitals to the maintenance pod could, however, in no way describe the incredible suffering of those helplessly trapped pony-girls. The roan vehicle was being refuelled, and it was immediately apparent that the relief afforded by the temporary removal of the dreadful steel bits was more than compensated for by the hellish steel tongue- balls which had been clipped to the pony-girls' rubber-sealed, eyeleted tongues; ostensibly to prevent interference with the insertion of the fuel line.

The Judge was not a betting man but if he had been he would have chanced a lot that there wasn't a flaccid member in the room. And he'd have won! The moral values of his country had swung so far in the right direction that a man who could not delight in the suffering and humiliation of the opposite sex kept that failing to himself.

Another question.

"No ordinary woman could endure this treatment. Certainly not! Our collaboration with Bell-Dixon has produced an astounding treatment. I mentioned it earlier. The restructured muscle fibres of our pony-girls are unique. There is also some capillary strengthening and relining treatment. Professor Thomas can best explain the technical details which make possible prolonged, even permanent, endurance of very severe, very restrictive and, we think, very attractive pony-girl harnesses and bridles. These creatures are stronger, tougher, more supple and more durable than anything human who ever lived. Male or female!"

Lloyd Walmsley spoke.

"Judge, I think I can speak for all of us when I say we're convinced the scheme will work. By Gord, man, we'll make it work! I can promise you my full support and that means something!"




CHAPTER TWO

Again the Judge found himself thinking fondly of the past few months. Not a single voice had dissented from the decision to implement the Loomis Scheme forthwith. It was a much-publicised triumph!

Accompanied by his personal assistant, he walked the 30 metres or so to the imposing entrance of his new command. Their approach was visible from a considerable distance, not because of the Judge's very ordinary physical appearance but because of the extraordinary figure of his long- time companion. Brenda had served the Judge for nearly twenty years and over that lengthy period he had gradually transformed her body into a bizarrely erotic creation. Incredibly, Brenda herself was the most willing of victims and nothing the Judge had done to her, or forced her to do, had ever earned him less than her complete devotion and adoration. That the Judge was fond of his little Brenda was well known; that he treated her with diabolical cruelty was even more common knowledge.

Brenda had begun her adult life with the most beautiful face and figure. Her long, lovely legs and gorgeous 38-23-36 body were the envy of all who saw it. Her kind, sweet face was deliciously attractive. Of course, such beauty could not survive the jealousy of her supposed friends and three weeks before her nineteenth birthday, she was dumped, semi-naked, into the streets of Campbelltown. A local police patrol had found her immediately in response to an anonymous Vid-Com. So naive did she appear, and so piteous was her pleading, the officers had no doubt they were dealing with an innocent victim. Her innocence, however, was more than they could endure, and so they Ringer'd her with harsh severity, swore out a false statement that she had been apprehended in the commission of a particularly lewd act and handed her over to the Courts for processing.

As was his habit, Judge Loomis liked to pass sentence on the criminals paraded before him in order of their physical attractiveness. The morning after her arrest, Brenda was the first to be railed into him. It took him less than a minute to decide that this femlon would be his personal assistant!

Brenda completed her basic training at RADC-29 near Mittagong and then transferred to RADC-38 at Camden where she completed an unusual and very advanced BD course under the expert guidance of General George Tibbetts.

Judge Loomis savoured the goggle-eyed stares which greeted the arrival of his performing Brenda at the front steps of TTA-1. Normally he might have allowed her to use the inclined ramp in deference to the impossible bondage burden she carried with such grace and aplomb. On this special occasion, though, he had to instruct her to use the steps. There was his reputation to consider!

By the start of the 23rd century, the art of cosmetic surgery had reached a pinnacle of achievement. Advances in tissue cloning and genetic recombination had further helped by removing the reliance on artificial implants for those women (and men) who felt certain parts of their anatomies were in need of embellishment.

The Judge had made the most of this technology to expand the bust measurement of his Brenda to its current unbelievable 88HHH! Other modifications had included extensive capillary relining. In fact, Brenda had been one of the first to test what was, for that time, Bell-Dixon's latest development. To those who had never met the Judge's assistant, the sight of this impossibly proportioned, elaborately and inhumanly bound creature came as a complete shock. To those who knew her, or of her, it was typical day in her life. She always came to work looking like

this!

Only her smooth, alabaster torso was exposed to view, encircled, crushed, compressed and gouged into a bizarrely erotic configuration by a precise network of black, gleaming, steel-studded, polished patent leather straps. By contrast, her head was completely encased, and her arms and legs sheathed, in brilliantly tight, custom-designed, black patent leather garments.

None of the Judge's colleagues had ever seen her face. In fact, it had been many years since the Judge himself had seen it! Brenda's diabolical, crushing discipline helmet was removed just once a week for the few hours it took to clean and rejuvenate her for another week of tireless, unforgiving, monotonous and devoted service to the man she worshipped and adored with every agonised breath she took.

It was no ordinary leather helmet which obliterated her sweet, unseen face. That was not in character for the Judge. Nor was there anything ordinary about the gigantic, fiendishly implanted penis-gag which burst from the front of the helmet to provide the only relief to the otherwise amorphous leather ball.

The Judge modestly considered himself an expert in gag design and this particular model, perfected over twenty years ago, was one of his favourites. Testamentary to its performance was the fact that Brenda still wore, with spectacular style, the first unit to come off the production line.

There were two sections to the gag. The first, a complex, stainless steel brace, was forced into the uncomplaining Brenda's mouth and positioned so that a thick, steel ring of two-inch internal diameter was jammed between her jaws, propping her mouth open to its full extent. Care was taken to push and prod the accompanying rubber packing so that her teeth were covered and her cheeks bloated out by the great quantity of compressed neoprene which just had to be squeezed in. The thin ribs of the steel brace made sure there was an open channel between the ring and the back of her throat. The jaw-splitting ring was not of solid construction; there was an inner and outer section. Adjustment was by way of a small Allen key and the Judge's standing orders were that his personal assistant's mouth must be jacked open until it creaked and the key began to bend. Of course, this brutal expansion had no effect on the internal diameter; it simply increased the thickness of the ring.

Seventeen years of diligent service to her beloved Judge had taught the exquisite creature the virtues of patience, zeal, loyalty and Stoicism. The Judge had taken two years to transform her body into its current shape and decide on an appropriate uniform which would reflect well on his standing in the community. Fifteen years later she still wore that same uniform and fully expected to do so for the rest of her useful life. The Judge was not a man to concern himself with fad or fashion!

So it was that Brenda was able to sit quietly, serenely, while the gag-ring was expanded and then her so familiar leather helmet stretched into place. Her own hands rested demurely in her lap while other busy fingers worked away to clear the delicate chains which were connected to her ear and nose rings. They extruded neatly through tiny, steel-eyeleted orifices in the amazingly pliable leather. A similar orifice at the crown of her smoothly depilated skull allowed access to the small metal plate which had been riveted into the bone. Brenda's unique skull-ring protruded through that orifice.

There was absolutely no provision whatsoever for sight. Not that it would have mattered if there had been. An opaque lens permanently covered each lidless eye. The valves in the huge, deeply wedged plugs which permanently punished her stretched nostrils were clicked into their provisions. Her eardrums were likewise too full of stiff rubber but these plugs did not need a physical connection to the outside world. The Judge had decided she would become fluent in another language altogether and sound, like sight, was a luxury she had no further use for. By far the largest orifice in the helmet was the shaped, reinforced O-ring which clicked over the gag-ring, forming a perfect seal.

For the moment the leather helmet was just a snug embrace, terminating about halfway down her neck. Brenda didn't understand, she didn't need to, but as soon as her gloves and boots were fitted, and she had been hung spread-eagled, something would happen to the leather. She co- operated willingly with the hands that squeezed her long, gorgeous legs into a pair of gleaming, polished black patent leather thigh boots and then stood effortlessly on their eight-inch stiletto heels while the lacing and strapping were completed. She held out her arms at just the right angle so those other hands could tease her into the matching pair of brilliant, shoulder length, black patent leather gloves and to lace and strap them tight.

She even knew where her lacing frame was and, occluded, she would mince confidently to it, her incredible, enormous, balloon-shaped breasts flopping, and bouncing and wobbling from one side of her chest to the other, there to await the stringent immobilisation which invariably followed. Sometimes there would be a few minutes' pause, though more often than not her wrists and ankles would be strapped viciously tight as soon as she had spread them into the right positions. Whirring motors she never heard pulled her into a perfect X-pose, stopping only when her joints were on the verge of dislocation. A subsequent line to her skull-ring jerked her neck stiffly erect.

This was when it happened. The soft, snug leather covering her head and limbs was coated carefully with a strange, aromatic chemical and she knew, to the very second, when the reaction would begin. It took a long time, nearly two hours, for the leather to shrink and stiffen into the rigid, shaped mould that it had been designed to do. Her helpless, sightless head was crushed utterly in the vise-like grip of solid, impervious leather, her slender throat choked to the very point of suffocation. Her arms and legs were imploded with aching intensity, the differentially treated straps at her shoulders and elbows, her thighs and her knees gouging even deeper than the leather sheaths they secured. Nightmarish though her suffering was, Brenda felt the first stirring's of arousal. She did not, could not, distinguish between pain and pleasure. Those two sensations were inextricably entwined so it was not just the erotic constriction at her throat which flushed her pulsing genitals, thickened her thumb sized nipples and filled her with well being; the excruciating agony of mercilessly compressed flesh, the fearful, unremitting struggle to suck enough air through the tiny pores in her plugged nostrils; she didn't dare rely on her mouth for breathing; and the realisation that this was just the beginning all contributed their share to her calm acceptance of, and unfailing commitment to, the service of her dearly, tenderly loved Judge.

The routine was always the same. The transformation of the now steel- stiff leather was painstakingly inspected and additional applications of pungent chemical applied where necessary. The Judge had pronounced that there must not be a single square inch of his assistant's head or limbs that was not crushed and compressed to the very limit of its endurance.

They always fitted her anal dildo first. This knurled, contoured, black neoprene monster was a full seven inches long and varied in width from a formidable two inches at its extremities to an expandable, punitive four-and-a-half inches in the centre. The complex circuitry which directed its diabolical activities was sealed within the barrel itself. Brenda's response to the slowly expanding pressure in her dildo-stuffed anus was to shudder with passion, even when the retractable forest of stiff, cruel rubber barbs was extruded from the barrel into her helplessly sensitive tissue. She couldn't resist, didn't want to resist, the rush of excitement which coursed through her suspended body.

Into her slippery, lust-lubricated vagina went the second member of Brenda's terrible dildo-set. The eleven inch section which was thrust into the tender sheath of her femininity was far thicker than the two- inch wide extension which descended down from her ripe, engorged labial lips for a further twelve inches. They were very careful to clip her steel ringed clitoris into its custom housing and to envelop it within the needle-spiked embrace of a sensitive pressure pouch. Brenda swooned to the touch of the numerous, minute, yet excruciatingly sharp steel points which pressed against her cosmetically enlarged, lust engorged sex trigger. This ingenious rubber pouch was fine tuned to detect even the tiniest rush of blood to that thick, ringed, stretched shred of flesh. As soon as such a surge was identified, an electrical impulse would initiate a lightning strike by the myriad of needle-points which infested its inner surface. Brenda was locked into an exquisite, supremely agonising cycle which would continually thrill and torment her until the next time her uniform was removed for maintenance and refurbishment.

Electronically controlled expansion ensured that the planted dildo section dilated to the very limit of its victim's elastic channel before the predictable system of retractable rubber prongs sprang into action. Violent shuddering of the helplessly suspended victim accompanied her arousal to a yet higher plateau of sexual awareness and the symbolic addition of a superfluous yet fiendishly painful security system served only to heighten her appreciation of her impossible predicament. A shaped steel rod was pushed through one lip of her smooth, pulsing, spongy, oversize labia and then into a conveniently located passage through the barrel of her dildo. Emerging from this tunnel, the rod passed through Brenda's other pierced labial lip. A hinged, steel-sprung clamp fitted over the opposite ends of the rod and the release of a simple mechanical pin activated the serrated jaws of this hellishly cruel device. Brenda's labia were agonisingly welded to the enormous shaft.

Her erotically remodelled torso which had up till now escaped attention was first collared and corset-strapped, then saddle-strapped and link- strapped before the final addition of fiendish leather breast-cages completed her astonishing bondage uniform. The collar and corset-strap were buckled into her first, both these restraints being contoured to inflict the maximum stress and discomfort in their goal to display their victim to the most erotic advantage. The gleaming, polished, black patent leather straps were very thick though their present pliancy would not last! To achieve the best effect, Brenda's bizarre torso harness was applied sequentially. The collar and corset-strap were drenched with the porphyrin based chemical which gave Brenda plenty of time to appreciate the gradual constriction. It would eventually drive the cruel steel prongs which embellished the stiff rims of the crushing leather straps far into the soft, sensitive flesh of her waist and neck. The shaped corset-strap was some seven inches wide in front and back but narrowed to a mere three inches at each side.

The pressure applied by the inexorably contracting leather straps was demonic. Brenda's naturally narrow waist was wasped in to a staggering 15" all the more to contrast with her gigantic breast measurement of 88HHH! The glossy, shaped, studded collar squeezed her throat with a calculated intensity, aggravating her chronic shortage of breath, stretching her neck and just about immobilising her amorphous, leather crushed head.

With her collar and corset-strap now transformed into their mandated shape, a complimentary system of supporting straps was added. More porphyrin was painstakingly applied. A black patent leather saddle strap ran under her swollen, shaven groin, dividing just above her denuded mons and so bypassing either side of her monstrous dildo-set before merging again in her stretched anal cleft and finally buckling mercilessly to the rear of the corset-strap. The stiff, gouging leather cut a deep groove down the middle of her abdomen. It separated her ripe buttocks into tempting, succulent hemispheres.

In similar fashion, descending from the front and rear of the wicked, gleaming collar were further patent leather straps, mercilessly tight, which linked Brenda's arched neck to her wasped waist.

As each stage of her inescapable bondage predicament was accomplished with practised precision, Brenda became increasingly absorbed in the mental role she must maintain if the impossible extent of her endless agony and ecstasy were not to overwhelm her. The principle focus of her attention was, of course, the Judge. She willingly chose to reward the perpetrator of her supreme bondage lifestyle with unconditional devotion So she set aside that large part of her anima which would do nothing but strive to anticipate his every whim and discharge her every obligation with aclarity, diligence and irrepressible enthusiasm. The tiny part she kept for herself would, fuelled by the heart-wrenching, tear-jerking joy she derived from her loyal obedience, content itself with the relished sexual wonder of her treasured suffering.

The hands that squeezed her vibrant, melon-sized breasts into their fiendish leather cages did so with confidence. A framework of thin, close- spaced, wire-like leather laces produced a bizarre, quilt-like effect. The necks of these agonising leather breast-cages were secured hard up against her rib-cage by more of the steel-rimmed leather straps that elsewhere festooned her impossibly proportioned torso. Delicate steel spring-chains linked the top of each gouging breast-strap to the front of her choking collar, suspending her cruelly caged breasts at a jaunty angle that would ensure they bounced around to the Judge's satisfaction with every mincing step she took.

Even before the porphyrin treated leather began to shrink, Brenda's aureolae and ringed nipples were ripe with arousal, anticipating an imminent addition to her supreme bondage burden. So far into her spongy, bloated breast flesh were the thread-thin leather laces designed to penetrate that by the time the chemical process had expended itself, all trace of them had disappeared. It was a very deep quilt! The gouging, steel-studded leather straps which compressed the root of each exquisitely tortured tit had shrunk to an eye-popping diameter of three inches, all the better to increase the tension on her collar-breast springs and thereby promote a spectacular display of dancing, bounding breast- balls whenever her superbly crushed and imprisoned torso so much as twitched.

The addition of an elaborate, spiked-steel nipple clamp around the junction between her breast flesh and aureolae did nothing to dampen Brenda's ardour. It did wonders for her nipples, though, exciting them into ever grander prominence and teasing them into a faint vibration which set her gleaming nipple-rings a-twinkle.

Brenda's tongue trembled on the floor of her jacked open mouth as she expectantly awaited the final, and favourite, component of her superb bondage uniform. As soon as the enormous, rigid rubber penis-gag touched her ring-stretched lips a rush of emotion surged through her. It required no effort from her at all to imagine this devilish device as a glorious substitute for her beloved Judge's heroic weapon and to therefore welcome it rapturously into her mouth. And into her gaping mouth it went, propelled by the force necessary for the steel lugs on the penis- gag's barrel to engage the mating slots in the mouth ring. This action alone was enough to produce an airtight seal, a secondary goal of the gag's design. Its primary function was revealed as soon Brenda's nose and ear chains were clipped to the spring-loaded provision for them at the penis-gag's distal end.

On receipt of the correct electronic signal, a powerful, compressed spring within the penis-gag's barrel exploded, thrusting the suddenly elongated proximal end, appropriately shaped into a huge penis-head, right into her waiting throat. Not to be outdone, the now similarly elongated distal end tried to take off, but was of course prevented from doing so by the three slim chains which now stretched fiendishly out from her ear-lobes and nose. The central section, locked into the mouth ring, stayed where it was.

Brenda could feel her gigantic, wire-caged and strap-severed, spike- clamped and nipple-ringed balloon-breasts bounce rhythmically in response to her every desperate, heaving inhalation. Otherwise she was doomed to this immoveable suspension, exquisitely entrammelled within her sophisticated bondage uniform, until the Judge had a use for her. Judge Loomis did not bother with the minutiae of his personal assistant's life. As with all his female property, wives and maids alike, he had decreed the details of their daily duties and, without instructions to the contrary, none dared even to dream of contravening them. Loomis Manor was an ordered household!

The Judge kept to a five day working week as far as possible so it was a standing order for the staff to have Brenda waiting in the hallway from Monday to Friday no matter what hour he chose to leave for the office. Without fail, Brenda would be ready for duty at 5 am. That meant she had to be roused at 4 am and extracted from the sealed drawer where she slept. For convenience her sleeping frame and suspension frame were one in the same. At night, or more precisely her six hour rest period, the frame was revolved to the horizontal and lowered onto a slab of solid rubber where a forest of stiff rubber barbs waited to take the weight off her murderously strapped wrists and ankles.

The process was reversed in the morning. Upright again, plumbing tubes were attached to her dildo-set and a feeding tube clicked into her penis- gag. These ablutionary facilities were very efficient and in twenty minutes she was ready to roll. Brenda had long since mastered the demanding skills which made her poised and graceful in the grip of crushing, ultra- thin, eight-inch stiletto heels. As soon as her exquisitely booted feet touched the floor, she sprang to perfect attention, keeping her balance with practised ease.

Her wickedly gloved arms were twisted behind her and locked directly together by a single link connecting the cruelly buckled leather straps just above her elbows with a corresponding provision on the strap which joined her collar to her corset down her spine. Agonisingly immobilised from shoulder to elbow, Brenda displayed great strength and stamina to voluntarily raise her forearms to the horizontal and to present her helpless hands, palm-upwards, to receive whatever burden the Judge might choose to place on them.

It was not possible to distinguish her thumbs or fingers through the homogenised elegance of gleaming patent but with a superhuman effort, the courageous girl could faintly cup her hands when the load she was required to carry demanded it.

Brenda's bondage accessories were now added to her uniform; spring- stretched chains between earlobes and collar, and similar self-tensioning chains between the gouging leather straps just below her knees and the base of her monstrous vaginal dildo, which so happened to terminate at her knees. Finally, there was her pussy-leash; a thick co-axial cable which locked onto each tip of the steel rod through her swollen labia by means of a split-pin shackle. The other end of the heavy, four-foot long leash terminated in a sophisticated handgrip which, keyed to the Judge's fingerprints, gave him a secret means of communication with his assistant. To any other hand, the handgrip was merely a mechanical convenience for the operator.

In the Judge's hands it was a different matter altogether. The ingeniously clever touch pads on the handle, though undetectable when inert, when active were capable of infinite flexibility, particularly in the hands of an expert.

Over the years they had been together, the Judge had taught Brenda an entirely new language. Characters, syllables, words and sentences were replaced with electric shocks of varying intensity to almost any part of her exquisitely uniformed body. Every metal component of her uniform, no matter how small, concealed at least one powerful Micro-Bat capable of a minimum twelve hours continuous discharge. With this flexibility of reception and an almost unlimited ceiling on intensity of expression, the Judge controlled all but one of the precursors to sophisticated, albeit one-way, conversation. Brenda supplied the missing ingredient willingly, and that was an insatiable desire to learn. Though particularly evident in the early years when hours could go by before she understood the meaning of even simple combinations of electrical agony, Brenda's enthusiasm had never waned in all the long years of their association. The Judge was a patient teacher and never became angry or disappointed, no matter how many times a lesson had to be repeated. Brenda was an apt pupil, avidly absorbing through her most sensitive orifices, and tender tissues, the complicated grammar, the extensive vocabulary and the precise syntax of the Judge's very own Pussy-Talk. Pussy-leashed, the Judge could take his seemingly blinded assistant anywhere, leaving the witnesses to their passage stunned that this impossibly handicapped parcel of helpless femininity could negotiate with confidence, and flair, the most devious obstacles placed in her path.

Brenda responded instantly to the mechanical demands of her pussy- leash, blindly following its steady pull in the direction of the hallway. Her mincing stride, agonisingly striving against constant, dildo-spring resistance was crisp, precise, and sensually erotic, just as the Judge liked it to be. Her huge, superbly tortured tits bounced resoundingly in all directions, helpless captives to the ingenuity and severity of their terrible plight. Here, in the hallway, she was planted, at rigid attention, until the Judge was ready to collect her.

Inflexibly welded to her spine as her twisted elbows were, Brenda's forearms were forced out directly from her sides, an exact 180 degrees apart. The handle of her heavy pussy-leash was draped over the immolated fingers of one bravely proffered, leather crushed hand. A sturdy, well worn quirt, one of the Judge's favourites, was hung from a twinkling nipple-ring.

How long Brenda had to wait depended on the Judge's schedule. Only rarely did he depart earlier than 8 am and sometimes as late as midday. Then there were the days, more likely now that he no longer presided over the Campbelltown Femlon Court, when he worked from home. Those were her bleakest days. Brenda lived for the precious moments of contact she was privileged to enjoy. Every morning she expectantly counted the minutes, silently praying that every next minute would be the one when his so familiar grip seized her pussy-leash and a ferocious burst of shattering electrical agony was translated, in Pussy-Talk, to Good morning, darling, did you sleep well?

On this morning, this special morning, she knew she would be collected early. It was the Judge's first day as Director of the now official TTA-1 and she knew how important this occasion was to him. So she waited with particular anticipation.

Judge Loomis believed in an ordered world. Everything should have its place and everything should be in its place. There were those among his colleagues who felt the Judge carried this philosophy to excess, and perhaps he did, but he was more than content with the practical results of his compulsive insistence on dedicated conformity.

Good morning, darling, did you sleep well?

As always he enquired politely after his assistant's health. Then, if he had a few moments to spare, he would comment on the weather, or perhaps a problem he expected to encounter during the day. If there were a few more moments to spare, he might request his assistant to spread her elegantly, crushingly booted legs as far apart as her dildo- chained knees would permit, to bend forward to the limit of her wasp- corsetted waist and to wiggle her delicious, strap-separated buttocks, all the while shaking her caged, strapped and spring-suspended balloon- breasts in a wanton display; for the sole purpose of his delectation. The Judge was not an unreasonable man and almost always Brenda's adoring, devoted performance was applauded by a symphony of ecstasy as his nimble fingers tapped out a snappy score of electrical bliss. In mere moments, the Judge's skill would extract a cataclysmic orgasm from the shuddering, squirming, leather-bound exhibitionist.

The effect was not lost on the Judge either. It was a perfect way to start a day.

And so it was on this day! And to reward what the Judge correctly identified as an extra special effort from his assistant to shake her splendidly displayed boobs from side to side, he dallied long enough to conduct her through two particularly shattering orgasms, the intermission filled with a twelve stroke percussion interlude courtesy of the reliable quirt which was ever ready for that kind of duty.

We'll have some more fun and games later, darling. For the moment, I have two briefcases full of papers and documents I must take to the office. Would you be so kind as to carry them for me?

Of course she would! She would willingly attempt anything he asked her to! Into her proudly proffered, leather-crushed hands, the Judge placed the handles of a pair of regulation, executive briefcases. She courageously cupped her hands the tiniest bit to make it a little less likely that they would slip off in a clumsy moment. Her astoundingly harnessed torso tensed dramatically as she struggled to accept the strain of the deceptively heavy packages. Full or empty made little difference. Sealed into the bottom of each briefcase was a solid lead bar weighing four pounds!

To ensure that these receptacles for his official papers could not be stolen, each briefcase was chained by its handle to Brenda's nearest nipple ring. By co-incidence, if you believe in that sort of thing, these chains were just too short to allow a falling briefcase to hit the ground. It would be stopped up short by a luckless balloon-breast; and if the Judge was in too much of a hurry to stop and repair the damage, Brenda would have no choice but to stagger on despite the additional handicap.

On the advice of our marketing department, Brenda, we shall be commuting between TTA-1 and the Manor using pony-girl transport exclusively. A standard twin-team vehicle has been modified for our convenience. Please concentrate on what I tell you as we walk to the vehicle. I want you to get used to the new routine as quickly as you can. You know how I loathe to be distracted by ignorance. Brenda had for so long lived in a soundless, Stygian world that she measured time and space in a peculiarly abstract manner. As the Judge continued his discourse on the proper procedure for her attachment to the pony-girl vehicle, Brenda concentrated fanatically on three separate tracks. First, and of vital importance, was her responsibility to physically display an unflaggingly jaunty, mincing stride, to wantonly swish her luscious hips with undulating sensuality, and to fling her diabolically tethered tits in every which direction. All this while gagged with a monstrously cruel penis-gag, blind and deaf inside a crushing leather hood, choked by a gigantic collar, nose, ear and nipple-ringed with devilish subtlety, corseted, dildoed and saddle-strapped, gloved and booted in pitiless leather sheaths, helplessly pussy-leashed, and otherwise stretched, bent, twisted and cut, to say nothing of suffering the most terrible breast torture imaginable!

Brenda's bondage burden was staggeringly immense and she revelled in it! She cherished each precious opportunity to perform for the Judge and never gave less than her all! In particular, she thrilled to the occasional compliment elicited in response to her erotic display.

As much as she loved to show off for the Judge, on this morning Brenda tempered her emotional abandon, if not her exacting perambulation. Her mind measured every step and every moment, filing them away for later study. Every word the Judge spoke was recorded, to be replayed in her mind over and over again, in her endless quest for perfect, devoted obedience.

Lean back until your forearms engage the auto-locks on your travelling frame. That's right. Oh... silly girl... you'll have to get used to the force those clamps generate. They're made by Benson-Douglas and they're made to last. Do try not to drop them, darling...

The Judge returned the briefcase handles to their resting place atop Brenda's trembling finger-clumps. He released the spring-loaded chains which hobbled her knees to her massive dildo.

Spread your legs as wide as you can.

Brenda concentrated desperately as the Judge explained the procedure by which the circular vent in the frame's saddle slid up her pussy's protruding dildo-pole to grip her spongy buttocks with the familiar impact of wickedly pronged mechanical rubber. Her weight was more or less distributed equally between her forearms and her butt. The final touch was to Auto-Lock her ankles in a straining, excruciating, almost perfect splits pose.

With Brenda facing blindly backwards at the rear of the vehicle, the Judge had to drape his assistant's pussy-leash under her delightfully split groin, to one side of her enormous pussy-pole, pull it through a vent in the chassis and then clip it to a convenient provision beside the joystick pad on the safety rail. This way, he could communicate with Brenda whenever he chose.

Are we ready, pet?

It was a pleasant, 30 km run between Judge Loomis' mansion and the 100 hectare estate near the charming township of Dural. Two years fast- tracked construction had transformed the rustic property into the imposing edifices of TTA-1.

It was well within a basic vehicle's specifications to make that journey at flank speed, notwithstanding the addition of a superbly displayed passenger. The Judge slid into the driver's seat with the practised ease of a man who had personally supervised every element in the design and construction of the first commercially viable, pony-girl-powered vehicle in the Nation's history.

A romantic at heart, he much preferred manual control and, to that end, took up reins and whip. Expert marksmanship scored four hits from four strokes, all of them where they would do the most good; hard into a pony-girl's elaborately harnessed, latex-coated, nipple-ringed tit! Instantly convinced of their driver's credentials, the vehicle's propellants surged into a spirited trot so that by the time they passed the open gates of Loomis Manor, and having each received another half dozen stinging cuts, the vehicle was racing along at a flying gallop.

Scarcely had the speeding vehicle hit the highway when a despairing Brenda lost the impossible battle to keep her beloved Judge's briefcases from coming to harm. Immovably and agonisingly clamped to the travelling frame, Brenda could only resign herself to a nightmarish episode of the most excruciating breast torture. She knew, from extensive experience, her artificially ripened and strengthened boobs could endure any and every ordeal the Judge chose to inflict upon them!

It was not the danger that those jolting, jerking, five-pound weights, chained to her bloated breasts, would tear loose that devastated her. Incredibly, it was her mortification at being responsible for damaging the Judge's personal property that accounted for her anguish. She never for a moment doubted the justice of her torment!

The Judge, of course, realised Brenda's predicament almost immediately. He found it highly amusing, even to the extent of temporarily laying aside his whip and saying a few words to her.

You know, darling, I do so love the countryside...

On a whim, he switched channels to send a pre-programmed sequence of pleasure pulses to Brenda's every sensitive spot, wondering what she would make of the dilemma. Ah, Brenda, he sighed to himself. What would I do without you?

The appearance on a public road of a Pony-Girl-powered Vehicle, already being abbreviated to PGVs by a media conditioned to initialise everything, was sufficient of a rarity to attract the attention of commuters and pedestrians alike. Some waved to the Judge as he galloped by but most were content to admire the classy lines of the vehicle's design, and the performance of its motive power. Perhaps the extravagant claims of the Vid promotions currently saturating the air waves were not so fanciful after all? On that first morning alone, fully ten good citizens in the Dural district were convinced of the worth of the revolutionary PGV. An eleventh, the miserly George Adams, wondered if it were possible to register a do-it-yourself vehicle. Both of his current wives were of little interest now and here was a golden opportunity to get some additional mileage out of them.

Not that the Judge, nor any one else for that matter, cared a fig for George Adams!

The traffic thickened on the outskirts of town but the few, clunking, obsolete, solar-powered relics competing for road space were no match for the instant braking, tight turning, nimble acceleration of the speeding PGV. As the Judge had so perceptively predicted, driving a PGV put the pleasure back in motoring!

At the main entrance to TTA-1, the Judge handed over the reins of his vehicle to the smartly uniformed parking warden, content to allow her to lead his panting, heaving, precisely prancing team to a vacant parking slot. While the conscientious warden reined in and pussy-hobbled the pony-girls, the Judge alighted, freed his assistant's pussy-leash from the safety rail and began a patient explanation of the correct disembarkation procedure.

Brenda was too disoriented from her ordeal with the bouncing briefcases to fully understand the Judge's suggestions but she did file away every single word for subsequent reflection in a less harried moment. Later, standing at rigid attention, her dildo-hobble replaced, the Judge's briefcases back where they belonged, Brenda's concentration improved. The Judge's tone was ominous.

I do hope, Brenda, that you won't let that little mishap spoil my morning. I intend to make a grand entrance, as befits this momentous occasion. So buck up, girl! Don't disappoint me!

It was very rare for the Judge to address her so peremptorily. A surge of adrenalin raced through her astonishingly handicapped body. Fired up by the chemical discharge, overwhelmed by the enormity of her adoring loyalty, this exquisitely uniformed epitome of bondage artistry put on a fantastic show, not only for the delight of the Judge but also for the crowd of spectators who had the good fortune to witness that rousing performance.

 

It was as if an instant cat-walk had sprung up between the parking lot and the domed foyer and Brenda had become, for the nonce, a marvellous mannequin whose only concern was to parade and flaunt her couturier's creativity. Unbeknownst to the audience, the Judge orchestrated her promenade, advising of impending obstacles and providing timely information on the location, height and number of stairs to be negotiated. All else, of course, was left to Brenda's imagination. How she sashayed and wriggled! How she flung her eye-poppingly enormous, leather tortured tits from one side to another! How her creakingly twisted, glossily booted feet danced across the marble flagstones! This sight for sore eyes left no-one in doubt of her amazing talent and enthusiasm, least of all the Judge. Miraculously, the Judge's briefcases stayed in their proper place throughout the pageant.

Alone at last in the privacy of his executive lift, the Judge congratulated his panting, shuddering, faceless devotee.

You were terrific, Brenda! I should have known!

Her incredibly manipulated and strictured genitals, and her various spasming, lubricated body cavities, were treated to a pre-recorded pattern of electrical impulses that instantly transformed her into a yearning, craving, sex receptacle, squirming in the throes of uninhibited, unbridled passion. She orgasmed mightily as the lift reached the ivory tower but even the distraction of such exquisite pleasure did not deafen her to the Judge's voice. She heard every word her pussy-leash spoke!

Not surprisingly, the Judge brought the same compulsion for order and predicability to his business affairs as he practised in private life. At the touch of a finger, or the sound of his voice, the state-of-the-art Ellison ZK-2800 Electronic Office would provide him with whatever information he chose to see, instantly updated. This included direct display AV monitoring of any twenty of TTA-1's 400 video stations, the provision of voice-activated replay, edit and compilation facilities and comprehensive, continually updated video dossiers on every inmate, pony-girl and staff member.

His call waiting display showed five senior subordinates requesting his attention. Such was to be expected with any new venture. It would take Home time to iron out the wrinkles. In a few weeks, however, the Judge Was privately confident that this carefully planned establishment would fun like clockwork.

Disposing of the morning's minor hiccups with firm assurance, the Judge turned to his much longer display of outside calls. Most of them looked like they were from well-wishers and could be dealt with promptly but there were half a dozen which promised to require some concentration. He returned the Prime Minister's call first and modestly accepted the official praise by thanking his long-time friend for the backing and support which had been instrumental in getting the project out of the Cad-Cam.

In descending order of importance, the Judge thanked each caller personally. Then it was down to business. Ken Carmody, of course, and his Board, had to be invited but not for another month or so. The facility would take that long to get into full swing and as long as a year for the first, fully in-house, completed vehicles to begin rolling off the production line. TTA-1 would be seeded with a number of pony-girl's at various stapges of completion, these to be drawn from the herd at the pilot facility and driven up in batches starting in two days time. This way, all stations at the primary facility would be operational within the month and working up to maximum capacity by year's end.

He had a long talk with the Director of Public Roads, another crony from his youth, the upshot of which would see the establishment of a committee to investigate the feasibility of gradually resurfacing all of the roads in the Greater Hawkesbury Area with artificial turf, leading eventually to a nationwide program. The proliferation of PGVs would herald in the dawn of a new era in transportation. Long distance, approved travel would still be by hover-jet but with the number of citizens entitled to use such facilities now limited to politicians, government personnel and senior executives from the private sector, and their staffs of course, the only competition for TTA produced vehicles would come from the unreliable and unpopular solar-fuelled clunkers. In his mind's eye, the Judge saw a greener, calmer, world around him; one where a man could enjoy life's rich pleasures at a sedate and relaxing pace. Eric Fenwick's support from within the Public Roads System would be instrumental in getting the mighty program underway.

The Judge was a perceptive and patient man. Yet the problem he had taken upon himself to solve was enormous, and getting worse by the day. The imbalance of females to males had risen to alarming proportions. Already, the six main storage stations throughout the country were full to overflowing with convicted femlons which, even at maximum capacity, his ten TTA centres would scarcely affect. TTA centres were a first step in the right direction but much more would need to be done, and a variety of new vocations developed in which to employ the ever burgeoning surplus of disenfranchised femininity.

It was to that end he spoke first with the Mayor of Greater Penrith to propose that suitably pollution protected PGVs could be used to reactivate the satellite city's long disused, light rail system. A prototype 16-unit team had been assembled and was this very minute being trained in the complex skills it would need to acquire before it could be charged with the responsibility of transporting the citizens of Greater Penrith about their daily business. Enthused by the Judge's glowing description of the benefits, as well as the popularity, of the re-introduction of a cheap, efficient, public transport system, Mayor Tingey jumped at the invitation for himself and selected city officials to drive down, courtesy of a fleet of PGVs, for a two-day evaluation of the prototype unit.

One down, three to go. The call to Edward Devereux was personal as well as professional. They had done their military service together, at a time when there was justifiable official apprehension the oppressed female majority might riot to reclaim their lost enfranchisement. That hadn't happened, but it had been a tense period nonetheless. These days, Devereux was CEO of Ainsworth Holdings, the largest manufacturer of household goods in the country. To date, his company had purchased twelve vehicles for executive and promotional use, in addition to a further three vehicles for private purposes.

The Judge outlined his proposal. TTA-1 was designed to provide extensive, co-operative facilities to private enterprise. These research cells were expected to design and test the many possible opportunities for gainful female employment. The Judge had long suspected that a worthwhile market existed for the supply of femlon decorated furniture, or FDFS as the Judge laconically added. Devereux was invited to Loomis Manor for the weekend where, among other things, he could view the Judge's finest efforts in the design of these functional, attractive and low maintenance FDFs. A noted connoisseur of the trussed female form, Devereux was delighted to accept both the invitation to Loomis Manor and the opportunity to undertake joint research into the commercial possibilities of mass merchandising a wide range of FDFs.

The Minister for Sport and Recreation was next. The total prohibition on gambling introduced in the distant 21st century had long since been revoked but not before it had contributed to the final extinction of the four-legged equine population. In fact, a series of bio-disasters, and wars, in the early part of the millennium had been responsible for the demise of most wild and domestic species, very quickly encouraging the development of palatable and affordable, and artificial, foodstuffs. There were reports that a tiny colony of wild dogs still eked out a miserable existence in the frozen waste which was now most of Canada, but for all practical purposes, only the domestic cat had survived as a companion for man.

The Judge did not bother explaining the historical significance of this proposal; the Honourable George Witherspoon was not noted for his erudition. The Judge simply suggested that a government-run stadium which promoted a full calender of pony-girl racing throughout the year was sure to enjoy tremendous patronage and support. Witherspoon thought so too and promised to start work immediately on draft legislation to implement the scheme. The Judge did not waste his time explaining why there would be three balls at one end of the sand-strewn circus and three dolphins at the other!

The final call on his morning schedule promised to be the most difficult; indeed, almost as tough as his original proposal to establish the TTA system. He had to convince the very conservative Minister for Finance that now was the time to begin planning for a totally new female occupation service, with training centres set up along similar lines to the TTA system. In a nutshell, Cyril Collaroy was asked to consider authorising a pilot facility to investigate the profitability of transforming selected, surplus females into docile, amusing, family pets, and thereby resurrect the role that canines had traditionally occupied all those years ago.

Two weeks earlier, Cyril Collaroy would have scoffed at this preposterous suggestion. Now he did not. For two weeks he had been the proud owner of a delightful pony-girl vehicle, matched chestnuts, and the exhilaration of gallivanting all over the countryside in his spare moments had given him a new lease on life. Not that the Judge knew the reason for Collaroy's surprising enthusiasm. It didn't matter. He got what he wanted far easier than expected! He was promised Parliamentary approval for the pilot program within the month!

It was time to relax. He would take an hour to reflect over the morning's successes. He thought of Brenda, absent-mindedly tapping his feet... against her skull! Her leather-crushed, penis-gagged head served as the Judge's foot-rest. In fact, to the casual observer, the foot-rest looked like nothing so much as a gleaming, amorphous, leather ball from which sprouted a thick, steel-tensioned pole. There was no hint that below the floor's surface, Brenda was encased from neck to foot in a steel cylinder, and pinned immovably therein by a mercilessly inflated rubber pressure bag, lined on the appropriate side with those ubiquitous rubber prongs of which the Judge was so fond. The only changes to her elaborate bondage burden were the removal of her pussy-leash, since the steel cylinder provided its own communication system, and the immobilisation of her wrists in line with her elbows.

At a touch of the modified Ellison ZK 2800 office console, the universally mounted, hydraulically operated cylinder emerged soundlessly from its recess in the floor to nuzzle the blinded, compressed head of its helpless occupant against the Judge's straining manhood. Judge Loomis pried the terrible gag from its socket, to replace it with his considerably smaller erection. Quality before quantity, the Judge had always reckoned, relishing the instant attention of his assistant's motile tongue.

These were the highlights of her life, though they came all too seldom to her. Brenda forgot everything in her frenzied desire to worship the precious organ filling her mouth. She teased and caressed it, she licked and stroked it, she entertained it to the utmost of her skill.

Whoa there, darling! I'm not in that much of a hurry. I have a whole hour... Chastened, Brenda relaxed the intensity of her ministrations, beginning a patient and passionate attack which she knew would thrill her benefactor.

Luxuriating in the ergonomically perfect comfort of his unique chair, his discerning, throbbing manhood lost in the secret cavern of his assistant's ringed-stretched mouth, and at the mercy of her tireless, mischievous and superbly talented tongue, the Judge was content with his world. What more could a man ask for?

What more indeed! Some half an hour later, he knew exactly what more a man could ask for!

Sorry, darling! This is an emergency...

No sooner had he made that quick apology than Brenda found her gigantic, jacking gag packed back into her frustrated mouth. A moment of lightness, then clunk! Her cylinder was returned to its receptacle and her penis-gagged head once more proffered as a convenient foot-stool. Devastated by this lost opportunity, she was barely able to appreciate the Judge's electronic gesture of consolation.

The Judge barked a command. Monitor 12 replayed the preceding three minutes transmission and in response to a second command, identified the object of the Judge's interest. He studied the accompanying dossier intently, then opened a channel to the main operations room.

"Delany here, Judge."

"Captain Delany. I want you to suspend the processing of Inmate KJJ- 646 immediately. Restrain her under maximum security in an isolation cell and report to my office in one half hour precisely."

Then he spoke to the representative from the Bell-Dixon Corporation, one of three private firms already in residence and undertaking research

at TTA-1.

"Mr Smart. If you would be so kind as to see me here immediately, I would much appreciate it."

"Sure, Judge. I'm on my way."

Found at last, he sighed. He was certain that KJJ-646 was the one!




CHAPTER THREE

Isobel had abandoned all hope many hours ago and now stood forlornly awaiting whatever horror a cruel fate would next bestow upon her. She was very uncomfortable.

To celebrate her eighteenth birthday, her vicious sister-in-law had decreed she was surplus to family requirements and together with two of her cronies, had awoken her that morning with a pre-planned ambush. Terrified by the sudden attack, Isobel did not recover her wits in time to prevent the combined strength of all three women from bending her arms behind her back and welding her wrists together with heavy-duty steel handcuffs.

"There! That'll keep you out of trouble, you ugly cow," snarled the spiteful Harriett. "Come on, Rosa, get that hobble locked... for Gord's sake!"

Isobel's scream was a mixture of panic and indignation. "Leave me alone!"

Before a straining Rosa and Gretel were able to snap the crippling knee hobble, Isobel was in control of her mighty frame. A single, adrenalin- fuelled surge flung the scrabbling harpies from her legs and while those stunned collaborators were gathering their scattered composure, Isobel struggled gamely to her feet, her screeching sister-in-law clinging on to her neck for dear life.

Everyone was yelling now and pandemonium was the order of the moment. Rosa and Gretel, cursing their foe, returned to the fray, each trying to grab hold of a kicking leg. It was easier said than done and before they could claim success, the luckless Gretel took a knee to the jaw which loosened several of her perfect teeth. Isobel kept up a furious racket while it was all Harriett could do to hang on grimly.

Had Isobel reacted in time to fight off the initial imprisonment of her arms, the battle would have ended very quickly. At full stretch, the magnificently proportioned Amazon stood a full six-and-a-half feet tall! She was immensely strong so that even after Rosa and Gretel had wrapped themselves each around one solid pillar-like leg, a long and bruising battle ensued before a combination of persistence and luck saw Isobel trip over a chair and crash to the floor.

"Don't let the bitch up again, for Gord's sake," bellowed a gasping Harriett, as she shifted grip with her right hand to pinch a tender, nubile nipple between thumb and forefinger. "Lie still, you cow, or I swear I'll rip the bloody thing off!"

Isobel cried out in pain as the shock of her predicament brought forth a flood of tears.

"What are you doing?" Isobel bleated, her resistance quelled by the dreadful pain in her poor nipple. "Please, Harriett... let me go!"

Harriett's reply to that sobbing plea was simple. She twisted ever harder into the captive nipple, shifting her position to get better leverage as she did so. "Shut your mouth, you freak!" she hissed. "Jesus, Gretel, stop jerking around and lock the bloody hobble now! If this bitch gets free again, Gord knows what'll happen!"

"Don't you snarl at me, Harriett," snarled Gretel, her jaw still aching from the terrific knock it had taken. "The bloody hobble isn't big enough. The slut's thighs are too bloody thick!"

"Harriett," pleaded Rosa. "Do something! The cow won't keep her legs still!"

"Listen, you slut! I told you to lie still! Now do it!"

Isobel's agonised wail was testament to the venom with which Harriett punished her helpless nipple. Unable to endure the shocking pain a moment longer, Isobel's legs turned to water.

"At last," exclaimed a triumphant Rosa, forcing home the ratchet which locked the second of the steel cuffs cruelly deep into Isobel's left thigh, a scant inch above her knee. With barely two inches of strong chain linking these gouging, cutting cuffs, Isobel's mobility was severely handicapped. "Thank Gord for that! Get the gag, Gretel! Please!"

"No! Please don't! Please!" was all a very frightened, very defenceless girl could think of saying. It was nowhere near good enough!

"Open that fat mouth!"

Isobel's soft, thick lips parted but not far or fast enough for the harridan astride her waist. "You take the gag, Rosa. You stay on her thighs! "What!"

"Sorry, Gretel I mean please sit on her thighs."

"Certainly, Harriett."

Unencumbered, Harriett delighted in squeezing both nipples; one very red, swollen and bruised, the other about to be made so.

Isobel screamed, and when her jaws were wide apart, a nod from Harriett instructed the grinning Rosa to plop the cunning steel device into that gaping hole.

"Damn," cursed Harriett. "I don't think her stupid tongue is properly in the slot. No it's not!"

"Do you want me to try again?"

Harriett shook her head, bending lower over the pinioned captive.

"Listen to me, you freak! I'm going to keep twisting these fat nubs until I see your pinkie poking right through the gag-slot."

Utterly defeated by the threat to her throbbing, aching nipples, Isobel strained her tender tongue into the tight tongue-slot, worming and squirming until it's tip protruded from the far end.

"Getting through to you at last, am I, dear Isobel?" The older woman's voice was rich with sarcasm. "Hold her head, please Rosa. Good!" Snap! Pressure on a single stud released the spring-compressed prods which covered the outer surface of the ingenious gag. Simultaneously, much sharper, shorter barbs sprang out from the inner surface of the wicked tongue-slot. Isobel's eyes glared wide with incredulous anguish! Her mouth was on fire and all she could do was shudder in pain, making silly, futile, squealing sounds which had no effect on her tormentors other than to raise a chuckle.

Gretel tenderly touched her aching jaw.

"How does it feel, slut," she gloated. "That'll teach you!" "Couldn't you have chosen something less noisy?"

"Of course, Rosa, but I didn't want to. I like the sound of the slut's caterwauling! She sounds like a stuck pig; not a single sound intelligible!" The victors retired to the doorway to admire their handiwork. It was particularly gratifying, after all the trouble she'd caused, to watch the slut bang her golden haired head from side to side in a hopeless attempt to lessen the fury with which the diabolical gag attacked her gaping

maw.

"May I have a drink, please Harriett, I'm buggered!"

"Me too," carolled Gretel. "Please," she added with a smile.

Harriett went off in search of the requested refreshment. Rosa stroked her benefactor's thigh with familiar tenderness.

"Darling," she whispered, "just watching that fat sow roll around like a bloated worm is making me very hot. Can't we go home so you can do something deliciously horrible to me?"

"Stop it! My jaw's too sore, and we haven't finished helping Harriett." Rosa sighed with disappointment, but her fingers continued their gentle

caress.

"Stop it, I said, you little vixen. You've started my blood boiling; and that's started my jaw throbbing again!"

"Sorry," muttered a pouting Rosa, with just the right of touch of insincerity to guarantee her a very serious lesson in discipline just as soon as Gretel could find the time.

Harriett returned with the drinks and they quaffed them down.

"A toast!" cried Harriett. "Good riddance to bad rubbish!"

The crescendo of giggling distracted Isobel from her agonising misfortune. She twisted her head to see three dishevelled demons mocking her pitiful, painful plight with undisguised glee. A renewed flood of tears welled from her red-rimmed eyes.

She tried to sit up. Harriett wasn't having any of that and strode quickly to Isobel's side to plump a booted foot into a spongy, melon-sized tit.

"Lie still, you slut!" The command was reinforced by a jolting, pumping barrage of quick-steps.

"Rosa! Get the tit-clamps!"

"Wake up, dopey," snapped Gretel, back-handing her day-dreaming, masochistic companion.

"Sorry? What?"

"Get the tit-clamps, Rosa! They're on the sideboard in the living room. Hurry up, for Gord's sake!"

Rosa hurried back with the required items, a twinkle in her eye as she looked lustfully toward Gretel.

"No, cuddles, they're not for you. Those little boobs of yours are far too small for these beauties!"

Wistfully, Rosa handed over the thick, adjustable steel bands. "Who wants to help?"

"Me," cried Rosa.

"I think my jaw is fractured?"

"Sweet Jesus, Gretel! Shut up about your bloody jaw! As soon as we finish with this cow you can get a medical. I'll pay, for Gord's sake!" "What do you want me to do?" Gretel sniffed.

"Sit on her stomach and squeeze her nipples. If the bitch so much as quivers while I'm clamping her tits, twist the nasty, ugly things right off!"

"With pleasure!"

Harriett grasped a handful of lustrous, golden hair, the better to bang her hated sister-in-law's head into the floor.

"Did you understand that, you stupid slut?"

Taking the enforced nods as an affirmative, Harriett slipped the first of the terrible clamps around the full diameter of one splendid, sensuously spongy breast, clicking it gradually tighter so that by the time the shiny band clicked its last click, there was about an equal amount of tit on each side of the clamp.

"I said no squirming, you moron!"

"Serves you right!" Gretel growled.

"That's enough for now, darling. It's self-defeating to keep twisting!"

Soon enough, Harriett's experienced hands had locked the matching clamp vindictively tight around the remaining melon-breast. A forked, steel link leash snapped to a waiting D-ring on the under-surface of each boob-clamp. Harriett handed the leather lead-grip to Rosa.

"Watch this!" she gloated. "Stand clear, Gretel! Hang onto the leash, Rosa!"

With a deft flick, Harriett simultaneously depressed the recessed stud in the top-centre of each gouging breast-clamp.

Isobel's gut-wrenching screech of primordial pain was reward enough for the grinning tormentresses, particularly as her mouth-filling, spike- sprouting, torture-gag transformed her cries into ridiculous, bleating squeaks.

Harriett clapped her hands. Gretel followed suit then winced because of you know what. Rosa looked on with just a tiny touch of envy.

The fiendish boob-clamps had come alive with serried rows of needle- barbed steel pins, everyone a full quarter-inch long and everyone buried to the hilt in the threshing girl's wickedly bilobed breasts. Out of control with the mind-numbing horror of her callous mistreatment, Isobel bounced judderingly up and down on her tensing buttocks, her tightly manacled wrists trapped helplessly under her Amazonian body.

Harriett took the leash from Rosa's trembling hand. She jerked sharply. "On your feet, you fat cow!"

Stark terror gripped the wretched victim's heart as she realised the full hopelessness of her predicament. The horrid, hurting things around her poor titties, and the dreadful tension now applied to them, compelled her to think of nothing but the necessity to scramble upright, to somehow do something that would lessen the enormity of her suffering. Naked now, her flimsy nightdress long since disintegrated in the frantic melee, the tormented, forlorn creature had no other option. A weaker girl would have failed. Isobel's almost super-human strength came to her rescue as, unaided by nought than a straining tit-leash, she struggled to a sitting position and then, pressing her feet close to her pulsing nates, rose unsteadily heavenward until at last she stood, Stoically, afire all over, desperately trying to keep her balance.

"Good gracious, Harriett," exclaimed Gretel, "she really is a giant freak!" "Don't I know it! Gord, how I hate the bitch!"

"What a birthday party," giggled Rosa. "Let's have another drink." Gretel nodded.

"Alright, girls. I guess I could use one too. Wait a moment while I string this stupid slut's boobs to the rafter!"

Rosa got the drinks while Harriett carried out her diabolical plan. "Well, Isobel," she sneered, "how does that feel?"

"You're too kind, Harriett," chuckled Gretel. "I'll bet she's loving it! Look at those ridiculous, twitching legs. They're more like power pylons!" Poor Isobel was forced onto the balls of her feet to gain even a modicum of relief from the terrible tension between the roof and her pitilessly abused, spike-clamped breasts. A steady flow of tears coursed down her bloated, gag-prodded cheeks. If only there was some way to plead with her sister-in-law! If only she could beg for even a few minutes respite from her agonising ordeal!

"Let's go out for breakfast, girls," suggested Harriett. "I'm sure we'll find Isobel waiting right here for us when we return!"

That was eight hours ago!

Isobel's legs were very tired, the muscles in her calves and thighs crying out for relief. There was none in sight. The dilemma facing the helpless Amazon was simple. Which misery could be borne the best? To provide even momentary respite for her stiff, exhausted legs was to condemn her cruelly clamped boobs to nightmarish suffering. Isobel could not bear the thought of that so on the balls of her feet she remained, through the haze of pain marvelling at the stamina a capricious fate had bestowed on her freakish figure.

But there was no such dilemma with her gag. It hurt her mouth, and silenced coherent speech, and there was nothing she could do about that! Since the mysterious disappearance of her older brother, Harriett's husband, Isobel had lived in fear of her eighteenth birthday. As soon as the limited protection afforded by her status as an adolescent expired, and with no likelihood of citizenship, she was at the mercy of her dreaded sister-in-law, and she expected the worst. But nothing as bad as this. Like every other young woman brought up in the current atmosphere of institutional oppression, Isobel lived in constant terror of falling foul of authority and the instant incarceration such misfortune entailed. Indeed, in a fruitless attempt to avoid that fate, she had striven with all her might to co-operate with, and appease, her heartless oppressor.

To no avail as her present situation made painfully clear. For the first time, Isobel suspected that, frightening as the State's prison system might be, nothing could be worse than a lifetime of misery at the hands of her coldly calculating sister-in-law.

More tears bubbled from her lovely eyes to accompany the stab of anguish which coursed through her straining limbs. The bleakness of her future prospects dawned with a terrible clarity. She was doomed to a life of torment under the tyrannical regime of a woman whose lifetime achievement was limited to the reputation as the County's meanest RADC Officer; that is, of course, if she could be prevailed upon to keep her. Otherwise it was off to prison, possibly a sentence to a RAD Centre but far more likely, considering her ungainly size, she would be de-animated for an indefinite period. Official figures were never published, but secret whispers from ear to ear hinted there were as many as 3 million women already in frozen storage across the country, and the chance of re- animation virtually zero.

To be frozen alive with a still functioning brain was too horrible to contemplate and so, with leaden heart, she knew she would do everything she could to mollify the pitiless Major Harriett Callan. Ah, how little she knew or understood her world. The fickle Goddess Fortune deals you out your pain and pleasure, careless what your worth may be!

Eventually the sound of stumbling footsteps startled the Stoic prisoner. Harriett had returned and this time she was alone. The erratic motion, Supported moments later by the strong smell of alcohol, confirmed she was drunk.

"Still on yer feet, bitch?" she mumbled. "Gord! I shoulda hung yer six inches higher!"

Isobel tensed with terror. Harriett was swaying eerily on high-heeled boots and the possibility that, intoxicated, she would break her fall with Isobel's helplessly suspended figure was all too real.

"I'd do it now, yer slut," she hissed, "Cept I'm too pissed!"

Harriett staggered to the doorway, oblivious to the desperate, pleading eye-contact her sister-in-law was trying to make.

"Who cares anyway? It's off to the slammer tonight, then lights out! Down at the Blacktown Storage Plant there's a special reception waiting for you!"

Half an hour later, two patrolmen entered the room, obviously expecting to find what they did. It was as if a dagger pierced her heart. It was all for nothing! Tears rolled unchecked past her throbbing, gag-filled mouth while the uniformed upholders of the law had a short conference.

"I tell you, Alf. I don't fancy Ringering this monster in-doors. We'll never get her through the doorway!"

Patrolman Alfred Tucker nodded. "Take her outside first. We can do her on the pavement, and then call in the hover-jet."

"Now then, sweetie, you're not going to start a fuss, are you?" Senior Patrolman Norman Gamble grinned wickedly. "Of course you won't! I'd just hate to have to pull those big boobies off!"

Unhooked from the roof after all those long hours was a relief in itself. Isobel staggered a little for a moment, her heels unused to the feel of solid ground. From then on it was all she could do to concentrate on the tiny, rapid, tiptoe steps her tightly hobbled legs had to take if she were to keep up with the steady tug on the loathsome titty-leash.

It was cooler outside, the wind raising goose bumps on her naked, sweat drenched flesh. Checked to a halt on the footpath outside her sometime home, Isobel began to shake, racked internally with bleak despair. She was only half aware that a sturdy Ringer frame stood to one side. "Assume the position, girlie," Senior Patrolman Gamble instructed, brandishing a standard-issue neural disruption prod with practised ease. With her wrists achingly and helplessly bound behind her, and her knees close hobbled, poor Isobel looked around frantically for a support. There was nothing in reach, the leering Officers showed no inclination to help, and the terrifying prod was inching nearer with every second of

indecision. She flopped, despondent and dejected, jarring her knees. Patrolman Tucker did not allow quite enough slack in her titty-leash to spare her a fiery attack from the devilishly spiked, crushing breast clamps. The sum of her misery was such that these latest additions to the litany of her woes were of little import. Numbed by the horror of the day's events, and with her poor titties just a touch inured to their constant torment, Isobel was emotionally exhausted, drained of will, and hopelessly resigned to the inevitability of her frozen future as a lifeless statuette.

Patrolman Gamble laid on with the prod anyway.

"Well," he said, looking at his partner, "I don't fancy trying to Ringer this bimbo while she's conscious. Look at her! Look at the muscles! I'm buggered if there's as much as half an inch of fat anywhere. I've never seen anything like it!"

"Shit, Norm, I'm not complaining!" Patrolman Tucker reluctantly released his tight grip on the straining titty-leash. Isobel toppled listlessly onto her side.

Even for this experienced pair, preparing and then Ringering their catch was a demanding job. Senior Patrolman Gamble returned the Major's precision fetters, but wisely decided not to disturb her. Major Callan had more clout at Central Lakes Precinct than anyone else he knew, and it would be a very foolish or well-connected, fellow who dared cross her. In this day and age, that a woman could exercise such power, or any power for that matter, was a source of constant amazement. But Senior Patrolman Gamble was quite happy to remain amazed; he was not going to be stupid!

Whatever this bimbo had done to earn the Major's ire was none of his business, and it was going to stay that way. Major Callan had not even bothered to greet their arrival, nor witness their departure. It was just as well. They couldn't put their feet in it!

Outside, his junior colleague was busy plundering the secrets of the Ringer'd bimbo's mighty orifices. One arm had disappeared to mid- forearm into her warm, silky lust chamber while the other, three or four fingers anyway, were frigging around at the back door.

"What are you doing, Alf? Prospecting for gold?" The exasperation was real. "Knock it off, I'm calling in a hover. The sooner we get this one over

with, the better I'm going to like it."

A noisy plop accompanied Patrolman Tucker's exit from the cavernous recess. For good measure he gave each disfigured, damaged boob a hearty going over.

"I don't believe these tits!" he blurted. "Clamped up tighter than a virgin's cunny in church for most of the day and they're already bouncing back into shape!"

"Yeah. Come on. Finish the job. The Major wants the Ringer set to maximum punishment."

Patrolman Tucker enjoyed doing that, even though he was interrupted by the need to locate a wrench to tighten the various fittings so the Major's orders could be complied with. Senior Patrolman Gamble contented himself with the responsibility of expanding the multi-pronged steel brank until its victim's mouth was jacked open to jaw-splitting dimensions. At about this time Isobel returned to the land of the living and the agonising immobility of Ringer'd captivity. A single tear trickled from a red-rimmed eye and dripped onto the Senior Patrolman's hand. He wiped the moistness into her golden hair.

"You poor, dumb bimbo," he whispered. "Whatever have you done?" The patrolmen waited with her until the hover-jet arrived. The lift-hook attached to the Ringer, Patrolman Tucker gave the juicy, expansive buttocks a parting slap as a signal from his partner launched the wantonly arrayed prisoner on her one-way journey. With her neck arched back until it was ready to snap, Isobel had a front row seat to observe her rendezvous with the hover-jet's Ringer racks. Her eyes alone had the freedom to rove so it was only the slowly spinning lift-wire that allowed her such a detailed view of her destination.

Two racks were already occupied but it was plain to see that neither of these prisoners were considered dangerous. Isobel sobbed with the injustice of it all. Their Ringer frames were set to regular tension. Even femlons were treated better than she was. The docking manoeuvre was handled smoothly and now that her Ringer was secured, Isobel had only the underside of the hover-jet's hull to stare at for the hour-and-a-half the vehicle remained on patrol. Three more femlons were added to the load, by which time everyone had turned blue from the cold.

Isobel knew she was being propelled on some kind of trolley but since no one had done anything to lessen her terrible, hog-tied, split-legged pose, she was restricted to viewing the various ceilings between the hover- jet pad and what her limited education had taught her would be the precinct processing station for unlicensed or vagrant femlons.

There was constant noise and bustle all around her but only rarely could she make out the content of the brief, jargon-driven exchanges. Occasionally, a uniformed patrolman or patrolwoman would pass close by, a blur across her line of sight.

Isobel was shaken out of her pain-racked, immobilised lethargy when she realised that the torpid progression of the last hour had finally brought her to the front of the queue where the voices were louder and now definitely talking about her.

"What's this?" snapped a peremptory voice of authority. "We handle femlons. Not bloody cows!"

That subtle touch of humour raised a tired chuckle from all within earshot. "What's the charge, sergeant?"

"Vagrancy," a bored, female voice replied.

"Sergeant, I propose we save a bit of time. There's no way this one's going to be wanted at a RAD Centre. She'll get the big sleep, no risk. Court's closed for the day so give her a scrub then file her away until morning. Judge Madgwick likes to get all the de-am verdicts out of the way first so put her in the initial batch."

"No problem, sir," she replied with a trace of animation. The end of the shift was in sight and one less femlon to fully process, especially one this size, would get her home that little bit earlier. It had been a long day!

Nothing surprised Isobel any more. That she didn't even warrant regulation processing was to be expected. She was rushing headlong toward the most dread destiny of all!

Leon Tolley, the Clerk of the Court, was waiting for Judge Madgwick as he emerged from his chambers, ready for another morning's work dispensing justice to the endless procession of femlons railed into him. "Your Honour," he said deferentially. "I think you should read this circular."

"What circular? You read it!" Judge Madgwick loved his work and anything that distracted him from the heady responsibilities entrusted to him was an anathema.

"It's addressed to you, Your Honour. Perhaps?"

"I don't care! What does it say!"

Leon made an altogether superficial attempt to show he was opening a sealed circular, and read aloud.

"Circular two-two-five-dash-four..."

"Get to the point, Tolley. What does the bloody thing say!"

"Yes, Your Honour. Um... as of this date, all femlons sentenced to a de- animation station, and who are taller than five foot nine inches, are to be re-directed to Control Station Six. I think that's the new holding facility for the TTA System."

"Indeed it is, Tolley. Indeed it is!" Judge Madgwick allowed himself a satisfied smile. "So Loomis' plan is finally into full-swing. About time! He always was a determined little bastard!"

"Your Honour, may I suggest a short recess so that the accused can have their records amended to include their height."

"Make it so, Tolley. One more thing. I believe I saw somewhere that a TTA Sales Showroom is about to open in Gosford?"

"Yes, Your Honour, this Saturday."

"Excellent! Arrange an appointment for me with their senior sales person for eleven am precisely."

"Yes, Your Honour."

Since Isobel was to be filed away for the night, her sanitation treatment included complete waste extraction followed by the deep insertion of a huge rubber bung into her untested rear passage and a tight plug-clamp around her urethra. No one was keen on the idea of cleaning excrement from the transparent femlon filing cabinets. There she hung, in the isolated, single oversize cabinet away in the far corner.

She couldn't sleep. She certainly couldn't move. Everywhere her tormented, twisted, obscenely splayed figure ached with the intensity that only severe and prolonged tension could create. The minutes dragged by like hours yet it seemed only moments from her induction into the filing cabinet to her mounting on the motorised rail that would propel her into court and the final sentence to oblivion.

Female hands caressed her dangling breasts, patted her straining nates and prodded her plugged and clamped genitals.

"Goodness me, Helen, this one has put someone's nose out of joint. Maximum punishment setting is only supposed to be used for an hour at a time. Two at the most. Not all night!"

"Not my problem, Arabella. And don't care. The Judge will have her in a minute so what does it matter?"

"I suppose so."

Isobel waited for over an hour before her Ringer'd form began its inexorable, stop-start journey to its doom. The ornate ceiling appearing above her, and the male voice directly behind her, were the only clues to her brief court appearance.

So close behind her, in fact, that the face could not be more than three feet from her lewdly, immodestly presented genitals. Unexpected though it was, Isobel did not fight this additional degradation. It was part of the whole and very soon would matter nought anyway.

"Clerk! What have we here?"

"A vagrant, Your Honour."

"Redeeming attractiveness?"

"None, Your Honour."

"Height?"

"Six foot six, Your Honour."

"Really? Does the circular prescribe a maximum height for TTA inductees?"

"No, Your Honour."

"Well, it should!" Judge Madgwick made the usual annotations to his court list. "Sentence is a Lifetime TTA Contract. Inmate number assigned KJJ-646. Disposal by immediate transport to Control Station Six. Next!"

Isobel didn't understand at all. What was TTA? Where was Control Station Six? Why didn't she hear mention of de-animation or RAD? No, she did remember. Someone had said something. What was it? She was too exhausted, too dispirited, to pursue the thought further.

She railed through the court to the dispatch nexus and from there was fork-lifted to a Ringer rack on a very large hover-jet. Aware now that femlons were not supposed to be punishment Ringer'd indefinitely, Isobel hoped that someone would have the authority to ease her dreadful suffering. Nearly all the personnel through whose hands she passed that morning noticed both her size and her exceptionally severe restraint. Not one saw any reason to interfere; most found the sight of the freakish Amazon in cruel bondage to be profoundly erotic while those few who didn't couldn't be bothered anyway.

The hover-jet remained where it was until midday before departing for the fifteen minute flight to Control Station Six on the outskirts of Newcastle. It carried a full load of Ringer'd femlons, 192 to be exact. It circled the flight tower at CS-6 once then almost back-tracked down to Dural and the landing pad at TTA-1. Lieutenant Jeremy Hall stifled his frustration with bureaucratic inefficiency as best he could. He was just the pilot, after all. Some things never change.

Transferred again to a monorail affair, all the femlons were treated to a relaxation of their steel head braces, even Isobel. The reason was quickly made apparent.

"Listen up, girls." The voice belonged to the imposing woman garbed in a figure-hugging, gleaming uniform of smoothly polished rubber. "Look to your left and see what you can see! Yes, girls. It's real! TTA-1's sole purpose is the production of PGVs! That's pony-girl-powered vehicles! That's what all of you are going to be and I don't mind telling you it's a damn sight better fate than spending eternity in frozen boredom!"

Isobel and the others stared in fascination at the scene below them. Everywhere they looked were matched pairs of pony-girls, harnessed to brightly painted jaunting-gigs, gaily caparisoned and prancing, trotting or galloping in fine style around one of the many training circuits which panned out as far as the eye could see.

"It takes two years," the resonant voice continued. "But it's worth it! I promise you! From here you'll be railed straight to our initial reception area. One jab with an anaesthetic and you're out cold. Then we set to work on your impractical carcases, transforming you into the epitome of perfectly formed pony-girls. Next you get new coats. We do roans, chestnuts, blacks, greys and palominos!"

More than a few of the helpless, gagged femlons were shaking their heads with frantic abandon. It seemed not everyone was convinced the forbidding, rubber-sheathed Major Andrews had drawn the correct conclusions about eternity and boredom.

"Trust me," she grinned. "You won't wake up until all these preliminaries are out of the way so don't be too surprised at your changed circumstances. The world looks a very different place; it is a very different place from the perspective of a pony-girl. Any questions?"

The desperate head-bobbing and shaking started up again, but since every mouth was full of steel-prodded brank, none of the questions were intelligible. With a wave of a rubber-gloved hand, Major Andrews started the monorail in motion. This was her third welcoming speech of the day. It was okay. She would get it better with practice.

Isobel was not one of the head-bobbers. She had already faced that crisis and knew that any fate, even a life-long existence as a pony-girl, was infinitely preferable to frozen embalmment.

The head braces were not re-tightened so every inmate was able to watch the processing of the preceding inmate. It was both fast and impersonal. Isobel was just two spaces away from the hypodermic station when the production line came to a sudden halt. It backed up a few meters and Isobel knew grinding fear again as her Ringer frame alone was shunted onto a short bypass.

What did it mean? The production line got going again, and then Isobel saw two rubber-uniformed wardens approaching her, wheeling before them what was surely the most diabolically designed discipline costume she had ever seen. Isobel's unsupported head collapsed from the weight of her misery, and her melancholy.

Why me, her heart wailed. What have I done?




CHAPTER FOUR

"Mr Smart," welcomed the Judge, striding to shake the hand of Bell- Dixon's foremost administrator. "I do appreciate this courtesy at such short notice. "Please take a seat."

"Thank you, Judge." Graeme Smart knew all about the Judge's amazing foot-rest and he was dying to view it at first hand. He sidled up to the elaborate work-station and the Judge, who had been through this routine more times than he cared to remember, put the young man out of his misery.

"I don't believe you've seen an Ellison ZK 2800. Perhaps you'd like to test-drive. It's a very powerful station."

"Yes, I would, Judge. Thank you very much."

Under normal circumstances, Graeme Smart would have taken a great interest in the electronic work-station. Today, he had eyes only for the gleaming, leather-crushed, penis-gagged, amorphous ball that just had to be the famous Brenda!

"Take a seat, sir," invited the Judge. "Put your feet up. Brenda likes to be used!"

Red-faced, and with a school-boyish grin on his face, Graeme Smart flopped into the comfortable chair. Gingerly, he lifted one foot onto the top of the motionless foot-rest.

The Judge chuckled.

"It's not a crystal vase, Mr Smart. Plonk your feet down any old how. She won't break!"

Graeme rubbed both heels across the shining pate, avoiding the steel skull-ring. And then, understandably, he had to scrunch up to conceal an instant and intense erection. It happens every time, the Judge reflected, keeping as straight a face as he could. So often his dear Brenda had turned out to be the perfect, irresistible bribe.

"Mr Smart," the Judge continued. "It seems I recall a small matter which requires my attention for fifteen minutes." The Judge strolled to the Bell- Dixon executive's side and tapped out a lightning fast communication. Fresh fish, Brenda. Ten minutes, max. Do look after the boy, I need his help.

His next instruction activated the slender cylinder into which his precious assistant had been squeezed. A startled Graeme Smart found the Judge's friendly hand had stopped him from leaving the chair. Not that he'd tried all that hard!

"Stay there, Mr Smart," cajoled the Judge, expertly manoeuvring the gag-sprouting leather head until it had reached an ideal position. "This humble diversion is the least I can do to apologise for wasting your time." In a trice, the awesome penis-gag was extracted. The Judge stuffed it in his pocket and headed for the door.

"The bathroom is that way. Do let me know if Brenda is unco-operative in any way, won't you?"

Like most men under ninety, at moments like this, Graeme did all his thinking with Mr Wobbly. No sooner had the door closed shut behind the departing Judge than the excited executive freed his throbbing trouser snake and tentatively thrust the tip into the dark, incredibly erotic orifice waiting so helplessly, invitingly, at his thighs.

Brenda was waiting for him. Her powerful tongue sprang to life with a marvellous frisson, luring the pulsing, unsuspecting member into an experience never before dreamed of. Instinctively, Graeme's hands clung to the rigidly, bizarrely immobile skull while his heart raced, his loins pounded and Mr Wobbly banged his head in blind delirium against the soft and tender nether regions of Brenda's very deep throat. Ninety seconds was all it took; ninety seconds from a cold start to a full-on orgasm that had to rank with the very best he'd ever known.

Ten minutes, the Judge had said, so Brenda allowed the poor boy only a moment to catch his breath before she started on him again. Even as she eagerly swallowed every drop of that extraordinary elixir, Brenda's tongue was dancing, gliding, caressing, always with complete unpredictability and always one step ahead of the large and willing, but out-classed erection she'd been given the chance to play with.

The Judge seldom called for this type of treatment these days so Brenda was determined to make the best of this opportunity to use her most prised skill, both for her own pleasure, and the advancement of her beloved Judge's current scheme, whatever that may be. Her tongue was never still! One moment it would contort to grip the shaft above it with exquisite strength, the next it would fairly fly from one end of the barrel to the other. Never once was that naive penis given a moment to think for itself!

Graeme's brains had turned to jelly. Whatever was going on below his neck was beyond his control. He was on a roller-coaster ride to heaven, or hell; it didn't matter. And no mortal power could have derailed him. Brenda was in total charge and so expertly did she coordinate his floundering organ with her own rising passion that with a precisely measured fifteen seconds to spare, a heart-bursting orgasm engulfed alike the cylinder encapsulated, leather-embondaged girl and her bedazzled partner.

Released from that incredible adventure, Graeme staggered in the direction of the bathroom. The last thing he wanted was to wake up. His sweet Caroline's mouth would never be the same again! He couldn't hide forever, much as he wanted to and so, sheep-faced, he emerged to find a seated Judge re-packing the gigantic gag into his assistant's mouth. A fond pat on the leather-crushed skull and Graeme watched that amazing creature clunk out of sight, leaving just the solid foot-rest, exactly as it had been when he first saw it.

"Take a seat, Mr Smart."

Graeme flopped into a conventional chair. Out of sight now, the Judge's fingers went unobserved.

Nice work darling. I think I have Mr Smart just where I want him.

"I hope that was satisfactory, sir?"

Graeme nodded passionately. "Yes sir, Judge! If I never bonk again it won't matter! It was worth it!"

"Ah! That's what all young men say. Old men know better!"

"Judge, I don't think I've got enough brains left to be any good to anyone

today. Maybe I should come back tomorrow?" "Nonsense, Mr Smart. I'm sure you'll be fine."

The Judge called up a Vid file, the freshly compiled dossier on Inmate KJJ-646.

"Please listen carefully, Mr Smart. It would be helpful if you held over any questions until I'm finished."

Graeme nodded.

"Thank you. It has been my intention for some time now to start work on the development of a new pony-girl prototype. KJJ-646 is ideal raw material. This species will have a primarily recreational role as a belated substitute for the ancient saddle-pony. There are some heavy men around so I suspect only the largest, strongest femlons will prove suitable. Certainly KJJ-646 meets these criteria. Over and above the normal restructuring, the new species will require additional muscle enhancement throughout their bodies, reinforced pressure proof capillary relining; we don't want any more problems with anaerobic tissue combustion, and some important skeletal modifications. You're the expert here, Mr Smart, so I'll leave the details to you. Suffice to say that the lumbar vertebrae, and perhaps the pelvis as well, must be remodelled to compel the pony-girl to bend at the hips on a permanent basis. Under no circumstances can she be allowed to straighten her back to an angle greater than 30 degrees from the horizontal. The preferred conformation would have the new species choosing to stand with their torsos exactly parallel to the ground; but I'm not sure this is possible. Similarly, the cervical vertebrae must be rebuilt, and perhaps elongated an inch or two, to enforce a natural, forward-gazing profile. We can't have them staring at the ground.

"And something new; the main end-products of muscle catabolism are carbon dioxide and water, and ATP of course. But what I want to know is, has Bell-Dixon developed a genetic analog which could be modified to add an additional by-product to this pathway; directly or indirectly, it doesn't matter which. The by-product I want is any kind of testosterone imitant. In other words, the harder the new species of pony-girls work, or gallop, or whatever, the more sex hormone they produce; and the more sexually aroused they become!"

Graeme was about to answer.

"Not finished yet, Mr Smart. Be patient a little longer. The latex skins we use for our mass produced vehicle range are more than adequate, but I envisage something extra for these customised, up-market specialities. A little bird has whispered in my ear that you have completed preliminary testing on a new type of synthetic skin."

The Judge smiled his very practised conspiratorial smile in response to Graeme's surprised start.

"Please, Mr Smart, it's of no great import. And I have spies everywhere! What is important is confirmation that this material actually can replace human skin rather than cover it and that suitably treated hair follicles can be encouraged to grow through it."

The Judge smiled again.

"No! No! Mr Smart. I don't expect you to reveal your company's secrets," the Judge apologised, already certain of the answer.

The drained executive had zero defences in the wake of that brief but so exhausting interlude with the incredible Brenda. His face was an open

book!

"Excuse me," the Judge continued, distracted by a twinkle from the ZK 2800. "Ah, Captain Delany. Prompt as always!" The Judge spoke into a pad activated voice channel. "Please give me a few minutes. I shall call you presently."

The twinkle vanished.

"One last thing, sir. I have appended a Vid copy of this conversation to the KJJ-646 dossier. I'm sure you'll have the opportunity to review my proposal in the next day or so. The schedule I've compiled for this endeavour is, as always I'm afraid, demanding. I will need a formal response, and annotated contracts, by 10 am Friday morning."

The Judge got to his feet, peremptorily concluding the conference. Graeme was sure there were so many things he should say, but he couldn't think of them, so he shook the Judge's hand, thanked him for his hospitality and left the room.

Of one thing only was he sure. He would never forget that mind-boggling, blissful, roller-coaster ride with Brenda!

The Judge was on the hop. Captain Jennifer Delany entered on cue, snapped to attention and saluted smartly. She was a fine-looking young woman, very competent and the Judge expected her to go far in his organisation.

As was the custom in the Judge's presence, this young officer, or any female, was not invited to sit, nor relax her pose of rigid attention. The Judge liked to see his girls to full advantage.

He called up a Vid image of the solitary confinement unit.

"Jenny! Am I correct in assuming this is the first occupant of our solitary facility?"

"Yes, Judge."

"I thought so." For a moment both watched, fascinated, as four wardens struggled to encase a very frightened Amazon in the Centre's regulation harness for solitary confinement. The Judge cut the screen.

"KJJ-646 may be isolated indefinitely; but probably for no more than a week. She is not to receive any communication, nor any attention beyond basic maintenance. On no account is her restraint to be other than maximum punitive. I want her little mind right, when the time's right, to reveal her role in the scheme of things."

Captain Delany, along with other key, senior officers, was fully aware of the Judge's plans for elite, recreational pony-girls, and was herself very enthusiastic about the proposal. KJJ-646 met the exacting physical requirements for the experiment and so she correctly surmised the giant would be used as the prototype. What she did not know, and was about to find out, was the Judge intended to make this a personal project.

"Unless there are unforseen circumstances, KJJ-646 will complete her development and training at this facility and then be seconded into my personal retinue. This being the case I want to emphasise that I expect every officer and enlisted woman to pay particular attention to their duty. I shall supervise closely so I want nothing done without express approval! Are there any questions?"

"No, Judge!"

"Good afternoon, Captain."

A snappy salute, a smart heel-turn, and Captain Delany departed. Indeed, mused the Judge. KJJ-646 would know only unrelenting misery unpredictability and always one step ahead of the large and willing, but out-classed erection she'd been given the chance to play with.

The Judge seldom called for this type of treatment these days so Brenda was determined to make the best of this opportunity to use her most prised skill, both for her own pleasure, and the advancement of her beloved Judge's current scheme, whatever that may be. Her tongue was never still! One moment it would contort to grip the shaft above it with exquisite strength, the next it would fairly fly from one end of the barrel to the other. Never once was that naive penis given a moment to think for itself!

Graeme's brains had turned to jelly. Whatever was going on below his neck was beyond his control. He was on a roller-coaster ride to heaven, or hell; it didn't matter. And no mortal power could have derailed him. Brenda was in total charge and so expertly did she coordinate his floundering organ with her own rising passion that with a precisely measured fifteen seconds to spare, a heart-bursting orgasm engulfed alike the cylinder encapsulated, leather-embondaged girl and her bedazzled partner.

Released from that incredible adventure, Graeme staggered in the direction of the bathroom. The last thing he wanted was to wake up. His sweet Caroline's mouth would never be the same again! He couldn't hide forever, much as he wanted to and so, sheep-faced, he emerged to find a seated Judge re-packing the gigantic gag into his assistant's mouth. A fond pat on the leather-crushed skull and Graeme watched that amazing creature clunk out of sight, leaving just the solid foot-rest, exactly as it had been when he first saw it.

"Take a seat, Mr Smart."

Graeme flopped into a conventional chair. Out of sight now, the Judge's fingers went unobserved.

Nice work darling. I think I have Mr Smart just where I want him.

"I hope that was satisfactory, sir?"

Graeme nodded passionately. "Yes sir, Judge! If I never bonk again it won't matter! It was worth it!"

"Ah! That's what all young men say. Old men know better!"

"Judge, I don't think I've got enough brains left to be any good to anyone




CHAPTER FIVE

Of all days for things to go wrong, why did it have to be today! First there was the hang-over. Nothing unusual in that, mused Major Harriett Callan ruefully. Second was the surprise notification of a VIP delegation from the NACPS. Ostensibly, of course, these bureaucrats would be on yet another fact finding mission when, as everybody new, the real purpose was to arrange a bulk purchase of RADC-61's superbly trained, and qualified, graduates.

These semi-official transactions were increasingly frequent occurrences. In a world where sophisticated technology had reduced the importance of international trade to the trivial, the sudden awareness of a valuable export commodity had excited interest at every level of government. According to the figures in Major Callan's possession, some six billion dollars of revenue had been generated in the past year alone. A very large part of that sum was the result, specifically, of her work here at RADC-61.

To be fair, it was this kind of interruption which was going to lead to her promotion, and the expansion of the hugely popular BD training facilities for which she alone was responsible. There was even talk, or so the aging General Battersby, the Centre's Director had confided to her, of converting the facility to a specialised centre catering solely for advanced, intensive BD training. But Harriett had worked too long for the government to believe in anything other than hard, official directives.

Still, the rumour could be correct. Certainly, the evidence made it likely. The most interest, and the highest prices, were for femlons with honours qualifications in the exacting BD course offered by RADC-61. Harriett would keep her eye out for opportunity. Her promotion to Colonel was to be posted on the first day of next month, June 1st 2479AD to be precise; and that wouldn't harm her chances one bit. It was signal, if belated, recognition of her exemplary contribution to the Nation's financial well-

being.

Old baldy, as General Battersby was affectionately known to his staff; to give him his credit, didn't interfere with her management nor supervise her operations too closely. Like all good commanders, he wanted results, a minimum of cock-ups, and subordinates who knew how to keep his cupboard bare of dirty linen.

The General intended to retire at the end of the year. Harriett's ambition was to succeed him. Her qualifications were excellent and her performance proven; her gender was the obvious drawback. Even though some 75% of staffing in the Nation's corrective services were female, only one centre, RADC-12 down at Wagga, boasted a female Director. And Constance Hill was the Prime Minister's sister and at least 60 years old!

Harriett was more than twenty years her junior and had no important political connections. She didn't need clairvoyance to appreciate the difficulties facing her. At ease in her executive office, these thoughts were put on hold by the entrance of her most trusted officer. Her ambition, even her hangover, were temporarily forgotten as she digested the unexpected news conveyed by the short, plump, Captain Louisa Favaloro. "I'm not sure I understand. What happened?"

"I received a Vid-Com two minutes ago, boss. Sophie wants you to know the parcel didn't arrive. She's not certain, but thinks the explanation has to do with the official opening of the new TTA facilities. Apparently, every halfway sizeable femlon who doesn't get an RADC sentence is being tossed off to the TTA holding station."

"Oh Gord! That's all I need! Today has been the pits!" Harriett rubbed her forehead for inspiration. "Sit down, Louey."

Louisa sat stiffly on the edge of her seat and watched her superior carefully, her concern clearly apparent. The major's well being was directly linked to her own.

"Maybe there's nothing to worry about. I've seen Vids of the new PGVs and I don't think they're capable of speech, even if given the opportunity." Harriett's eyes brightened and a smile appeared. "In fact, speaking of PGVs," she continued, "I plan to acquire one for myself in the near future."

Louisa relaxed as soon as she saw her mentor's calm assurance return. Her faith in Harriett's judgement was unshakeable.

"So do I, boss. I have my heart set on a pair of palominos."

"Now that's an idea! I wonder if our dozy council has considered the benefits of establishing a public racing circuit. That would be fun!" Louisa nodded. Fun indeed!

"No! No! Stay on track, silly," Harriett admonished herself, dismissing the erotic vision of herself seated behind a well-flogged set of ripened buttocks. "I can't be careless; can't afford to be with what's at stake. The freak knows too much!" Harriett's brow crimpled.

"I want you to put a trace on her. Do it softly. We don't want to be caught snooping anywhere near Judge Loomis. That little runt has the sharpest eye in the country!"

"Yes, boss." Louisa didn't like the idea of this at all. There wasn't a woman in the country who wanted to cross the Judge.

Harriett clapped her hands, as if to signal the matter was settled. Louisa fervently hoped it was.

"And now I think it's time to get off our butts and make the sure the place ship-shape for our oily oriental friends."

Louisa stood up first and opened the door for her superior. The inspection would be a formality. Major Callan ran her wing of the Centre with ruthless zeal and determination.

Harriett and Louisa stepped out briskly as they toured the many corridors of the extensive BD wing of RADC-61. The echoing clicks of their polished, high heel leather boots were feared by all, staff and femlons alike. Their first port of call was the Advanced Endurance Training Unit, under the command of Lieutenant Melanie Noonan. She snapped to attention smartly, and saluted.

"Good morning, ma'am."

The major acknowledged and nodded. "Melanie! On schedule?"

Heaven help the luckless officer who couldn't answer that question correctly. In the Major's books, the one worse crime was to cover up! "Yes ma'am," she answered with the assurance of a clean conscience. 

"Splendid. We have a delegation from the New Asian Co-Prosperity Sphere as our guests this afternoon. They will, I'm sure, request that we allow them to inspect this unit." Harriett smiled. "They always do. It's a perennial favourite."

"Don't worry, ma'am. We'll be ready. Today's trainees are being prepared at this moment. If you have the time, we'd be honoured if you and Captain Favaloro would care to observe."

Harriett and Louisa looked at each other.

Harriett winked. Watching this unit in operation was always entertaining. "Thank you, Melanie. We have an hour we can spare."

Harriett and Louisa were escorted to the observation deck from where they had a clear view of the action below. A troop of thirty, beautiful femlons were assembled in three perfectly aligned rows. They were identically, and diabolically, harnessed in an all-steel training uniform, one of Harriett's numerous creations. Each glistening, shaven skull was trapped inside a crushingly tight network of shaped steel bands, the vertical members of which locked into the egregiously wide, chokingly tight, serrated steel collar.

Their gags were demonically effective. Each femlon's eyeleted tongue was pulled through a thin slot in the bridle band across her mouth until a thick steel ring could be clipped through the eyelet, preventing the sufferer from reclaiming her tongue, or in any way relieving the tremendous tension on it. The creakingly severe compression of the remaining bands ensured that mouths were clamped cruelly shut and lips welded hermetically to the solid rubber mound which rimmed the tongue-slot in the bridle band.

Harriett's mind flashed back to the previous morning and the satisfying sight of that brat Isobel with her ridiculous boobs almost bisected by the merciless breast clamps. Looking down now at these thirty, delightfully vulnerable maidens, with their sixty lovely boobs gougingly clamped in an identical manner, Harriett relished the warm glow that comes with any worthwhile achievement.

"Looks good, doesn't it, Louey."

Louisa shivered.

Yes boss," she replied candidly. "I do love it so!"

Cutting, serrated steel belts wasped every waist in addition to mounting a sealed power unit over the abdomen. Cables from each power unit connected to the hidden dildos buried in pussies and bums. Neither Harriett nor Louisa needed to see these grievously huge intruders to know just how terribly uncomfortable and securely embedded they were. The femlons were not going to need their arms today so they had been steel-clamped behind their backs in an excruciating double hammer-lock arrangement. Elbow clamped to elbow, wrist clamped to wrist, then wrists chained to collar and elbows chained to corset-strap. In effect, their aching, immobilised arms served as a rigid link between neck and waist, severely limiting the flexibility of their lushly naked torsos. Thirty pairs of long, shapely legs stood at rigid attention, calf, thigh and buttock muscles tensed and quivering because of the insidious means by which the wretched femlons were made to balance on the balls and toes of their feet. Responsible for each femlon's misery was a pair of hellish, steel ankle bands. A wicked, U-shaped steel strap, welded to the ankle band itself, fitted under each foot, positioning a spring-loaded, steel barb directly against the fleshy centre of each heel. A slim, eight inch length of strong steel chain hobbled together each femlon's ankles. A further handicap to stability was a matching knee hobble, these crushing bands separated by a mere five inches of steel chain.

Harriett put her finger to her lips.

"Shoosh, Louey, the show's about to start."

Lieutenant Noonan strode to a position in front of the assembled ranks. "Good morning, m' little lovelies," she purred, at once confirming her deep job satisfaction. "Listen carefully, I give instructions just once; and sometimes not that often! You'll all spend the next four weeks under my caring tutelage so learn quickly!"

A minor commotion in the second rank was caused by a luckless femlon with a sudden cramp. Mariette hopped and juddered for a few seconds before forcing herself back into line with the others. Melanie advanced on the despairing miscreant until she stood not a foot away. Her penetrating, hard eyes bored into the terrified, wide-eyed stare of the agonisingly harnessed femlon.

"So! We have a trouble-maker do we? There's always one! Corporal! To me!" she barked. "Please fit a double-forked spring leash to this moron; and a tongue ball! On the double!"

"Yes, ma'am," replied Corporal Sally Watson, saluting smartly. She marched briskly to a concealed alcove at one end of the large auditorium, returning immediately with the requested items. She looked to her superior with obvious enthusiasm. Lieutenant Noonan encouraged her staff to take pride in, and enjoyment from, their work.

Tears welled from the pleading eyes of the desperate femlon. Not that Mariette dreamed for a moment that any display on her part would have the slightest effect in this place of horror where her every day was calculated, unrelieved torment, inflicted for the sole purpose of teaching her all the secrets required of a premier bondage artiste.

Sally snapped one end of the forked leash to MSB-809's terrible, spiked breast clamps then, jerking down hard, snapped the other end to the waiting provisions on the front of each knee hobble. The abused femlon's body bent at the waist for a moment or two and then, unbidden, she strained mightily to wrench herself upright again. The spring leash was taut as a bowstring. The increase to her bondage burden was manifestly apparent to an amused Melanie.

"Now the tongue ball, Corporal!" "Yes, ma'am!"

Melanie did not take her eyes from her helpless victim, extracting the maximum pleasure from her fiendish misfortune. Sally clipped the solid tongue ball to the steel ring which kept the unfortunate femlon's tongue achingly extruded. The devilish ball dangled just below the level of her out-thrust chin. Although only the size of a billiard ball, the cruel weight caused great suffering, exactly as it was intended to.

"I've got my eye on you, girl! I expect you to shine! If I even think you're loafing you'll get the added encouragement of another inch extension to your heel barbs, and a spring leash between your pussy and your ankles!" Melanie gripped the tormented femlon's titty-leash and jerked sharply on it to make sure she had her victim's undivided attention.

"Tell me, MSB-809," she growled, "how hard are you going to try to please me?"

Melanie smiled triumphantly. The expression of mindless, abject dread so clearly apparent on the pitiful face in front of her was a complete

testimonial.

"Good girl," she concluded matter-of-factly, striding back to her initial position at the head of the class.

High above, both Harriett and Louisa appreciated the performance of this very promising young officer.

"You know, Louey, I think Melanie has the right attitude."

Melanie felt very pleased with herself. With such an important audience observing, the last thing she wanted was to make a fool of herself. On the contrary, she knew she'd handled the situation with aplomb.

"My little lovelies, as I was saying, four weeks! Four weeks only! So we don't have any time to waste; and I want to be sure that no one misunderstands me! MSB-809's irresponsible behaviour will add one hour to today's exercise. And what is today's exercise? I'm sure you're all dying to know! Look around you. There are ten sensor stations in this room and when the sensor buttons are depressed, each station emits a different signal."

Melanie didn't even try to disguise a grin of pure glee.

"The Pleasure Paks on your belts are self-contained units. Each one is programmed differently. When the session starts, each Pleasure Pak will select a different station, and for the immediately following two minutes you'll be treated to a particularly arousing program of erotic stimulation. Then the fun stops! The message reverts to a punitive series of electric shocks which get worse, and more frequent, until your pussy is told it has depressed the correct sensor button.

"Unfortunately, only by trial and error can you determine the correct sensor station! Of course, if you're lucky enough to hit the jack-pot before the pleasure stops; well, there won't be any pain at all. In fact, you'll get a bonus minute or two of joy. But don't get carried away! A new sensor station is selected the moment the current quest is completed and the chase starts all over again! Does everyone understand?"

Melanie paused for breath. It looked like they did. The level of suppressed tension in the room had risen considerably.

"And now for the rules! No running! No falling down! No queue jumping! And no pushing! The penalties for any of these offences are additional handicaps, awarded at the discretion of the staff. Now, since you're all

new to this game, the first session will be a short one. Just three hours! It starts now!"

Instant pandemonium was the correct description for the scene below, mused Harriett as she leaned forward for a better view of the exciting spectacle. Confused by the exquisitely intense pulses of pleasure, most femlons began in a daze, hardly aware of what they were doing. A few stouter souls had caught on immediately and these were already lining up, impatiently, at the nearest sensor stations.

One chance in ten is not very good odds and it didn't take long for the smarter girls to realise that the promise of reward was illusory. The promise of pain was not! Noses frantically pressed sensors in a fruitless search for relief. Two minutes was well past and not one femlon had yet discovered the balm for her torment. The experienced staff knew what to expect and in the first five minutes alone, eight refractory femlons were singled out for additional handicaps. A faint moaning filled the air as heart-wrenching cries for mercy forced their way past brutal gags and into the ears of appreciative listeners.

Harriett glanced at her comrade, noting her flushed cheeks and heaving bosom. She realised she was in the same condition herself.

"You know what we need, don't you, Louey?"

Louisa nodded vehemently. She didn't need to say anything.

Harriett activated an ever-present Vid-Com link. Moments later Melanie came on line.

"Well done, Melanie! Please send up two duty femlons. Do it now!" "Yes, ma'am!"

Harriett and Louisa were ready for action when an apologetic Corporal ushered in a pair of rubber sheathed femlons. Their sole function while the nature of their costume. on duty was made perfectly obvious Each femlon had been sealed within an exceptionally thick, and very stiff black rubber cocoon, moulded to emphasise the stunning contours that were a characteristic of every inmate of this exclusive BD unit. Cocooned arms and legs were truncated at knee and elbow respectively, the lower portions of those limbs bent so crushingly back into the upper portions that it seemed the bizarre rubber apparitions were the victims of symmetrical amputation. Not that it was in the slightest necessary,

but each pair of truncated arms had been stitched to the sides of the rubber coated torsos. The gleaming rubber dolls waddled forward uncertainly. Their faces were unrecognisable behind a thick covering of rubber which exposed only a widely stretched mouth, at this moment burstingly full of detachable rubber plug.

Almost in unison, Harriett and Louisa reached out and took control of a dangling leash by which they manoeuvred the collared necks into a suitable position for a lengthy bout of tension release. Louisa didn't bother to conceal her urgency as she twisted the plug free and dragged the open mouth of her obliging doll into direct contact with her steaming loins. A little squeal of delight proclaimed the tongue of her toy did indeed know what it was doing, no doubt aided by the fact that she kept a tight leash with one hand while the other squeezed a temptingly protruding nipple with all the force she could muster.

So much for Louisa. Harriett had herself to satisfy and so the second doll was unplugged and her agile tongue conscripted for a thirty minute tour of duty inside and around her rapacious love lips. With these immediate pleasures to be sampled, neither woman could follow with certainty the unfolding plot below them but since both had seen it so many times before, it was enough just to know it was happening; and that they were in charge of it!

Tidying up in the wonderful afterglow of complete sexual satisfaction, the two officers good humouredly pushed their dolls over into one corner, having first removed their pussy plugs. It took the blind, deaf, physically handicapped creatures several minutes to realise what an unexpected and marvellous opportunity they were being offered. Their squirming bodies came alive with what had to be passion. Nothing else could account for the ferocity with which each mouth grappled onto the opposing pussy. Long hours of endless sexual frustration, relieved only by the occasional use of their tongues as surrogate dildos, had built up a ravenous sexual appetite which they were almost never permitted to satisfy.

Little wonder then that they made the most of this opportunity. Tongues flicked passionately into yawning pussies, titillating those tender tissues with frenzied abandon. Rubber-sheathed torsos writhed and wriggled to obtain better leverage, albeit without much success due to the slippery material.

"Femlons," Louisa chuckled, "they're all the same!"

"Ain't that the truth!"

Harriett stole at last look at the madcap scene in the auditorium below. Everywhere the eye could see, there were frantic, mincing femlons and scarcely one of them were free of the divers handicaps which had been promised them for any infringement of the strict rules.

Melanie knew how to handle her girls alright; even in the midst of the hellish torment being inflicted upon those luscious femlons, nowhere was there any sign of rebellion. Train a femlon properly, mused Harriett, and you can teach her to endure anything!

"Where to next, boss?"

"Where will we do the most good, Louey?"

"Aha! To the Posture and Dress Training Unit then."

Like all experienced enlisted personnel, Corporal Maude Baker stood impassively to attention when her superiors emerged from the

observation deck.

"Don't disturb them for ten minutes, Corporal," Harriett instructed. "Then I expect you'd better march them over to the ladies lounge adjoining the PDTU," added Louisa. "Fix them to convenience poles!" Striding down the corridor, Harriett said, sotto voce, "My, you are greedy today, Louey."

"I'm greedy every day, boss!"

The Asian visitors inevitably outstayed their welcome by several hours, as Harriett wearily expected. Melanie's afternoon AETU show had lasted four hours and not one of the delegates had shown any sign of boredom. Gord alone knew what had happened up on the observation deck. A round dozen duty femlons were provided for the convenience of the guests and judging by the condition in which they'd been left, Harriett thought it best not to pursue the matter. The centre would add a suitable fee to the bill.

General Battersby himself had just Vid-Commed the details of the surreptitious purchase and the bottom line astounded even the cynical

Major. The value of RADC-61's graduates was out of all proportion to the cost of training them, and out of all proportion to her paltry salary. That was something else she'd have to think about. The opportunity for financial corruption was a recent phenomenon. The rewards would be staggering but the risks terrible. In a cashless society, at least as far as legitimate transactions were concerned, how did one disguise ill-gotten wealth; how did one spend it? Until she had satisfactorily answered those questions, Harriett was resolved to limit her iniquities to vices less detectable.

On that note her mind drifted to her favourite vice.

"Good-night, Major."

"Ah! Louey; long day! I'm buggered, I really am!"

Captain Favaloro grinned. She felt tired herself. But not as exhausted as those two abused femlons now welded to convenience poles in the ladies lounge.

"See you tomorrow, boss."

"Yeah! See ya!"

Now about that favourite vice. Harriett smartened up in her private dressing room before walking through the mostly deserted corridors to the single L-chute that served the lower storage levels and the sometime solitary cells from the days when RADC-61 had housed real criminals. Down she went into the bowels of the 150 year-old institution. She marched confidently past long unused portals before stopping at Cell 18K, just as nondescript as any other and apparently just as empty.

The masquerade was over. With the troublesome Isobel consigned to the dehumanised pony-girl world, she could at last take her prize home with her, safe from the brat's prying eyes. Of course, the divers electronic counter-measures with which she had proofed her residence would also help prevent unwelcome attention.

Harriett Voice-Commed the sophisticated locking mechanism which protected her treasure and stepped triumphantly into the cell as the steel door swung open. There, just as she'd left him, was her supposedly missing husband, very much alive to judge by his antics. That the fiendishly mistreated creature was a man could not be established. The huge, chemically strengthened tits by which he dangled from the ceiling were feminine in everything but reality.

"Good evening, Alexander," Harriett purred sweetly. "Are you glad to see me?"




CHAPTER SIX

Graeme Smart shared a large office with the team project engineer, Tom Mooney. They worked well together but on this day, with the unforgettable memory of his ten minute trip to paradise fresh in his mind, the last thing he wanted was company, or conversation. So, of course, that's what he got!

"Slick! What's happened to you? You look like you've seen a ghost!" Slick was the nick-name he'd acquired at some point in his spectacular rise up the company ladder. The name had stuck and Graeme had got used to it; even learned to like it. Notoriety beat mediocrity every time! "I'm not well, Tom, but I aren't going to tell you why. I'm just going to sit here and go through this brief, then I'm going to call headquarters and make a submission. Then, if I'm still alive, I'll go home and kark it!" "Suit yourself. I think I'll find some problems on the shop floor. You can have the office to yourself."

"Thanks! But I thought all the problems were solved?"

"Don't believe everything we tell you, Slick. At the sharp end there's always problems. Catch you later!"

"Yeah!"

Just what am I going to do? Graeme said this to himself. How did the Judge know about the Synthoderm project? The research station at Cobar was a closed unit, and the old town deserted a hundred years ago, just as soon as the new agricultural technology established itself. Outside of that, maybe three other people had been briefed, including himself. Well, it was a mystery he couldn't solve. Which left him with a choice. Did he reveal the Judge's clandestine knowledge and start a huge shit-ball rolling? Or did he take an indirect approach and recommend the Judge be informed of the project's likely outcome in the light of the proposed scheme?

For the first time in a very long time, Graeme Smart did not make a decision with a view to his own advancement. He was astute enough to realise how effortlessly the Judge had suborned him; but he didn't care. The Special Pony-Girl Proposal would get his unqualified support. He'd recommend an immediate briefing for the Judge. It went like this. Get approval today. Brief the Judge tomorrow morning. Write up and submit the proposal for the Board in the afternoon. Call each Board member personally to recommend an extraordinary meeting be called for Thursday. Hover-jet down to Albury for the meeting and make the pitch. Drag two senior counsels from Faber & Faber back to Dural and keep them awake until final contracts were prepared. Present completed contracts to the Judge Friday morning!

Could he really do all that? Of course! He'd do anything for another chance to be with the fantastic Brenda! Write it down, son, he nagged. Write it down and think it through again! Get it right! This was Graeme's real strength, and the reason behind his success. Clear thinking and careful planning allowed him to clinch deals faster, and extract better terms, than any one in the business.

By late afternoon the first hurdle had been cleared. He was authorised to explain, in general terms only, the potential of the Synthoderm project. It was a low hurdle. Judging by the lack of resistance from head office to his request, Graeme suspected that the marketing department was already reacting to the vigorous sales performance of the first deliveries of PGVs; demand far outstripped supply. The nationwide TTA system was going to raise a fortune for the government, and any one riding its coat-tails. Bell-Dixon Corporation didn't intend to fall off!

These were the easiest of all contracts to write. Both parties stood to make millions, if not billions, from the Judge's schemes. Before leaving the office he talked a first draft into the Vid-Com centre here in his office and zipped a copy to the satellite station he maintained at home. If anything interesting popped into his brain during the evening he wouldn't have to remember it. Then it was time to go home.

The TTA Centre was designed and built as the usual self-sufficient community. Accommodation, services, leisure facilities and a surprisingly large range of retail outlets were thoughtfully laid out around the main admin buildings. Graeme and Caroline had moved into a spacious, single storey bungalow maintained by Bell-Dixon for their senior executives. He would have the run of the place until a restless head office moved him on. But he'd have something to say about that this time. He had a personal stake in the Judge's remarkable project and he was determined to see it through.

In the four weeks since they'd taken up residence at the centre, Graeme had chosen to walk the three kilometres between home and office. The air was invigorating and the exercise good. On this afternoon, however, he made the decision to try out one of the numerous courtesy PGVs made available for executive convenience. He'd not done this before, probably because he was a touch awkward about it but more likely because of Caroline's disapproval. In fact, he'd never even been up close to one in all the time he'd spent here, setting up the company's research

unit.

The PGV pool was run by a young, attractive Lieutenant, assisted as far as he could see by a half dozen other ranks. If he hadn't known what to look for, he would never have noticed the slight hand movement which passed a micro-ID-scanner, a MIDS, across his face. The brief, dermal scan identified him instantly and almost as quickly the stand-alone jack in the Lieutenant's right ear informed her of the same.

The smile on her lips when she greeted him was charmingly genuine. "Good afternoon, Mr Smart. Lieutenant Janet Greer at your service. How can I help you?"

"Good afternoon, Miss... err, Lieutenant. I believe this is where I can pick up a pony-girl. A PGV?"

"Yes, sir! In that bay we have a dozen vehicles raring to go! Please take the one you fancy."

"Aha! Thank you, Lieutenant. I... err, don't suppose you could give me some help?"

"Of course, sir! I be happy to."

"Great! I've never driven one of these things before. I haven't got a clue!" "There's nothing to it, sir. Really!"

"We'll see?"

Graeme accompanied the petite TTA Officer to the edge of the artificially turfed, undercover parking lot.

"Maybe I should use a particularly docile specimen... err, specimens?"

"Not at all, sir! All our vehicles will be just as docile as you wish! You decide, sir." Again that radiant smile. Janet Greer was very good at putting people at ease, even important men like Graeme Smart, and besides, she loved her job.

"Pick one, sir. These vehicles are dying to be driven! I guarantee it!"

"Okay!" Graeme studied the magnificent creatures before his eyes. Up close they made a stunning impact; erotically transformed, gorgeously caparisoned and superbly controlled by their elaborately effective steel and leather harness.

"Umm! How about that one?" Graeme picked out a matched pair of beautiful, roan-hued pony-girls, perfectly accoutred in glistening, polished white leather trappings. It was unbelievable the way they kept perfect balance, poised motionlessly except for the occasional flick of a flowing tail, perched on just one long, lovely, rippling hind leg. Graeme shook his head in bewilderment. The pony-hoof prosthetic which seemed to replace their original feet looked so life-like, and yet so natural, that the notion of hind leg, as distinct from leg, came uncoaxed to his mind. Janet interrupted his day-dream. "All courtesy vehicles are equipped with a portable vid unit on which you can view a complete tutorial whenever you wish. If you get a chance later tonight, I do recommend you take a look."

"Ah! Thank you, I will. What do I do now?"

"I'll show you. The first step is to release the pussy-hobbles. Actually, that's not the proper name for these spring clips, but these days everyone uses it." Janet demonstrated the simple technique with the right-hand pony-girl. "You try it, sir."

Nervously, Graeme extended his hand until he touched the short, tautly stretched spring-leash. He released the steel clip from the tiny D-ring embedded at the rear of the bizarre pony-hoof. He watched, amazed, as the lithe, powerful limb stretched out to join its mate at rigid attention, all without a single trace of coercion. Copying his mentor, he left the other end of the hobble clipped to the thick, steel ring which welded shut her pierced, rubber-skinned labia. Graeme couldn't resist the opportunity to fleetingly caress the bulging, rubberised mound between her extraordinary legs. He was surprised by the intensity of the response. The pony-girl positively shuddered. He repeated the touch, again setting her a-tremble. Down below, Mr Wobbly sprang to life, at last awakening from the bewitching trance he'd been in since Brenda had worked him

over.

Uncertain of the proper protocol, and a little embarrassed by the sudden bulge in his groin, Graeme reluctantly withdrew his hand. Lieutenant Greer put him at ease immediately.

"Like all fine machinery, sir, these vehicles perform best when properly cared for and maintained. As the tutorial explains, pony-girls are particularly sensitive to the fondling of their sexual parts and an owner who is prepared to spend a little extra time satisfying their modest needs will not be disappointed."

"I! I'll try to remember that, Lieutenant!"

"The next decision you have to make is really a matter of personal taste. The harness frame is adjustable so that the driver can choose the pony- girl orientation that most pleases him or her. The mechanism is power assisted so that only a touch of the control panel on the safety rail is necessary to select the chosen mode..."

"Err, what! Ah! What choices do I have?"

"Okay! Basically, there are three. Maximum performance is achieved when pony-girl torsos are aligned forty-five degrees from the horizontal, or vertical for that matter." Janet smiled convivially.

Graeme nodded sagely. Actually, his knowledge of physics was so abysmal that he hadn't a clue.

"The alternatives are an upright posture, just as you see now, or a full hip bend to align torsos parallel with the ground... of course, you can settle for any position in between."

"What? Ah! What is the difference between the two extremes?"

"In terms of performance, very little. Upright is the most comfortable alignment for a pony-girl; fully bent is the least comfortable. But don't worry! The drop in power compared to the ideal arrangement is less than ten percent in either case."

"I should like to select the horizontal alignment, Lieutenant." Graeme requested, responding to a sudden urge from Mr Wobbly.

"Take a seat, sir," Janet invited, then, once her distinguished visitor was aboard, she swung up herself to sit beside him.

"That's the frame adjustment control. The cute icons on the panel explain which setting is which. Once you're ready, touch the one you want." Graeme's forefinger moved hesitantly over the little icon of a fully bent pony-girl and depressed it. Slowly, inexorably the complex system of steel frame rods and universal joints reshaped themselves. In consequence, the two pony-girls bowed gracefully forward in one smooth, flowing motion, never stopping until their rubberised, armless torsos were indeed exactly parallel to the ground. Graeme found himself staring at a matched pair of absolutely majestic buttocks, their luscious hinds straining delightfully against their gleaming, permanent coats of roan-hued rubber. Billowing, black pony-tails flicked friskily from side to side in what was to Graeme's eyes a delightful pantomime.

"Excuse me, sir," Janet gently interrupted. "The chosen icon is highlighted as soon as the frame is locked securely."

"Mmm! Now what do I do?"

"That's just about it, sir. I'd advise you drive on automatic for a day or two. Or at least until you've seen the tutorial."

"That's this joystick, is it?"

"Yes, sir! Before taking my vehicle for a drive I like to give it a quick warm up. You can set whatever program of stimulus you like. The control memory can hold a dozen or so different programs so you're not restricted to the same one every time. For example, these courtesy vehicles have a basic warm up program. Touch the sensor pad to list the programs, then touch an icon to display its content."

Graeme touched the pad and a single, expressive, crossed whip icon appeared.

"If you touch the audio icon, a summary of the program's contents will play through the internal mike." Graeme's forefinger moved sideways. "Please do."

Graeme activated the audio icon and from somewhere behind him a svelte, soft female voice purred.

"Basic warm up program created by Sylvia Andrews for all courtesy PGVs. Single cycle only comprising alternate pleasure pain pulse signals for thirty seconds followed by single command pulse initiating three minute prance in place warm up and concluding with 60 second pleasure only pulse signal. Comments on effectiveness and or suggestions for improvement should be made to the Public Relations Unit."

"Can I touch it?" Graeme wasn't even aware of his transparent eagerness. "Of course, sir. I don't think this vehicle's been used all day. It would appreciate the exercise!"

The effect was dramatic, to say the least. The sleek carriage in which Graeme and Janet sat began to vibrate gently. In front of them, two marvellously transformed pony-girls quivered and shuddered in time to the alternating bursts of electrical stimulus. Two bridled heads strained against tightly stretched reins. Two pairs of perfectly ripe breasts heaved and shook. Sure enough, in half a minute, the signal to commence prancing was received and instantaneously acted upon. In splendid symmetry, pony legs stirred into action and within moments were moving like automated pistons. Powerful, agile thighs lifted high in the air then returned to earth with spirited precision. The spectacle was entrancing and supremely erotic. Mr Wobbly was fairly beside himself with joy! For a moment Graeme reflected on the values he had brought to work this morning, comparing them with the radically different set he would take home tonight. Had just one unforgettable experience with the legendary Brenda changed him that much; or had she simply opened the door? Well, the reflection lasted only a moment, and what did the reason matter anyway? The values had changed; and that was that! Graeme stole a glance at the very pretty officer beside him, noting with some surprise that she seemed nearly as excited by the unfolding events as he was. For the first time he almost relaxed.

"You've got a great job, Lieutenant. Half your luck!"

"I know it, sir. Thank you."

They watched in silence from then on as the pony-girls pranced on, never varying the regulation gait as they pounded their inhuman pony-hooves into the artificial turf. While the carriage pitched a little in a rhythmic response to the threshing legs, the wheels never moved an inch. Graeme's heart began beating faster as he realised that within minutes he would have control of this awesome vehicle. Suddenly the prancing stopped, obviously in response to another command pulse. Pony-hooves were once again immobile but legs, buttocks, torsos and tits were madly quivering as the merciless, unstoppable onslaught of unadulterated pleasure flushed into their amazing bodies through the always sensitive tissues of their pussies, bums, nipples and tongues. From between their powerful legs came the unmistakable sound of tinkling metal that evidenced their dancing pussy-clips. Pony-tails thrashed excitedly from side to side. Graeme gulped, then doubled up as Mr Wobbly tried to express himself without permission; fortunately he prevented an unauthorised spillage.

"Can pony-girls have orgasms?" Graeme asked ingenuously. "Of course, sir!"

"Well... err! Did they have one just now?"

"I hope not, sir! Janet chuckled. "With that kind of stimulus they'd need at least four or five minutes exposure. One minute would never be enough. A word of advice, sir. Pony-girls become quite silly for as much as twenty minutes in the afterglow of an orgasm. Don't encourage it until after you've been for a run!"

"Ah! Thank you, Lieutenant. Am I ready to go now?"

"Indeed. Release the tension on the reins to auto. You use this set of icons for that. Now engage the joystick pod. It's more or less the same design as any console joystick."

"At least that's something I understand. Now, what am I supposed to do when I want to park them?"

"That depends, sir. If you intend to use them later in the evening, you don't have to do anything... although it's always a good idea to use the pussy-hobbles if they are going to be left unattended for more than a few minutes. If you are finished for the night, you do need to connect them to a maintenance pod. It's quite simple, but if you have any trouble, give this office a call and we'll send someone over to help."

"Ah! I'm not much good at this sort of thing, usually," Graeme added lamely. "You'll probably get a call before I'm half way home." 

Janet smiled. It had happened before.

"Well, good luck, sir. I hope you have a pleasant drive home. And don't forget to use the whip. Pony-girls need it all the time to keep their flighty minds from thinking too much about nookie!" Janet chuckled again as she slipped nimbly from the carriage.

"Wait! Lieutenant Greer! Can I... err, can I have a demonstration?"

"You don't need it! Do the best you can. You'll soon get the hang of it, sir, and don't forget to watch the tutorial!"

Thank Gord he at least knew how to use the joystick. The thumb thrust was nicely balanced, bringing up a display icon to indicate the speed. On auto there were six; stop, mark time, walk, cruise, flank and reverse. If he ever got skilled enough to go manual, he could use the reins in the old tradition to travel at whatever speed he liked. Graeme clicked the thruster up to 'mark time'. Away again went those wonderful legs, prancing with irrepressible style. Too late to turn back now! And besides, Mr Wobbly would never speak to him again if he did.

He clicked up to 'walk' and, pointing the joystick in the direction of the artificially turfed roadway, headed for home.

Graeme breathed deeply, savouring the crispness of the early evening air. Dusk was closing in and a late autumn chill came stealing in across the open fields. His heart still pounded and his hands trembled a tad, what with all the adrenalin produced by the day's events. In contrast, his mind was crystal clear. He couldn't remember the last time he'd noticed the night sky, or actually looked at the vibrant starscape. That thought raised a grin. When was the last time he'd been far enough from the ubiquitous smog to bother? Not down at Albury, that was for sure! Head office was located in the pollution paradise of Southern Australia. Dural was much cleaner. Metropolitan Sydney had been abandoned so long ago that its present contribution to atmospheric pollution was negligible. The toxic quotient of its ground mass was a different matter! His grandfather had once tried to teach him to recognise the stars. The only name he could remember was Southern Cross; he didn't remember where it was, just the name. He'd get around to looking it up in the next day or so.

The joystick was 'set and forget' so it wasn't long before his idle hands strayed to the snappy dressage whip which nestled conveniently to the driver's right arm. He gave it a few practise cracks out to the side of the smoothly travelling vehicle.

"Not very professional, Slick!"

He laughed aloud. What the hell!

"Giddyup gals," he hollered, clicking the thruster up to 'cruise' with one hand while the other swung the whip around with a theatrical flourish and smacked it down hard across a delicious rump. With a scarcely perceptible jerk, the vehicle surged forward; four, gorgeous, stalwart legs breaking into a brisk trot bringing the pace up to an easy eight or ten klicks.

Which one are you, he wondered, switching targets to make sure there was no discrimination. Did pony-girls have names or numbers? He didn't know. Exhilarated mind and body, Graeme arrived all too soon at the secluded cul-de-sac at the end of which was his company home.

For a moment he toyed with the idea of a long detour. Not tonight! He didn't know where the headlight controls were! And there was something else he very much wanted to do.

Reluctantly the whip was returned to its stand and the thruster clicked down to 'walk'. He had to be dreaming. The body language of his pony- girls told him clearly they were disappointed the outing had been so brief! Pony-tails twitched irritably. It was an awe-inspiring sight to watch these superb creatures. Whatever had made him think they were emotionless, mindless automatons? Nothing could be further from the truth!

Graeme manoeuvred the splendid pair into the driveway and up to the garage. He hadn't used it before, but like all entrances to modern homes these days, the locks were keyed to the occupants' voice prints and a simple command was sufficient to swing wide the double doors. Graeme looked left to see Caroline staring at him from the porch, a look of utter disbelief on her face. He grinned broadly and waved to her.

Inside the garage went the marvellous vehicle and its driver, and into the back wall it would have gone as well had not Graeme chanced to return his attention to the job at hand. Frantically, he grabbed for the joystick and clicked down to 'stop'. Just in time! Another two steps and the vehicle would have crashed into solid styro-cement. He selected 'reverse' and backed up a few paces. That was something to remember! He alighted from the carriage, humming an old tune.

"No rest for the wicked," he said aloud to no one in particular. Mindful of Lieutenant Greer's advice to pussy-hobble his pony-girls if they were to be left unattended, Graeme bent down and tentatively took hold of a deceptively innocuous spring-clip. No sooner was the steel in his hand than the pony-girl's outer thigh rose smoothly to the vertical, her knee actually touching a rubber coated, steel-ringed nipple. Continuing the practised motion, her calf doubled snugly under her thigh so that all Graeme had to do was hold the bizarre pony-hoof securely while he stretched the short spring-leash into position and clipped the far end to the tiny hoof-ring. This time he didn't feel at all embarrassed as he paused to stroke the softly bulging, distended, rubberised mound of this perfectly behaved, pussy-hobbled pony-girl. The intense shudder which coursed through her loins showed how much his ministrations were welcomed.

"Trust me, sweetie," he whispered, aware the incredible creature lived for the most part in a soundless world, "there'll be something nice for you later tonight."

"What are you doing, Graeme?" Caroline was standing in the doorway between the garage and the kitchen.

"Hi, darling," Graeme replied good-naturedly, "I won't be a minute. I'm just making sure this PGV doesn't wander off."

"What!"

Graeme straightened up and moved around to the other side of the stationary vehicle. Grinning like a cheshire cat, he tried again.

"Can you hear me now, darling?"

"Of course I can! I heard you the first time!"

Graeme kept smiling. "Oh! That's nice, darling."

He bent down and secured the remaining pussy-hobble, this time making it blatant he was arousing the genital region of an obviously appreciative pony-girl. "You'll get your share too, sweetie. Don't worry!"

"What! What did you say?"

"Nothing, darling. Pony-girls can't hear a thing."

"Well! What's it doing here?" Graeme estimated that Caroline's voice had risen at least an octave since the verbal duel started. He couldn't take the smile from his face. She was very pretty when annoyed. The Judge, or Brenda, or both, had put the cat among the pigeons and his domestic life was about to take a step into the unknown.

"I was tired, Linny. You wouldn't believe what kind of day I've had!" Graeme strolled across the garage and attempted to plant an affectionate kiss on her lips. She turned away.

"You know I don't like these horrid things! Graeme, where are you going?"

"Living room, darling, I need a drink. Unless you'd like to get one for

me?"

"I won't have it in the house! Take it back straight away! Graeme!"

Still the smile remained intact. He was enjoying himself. Why was it that women always answered a question with another question, usually on a totally different topic.

"They're not in the house, darling. They're in the garage!" Now who was being contrary? "And I expect they'll stay there till morning when I'll drive them back to the office."

Graeme poured a short gin and drowned it in tonic. He liked the taste but didn't much care for being sozzled.

"Will you get me some ice, please?"

"In the house! In the garage! What's the difference? I don't want them here ever again!"

Graeme walked back to the kitchen and scrounged the ice for himself. Caroline abhorred almost every modern convenience, particularly the current crop of nutrition systems, which meant they actually kept an old time refrigerator with no intelligence functions whatsoever!

"Didn't you hear what I said!"

"Mmph!"

"Graeme! Get rid of it, please! I hate it!"

"That's a pity, darling. I thought I might have a word in the morning with the Judge. Perhaps I can get a discount?"

"Discount! You! You mean, you, you want to buy it?"

"If the price is right!"

"Oh no! Oh! No, you don't!"

Graeme winked and slugged down half his drink. Then back to the living room again, this time to sit and relax.

"How could you? It's so cruel! And stop treating it like it's a joke!"

He sighed and set aside his drink. Nitty-gritty time.

"Caroline! I don't care! I decided I wanted to try one out. You know, Bell-Dixon provides more than half the medical services that go into producing these vehicles."

"They're not vehicles. They're people!"

"Pony-girls, Caroline. There's a difference! Anyway, I thoroughly enjoyed myself. No wonder they're becoming so popular. It was an exhilarating experience. So I want one! This one, in fact, and tomorrow I'm going to buy it!"

Poor Caroline's jaw dropped, her face a reflection of dismay, frustration, anger and disbelief, and probably two or three other emotions he couldn't make out!

She stamped one beautiful foot as, simultaneously, a rush of tears burst uncontrollably from her wide blue eyes.

"It's not fair," she cried. "It's just not fair! The whole world is going to pieces!"

"Fair is such a silly word, darling. Everyone's idea of what's fair is so hopelessly biased in their own favour that it's impossible to make sense of it." Graeme's tone softened and he held out his hand.

"Come sit with me, Linny."

Still sobbing, the freckle-faced, blue-eyed girl inched over to her husband and sat disconsolately in his lap. He wrapped his arms around her as she rested her golden-haired head on his broad chest. Both he and Mr Wobbly did love her so! After a minute or two of silence, Graeme gently directed a soft, slender hand down to the enormous bulge between his legs.

"Oooh! Graeme! You're incorrigible!"

His reply was to lovingly cup one pliant, succulent breast in his right hand while pressing his lips tenderly into hers. Caroline sighed languidly, as always unable to resist her husband's physical attractiveness. How well he knew her weaknesses.

Mr Wobbly surged in anticipation of another triumph. Graeme sensed the momentary dilemma as Caroline's hand wavered between pulling away and remaining in sensual contact with his throbbing shaft. Lust won out, as it almost always did, and compelled by the potent carnal forces within her gorgeous body, Caroline began to tease the rigid instrument of her undoing.

It was vital to Graeme's plans for the evening that Caroline be subjected to the very best orgasm he and Mr Wobbly were capable of providing. So orders went down to the engine room that the boilers were not to overheat; no mean feat, that was for sure! He peeled the clothes from her body with practised ease, at the same time never seeming to take either hand away from the task of keeping both her sensitive nipples at a peak of arousal. His mouth engaged hers in an erotic contest of exploration that saw first one probing tongue, then the other, plunge into the depths of its target.

By the time Graeme had encouraged his naked wife to her feet, Caroline had let slip the rampant Mr Wobbly, along with her husband's trousers. So it was with one smooth motion that Graeme turned his wife around and thrust, from behind, the unerring Mr Wobbly deep into the impatient, drooling love nest. Caroline groaned and bent forward instantly in response to Graeme's insistent pressure. She rested her head on the back of a chair with her hands clasped behind her neck in the helpless position she secretly loved.

Set for action, Graeme grasped one juicy breast in each manipulative hand, nestled his head into Caroline's spine, and delivered a rhythmic, robust root to the responsive, grateful pussy which pulsed and squelched in time to his every thrust. Graeme waited until Caroline's flood-gates were open before passing the wink to Mr Wobbly who needed no further encouragement to explode with all the pent-up intensity of this day's amazing happenstances.

Caroline moaned aloud as her bucking body at last expended itself and she crumpled, nerveless, to the floor. Graeme staggered away himself.

He pulled on his pants, flopped into a chair and drained off the second half of his gin.

"Oh, Caroline! What a day!"

His naked wife looked dreamily up at him, still under the influence. "Yes, dear."

"Come on, Linny. Up you get. Let's go shopping."

She blinked.

"Shopping? You hate shopping! And what about dinner?"

"We can get something on the way home. Hurry up!"

Caroline showed no inclination to do anything other than stretch out and roll around the floor.

Graeme stood up and pressed the cold base of his glass into his wife's sumptuous rump. That got her moving.

"Where are we going," she asked, tripping provocatively towards their bedroom.

"You'll see. It's a surprise."

"Are you really going to buy those pony-girls?"

"Yes!"

Graeme cleaned up, changed and still had five minutes to wait before Caroline appeared.

"What's the matter, dear?" she enquired, puzzled by the strange look in her husband's eyes.

"Nothing, Linny. Nothing at all. You look lovely!"

Reassured, Caroline smiled and headed for the front door, as always looking completely gorgeous!

"Not that way, darling. I thought we'd take the PGV."

"Oh no, Graeme, I couldn't ride in that! I couldn't!" Caroline swallowed uneasily; that strange look was back. A shiver, part fear, part curiosity and part excitement ran up her backbone. Then she was shuffling towards the kitchen door, as if some unseen force was pushing her toward a precipice. She stood uncertainly by the side of the motionless PGV, studying the carriage and its wheels, unable to look directly at the incredible creatures who would propel it.

Graeme stooped to release one restrictive pussy-hobble.

"Why don't you unhook the other one, darling?"

"Oh no! I'm not going to touch!" Caroline shivered at the thought. She banished to oblivion the momentary vision of her own hand thrilling to the touch of those gleaming, rubber coated skins and the even more frightening vision of her own flesh so inescapably contained and controlled.

"Suit yourself!" Graeme walked around to her side of the vehicle and released the other pussy-hobble. "In you get."

Caroline stepped into the carriage, heart beating faster, and sat stiffly, nervously on the edge of her seat, pulling her short skirt demurely around her.

"See," beamed Graeme boyishly. "They don't bite!"

Caroline winced. How could they. The wretched things' mouths were filled with hellish steel bits!

Mesmerised, she watched him play with the control panel and instantly the vehicle was moving steadily backwards. Pressure on the joystick resulted in a smart, three point turn and before she knew it, they were facing away and ready to go. He touched an icon or two and a pair of piercing headlights, mounted in the forehead bands of crushing bridles lit up the ground below their feet. He touched the panel again and the beams swivelled up to light the driveway in front of them.

Graeme kept the pony-girls to a sedate walk only until they emerged from the cul-de-sac and then, taking the whip in hand, clicked up to cruise and laid on with a will.

"Stop it, please!" begged a distraught Caroline, hanging on grimly to the safety rail. Graeme ignored her as he stove for proficiency with the stinging whip. He wanted this particular team very much and it wouldn't do at all if they thought him a timid or indecisive driver. So around and around the wide avenues they cruised, the pony-girls never faltering for an instant in their precise and superbly fluent stride.

Graeme was surprised by the number of vehicles on the streets, all apparently out enjoying the night air as he was. Without fail, the drivers he passed waved and smiled with genuine camaraderie, and he found himself unconsciously returning their salutations.

Caroline was spellbound at the sight of the pumping nates in front of her. The chrome studded, white leather harness straps which everywhere ground so deeply into their rubberised flesh, flashed and twinkled as they caught the glare from passing vehicles or overhead lights. How could it not seem to affect them, she wondered. This surreal spectacle should be a nightmare but she knew it wasn't; just as surely as she knew her life with Graeme was never going to be the same.

For over an hour they toured the neighbourhood and Caroline couldn't help but be aware of how happy, and how excited was her handsome husband. She looked enviously at the stirring bulge in his groin. There was a time when she thought the precious Mr Wobbly responded only to her. How naive!

Graeme was indeed a happy man. PGV motoring was everything its advocates promised, if not more. He hadn't felt passion like this for so long. Later tonight he would study the tutorial with the same diligence he applied to his executive responsibilities. He wanted to know all about these magical creatures. And most especially he wanted to learn how to use the reins. Just the thought of controlling those bit-filled mouths with a twitch of his wrist brought a flush of joy to his heart and a rush of blood to Mr Wobbly's head.

He manoeuvred the walking vehicle into a parking spot in front of the fashionable shopping centre that catered for the staff and families at TTA- 1, some 16,000 souls altogether. Compulsory 24-hour service was a condition imposed on all lease holders at the centre. The noble steeds stopped on a dime, and in perfect unison. Graeme jumped out first and rushed around to offer his hand to a stunned Caroline. She alighted with his help.

"Sure you don't want to clip on a pussy-hobble?"

Caroline shook her head, averting her eyes and unwilling to trust herself to speech. What mad compulsion in her mind was tempting her to touch, to caress, those pulsing, rubber-coated love mounds. An hour's strenuous exercise had seemed to have no adverse effect at all! These lively pony- girls were as fresh as when she had first seen them. That had to be impossible. Caroline couldn't imagine herself, or any woman for that matter, being capable of pulling the carriage across the street, let alone trot for an hour on end with the terrible burden of distorted posture and inhumanly cruel harnessing.

Undaunted by her refusal, Graeme did the job himself, not forgetting a comforting rub for both grateful, protruding pussies or the necessity to tight-rein their bridled heads to keep them from bobbing aimlessly. He offered his arm to his wife and together they strolled off in the direction of the bright lights.

A nameless dread in the pit of Caroline's stomach prevented her from responding to Graeme's lively conversation. He didn't seem to notice. The shops were arranged around a central courtyard and they walked slowly from one to the next. Caroline's steps became gradually more rubbery and she leaned increasingly on Graeme's strong arm for support. She didn't dare look ahead but when at last he stopped her nerveless motion, she knew with sinking certainty where they were.

"Here we are, darling," he advised her. She opened her lovely blue eyes to see exactly what she feared. They were arrived at the Bondage Boutique. She turned slowly to look up, pleadingly, into her husband's face. He smiled warmly.

"Are you? Are you going to put me in, in bondage?" Her voice was so weak he barely heard.

"Yes," he answered simply.

The Bondage Boutique was a nation-wide chain of retail outlets specialising the in latest fashions from local and overseas designers. With so much talent to work on, and so many men and women interested in this way of life, their growth and profitability had been spectacular. Hand in lifeless hand, Graeme and his bewildered spouse passed through the automatic door. The dermal scan was instant for no sooner had they crossed the threshold than the urbane hologram of Augustus C. McClelland, the company's founder, materialised a polite distance in front of them.

"Good evening, Mr Smart." Graeme winced, so unctuous was the tone. "How can we help you, sir? I don't believe this humble establishment has yet had the pleasure of your custom?" Holographic technology was improving all the time. The life-like image, or more probably a battery of sensors spread throughout the show-room, had detected his negative reaction and modified the tone accordingly. Very smooth, very smooth indeed. Graeme was impressed.

"May I assume, sir, that you wish to choose something for your pretty wife?"

Graeme smiled. "You may, Mr McClelland. You may indeed!" Caroline's hand clutched his. He returned her pressure, reassuringly. Dealing with a disembodied salesman was a new experience. Quite a few establishments were so staffed these days but this was Graeme's first exposure to the novelty.

"Thank you, sir. This store is equipped with the very latest Thurgood Holographic Fitting Facilities. We have three such. May I invite you to select one of them?"

"Is there a difference?" "No, sir."

"Then let's try this one," Graeme decided, indicating the nearest entrance. Except for some ghosting where the hologram's feet touched the carpeted floor, the animation and depth perception was excellent. Graeme couldn't remember seeing it better done. Then again he wasn't much of a consumer. Or at least not until now!

"Please follow me, Mr Smart."

"Call me Graeme, Mr McClelland, please!" Graeme wanted to test the

AI.

"Of course, Graeme. My friends call me Gus." Not bad. For a moment he was tempted to ask the image to call him Dumbo. He settled for a grin.

"What now, Gus?" he asked, once all three of them were inside the cosy antechamber. Caroline didn't exactly have to be dragged but there was a certain reluctance in her despondent shuffle. Neither paid any attention to her.

"Can I get you a drink, Graeme?"

"Why not? Make it a gin and tonic, heavy on the tonic, and ice!" Graeme watched fascinated as a brimming, glass tumbler appeared on the dispensing pad of a Merrimac 6X Auto Bar. His mate, Tom Mooney, had a smaller version of the same at home. He swore by it.

The apparition shrugged.

"Sorry, Graeme, you'll have to help yourself."

"Sure, Gus. I guess it'll really be something the day they get holograms to carry drinks." Graeme let go of Caroline's hand to collect his drink. Unwilling to be separated, she followed in his wake.

"Why don't you sit down, Graeme, and I'll explain how our system works. Perhaps Caroline could step into the hologen cubicle?"

Caroline fluttered like a little bird, her big, blue eyes despairingly pleading for a reprieve. The powerfully conflicting emotions which knotted her stomach robbed her of speech, and sealed her fate! For Graeme, it was a sight to treasure. He smiled his enigmatic smile.

"Go on, darling, in you go."

How beautiful her lithe body looked as she inched toward the hologen cubicle, frequently stopping to look at her husband as if something might yet save her. Graeme's expression was insistent. Before disappearing from sight she turned one last time and bravely raised a winsome half smile. Graeme waved and then she was gone.

Seated comfortably, Graeme watched with interest as a flat, icon pod deployed itself conveniently to his right hand.

"The customer is in control at the Bondage Boutique, Graeme. You decide you want to see and when you want to see it. You can take as long as you like."

what

"Go on, Gus." Given the right circumstances, conversing with a hologram could be amusing.

"Thank you, Graeme. Touching the prep icon will instruct our fully automated hologen cubicle to undress Caroline and create a virtual hologram from her figure." Graeme looked to the display panel to see a soft glow highlighting a small icon of a naked female.

"What happens if the lady is reluctant?"

"Our Thurgood system is very sophisticated, Graeme. Caroline will be undressed without a mark or a bruise being laid on her, no matter what kind of fuss she makes."

"And then what, Gus?"

"Well, Graeme, then you select from our wide range of fashions and accessories, and as each selection is chosen, the hologram updates to show you how charming Caroline will look." As soon as Graeme's attention focussed again on the display, the ephemeral Mr McClelland smoothly switched channels.

"Yes, Graeme, if you keep your eye on the display panel I can briefly describe the function of each icon. As I mention an icon, a highlight will appear to identify it. But first, would you like to finish your drink?" "I'm okay, Gus, keep going." Was the encouragement to tipple merely a coincidence or were inebriated customers considered more likely to part with their money?

"Use this icon to select the range you wish to choose from. The icon to its right is used to select fashions from within the chosen range. The smaller icons immediately below add or subtract accessories to the hologram. The auto icon utilises our system's unique AI functions to suggest various conformations and accessories of a basic fashion. Would you like me to go through those again, Graeme?"

"No thanks, Gus. I think I've got it!"

"A strip of adjustment icons is arranged at the bottom of the display. They can be used to fine tune the fitting to your satisfaction. This store is able to cater for the most extreme fittings through an integrated SySim scan which can precisely calculate the details of any skeletal, circulatory, tissue or miscellaneous modification which may need to be made. These modifications are transmitted to the medical facility of your choice as soon as a decision is reached and a sale registered."

Graeme was fascinated by the obvious care which had gone into the design of the presentation. Very slick!

"Use the file icons to store those selections which appeal to you, then later you can review the files to help decide what you want. All purchases are made to order here on the premises, taking advantage of the Bondage Boutique's exclusive manufacturing system. If a single order takes longer than fifteen minutes to process, then it's free!"

"And these icons, Gus, what are they for?"

"Good question, Graeme. Use those icons to animate the hologram. We even provide a range of backgrounds."

"Thanks, Gus. Is that all I need to know?"

"I could mention one or two other points, Graeme."

"Well, why don't you, Gus?"

"Thanks, Graeme. For this month only we have a special offer in conjunction with EverSeal Incorporated to supply all plumbing, piercing, tattooing and incidental decorations at a saving of twenty-five percent. That's a terrific deal, Graeme!"

"I'm sure it is, Gus. I won't forget. "Now, I touch the undress icon to start the ball rolling, hmph?"

"There is one more point, Graeme."

"Save it, Gus," Graeme grinned. "I'm itching to get started!"

"Of course. Perhaps later?" Holograms were ideal for keeping straight faces and contending with disagreeable customers. "Would you like me to leave the room, Graeme? Any time you get stuck you can touch the help icon and my voice will be on-line to provide assistance."

"I'd like some privacy, Gus, thanks!"

"Call me when you need me." No, the hologram didn't disappear into thin air. It made a dignified exit, closing the door as it left; simulated, of

course.

What a way to shop! Almost as exciting as PGV driving! Five minutes or so had elapsed since Caroline had been swallowed up by the coldly impersonal cubicle, long enough for sure to set her nerves on edge. His finger poised for an instant over the glowing icon while he relished an imaginary vision of her predicament. Then he touched it.

"Caroline's preparation is in progress," a kindly female voice explained from the muted speakers in the display panel. "Please be patient for a few minutes."

Graeme admired the marketing expertise evident in every phase of the operation. The lighting in the antechamber dimmed as a brief flicker of static was almost immediately replaced by an uncannily life-like 3-D image. His eyes widened in surprise when a beaming smile lit up Caroline's lovely face and one shapely arm waved encouragingly.

"You can animate the hologram whenever you like, sir, or you can ask me to do it for you. I can respond to ninety-five percent of English language requests."

"Thanks, and your name is?"

"I don't have one, sir. Please use anything you like."

"Well, sweetie, I take it I'm ready to go?"

"Yes, sir! And remember both Mr McClelland and I are on-line with any help you might need."

It was a little after 9 pm when Graeme began his journey into the timeless, fantasy world of bondage fashion, ranging from the earliest classical traditions right through to the bizarre masterpieces possible with today's technology. There was no hurry at all. Mr Wobbly proved a discerning, if excitable judge, and Graeme confidently left the decision-making in his capable head. It was midnight before he noticed an idyllic three hours had passed. He was hungry, a little tired and had just spent the equivalent of one year's salary, a very large salary, on costumes alone. Gord knew what the incidentals would cost. He had never consumed like this in his life, humble beginnings beget frugality, but the sensation was not altogether unpleasant.

He stood up and stretched to get the kinks out, wondering just what thoughts were going through Caroline's mind after the last three hours of enforced solitude. That got him wondering about something else. "Still there, Gus?"

"Of course, Graeme." The voice came through the display speakers. "Do you want me to rejoin you?"

"Please do, Gus."

The hologram made a polished entry, urbane as always.

"Gus, I've just thought of something. Why did we leave Caroline in the cubicle?"

"No particular reason, Graeme. Our research has shown that the great majority of our customers prefer it that way. I'm sorry if..."

"Don't worry about it, Gus. I was curious, that's all!" Graeme flexed his fingers to get the stiffness out of them; three hours of steady icon pushing had taken its toll. "What next, Gus?"

"You have several dozen files saved, Graeme. Please make your selection, selections, from them."

Graeme smiled depreciatingly. "I want them all, Gus!"

"Very well, Graeme." with never a trace of surprise.

"May I give you some advice, Gus?"

"Certainly, Graeme."

"You'll make your customers feel more important if you register just a little emotion when you close a good sale."

"Thank you, Graeme, your advice is appreciated and will be evaluated by head office today." The hologram paused for just the right amount of time to introduce a change of subject. "May I point out that nearly all of the designs chosen will require subject modification. And may I assume you intend to avail yourself of our special offer?"

"Yes and yes, Gus. Vid necessary details to the Bell-Dixon research facilities here at TTA-1 and the nearest EverSeal workshop. Which is where, by the way?"

"Their head office is at Katoomba, Graeme. For the kind of treatment you specify, I recommend their latest facilities."

"Well, let's do the deal, Gus. I want dinner!"

The pattern of icons on the display panel was replaced by the more familiar sale icons and Graeme placed one finger over the MIDS to register his consent to the transaction with his bank. When prompted for verbal confirmation, Graeme agreed to the two separate charges. The Bell-Dixon medical component signalled no charge, one of the numerous perks made available to their senior executives. The sale complete icon flashed to indicate the Independent Consumer Monitoring Service did not detect any anomalies in his voice pattern. The sale was good.

"Graeme, as a valued customer of the Bondage Boutique, I'd like you accept a complimentary costume of your choice. Perhaps something Caroline could wear this evening?"

Now that was a slick touch.

"Thanks, Gus. I appreciate that!" The display panel icons switched again. "Something classical, I think," Graeme murmured, briskly paging through the extensive collection.

"I like this one, Gus!"

"A perfect choice, Graeme. Please go ahead and select all the accessories you want."

Even slicker. No needless penny-pinching at the Bondage Boutique. Having received Mr Wobbly's enthusiastic approval for his final creation, Graeme moved away from the panel toward the Merrimac Auto Bar. "How about another drink, Gus? I'm dry!"

"Of course, Graeme." The hologram waited patiently until Graeme had picked up his drink and taken a long pull. "And our hologen cubicle is a dual function unit. As soon as you give the word, Caroline will be attired to your exact specifications. Only the most complicated costumes take more than five minutes to fit."

That was worth thinking about. A fully automated wardrobe unit would be just the thing for a busy executive's bondage wife. Graeme knew of several people with conventional, automated wardrobe facilities but Caroline's passionate distaste for that kind of technology had always kept their home in the figurative dark ages. It would be a fine irony to make the physical perpetrator of her new lifestyle the very thing she most despised. The thought elicited an unconscious chuckle.

"Is anything the matter, Graeme?"

"No, Gus. Just thinking. Do you, by any chance, sell these Thurgood units?"

"We don't Graeme, but I can log a sales inquiry for you with their regional office. Please mention the Bondage Boutique with any order you place." "I'll do that, Gus. Now, how about you get Caroline dressed!" "You must initiate the procedure, Graeme, for safety reasons." Graeme tossed off the rest of his gin. "If you return to the display panel, you'll see the application icon is activated. It's ready to be touched."

In a couple of strides, Graeme was at the console and, with a shiver of mischievous delight, touched the blinking icon. No bells or whistles. Even Caroline's holographic image disappeared. The lights returned to normal.

"It won't take long, Graeme, another minute or two," the hologram reassured him.

Graeme nodded, hardly daring to take his eyes from the inanimate machine. This was a fine time to wonder whether he was going to regret his sudden determination for a change of pace in his life. He was pretty certain Caroline would regret it; which was not so important, of course. He, and Mr Wobbly, planned to do everything they could to help her adjust.

For a moment Graeme would have sworn the hologram had been reactivated and had stepped nervously to one side of the cubicle. So perfectly had his vision been transformed to reality that it didn't sink in until the radiantly beautiful Caroline began mincing slowly toward him, doing a very credible job of balancing on gleaming, black patent leather pumps, with stiletto heels an erotic seven inches high!

She was a magnificent sight and instantly banished his momentary doubts.

"Pretty as a picture," sighed Graeme with feeling, openly admiring every superbly shaped contour of her gorgeous figure. A slinky, black satin frock hugged soft flesh from neck to knee and so tightly were her graceful, black silk stockinged legs sheathed by the clinging material that the skirt acted as much as a hobble as did the slim length of steel chain which restricted the maximum distance between her well-turned ankles to a mere six inches.

"If I can interrupt for a moment, Graeme, we would like you to accept a small memento of your first visit to a Bondage Boutique store." The apparition smiled helpfully. "We hope it won't be your last."

Probably not, mused Graeme, his eyes following the lead of the ingratiating hologram. A wall panel peeled open to reveal an expansive array of whips, crops, quirts and canes, of every conceivable type. Graeme stole a brief glance at a stunned Caroline before strolling across the room and choosing a very classy, snappy whalebone cane. If possible, her large bright eyes widened further although with her pert mouth so thoroughly full of internal gag, the look of innocent surprise could hardly be improved upon.

"Thanks, Gus," Graeme replied, "I'm sure I'll have plenty of opportunity to put it to good use."

To reinforce the point, Graeme approached his nervously trembling wife, and gently rested the blade of the whippy cane across her taut, tender, bare buttocks. A heart-shaped vent, trimmed in frothy, white satin lace, presented her ripe bottom cheeks for the enjoyment of all lucky enough to catch a glimpse. He pressed the cane firmly, dimpling her soft, unblemished skin.

"I think Caroline is going to be a very good girl, Gus," he continued comfortingly. "Otherwise!" He left the sentence unfinished but the tense shudder which rippled across young Caroline's promising buttocks told him in no uncertain terms that she had completed it in her mind. Graeme lightly touched the thin leather saddle strap which depended from the breath-taking waspy responsible for her startlingly corsetted waist. The tension imparted to the stiff leather was profoundly satisfying.

"I'm sure she will be, Graeme," the hologram agreed.

There was so much to ogle. Caroline's lovely breasts were as bare as her beautiful bottom. This time a triangular portal had been cut out and edged with more of the feminine, frothy white satin. Through this mass of frills emerged a truly memorable pair of generous, shapely breasts, divinely finished off by identical, fluffy, white satin bows tied terribly tightly to her turgid nipples.

Again Graeme chose to exercise his new found power, this time by playfully touching her heaving, satin trimmed bosom with the cold caress of stiff whalebone.

"Ah, Linny! What fun we're going to have!"

Caroline's huge, concealed gag of moulded neoprene, locked immovably inside her kissable mouth by a complex arrangement of tiny springs and clamps, effectively prevented any expression of her true feelings on the matter. The high, choking leather collar, hidden by a layer of matching, frilly white satin was equally adamant in limiting her ability to respond; all she could do with her haughtily poised head was to shake it a little and, if she really tried hard, maybe bob it an inch or two. Graeme liked the sight of that, for the moment she tried to communicate her dolour, her bobbing head set the pretty, white satin ruffles threaded through her golden hair into a captivating dance.

Nor could the extraordinary vision of loveliness use her satin gloved arms to solve her dilemma. Her slim wrists were crossed at right angles behind her back and although they appeared to be held there by nothing more than a flimsy, attractively tied, white bow, buried beneath the crisp satin was a thin, gougingly tight leather strap that wasn't going to budge no matter what the helpless arms under its control had to say. Furthermore, this leather strap had been threaded through the excruciatingly tight leather belt which emphasised her exquisitely wasped waist and so guaranteed that while poor Caroline could flap her elbows like a lazy butterfly, her wrists were going to stay put and her chance of escaping was no better than her chance of flying.

Graeme slipped his free hand into the grip of the short leather leash which dangled fetchingly between her erotically displayed, satin beribboned breasts. He transferred the whalebone cane to the same hand to free the other to smooth out the matching satin sash which disguised the cutting leather belt around her amazingly proportioned waist. "Gus, I'd like you to hold delivery until I've spoken with someone at Thurgood. I'll be in touch tomorrow."

"Certainly, Graeme. Is there anything else I can do for you?"

"No, Gus. I think that's just about it. I'll call EverSeal directly. Tonight!" Graeme tugged gently on the swank leash and in response to the pressure on her collared throat, Caroline minced forlornly forward.

"Come on, sweetie. Let's go get supper."

Graeme could have walked directly across the almost deserted central courtyard to the restaurant but he preferred to stroll leisurely around the perimeter, maintaining a steady tension on Caroline's leash while drinking in the full splendour of her stunning costume. Mr Wobbly was trying frantically to get at the object of his desire but Graeme was having none of that. This was a moment to cherish and he was going to extract full measure before indulging the basic passion of his impatient colleague. From time to time he caught their reflection in a shop window, and it was reassuring to observe just what a fine couple they made. Caroline never attempted to resist his leadership, foolish as such a gesture would have been. What she was really thinking was a different matter and sooner or later he would have to broach this delicate subject for of one thing he was convinced; he loved his Caroline dearly and did not wish to face a future with her as a really unwilling or unhappy partner. But such crises would keep. For the moment he planned to indulge himself, and hopefully begin his lady's indoctrination.

Their meandering promenade at last brought them to the welcoming doors of the venerable McDuck's Family Restaurant, where an animated banner proudly proclaimed that this year, 2479AD, was the 500th anniversary of the international chain's foundation. Graeme considerately took Caroline's elbow to steady her up the short flight of steps, then switched grip back to her leash to guide her into the building.

More holograms! The last time Graeme had eaten at McDuck's the service was flesh and blood. But that had to be ten years ago, maybe more. The grinning face of the noxious cartoon creation, Dingbat McDuck, appeared before him and for a moment he was tempted to U-turn and go elsewhere. At this time of night, the alternatives were few so he stayed his hand. "Good evening Mr and Mrs Smart. Welcome to McDuck's. Would you care to dine in our regular, historical or cartoon section?"

Graeme grimaced. "No cartoons, Dingbat. We'll try the historical section." "Yes, sir! Please follow me."

The decor was much nicer than he remembered, at least here in the historical section. Graeme and Caroline were taken to a cosy corner but before Graeme could help his deliciously dependent wife into a seat, the cartoon hologram interrupted him.

"Excuse me, Mr Smart, perhaps you would like to choose one of our novelty seats for Mrs Smart?"

"What do you mean?" The offer was completely unexpected.

A succession of bizarre seating arrangements were projected just to the left of the gesticulating Dingbat McDuck. Taken aback initially, Graeme missed the detail of the first offerings and was about to ask for a review when a particularly interesting design appeared.

"That one!" he snapped.

"Yes, sir!" blurted the stupidly grinning cartoon as the seat nearest the bewildered Caroline disappeared into the floor to be replaced with a frightfully uncomfortable alternative. A single steel pole, capped by a one inch wide T-beam emerged and rose heavenward until the slightly bevelled top edge was at the right height. Poor Caroline's eyes widened in mute disbelief but as soon as she felt the familiar caress of her husband's whalebone cane pressed against her ripe, naked buttocks she bowed to the inevitable and gingerly, awkwardly straddled the dreadful bar, slowly lowering her saddle-strapped groin until the weight of her satin costumed torso was supported by that fiendish beam.

Graeme was about to attach the integral thigh straps which would keep the occupant in her place but the sight of his wife sitting so beguilingly on the diabolical bar gave him pause. There was something tremendously erotic about unforced obedience; well, maybe indirectly enforced, but what the hell!

He took a seat, somewhat more comfortable, opposite her.

"Please select your waiter, Mr Smart. We have over one hundred historical characters to choose from." The table itself doubled as a control console and Graeme quickly worked out how to page through the available characters.

"Do I need you any longer?"

"No, sir. The waiter of your choice will look after you."

"Good, Dingbat. Piss off! And the next time I dine here I don't want to see a bloody cartoon!"

"Yes, sir!" was the obsequious reply and the apparition imploded. Graeme looked up to find Caroline's freckled face looking intently at him, her wide-eyed gaze transfixed by his own. Her erotically costumed body shifted sensuously as she strived continuously to relieve the dreadful pressure on her naked groin. What was going on inside that lovely head? There were no tears so that had to be positive. Or did it? He smiled fondly and returned his attention to the selection of a suitable waiter. Mr Wobbly's attention was fixed on the cruel bar upon which rested her full body weight and which, with her arms neatly packaged behind her back, she was incapable of relieving!

The list of holographic waiters had been divided into categories; heroes, heroines, statesmen and villains. It was an impressive list. From the large list of villains he recognised the names of Atilla the Hun, Napoleon, Stalin and Clemence, among others, but who were Vlad the Cruel, Torquemada, Margie Thatcher or Abdul Mahmoud, and a host of others; he didn't have a clue.

With heroes and heroines he did a little better, but there were still plenty of unknowns. Who, for instance, was Sweet Gwendoline? He moved onto the list of statesmen; a short list! None appealed, so it was back to the villains and after a moment's hesitation he fingered the great Napoleon for his waiter of choice.

A little man materialised, resplendent in a curious period costume. "Good evening, Mr Smart," he beamed in perfect English. "I can converse in English and bad French or, if you prefer, I can add a French accent to my English."

"We'll go with English, Napoleon. Hold the accent!" Graeme didn't know anyone who spoke French. The language of computers, and of the world, was almost exclusively English, and had been so for the past two hundred years. Graeme had been to old France once, only for a day or two, and couldn't remember hearing anything but English. Someone did mention a primitive area in the south, was it Gascone or something like that, where native French was spoken. Of course, like Latin and German, French could still be studied as an ancient language at some universities. "Yes, sir! The menu display is activated by voice or the Dingbat icon. In addition to our regular menu, McDuck's kitchen can create the cuisine of your choice. Our customer memory will ensure that your favourite dishes will be served just as you like them every time you dine with us." "Thank you!" Graeme checked the hologram's patter by punching up

the menu.

"Very good, sir. For your historical interest, I can answer most questions on the Napoleonic period and quote from a large store of aphorisms." "Not tonight, Napoleon!" Under other circumstances, Graeme would have been fascinated. "No, wait! Let's hear one of these aphorisms." "Certainly, sir. When asked for my opinion on the conscription of fifteen year-old boys I replied that a boy could stop a bullet as well as a man!" "Ah! Thanks for that. We'll call when we're ready to order."

Napoleon imploded. Not quite as slick as the Bondage Boutique hologram. But not bad. And one thing was sure. At last McDuck's had worked out how to pay their staff nothing!

"Are you hungry, Linny?" Graeme asked, returning his gaze to the woman he loved most. She told him no with a faint shake of her golden head. "Thirsty?" A tiny nod this time.

"Sweetie, it's late! I'm tired, and I'm not going to debate anything with you tonight. So, when I remove your gag I don't want a fuss. Okay?"

Caroline looked at him for a minute before nodding. Those big, blue, doe-like eyes. They were so lovely. He smiled warmly. If she behaved obstreperously he would simply replace the gag.

So, he ordered dinner for himself and drinks for two. The food arrived on a remotely driven serving trolley with the ethereal caricature pushing from behind, the inevitable ghosting at its extremities somewhat spoiling the illusion. The transfer from trolley to table was very slick. Graeme dismissed the hologram and tapped the safe-seal on a small bottle of wine. It opened instantly. He poured its contents into a waiting glass. He stood up then, and walked round to Caroline's side of the table, relishing this different view of her delicious squirming.

Very gently, he parted her soft lips and touched the two auto extract pins which compressed the elaborate arrangement of miniature springs responsible for forcing a large amount of stiff neoprene into every corner of her pert mouth. Her tongue freed from the painful trap, Caroline expelled the horrible device. It plopped conveniently into Graeme's hand. Seated again, he slipped a straw into Caroline's glass of mineral water before sliding it across the table until it came to rest immediately in front of her. What a wonderfully erotic sight. Perched on a pitilessly thin steel bar, corsetted down to a wasp-waist and with her slinkily gloved arms completely immobilised, the effort required to lean forward far enough. for her lips to reach the tempting straw was just beyond her. Graeme watched, entranced as she struggled vainly to quench her thirst. She tried so hard but all to no avail. Eventually, she gave up the unequal contest, straightened and looked imploringly toward her husband. How he relished that moment!

"Please, Graeme! Help me!" Her tiny, squeaky voice was barely audible. "Just for you, Linny," he whispered, raising the glass until her lips gripped the straw and she could suck greedily. He never took his eyes from her enchanting face, breathing heavily.

He lowered the glass as soon as she stopped drinking and polished off his own dinner, quaffing the wine hastily. In less than five minutes he was full and his plate empty. Caroline said not one word. She just looked steadily at him, her moist lips slightly agape.

"How about another sip?" Caroline declined with a little shake of her head.

Graeme didn't bother to recall their electronic waiter, simply confirmed the transaction with his bank. He wasn't going to tip a hologram! A convulsive gulp betrayed his partner's dismay when she realised the awful gag was going to be put back into her mouth. Graeme sensed her reluctance but by the time he had moved to her side of the table, and with the gag almost at her lips, her jaws parted in resigned admission of her helplessness. He replaced it carefully, aware of how dangerous the powerful springs could be if activated improperly. Poor Caroline! What was it about a beautiful mouth, burstingly full of gag, that excited him so?

Graeme helped his wife to her feet, endured the sycophantic farewells from two holograms and departed. They strolled arm in arm across the courtyard to the parking lot where his courtesy PGV was the only vehicle in sight. It was after 1 am. It was a perfect evening and he was in perfect company. The bent over, pussy-hobbled pony-girls were just as he'd left them. He helped Caroline into the carriage before readying his team for their final run of the night.

His intention to study the PGV tutorial was overtaken by events so that would have to wait for another day. Mindful of his responsibilities, he drove by the TTA centre and enlisted the help of a young and friendly duty corporal. At this time of night, no sensible officer was going to be about. Somehow the three of them squeezed into the carriage and under the skilful reinsmanship of Corporal Nell Marsh, Graeme experienced his first run at flank speed. Exhilarating was the only word to describe the 10-minute sensation, the time it took for the trio to return to the Smart bungalow.

Nell left the handsome couple in their driveway, taking the roan PGV back to base. She had listened carefully to Mr Smart's instructions and knew exactly what she had to do.

Graeme waved good-bye and took Caroline inside. Staring at the exquisitely costumed creature standing forlornly in the centre of the living room, he couldn't help but contrast this image with the one he remembered from a scant five hours ago. A picture can sometimes replace a thousand words and this was one picture he would never forget. The significance of the earlier, carefully orchestrated seduction became apparent. Graeme quietly, gently inched Caroline's skin tight, satin skirt all the way up to her waist, exposing the taut suspenders which stretched between the wasping corset and her gartered stocking tops. He unbuckled the cutting saddle strap to gain access to her tender, abraded groin. He bent down to unclip her ankle hobble and then supervised while she gradually spread her legs as far apart as the seven inch heels of her gleaming stilettos allowed. There was no resistance at all when insistent pressure forced her head down onto the back of that same chair and made her hips swivel. The stiffened corset denied her waist almost any flexibility.

A gasp of passion exploded from Graeme's lungs when the liberated Mr Wobbly at last touched the object of his desire. Graeme mounted his wife from behind and simultaneously his hands began a thorough exploration of her beautifully wrapped breasts, as always concentrating upon her incredibly sensitive nipples. Balancing on heels and forehead while gagged and immobilised, Caroline was a completely passive participant in Graeme's celebration but this restriction did not extend to her erogenous zones. Her bound and helpless body responded dynamically to his varied caresses.

Her thick, turgid nipples fought vainly to escape the tight satin bows which decorated them, her pulsing, throbbing love tunnel was awash with the fruit of her arousal. None of these things were under her control. Graeme ravished her so completely that by the time dear old Mr Wobbly had shot his bolt, she was thrilling to a seemingly endless orgasm of such magnificent proportions that she temporarily forgot all her current woes. Even as her body collapsed under her, nostrils snorting desperately, enervated, the ecstatic spasms still roared through her bound, controlled body, made all the more indelible by the very paraphernalia which imprisoned her.

Graeme collapsed at her side, panting, and then rolled Caroline's gorgeous, twitching body onto her bound arms. He started again on her proudly upstanding, heaving boobs, enjoying the feel of the crisp satin almost as much as the spongy tit-flesh. He was fascinated by the sensual eroticism of caressing her gag-bulging cheeks. His strong hands could actually span her tiny waist. Mr Wobbly eventually recovered his wits, straightened up, and conducted a follow-up assault on his original target. For Caroline it was one, long, continuous orgasm. Her heart had replaced her mind as the principal decision-maker and she now directed her every effort to gratify her husband's and her own sexual needs, and in that order; all in defiance of the substantial handicaps which beset her. A tired but triumphant Mr Wobbly exploded again and this time it finished Graeme, though not his wife.

Dead to the world, Graeme was vaguely aware that the supposedly helpless Caroline had snuggled close to his side and was doing her best to rub her lovely breasts against his shoulder while her groin entwined his thigh, squeezing it with surprising strength. Mr Wobbly begged for mercy and to rescue his friend, Graeme struggled free from her wanton embrace, crawled across the floor and hauled himself into a chair.

His bleary eyes thought they detected a look of reproach, but he could do no more. By good fortune rather than design, the whalebone gift from the Bondage Boutique was immediately to hand and he raised it in self defence. Unfettered from the waist down, Caroline had used the freedom to rise to her knees and, waddling engagingly on her knee-caps, she zeroed in on her exhausted husband. Her plain intent was to extract, one way or another, yet another orgasm from his shrivelled loins.

The whippy cane saved him. Like a cross he clutched it before him, warding off attack. Caroline responded instantly to the symbolic threat, halting barely two feet away, a dreamy, wistful look in her wide eyes. "No more," he murmured. "Be still, girl! I'm a dead man!"

He couldn't be sure but was that a twinkle in her eye; was that a glint of triumph? Who was in charge? He rallied and launched a counter-attack. "Don't know what you're gloating over, Linny. I'm about to call the EverSeal man and it's off to the clinic for you. Rings in your nose and tongue! Rings in your nipples and pussy, and your greedy clit! And a couple of swank tattoos to boot!"

Graeme contrived a feeble grin but to his dismay, Caroline showed no sign of intimidation. Her beautifully displayed boobs thrust wantonly, deliberately against the unsteady blade of the cane, almost daring him to use it. And there was no mistaking it; her eyes were a-twinkle! He tried again, metaphorically expending his last trump. "After that, you're off to the Bell labs here for a spot of restructuring!" Maybe she hadn't heard him. She rubbed her plump breasts playfully against the cane. Had he bitten off more than he could chew! Or would he learn to chew better? Definitely the latter! Oh Gord, definitely the latter!

"Stay!" he cried, scrambling out of the chair and stumbling over to the main Vid unit. He switched to voice activation and blanked video.

"EverSeal Corp Katoomba? Sales?"

"Good evening, Mr Smart."

"Reference transaction this date. Subject ready and packaged. Estimate ETA?"

"Reference confirmed. Wife, Caroline. ETA twenty-two minutes. Pick up where?"

"This address. Driveway entrance. No receipt necessary!"

"Collection confirmed. Formal acknowledgment registered ICMS this instant."

Graeme disconnected.

"Ha! Ha!" he exclaimed, turning to find Caroline exactly where he'd left her. To his delight she had obeyed his command to stay put. It was almost too good to be true.

"On your feet, Linny. You overheard!"

The exquisite creature lurched to her high-heeled feet and stood demurely awaiting his next command. Or that's what it looked like. Brandishing the whip just in case, he approached her. His fears were groundless. Even when it was obvious his first intention was to rebuckle the gouging saddle strap, all she did was part her legs to give him better access to her flushed genitals and facilitate the proper placement of the stiff leather; hard up against her swollen clitoris.

It was a relatively simple matter to straighten her elegant dress, hobble her ankles and freshen up the many pretty satin bows and ribbons which bedecked her. Was she preening herself as he tidied her up? Well, it wasn't his imagination playing tricks when she nestled close to him as soon as he took control of the sturdy leash. He gazed admiringly into her bright eyes and was rewarded with a charmingly precious glow of contentment. Had she too, like himself, found what she wanted? In good time he would ask. There was no hurry.

He walked her slowly down the driveway and when they reached the end, he clipped her leash to a convenient gatepost. He kissed her fondly, on the tip of the nose, touched his lips to her gag-stretched cheeks, and gently squeezed each tumescent nipple.

"Be good, Linny," he farewelled her. "I'll see you in a couple of days."

Graeme walked back to the house without looking back and went straight to bed. He was asleep even before the EverSeal crew arrived to collect the delightful, helplessly leashed Caroline.




CHAPTER SEVEN

About two miles south of the little township of Galston, nestled away in the picturesque Corobin Valley, stands a modern, lavish mansion, built to the memory of a bygone era. The towering, Edwardian edifice is known to all as Loomis Manor, and is home to the nation's greatest legal mind and self-styled visionary, Judge Leland Loomis.

Funded primarily by grants from a grateful government, Loomis' Folly, as it was first called, took ten years to build and a further four years to complete all of the landscaping and recreational facilities. The Judge's prestige had grown apace with his passion for this symbol of a more rustic past; so fewer and fewer became the pundits prepared to denigrate his ambition, and more and more were the sycophants referring to it as Loomis Manor, even Stately Loomis Manor.

The Judge took up residence there in the summer of 2462AD. In the way of an ancient, eastern potentate, the Judge was the sole male inhabitant of his domain, and it had always been thus. Many and varied, though, were the women who shared his life, and in the isolated privacy of this idyllic estate, the Judge rigorously exercised absolute power over every creature within his purview. Over the years, a multitude of women had crossed the threshold, some willingly but most otherwise. None had ever emerged, except temporarily and with the Judge's permission.

So on this morning in May, 2479AD, the Judge's household had grown to number exactly one hundred souls, excluding the owner of this feast of feminine pulchritude. It was Pamela Carlisle's responsibility to know every one of them and, more importantly, to make sure each strove selflessly to improve the quality of the Judge's life. All in Loomis Manor knew how seriously the major-domo took her responsibilities and the unspeakable fate which was certain to befall the malefactor who forgot, even for a moment, where her duty lay.

For thirty years Pamela had laboured loyally in the service of the Judge so that now, though technically a citizen, she considered herself as much a part of his entourage as the lowliest maid-servant; albeit with considerably more freedom. She worked seven days a week, as many as eighteen hours a day, and never a word of complaint had been heard to issue from her thin, stern lips. Like so many of the lovely women who had fallen under the Judge's spell, Pamela adored her employer with a quiet intensity that expressed itself in the efficient, meticulous and exciting way she controlled the day-to-day routine at Loomis Manor.

Rising fifty, Pamela looked not a day over thirty, thanks to the phenotype therapy available free to all citizens, and which did much to postpone, and sometimes extend, the ravages of time. Her small, slim figure was deceptively agile but it was her eyes that drew most attention. Large, piercing and the palest blue, they seemed able to see anywhere, everywhere; and in all of Loomis Manor not one of the Judge's girls, not even his wives, dared dream of trying to fool her. The consequences of being caught were too terrible to contemplate.

Standing in front of a full-length mirror, Pamela made a final check of her appearance, and as always her grooming was immaculate.

"Thank you, Molly." Pamela addressed the pretty, auburn-haired head at her feet. A young girl, her soft, luscious, naked torso made all the more desirable by the crushingly tight, smooth, black kidskin leather single glove which wrenched her shoulders achingly back and immobilised her arms in a straight line down her spine. More bizarre still was the matching, polished leather boot which welded her long legs together from toe to the tops of her thighs, converting them into a single, very tightly compressed unit.

At the sound of her mistress' voice, Molly reclaimed her tongue which for the past twenty minutes had been assiduously polishing a pair of gleaming leather knee boots; a task made all the more difficult by the refusal of her mistress to stand still for more than a few minutes at a time. Wriggling around a carpeted floor, in pursuit of flashing leather, with arms rendered useless and legs transformed into one handicapped appendage required intense concentration and effort if Molly was to keep her tongue where it was told to be.

Panting a little from exertion, Molly tilted her head upward to gaze adoringly into her mistress' eyes. With practised ease, she wormed her way onto her knees, flattening her dildo distended nates against the press of her stiff leather boot.

Pamela was very fond of her latest pet. The previous two had proved less than satisfactory and were now, if her memory was accurate, employed in one or other of the Judge's FDF prototypes. Good riddance. Molly was different; with all her years of experience, Pamela could recognise genuine sincerity and this sweet girl was not at all shy in expressing her feelings. Her willingness to please was quite heart- warming.

The bright gleam of expectation on her face was too charming to ignore. "Do you want to play, Molly?" Pamela inquired, gently patting the silken

haired head.

"May I, mistress? Please?" The huge, multi-purpose dildos sealed inescapably within her treasure troves were frustratingly inactive and, like a terminal drug-addict, Molly was ever eager to persuade her mistress to activate them.

Pamela smiled. She did so like to make her pet happy.

"I won't make it too hard to find the ball today, Molly. Yesterday must have been just awful. Fancy not finding it at all!" Pamela did not add that she'd put the ingenious game ball well out of Molly's reach.

Pamela picked up the customised remote which controlled all of her Pet's electronic handicaps. The first touch polarised the permanently implanted contact lenses, instantly reducing Molly's vision to Stygian blackness. The second touch cut the connection between her embedded ear-plugs and her inner ear, plunging her into a completely silent world. Molly was accustomed to these sudden changes of perspective, it was part of the game. She flopped gracefully onto her nipple-ringed breasts, immediately beginning a careful search. Pamela watched with amusement for a few minutes as Molly squirmed across the floor, her electronically controlled head darting about like the antennae of a butterfly, touch and smell the only senses on-line.

Pamela resisted the impulse to place the ball on that area of carpet already searched; Molly had tumbled to that trick some time ago. So she put it elsewhere. Later, when she'd finished her morning inspection, she'd return and see how much progress, if any, Molly had made.

The Judge's determination to pay homage to the gentler values of a long past era did not extend so far as to preclude the use of the very latest conveniences. The kitchen was a Kelvin 25, an auto-kitchen of commercial capacity which could produce on demand as many as two thousand meals a day with no limit on menu selection. A fully integrated intelligence program ensured that the auto-kitchen was proof to operator incompetence. Touch the right combination of icons and any one of over twelve thousand separate menu combinations would appear within seconds. The extensive help icons could instruct the dimmest user to get what he wanted.

Pamela swept into the Kelvin's control room to find a housemaid poised over the main input console, ready at a moment's notice to implement the Judge's chosen breakfast selection. She cast a cursory glance over the illuminated icons, out of habit rather than in expectation of error. Gladys, the housemaid on duty, had many years of experience in the Judge's service and was unlikely to make such a simple mistake.

"Good morning, Gladys," Pamela said pleasantly. Garbed in the regulation uniform the Judge had prescribed for his housemaids, Gladys was in no position to acknowledge her supervisor's greeting. Filling her poor mouth beyond bursting point was a hellish, tongue-clamping, jaw- jacking, internal discipline gag, linked electronically to the sophisticated control system which regulated every aspect of her life.

Highlighting the horror of the rubber-coated, elaborate steel contraption which stretched her jaws to breaking point was the bizarre arrangement of tiny, chrome steel rings, three to each multi-pierced, pouting lip, and which were linked vertically by taut, miniature springs. The visual impact was almost as striking for the viewer as it was terrible for the victim. "The Judge does love his bacon and eggs," Pamela continued conversationally. "That's the third time this week, I think?" The smartly attired major-domo strolled casually to the side of the stationary housemaid, appraising her appearance. Gladys was a good girl most of the time and, as expected, everything was as it should be. Her hairless skull glistened with a well-oiled sheen. Her large brown eyes, made even larger by the straining pose in which her eyelids had been surgically locked, stayed dutifully on the console, for the moment permitted the luxury of sight. The trailing ribbons from a frothy rosette of rubberised taffeta tumbled attractively down the sides of her face. The rosette itself was tied to her solid steel skull ring.

"Nice and firm," Pamela complimented the erotically out-thrust boobs which had somehow escaped the confines of the figure-hugging sheath of rubber. Gladys' uniform was an artfully designed parody of the Judge's somewhat fuzzy recollection of an Edwardian maid's costume. An eye- popping combination of pink and white rubberised taffeta trimmed an almost floor-length gown which deliberately emphasised the minute diameter of its wearer's waist and the lush, straining prominence of her majestic buttocks. Emerging from the frothily embroidered hem were the tips of a pair of ballet pointed boots, moulded from the stiffest rubber and sporting a fragile heel some nine inches long.

Gladys easily met the Judge's minimum figure requirements for a housemaid, these being a bust measurement of 70 inches, a waist of 17 inches and a derriere between 36 and 40 inches. There was no upper limit to the size of the bust, nor lower limit to the size of the waist! Pamela had an excellent memory for this kind of detail and knew to the inch that the girl on kitchen duty possessed a perfect 74-16-36 figure. Of course, as with all the Judge's housemaids, a certain amount of engineering had been required to get to the final figure.

The separate circular vents through which Gladys' voluptuous, spongy breasts had been forcibly drawn were a mere four inches in diameter and even this pitiful allowance had been severely reduced by a network of thin rubber straps and decorative bows and ribbons which bedecked each balloon breast from base to nipple. Gladys' marvellous mammaries had their suffering enhanced by short, flexible steel cables which bound each thick nipple-ring to a rubber-gloved wrist. Why these thin cables were so hellishly taut was not at first apparent.

The secret lay in the high tensile strip of steel embedded for the full length of Gladys' crushing, shoulder-length, rubber gloves. Almost as strong as enhanced muscle tissue, these two strips relentlessly strove to resume their original linear shape. Only the greatest physical effort on Gladys' part could temporarily relax the dreadful tension on her poor, stretched, torpedo-shaped boobs and the Stoic housemaid had learned long ago not to waste that effort. Similarly, each rubber-gloved finger and thumb was stiffened by a smaller version of the same high tensile steel with the visible effect that her hands were permanently splayed wide open. All in all it made for a stringently erotic spectacle.

Pamela was still in the kitchen when the Judge signalled his readiness for breakfast. The call placed the Judge in his bedroom but the icon display conveyed his intention to eat in the solarium.

"Five minutes, Gladys," Pamela instructed, duplicating the electronic message. She left immediately to greet the great man as she usually did, especially when he chose to eat alone. Neither Gloria nor Alison would be eating this morning, not after what the Judge had done to them just a few hours ago.

Pamela caught up with the Judge in one of the long hallways. She swooned to the pat of his hand on her trim bottom and the affectionate kiss he placed on her cheek. He was restive though, as he always was when a project emersed him.

"Good morning, Judge."

"Hi, Pam. Breakfast ready?"

"Of course, Judge."

The Judge grinned. Pamela was by far his most trusted aide and her skills, enthusiasm and goodwill were vital to the proper running of his household.

They walked side by side into the solarium, a bright, airy room the Judge often chose to breakfast in. Before pulling up a seat, he walked once around the distinctive, glass-topped dining table, his attention mostly directed at the architecture which supported it. Three bizarrely arrayed femlons made up the superstructure, welded together in a diabolical display. Gleaming, black patent leather boots cruelly compressed their long, shapely legs from toe to groin. The rigidly stiff legs were not sheathed individually, but rather in pairs; each femlon sharing with the femlon next to her in such a way that the three pairs of legs formed the three legs of the table.

Three sets of plump, soft, branded buttocks were mashed together and rigidly maintained in that intimate position through the action of a diabolical, multi-pronged steel rod. Forced into each anal orifice was a single branching of the rod, its surface coated with a thick layer of stiff, spiked rubber film. The individual prongs formed a single, thicker rod at the junction of the three sets of sensually pressed nates and, emerging up from them, became both a central support for the heavy, glass table- top and the pole to which an umbrella would be attached for outdoor dining.

The femlons were forced to maintain a grotesque and superbly uncomfortable pose. Welded together by the spiked anal rod their bizarrely sheathed 'paired' legs extended rigidly outwards, their weight supported solely by the tips of their crushed and twisted feet, to form an angle of 45 degrees with the ceramic tiled floor. A thin steel rod some five feet long separated each paired set of ankles to prevent the erotic structure from collapsing under the weight of the heavy glass table-top. Incidental was the dreadful strain it placed on the femlons' drastically split, leather-crushed legs. A simple screw adjustment locking the femlons' toe-castors, prevented the human table from moving about. To conform to the shape of the tabletop, the femlons had been bent agonisingly at the waist, their spines parallel to the floor. A stiff, gouging steel collar encircled each neck and was bolted to one of the three steel cross-members which extended at 120 degrees from each other and perpendicular to the main upright. This guaranteed the immobility of the individual components of the attractive, helpless human table. Crushing, fingerless, black patent leather gloves were wickedly strapped onto each arm, developing a murderous pressure from fingertip to shoulder. Each femlon's arms were twisted behind her and strapped and bolted to her steel cross-member, locking them immovably along it. It was impossible to recognise their identity. The hairless heads were fiendishly compressed inside amorphous, gleaming, black patent leather hoods. Not a single feature was visible, even the colossal bladder gags were masked by the tautly stretched leather. The choking steel collar compelled each femlon to arch her leather head sharply back, bringing it almost upright, and fitting her neck neatly into the custom recess by which all three leather heads were kept within the diameter of the circular tabletop.

This was the amazing human platform which supported the glass tabletop, a striking example of how suitable were excess femlons for employment as FDFs. Three featureless leather balls, hardly recognisable as heads, were spaced equidistantly around the perimeter, incidentally providing convenient arm rests for any diner so inclined. Steel stays between each skull ring and the central support served the dual function of supporting the pole and tightly tensioning the femlon heads.

While the table itself needed no further structural support to ensure it remained serviceable, the extent of the femlons' torment did not end there. Each denuded, precocious pussy was filled with an elaborately knobbed dildo, bolted immovably within those tender walls by a steel shackle through her pierced labia and the barrel of the dildo's base. From each of the three pussy shackles depended a short steel spring, their nether ends communally attached to a shiny, 5lb steel ball.

The weight was terrible but far worse was the hellish secret of the ball and dildo combination. The only relief from the constant aches and misery of their permanent incorporation into the Judge's dining table was by courtesy of their dynamic dildos. The problem was the dildos responded only when their pussy-ball was in motion. So, unless a diner was kind enough to prod or push the ball with his toe, the wretched femlons were kept in a state of continual sexual frustration; to say nothing of their discomfort.

The severity of their immobilisation denied them any chance of manipulating the ball themselves. On the rare occasions when the toe- castors were unlocked and the dining table wheeled outdoors, the grateful femlons were treated to a veritable cornucopia of ecstasy.

Slightly longer steel springs tautly stretched each femlon's steel ringed nipples in such a way that the right breast of one femlon was chained to the left breast of the next femlon. Dangling from the centre of these springs, between each pair of juddering, elongated boobs, were three small boxes of novelties with which a bored diner could wile away the time between courses or distract himself from his worldly cares. Indeed, someone had been doing just that for as soon as the Judge pulled up the matching human chair, and plonked himself down on a pair of luscious, spongy tits, he noticed a complicated pattern of multi-coloured pinheads decorating one tender, quivering breast. That could only mean, of course, that the half-inch long needles were pushed right in.

"What do you think, Judge? I had an hour to spare last night and I thought I'd see what could be done. It's not finished yet so if you like it I'll put in more time on these pin-cushions later today."

"Don't let me stop you, Pam. Looks great! Where's breakfast?"

"Coming right up, Judge." Pamela looked ahead to see Gladys mincing through the open doorway, the epitome of poise and concentration. And well she had to be. Only now was it apparent why the nine inch heels of her thigh-high ballet boots were so fragile. The wretched housemaid did not dare allow the sensitive heel-tips to touch the ground for to do so was to unleash a cruel burst of electrical agony upon her many erogenous areas, but most significantly her pussy and clitoris, her nipples and her tongue.

Both Pamela and the Judge watched the stately promenade, admiring Gladys' skill as she desperately clutched the heavy silver tray with unwilling fingers while equally unwilling arms tensed to keep her hands from flinging wide.

"Thank you, Gladys," said the Judge, pausing a moment to fondle the bloated balloons which sprouted from her chest. As best she could, Gladys served the Judge's repast then took the tray back to the kitchen.

"Sure you don't want something, Pam?"

"Eaten already, Judge. Anything special today?"

"No. Don't think so. I'll take Brenda to the office. There are still a lot of niggardly problems to sort out, and I hope to see that hot-shot from Bell. Dear old Brenda got him on-side yesterday!"

Pamela smiled at that revelation. She knew exactly what kind of help the unique Brenda would have provided.

The Judge polished off his bacon and eggs, orange juice and coffee, thought about dallying to help Pamela with her needlework, then decided against it. Just too much work. A kindly pat for the juicy, squashed boobs on which he had sat, an absent-minded prod for the dining table's pussy ball, and the Judge was on his way. He said hello to Brenda in the usual fashion, marched her out to his PGV and bolted her to the rack at the back.

"Hi ho, Silver," he hollered, galloping down the driveway and onto the open road.

Pamela did find time to revisit her pet and found the dear creature writhing in unbridled ecstasy all around the floor. Molly had found the ball and somehow managed to squash it into her pretty mouth and thereby activate her beloved, sophisticated dildo set. Blind and deaf, she was totally unaware of her mistress' presence, not that it would have made any difference to her performance. Pamela smiled, closed the door and left her pet to her bliss.

The Judge was surprised, and secretly delighted, to find nearly one thousand spectators awaiting his arrival or, more precisely, Brenda's arrival.

Ante up, darling. Big audience this morning... do your best! She did!

Later, seated comfortably at the helm of the Ellison ZK 2800, feet perched on his favourite foot-rest, the Judge paged through the held-over Vid- Coms as well as this morning's early calls. Demanding immediate attention was an urgent call from the Prime Minister. A call from young Smart as well.

"I think I'm going to like that boy," the Judge murmured, as he punched a direct line through to the nation's political leader.

They exchanged simple pleasantries, as they always did, then got down to business. The Judge stayed unusually silent while Angus Hill did his best to sugar-coat the unwelcome brief his Parliament had reluctantly decided only the Judge could handle. At last the Judge could stand no

more.

"England!" he cried. "Bloody Pommie Land! I wouldn't send a femlon to that benighted hell-hole! It's the most polluted country on the planet!" "What? You're kidding! A pommie teach me anything?" "Who? D.G. Gord? You're sure he's a descendent?"

"Ah! Maybe it won't be a total disaster after all?"

 

The End
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