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THE STORY SO FAR...

In 2477 AD

Captured by the Unlicensed Pleasure Squad, the feared UPS, and wrongly convicted of being an NPG, Tammy has undergone the humiliation of being selected by a Judge and his sadistic accomplice to become their pet-toy. Tammy, more or less fortunately, is rescued by someone in a position of even more power as she starts her retraining at SAC-94.

Aided by her friend, Major Brenda Cunningham at SAC-94, Captain Sommes ensures that Tammy’s indoctrination into the world of slavery is sensually traumatic.

Tammy discovers a new inner self as the experience of bondage triggers deeply buried emotional and lustful aspects of her nature she had no idea existed, then.

In Pets and Bimbos

A fully trained Tammy gets a golden opportunity to exact revenge on a former tormentress when her benevolentowner, the gorgeous Brigette Sommes, engineers the downfall of the renamed Bimbo.

After exciting adventures with her sometime husband and his latest wife, Tammy experiences the ride of her life providing the motive power for another unfortunate female's one-way ride to the forbidding SAC-94.

How England has changed! The reader is given an in-depth report of the incredible variety of useful purposes to which the surplus female population is put to use. As engine components, as rocket telemetry units, as auto-bonks in a variety of vending machines: the ingenuity is endless.

Finally, the attention returns to Tammy and friends as she experiences the ultimate in erotic endurance. Oh lucky girl!

...NOW READ ON!




CHAPTER ONE -THE ASSIGNMENT

The year 2479AD started with the release of Miriam from SAC- 94. John, Tammy's former husband, now married to Miriam, takes delivery of his re-trained wife and looks forward to a life of bliss as he indulges himself in a feast of hedonistic pleasures.

Miriam, now officially classified as a Subversive/LPG has no option but to allow her husband to explore the wealth of new talents she has painstakingly learned whilst incarcerated at SAC-94.

A further development was the promotion of Major Brenda Cunningham to the post of Area Commander (West Coast) and the rank of Colonel. It was a position of great responsibility. In all, the newly promoted officer supervised 18 SAC units, 12 State FT De-animation Storage Units (or DSUs), 104 Receiver Stations and 86 Pollding units. That entailed overseeing a work force in the region of 39,000. Not to mention the 3.7 million state owned female bodies, either frozen and stored, or undergoing various forms of training and rehabilitation.

As a result, neither the Captain nor her pets saw much of the Major. For that matter, the pets didn't get to see much of anything! With Brenda's departure, a choice vacancy at SAC-94 attracted Captain Brigette Sommes. A bit of string jerking soon had the position well and truly in hand. Tammy, Bimbo and Blondie, however, bore the brunt of the string pulling and as a result, spent many hours servicing male and female alike boosting the Captain's popularity with her many useful and powerful contacts.

As with all things new, both Brenda and Brigette found that after the initial surge of problems with their new postings, things settled down to a steady pace. For several months, things went back to normal. These two great friends met almost every weekend and shared pets as they experimented with ever more inventive methods to torment and abuse their delightfully receptive pet-toys.

It was the lull before the storm! A communique from State Central summoned both women to Lon-Met at the same time.

Something big was happening and having gained a reputation over the years for being among the most successful officers in the force, Brigette and Brenda were first choice for the task required by Lon-Met Central Control.

With all pets safely arranged at the newly promoted Major Brigette Sommes’ quarters, suitably secured and rigged for maximum trauma, the pair sped South in answer to the summons.

The trip took a little over thirty minutes in Brenda'’s impressive, souped-up Italian hover-car, though Brigette was not quite so impressed after half and hour of nail-biting, high velocity near misses! Still, they arrived in one piece and that was the main thing.

Lon-Met Central was humming with the usual activity as they made their way to Brigadier Waverley's office. No sooner had they arrived than a silenced, deaf, rubberised, high security mannequin directed them to the Brigadier's private quarters. The ponderous, simulated oak door swung open and rising to great them was the big frame of Alice Waverley. She approached with proffered hand.

“Nice to see you both again. Must be two years since I was last up at SAC-94." The girls shook hands and visibly relaxed. At least they weren't in the you know what! Had that been the case, the Brigadier would have unleashed her famous, vitriolic tongue the moment they had entered; or worse. It wasn't unknown for officers who 6 T s / e ‘_.

(! _ ) fe a‘{iu'&'-:' )&l\ %’,,"i / 4 g | (/ // | Brigette's Big Mistalce had displeased her to mysteriously vanish into the coils of the state machine. In fact, it was rumoured that most of Lon-Met Central's car pool were powered by officers who had failed to please!

Alice offered the girls a drink and summoned an erotically uniformed waitress to attend to their orders. At her desk, she activated the vid-com unit to contact headquarters, Fem-Storage.

“Ask D.G. to come over will you. Colonel Cunningham and Major Sommes are here. She turned back to her guests and, beaming with pleasure, motioned them to some comfortable fem-recliners. The two visitors moved to the vacant chairs but stopped short and cringed with sympathy as the heavy Brigadier slumped into her favourite recliner, drawing a gasp of exhausted air from the unfortunate LPG who formed the frame of the thing.

“Don’t be such a baby, Lieutenant, or I'll have you sent to the FT unit! A brief glimpse of the eyes told both visitors that the LPG was not entirely convinced that this wouldn't be preferable. But Alice’'s manner was jovial, and she bent over the arm and patted the folded rump good naturedly.

“Used to be my aide before she screwed up.” Both the listening officers took this as a veiled warning as they studied the compressed lieutenant, but it seemed that their superior was in a good mood.

“Didn't really mean that, 228. Wouldn't dream of trading in the most comfortable chair in the place!“

The entrammelled lieutenant grunted her disapproval but otherwise was silent as her succulent pubic mouth was plundered.

The Brigadier motioned her officers towards two spare chairs, both fem-chairs, but of a radically different design.

“Better if you hoist your skirts first,” advised the Brigadier as the girls prepared to sit gingerly on the upturned assets of the seats. Both took her advice and, lowering themselves, were thrilled to feel their naked bottoms nestling onto warm spongy breasts. Seconds later, a rigidly presented face was positioned conveniently between each officer's upper thighs and a busy tongue was providing very personal service. As they talked, two pussies drooled copiously. It was a self defeating exercise for the fem-chairs due to the fact that their busy tongues soon produced a frenzied squirming in the bottoms compressing and mashing their generously enlarged, cushioning tits. Alice smiled as the two faces staring at her across the desk became more and more flushed with every passing second. Reaching under the desk, she pressed a button that would engage another feature of the chairs.

Brigette and Brenda gasped out loud as the succulently comfortable and busily active chairs began to vibrate powerfully with huge pulses of muscle effort. Twin electro-muscle stimulators buried deep in the lower regions of each fem-chair left the erotic furniture no alternative but to pulse in response to each electronic demand. The tongues became frenzied in their attempts to please. Failure to produce an instant reaction in her seated guests usually resulted in the Brigadier winding the pulser units to maximum, which although stimulating for the guests, was less than desirable for the chairs. The delighted occupants of these remarkable fem-chairs lost control simultaneously and Alice openly chuckled to herself as she watched her colleagues explode into shuddering orgasms.

As the shattering, orgasmic writhing slowly subsided, Alice switched the chairs to inactive mode, allowing her officers to regain at least a modicum of composure.

The door opened at that point, and all turned to look as the security mannequin ushered in a mature, good looking young man. Good looking to Brenda, at least. Brigette much preferred her playmates with boobs and a cleft crotch!

“Ah! there you are D.G. May I introduce Colonel Brenda Cunningham and Major Brigette Sommes. Ladies, meet Devlin Gord, head of Gord Industries.“

“D.G. if you please ladies,” he advised as they shook hands, a twinkle in his eye.

10 R [r Brigette’s Big Mistake “That's your new R & D unit near SAC-94's mainland hover terminal, isn't it?” ventured Brigette. D.G. nodded.

“That's the one. The big, plasti-crete monstrosity by the water's edge. Now, [ suppose, like everyone else you're going to ask what we get up to in there.” Both Brenda and Brigette leaned forward in anticipation but young Gord just smiled and waved to the Brigadier.

“Hush-hush government contracts, I'm afraid. You know how it is. But I'm sure after Brigadier Waverley has explained why you're here, she’ll get around to giving you clearance. Then I can tell you all you want to know." Alice took up the conversation.

“Quite right D.G. Let's get down to brass tacks.” She turned and studied the waiting officers carefully, then began her prepared speech.

“You're here to chaperone a highly important, official visit by a delegation from Australia. A senior Judge, accompanied by several assistants, will be here shortly to discuss some very sensitive issues.

“In its simplest form, our Government wishes to exchange various research technologies in the field of fem-control for a more reliable supply of the raw materials needed for Dural Alloy manufacture. Australia controls 85% of the world's remaining reserves and we must do what we can to get back into a favoured nation trading position. There was a time, hundreds of years ago I think, when the old United Kingdom actually controlled Australia and I guess that's the reason why there is so much antagonism between our governments.

“So I don't have to explain how vital it is that this delegation be as impressed with our hospitality as it is with our technology.

The one problem you might have is Judge Loomis..." “Judge Loomis!” interjected D.G.

“Yes, Judge Loomis heads the team. And, from what we've learned, he’s particularly knowledgable in this field. In addition, he’s on the record as a man with an abiding contempt for everything British!“

The listening officers frowned in unison. Both could see why they had been chosen. Between them and the unassuming D.G.

they formed possibly the most knowledgable group in the northern hemisphere on the subject of fem-control.

“I see you have already grasped the problem,” surmised the Brigadier. “This Judge Loomis must be highly impressed and satisfied. His recommendation alone will determine whether a trade agreement can be drawn up.“

Thoughtfully, both officers nodded as they considered a plan of action. Brenda was the first to speak.

“Well! As far as the technology goes, it's in D.G.’s hands. He's the real expert. But when it comes to hospitality, Brigette and myself can handle that side of it. Your Judge Loomis will have the time of his life while he’s here. Of that you can be sure!“

“Yes, but don't forget his assistants. I believe they are all female. You must make sure they get what they want.“

“Is there any intelligence on available them?" Alice reached out and retrieved a thick folder from the desk which she passed across to Brenda. For a few moments everyone was silent as she flipped quickly through the data gathered so far. Then, as if satisfied, she closed the folder and handed it to Major Sommes.

“Your department, I think, Brigette. All three of them seem to have marked preferences for their own sex. Right up your street!“

Brigette smiled a little self consciously but upon seeing no disapproval in any of the faces around her, she realised how natural her predilection had become. The Colonel, although partial to female titillation, would on occasion help herself to the odd male and as such did not consider herselfin the same class as the lesbian Brigette.

“Good! Then that's all settled!” beamed Brigadier Waverley. “If there's anything else you need, just ring. Otherwise, I don't need to see your grinning faces again for another two years.“

They rose to leave, smiling at the Brigadier's good natured banter and shaking hands with her as they filed out.
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“A couple of nice, well trained, shapely toys who know how to please a woman would come in very handy Captain. Do your promotion chances a world of good I would think.” Major Sommes locked eyes with her like-minded superior and nodded.

“Blonde, Brunette or Redheads, Ma'am?“

“One of each, if you can spare them!“

“I've got eighty-six spares at present in BD training. You order will be ready in a week. I'll select the pick of the bunch and have them sent down to you." Alice positively glowed with anticipation, and gave Brigette a hearty slap on the back as she passed through the door.




CHAPTER TWO - A MEMORABLE JOURNEY

It was decided to have Brenda's car sent home by a transport company so they could all travel back to Bir-Met in D.G.’s limo, a slower but infinitely more interesting mode of transport.

Brigette was the first to accept the offer. Another journey as Brenda's passenger didn’t appeal to her at all! And besides, they could discuss the arrangements for the coming visit by the Australian delegation on the way.

They'd barely started the journey, when D.G. deactivated the robo-fem driver and brought the limo to a halt. He walked over to a fully occupied NPG pick-up stand and carefully inspected the Ringer'd occupants. There were five in all. But his interest seemed to be directed mainly towards a statuesque, strawberry blonde of exceptional beauty and form. The face was high cheekboned, possibly Scandinavian in origin; thighs and legs firm and well shaped, exquisite buttocks, and even more impressively, magnificently proportioned, full, firm breasts.

D. G. rolled up the tight mini skirt to reveal the fuming captive's naked charms. A few practised manipulations of the Ringer's spreader mechanism, and hapless criminal was spread wide and offered. Tilting the frame to orient her in a head down mode, Devlin inspected the vulnerable openings with the skill of a man who knew exactly what to look for. Squeezing, stretching; probing every secret of the Ringer'd female, he ensured her lower orifices were carefully inspected. Collecting a portable laser scanner from the limo, he inserted the cold metal probe into each lower opening in turn and took detailed vid scans of the seething blonde’s deepest secrets. Straightening from his obviously enjoyable task, Devlin gripped a handful of the silky pubic hair and ripped it out, his actions drawing an intense yet stifled protest from the twitching NPG. Seconds later the portable had digested the blonde strands and was spewing a laser readout of the analysis. Devlin smiled at the two officers who had stood by, watching silently, and passed comment on his findings.

“Good God! A genuine strawberry blonde. This one's perfect for a new idea I've had.” Both officers were staring at the blonde pubic down of the spread woman, proof of her genuine colouring as D.G. had surmised.

“If you'll bear with me a minute ladies, then we can be on our way.” He hurried over to the limo and returned with some equipment retrieved from the boot. As they watched, he began to lay the equipment out ready for use.

The helplessly Ringer'd captive glared and fumed impotently, as D.G. readjusted her to level mode. Ignoring the garbled, muzzled threats and insults, he adjusted the frame to maximum on all settings. The branked, unintelligible curses and threats rose to an all time high as the NPG's body was cranked to an incredibly sfraining arch, thighs adjusted to form an almost impossible straight line at right angles to her shapely torso.

Devlin smiled at the livid features of the furiously raging female.

“You should be pleased young lady. I've selected you for the Special Projects Division at Gord Industries Research and Development.” The girl's eye's became wide with terror and her angry sounds changed to beseeching entreaties. But D.G. was already reaching for a strange, egg-shaped device.

Releasing catches, he opened the featureless helmet into two halves and turned back to the fearful, Ringer'd captive. Presenting the front half of the egg device to her face, he located integral breather tubes into her flaring nostrils and eased the two side slots over the brank frame. Retainer clips clicked shut on the nostrils, ensuring that the tubes would stay in place. The front of the split-egg was pressed to her face and the back half swung shut and locked to enclose her entire head in a smooth, allenveloping helmet.

Devlin activated a button on the outer casing, and the two officers watched with interest as the sounds of the distraught criminal faded away to nothing.

“Urethane foam unit built in,” advised the smiling D.G. “Fills the whole helmet and then sets solid.” The officers looked on, enthralled by a first-hand demonstration of the latest technology for femlon control. The girls couldn't help but notice the clear markings on the day-glow orange helmet.
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Devlin had finished adding a heavy metal band around the base of the helmet, encircling the NPG's neck and nestling neatly into a pre-cast groove in the helmet. There was no way the helmet was coming off until R & D removed it!

He moved to the rear of his prize and began to secure the remaining private delights of his prisoner against unauthorised use. First of which was her ripe, pouting mons, proffered so prominently by the Ringer’s ultra-strained configuration.

A huge dildo device nuzzled her defenceless sex lips open and slid powerfully inwards, stretching and shouldering aside the delicate membranes of the woman's lush interior. As it reached full penetration, the mesmerised officers saw that it was equipped with two sets of curved jaws at its outer end; jaws which were hovering maliciously over the full ripe lips of that deliciously vulnerable opening. The jaws closed with a snap, clamping each bulging side of the mons in a powerful grip, as D.G. removed the key from the end of dildo's central body Without the key, it was impossible to remove the device without tearing off the fleshy lobes of the prisoner's mons!

A similar device was soon deep inside into her rear hole. This time the clamps were absent, in their place two large disks each disk endowed with a ring of hard rubber spikes facing the other disk. With some difficulty, Devlin worked the first disk past the resisting and tightly clenching sphincter ring, then having positioned it with one ring inside and one nestling externally on the severely stretched entrance, he turned the key several times.

As they watched, Brenda and Brigette could see the outer disk being pulled down and compressing the twitching anal ring into a vise-like grip between the two converging inner and outer plates. The rubber spikes dug deeply into the desperately flexing ring of flesh, vanishing completely as the two plates drew together and sealed the girls bottom hole with a bulldog-like grip.

D.G. tugged on the device, the force of his effort sufficient to haul the Ringer'd NPG upside down and hang her butt upwards from the anal plug. He seemed satisfied and removed the second key.

The woman was fully sealed. Like a Christmas present on a tree she hung silent, sealed and ready for delivery. Her shiny implants glistened in the sunlight as the slight movements she achieved rocked her gently on the mounting. Satisfied, Devlin attended to the final item. Selecting a pair of crimping pliers, he asked Brenda to grip and stretch the very silent NPG's clitoris.

A numbered, metal tag with a ring at one end slid over the nodule, and then with Brenda's help, it was stretched taught so that D.G. could position the ring as close to the base of the clit as possible.

Asqueeze of the pliers, a frenzied straining of the Ringer'd form, and NPG Joan Doe became tagged R & D fodder number AE- 39775!

“It's not often I get the chance for field trips these days,” Devlin remarked to no-one in particular, an infectious smile brightening his handsome face.

He stood back and checked to see that everything was completed, making sure that the tagging was secure with a sharp tug. As he did so, he noticed another NPG on the stand watching fearfully. Her eyes were drawn irresistibly to the plugged openings dangling only two feet from her face. There was no doubt she was contemplating the effects of her own, vulnerable openings playing host to similar devices. The terror made her lose control and shamefaced she hung miserably as a trickle of liquid tinkled from the edge of her plastic mini-skirt.

D. G. smiled, and bending down, fondled her boobs and other charms affectionately.

“Don't worry sweet-lips, I'm looking for specials today. You're very nice, but not tall enough for what I have in mind.” A shadow fell over him, and turning, Devlin noticed that Major Sommes was hovering by his shoulder with a glint in her eye.

“Mind if I have her D.G?" Devlin shook his head and moved back as Brigette reached out with a pen and wrote on the girl's forehead.

SAC-94/CBS - BD Those few, scrawled letters were enough to ensure that this nice, little toy ended up as a bondage trained pet at SAC-94. On arrival at the isolated SAC station, Brigette would be informed immediately that an NPG bearing her personal stamp ‘CBS' had arrived and was ready for use.

“See you later sweetie,” crooned Major Sommes as she explored at length the horrified girl's trembling body. Obviously this was a raw NPG! Probably an unwanted daughter or young wife, disposed of like a sack of garbage by simply borrowing or buying a Ringer frame and hanging her on a pick-up point. These days, Ringer frames were even available at hardware stores. Some men even used the pick-up points as swap-shops.

Choose a likely looking NPG. Manacle her before releasing the frame, then replenish the vacated device with the old model, be 20 Brigette’s Big Mistalke it wife or girlfriend. The UPS patrol didn't give a damn as long as there was a contorted female body occupying the frame. Any female would do, just to keep the books straight!

Meanwhile, having secured his prize, the swapee’ was legging it to his pad with a well trussed and gagged recruit who would perform well or be returned to the pick-up point with a suitably nasty destination written on her forehead. The practice was known as Cherry Picking. A seemingly harmless name for a pursuit that left innocent women, Ringer'd and spitting fury as they were callously left to an unknown fate.

The rest of the journey was uneventful, save for another two NPGs D.G. decided to requisition for his R & D unit. A rare find as it happened; raven haired, exquisitely formed identical twins.

Probably aged about nineteen, and most definitely virgin daughters.

No doubt surplus to family requirements, or proving difficult to control as they matured into full womanhood. Whatever the reason, they were now simply a pair of matching objects adorned with D.G.'s personal freight markings and packaging equipment.

Major Sommes looked on enviously; annoyed that she hadn't seen them first. But her jealousy was eased somewhat when D.G. noticed her irritation, and offered to allocate them to her as soon as he had put them through a new restructuring process.

Asked what the final format would be, Brigette was answered by a sly smile, and told to wait and see. They zoomed off, leaving two silent, day-glow headed objects hanging forlornly from the pickup.

“How long before I see them again?" enquired Brigette.

Devlin did a quick mental calculation before answering.

“Oh! about six days I would imagine. They'll arrive at R & D in three days, another three days for conversion and then they're allyours.” Brigette cast a questioning look at their smirking host.

“But won't they need to be tamed and trained first?” Devlin's smirk blossomed into a grin.

“Oh no! There’ll be no problem there. Like it or not they will be totally controllable when we've finished, of that you can rest assured!“

Brigette’s impatience was mollified and she settled back to enjoy the anticipation of receiving those two, youthful bodies for her own personal use.

The conversation then moved on to the impending visit.




CHAPTER THREE - THE JUDGE AND PARTY ARRIVE

There was much to do. The delegation were expected to arrive by Consular Hover Jet within forty-eight hours. Not much time to prepare for such an important visit.

The trip North reached an end and, accepting Devlin Gord's offer ofaccommodation for the night, both officers were allocated suitable quarters. A vid-call on the way had ensured that their cute pets were delivered shortly after arrival. So both women had all the home comforts as they retired, each with a bulging dossier of intelligence reports on the visiting delegation.

Bedecked in their best uniforms, Colonel Cunningham and Major Sommes waited nervously by the boarding ramp. Devlin had vanished for the moment and left the girls to meet the Judge and his entourage on their own. Suddenly there was movement at the open Hover-Jet door and a distinguished, if ferret-like, gentleman exited the craft. Obviously the Judge. He was followed by three uniformed females, a Colonel and two flag Captains. The Colonel, a mean looking, thin lipped brunette, was a typical career officer. Tough; obviously supremely fit, hair cropped short, uniform immaculately tailored and pristine clean. Everything about the woman smacked of a recruiting poster. Brenda cast her mind back to the notes on this woman, and having seen her, could well believe the rumour that she kept her dead husband in glass case. It was the sort of vicious humour and enjoyment one would expect from this kind of woman.

Captain Favaloro followed close behind. A big busted woman, probably of mixed descent judging by her olive skin, and further evidenced by the black hair and brown eyes. Possibly Spanish or Italian blood there. The report from intelligence listed her as an unrepentant sadist. In fact, she had been reported to the Australian RSPP on several occasions for cruelty, mistreatment and neglect. Possibly not too bright. However, probably very loyal to Colonel Callan, her immediate superior in the Australian RAD Service.

Captain Delany came over as a refreshing change. A stunning woman with an excellent figure and very inviting facial features.

Not least of which was the come-to-bed eyes and sensuously full lips. Intelligence hadn’t managed to dig much up on her. A dark horse was Captain Delany. But nevertheless, Major Brigette Sommes felt a moistening of her crotch and wondered if she’d be interested in a little horse play later. Something about that woman suggested she may be a kindred spirit; but, then again, looks could be deceiving.

Brenda came face to face with the Judge and saluted smartly as she introduced Brigette and herself. The Judge listened, stony faced, his steely eyes darting to and fro as he absorbed her friendly greeting with an ill disguised impatience.

“Where is Devlin Gord?" he brusquely interrupted. Colonel Cunningham flushed with embarrassment at being cut short then, swallowing her pride, she indicated the terminal building.

“I believe he's taking an important phone call in the VIP lounge, your Honour.” The Judge nodded abruptly and moved toward the entrance doors without a second look at the other dignitaries assembled and waiting to greet him.

The entourage turned and quickly followed his retreating figure, Brigette caught a twinkle in the eye of Jennifer Delany, the TTA Officer as she spoke from the corner of her mouth.

“Not much for pomp and ceremony, our Judge,” she confided.

Brenda and Brigette were relieved that at least one of the party was approachable. Now where the hell had that little judicial runt got to?

They found him just as he located Devlin Gord. The handshakes took place and it was immediately obvious that Judge Loomis had met the only person he was interested in talking to.

He was appraising D.G. with shrewd, searching eyes and not without a grudging admiration. Apparently, the Judge had also done his homework. Here was a man from whom he could learn something!

“I've heard a great deal about you Mr Gord. It seems we have much in common.” Devlin smiled depreciatingly.

“And I of you sir. It would appear you've achieved miracles for a designer in a developing country.” A faint tick flickered in the Judge's cheek as D.G. unconsciously rated his homeland as something second rate.

“Yes, well we still have a few ball and chain types, but we're progressing Mr Gord.” Devlin sensed he'd made a bad mistake but rather than try and correct it, he decided to steer the conversation around to something the Judge would appreciate.

D.G. was no fool. Reading between the lines of those intelligence reports had revealed a shrewd, toughllittle bastard, with only one chink, if it could be called that, in his armour. A love of entrammelled females. Come to think of it, Devlin also possessed that chink!

“Would you like to freshen up, your Honour, or would you prefer we went straight to SAC-94?" The Judge's frown softened slightly as he considered the offer.

“Why SAC-94?" he asked. “I thought we were here to see new developments at your R & D facility.” Patiently, D.G. explained that in order to fully appreciate the advances made in R & D, he would have to compare standard UK operation with the items he would view later. The Judge seemed suitably convinced and indicated for him to lead on.

The rest of the day consisted of fairly routine stuff, which although very efficient and up to-date, seemed no more advanced than similar installations in Australia. However, the Judge was more interested in the BD section which was fully occupied by LPGs in various forms of restraint. The classrooms with their integral seat, desk tutorial, and punishment devices were of particular interest. The accompanying officers, particularly Colonel Callan and Captain Favaloro whose work more exactly co-incided with SAC procedures, were kept busy taking notes and trying the various gadgets on the unfortunate LPGs who happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. But it was Brenda's Lust-Star, as she called the configuration, pioneered by Tammy and 187 that had the Judge almost smiling.

A whole class; paired, arranged, and put into motion, finally produced a grudging compliment as twenty, paired, pulsing females groaned and squirmed under massive stimulation.

The ice was melting at last. Judge Loomis, whilst still keeping his reservations about the British, was beginning to enjoy himself.

The visit to SAC-94 ended late afternoon and after spending a few hours touring the town in a Fem-powered limo, the delegation returned to the SAC Officers mess for dinner. It would be an occasion the Judge and his colleagues would talk about for a long time!




CHAPTER FOUR - NOCTURNAL FUN AND GAMES

 “Your entertainment for the night, ladies. Compliments of SAC-94," invited Major Sommes, indicating four nubile, exquisitely dressed females standing nervously by the door. Manacled, and with their arms tightly secured behind backs, ankles cinched together with steel, they could do little to avoid any abuse exacted upon them by their guest owners.

Judge Loomis was unimpressed. If this was the best his hosts could provide, he had little faith in learning anything of use on this trip. He had a hundred such femlons in his private stable back home.

Brigette sensed the disappointment amongst her guests, who were obviously expecting something really special, seeing as SAC-94 was reckoned to be the UK's most up to date facility. A sly smile creased her lips as she allowed the silence to linger.

Admittedly, the rubber thigh boots, waspy Basques, helmets and shackles were ultra tight fitting, wrinkle free, and skilfully made. The girls themselves were most definitely superb examples of womanhood. But that was all that could be said.

Major Sommes produced some small, remote controllers and handed them out, one to each guest.

“Not quite what they seem, ladies and gentleman. These are Gord Industries’ latest models, LPGs converted to home toys.

The garments, I'm afraid, are not interchangeable, due to the fact that they are not garments at all but, in fact, cultured growths on their bodies! As it happens you all seemed to have the same preferences on your visitors' survey forms otherwise they could have been cultured in many different guises." Brigette waited as the guests moved forward and inspected the waspies and boots, superb facsimiles due to the faultless growth patterns in each girl's outer layer.

“But that’s the least of their attractions as you will soon see.“

She turned to the Judge. “Like the boob size Judge?" The Judge pursed his lips as he studied the girl he had selected on the programmable controller.

“Well, not really. A femlon’s boobs should be at least as large as her head! It's such a waste of potential otherwise.” Brigette nodded with a knowing smile.

“Try the green button on the left,” she said, nodding towards the controller in his hand. The subject of their attentions made desperate, gagged noises as the Judge's finger inched towards the button then, wide-eyed and helpless, she looked down to her breasts. The Judge's finger depressed the button and the muted pleading rose in volume as the girl's breasts began to expand of their own accord!

Frantically, the girl tore at her manacles but remained securely shackled as her bosom blossomed, the already generous orbs of her fully developed breasts ballooning and stretching like great, firm melons. The Judge kept his finger on the button!

At last the Judge relaxed, mindful that these awesomely expanded mammaries might burst under the pressure but was soon reassured that the built-in devices secreted in the girl's body would automatically switch off before any serious damage was done. The mighty boobs continued their expansion, finally achieving the appearance of two, full sized footballs on the chest of the unfortunate LPG. Steel hoops, hidden below the girl's skin, and surrounding the base of each breast had helped to achieve this result.

The Judge seemed pleased and moved forward to inspect his remote sculpturing. A flicking fore-finger produced a dull, thunking from each firm orb whilst the bloated and erect nipples behaved more like cows teats than a female’'s supersensitive, petite nodules. He noted how the creamy smooth, youthful skin of each boob was stretched almost to tearing and had become endowed with a sheen of tension!

The Judge was most definitely impressed and the incredulous, wildly pleading eyes of the captive girl as she surveyed her impossibly distended breasts brought a searing heat to his groin.

Then, noticing the many other buttons on the controller, he looked questioningly at the beaming Major Sommes.

“Ah! yes, the other controls. You'll be wanting to know what they do, of course. I should tell you that these women can assume almost any shape and stature you require at the touch a button. The skin is ultra elastic due to Gord Industries’ patented, synthetic hormone-chromosome injections and their bones, with the exception of the skull, have been replaced with lightweight, carbon bonded fibre substitutes, suitably altered by our robotics lab. The implants are fully telescopic and the joints can all be locked to maintain any desired positions.

“The Silicone expansion modules are fitted in breasts, buttocks, lips and, of course, the pussy; for those who like a nice, meaty screw! Power units for those are hidden in the thoracic cavity where the synthetic ribs’ lessor volume provides sufficient space. Incidentally, the expansion units can be used in a pulse mode, and the cycle speed preset on your controllers. Very useful for ornamental usage!“

Brigette paused, seeing that the Judge was eager to experiment with the possibilities of these revolutionary creations. She watched with a smile as he chose another button in the expansion controls.

The bulbously endowed, super breasted LPG shook her head in horror as her pertly shaped bottom began to expand into huge firm hemispheres of jouncing joy. Joy for the onlookers, particularly Captain Favaloro, but sheer hell for the helpless LPG. Two half-beachballs later she tottered, totally defeated in her impossibly shaped format. Another button and her lips grew into 29
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The Judge was ecstatic. It showed in the throbbing bulge awkwardly thrusting his tailoring into disarray. He experimented with the skeletal controls, reducing the waist to a 12" absurdity and altering the rib cage into a sharply tapering cone.

Not satisfied with that, he commenced with lengthening the legs to long columns of surreal womanhood that left this tormented LPG standing a statuesque 6'8". A final, untried control button altered her skeletally connected, and bodily grown stilettos, to 9" heels at the same time adjusting her feet to leave her standing on tiptoes, The Judge moved forward, prodding, stroking, marvelling at this self engineered sexual extravaganza. Perhaps the detested English had somethingto offer after all! In fact, he could see great potential in this set-up for his own beloved Brenda.

Throughout this demonstration, the watching officers of the delegation had been enthralled, each no doubt mentally selecting her own choice from the assembled offerings and considering their own personal requirements for each helpless toy to assume.

“How do you get her back to normal?” enquired the Judge, studying the control panel.

“Simply press the black button and she resumes standard format immediately. But before you do, I should tell you that there’s no need if you want to keep her like that for the night.

She's fully equipped with electronic muscle control implants.

Press the travel mode and watch.“

The listening object of their discussion squawked as loudly as she could through the gag and cast pleading eyes at the J udge as her ankle restraint was disconnected from the floor ring.

Ignoring the woman's plight, the button was pressed. Instantly the muffled wailing increased from the lip-bloated toy as she began to hop double legged around the room, blundering into 31 Brigette's Big Mistalke walls and bouncing painfully against furniture with her buffering boobs.

“Oh! you must steer her,” instructed a grinning Brigette, pointing to the as yet unused mini-joystick at the top of the controller. The Judge gripped the stick with trembling hands, and had soon mastered the skills required to manoeuvre his hopping masterpiece.

It was an awe inspiring sight. Every expanded item of the LPG was jouncing with crotch warming alacrity and the level of increased, yet stifled, pleading had risen to extremely pleasing levels. A further three circuits of the room by the bulbously expanded LPG proved to be an erotic treat enjoyed by all, with the exception of the exhibit itself, and the watching, similarly equipped toys who had yet to be converted into favourite formats.

Experimentally, the Judge steered his jouncing toy to face a wall, and leaving her in forward travel mode, enjoyed the spectacle of her ricocheting antics as she boob-bounced herself off the wall with each hop.

Flushed and obviously in some distress, the Judge decided to retire with his LPG-toy before he disgraced the Oz Republic with a display of trouser dampening. Bidding his hosts and colleagues goodnight, he steered his hopping, ultra shaped prize out through the door.

The rest of the team opted to experiment in private, each fearful of exploding into uncontrollable orgasmic gyrations as they witnessed their toys being converted into dream fantasy playthings at the touch of a button. It was bad enough, simply engaging the travel mode and watching as these pathetically controlled and totally helpless objects began hopping towards their respective bedrooms of torment.

Brigette was pleased. It seemed that her choice of entertainment for her guests had been well received. She smiled secretly to herself and retired to her quarters, where a comprehensive array of monitors relayed the images from the hidden Vid cameras in each guest room. They would feed a blow by blow account of the night's fun for the record!

Switching to the Judge’s accommodation, Major Sommes saw that he had wasted no time in savouring the swelling extravagance of his toy’'s buttocks. With her steel banded ankles secured to a floor ring-bolt, she had been left in hop mode. The result was a helpless, pathetically oscillating figure of bulbous, bouncing extravagance, now rhythmically impaling her tight bottom hole on the Judge's rock hard manhood!

Her legs had been re-adjusted in length, with the result that she was set at optimum height for a standing servicing of her controller. Mirrors had been rearranged, and with visible relish showing on his face, the naked Judge studied the reflected images of her painfully bouncing football-boobs, nipples now adorned with heavy weights to further enhance the display. His eyes wandered to the succulent, bloated love-lips then back to her ultra pouting oral display. Time enough to savour those delights later. His finger rolled the cyclic hop control upward, and he groaned in ecstasy as the ballooning nates increased the tempo of their cushioned, rolling massage of his groin. A slight adjustment to the sphincter muscle control had the hard working orifice gripping his shaft like a vice and threatening to tear it out by the roots. Whilst this was extremely pleasurable for the Judge, the effect of having her tender ring anchored to his manhood whilst the rest of her was forced to jerk up and down was something less than enjoyable for the LPG. Another adjustment, and the rising tide of mercy pleading was stifled effectively by further expanded lips. The Judge's LPG was reduced to Mmmphing protests regulated by each squatting impalement.

He seemed pleased. The LPG was reduced to the archetypical concept of the perfect female; silent, exotically shaped and totally obedient. An electronically dedicated toy-woman working hard to please him. The LPG jerked monotonously on her throbbing male guide-rod, apparently unimpressed by the fact that she was an object of perfection. But then she had no idea of the Judge's plans for the rest of the evening.
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Lying comfortably on the bed, the Colonel had contented herselfwith floor shackling the unfortunate LPG in the same way as the Judge. But now she was merely experimentinwigth all the controls, and seemed particularly interested in the individual control option.

Intrigued, Major Sommes paused to watch.

First the RAD Colonel expanded her LPG's right breast to full spherical expansion, then the left buttock. She studied the result for a while in much the same way an artist studies an incomplete masterpiece. Now, as if decided, she continued by inflating one pussy lip and the lower lip of the girl's gagged mouth. Again, the study period. Now the waist reduced to a ridiculous 9". A look of satisfaction from the Colonel belied the fact that she had achieved in part what she wanted. But there was something more required to finish the masterpiece.

She studied the controller, then with a look of joy, discovered the control that reversed limb configuration.

Brigette cringed with pity for the pathetically disfigured LPG as her form began to foreshorten, finally coming to rest at a grossly stunted 4'0". This, coupled to her unbalanced expansion, produced the most hideously deformed female imaginable. The Colonel seemed content, for she put down the controller and lay back to savour her power over the woman. Switching her to hop mode came a few minutes later as an afterthought.

Major Sommes was amazed. Surely the Colonel would prefer something a little more exotic than this horror to service her?

Subsequent studying of the Colonel's bedroom proved her correct. A second configuration had inflated the LPG in all directions, producing a balanced, albeit grossly exaggerated, feminine figure. Then a further reduction in stature had produced a three foot Michelin girl who, still being energised in hop mode, was performing like an oscillating stack of inner tubes.

34 Brigette's Big Mistalke After fully enjoying the lustful spectacle of a fully controlled LPG, she reverted the feline atrocity to a sylph like siren before arranging and joint locking her in a kneeling slave girl pose. Now she placed her saturated pussy tight against the offered mouth and demanded her satisfaction. Brigette immediately saw the logic. The poor girl would excel herself sooner than be returned to that hideously contorted format. But having read the report on this sadistic officer’'s general style, she knew that the poor LPG was destined to be returned to a hideous dwarf for the night, as soon as she satisfied the Colonel in full. Her assumption proved correct. Subsequent peeks into the Colonel's bedroom revealed an even more reduced, two foot, neck shackled, fully inflated bouncing troll-like atrocity as the Colonel slept soundly nearby. In effect, the LPG's configuration now resembled a pair of huge boobs, massively expanded buttocks, and a head; all perched on a pair of feet. The legs and torso were virtually invisible, and the arms had been shortened to a bar taut pair of shackled hands stretching from shoulder to shoulder. Hugely exaggerated labial lips were kissing the floor with each hop:; although bouncing would have been a better description for the contact those resilient lobes endured.

The neck shackling consisted of a four foot chain, anchored to the single point fixing of a ring bolt in the floor. The fem-troll was doomed to circle continuously for the rest of the night as the extent of the chain steered her electronically motivated form in an endless circular path. Sadly the LPG had not proved versatile enough in the pussy licking department. But perhaps by morning she would be a trifle more enthusiastic in her attempts to please Colonel Callan.

Jennifer Delany, the TTA Officer, seemed to be resisting the urge to use her toy for sexual gratification. Or was she? Lying on her back, the LPG had been instructed to draw up her knees until they pressed tightly into her boobs. Her feet and calves pointed almost vertically to the ceiling, whilst the arms remained shackled behind her, forming a most uncomfortable back rest as they bore the LPG’s own weight. Frozen into this format by the 35 Brigette's Big Mistalce electronic joint locks, the young woman had then endured massive buttock expansion.

Anaked Captain Delany was now lounging luxuriously on her comfortable, pneumatic human recliner as she read the SAC-94 brochure.

Zooming in, Major Sommes focussed on her left arm which appeared to be doing something just out of sight. As Jennifer moved slightly, she was able to see her hand subconsciously working a huge dildo in and out of the LPG's expanded love-lips.

The fact that its corrugated, three inch girth was not exactly welcomed by the muted, protesting recliner seemed irrelevant.

Infact, it would seem that the protests were actually enjoyed due to the fact that the three inch version was replaced shortly thereafter by a four inch, more heavily ribbed version!

As Captain Delany plunged the new dildo into her recliner,.

gasping snorts of breath issued from the LPG's flaring nostrils, her eyes wildly, fruitlessly, searching for some means of escape from this nonchalant abuse; this total disregard for her wellbeing.

A further zoom of the camera soon revealed that a second, three inch version was residing snugly in a painfully stretched anal orifice, gripped tightly by a pair of voluptuously inflated nates.

As Jennifer reached for an even bigger version to torment the visibly twitching and drooling pussy in her seat, Major Sommes decided it was time to check on Louisa Favaloro. But not before she had put through a call to her most trusted dirty tricks organiser.

“Corporal Bennet? Lisa, please check out this Delany for me will you. See if we can't arrange for her to either disappear, or fall from favour. Anything, in fact, that will land her in SAC-94 as an inmate.” She smiled to herself in anticipation as the Vid dimmed and she switched to the RAD Captain’s accommodation.

Favaloro was obviously tired from the long journey for she was already fast asleep. Not so theloaned LPG. Having been strapped head to toe by a series of some fourteen leather straps, she had then been strapped to Captain Favaloro's body in a face to face configuration. With her boobs and pussy in a cyclic expansion mode, she was helplessly massaging her partner with her pulsing, endlessly undulating form. Louisa, meanwhile, slumbered on in a pleasant world of silky contact, ballooning breasts squeezing her own, and a pulsing pussy pumping gently against her crotch.

An extra large plug-gag, inflated lips, and the harness holding the LPG's head back in a stringent arch would ensure that any sounds of dissent went unheard by the sleeping officer. Joint locking guaranteed that the novel slumber enhancer remained exactly as she was until dawn brought an end to her task as the ultimate dream generator.

A further torment for the poor girl was the fact that this relatively mild usage did little to dampen her own libido. In this first hour alone, she had already experienced several shattering orgasms as a result of her enforced contact with her busty mistress. Stiffened as she was, each explosive experience had been an implosion as the rigours of her strap containment and joint locking prevented any limb thrashing that could dissipate the enormous forces being released within.

Brigette watched with interest and made a mental note to try this herself, preferably with two modified LPGs. It would be far more interesting with a brace of these pneumatically manipulated females strapped front and back. But first she would experiment. A nicely banded Tammy could provide the filling for her female sandwich until it was perfected!




CHAPTER FIVE - THE JUDGE BECOMES IMPATIENT

Three days had passed and although the Judge had shown interest in all aspects of SAC-94, it was obvious that his patience was growing thin. His increasing annoyance was taken out on his colleagues who seemed to be having a fine time testing and teasing the unfortunate inmates of the unit. Colonel Callan had taken to connecting the hopping Troll to her belt, and walked around all day paying scant attention to the squashed sex-toy bouncing along behind her. The Colonel's only concession to a respite from these energetic and strength sapping manoeuvres, was when the she rolled the LPG on her side, and used her as a convenient seat. The other officers preferred to simply sample everything new that came along. Much to the worsening disposition of the Judge.

“Favaloro! Dispose of that LPG right now and get back to business! This is not a holiday. You don't need your pussy cleaned by every LPG in the place!” The sharper than usual tone disturbed even the dim-witted Louisa. She extricated the rubber sheathed, busily lapping LPG from the tight confines of her regulation skirt and waved the girl away as the Judge turned towards the sound of approaching footsteps.

“Ah! D.G. When do we get to see your R & D unit?” Devlin, who had just arrived from another section, smiled as he approached the Judge.

“Right now Judge. In fact, I was just coming to tell you that the transport is waiting to take us there. The reason for the delay is 38 A A a2 ¥ B 5 Brigette's Big Mistalke that we're working on some new projects, which weren't quite ready. But everything is sorted now. Shall we go?" The Judge needed no further encouragement and positively trotted out to the waiting Fem-Limo, where he chose his favoured seat up front. There he waited impatiently as the rest of the group climbed in. The Judge had basically reserved the front seat for himself. Not for him the luxury of the rear seats with bar and vidfilm unit. He much preferred to watch the twin rows of animated, female bottoms at work through the plexiglass engine covers.

Devlin motioned to the driver and instantly the Limo surged away from the curb with a swish of tyres. The big, V-12 power unit was virtually silent and as the smooth acceleration pushed them all back into their seats, it was hard to imagine that this luxurious mode of transport was at the expense of twelve, reciprocating, electrically controlled beauties, sweating and straining as they strove to obey the irresistible commands surging into their spark-plugged bottom holes.

Chosen for their matched, Amazonian forms, alabaster smooth skin, and firm, youthful figures, the pumping female components were a sight to be remembered and relished. As usual, these girls had also been chosen for their aggressive, untrainable natures. It provided a certain, indefinable liveliness to the performance of the engine as a whole. Not to mention the thought that each erotically flexing unit was fighting irresistible and humiliating animation every second of the day!

The Judge was busy with his camera again., not wishing to miss any detail of this awesomely erotic power plant. Fitting a zoom lens he took individual shots of each slavering pussy as the camshaft driven dildos surged in and out of the twelve depilated, over lubricated, pulsing sexual mouths.

“I can supply you with a full set of plans and research figures on Femobiles if you like Judge.” The Judge turned to face his debonair host.

“Most appreciated D.G. We have some big, strong sheilas out there who would be most suitable for this sort of arrangement.

As it happens, [ have ten, matching, long legged, big boobed, hot tempered blondes in mind, and I hadn't decided just what to do with them. I expect a long-stroke engine would last longer and run more quietly?” It was a question more than a statement.

Immediately Devlin and the Judge became involved in a long discussion expounding the various pros and cons of long versus short stroke Femobiles. Twelve thousand miles away, ten gorgeous, metal banded, rubber cocooned females hanging demobilised in the punishment block of Loomis Manor shuddered in unison as a premonition of impending doom flitted through their helpless forms.




CHAPTER SIX - GORD INDUSTRIES PLC

By the time they arrived at Gord Industries headquarters, the Judge was showing clear signs of friendship with this knowledgable Englishman.

The Fem-Limo swept through the facility gates and after a five minute drive past the huge R & D workshops, they arrived at a section marked, not surprisingly, TOP SECRET. Whispering to a stop at the foot of a wide, paved causeway leading to the main doors, the limo rocked as the delegation eagerly climbed out.

Devlin walked briskly around the car to open the door for the Judge.

Alighting with obvious enthusiasm for the forthcoming visit, the Judge inspected the power unit at close quarters as it performed an erotic tickover. At his request the engine was revved unmercifully for several minutes by the Robo-Fem chauffeur.

The Judge's eyes sparkled with delight at the scene of flashing limbs and flexing, squelching pussies. Eagerly he panned the camera over the twenty-four juddering, spasmodically jerking nates, zooming momentarily to capture images of each spark-plug invaded, spasming, electro-controlled bottom hole.

Judge Loomis left no detail un-filmed and seemed particularly interested in the supercharger that was pressurising the breathing ports, enabling these captive beauties to operate on a higher level as they were aspirated by force. Several vid disks were used to capture the images of pressure bulged cheeks and flashing, venomous looks from the helmet encased heads. Being an amateur photographer, the Judge was particularly pleased to be able to record this stationery section of each women, with camera angle permitting a background scene of her ultra animated, pistoning body. For some reason this shot alone seemed to bring home even more, the fact that the mind and thoughts of these fem-units were still every bit those of seething, free thinking women but from the neck down, helpless, erotic units to be used as required.

Beaming with pleasure and seemingly satisfied with the Vid film footage, the Judge turned to be confronted by two lampstandards, one each side of the steps leading to the R & D entrance.

At first they appeared to be inanimate, unfettered, naked sex goddesses, rigidly standing to attention, and with street lamps perched on their heads. But a closer inspection revealed that they were indeed alive, albeit encased in wafer thin, transparent sheaths of plasti-derm. The Judge seemed extremely interested, so Devlin expanded on the virtues of this new fabric.

“Developed that last year and so far neither of these first experimental fem-lamps have showed any sign of deterioration.

The thickness is less than 20 microns and yet it's stronger than 3mm of steel. Of course, the greatest advantage is being able to mould it exactly to shape without the use of presses. The fact that it shrinks 4% after vacuum moulding produces an astoundingly effective shaping.“

The Judge and his party studied the rigid, plasti-dermed women at length, marvelling at the way that they were compressed and stiffened into exquisite, naked effigies by the encapsulating sheath. Occasionally, movement of the interned females would produce a fleshy, slithering effect against the plasti-derm. Rather like the effect of a tongue against glass when viewed from the other side. This effect was particularly enjoyable when either boobs or buttocks were involved.

It had to be Favaloro who discovered the small, courtesy finger hole in the plasti-dermed crotches of both lamp standards.
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"You say they were moulded last year? How do you maintain them?" "Micro tubes out of sight between the legs,” explained Devlin.

“All inputs and waste disposal is done by micro tubes. No need to unsheathe them for the foreseeable future.” The eyes of both lamp-standards showed a less than ecstatic enthusiasm at this confirmation of their prolonged sentry duty even though they were still silently suffering unavoidable finger reaming front and back.

The group moved on, leaving behind two plasti-dermed figures with nether regions awash in slithering love juices, and panting, unfulfilled sex lips sucking wetly against transparent sheaths.

It looked like the underside of a snail crawling up the glass wall of a fish-tank as those hungry, sadistically titillated openings begged for further attention. It was early in the day, and this had only been the first group of visitors to R & D. Why was it that noone took the trouble to finish what they started?

The group entered the huge foyer of this impressive complex., Everywhere they looked produced erotically arranged delights of rigid, plasti-dermed contortion. All furniture in the Gord Industries’ complex was manufactured from a commodity in plentiful supply! Desks, chairs, coffee tables, vid-phone booths; in fact everything was made using females as the basic foundation for construction. Brenda and Brigette, this being their first visit to the Mecca of entrammelled womanhood, were amazed at the variety of positions and configurations a girl could be moulded into when she had no choice.

Devlin allowed the full impact to be absorbed by his guests then asked them to make themselves comfortable and wait.

“I believe you have an interest in Pony Girl Vehicles Judge?“

The Judge's reply was rather vague. Sooner milk his host for new ideas than give away his own.

"PGVs? Yes, that's true. I've been experimenting with a few designs of my own.” Devlin looked pleased.

“Then I have something I think you'll be very interested to see.

As it happens, Major Sommes’ new order is ready, so you will have the pleasure of seeing her take delivery of her new transport.

Brigette was puzzled. She hadn't ordered anything. Then her mind flicked back to the two Ringer'd twins a few days ago and Devlin Gord's promise. Her eyes riveted on the door he had just disappeared through.

Five minutes elapsed and then Devlin's grinning face reappeared as he stood aside and allowed the twins to enter. The whole group stood stunned and speechless as two, or was it one, girl appeared.

Trotting towards them pulling a custom built and novel design of carriage were the raven haired twins who only days before had swung forlornly on an NPG pick-up stand.

“Latest product of the Genetic-Neuro lab, announced Devlin, beaming with smug satisfaction as he surveyed the dropped jaws and incredulous stares of his guests.

The Judge moved around the new product with obvious approval.

The twins had been mated and now formed the most incredibly sensuous Siamese'd pony team ever devised. Joined at hip, shoulder and arm, they stood side by side in the shafts. The left and right inner arms of the pair were gone. Upper shoulder to lower armpit on both girls formed a smooth transition from one body to the other. The outer left and right arms were folded at ninety degrees and then with hands removed, additional bone 46 .
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Hip join and hip bones had been re-sculpted to form a single, central skeletal structure and external rounded lobe. A shared third buttock, extended downward to form a third, graceful leg.

In short, the twins were now a three legged, three buttocked, two headed, four breasted, single unit; endowed with a choice of identical, tight youthful pussies and rear openings.

“Amazing! Absolutely amazing, sir! I take my hat off to you on this one.” Devlin glowed with pride. A compliment like that from Judge Loomis was not to be taken lightly and feeling the presence of a kindred spirit, he ventured more information.

"We've tried it before, but it didn't work and we had to revert the twins back to single units after a few days. Now we've solved the problem I'm glad to say.“

“And just what was the problem? asked the Judge. We've been doing grafting surgery like this for years in Australia, maybe not quite so adventurous, but pretty tricky all the same.“

“The problem, your Honour, was coordination. We could never get them to operate as a single unit. Now our Neuro lab has cracked it. From the moment the operation and genetic alterations are completed, they operate perfectly as if they had been joined all their lives.” The Judge nodded as he considered the enormity of such a breakthrough. It must have required the matching and mating of literally thousands of neural connections, cross connected muscles. Not to mention millions of vein and capillary vessels that would have to be re-routed.

"So why the two heads if they think and operate together?.

“They don't think together. Only subconscious motor functions and basic body needs are linked. But in all other aspects they are still two separate girls. Although linked brain neurones allow them to communicate and collate information without talking,” he added as an afterthought. The Judge was impressed and his expression indicated that he wanted to know more.

"But why did you bother to leave that facility?. Surely it would be kinder to erase all memory and thought patterns of one or the other of them."” Devlin shook his head.

“But Judge, to do that we would have to murder one of those minds, and that's against the law. Apart from which I personally couldn’t do something like that". They are each entitled to a life the same as us."” Judge Loomis quickly reaffirmed that this was his opinion too. He loved to torment and use these creatures, but arather bent code of ethics prevented him from inflicting sadism for the sake of it. Any finished article had to have a practical use, and above all retain the ability to enjoy pleasure; when he allowed it of course. Pleasure was a useful tool in extracting the best from a female article.

“Quite right D.G. Stupid of me not to see that.” He clasped his hands behind his back and continued the inspection of the incredibly beautiful arrangement. This was no crude gluing together. These women had been engineered into a magnificent, awesome, single unit, designed by someone with an aesthetic eye for beauty and functional design excellence. The general stance and look of the girls; - girl? - gave an impression of pride in appearance. The twins knew that in this form they were irresistibly stunning and were enjoying the attention of the admiring group. Probably for the first time in their lives, they felt wanted. An item to be cherished and pampered. Lovingly prepared, and used with the same care as one would use an expensive hover-car.

Judge Loomis noticed that the girls had been genetisised to produce the bodily grown clothing and, as it happened, in his favourite format. Long, sleek thigh boots, three of them, and twin waspy corsets that accentuated the remaining gap between the bodies, nipping two separate waists and producing a erotic, waist formed passage from front to back. At front, each Basque style corset joined as their bodies rose towards the union of shoulders, providing a stylish shaping showcase for the cradled quad of breasts. A foursome of young, firm, yet fully developed items of womanhood, nestling like a row of melons waiting on a grocer's stall. The Judge ran his hand lightly over the four bewitching upper hemispheres and felt the Pony-Twin shudder with suppressed pleasure. As an experiment, he stroked the far left breast and instantly felt a response under the hand cupping around to cradle a right buttock. Truly, what one side felt, was experienced in full by the other. It would be interesting to see the result of a quadruple pleasure imput. If this twin-pony were ever connected to a mechanical front and back dildo arrangement the display could be truly mind bending. Not to mention sharing the two pussies in a joint effort with a valued friend.

He continued his inspection of the other attributes of this wondrous creature.

Each slender, graceful neck was clamped into a steel posture collar that in turn was connected by a chrome steel rod to the other.

The Judge moved behind and studied the hindquarters intently.

It was a surreal sight that took some absorbing. Three, delicious, corset shaped buttock lobes flinched and quivered under his lecherous gaze, whilst two graceful bottom clefts clenched and relaxed subconsciously as the girls strove to remain impassive under this unaccustomed scrutiny. The Judge ran his hand over the central lobe, squeezing prodding and stroking, but was unable to find any trace of a join. It was as perfectly formed as the outer, naturally occurring lobes.

“You say you only collected these girls a couple of days ago.

How did you do that D.G? How on earth did you convert them and then get them to heal so fast?“

“Gene replacement and chromosome acceleration your Honour.

All the grafting and cosmetic surgery is painless and very quick, so there's no trauma or post operative shock to contend with after re-modelling the unit. Immediately after basic restructuring, all the spare parts are stored for future reversion to single units and the girls are given a special accelerator that enhances the body repair system by 2,000%. Twenty-four hours is all it takes for new skin to be in place.

“Reversion? You mean that you can put them back as before?“

Devlin looked a little surprised at the Judge's lack of knowledge about these commonly accepted matters.

“But of course Judge. After they've served faithfully for a few years, we offer these specials the chance of reversion to their former selves, with the added bonus of rejuvenation to former youth. It's as if they were never converted. In fact, they usually end up better than they started. Any personal improvements they ask for are undertaken at the same time. Admittedly, many chose to stay as they are and simply opt for the rejuvenation. It depends on the owner to a large extent. After serving a good owner for years, they just don't want to go back to the uncertainty of the fem-pool and risk being bought by some asshole.“

Devlin couldn't help flicking his gaze towards Favaloro as he said that and her face flushed with both embarrassment and anger.

“And how did this pair take the conversion. I'd ask them myself, only the bridles prevent it. [ am assuming, of course, that speech is not impaired?“

“Oh! No, of course not. And in fact they took it very well. At first there were the usual tears and such when they found they were helpless. But then they told me something that I had suspected may be the case with identical twins.“

"Apparently, they've struggled with Siamese'd thought patterns all their lives, but had never been able to forge the final link.

They said at times it felt like one mind living in two bodies. After the tears subsided, both admitted that for the first time they felt whole and content. Didn't you girls?” The plumed and bridled heads nodded with a jingle of harnessing buckles.

The Judge seemed pleased at this obvious acceptance of their new role in life. He liked the thought that they also were going to benefit from the experience. For the first time, Devlin sensed a whole new side to this hard, ferrety little man. A side that he felt he could grow to like and admire, given the time. The Judge had no compassion when it came to punishing a transgressor but he exhibited a genuine concern for the females he chose to give him pleasure.

“Time to put them in trotting mode I think."” Devlin moved to the carriage and ratcheted a lever forward. Instantly the single armbar behind the girls was raised by a pair of sliding rods at both sides of the carriage. This enforced raising gave the Pony-Twin no choice but to bend over the carriage's hip height push-bar.

Devlin ran the reins over the top of the arm-bar, between two polished dural guide-horns that adorned a stiffening armformer, nestling under the joined arms and as yet unnoticed. The reins ran down over the outer upper arms between more hornguides, then were allowed to hang loose as he collected another item from the cart's rear.

It was a straight, polished bar with four equally spaced snaplinks arranged along its length. Four clicks and four nipple ringed breasts were linked with steel. Another two clicks and the reins were connected to each end. It was a simple and very effective directional control device that would indicate desired direction changes by ensuring that all four nipples were simultaneously moved in the direction required by a slight pull on either rein.

Afinal attachment was the steel bar linking halter-top ponytail tubes and connecting to the bar spanning the neck to neck gap.

This arrangement was in turn tensioned back to join rigidly to the raised horizontal arm-bar.

Bodily folded at ninety degrees; heads drawn up so as to face -forward, the Pony-Twin was ready for action. It was then that Captain Delany mentioned the loops oflight chain dangling from pierced clitorises.

“What do they do?” she asked Devlin, pointing to the swinging coils.“

“Oh! That's the parking brake. If you need to park you unhook the chains and clip them to the wheel spokes, one each side, At best they can only manage two feet before the turning wheel starts to pull their clitties off. If you want to make double sure, 52 2 sEmaB T T TyT 1 53 Brigette's Big Mistale you drop the reins down as well and tie them to those toe rings in the footgear. Stretched clitties and treadled titties make for a very still Pony I can assure you. Right girls?“

The bridled heads jiggled slightly in their enforced forward looking format. Devlin chucked the dangling breasts affectionately and both faces reddened with embarrassment at secretly felt pleasurable feelings. A further display of clenching bottoms betrayed the Pony-Twin's lustful thoughts.

“Be sorry to lose these lovely creatures. Make sure you look after them Brigette.” Brigette nodded and turned back to the Judge, whom she had just invited to test drive her newest acquisition. It rankled her considerably, but she felt that it would be good PR to let the celebrity have the first try. The Judge was about to put the carriage into motion when he halted his whip hand and turned thoughtfully back to his host.

“This Genetic-Neuro lab. Could they do the same thing with triplets?" His face was alive with hopeful expectancy.

“Of course Judge. Quads, Quintets or even Sextuplets if you like. Got something else in mind then your Honour?" The Judge nodded.

“Yes, as a matter of fact I have. There are triplets belonging to a family near to my Manor and they reach eighteen this year.

Would you supply all the necessary information to do the conversion?“

“I can do better than that Judge. I'm authorised to send over the team that perfected this system. They’ll train your own team over there.” The Judge seemed well pleased and, drawing back his hand, he gave the triple bottom several light yet authoritative strokes and settled back as the carriage surged forward.

The first few steps from his excellent vantage point provided a shattering insight into things to come. A sea of undulating nates rippled with latent power as the Pony-Twin forged ahead.

Smooth, shaven, perfectly paired pussies minced and winked provocatively and swinging chain loops animated heavily loaded clitorises as the jaunty carriage rolled across the spacious foyer.
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Faultless precision and coordination attained a heel-clicking trot with ease. It was a whole new sensation. Multi-ponied traps he had tried before, but none could match this brilliantly engineered power unit. He reached out and adjusted the armbar higher and was delighted as the torso of the creature went below centre, leaving three rearing hard working buttocks even more accessible.

The cantilevered connection to head-gear automatically maintained the faces at a forward looking angle. A pair of mincing pussies, now displayed in glorious bend-over-vision, were dripping copious amounts of syrupy liquid as they performed like surreal peach segments in the juice squeezing embrace of flashing thighs. The Judge expertly nipped each sexual mouth with flicks of his whip and smiled contentedly. The Pony-Twin gasped and began a series of lustful hip rolling gyrations as it struggling to maintain rhythm whilst experiencing a full awakening of latent masochistic arousal.

After enjoying several memorable circuits of the floor, the Judge drew up by the group. It was debatable who was most out of breath, the Pony-Twin or the heavily perspiring Judge. Devlin moved forward, smiling with a smug satisfaction that he'd managed to put one over on the Judge.

“Just a little advice Judge. For stopping at lights and crossroads, you can use the arm-bar as a brake. Just push it all the way."” The Judge did as instructed and sat stunned as the Pony- Twin assumed the stopped mode.

The arm bar had risen to a point directly above the main body of the creature. The most desirable result was to leave the Pony- Twin neatly folded double with bottoms thrust upward, breasts compressed into knees and faces looking at the floor. A pair of glistening, twitching, highly engorged pussies pulsed in excited magnificently presented splendour "Look’s even more impressive with Pony tails fitted.” confided D.G. as he fondled the receptive longing pussies. "And of course you have somewhere to park the whip.” The Pony-Twin trembled slightly as he took the whip from the astounded Judge and slid the smooth leather bound handle deeply into the right hand bottom hole. The invaded sphincter ring instinctively clamped tightly on the shaft, whilst the unadorned left opening spasmed delightfully in sympathetic muscle reaction. The Judge remembered Devlin's words. Whatever you do to one side is felt by the other!

"Might as well finish the job D.G.?" Devlin looked at the Judge and then understanding his pointed look at the unfulfilled Pony- Twin as it pouted and pursed a pair of longing pussies between taut thighs. He gave a gesture of agreement and stood watching as the Judge displayed highly skilful techniques in the finishing of jobs.

Retrieving his warm handled whip from the Pony-Twin's rump, he began to lightly tap a pussy. Instantly the Pony-Twin responded with squirming buttocks and soft moans. For several minutes he concentrated on one side, then abruptly switched to the other. The moans became snorts and nostrils flared as the pulsing twin edifice of controlled lust began to erupt. Within seconds, the room echoed to the sounds of ecstasy as the Pony- Twin exploded into her first public display of unbridled masochistic pleasure. It was a sobering sight for anyone who thought they had witnessed the ultimate. Gord Industries' new Pony- Twin was a single orgasm powered by two minds and two sets of pulsing pussies.

They left the Pony-Twin in stop mode and walked away as it stood jackknifed on trembling booted legs, now heavily streaked with the by products of arousal. A smouldering sex volcano with twin labial cauldrons sending off tendrils of steam in the cool airconditioned foyer. Brigette Sommes had asked Devlin a favour.

She liked all her toys to have a relatively fun filled life; it paid dividends in the return attention they gave their owner. As a result, the twin smouldering love nests were left to quiver and pout, sucking licentiously on a matching pair of vibrators supplied by Devlin; inserted lustfully by Brigette. The triple nates minced appreciatively as their new owner gave them these nice toys to enjoy whilst they waited.

No-one in the group was in any doubt as to which option the Pony-Twin would take when offered the choice of reversion.

The Judge however had something more to offer.

“Brilliant concept D.G. But I thought the parking brake was rather crude. Perhaps I can offer a solution that you may find more effective and certainly more attractive given that triple legged arrangement.“

“Oh! and what do you suggest?.“

The Judge shrewdly played him at his own game and left the carrot dangling.

“I'll have my development team data-vid the design when I get back.” The disarming smile did little to convince Devlin that this was anything but a veiled threat. Fail to send R & D data and the Judge would conveniently forget to appraise him of his parking methods.




CHAPTER SEVEN -THE PRINT SHOP

“And what do you do in there?” enquired the Judge noticing a door marked Print Shop. Devlin glanced over before answering rather vaguely.

"Oh! that. That's just a little private scheme I have going.

Nothing that interesting, but it's fun and it pays for the beers.“

The Judge smelled a rat and pressed for more information.

“Something we're not allowed to see then?" Devlin looked long and hard at the Judge and then as if deciding that he could be trusted with his pet project, he relented and led the way to the door.

“No, it's not that at all, your Honour. But it is my private project and has nothing to do with government R & D contracts. I supply selected customers with special products from here.” The door swung open emitting a roar of clattering machinery as the group moved in.

At first glance, it appeared as a simple print shop producing designer wall papers and printed fabrics. It was only when one focussed on the busy machines that one understood the exclusive nature of Devlin’s products.

Nearest to them was the huge rotary wallpaper press, spewing yard after yard of exotically patterned paper. And whilst a general pattern could be easily seen, it was obvious that it was also infinitely variable due to the nature of the printing plates in use.

Printing plate was probably a wrong term for the medium Devlin had in use. A huge drum some twenty feet in diameter was ponderously inking and printing the clamped forms of several dozen women arched and stretched taut around its curving surface. Mouths sagging, the delegation watched as the press rolled them mercilessly onto the racing paper band, adjusting pressure of contact with every rotation.

Sometimes there would be only breast imprints, other times full body contact. But the genius of design was a simple idea that left each female print block with heads bent back and out of sight inside the drum. This allowed for the constant pressure adjustment without crushing delicate skull bones on contact. The more resilient bodies of these women could take the different contact pressures with relative ease.

It was a full colour press, in that the print line had another three smaller drums with different colour on each. Being much smaller drums, the arched females adorning the lessor circumferences of these drums were excruciatingly bowed, requiring far more securing bands to shape them tightly against the drum.

The yellow unit had been adjusted to be barely in contact with the paper and as a result was adding dainty yellow nipple and areole patterns to the main black background print. Further along, ared unit had the print block with hips thrust further out.

The result was beautifully detailed pussy prints in day-glow red.

Probably the most traumatic was the blue unit, due to the fact that the print block was adjusted to heavy contact with the extruded breasts as the ink pads. Heavily squeezed boobs were interleaving the main pattern with circular imprints of horrendously compressed mammaries.

For several minutes they all watched, then Colonel Callan noticed that blurred images were suddenly appearing in one section of the paper. She pointed it out to Devlin who immediately ordered a sloppy press operator to correct the problem.

“Idle bugger! She's not checking the suppressant flow.” Seeing questioning looks on his guests faces, he elaborated for their benefit, at the same time informing them that the lax operator had just unwittingly earned herself a place on the press as a component.

“The press blocks go into orgasm due to the constant friction and pressure on their erogenous zones. That releases vaginal fluid which tends to water the ink down and of course there’s the excessive movement problem as well. So, we need them to be in a state of high arousal as the increased body heat is critical to make the ink flow correctly. But we have to make sure they don't go over the top. That's where the suppressant comes in. It prevents the pussies from attaining any muscular activity that could trigger the orgasm.” He looked back to the paper, and seeing that the images were now clear and precise, he indicated the result as if to confirm his explanation.

The group cast eyes back to that rotating drum of agonisingly tormented femininity, glistening with fresh ink as they whirled endlessly around. It seemed like a mindless task for the drum clamped females, inked, squeezed, inked, squeezed, unable to move a muscle as their naked forms were continually used as erotic duplicating blocks!

Devlin read their thoughts.

“They get their kicks at the end of the run. We turn off the ink and suppressant and let them run for an hour. The pussy secretions as they go into multiple orgasm breaks down the ink coating and they're virtually self-cleaning. The spreader rollers ensure that the pussy-juice covers the entire imprint block, so we only have a few nooks and crannies to clean up with solvent.

Of course, I'm not sure they all like the thought of being coated with communal pussy juice, but then they're not really in a position to complain. Excuse me a minute I just have to arrange something.” Devlin's meaningful look at the back of the lou nging operator left no-one on any doubt as to what his vid-call was about.

Leading onward, they went to the second press. A device producing printed fabrics for dress making and upholstery.
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A third female was inverted, and with head drawn tightly backward so as to face the press bed. Her lips were circled and cinched with a thin steel band that left the mouth pouting like a goldfish. As they watched, the operator put the machine in motion.

A large roller instantly swept under the poised human print block, and inked buttocks and lips in one swift pass. The print block descended with a thump onto the waiting cloth, rising immediately to reveal a perfect print of twin bottoms and pussies, with a dividing set of pouting sensuous lip imprints, The flywheel of the machine reached full speed, and the whole operation became a continuous inking and thumping process as the cloth passed steadily below the reciprocating, human plates.

"We do an alternative pattern with this one,” advised Devlin.

“They're fitted with an internal rectal expander that pushes the bum-hole outward to the same level as the buttocks. Looks very nice with that extra imprint in between the cheek pattern, although I doubt the LPG blocks are so keen about bouncing on their tight, extruded ass-rings all day.“

Alittle further along the line, a horizontal, rigidly straightened, and heel pivoted female dragged her supporting, continuously red inked breasts along the cloth to produce a twin dividing line between the outer border of bottom prints , and inner lip-print design. Due to her rigid containment, and the pivoted heel connection, the line drawing unit was resting her full weight on those dragging breasts.

Captain Delany moved to the collection roll and studied the finished product.

“Excellent stuff D.G. Is it expensive?” Devlin nodded.

"Very. And very exclusive I might add. The bum prints are supplied by two senior police officers found guilty of fraud. And the lip print is none other than Gloria Gonzales.“

“You mean that stunning pop star who won several platinum albums a couple of years ago.?“

“The very same. Vid-Pop sales dropped so the record company sold her contract to us. As you will probably remember, she was voted sexiest lips of the year in 2476. She was something of a man-eater, and most red blooded males wanted to get into her knickers. The women hated her and saw her as competition.

Anyway, I thought we could cash in on those lips.

Now we sell that line of cloth to women for toilet seat covers.

Must be the equivalent of having Gloria kiss their butts. The men seem to prefer the cloth made into pillow cases and sheets. By the way, the line drawer is the local Squire’s daughter. Her father lent her to me as a punishment for cruelty after she hung her ankle weighted pet up by the nipple rings. It was only supposed to be for a few days, but he's not been in touch for months, so I just left her there. It's interesting to note that he ordered a lot of this cloth to re-upholster his lounge suit. Anyway, she’s being changed to the rotary colour printer next week. - Probably the red unit seeing as she’s got a super tight little unused minipussy.

I thought we could call that line ‘Virgin' seeing as it will have lots of lovely red pussy imprints from her.

The Judge had been studying the broad, bold line produced by the squashed breasts. : : “Can you adjust the thickness of the line with this set-up?“

Without answering, Devlin reached for a control and they all watched as a hydraulic cylinder slowly raised the Squire’s daughter off her compressed breasts. As the contact pressure reduced, the breasts slowly resumed normal shape until the reappearing nipples traced delicate thin lines along the cloth.

Suddenly the lines became erratic and wavering. Quickly D.G.

turned another knob and flooded the orgasming woman with suppressant.

"My fault, I should have guessed she'd do that with only her nipples in contact.” Carelessly he turned the contact control back to full in one swift movement, and the rigid boob tracer 65 Brigette's Big Mistalke thumped unceremoniously back down onto her tits. For a few seconds she oscillated as her breasts absorbed the shock, then settled into a steady drawing mode that had the broad bands flowing neatly. Devlin patted the stiffened fem-pen on the buttocks as a satisfied engineer would treat a favourite machine.

At which point, Colonel Callan remarked on the cable leading into the girl's tight little bottom.

“Does that have any special function?” Devlin followed the pointing finger and smiled broadly.

“Ah! yes. That's the pattern variation probe. Watch and Il demonstrate.” He flipped a switch and stood back to allow his guests a better view.

The constant thickness lines suddenly became a series of varying thickness borders, flowing from broad to narrow in a never ending wavy format. Spasming, electrically energised buttock muscles were causing the line drawing female to constantly flex and relax in her containment. An effect that translated into varying contact with the cloth. Adjusting the frequency and power of the rectal impulses produced an infinitely variable pattern as a result of her own involuntary contortions.

Having enjoyed the spectacle for a while, they left the Squire’s daughter to her task, the control still on maximum frequency.

Her frantically pumping bottom now producing a rapid titty bounce, resulting in a jagged edged border line of novel design.

Devlin appraised them of the fact that this particular design was the brainchild of the Squire himself, who had in fact insisted on watching the whole production run. Apparently his daughter had not been an easy child to raise. And having reached the age of 21, she had become impossible. A spoilt brat with a vicious tongue to boot. Which would probably explain why the Squire never took his eyes off the line drawing unit for the whole run.

They began to leave via the rotary press shop. Devlin stopped to question a new operator, and then peered at every sixth print on the left of the moving paper sheet.
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Brigette almost had an unsolicited orgasm as she watched new fem-block monotonously squeezing onto the paper in bodypounding, rotary contact. It was so exciting to think that she had been chatting with this tightly banded, ink coated object only a short while ago. Her eyes followed the arched, tautly stretched form as it rose to the top of the drum and was mercilessly reinked by a slick, glistening ink roller. Overcome by the sight, she gasped at the indescribably pleasurable feelings racing through her crotch and, unable to contain them any longer, stood trembling and twitching as she spasmed powerfully under the watching, amused eyes of the group. Devlin sensed the woman needed a moment to get herself together and drew attention away as he commented on the ex-machine operator.

“I think she can stay on for a couple of months. We're getting a terrific print from her. Look at the sharp definition on that pussy, and those perfectly round boob prints. Anyway, I reckon by now she'll be fully conversant with the importance of maintaining the correct suppressant flow. New blocks take double the amount to control them due to the excessive stimulation created by the novelty of the job.“

A small technical problem developed at that moment and the huge drum slowly ground to a stop to allow it to be rectified. In a way it was convenient for the visitors because it gave them a chance to look inside the drum through the inspection ports. As it happened the number 6 block was nearest.

Brigette nearly provided a second display as she studied the drum’s inner secret. The woman's seemingly missing components were all inside the drum. She was in a hogtie position, arms connected to ankles, and them the sliding aperture of the knee socket adjusted so as to stretch number 6 bowstring taut between armpit and knees. The head was encased in a fully formed steel helmet clamp leaving only the eyes and nasal breather holes visible. The tube vanishing into the mouth area of the headgear was obviously the suppressant input. The simplicity of the whole arrangement was typical of Gord Industries’ functional creations.

“Stand clear everybody, press about to roll!” They all stood back as the drum began to move but not before Brigette had caught sight of number 6's desperately rolling, frantically pleading eyes. The Captain gave her best serves you right look and turned away. Seconds later, number 6 was just a freshly inked, glistening torso, being ironed monotonously onto the snaking paper.

Before leaving the shop, Devlin showed them the other rotary presses, at present being set up for a different run. The huge, twenty foot drums were stationary and spiked with a different format printing blocks. The women providing the imprints on No 1 press had been folded and inserted to provide a sea of jutting buttocks.

“We call this the CP print, corporal punishment, that is. If you look down there you can see dozens of canes. Once the drum is in motion, each fem-block gets several strokes just a few milliseconds before making contact with the paper. The fact that they're still squirming from the cane stroke produces an exotic effect on the paper. Once they're warmed up nicely, we also get the added imprint of the cane welts. Hence the sales name." It didn't take an expert in facial psychology to read the faces of the group, each contemplating having their rooms decorated in paper that bore pictorial evidence of many sore abused female bottoms.

No 2 press hid most of the traumatised occupants. Only framed faces, and the clamped, steel sculpted lips were in evidence. One hundred pairs of luscious, oral print blocks would soon be mercilessly pounding a pattern onto the endless paper band, punctuating the arrangement with neat, nose imprints. The drum emitted a pleasing sound of MMMuuumming discontent as one hundred pairs of forcibly pursed lips begged to be excused the task. The huge drum began to rotate, building speed with every revolution, and changing from a speckling of pink extruded pouts to a mass of green, hard working print blocks in seconds.

Devlin collected the first 10 yards of print from the collector and had it cut into souvenir samples for his guests. The guests looked from paper to drum as if unable to grasp the fact that this exquisite pattern of lips were produced by that fiendish drum of tormented and abused LPGs.

“Idoubt they'll want to put on lipstick for a while after this run,“

sniggered Devlin. “The order is for 200,000 metres. So each one will be kissing that paper at least 20,000 times a day before the run is completed.“

If any of the print blocks had overheard their sentence of prolonged paper snogging, no sign showed in the green pouting array.




CHAPTER EIGHT - BUILDING BLOCKS

As they proceeded to the next facility, Tammy was brought in by a SAC private and handed over to Major Sommes. The Judge had indicated that he would like to see this exceptional pet. As Brigette displayed her treasured possession, the Judge was not disappointed.

Walker'd and dressed in a stunningly form fitting basque and net tights arrangement, Tammy was a picture to raise many a jaded male member. Her rig was simple. But when endowed with such beauty, it would have been criminal to hide such sensuous attributes under heavy bondage items. That could come later.

First the Judge had to appreciate the item contained in such devices. - After some extensive petting, the Judge made no secret of his admiration for this pet-toy. Flattered by his gushing praise, Brigette was blind to the underlying tone of jealous greed in the Judge's voice and taking the Walker's controller rod, followed Devlin into the next section.

A large sign bore the legend BLOCK PREP STATION 14. The group stood watching with interest as a practised team prepared dozens of females for some as yet undisclosed usage. Struggling, screaming, begging, an endless flow of Ringer'd, convicted LPGs were efficiently removed from their aching restraint frames and swiftly fitted with ankle and wrist clamps. Still fighting, but unable to resist the numerically superior staff, they strove to prevent- the fitting of head harnesses and gags. But it was pointless. Within seconds a hoist was connected to the harness and the trussed LPG lifted two feet off the floor and swung over a floor cavity that vomited a tubular sheath of loose plastic on a blast of air. Instantly, sensors bathed the struggling beauty in ultra violet light. A few seconds more and the shrink plastic magically sucked in to embrace the dangling, luckless LPG in a figure hugging grip of excruciatingly tight plastic.

Almost before the plastic hardened, the pathetically contained woman was lifted from the hook and slid callously out of sight down a chute in the wall.

The Judge watched the smooth operation with a the keen eye of a thwarted engineer, obviously impressed at the speed of handling achieved by this team. Devlin was moving onward and, prodded by Brigette, Tammy followed his disappearing figure as the delegation fell in behind.

Tammy moved through the side door and on into the vast building beyond. Her attention was immediately drawn to the huge machine occupying the far end of the building. Devlin was explaining its function to the Judge but due to the incessant roar of the manufacturing process, Tammy was unable to hear the explanatory lecture from the forward position of her rod prodded progress.

At first glance, it appeared to be a massive machine-gun complete with an oddly shaped rectangular barrel that poked out of sight into the next bay. The rapidly oscillating breech of the contraption was swallowing a huge, linked ammunition belt at a prodigious rate, while on the other side, the belt with its emptied clips snaked out and vanished into a holding bin. It was only as they drew close that Tammy discovered the awful truth.

It was, as she surmised, a feeder belt and the thousands of cartridges being fed into the gun's maw were living females. The same pre-prepared females she had witnessed in the prep-bay at the input end of the factory.

Clamped securely; each in a rigid, feminine shaped springsteel clip device, the shrink-wrapped forms squirmed in vain as the rapidly moving belt carried them towards an inescapable and unknown fate.

Tammy stared in fascinated horror as hundreds of helpless, naked women were devoured by the gun even as she watched.

Strangely, this mass manipulation of hopelessly doomed womanhood fed heat to her groin as she surveyed the pleading faces flashing past. It excited her to envisage herself as one of those human cartridges.

The prod urged her forward and without further need for encouragement, Tammy proceeded through to the next bay, eager to see what emerged from the barrel of this evil device.

If she expected to see women in a totally dehumanised state, she was not disappointed. The machine-gun, for that is technically what its ancestral origins were, was spitting black, solid, rectangular bullets from its muzzle.

Almost too fast for the speeding conveyor to carry, encapsulated and solidified females were being fired at low velocity from the muzzle and dropping onto the belt. Along, black line of blockformed conveyored torment then sped rapidly into the gaping hole of another machine in the production line. This time Tammy was able to overhear the commentary.

“The gun fires by compressed air instead of Nitro-cellulose propellent. In fact, that's the only departure from the old machine-gun principle. The loading mechanism strips the woman out of the clip and loads her head-first into the firing chamber, and then compressed air fires her down the barrel. At the same time, liquefied carbon-acrilate is injected. As they both progress down the barrel together, the Carbonac, as we call it, is compressed around the woman by the narrowing barrel and sets solid in four microseconds.

“The belt then carries the blocks into the flash freezer before they have time to suffocate and freezes them down to deanimation levels in another 3 seconds.

All in all, they don’t have a time to take one breath from time of firing to being frozen. Its all very humane!” Devlin grinned.

“But why bother to encapsulate them if you're going to freeze them anyway?" asked the Judge. Devlin smiled and turned to explain.

“Well, as you know, since we opened up the Artic and Antarctic for colonisation, we've always had a problem with finding building materials to cope with permafrost. Using these Femblocks we kill two birds with one stone. They stay frozen for ever, the Carbonac protects them completely from breaking up or deteriorating under ice pressure, and there's no running costs to keep them frozen. Carbonac is permeable to oxygen, so it draws enough from the ice to maintain brain functions.

“In the future, when the building is eventually demolished, we reclaim the women, and either re-block them or use them for something else. By filling the centre of the block with female we save a fortune in raw materials because of the average saving of some 50 or 60 kilo's per block. Basically we could build on pure frozen female, but the shape causes problems. The Carbonac merely squares them off for convenience. There are a few buildings still around in Greenland where they simply cemented frozen females into place, but they have a tendency to flake, boobs and nipples get knocked of, and the cement costs were horrendous.

“Apart from that, they make perfect building blocks. These are foundation blocks. We also manufacture transparent varieties for above ground use to please those who like having visible, naked females buried in their walls." The Judge seemed impressed, as were his companions. For several minutes they stood without comment watching the endless stream of doomed femininity streaking past.

Tammy peered towards the other end of the flash freezer and saw the next batch of palletised Fem-blocks being whisked away by a hover-fork. It seemed so unreal to imagine that only minutes before she had watched those same pathetically confined females snaking past on that human ammunition belt; live, warm, sensuous women. And, of course, terrified and helpless! Now they were mere solidified building blocks. The heat in her moist crotch increased as she imagined herself as a stiffened piece of architecture, along with countless other millions of Fem-blocks.

The Captain spotted Tammy's twitching and her blatantly wet pussy and knowing her pet’s predilection for masochistic pursuits, she turned and whispered to the Gord Industries’ chief who then nodded, a conspiratorial grin shaping his features. He motioned two assistants forward as Brigette winked at the quizzical looks on the faces of her guests As she was grabbed, Tammy snapped out of her enthralled state and looked wildly to her owner.

“Too late now 266! Time for you to be changed for a newer model.” Tammy struggled violently as she was frogged marched away. Unable to resist as the Walker controlled her every move, she had no option but to march to a fate she had fantasised about, but was actually terrified of sampling.

Tammy struggled briefly as her Walker was removed in the preparation room and new limb clamps reduced her to helplessness.

But it was wasted effort. The crew were well versed in handling recalcitrant females. She hardly had time to contemplate her move before a clamp snapped shut on her new head harness and lifted her from the floor. Massive dildos invaded her openings, then there was a rapid rising motion. In milli seconds Tammy felt her body engulfed by a tube of shrink plastic.

The plastic shrank down to seal her into a crushing, inescapable statue.

The head clamp released and deft hands caught her falling form and steadied her as the standard expando-gag was forced into her mouth and activated.

With practised ease, her rigid body was lifted and slid rapidly through an aperture into the next bay. Even before the slide had stopped, a mechanical arm had grasped her and forcibly inserted her into a fem-formed spring steel clamp on the belt.

It was so fast that the belt was not even required to stop for the insertion and, as she craned her neck, Tammy was able to see that she was the last female cartridge required in this section of bullet belt. All the other cartridge clamps had been filled by the many other highly efficient prep-rooms.

Panic filled her mind as the belt whisked her along. Had it all been for this, to end up as a stiffened effigy amidst thousands of others?

She screamed into the gag, the sound of her fear being drowned by the rattling guide rails controlling the endless line of traumatised female gun-fodder. But as she screamed, her body was already betraying her with powerful convulsions of masochistic energy as the image of her reduction to a building unit came into focus.

Five minutes later, Brigette and the rest of the party appeared in the second shed. She seemed amused as the pre-shrink wrapped, gagged and plugged figure of her former pet appeared on one of the many fast moving feeder belts, whilst the Judge and his cohorts were barely able to conceal rising storms of lust as they watched this delectable female hurtling towards her inescapable fate!

This shed was filled with a mass of moving cartridge belt. The total length of that hustling ribbon of clamped misery was something like 2 miles if straightened out. But for reasons of space saving, it was arranged to run backwards and forwards down the shed in a series of reversing loops, each loop carrying the unfortunate occupants closer and closer to the opening that led to the next shed, and the voracious breech of the Fem-gun.

At any given time, over two thousand women were struggling and screaming muted pleas for mercy as they rattled closer and closer to that opening.

Tammy had been marked with a red skull cap so that the Captain could monitor her progress, and as a result, looked like a marked tracer bullet amidst the sea of head-shaved, smooth, round-tipped female bullets.

As she flashed past the watching ensemble on her twenty-fifth carry-past, it could be seen that her love tube was already dripping copious amounts of fluid into the plastic cocoon as the terrible fate of being solidified into a foundation block rapidly approached.

Several traverses of the shed had been enough to acquaint the struggling Tammy as to her relative position in the scheme of things and, with a cold fear, she realised that there were only five more levels of belt track left before she started the final run into the breech loader. Her masochistic instincts could not be ignored.

Eachreversal of direction added more fire to the boiling volcano in her lower body. She heaved against the clamp and the shrinkwrap compressing her bursting breasts. But it was more a paroxysm of pleasure than a valid attempt to break free. The excesses of her own love secretions were already spreading over the whole of her lower torso, forming a sensuously slithering lubricant for her writhing, lust tormented form.

Her clamped body whirled around the last corner and, as she hurtled down the final length of track, the burgeoning orgasmic explosion could be contained no more. She was not alone. The whole of that last row of ammunition was a writhing mass of contained and horribly unwanted orgasms as each helpless component succumbed to their genetic programming, revelling in the sensation of being totally controlled. As she sped through the wall and onto the slope of the feeder ramp, Tammy's second orgasm was already on its way.

The group had moved into the gun shed and placed themselves a few yards from the furiously reciprocating breech mechanism.

They had only seconds to wait before the red-capped tracer snaked into view.

There was a brief flash of recognition and pleading in Tammy's eyes as the belt carried her past. Then she was gone. The Captain looked down at her watch. Only four or five seconds passed, and yet it seemed incredible to think that her lovely, warm, sensuous toy had already been reduced to a solid building block for over 78 Brigette’s Big Mistake two seconds. Turning, she noticed that the Judge had a noticeably larger bulge in his trousers, and Harriett, Jennifer and Louisa were all short of breath and distinctly flushed with excitement.

Brigette and Devlin exchanged looks and smiled. Then Devlin, acting upon an almost imperceptible nod, hurried away to the next room.

The tour resumed when their host rejoined them from the flash-freeze bay.

“Lot 2399, pallet number 16, he advised, scribbling down the number of the batch Tammy was included in and handing the slip to the Major Sommes.

“T've arranged for the block to be removed from the shipment and left as-is until we finish the tour. Then I'll have her broken out and re-animated.

Tammy had caught a fleeting glimpse of her owner as she registered the approach of the rattling breech, her repeat orgasm now on the brink of eruption. Then there was a jolt as she was ripped from the belt by the loader claws and inserted headfirst into the firing chamber. A second later came fierce acceleration as she was fired, followed by a brief suffocating sensation as the Carbonac compressed around her. Then came a sensation of being whisked along, and a sharp tingling sensation.

As the light dimmed and her body froze, she screamed silently as her form exploded into orgasmic fury: an explosion that would now remain frozen for untold eons of time. Then all was still.

She was alive and could think, but there was darkness and total immobility. Her body was there, - and yet not. Then she remembered that explanation so long ago in the receiver station.

Her body was frozen to minus 183 degrees but her brain was protected by fiendishly clever micro-wave signals incorporated in the expando-gag. Signals that would prevent the permafrost from closing down her thought processes. For the first time, Tammy fully understood the hellish nature of the incarceration suffered by the millions of women in FT units.

79 Brigette’'s Big Mistake Only someone who had experienced this living death could understand the terror of life without animation. And yet even when faced with this apocalyptic nightmare, Tammy's mind still found time to seethe at the fact that she had been denied the full reward of her rise to orgasmic bliss in those last fleeting seconds of animation.

Her mind wandered as she explored this strange new world as a de-animated object. She could hear faint sounds through the high density Carbonac, and remembered that her inner ears were also protected from the effects of her awesome, deep frozen state. It was only then that she understood the horrendous humiliation of those unfortunates who were contorted into impossibly revealing positions and frozen for exhibition in the FT units.

Silenced and rigidly displayed, they would hear every sniggering remark of the mocking crowds as their most private regions were presented for public enjoyment.

At least her own demise was a secret affair, shielded by the impenetrable blackness of standard Carbonac. Soon she would merely be one of the millions of uninteresting cubes in some corporate office block foundation. Thousands of free workers would pass over her daily, with little thought to the mass of encapsulated females surrounding them.

Pallet number 2399 reached its temporary resting place; row 783, level 6, shed 29. The hover fork deposited its load and shot off to fetch the next pallet. At full speed it would take precisely 6 minutes to travel the length of row 783. Some 400 metres to be precise. With the shed almost full, these last pallets were filling the remaining space at the far end. Within the hour, a full consignment of 250,000 blocks would be ready for loading onto the waiting Sub Transport scheduled to leave for the Artic later that night.

250,000 exquisitely shaped, vibrant and desirable females, surplus to requirements, and callously stored for the purpose of some distant, future, male entertainment. If they were among the lucky ones that is. Foundation blocks were rarely dug up.

There was an abundance of material for new buildings. Many of them would lie for thousands of years in their sub-zero hell.

Silent blocks of unblemished, totally helpless femininity, their cold, solidly stored pussies just begging to be defrosted and restored to warm succulent holes for the pleasure of the ruling males.

Devlin indicated that there was much more to see, and they all moved on to the next building. The sign at the entranced gave scant indication of the wonders they would see within its impassive walls.
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CHAPTER NINE THE HATCHERY

Halting at a door marked Hatchery, Devlin warned them all that they were now entering a Top Secret area. Seeing that they were all conversant with what this meant, he swung back the door to reveal a massive tank almost completely filling the entire building.

The Judge and his colleagues stared in fascination as the tank and its contents came into view. The sheer beauty of the fishwomen was staggering, even for those who were used to seeing the female form used and abused in any number of ways.

They stood entranced as thousands of living mermaids swam gracefully around the huge holding tank and marvelled at the perfection of their conversion.

The arms were gone. Obviously they served no useful purpose in the design criteria envisaged by the geneticists. Gill slots had appeared just below the ears, and the legs were now a single unit ending in a large fin where once there had been feet.

The single leg appendage was scaled exactly as a fish would be, but this faded out as the tail blended gracefully into the lower buttock region. From that point upward, all the natural attributes of a normal woman prevailed.

The Judge shook off his reverie as he realised that Devlin was speaking again.

“These are the new converts. They stay in this tank for another two months while they adjust to their restructured bodies.

Obviously none of them know what their full function is yet, but they'll find out soon enough.” Devlin paused as Colonel Harriett Callan moved forward to the tank wall and studied a particularly beautiful specimen hanging virtually motionless near to the plexiglass.

The girl, obviously a bewitching redhead in her former life, cast beseeching eyes at the Colonel as the long tendrils of her auburn tresses floated gracefully around her shoulders. At a guess she was about twenty-two or twenty-three, judging by the perfectly formed orbs of her pert breasts. Another pointer to her age was the fully formed and somewhat generous mound of her mons, now the only undulation in the sleek form of her newly acquired lower limb.

Fortunately, the conversion of the legs to a single fish tail did little to alter the contour of that wondrous shape, the female bottom. In fact it was essential that this area remained essentially unchanged. The powerful buttock muscles of the legs were a major item required to power the new appendage. Even as Harriett watched, she saw the buttocks of this fair fish-maiden flex powerfully as the tail swished, and with this single movement, propelled the girl rapidly away into the blue hue of distant water, “Beautiful, aren't they?” remarked Major Sommes, breaking back into the Colonel Callan's thoughts. In fact if it wasn't for their intended use, I wouldn't mind having that conversion myself.” Harriett nodded, her mind running on much the same lines. Then, realising that the nature of their intended use was still unknown to her, she turned and faced her host with a questioning look on her face. The Judge pre-empted her.

“Just what is the intended use?" queried Judge Loomis, anticipating the question on all the delegate’s minds.

“Breeding. We breed from them for foodstock.“

The Judge's face showed shock as he absorbed this information and Devlin grinned as he guessed his thoughts.

“Not for breeding human offspring. We use them to incubate and rear fish stock. Salmon and Trout to be precise.” She paused 83 Brigette’'s Big Mistake as the Judge's shocked look dissolved into a look of dawning realisation and obvious relief. His first thoughts had smacked of something akin to cannibalism. Devlin continued.

“You see, the average female Salmon lays some two thousand eggs, and after normal losses to the forces of nature, predators ete, the final harvest of young Salmon that survive could well be as little as one hundred. With this method the losses are reduced to something of the order of one percent.“

Devlin could see that the delegation was intrigued, so he continued.

“We place the eggs of the female Salmon in the Fish-Fem's womb and then place her in a fertilisation tank with the male.

Incidentally, a Fish-Fem can hold over 20,000 eggs quite comfortably.

Anyway, as I was saying, the fertilisation takes place, and the young Salmon start to form in her womb.

“Unlike natural incubation, with this system the young fish are kept inside the womb until they are much bigger before we induce the Fish-Fem to eject them. It's this part that I wouldn't fancy. Those Fish-Fems get pretty large when they have 20,000 squirming young fish inside them, and I doubt it's all that pleasant.

The Judge nodded his agreement, the merest hint of pleasure at the thought stealing across his face as he visualised these graceful objects bloated, and forced to play host to a constantly wriggling mass inside them.

“Come, let's go into the fertilisation farm and you can see the whole process in operation.“

With a last look at the Fish-Fem tank. the delegation followed Devlin through the next door.

This shed seemed to be filled with much smaller tanks. In fact, it was obvious that each one would be sufficient to contain only one Fish-Fem at a time. Most were empty, but as they continued down the row, one appeared to have an occupant.

Devlin stopped and turned to the Judge.
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Judge Loomis studied the unfortunate Fish-Fem at length.

Her tank included an underwater version of the stocks, and it was into this device that the poor girl's neck was securely clamped. Apart from that, it could be seen that the pouting mons was spread and opened by the insertion of a hollow tube device.

Obviously the helpless Fish-Fem was to have little choice over her fertilisation. The tube insert would ensure that her cargo of eggs were freely available to the marauding male genes.

A white coated laboratory worker appeared, carrying the huge male Salmon. Watched intently by all present, the Salmon was lowered into the water of the Fish-Fem's tank where it instantly began to explore her nether region. The helpless Fish-Fem began to thrash and twist madly as the male Salmon passed before her vision. This in turn excited the male fish even more.

The salmon seemed to sense this large, strange Fish-thing was ready for fertilisation, and its natural, sixth sense told him that she was helpless to prevent the fulfilment of its role. The Fish- Fem, at the same instant, had realised what her function was to be, and the idea was certainly not received with any degree of pleasure.

Suddenly the male fish positioned himself close to the opening of the offered sex mound, and began to emit clouds of opaque liquid. Soon the cloud had spread and was enveloping the entire midsection of the cavorting Fish-Fem, who inadvertently was speeding the fertilisation of her egg load with her own frenzied attempts at escape.

It was only a matter of time before the whole tank became misty, and the doomed Fish-Fem was bathed in a soup of male genes.

The male fish swam triumphantly around his conquest, seemingly savouring the aquatic equivalent of rape as the Fish-Fem fought to escape her fate. He swam round the stocks, and positioning himself directly in front of the framed head, hung motionless save for the occasional twitch of pleasure as he taunted his conquest.

Finally accepting the fact that she was no more than a helpless receptacle the Fish-Fem was still. Insidiously, the male genes continued to pour into her opened sex tube and burrow into the myriad eggs nestling in her womb. The deed was done. In six weeks time the Fish-Fem would be bulging with thousands of his offspring.

During the incubation period, she would be kept in this tank and nurtured by the farm assistants. Her existence would be that of an living incubator immersed in a sea of vitamins, hormones, and additives, all designed to be absorbed by her body and then to feed the growing shoal in her belly. Her pouting mons would be sealed with a metal clamp, squeezed tightly shut so as to prevent any premature ejaculation of the growing mass of constantly moving young Salmon that would steadily swell her to Guppy proportions.

They all stood quietly and watched for a while, entranced by the scene of this poor woman's fertilisation. Then, as if having seen enough, Captain Delany voiced her opinions and plied the guide with even more questions.

“Well, yes, I can see the viability of the scheme, but I must say that I have always frowned on the activities of those restructuring units.” Devlin looked genuinely hurt at this.

“Restructuring units. We're not butchers like that lot,” he protested loudly. “These women are genetically altered by using hormone injections. The arms wither and drop off as the process progresses. Tail and gill transformations are formed in the same way.

“When Dr Walensky discovered the secret of artificial hormone compatibility, restructuring became obsolete overnight. They only manage to keep going now because of the rich owners who prefer their pets to be altered in the most traumatic way so as to satisfy their own sadistic fantasies.“

Jennifer Delany seemed relieved. The conversion from woman to beautiful, graceful mermaid was painless. Whilst she was not adverse to administering pain herself, it seemed that this would have surpassed her somewhat odd code of ethics when considering that these unfortunates were also having to contend with the trauma of conversion.

“How long do they stay as active repro units then?” he asked with a barely hidden enthusiasm.

“Oh! we intend to use them for ten seasons, then rejuvenate and sell them off as home fish tank pets if they want to stay in that form. A couple we have questioned by using a touch-type pad have allindicated that apart from the breeding side of things, life as a Fish-Fem is very pleasant. They can still have sex in the normal way, and many of the staff put on scuba gear at the weekends and have a lot of fun. The Fish-Fem's ovaries are gone so there’s no chance of an unwanted pregnancy.

Robby, my assistant tried it last week! He’s still recovering at the Med-centre. Damned fool dived into the main tank and got raped by a couple of dozen man-hungry Fish-Fems. Must try it myself one of these days but in a breeding tank I think.” He led the group onward, passing many tanks containing pilloried Fish-Fems; either waiting to be served, or already fattening with the bulk of their proxy offspring.

“Perhaps you'd like to see one of our other converts.” Devlin suggested. These are the LPGs who opted for special status sooner than be returned to the streets as pleasure girls. Of course, they never know what that status will be until they are chosen from stock, but until then they live a life of luxury as a bonus for volunteering.

He led the delegation to a dry tank at the far corner of the building and stood back with obvious pride in his creation as the visitors stood open mouthed.

“This one is designed exclusively for pet status. I think it might be a bit close to the mark to breed from this one.“

The woman in the tank had a sleek, glistening body that resembled black rubber. Her arms were still present, but were now perfectly formed flippers. The lower region again was mated into a single unit but terminated in a flat, dual flipper. This whole, sensuously rippling form was sheathed in the new skin, but the face, hips, and those fulsome breasts were most definitely human female.

Staring back from the tank was the most sensuously proportioned Seal they had ever seen.

There was no doubt, that although the creature was basically Seal in shape, it was without doubt a human female in intellect and thought. A retained waistline, buttocks, and boobs ensured that one was left in no doubt as to this creature’s origins.

Brigette stood transfixed. Even she hadn’t seen or heard of this latest marvel of genetic engineering before. Her eyes feasted on the upturned buttocks of the woman, her curving spine and the proud, jaunty angle of her head. Perched on her fore flippers, she was essentially a female lying front down, but with her upper body propped on stiff arms. A classic pose of the female vamp.

This creature, unlike the unconvinced Fish-Fems, was obviously proud of her conversion and without doubt, completely aware of her kinky sexual attraction to both male and female - alike.

“Want to buy her?" She's the first of her type.” Major Sommes felt a strange, longing heat in her loins as she studied the slinky form and knew instantly that what ever the price, this creature had to be hers.

“Can she still speak?” asked Louisa Favaloro in a quaking voice. Devlin smiled at her ignorance of basic genetic designs.

“But of course! The Seal is a mammal. An air breather. Her throat and voice producing organs remain unchanged. She can come out of the water anytime and stay out for very long periods.

You would, of course, have to allow her to immerse at least once every two days or her skin will become course and flaky.

Although, that can be extended if you regularly use a special lotion to oil the skin. That in itself can be a rewarding task. She responds very favourably to having a couple of LPGs oiling her.

In fact, she can become a bit of a pest because she demands it all the time.

Brigette felt a fierce heat in her crotch as she visualised this slithering, silkily coated woman gracing her bed.

The Seal-Fem seemed to read her thoughts and rippled her glistening form with an awesomely erotic movement, before undulating her body over to the tank wall and pressing her black skinned breasts tightly to the glass.

It was obviously a gesture of acceptance of her new owner, although Major Sommes had yet to agree to buy her. A weird, woofing noise came from the tagk, and Brigette looked nonplussed.

“I thought you sa—!" “She can,” Devlin interrupted. “But at the moment she has jaw clamps installed to stop her whining to be oiled. Her jaw has been fitted with a special, hidden device that allows you to insert a miniature clamp on each side, inside the lips and out of sight.

She's gagged as securely as if you used one of those old fashioned ball-gag things. There are similar devices in her pussy and bottom to prevent any unauthorised use.” i The Seal-Fem stared wistfully at Major Sommes as her fully stoppered form was discussed. Then, as if to emphasise her willingness to become Brigette's latest acquisition, she squeezed and ground her breasts against the glass of the tank. Turning around, she then gave the watchers an erotic display of bottom flexing and suggestive, thrusting undulations.

“Keep her stoppered and have her despatched to my address as soon as possible,” Brigette instructed.

The Seal-Fem raised her body onto her rear flippers and clapped her fore flippers in appreciation. Major Sommes smiled briefly and turned to go then, seeing another department sign, she turned back to their host.

“Reptile House? That's new isn't it. You don’'t mean that y—!" Her voice trailed off as Devlin nodded gleefully.

“Yes, that too. And I'm sure you will want to see these!“

He led onwards and into the next room.




CHAPTER TEN - THE REPTILE HOUSE

The group managed about three steps into the room before they were rooted to the spot by the sight within.

A fourteen foot snake was rearing up before the leading figure of Brigette Sommes. Like a giant, hooded Cobra the creature confronted her in a swaying pose. Open mouthed and dumbfounded, Brigette stared back at the smiling human head.

“Care to buy me as your pet mistress?” asked the apparition.

The fact that this creature spoke stunned the silently watching group. From head to buttocks it was all woman. From then on, the whole creation tapered gracefully into a powerful, prehensile anaconda of female sensuality. The long, tapering tail section had the appearance and texture of a single, firm female thigh for most of its length, then tapered gracefully into a flexible ankle width before finally terminating in a six inch hard bone extremity which looked excitingly like a smoothly ringed dildo of useful proportions.

It was a perfect genetic match. Even a full-blooded snake could not match the natural, flowing sensuality of the feline mind. The creature oozed power and sexual attraction, and in no way could be considered a pathetic sex toy. Devlin had created a being that threatened to overturn all the accepted ideas of subservient females. He was, in fact, toying with a life form that could well reverse the role of man if bred in any quantity. And yet it was this very same menacing spectre that gave the Snake-Fem her almost hypnotic attraction.

“Give her a demonstration of your capabilities 845," Devlin instructed.

Brigette stood frozen in trepidation as the Snake-Fem surged forward and began to coil her powerful, prehensile form around the SAC officer’'s body. Within seconds, she was totally enveloped from shoulders to ankles. Then the human upper section confronted her with mischievous eyes and smothered her nose and mouth in luscious, firm breasts.

Meanwhile the Judge and his team watched intently. All were exhibiting signs of lustful distress at the sight of their host wrapped so effectively in those sensuous coils. Enthralled, they watched as the Snake-Fem massaged her captive's face with her delectable orbs, then drew back to observe the result.

Brigette struggled but found she was helpless within the coiled embrace of the carnally rippling, thigh-like main body. A little frightened she stood still as the Snake-Fem began to rhythmically tense and contract, squeezing and manipulating her captive's body with effortless ease.

Brigette opened her mouth to speak. Instantly the human upper half struck with lightening speed. The Snake-Fem’s full, 'sensuous lips closed onto her own and her tongue reached out to explore Brigette's oral cavity. At the same time, a surplus of tail whipped up and entwined around both heads, locking them together in a vise-like grip, and ensuring that the Snake-Fem enjoyed her kiss for as long as she chose.

Helpless within the writhing mass of sensuous coils and effectively gagged by her captor’'s mouth, Brigette felt her libido rising to the boil. She was powerless as the mischievous, reptilian she-devil manipulated her with contemptuous ease.

The snake woman released her embrace of their heads, and withdrawing her tongue, spoke softly to her plaything.

"It would be so much better, Mistress, if you didn't have any clothes on,” she suggested. Feeling the smooth, sliding surface of the coils against her bare hands and face, Brigette was under no illusions as to just how much better it would be.

“Enough 845!" Devlin commanded.

The Snake-Fem contracted part of her body and squeezed Brigette’s rump and lower abdomen powerfully as a parting gesture and, inserting the hardened tip of her tail between the coils of her own body, she pressed the built-in dildo meaningfully against Brigette's defenceless crotch. Almost wistfully, Major Sommes felt the coils release as 854 dropped away and slid gracefully back to the floor.

A breathless and red-faced SAC officer watched as 845 coiled into a neat pile and settled with only her upper torso erect, the petulant look of a spoilt child showing on her stunning face.

“Send that one too if she's not already sold, ordered the Major.

In fact, pack her and the Seal-Fem together in the same crate.

That should give them both a nice trip." The Snake-Fem pulsed and her coils shifted powerfully as she contemplated having the shapely Seal-Fem enmeshed in her coils. Enclosed in the same crate with no way to escape, her companion would provide endless enjoyment for her slithering, all-embracing partner.

The entire length of the Snake-Fem flushed with the heat of arousal as she visualised having the Seal-Fem in her tenacious grasp.

With a final glance towards the purchased reptiline, Major Sommes joined the others and allowed her gaze to travel around the room, noting with some relish the various duo's of entwined and erotically threshing female snake bodies dotted around the room. They were appraised by their host that a side effect of the conversion seemed to produce a marked preference for female contact in these reptilian fem-fatales, a trait which would obviously mean that most went to female owners.

Just watching these slithering, constantly flexing and rearranging masses of womanhood was setting Brigette's crotch ablaze with lustful feelings. The sight of the entwined forms, hardworking mouths locked in passionate kissing, and the visible proof of sexual coupling, was erotic to say the least. Each pair had their tail-tips thrust into their partner’s sexual orifice and were frigging each other with rapid, squirming forays as the main bulk of their forms performed writhing, intertwined dances of an immensely pleasurable, voyeuristic nature.

Devlin pointed out a variation in the genetic design, a particularly splendid specimen, at present involved in the titillation of a securely entwined smaller Snake-Fem who was obviously completely at the mercy of her larger, more powerful antagonist.

Her outer skin, although of the same human texture, had the added attraction of adopting the natural colouring of her Python genes and was endowed with a beautifully patterned outer layer.

More interesting was the article doing the titillating. As they watched, an incredibly long, forked tongue was flashing relentlessly in and out of the smaller Snake-Fem's copiously lubricating mons. Occasionally the encircling Pythonic fem would cease her oral screwing and lash the coil-squeezed, pressure extruded breasts with her tongue, drawing gasping wails of undeniable pleasure from the object of her attentions. Any sign of struggle was instantly quelled by a savage constriction of the larger Snake-Fem's coils, crushing resistance in a trice and holding the smaller Snake-Fem's torso arched and presented for use.

“Ah!This should interest you all,” Devlin announced, breaking into the fascinated, voyeuristic, viewing pleasures of his guests.

“There’s a consignment just being prepared for transport over here.” The group turned to watch as one of the female anacondas was detached from a writhing partner and dragged unceremoniously towards a large machine in the corner by several white coated workers.

Held out straight so as to prevent her powerful body gaining any purchase, the struggling Snake-Fem fumed and mouthed insults as her tail was gripped and fed into the machine.

Alarge, cable drumdevice was at the centre of the machine and a built in clamp soon held the tip of the angrily twitching tail firmly in its grasp. One of the operators began to turn a handle and, as they watched, the drum began to revolve and wind the writhing female snake body onto its core.

Arranging each coil carefully, they wound the helpless Snake- Fem neatly in side-by side coils, layer after layer, until finally as her hips were reached. They centralised the layering and slotted her hips tightly between the side-walls of the drum. Her upper torso followed, the armless shoulders also squeezed tightly between the drum’s walls.

A bar was located in one of the holes in these side walls, then slid across to a matching hole on the far wall. To facilitate location, it was first necessary to push the upturned face of the Snake-Fem down tightly against her own coiled body and then pass the bar across her open mouth. Effectively, she was now steel branked and incapable of speech. Any flexing of her own body to try and effect an escape resulted in her head being forced outward. The result being to force the brank-bar even more tightly into her gaping mouth.

Another rod soon crossed her throat, followed by many more at locations right around the rim of the drum. The insertion of each rod had required her coiled form to be pressed down as it passed over so that now the whole, circular cage pulsed with bulges of contained, controlled Snake-Fem.

All of her form, with the exception of the bulging, fully formed breasts, were contained within the extremities of the outer rims and thus protected. The heaving boobs, however, protruded several inches beyond.

The drum was lifted from the machine, and placed on the floo.

Then one of the operatives pushed it callously to one side as a new drum was fitted.

The visitors watched entranced as the coiled female rolled, the drum bumping slightly each time it rolled her over the hump of her bulging boobs. The drum contents bulged angrily, but ineffectually as it came to a stop at the far side of the room. As it happened, it stopped with the human torso.section upper most, revealing a powerfully arched and presented womanobject of immensely pleasurable possibilities.

There followed a further nine demonstrations of this machine as the full consignment were prepared.

As it happened, the Python-Fem was destined for this consignment and, once fully coiled and subdued, she naturally became the target for her former toy who was destined for a later shipment.

Hissing with contained rage, she bulged and writhed impotently as the smaller Snake-Fem worked on her thrusting boobs and raped her offered love nest gleefully with her hardened tail adaptation.

The two-foot, forked tongue snaked out around the brank, lashing angrily like a whip. But the smaller reptilian simply replied by withdrawing her tail-dildo to some six inches distance, then plunging it back into the presented orifice like a guided projectile.

Using her smaller but powerful form, she rolled the drum until her Pythonic playmate was inverted, then continued to plunder the defenceless pussy perched at the top of the coiled fury. Her prehensile lower form meanwhile had wrapped around the entire consignment, drum and all, leaving the protruding breasts framed by two passes of her coils. Now, as the Python- Fem rose unwillingly to orgasm, she tensed her body and squeezed the projected orbs in a powerful, fleshy vise of muscled womanhood.

The coiled Python-Fem exploded into a seething mass of contained pulsing, orgasmic torment, much to the delight of her antagonist who had suffered weeks of helpless arousal at the mercy of her powerful, yet fully contained victim.

The orgasmic eruption over, Python-Fem sagged against her drum core. She was totally unprepared as a worker grasped her still visible tongue and threaded it through a slot in the brankbar.

Too late she tried to retract it, but was defeated as the bar was rotated and her tongue wound into a second roll of prepacked torment. The worker winked conspiratorially at the nearby Snake-Fem. He had seen her being abused, and had 100 Brigette’'s Big Mistake taken a shine to this pocket-sized version of slithering femininity.

Now he helped her reap revenge with this small but nevertheless significant addition to the Python-Fem's discomfort. The small Snake-Fem's body flushed with appreciative and pleasant feelings as she slithered over and mocked the totally helpless form of her former tormentor. She used her humanoid tongue to lick the lusciously offered Python-Fem's lips, now perfectly spread and available thanks to the brank-bar, without risk of the effectively disabled forked version snaking into her throat and choking her.

At the same time, the lower third of her body encircled the worker’s leg and slithered tauntingly upward in a series of encircling coils. The young man went a reddish hue as a dildo tail juggled his trousered manhood expertly. The term trouser snake took on a whole new meaning for the embarrassed worker, and already he was praying that he could save enough to purchase this delightful creature before she was snapped up by some richbitch.

Finally, ten drums of helplessly coiled angry femininity littered the room.

Now the drums were arranged into a line and rods passed through the core of each drum. The small Snake-Fem assisted.

Hooking her tail into the Python-Fem's pussy, she pulled powerfully sideways and started her wrapped antagonist rolling towards the forming line, then swiftly extracting it, she skilfully whipped the rotating form across the boobs as a parting gesture.

The arranging completed, chains were then connected to rod ends so that they ranin a line down each side of the row. A hover tractor appeared, and the tow chains were connected, and with a faint hiss of air, the tractor moved off. Behind there followed the most crotch warming sight of ten rotating drums of prepacked, prehensile rotating lust that had ever been witnessed.

They all watched breathlessly until the breast bouncing convoy of female merchandise had vanished from sight. Brigette looked at Devlin.

“I've changed my mind. Deliver 854 on a drum if you please and add a coiling machine to the invoice.” Devlin nodded. He'd had a feeling that the Major would change her mind after that demonstration.

“You can take her nowif you wish. In fact, seeing as the packing crew are here it would save us time tomorrow.” Brigette hesitated, then after some thought turned down the offer.

“I'wanted to see the rest of the facility first and I can’t really roll her around all day,” she said, gesturing to the somewhat nervous 854, “Oh! That's no problem! The hover tractor is free, you can use that. Just hitch her on the back and we'll ride round.” Instantly the Major agreed and, in fear of her pending coiling, 854 wriggled madly away as she made a break for freedom. She never even reached the door before strong hands held her stretched out.

But there was a problem with the coiling machine and so, while they- waited, Devlin introduced his guests to one of the many interesting aspects of owning a Snake-Fem.

Collecting a long ‘T" pole device from a nearby rack, he explained its use to an attentive new owner and the fascinated visitors from Down Under. The device was steel and some twelve feet long. It had what appeared to be a smooth teflon coating and a tip that was formed into around, bulbous globe. This globe was slightly bigger than the rod itself.

Devlin began to explain, obviously aroused by the object and its pending usage himself.

“The conversion to Snake-Fem also endows your pet with some of her reptilian counterpart's internal features. One of those is a virtually straight digestive tract from moutht o rectum. We've engineered a branch channel that is normally closed running the full length of her body. As you will see this opens up a very interesting possibility for controlling difficult subjects.” He nodded to the worker holding 854's head, then moved forward with the pole as the struggling Snake-Fem's jaw was forced open.
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Brigette's Big Mistalke They watched, wide-eyed, as the bulbous end of the rod vanished into her mouth, then stood red faced, hearts pounding and libido’s at fever pitch as the full length of the rod was steadily engulfed by the gaping mouth.

Inch by inch the pole slid inwards. With the disappearance of each inch, its progress could be monitored by the encroaching cessation of movement moving down the wriggling snake form.

Finally, the “T' came to rest with its crossbar firmly snugged into the corners of the Snake-Fem'’s mouth. A thin strap, added by Devlin, soon ensured that the rod stayed implanted.

854 had become a warm, sensuous, fourteen foot, rigid pole.

Devlin, with the help of a worker, propped his stiffened charge against the wall, head down and for all the world looking like a strangely shaped washingline-prop. Only the final, unrodded two feet of her body gave any indication of life as the tail tip twitched angrily.

The poor woman was so magnificently controlled and presented it defied description. But, even as she stood and savoured the woman's plight, Major Sommes was already mentally designing even more devilishly contrived situations for this incredibly versatile toy-thing. Meanwhile, the Judge and cohorts were discussing their own ideas for future development of these amazing genetic novelties.

The coiling machine was fixed, and without further ado, 854's rodded form was lifted over, and her twitching unstiffened tail inserted into the drum clamp.

As one operative wound the handle, the other simply detached the retaining strap and held the ‘T’ of the rod. Breathlessly, they all watched as 854 was drawn off the impalement and swiftly coiled for transport. There was no chance of escape, for no sooner was her rigid form released from the inescapable bar, than it was snatched and coiled by the drum.

854's eyes pleaded with Brigette as her body was wound onto the drum, each desperate entreaty gaining strength as her upper torso was drawn inexorably closer to the rotating coil of her neatly contained and controlled form. Her powerful constrictor muscles were useless in this configuration and she already knew that once fully wound she would be reduced to the same level of animation as a coil of lifeless rope.

It took two rewinds to finally coil the helpless 854. Mainly because at fourteen feet long, she was somewhat longer than most fem-reptiles. As a result, they had to stretch her tight in order to encompass her length within the undersized confines of the available drum.

The finished drum rolled free and, stooping, Major Sommes squeezed a thrusting nipple hard. The female skinned coils bulged powerfully but were completely contained as flaring nostrils and wide eyes gave the only clue to 854's discomfort.

Brigette eyed the hugely bulging and monstrously projected boobs with relish, at the same time stroking the tautly stretched, immobilised coils of 854's lower body.

“Now I'll give you a demonstration 854." Minutes later she turned to watch from her comfortable seat on the tractor as the drum behind bounced visibly with each rotation. Despite the obvious trauma this was causing, the smooth, sensuous Snake-Fem remained tightly coiled and incapable of any sign of dissent.

Her attention was distracted momentarily as they passed through the dispatch bay where row after row of coiled females awaited loading, their drums stacked neatly in racks like the dispatch bay of a cable factory. The Judge and his team were impressed. It would be a long time before anyone devised a better way of storing pets that were still animated.

The tractor and its erotically coiled cargo proceeded to the next processing building. But the Major remained twisted in her seat so as to watch behind. A little self conscious of her flushed face, she locked eyes with the other female officers, and was relieved to see that they were suffering the same lustful sensations at this abuse of one of their own gender, albeit a radically altered version.

She turned away and looked back to the rotating package of pleasure, her mind preoccupied with visions of her Tammy, bound and gagged, offered to the Snake-Fem as a toy for the day, or week! She was sure that 845 would find some intriguing configurations to squeeze her favourite toy into. And if she didn’t, she could always be left to languish on the fire-hose reel until she came up with an idea.




CHAPTER ELEVEN - THE DRINKS ARE ON THEM

The tractor whispered to a stop at the recreation section.

“Time for refreshments I think,” suggested Major Sommes. Her flock of perspiring delegates agreed and, following her lead, they filed into a sumptuously furnished VIP lounge at the end of the Gun Bay. Effective soundproofing protected them from the annoying din of females being processed outside.

A door opened and the refreshments arrived on cue. Not quite as expected, but then nothing was as expected any more where the delegates were concerned.

Two LPGs attired in delightful, erotic facsimiles of maid's uniforms moved towards them, the tight rubber costumes squeaking slightly as they moved and the frilly absurdities added to the extremities of their attire swishing with activity as they approached.

Awesomely expanded and provocatively presented boobs were the focus of all attention. But it was not so much the size but the fixtures that were so interesting!

Each thrusting, heavily laden breast was adorned with what could only be a tap. And as they halted in front of the guests, the indelible markings across each orb confirmed that this is what they must be. With boobs restructured and fitted with internal nylo-rubber bladders, the LPGs were living drink dispensers.

The officers immediately availed themselves of the glasses on the built on trays, and commenced to pour drinks from these novel receptacles. The Judge frowned slightly. Hard liquor was not to his liking. But then, as the other drink dispenser moved around, he spied the legend Wine with Sweet and Dry on respective orbs! Choosing the dry, he poured himself a glass, grimacing slightly as he raised it to his lips.

Probably some cheap, French plonk unloaded on the English because they couldn't sell it to the discriminating pallets of their own countrymen.

He took a sip, then halted as if in thought. Another sip and a session of animated mouth washing saw the frown vanishing from his face, to be replaced with a smile of genuine surprise.

“That's a Havelock Reserve, Bin 22. 2472. No—! 2471 if I'm not mistaken.” Major Sommes smiled and nodded, inward ly heaving a sigh of relief that for once intelligence had managed to get something right without a monumental fuck-up.

“We do try to look after our guests Judge, especially one as well known as your good self.” He looked the Major straight in the eye looking for any sign that she was winding him up. But his look was returned with what could only be described as genuine honesty. He was warming to this plum-in-the-mouth Pommie bitch. She had a lot of merit and she certainly knew a thing or two about using females to the fullest extent. Pity she was one of the privileged few, she would make a nice addition to his collection back home. Such an arrogant woman would make a very pleasurable, rubberised super-trussed plaything. The fact that she would be virgin ground as far as men went made the idea even more attractive. Hmm! Maybe later when he had made more contacts it could be arranged that sweet Brigette fell from grace.

Without the support of the ruling elite she would be easy meat.

Brigette ordered a cocktail for herself, unaware that her figure was being viewed with lustful greed. Everyone paused in their drinking as a new drink dispenser was ushered in. Her breast taps appeared slightly different and, as they watched, it became apparent that there was a very good reason.

The selected components of Brigette's drink were assembled in a beaker then, with top added, a pipe from the beaker was connected into the dispenser's modified taps. Her boob expanded as the liquid was forced in, and then the tap closed and beaker removed.

Instantly the dispenser began a hop up and down on the spot, her heavily filled breasts bouncing with alacrity. Major Sommes turned to the watching assembly and explained.

“I prefer my cocktails shaken, not stirred,” she offered by way of explanation. Turning, she motioned for the red-faced, hopping shaker to stop and filled her glass from the bursting boob.

Unfortunately for the cocktail shaker, Brigette always had soda in her drink. Shaking a soda drink always released more gas and as aresult the cocktail spurted under pressure from the achingly pressurised container. A few droplets splattered the Major’s immaculate uniform and she glared angrily at the cringing dispenser.

“Fill her right up on both sides and foot shackle her over there,“

she instructed a lounge attendant. The terrified dispenser was duly filled to bursting with the Major's favourite cocktail then ankle shackled to the floor in the corner.

“Now shake, and keep shaking in case I need a refill,” she ordered sternly. The dispenser began her rapid up and down movements with heavily laden boobs jostling painfully. Instantly the soda began to react and within seconds her breasts were stretched taut to bursting point and veined with the building pressure.

Brigette seemed satisfied and turned back to her guests. The conversation continued with the background noises of squeaking rubber and thunking breasts providing a nice, soothing melody for the delegation. The other dispensers made sure noone was left with an empty glass, topping up as soon as a glass became drained, and all the time casting fearfully sympathetic eyes towards the cocktail shaker in the corner.

But the guests were eager to see more of Devlin's wonderland and before Brigette had a chance to indulge in another well shaken cocktail, the Judge indicated that he would like to continue the tour. Major Sommes placed her glass on a nearby dispenser tray and called both the spirit dispensers over to the oscillating cocktail shaker. She ordered the mixing to stop and the traumatised, fully chastised cocktail dispenser gratefully halted her balloon bouncing performance.

Leaving her ankle-shackled, Brigette ordered a spirit dispenser forward. Placing her in a bending format, with her mouth in line with the hugely distended left breast, she connected the bursting breast outlet to a similar connection situated in the recipient’s ball-gagged mouth. The second spirit dispenser was soon occupying a similar position on the right boob. The guests watched avidly as the taps were opened, and both gag connected dispensers developed hugely bulging cheeks as the pressurised cocktail shakers jetted into their mouths.

Eyes rolling, throats working frantically to swallow the copious liquid gushing into their mouths, they swivelled eyes to watch in horror as the entourage left them to the task of draining a very relieved cocktail shaker.

Major Sommes led the way, missing the Judge's thoughtful look at her taut tunic covered breasts. Nor did she see the furtive look of comparison aimed at the distressed shaker.

Colonel Callan noticed and smiled secretly to herself, a warm sensation stealing through her crotch as she contemplated the British officer as a cocktail shaker. Knowing the Judge’s insatiable greed and his partiality for rubber cocoons, she would lay odds on the fact that the pompous Brigette would sooner or later spend many hours as an anchored, fully sealed rubber effigy, bouncing painfully away in some corner or other. Although, personally, she would have preferred the British bitch as a Seal- Fem, if possible, endowed with the same qualities as that adjustable LPG she had enjoyed so much.

Harriett kept a careful eye on the Judge as they walked and her suspicions were confirmed. He was studying every inch of Major Sommes' delectable body and that was a sure sign she was already earmarked for his collection. He would be plotting and 113 Brigette’'s Big Mistake scheming until he finally solved the problem of how to engineer her unwilling enrolment.

As it happened, Brigette herself would hand him the solution on a plate within the next twenty-four hours. To his further surprise, she would inadvertently be paying him for her own demise.

The tour continued. For the most part it was a fairly boring demonstration of basic training techniques, none of them that much different from their systems back home. But that was to be expected. Breaking a woman down to a subservient object was controlled by the basic psychology of human reactions. It was what you could do with this mouldable unit, once broken, that was of most interest.

They paused when Brigette was called to a vid phone and all sensed on her return that something was bothering her.

The call was from Judge McKinley. Somehow he had traced Tammy and discovered that the anonymous pet owned by Major Sommes was none other than the gorgeous creature he had earmarked for himself. He was not amused and, backed by a small group of powerful cronies, he was making his move to retrieve something he considered his own.

He had given Major Sommes twenty-four hours to hand Tammy over, or else she would be issued with a summons to return Tammy to an FT unit for an indefinite sentence. Knowing Judge McKinley, it would be a virtual death sentence. Her sensuous Tammy would be frozen for ever!

If the vile Judge couldn't have her, then nobody would!




CHAPTER TWELVE - THE PLOT

 All afternoon Brigette's mind was preoccupied with this problem.

It was obvious to all that she was deeply worried about something. To Judge Loomis it was his cue to move in and perhaps find a weak spot in the ice maiden’s armour.

“Anything I can do to help Major?" he asked when they were alone for a while. Brigette shook her head. Then, as an afterthought, paused with a thoughtful look.

“Maybe there is,” she murmured, almost unheard by her companion. “You have many contacts out there in Australia I would imagine.“

The Judge nodded as she continued.

“And in a country that big, it must be very easy for someone to disappear without trace?” It was a question more than a statement, so the Judge nodded again.

"So what's on your mind Major? How can I help?“

Brigette was silent for a moment, obviously deep in thought as she pieced together a plan to save her Tammy.

"I need two people to disappear. Two important people who must never be found again.” The Judge studied her carefully then, as if deciding something, asked her to continue.

“It's one of your own.to be precise. A Judge and his sidekick, n inspector at the receiver station.” The Judge frowned and hook his head.

“Do you realise what you are asking me to do? Do you have any concept of the international furore that could result if a member of the Judiciary, a foreign Judiciary, were found to have been involved in the abduction?“

Brigette nodded. She had, but then she also knew from intelligence reports that this wouldn't worry Judge Loomis too much if the price was right.

“I noticed you were very impressed with our Fish-Fem development Judge. What would you say ifI told you I could arrange for twenty units to be written off as failures and sent for storage at an FT unit.” She paused as his face showed interest.

“And what would you say if I told you that Devlin Gord owes me several favours that would ensure that they were lost in transit, presumed to be mislaid and stored somewhere by accident. Noone would ever bother to look for them. They'll turn up sooner or later is the attitude most officials have when this happens. Then they promptly forget all about them.“

The Judge's face was a picture of avid interest but not for the reason Major Sommes thought. Admittedly, the lure of twenty Fish-Fems could not be discounted but at this very moment the Judge couldn’t even see Major Sommes the SAC officer. All he could see was her oscillating, depersonalised, rubberised female figure. Excruciatingly cinched with multiple steel bands, and with cocktail filled boobs expanded to bursting as they bounced endlessly. The spare display plinth in the corner of his bar was already booked for Brigette Sommes, she just didn't know it yet!

Her athletic figure would be able to sustain this activity all day, especially with a couple of his electronic animators residing in her lower orifices. Perhaps one day she could even replace Brenda in his work station, temporarily of course. It would make a nice change to have a rigidly controlled, totally obedient Major Sommes available at the touch of a button. So gratifying to imagine the seething, impotent fury in that columnised, rubber coated effigy it as rose to service him, mouth held achingly agape and powerless to prevent his insertion. She would resist the low level basic coercion of her nipple and pussy punishment electrodes and he would remove his manhood. A simple twist of a knob would swing an ultra huge gag into her resisting mouth and her encapsulated, silent form would begin bulging and straining against the merciless cinching steel restraining bands as massively increased electronic pulses taught her the error of her ways. Within seconds of the timed dose ending and the gag being withdrawn, she would be sucking powerfully to avoid further encouragement.

But then, Brigette Sommes was a strong willed woman. The Judge reckoned he would be able to enjoy many silent, rippling displays of electronic coercion before the beautiful Brigette finally admitted defeat and became a subservient household appliance. His favourite moment would be when the look of defiance changed to horror as the gag powered in and exparided.

Within a split second, her rubber sheathed, steel banded form would be exploding into powerfully contained muscle straining and she could do nothing until the timer ran out.

Gathering his thoughts and concentrating on the work at hand, the Judge pondered the task ahead, scarcely able to believe that this shapely ‘virgin’ woman was walking right into his grasp. But it would have to be carefully planned.

“I could arrange for this —?" “Judge McKinley,"„

“This Judge McKinley - to adopt a very low profile I'm sure. But I would have to use one of my contacts for the job and you will have to do the dealing. I can’t afford to be involved in anyway." Brigette nodded her understanding and made as if to answer, but the Judge held up his hand to stem her reply.

“As it happens the contact l would use is already here on an Er!

— shall we say, procurement exercise. He's due to return in the next few days.“

“Excellent! This is a rush job. Twenty four hours at most before I run into problems if this McKinley's still around.“

"Well! Then you had better give all the details to Colonel Callan as soon as possible and she'll arrange a meeting with my contact.

Remember, from now on my name is not be mentioned to anyone, not even the contact. Understood?” Brigette agreed and turned to go.

“Er! you did say twenty Fish-Fems?" queried the Judge.

Major Sommes confirmed that he would most definitely receive twenty, selected Fish-Fems within one week of his return to Australia. The Judge seemed content and offered his hand to seal the deal. The prying bitch was certainly going to pay for her voyeuristic intrusions into his nocturnal fun and games. What conceit that this British bitch could imagine a man with the Judge’'s experience would allow clandestine vid-taping of his private moments. And Bin 22 wasn't his favourite vintage. It was Bin 23! A few altered connections to the vid-cameras and Captain Delany had ensured that all Vid records would be destroyed seconds after they were made.

Brigette turned away as the others returned and Judge Loomis felt a searing heat-in his groin as her rear view met his eyes. She would look so inviting with her rubber sheathed bottom stuck in the air while he availed himself of her untouched-by-male charms. He'd already decided that she would be sheathed, mounted and strapped down for deflowering before her conversion started. It would be so much more satisfying to thrust into her straining, helpless form as she fought her bonds. First he would leave her for a while on his patented, multi purpose stand, all three openings wide. Let her suffer the agony and shame of suspense as she wondered which orifice he would plunder first!

He nodded fractionally as Major Sommes steered Harriett Callan away from the others. That small gesture was enough to inform his subordinate that everything was kosher and she could deal with the British Major.




CHAPTER THIRTEEN - DASTARDLY DEEDS

 Within the hour, the contact arrived and in the privacy of her office Major Sommes briefed him on the targets. She was totally unaware that her covert activities were being vid-filmed by Louisa Favaloro and, had she realised, she would almost certainly have sensed impending doom. As it was, her thoughts were occupied entirely with visions of revenge and of securing her pet's safety.

The contact left, his instructions to be at the hover dock with the shipment by 1900 hrs. At 2000 hrs, the daily consular hover ship would leave for Australia and on it would be her hated foes.

All the details of clearance and loading were, she was assured by Colonel Callan, merely a formality. Anything with the J udge’s personal clearance would not even be checked. Even if it was, there would be little chance of anyone realising that two of the Judge’s acquisitions were not bone-fide purchases from the FT units.

At 1850 hrs, Major Sommes arrived at the dock. She was pleased to see the contact already there and even more pleased as she was led over to one of the FT shipping cabinets.

Her heart leapt as she looked in on Judge McKinley and the inspector. The configuration for shipping was exactly what she had ordered and, apart from the revenge aspect, effectively concealed the faces of those frozen exhibits.

Frozen in a front to front mode, both were naked and had been placed with heads buried in each other’s crotch. Legs forming 119 Brigette’s Big Mistake scissor grips ensured that both heads were almost completely concealed. It was nice to think that the fat inspector had the Judges cock halfway down her throat. And even more satisfying to behold the Judge giving the inspector's fat, gruesome pussy mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. Brigette's eyes glinted dangerously.

"Now try and take my Tammy, you assholes!” She turned to the contact. “What will happen to them over there?” The contact grinned before answering.

“My instructions were for them to disappear and, as it happens, I've got a little side deal going with our indigenous brethren in the bush.” Major Sommes seemed very interested so he elaborated on the planned disappearance.

“Yeah! You see there's this friendly tribe just north of the Gibson who wanta pair like this. Just be glad it's not you in there Major,” he said nodding towards the gruesome twosome.

Major Sommes regarded the mated enemies.

"I can see that the Judge is still attractive and could be used by the females but what the hell do they do with a fat bitch like that?" she enquired, indicating the gross, blubbery Inspector.

“She won't be fat for long, don't you worry about that! The men will give her to the women for preparation. A couple of weeks in a Kirri jacuzzi and she'll be skinny as a rake.“

“A Kirri Jacuzzi?” Brigette was puzzled.

“Yeah! the Kirri people, ya know? Indigenous population and all that! They'll plug up all her openings and cocoon her in a woven net that shrinks with moisture. Then they lower her into a hot, mud spring up to the neck. They'll just leave ‘er to soak.

She'll sweat like a pig and the net will just keep shrinking as the weight is cooked off. They're clever little buggers, we could learn a thing or two from them! Especially when it comes to training slaves!

“Oh! how's that?“

“You don't want to know Major. Let's just say I wouldn’t want to see a dog set up for screwing the way she’ll be arranged,” he said, gesturing towards the frozen inspector.

Before she could press the contact more, a hover-fork arrived to pick up the FT cube and with some satisfaction Captain Sommes watched as her would be antagonists vanished into oblivion.




CHAPTER FOURTEEN - COUNTER PLOT

Judge Loomis, meanwhile, was busy organising another shipment.

“Now look D.G. I'll need your help and influence to pull this off without questions being asked. Are you sure you can swing it?" Devlin nodded enthusiastically. The rewards for helping were indeed worth the effort. “ ' “Yes sure! No problem! All you have to do is make sure the details are leaked tonight. By the time you're ready to go back it'll all be done and the shipment cleared.” The Judge felt the heat stoking up in his manhood. Just the word shipment: when attached to Major Sommes was enough to conjure up vividly satisfying images.

“It's already done. Captain Delany made sure the tape was in the Procurator’s office earlier this evening. By morning she will be arrested. Two days for induction and the court hearing, then she's all yours. All you have to do, then, is keep your end of the bargain.

Devlin flushed at the thought of his part in the affair, not least of which were the rewards for his labours.

Major Sommes was eating her breakfast when the storm troopers arrived and, before she even had time to react, found herself stripped and Ringer'd. Her screaming protests and anger were instantly quelled by the spiked brank as the officer in charge waved a sheet of paper outlining her rights and read the charge.

122 123 Brigette's Big Mistale “For insurrection to wit - Abduction of a State Judge to place unknown. Abduction of State Inspector to place unknown.

Obstruction of Justice, - to wit harbouring one LPG 266 under custodial order. Take her away.“

As they lifted Brigette's Ringer'd frame, Brenda Cunningham burst into the room.

Good God! Are you insane man? You can’t arrest Major Sommes. It's all a horrible mistake!” The arresting officer seemed unmoved.

“We have Vid records of her arranging the abduction with an known procurer, a foreign national. There’s no doubt at all about the charge. The procurer has left the country by means unknown, so the Major will have to stand for the lot.“

Brenda was stunned into silence as they picked up the Ringer'd form then, bending down, she spoke to the rigidly held and incapacitated Brigette.

"Don’t worry! We'll sort it all out Brigette,” she paused as her branked friend made urgent movements with her eye and, following the direction, she saw the assembled Tammy, Bimbo and Blondie watching with wide, scared eyes.

“I'll make sure your pet’s are looked after. The custodial order on Tammy is certain to be withdrawn with the Judge missing.“

Major Sommes sagged into her restraints. At least her treasured pets would be safe.




CHAPTER FIFTEEN - CONVICTED 

The court case took fifteen minutes. After spending a miserable night in one of her own NPG file cabinets, Major Sommes was on her way along the transport rail.

Dejectedly she watched, branked and silenced, as the Vid-film was played back to the court. The Judge overruled defence requests toremove the brank and allow the accused to speak and even the Major was unable to get the decision reversed. Forces more powerful than those she could muster in her own defence were at work here and, as she looked around the courtroom, she understood what she was up against.

In the rear stalls, Judge Loomis and his colleagues were watching the proceedings with undisguised glee. The Judge was almost salivating at the spectacle of Major Sommes’ presented form. Colonel Cunningham had no doubt that judicial comradry was in play, and against that she was powerless. Major Sommes was stripped of rank and sentenced to de-animation for a minimum of 100 years!

The rail carried her out, impotent, silenced, and vulnerable.

But the saga was not to end there. As Brenda rose to leave, shée saw that Judge Loomis had remained seated. As she pondered this, Devlin appeared through the far doors and approached the bench.

“If it please the Court, Gord Industries would like to take possession of the prisoner. This subject has unique qualities we need for testing new training methods.” The officiating Judge peered down at the urbane Devlin Gord and it was obvious from his half smile that this was all part of the charade.

“Permission granted. Miscreant 2844 will be transferred to Gord Industries as soon as documentation is prepared. In the meantime have her de-animated until ready for transfer. We can't risk her accidentally being unbranked and spreading malicious rumours can we?" Devlin bowed to the court and left, flashing a quick smile of triumph in Judge Loomis’ direction as he passed. That was his part completed. Now he only had to wait until the Judge took delivery of a misplaced FT unit and Brigette would be on loan to him any time he wanted. It had always irked him that this voluptuous woman had reserved herself for use by other females all these years. Now she was available for male use whether she liked it or not.

He had yearned to have her in his power, now his dream was coming true!




CHAPTER -SIXTEEN TRAITOR

 Another week passed and the Judge's visit came to an end. As they gathered for the last time in the VIP lounge, Devlin appeared wearing a broad grin.

“Major Sommes—! Sorry, - mean 2844 - was delivered this morning Judge, and I've had her re-animated and kitted out as you requested.” The Judge acknowledged his comrade in skulduggery with a warm smile.

“I'd like to see her before they load. Just to make sure she’s comfortable you understand.” Devlin grinned knowingly and, raising his hand, produced a small remote control unit. With the press of a button he stood aside and looked towards the door.

All eyes swivelled to follow his gaze as a strange, two-foot high, wheeled cone appeared. But it wasn't the cone that riveted attention. It was the vertical object embedded in it and rising from the centre.

Stiffened., silent, horrendously controlled, the erstwhile Major Sommes made her debut in her new role as the Judge's latest toy.

Her descent from arrogant State officer to controlled female object had been engineered with a devotion to detail that bordered on obsession.

As Delany had surmised, the new toy had been immersed in molecular bonding rubber, a coating that was now effectively Brigette's outer skin. She was reduced to an ebony effigy of staggeringly desirable, rubberised curves and valleys. Only the oval of her face remained uncoated. Apparently, in this case the Judge had waived his normal practice of total encapsulation in favour of increased facial expression. He wanted to see every minute detail of his captive's expressions as he exacted his revenge for her perceived, heinous, voyeuristic activities; a self nurtured injustice to himself that smothered the pangs of his own treachery.

The living statue came to a stop in the midst of an admiring gathering and remained rigid and helpless as a detailed inspection began. Only the eyes moved and betrayed that it was anything other than a sculpture's fantasy carving. The steel additions to Major Sommes attire assured that this lack of animation would be a continuing feature. A corset formed the main component of the assembly. Made of stainless dural alloy it crushed her body into hour glass perfection. But this was merely a side function. The main function was to form a base from which to build the remainder of her restraint.

Continuing up behind her achingly back-prayered and similarly steel enmeshed arms, the steel former flowed into a neck stretching posture collar of awesome configuration. From there it continued up the back of the neck before branching into several metal bands that encircled and fixed her head rigidly in position. The broader band passing over the mouth was adorned with a precast moulding of Judge Loomis’ genital assembly, suitably enlarged! This facsimile was held firmly by the steel and plunged deep into Brigette’s wide stretched mouth. The Judge had thought it best she got used to the general configuration of his personal tackle before she took on the real thing!

A glance at the front of the corset revealed an even more interesting sight. Shaped to cradle and squeeze her luscious boobs tightly together, this metal monstrosity held both breasts high, and offered for further attention. That further attention brought hot flushes to all present. Ametal, adjustable, half circle clamp circled the top of both breasts, tightened down excruciatingly, and almost severing the mated orbs from the main body.

Meanwhile, the freshly pierced and ringed, rubber coated nipples were stretched out painfully to mate with a “T" bar jutting out from between the boobs, which itself was screwed into the base metal of the corset.

Travelling downward, feasting eyes noted how the steel corset travelled down to the upper thigh, but was cut away front and rear to expose all the interesting crotch parts. At front was the Judge’s only other concession to total rubberisation, a pair of denuded labial lips jutting provocatively from Brigette's vulnerable crotch.

The lower half oval of steel sheathing travelling under her bottom had some sort of adjuster and was in fact a separate section that ran in sliders situated at each side of the main corset. It was obvious that this section could move upward if required. The pert buttocks of Major Sommes were being squeezed outward like a pair of half pumpkins and, if one prised apart these deliciously proffered nates, it was just possible to see a hook at the back of the corset, connected to the upper section of the buttock opening and buried deeply in her back passage.

It was a magnificently degrading device, forcing her to remain with a severely arched back. ' Inside the lower extremity of the thigh corset, a single flat plate of steel ran between thighs front to back, which then extended down between the legs and vanished into the cone base. To this steel brace, Brigette's rubber sheathed legs were excruciatingly banded at three inch intervals.

Arranged behind the jutting nates were a pair of thin, whippy canes, obviously powered from the base unit.

For several minutes. no-one spoke as they drank in the full spectacle of Major Sommes demise. The whole set-up was a diabolically contrived contraption conceived by two minds that had an intimate insight into the reduction of women to a male pleasure objects.

She couldn't even twitch, let alone relax from the incredibly humiliating posture of surreal sexual fantasy she was forced to adopt. Nor could she resist as they all stooped to inspect the massive dildo arrangement stretching her virgin and recently denuded love nest. She whimpered slightly and a solitary tear rolled down her cheek as searching fingers probed the taut, bulbous mounds of her depilated, overstressed love-lips, her moist eyes begging for mercy as fingers inserted alongside the monster intrusion placed even more tension on her gagged sexual mouth. Most interestingly. the pussy stretching device was connected to a long rod running up from within the cone. Of further interest was the smaller rod attached to her newly ringed and, again, rubber coated clitoris.

Inquiries as to purpose of these attachments and insertions were made, but the inquisitor's were told to wait by the Judge and Devlin Gord who had designed Brigette’s transport mode as a joint effort.

“It just needs a final touch to complete the image,” suggested the Judge. He moved over to the cabinet and returned with some items of clothing. One to be precise, the others were insignia.

major Sommes was powerless to resist and stood stiffly to attention as her officer’s insignia were attached to the shoulders of her rubber coating and her cap placed on rubber enshrouded head. As a final insult, her favourite swagger stick was slid into her tightly clamped armpit. She was complete! Or at least her humiliation was complete. The concealing rubber headpiece would no longer hide her identity. Everyone would know this pitifully presented object was the once proud, strutting commander of SAC-94.

“We'll finish our drinks and then it's time to go I think," advised the Judge. The others looked puzzled. It was at least two hours before the transport left for the hover terminal. The Judge saw their questioning faces and enlightened them as to his thinking.

“It's a nice day so I thought we could walk. I feel like a last look at SAC-94 and the R&D section at Gord Industries; - then we can enjoy a nice stroll through the town. I'm sure Major Sommes won't mind accompanying us. In fact, I think she should lead the way on her farewell tour, don't you?" A muffled wail of horror came from the stiffened object, instantly quelled as the Judge's cock and ball implant reacted to sound and swelled to jaw breaking levels.

“A moment Judge.” Devlin moved to the back of the figure and engaged a small device connected to the ratchet.

The Judge frowned as a clicking sound issued from the mummified Brigette. Even as he watched the pitiful creation arched even further as the hook in its bottom ratcheted tighter and the sliding bum squeezer moved fractionally higher. The stringently controlled figure reacted instantly by straining; - the clicking sounded again and the bulging nates were compressed €VEIl more.

Devlin grinned at the Judge's bemused expression, and explained.

“It's an old idea I pinched from a 20th century car manual of J.L.’s. They used it for self adjusting brakes. The idea was that as wear in the brake shoes became excessive, the brakes adjusted themselves as the pedal was pressed. I've redesigned it so that each time she reacts it tensions the hook even more and moves the bottom shaper higher. Eventually she'll adjust herself into a position where there is no movement at all. It's a no-win situation. Her own involuntary movements will shape her more effectively than we ever could.” The ratchet clicked furiously again even as he spoke and the Judge watched with obvious enthusiasm as her bulging, offered buttocks became even more prominent. Already the hook was reaching staggering levels of tension as Brigette attempted to ease the mounting strain on her elongated bottom hole. The burgeoning discomfort was drawing heavily muted gasps from the human figurine, unaware that it was her own actions that were shaping her. She put an immense effort into a final attempt to escape the hook, and was rewarded with a long series of clicks that left her quivering with the strained configuration of her re-adjusted torso. The re-adjusted buttocks had become monstrously extruded and compressed to shiny, bulging tension.

“That’s better. Wouldn't want that lovely bottom to escape any attention, would we?” Judge Loomis gave the ballooning nates some hearty slaps and was pleased at the interesting way they juddered and reddened. He kneaded the fleshy, defenceless mounds in his strong hands, then noticing the eager looks of others, he stood aside and graciously offered the spongy delights of his latest acquisition for inspection. Five humiliating minutes elapsed as Brigette’s exquisitely inviting bottom was used like a piece of moulding clay by all present. The stroking and patting was bearable, but the pinching, squeezing, poking, prodding and slapping was no fun at all. It was satisfying to note that although the trussed figurine reacted violently to the abuse, barely a ripple showed in the cinched form. The same couldn’t be said for the manipulators of these helplessly offered lobes, all of whom were showing obvious signs of excitement at her inability to prevent their plundering of her shapely, extruded bottom.

With personal pleasures temporarily indulged, the crowd drew back. The Judge, noted for his flair for the theatrical, selected other buttons with a flourish. Devices not operational during her trip from the rigging bay to the VIP lounge were now in circuit and ready for use. Only now would the poncy, stuck-up Major benefit from the combined design excellence of the world's two greatest bondage minds. Such a pity she had no vote on the effectiveness or desirability of these innovations, but then none of the Judge's items of pleasure ever enjoyed that privilege!

The base drive-cone purred into motion and immediately the huge dildo began to power up and down as a cam on the axle of the unit cranked it back and forth. In addition, the rod to the clitoris, also geared to the same unit, began to stretch and release Brigette's sensitive nodule like a piece of elastic. The movement also brought into play the poised canes behind and, at double the speed of the dildo, these began to lash the helplessly offered buttocks with loud, waspish cracks. That in turn produced a further series of clicks from the ratchet as the figurine reacted violently.

The trundling statuette emitted muffled screams for mercy and the Judge's cock and ball device expanded still more. Round and round the room the human marionette circled, her eyes were wet with humiliation as she was mechanically screwed, and at the same time chastised like a naughty child by the stinging canes.

For ten minutes the display continued as the audience watched with lustful thoughts and savoured the impossible dilemma of the bondaged woman. And all the time, Brigette was increasing the level of her own bondage with click after click as she fought to escape the horror of her confinement.

Unashamedly, the delegation officers fingered their superheated, leaking pussies, while Devlin and the Judge grew massive bulges in their trousers. The Judge halted his new toy and, approaching the quivering object, he walked calmly around it several times before coming to a halt, face to face.

“I hope you feel your peeping Tom activities were worth it, because this is a mere foretaste of future events I have planned for you.” He stared triumphantly into Brigette's fearful, pleading eyes and sadistically raising the controller into her line of vision, he put her in motion again as easily as one would start a clockwork toy.

The Judge operated-another control and the watching crowd cheered appreciation as it became obvious that the breast stretching “T" bar was of the telescopic variety and, further more, was also geared to the base unit. It was truly a crotch warming display of juddering, frantically clenching buttocks and strained appendages. Not to mention the slithering slurp of an already drenched dildo as it plundered that helpless mons. The delegation took time finishing their drinks as the trundling figurine continued it's circular travels, all the time providing lust enhancing, erotic background music that comprised endless thwacking and Mmmmphing cries of stifled protest. The gathering were almost disappointed when the Judge steered the exhibit out through the door. After all, it wasn’t every day one got to see a once powerful officer trussed, caned and exhibited in such a devilishly fiendish device.

Even the Judge, who was well versed in the art of humiliating females, had to admit a grudging admiration for a device that was largely the brainchild of the engaging Devlin Gord.

Once in the corridor the entourage stopped and watched in leg wobbling, lustful disbelief as the stiffened, tormented womanthing rumbled off down the passage. It was so satisfying to watch her moving into the distance as a singular, stiffened and abused object. And how it served to impress upon everyone there just how helpless the Major was. Alone and displayed in the most humiliating manner imaginable, she was powerless to prevent her progress as she reached the end of the corridor and entered a training area. The Judge flicked the control to circle mode and they sauntered causally after the out-off-sight motorised female atrocity that was now performing circuits of bay 16. In full view of dozens of sniggering LPG inmates who had once been under her control, Brigette felt the full measure of her crushing humiliation.

It was a long walk, or rather ride, for Brigette. The Judge insisted on stopping at every group of LPGs and offering them the chance to try their hand at driving the former station commander around. All, without exception ,wanted to inspect at close range the massively parted lips of her pussy, or squeeze and fondle her welt marked, glowing buttocks. Nor did the cruelly sculpted boobs go unattended. No-one seemed to miss seeing the long streamers of horribly unwanted love juice drooling from her overheated, overworked pussy. But Brigette could only stand stiffly to attention and pussy-dribble helplessly as they sniggered and mocked. And all without exception seemed to enjoy holding the control within her sight, teasing the start button with a finger before slowly pressing until she recommenced her agonised, trundling progress.

Finally they arrived at the hover terminal where the consular hover jet was waiting. The SAC Centre and R&D Labs had been bad enough but the long trip through jeering, crowd-lined streets was something else.

As a final, cruel touch, the Judge had arranged for Brenda to be at the terminal with Brigette's former possessions. These pets were arranged on three Wheeler's, hooded and blind. The Major thought it best they didn't witness the demise of their former mistress. But the Judge thought differently.

"Remove the hoods! Let them see their beloved mistress now.“

The hoods'were removed as he manoeuvred the statuette around in front of them. The Wheeler'd pets blinked in the light then stared in disbelief at the pathetic article confronting them. All three wept and struggled impotently in the Wheeler clamps as they attempted to escape. It was so cruel to deny them the chance to comfort their sometime, benevolent mistress just one last time. Brigette, in turn, yearned for the sensuous touch of her loyal pets. A lingering memory to cling to in the coming horrors of Loomis Manor!

The Judge smiled evilly and handed the controller to Brenda.

She was ordered to load the rubberised statue.

At first it looked as if she would refuse. But seeing the look in the Judge's eye, Brenda realised that this was just what he wanted. If she refused, there could well be two statues rumbling up the loading ramp and, as she visualised herselfin her friend’s position, she felt the cold chill of fear creep through her.

Unable to look the traumatised Brigette in the eye, she sullenly took the controller and set her friend in motion. Each thwacking cane stroke, each thrusting charge of the dildo, every aching stretch of Brigette's clitoris and breasts were felt almost as much by the reluctant manipulator as she drove the Judge's new play object into the bowels of the Hover transport.

Her heart went out to poor Brigette as proceeded along the brightly lit, crew filled passageways. It seemed an endless journey as Brenda found herself unconsciously keeping in step with the rhythmic thwacks of the canes. Guiltily, she had walked out of range of Brigette's eyes, unable to resist the hot flushes to her twitching pussy as she savoured the exquisite torment and control she had over the suffering woman-thing in front. She knew it was wrong but was powerless to prevent herself enjoying the spectacle. Brenda looked at the control, noting that each button had an accompanying control for variable settings, and that all were at half power.

Temptation is an evil, insidious thing. At first she pushed this knowledge to the back of her mind. But it refused to stay there for long. Hating herself, she felt her thumb caressing the cane control and sensed the burning fire in her crotch increasing.

Before she knew what she was doing, her thumb was rolling the control upward. The teetering, trundling statue emitted several ratcheting clicks as the cane symphony changed note and tempo, pouring increased fire into those beautifully positioned, hemispherical targets. The buttocks bulged more, still flexing madly with rippling muscle effort as they strove to escape the intensifying torment. The thumb rolled again, and the statue responded with more clicks as it involuntarily reacted to the increased onslaught. And the buttocks bulged even further into contact with the source of their suffering.

Brenda was hooked on the drug of pleasure and the total control of another helpless human. The ability to shape, cinch, controland torment another woman at the touch of a button was an irresistible aphrodisiac for the rampant, sadistic tendencies lurking in Brenda’s mind.

Seven, additional, highly enjoyable thumb movements produced seven more increases in tempo and strength. Which in turn produced seven more increasingly excruciating levels of bottom extrusion, bottom hole stretching, and spine arching!

Not to mention the frenzied eye rolling, cheek bulging, facial expressions achieved by each adjustment.

Her loyalty to a friend thrown to the wind, Brenda experimented with another control and watched eagerly as the corset tightened further, and the boob cinching hoop bit ever deeper into those soft orbs. And still the de-personalised toy-thing continued to trundle uninterrupted on its journey. Only a high pitched keening noise escaping around the by now fully expanded cock and ball gag told her that her ex-friend did not approve of her personal, fine tuning of the rig. She responded by ‘expanding the plunging dildo, and increasing the drive-speed ratio in the cone-concealed variable drive unit.

“Be a good girl Brigette or else I'll take you round the long way.“

She was far enough forward now to turn and see the tear-filled eyes fully, at first showing shock, and then pure venom.

Brenda was actually annoyed when they finally reached the end of the journey. She was really enjoying the power she had over this formerly snooty social climber. The relationship of trust and friendship had been snuffed like a candle by the raging lust in her crotch.

She watched as the stowing crew stopped the canes and picked up the effigy. With a practised ease they inverted the human statuette and clamped her base to the deck head. Forlorn and doomed, the inverted 2844 hung stiffly like a huge, monstrously distorted stalactite as she began the long journey Down Under.

Colonel Cunningham gave the woman-thing a last look and turned to go; - only to find that the Judge had seemingly relented and allowed the pets to say goodbye. The three slaves strutted across the holding bay on skyscraper heels, still ensconced in tight, matching basques and with arms now excruciatingly cinched behind them.

Brenda stood back as they approached the inverted effigy and watched, moist eyed, as they began to give Brigette a farewell gift.

For some reason she still felt pity for this gloriously controlled object that had once been her friend.

Tammy took charge of the hugely speared mons and began to massage the abused love-lips with a silky tongue whilst below her two mouths went to work on the tautly stretched nipples.

The stalactite moaned appreciatively. There was a whole world of difference in being brought to orgasm this way, than by the method chosen by the Judge. The busy mouths worked on. Skills learned as her slaves were now used to the full in repayment for her benevolent ownership. Soon Brigette was rippling with pleasure, and blissful orgasm was upon her.

The reactive gag was a reality that couldn’t be removed, and instantly it responded to stifle her groans of ecstasy as she erupted into orgasm.

The massive convulsions could not be denied with the result that the ratchet adjuster gleefully reshaped Brigette’s posterior into a devastating new contour and left her achingly rigid as she pulsed with power. Each additional, unstoppable surge produced a single click as she helplessly continued to ratchet herself tighter and tighter.

“Well done girls. Excellent show!" boomed the Judge's voice from a nearby speaker.

Even this private farewell had been invaded by his Vidvoyeurism.

The event having been shared with the whole delegation, in fact. Not to mention the entire crew watching on close circuit monitors. The Judge always liked to share these little titbits of joy with his workers. It gave job satisfaction and ensured loyalty. ' “Time to go I'm afraid. Sorry to break up this touching reunion but 2844 has work to do. She’s going to provide the in-flight entertainment for the duration!” The girls turned back in horror as the drive motor of the Cone unit purred into life.

The clamping of the base had been designed to leave the drive wheels free to rotate, and now in drive mode, the Captain's self engineered, ultra presented buttocks were fair game to the reactivated canes. The rest of the assembly stayed inactive for SOme reason. ' “Just to keep her warmed up whilst she’s prepared,” boomed the Judge's voice again. Perhaps I should let you stay a while and watch the rest of the arrangements.“

The girls stood rooted to the spot as a rigging crew appeared and began to remove the awesome dildo and the cock and ball gag. Instantly begging, grovelling cries for mercy filled the room: alternately, screaming abuse as Brenda came into view.

“You two faced, snivelling bitch. Just you wait till I get free, I'll have you grovelling for mercy you rotten shit. And you Judge, I'll have you disbarred for this, then it'll be my turn, and God help you when it is!” she screamed at the unseen speakers.

But the Judge just seemed to revel in Brigette's threats and Brenda stood unaffected, safe in the knowledge that the prisoner's threats would never be realised.

Next went the clit and boob stretchers. The ass-hook remained, as did the canes. An adjustment to the posture collar and head clamps left 2844's face staring at the floor with head at ninety degrees to the body. This was followed by placing a two foot long, two inch diameter hollow dildo pole directly below her.

The length, and her distance from the deck, requiring the insertion of the first inch or so into her mouth to facilitate its placement in a vertical position. Pleading calls for mercy were stifled into garbled waffling in a instant. The pole was bolted down.

As two crew attended to this, others were fitting vacuum pulsator cups to each breast, whilst another occupied herself by inserting a massive, electrically powered dildo vibrator into the recently vacated cavity of Brigette's love tube. All the time, the canes kept up their monotonous assault.

The holding bay was filling with rows of seats as more crew arranged the seating for an expected full house. The Judge appeared with two of his assistants and began to explain.

“Our dear Brigette here is going to attempt to learn the art of self control over the next seven hours!” He paused to watch as a pulsing, vacuum stimulator greedily sucked in Brigette's twitching clitoris, milking it with mechanical efficiency. He smiled gleefully and continued with the speech.

“The whole idea is to stimulate the dear lady here to a colossal level, which you might think is jolly decent of me,” he mimicked, in an upper class British accent. “Unfortunately for our dangling friend here, the dildo is also a sensor. The slightest twitch of her pussy muscles in response to the stimulation and our nicely trussed toy will activate the release on her own suspension.“

Silence reined as everyone considered the effect of that. Then the girls’ faces blanched as they visualised the plummeting Captain doing an inverted sword swallowing act with that massive, upward pointing dildo pole. The Judge smiled, pleased that his plan was fully appreciated by the audience, but hastened to reassure them that the victim would not fall over.

“Don’t worry, she'll stay nicely balanced with the pole inside her and, as her lips make contact with the sealing rim at the bottom of the pole, it activates an inflator pump and blows air through the core of the dildo pole. As she pressurises, her body will be forced upward until she uncovers the air release holes six inches up and then she drops again. It's fantastic spectator sport watching a girl being orally shagged like that and the gulping, gurgling sounds as they slide down the pole are most enjoyable!“

The inverted effigy obviously didn't agree as her form seethed with muscle straining efforts to get free, which ceased only when the ratchet admonished her with several more clicks.

“But won't she burst?" asked Brenda. The Judge shook his head and put her mind at rest.

“No! No! The rubber coating gives her whole body far greater tensile strength and the steel corset and posture collar contain all the areas likely to be damaged by possible expansion. She simply can't expand. Our dear Brigette is effectively a living pressure cylinder.” He paused as Brenda absorbed the technical details then glanced around as the off-duty crew began to file in.

“Well, the place will be filling up soon so you'd better leave. We'll activate the 2844 exhibit once the house is full. I'll send you Vid of the event if you like,” he added as an afterthought. Brenda nodded and thanked him before she'd even thought about the fact that it would be her friend as the principal actor!

The Major ushered her tearful and newly acquired trio of pettoys out then, with a twinge of conscience, turned and crossed to the prepared entertainment. Stooping low, she whispered in Brigette's ear.

“Sorry Brigette! Sorry for enjoying this, but you look so delightful. All trussed up like a chicken, - tormented and controlled like a stiff Barbie doll! That Judge is really gifted when it comes to tormenting women. You've been converted into a most exquisitely desirable toy and it's giving me the hots just thinking about what they are going to do to you. You're going to suffer the most awful torment and you can't move a muscle to prevent it. [ get so hot thinking about you being screwed, caned, and inflated; - and with all these people watching as well. It's so diabolically inhuman. Pity you won't be enjoying it though. But then, knowing that makes it all so much more enjoyable for the spectators!“

The stiffened effigy gurgled distorted anger, but was unable to prevent Brenda from giving her buttocks a thorough spanking, carefully timed to compliment the busy canes, and producing a series of snorting blasts of air from the nose of the inverted effigy.

The angry, gagged outburst was considered sufficient to erase any thought of double-cross for Brenda. 2844 had given her the excuse to justify her behaviour by refusing to understand her point of view.

“You're in no position to get angry Brigette, just you behave.“

The Judge nodded approvingly.

“Awoman after my own heart. Never let friendship stand in the way of your own pleasure. Contact me if you ever want a position in Australia. Perhaps I could arrange for you to meet 2844 again.

But then, I doubt you would recognise her after she's been modified to my personal requirements and she certainly won't be returning to England unless someone sends her as freight.” He smiled malevolently, casting his eyes over Brigette's pinioned form and Brenda knew that 2844’s inescapable fate was already decided. Turning towards the Judge, she spoke loudly so as to make sure 2844 overheard.

“She'd look better with some adhesive buttock pads and tensioners pulling sideways to open her up. It makes the canes so much more effective when these toys have their bottom cheeks stretched sideways and the visual impact of being able to see that hook will really enhance the scene. I see there's a spare socket for another cane. Why not line it up with that stretched bottom hole, I'm sure Brigette will appreciate you not leaving that very tender item untouched.” Red faced and breathing heavily, Brenda waited as the Judge considered her suggestion.

“At once. I'll have it done at once Colonel and thank you for the suggestion.” He called a rigging crew member over and ordered the required equipment, at the same time concealing his annoyance for not spotting the potential of this added feature. Within minutes the powerful pads, three to a cheek were attached to Brigette’s juddering, rubber sheathed bottom, positioned carefully so as not to deflect the stinging blows of the canes. A few seconds later the adhesive had taken and would hold to the point of tearing flesh coated rubber. The tensioners were gathered and run round to the steel corset edges then connected and drawn excruciatingly tight. Brenda moved around to a position were she could see the reflected view 0of 2844's face. It was so satisfying to see the helpless fury being directed towards the architect of her increased trauma, the feeling of power it gave to simply alter the captive’'s plight at anytime sent hot flushes through the Colonel's pussy.

Meanwhile, the Judge watched avidly as the luscious globes were spread and dragged sideways, leaving the ¢entral tender crease as a shiny line of bar-taut, rubberised skin. The hook was now in full view. As was the hideously elongated rear opening created by its presence. A change in tone, now a waspish crack, was sufficient to convey the fact that the buttocks were ten times more sensitive with this new configuration. The third cane was slotted in and energised. A few fine adjustments to trajectory had itlanding squarely on the taut crease and tender puckered edges of that nicely exposed sphincter muscle. More clicks sounded from the adjuster as the increased effectiveness of the canes caused 2844 to ratchet herself even tighter. All movement in the inverted object was now almost invisible. The only noticeable effects of the canes were a slight rippling of the surface, franti- cally active eye movements and the high pitched, keening sounds escaping around the pole.

Brenda stared open mouthed at the spectacle. It was inspired.

Everything done to that trussed woman caused her to ratchet up tighter and increase her own suffering. Where would it all end?

She controlled her raging lust and voiced a final, barbed jibe at the object of her intensely pleasurable sensations.

“Looks as if Brigette is really enjoying that,” Brenda mused.

“See Sweetie, [didn't let you down. If hadn't been here the Judge would never have thought of adding those enjoyable accessories.“

Her voice tailed off in a series of barely intelligible gasps as the Judge added his bit.

"Yes! I think she's really getting into the scheme of things now.

I'm sure she’s glad she intruded on my privacy now, she must be really having fun. Anything else I can do for you?” enquired the Judge turning his back on the figurine. Brenda thought before asking a question that had been niggling at her.

“How long do they normally last before they drop?” she asked.

It was the Judge's turn to think now.

“I think the record was by a Canadian femlon who had the temerity to rebuff me. She dropped after five hours, I think. But in this case I have no idea. The new configuration with D.G.'s corset arrangement and your own input have never been tested before. I won a lot of bets on that Canadian if I remember correctly. I wonder if I can repeat it with 2844?7” He paused as Brenda's eyes showed lack of understanding, so elaborated for her benefit.

“The audience place bets on the exhibit's endurance.“

But even as he was speaking, Brenda paled as she worked out that even if 2844 lasted as long as the record holder, she would still suffer at least two hours of mouth fucking before they docked in Australia! In a shaky voice trembling with emotion, she asked the Judge a favour in tones that were easily overheard by the twitching exhibit.

“Would you put a little bet on for me Judge? Say £10,000 for one hour thirty minutes? I don't think she’ll last longer than that the way she's set up.” Her eyes darted back to the endlessly suffering figure behind the his back.

The Judge snapped his fingers and placed the bet as a betting official arrived.

“And $50,000 for me as well, I think. I'll bow to your superior, female intuition,” the Judge smiled laconically.




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN - ANYONE FOR GOLF 

The listening object of their sporting bravado seethed with impotent anger as her closest friend blatantly wagered money against her impossibly tormented colleague’s durability.

“By the way Judge. What happened to the Canadian in the end?” The Judge smiled, obviously pleased at the memory of the Canadian woman's final performance.

“I'believe she's number three hole on my private golf-course at Galston. Or was it number ten? It’s difficult to remember really.

They all look the same once they're installed. Do you play golf Colonel?” Brenda nodded.

“Then you really must come out and play a round with me sometime. I promise you it will be the most rewarding of games, win or lose. In fact, we have to replace one hole and an LPG we acquired this trip is ideal for the job. Look, over there!“

Brenda followed his finger and gasped as she saw the replacement.

The only visible female parts were the perfectly circular pink pussy lips stretched around a metal cup. The device had been inserted and fixed so as to leave a regulation size cup for use on all PGA approved greens. The rest of the girl was doubled and cast into some sort of cylindrical mould with her pussy pointing vertically upward. All around the cup and its living receptacle was a lawn of synthetic grass.

The Judge explained.

“We simply lift out the defunct hole and slide in the new cylinder tillit's flush with the ground. They last about three years before we have to replace them. The cylinder has full life support systems built in. It converts food from the normal manure used on the rest of the green and feeds her a supplement.“

Brenda almost swooned with the rush of lust to her groin as she realised that at this very moment in that distant land, eighteen pussies were looking at the stars, whilst their owners resided in excruciatingly effective underground prisons. As the Judge went on to explain, the only highlight in their life was when someone holed a ball. It was their allotted task to eject the ball by violently contracting the abdomen and causing a jet of pressurised wombair to blast through a small unseen hole in the bottom of the cup.

The Judge's electronically tagged balls were left alone. A violent shock discharge by the ball on contact with the metal cup warned the girl of dire consequences if she ejected his ball.

This was probably why he always won. But then the Judge was that sort of man. It just wasn't in him to lose at anything.

“They have many other special qualities of course, but I'll not spoil your game by telling you in advance. Far better to have a nice surprise. Of course, there's always the mini course at Loomis Manor, but that's an entirely different story as you will see.” He smiled charmingly and for a second Brenda felt that chill run through her as their eyes locked.

The Judge and the Colonel hands. Brenda turned to leave. Her gait, however, was strange due to the fact that she was having trouble controlling the spasms of searing pleasure in her crotch.

She’d have given a year's pay just to stay and watch the performance of 2844, as well as seeing more of the Judge's purchases. But duty called. The pets had to be serviced or they would go stale on her. But never mind. The Vid, when it came, would provide endless hours of enjoyment.

Watching her retreating figure, Judge Loomis idly envisaged the Colonel in a similar set up and he made a mental note to consider that possibility at a later date. Her slightly fuller, more rounded and resilient figure offered interesting possibilities for re-shaping not possible with Brigette's slimmer, more muscled 148 Brigette’s Big Mistake figure. Perhaps some sort of genetically altered format. Those broad shoulders could easily encompass a 70 or 80 inch restructured bust. He pondered the feasibility of such a desirably altered figure as she left the room, then turned briskly back to the task in hand.

Right now he had this new product of inspired design to test.

And the Judge was not one for being a sloppy worker. It was time to torment his delicious victim with a little verbal teasing, a skill he had always excelled at.




CHAPTER EIGHTEEN - THE TESTING OF 2844

 “Just a little longer 2844. Be patient, let the hall fill up. We must make sure you don't waste your effort on half an audience, don’t you agree? Oh! by the way, just thought you'd like to know, D.G. has offered to complete your deal. He's sending the twenty Fish-Fems next week.” The eyes mirrored by the polished steel floor glared hatred at him in answer. “I knew you'd be pleased that I wasn't going to lose out.” He looked back to the hall and noted that the last seat had just been taken, and standing room was no longer available.

“Oh! dear, we may have to run a second show to make sure everyone gets to see you at work.” His mocking tone knifed into the helpless woman. Unfortunately, she couldn't see his face, which was a picture of smug satisfaction as he reached out and fingered the control.

“Time to start you up 2844. Make sure you give us a good show, won't you.“

_The eyes pleaded pitifully as the Judge came into reflected view but he deliberately misinterpreted their message.

“I told you to be patient! I want to be sitting down, nice and comfortable, before I switch you on.“

He patted the upturned, tautly stretched, dildo suckling bulge of her mons as a contemptuous gesture of comfort, enjoying the fact that touching this very same item three days ago would have resulted in his arrest. Now this beautifully formed virgin piece of pussy was his to pat, pinch, squeeze, fondle, abuse or use as he saw fit. Brigette Sommes smooth, denuded pussy twitched and tensed involuntarily at this uninvited attention.

With a final, powerful squeeze of her dildo sucking sex mouth, the Judge vanished from her field of vision, his parting gesture aderisory laugh as he retreated to his reserved place in the front row.

As he placed himself in a comfortable chair immediately below the aerial display, The Judge’s reclining figure came back into 2844's view. With a feeling of dread, Brigette saw a look of expectant glee on the steely face as he reached for the controller.

Already her recently fondled pussy was bubbling with feeling.

His words time to start you upand switch on my new toy all served to bring home to the inverted, pendant captive, the Judge's perception of herself. She was just an object. A living machine that could be turned on and off like a light. Just a lump of helpless, hormone stimulator. A device to ensure that his penis reached maximum inflation and maintain it at pleasurably pulsating levels for as long as possible.

There was no thought of the effects on the female core of his latest phallic erection gadget. Such thoughts were irrelevant so long as it performed effectively! And Phallic-Erection-Device- 2844 had no choice but to perform effectively. Devlin Gord had reduced her to an erection generator. All that was required was to throw the switch and the Judge's prick would stand to attention whilst she remained an obtuse object of mental masturbation.

It was this realisation that began to fan her latent masochistic ember into a roaring wall of flame. Already it was spreading out of control across her nether regions. And the knowledge of how her stiffened, ultra shaped, displayed and rigidly contained body was going to be used to transmit pulsing waves of energy to his manhood simply added petrol to the inferno. She saw the Judge's finger move and a silent, expectant hush fell on the watching multitude. There was a faint click as he switched it on, followed by wave of excited babble as the performance began.

Instantly hormone stimulator 2844 felt the devilishly effective vacuum cups begin to suckle her boobs in an undeniably sensuous fashion. Her breasts swelled tightly, enormously, painfully into the cups, sealing all but the tiny radial grooves which prevented perfect vacuum. Nipples were drawn into the connecting pipes, fluttering and stretching madly in the airflow maintained by the deliberate leakage grooves. The endlessly thrusting dildo began to vibrate, churning her copious vaginal secretions to foam and her pussy longed to react. Oh God! She'd only been activated a for few seconds and the stimulation was horrendous.

She cried! She begged! She pleaded around the invading oral pole as the vibrating monster in her crotch pumped remorselessly in her gripping pussy. If only they would unband her legs and allow her to open up; to ease the pressure she was forced to exert with those lips of lust.

But the audience just laughed and jeered, some openly masturbating at the sight of her jouncing, magnificently extruded rump as it clenched and jiggled under the waspish, inescapable onslaught of the canes. She tried to protect her burning anal ring from the fiery, central cane as the Judge increased the force to maximum but Brenda's traitorous suggestion held her nates stretched taut and wide. A hideously vulnerable and perfectly shaped drum-skin upon which to play a symphony of erotic notes for the appreciative audience. ' 2844’s garbled entreaties rose dramatically in volume. Already she had capitulated to the Judge's perception of her new role in life.

“Switch me off! Please deactivate me.” The actual words were almost unintelligible due to the mouth distorting pole but everyone knew that 2844 had accepted her fate as an object. The phrase Switch Me Off was highly significant. Switch it off, would be a reference to the driving machine, an attached device causing her torment. But her choice of words meant that she already considered herselfas the object controlled by the switch.

In the audience, women officers found themselves unable to remain aloof in the face of this fellow female officer’s reduction to a switchable ‘thing. Rising from their seats, they dropped skirts and bent over chair backs. Summoning recently purchased, duty-free LPGs, they instructed them to kneel and orally service their dripping, lust-lubricated pussies as they watched the show.

It took 2844 intense concentration to suppress the natural desire to clench her oozing sex-channel. Inconceivably powerful stimulation was flooding her whole body with massive waves of tempting feeling. Oh God! If only she could indulge the onslaught with a few pulses of her pubic muscles; release the storm of uncontrollable lust boiling in her superheated love nest.

Now the clitoral leech, previously left at minimal vacuum to maintain its emplacement, suddenly increased to a mindbending suction. It stretched and. fluttered the nodule in a similarly devilish airflow to the one milking her erotically exploding boobs. Almost with the twang of an elastic band, it released its grip then immediately retrieved the retreating finger of clitoral lechery for a repeat performance. Rivulets of surplus love juice began to well from her mentally constrained dildo socket, bubbling out and then coursing in hot, viscous streams down her inverted torso. The streams diverged upon reaching her vacuum pulsing breasts. Running out to tube encased, fluttering nipple tips, the gluey tendrils of her uncontrollable lust were flicked off in globules as the suction cups vigorously worked their ceaseless manipulation.

2844 sweated and strained, her efforts earning herself a few more clicks of the ratchet. Even this added fuel to the fire with a powerful reminder that she would be reduced and shaped more and more as time passed by. And still she strained against the leg banding; the crushing arm bondage that held her so effortlessly whilst every stroke of the canes brought fresh ripples of fiery torment to her burning, cruelly sculpted bottom.

The minutes flowed into an hour, and the excited hubbub of the packed hall rose as the betting reached fever pitch. 2844 was 154 Brigette’s Big Mistake a mass of glistening, sweat drenched, muscle flickering activity.

The distorted entreaties for mercy had become automatic utterances of a doomed woman. Her own trickling love juices, sucked in under the edges of her breast cups and now adding a diabolically sensuous, slithering manipulation that was impossible to ignore. Panting and gasping as she strove to control the searing heat in her crotch, 2844 cast her eyes towards the reflected image of her tormentor in a last desperate plea for mercy.

It was an act of folly that proved to be her final undoing. For a split second her mirror view of the hall revealed the Judge sitting unashamedly with a monstrous erection bulging his trousers and a hugely satisfied smirk on his face.

It was the sight of herself that had produced it. He had succeeded in converting her to a mindless, gorgeously shaped and controlled object of tormented fantasy. She had erected his hated penis simply by demonstrating her inability to resist; to be completely controllable in her present horrendously fatigued suffering form. In that split second, it also occurred to her that it was only a matter of time before her body was forced to play host to one of his erections in one or the other of her three available body cavities. That realisation was enough to bring about the loss of her only remaining morsel of bodily control.

Almost without conscious thought, her pussy pulsed with massive contractions of long suppressed, masochistic pleasure.

The Judge had succeeded in removing even that most personal intimate choice. He had induced her to give up the right to orgasm when she chose. From now on she would orgasm when he decided.

She felt a jerk through the soles of her cone-bonded feet followed by a sensation of falling. Micro-seconds later, the pole in her mouth began to grow as it forcible drove into her throat.

She resisted and clamped her jaw, but the polished steel offered no purchase. Inexorably, 2844 slid down the dildo pole as the tip burrowed past her throat and deep into her body, the roar from the audience growing louder as her mouth steadily engulfed the entire pole. Inexorably, she approached the pad. Contact with the pad triggered the time recorder for all betting, so that instant of first contact was important.

The cheer rose to a wild shouting as her lips made contact.

2844 settled fully onto the lip seal and completed the conversion from stalactite to stalagmite. A hideously speared and stiffened effigy growing out of the floor.

Instantly, a gush of air began to pressurise her torso, steadily increasing until she was sure she would burst.

The games master read out the time.

“One hour, twenty-nine minutes, fifteen seconds. Under the two minute rule, all bets eighty-nine to ninety one minutes are valid.“

2844 almost screamed with rage as she realised that Brenda had just earned a small fortune at her expense. The callous, back-stabbing bitch would really suffer if she ever got out of this mess!

The pressure continued to build. Then came the rise. Slowly.

- Oh so slowly her trussed form rose as her blubbering lips slid gradually up the pole. A loud hiss, the sensation of air blasting sideways from the exhaust holes, and she was plunging down her oral guide shaft again.

A steady cycle of inflation and deflation, up and down began.

Like a giant, erotically shaped piston, Brigette Sommes settled to a steady, pulsing stroke.

The hours passed and the hall gradually emptied of sexually drained spectators but still the tormented object continued its performance. Only the Judge remained. Alone and savouring every stroke, he drank in the heady sight of this new toy's torment. Then, rising, he placed the controller below her form so that she could see it. See but never reach! The switch that would turn her off remained an unattainable goal for the object it controlled. 2844 watched the switch advance and recede as she continued her endless pogo-stick performance. So near and yet so far.

She screamed and begged for someone to switch her off, but no-one came. Then she understood his intention. He wanted her to concentrate on that switch, to understand how controllable she was. That tiny little switch held the power to show mercy and end her suffering, or simply maintain her in a constant state of oscillating torment. He wanted her to realise that she was an insignificant component in his arsenal of pleasure toys.

Defiant to the end, 2844 strained mightily to break free, but instead was rewarded with the final four notches on the adjuster clicking loudly. Now the thrusting, bursting bottom-lobes were in even more positive contact with those attacking canes and the taut skin surface stretched to infinitely more sensitive levels of torment. All movement was now denied her. She was as rigidly shaped and contained as if cast in plaster. The little switch lay unconcerned as if mocking her futile effort and stubbornly stayed in the on position as she pumped steadily on her oral shaft.

But at least the tormented Brigette could now indulge herself in strenuous, pussy flexing activity. This in itself providing a bonus for the Judge. It was so satisfying for him to watch this endless display of reciprocating, mindless orgasmic torment. To savour the juddering cane lashed buttocks and listen to the steady pulse of vacuum abused breasts. A most enjoyable pastime. For the Judge!

The Judge accepted a fresh glass of wine from a dispenser LPG, a gift from Devlin Gord. He sat slowly sipping as a frown creased his forehead. Absent-mindedly, he stared at the rich liquid in the glass, his eyes occasionally straying to the pogoing effigy. Then, as if a dawning of inspiration was taking place, the frown faded and a look of malicious intent was directed at the object of his pleasure.

A plan for the most diabolically humiliating use of this new acquisition had crystallised and taken shape in his mind.

He had been searching for a format that would be visible virtually every minute of the day. A use that would reduce Brigette to the most horrendously humiliated female object ever devised. A helpless, living thing to be mocked by his guests, savoured by himself, and yet incapable of escape. Above all, he wanted an object of useful, yet valueless purpose. Something that no-one would normally give a second glance. Yet it had to be an item that would bring crushing humiliation to the woman being used as the raw material for its construction. He eyed the totally ratcheted, totally controlled, super-trussed female pogostick before him, and knew she would make the perfect raw material.

Picking up a nearby Interlink-Vid, he contacted the re-structuring unit at the Bell-Dixon Laboratories and booked 2844 in.

Only the most well equipped facility, armed with the documents supplied by D.G on advanced techniques, would be able to provide the finished product he had in mind.

The Judge cursed as he lost control and made a sticky mess but then, given the vision he saw and describing it in detail to that distant medic, it was understandable.

He stayed until the hover jet was only minutes from docking.

Five hours thirty minutes of gurgling mouth screwing torment had been endured by 2844 when he finally approached her form.

Carefully sliding his hand between the flashing canes, he stopped the central device and wormed an exploratory finger into the cruelly slotted rectum. Enjoying his freedom to basically bum-rape this formally inaccessible officer, he toyed with the sensitive inside of her rear passage as the remaining canes continued their work.

It was so nice to feel the jerking, muscular contractions of each stinging blow from the inside, and savour the helpless rise and fall of her quivering, stringently bound body. The reversing pressure from her oral inflation was even affecting her rear tunnel, to the extent that he could feel the walls of the anal tube bulging slightly as she began each upward stroke. It gave a far better insight into the contained and barely visible retribution this bitch was enduring.

He ran his hand slowly over the banded thighs and lower legs, thrilling at the rippling muscle effort, cruelly contained by his personal choice of restraints, and was amazed to discover that she still had the energy to struggle for freedom.

The tired but still erect monster in his trousers re-hardened to a quivering, lustful shaft of pleasure and he ran his hand down to the sideways-tensioned globes of Brigette's magnificently extruded bottom. The massive surges of painfully orchestrated energy passing through these delightful objects was pure, searing, lustful nectar for the Judge.

He savoured the impotent reactions of these quivering, abused pleasure things for several minutes as they tried to avoid the relentless assault of the canes then, reaching up, held the cone encased feet down, pressurising the sliding, pneumatically controlled female cylinder to a far higher level as it fought to raise this additional burden. He waited until escaping air hissed from Brigette's blubbering lips then removed the restraining hand, laughing as she shot almost a foot higher before returning to the base.

His manhood threatened to split its overstressed skin casing as he considered the effects on the moving part of the whole contraption. This superbly presented, ultra controlled bitch may yet prove to be his most exciting project to-date. A thought that fed even more pleasure to his groin when considering what she had been only a few short days ago.

He called for an assistant and brought the pumping figurine to a halt. Minutes later a fifty pound weight had been clamped around the banded calves and a much larger diameter pole had replaced the original mouth stretching shaft.

The effect was immediately obvious as pressurised cheeks bulged to bursting point under the massive force needed to lift her increased body mass. But far worse was the adhesivebonded, thin steel band now encircling her lips and squeezing them on to the shiny surface of the shaft. 2844 had been hermetically sealed.

A true pneumatic cylinder in the fullest sense, complete with a novel and sensuously pouting, sliding seal that ensured virtually silent operation.

Turning the air supply valve, the Judge stopped the device with the upward cycling Captain at mid stroke, suspending her in mid flight on the column of compressed air in her body. Kneeling, he inspected the bloated cheeks closely. Prodding and squeezing produced a series of MMuuuphing sounds that hardly conveyed 2844's extreme dissatisfaction with the procedure but the lips stayed firmly in contact with the pole forming a perfect, flexible, self-sealing ring.

For a while he toyed with these nicely inflated jowls. A squeeze increased the pressure slightly resulting in the trussed woman rising higher on the internal column of supporting air. Alternatively, pressing her form downward expanded the cheeks even more. They were more like the surface of an over-inflated balloon than the cheeks of a beautiful woman and flicking them even produced that similar, thunking sound.

The Judge was worried that the cheeks might be unable to contain the pressure and had the device modified. Two more bands were fitted that bisected the cheeks and encircled the head.

A flicked switch, a faint hiss of pressurised air, the MMmmuuph! of reinflated displeasure and the reciprocating toy obediently resumed its performance. The cheeks, although still bulging, were reduced to several smaller ridged protrusions, which being smaller in area would ensure sustainable levels of operation without damage.

"Enjoying yourself 28447?" The tightly trussed female cylinder continued its face bulging operation without interruption to the pulsing hiss of cyclic operation. With her lips sealed and the adjuster shaping her to maximum setting, any response was a luxury denied the helpless captive.

Oh! good, I'm so glad,” he responded when the object was unable to show any sign of response. “Because this is nothing compared to your next assignment. But I'm not a vindictive man, soI'll just let you have this last bit of enjoyment whilst we attend to other things.“

Brigette seethed and boiled with impotent rage but was denied any means to vent it on her mocking tormentor, or for that matter to influence the duration of her continued performance. The Judge remained a while longer having replaced his finger in the tight rear hole of his toy, luxuriating in the feel of her hot, internal tube.

Realising that his glass had been replenished, he looked thoughtfully towards 2844's exotically offered bottom and ,Scooped the glass from the nearby table. Inserting the second finger of his bum-raping hand, he spread the buried digits, and with some effort managed to force open the warm, already tautly stretched and deformed slot of her bottom. Positioning the glass above the oscillating hole, he carefully poured the contents into the warm, fleshy tunnel. For a while he watched as the human receptacle sloshed the brimming contents with its enforced movement, and then smiled thoughtfully as the wine slowly drained away and vanished deep into 2844's dark interior.

Removing his fingers, he gloated over the way that taut, hookdeformed orifice snapped shut like the lid of a kitchen foot-bin, nodding slowly to himself as if the whole thing had been a successful experiment.

Reactivating the third cane, he turned all the vacuum units to full power, and with a final squeeze of her dribbling pussy, he was gone. The hallwas silent save for the steady, pulsing rhythm of exhausting air, cracking of canes and groaning, stifled pleas.

It would be another hour before the rigging crew came to dismantle the in-flight entertainment. Other more important items had to be unloaded or attended to first, There was the Judge's personal furniture, documents, empty catering units. In fact, almost everything came before a simple piece of in-flight entertainment that had fulfilled its function.

Brigette tried to turn her thoughts away from the horror of her present predicament and realising that she would never be free again, it occurred to her that she could never win the unequal battle with her new owner. But then, perhaps there was a way to win. He would always control her like a mindless toy. But perhaps if she indulged that newly found, secret masochistic pleasure of being a controlled object, she could learn to enjoy whatever he did to her. Was it possible to adapt her body to endure and actually enjoy being used like this? Only time would tell, but then time was a commodity she had in abundance.

Had she known of the Judge's conversation with the assistant she would not have been so confident.

“Increase the weight on 2844 to one hundred pounds will you, and turn up the pressure till she reaches the cyclic rate of thirty strokes a minute.” Then the Judge remembered the bulging inner walls of the anal tube.

"Oh! and you'd better fit a large butt plug as well. Slip it in alongside the hook and make sure you use one of those with the rubber-toothed ring clamps. Wouldn't want our toy to turn inside out, would we?“

The assistant saluted and the Judge made his way to the disembarking point whistling cheerfully as he visualised the cheek bulging, wide-eyed, rapidly pogoing response to his latest orders. He would like to have stayed but there was a silently waiting mouth at Loomis Manor that would be eager to service his rock hard erection. Better to have his manhood sheathed in active, oral female tissue and watch the whole thing on the Vidlink.

Before he disembarked he really must remember to ensure the crew were delayed with plenty of trivial tasks for at least a couple of hours. Couldn’t have them getting around to 2844 too quickly. The Captain had to feel the full measure of his retribution.

Two hours at body bulging pressure and lifting that weight should suffice to appraise her of his extreme displeasure. And the increase in speed should provide pleasing, enormously exaggerated bouncing effects in those nicely ballooned boobs and buttocks. Effects that could be studied from afar as he relaxed with an attentive mouth around his raging erection!




CHAPTER NINETEEN - THE MAJOR GOES VISITING

Colonel Brenda Cunningham had watched the passage of the Consular hover jet from the comfort of her offshore office at SAC- 94. It was hard to believe that deep in its interior her sometime friend was in the process of providing such mind-bending entertainment. In a way she was sorry she hadn't taken up the Judge’s offer to emigrate on the spot. The activities at SAC-94 would seem mundane after sampling the delights conjured up by one of the world's greatest bondage inventors. But at least she had met his British counterpart.

Her mind moved on to Devlin Gord. Obviously a man with talents that at least equalled if not surpassed the Judge's own prodigious capabilities. Her musing was interrupted in late afternoon by the Vid-com beeper and, reaching out, she disabled the privacy button.

“Hi! - Brenda, it's me D.G.” Brenda turned full face to the screen, her attention instantly directed towards the bearer of that name.

“I was just thinking that you must be feeling a bit lonely, what with Major Sommes gone and after all that excitement at Gord Industries. Fancy coming over to my place for a drink, or even a week-end if you like? Of course, if you're busy with the new pets I'll understand if you can't manage it.“

Brenda's eyes flicked to the four black rubber female effigies hanging neatly in the recently extended pet storage cubicle space. She'd had them sheathed and connected as soon as they had got home. Pets who were mourning the loss of their mistress were of little use to herself and her own 187 seemed to have been infected by the sadness of her new company.

“No, I'm doing nothing at the moment. Do me good to get out of this place for couple of days. When do you want me to come round?” Devlin seemed pleased and indicated that she could leave straight away.

“You know the way, do you?” Brenda affirmed that she did. It was doubtful that anyone within a three hundred mile radius didn’t know of his imposing, twentieth century mansion sited high in the Welsh mountains.

Custom built by the great J. L. Gord to indulge his passion for entrammelled femininity, this monument to the control of the female gender had become a place of pilgrimage for every normal, hot blooded male. Or, for that matter, any female fortunate enough to be immune from state control.

After the brief conversation, Brenda flicked off the Vid-com and prepared to leave. Passing the four pendant, silent pets, she selected pleasure mode on the control station and initiated the sequence that would guarantee that each of them experienced endless, unavoidable stimulation until she returned. As Devlin had invited her for the week-end, it looked as if the four were going to be very tired when she got back and during her absence they would have little opportunity to dwell on the recent departure of their previous owner.

She watched as the four, silent cocoons of ultra strapped and mechanically invaded femineity began to squirm and writhe like awakening chrysalises, adjusting the controls upward until a suitably crotch warming level of animation was reached then locked the controls on auto. With an afterthought she paused as she was closing the door and engaged the auto feed and waste disposal mode as well. The door closed, and Major Cunningham spun the combination dial on her pet safe. Once enclosed in that 4" thick, dural steel cubicle, her treasured new possessions were safe from fire, theft and, of course, escape.

Making her way to the kitchens, Brenda supervised the trussing, folding and packing of the fem-staff into their individual safe-cubes and checked each 3 foot cube herself once they were closed and locked. Dismissing the two male butlers, she surveyed the six silent cubes with relish. The kitchen staff had produced some mediocre fare in the past weeks.

Aweek-end spent folded and squeezed into those claustrophobic confines, trussed and filled with raging vibrators should suffice to create a new urge to please their boss. From the outside, the cubes looked positively palatial in size, but given the thick steel and a further thick sound insulation, the inmates were in tight contact with all four walls of their confinement and maintained in a compressed ball of intense misery.

An almost inaudible, mewing plea percolated through the thick steel of one of the safes, but the kitchen was devoid of anyone who could hear. Brenda had already gone.

Devlin Gord had told her not to bother packing clothes as there were plenty at the mansion for her to try and knowing of the 500 year old collection he maintained, she could scarcely contain her excitement at the prospect of clothing herselfin costumes owned and worn by some of the world's greatest Domitrixes.

It took an hour to cover the three hundred and sixteen miles and as the sun was settling on the horizon, Brenda found herself facing the impressive wrought iron gates of the House of Gord.

Emblazoned on each huge gate was the family coat of arms.

Huge, gilt affairs that glowed in the sun’s dying rays and clearly pronounced the family motto. Mulierositas In Funis Extenitus - Obsessed with women in tight rope.

Brenda smiled to herself. J.L. and the following generations of his family had somewhat outgrown that motto. Rope was rarely used as a bondage control medium in the modern era. As a result of that great founder’s experimentation in ultra bondage gadgets, the motto had become obsolete long before his death early in the second millennium.

The huge gates swung open as automatic sensors detected her hover-car security transmission code and, whispering quietly, the car sped up the mile long drive. The drive in itself was worth seeing.

Lined with ancient, carefully crafted oak trees, it formed a surreal avenue of beautifully shaped trunks. Each one engineered to form the outlines of a naked, nubile female posed stiffly at attention with the spreading boughs and foliage forming a sculpted crown resembling the hair of these horticultural fiftyfoot high maidens. J.L, whilst unashamedly enjoying the fruits of binding and controlling females, was nonetheless a worshipper of women in any form. In fact, it was rumoured that his final resting place in the family crypt was a female shaped coffin manufactured in sheet gold!

He had allowed the object of his torment to win the final battle and incarcerate him for ever. Perhaps it had been a sort of guilty, self administered punishment to atone for his lifetime work of extracting pleasure from helpless women. Or alternatively, as some had speculated, a desire to become one of these fabulous creatures. No-one would ever know for sure because the last allfemale government had allowed his private library to be ransacked and destroyed. They had turned a blind eye to the marauding mob of self-righteous bigots who had stormed this bastion of male control late in the year 2117. Nor had they even bothered to prosecute those responsible for burning tons of private notes and collectors items from down the ages. Fortunately, the bulk of J.L.’s endowment to future generations had remained undisturbed in the impenetrable vault of Gord Mansion.

Brenda arrived at the mansion’s main entrance and immediately her car was surrounded by a smart female staff waiting to attend to her needs.

In all, twelve members of staff were there to greet her. One male and eleven obviously female. Selected for their beauty, the maids stood resplendent in their neat uniforms. High heeled thigh boots, net tights, ultra waspy waist cinchers, hooded and silenced by huge, integral expando-gags.

167 Brigette’s Big Mistake With the exception of the male Butler, none of the maids had arms. Obviously a product of Devlin's genetic engineering.

Instead, they were equipped with moulded yokes that sat firmly on their shoulders and curved upward to form strict posture collars. The yokes provided the facility surrendered by their missing upper limbs. Each yoke was fitted with dangling hooks or baskets to carry any luggage a guest may bring. Two of the maids were styled for different usage in that they were responsible for transporting the guest into the house.

Clamped rigidly together, they stood separated by the comfortable, velour padded seat between them. The clamping was achieved by full, body-forming corsets in polished steel which grew from each side of the chair. These corsets continued upward into posture collars before forming a fully metallised helmet that left both women with metal facsimiles for heads.

Breather holes under their noses formed the only aperture in the helmets.

At first Brenda was unable to see how they could be steered but as she looked to the lower half of the assembly, it became apparent.

The fem-chair units had seamed net tights visible down to the feet, unlike their general purpose counterparts. Feet were encased in super high heeled, patent black stilettos. It was an arrangement that allowed the full impact of their pert bottoms, athletic thighs and curving, stiletto sculpted calves to be appreciated.

But it was the denuded and massively invaded sex-lips that gave a clue to the mode of steering,.

Each love nest had a huge dildo inserted and fixed in position, complete with thin wires running down to the footrest of the chair. A glance at the footrest was sufficient to confirm that steering was achieved by foot pedals. A press on the right pedal sent powerful, stinging shocks deep into the love tube of the left power unit which induced her to speed up and end the torment.

The increased speed would swing the whole contraption to the right as the ungoaded right-hand woman maintained the same pace. The same applied in reverse if the left pedal was depressed.

It was a simple but extremely effective mode of transport.

Pressing both feet together would obviously provide acceleration in a straight line.

Brenda alighted her car and settled into the comfortable seat but, as she was about to move off, she was halted by the Butler.

“Would Madame care to take in the other maids while I park the car?“

Brenda nodded, a little puzzled as to how she would control the chair and nine maids at the same time. As she watched, it quickly became apparent that problem would be easily resolved.

The Butler quickly ordered the maids into line behind her and a minute later, all nine were connected via nipple rings and chains to the posture collar of the maid in front. A single chain was then run between the avenue of legs and swiftly connected to ringed clitorises. With the column then connected to the back of Brenda's chair, the Butler gave the all clear to move off.

Brenda eased down on the two pedals simultaneously and felt the chair move off. Behind her there were several muted gasps as some of the following maids were caught unawares but both Brenda and her chair power units ignored the discomforts of the towed maids. From the point of view of a chair-fem, the others could look after themselves! They had no choice but to perform as directed or suffer painful bursts of electrical energy pulsing through their sensitive love channels. The maids behind must follow their lead or be jerked unmercifully into motion by painfully stretched nipples and clitorises.

The chair and its train of maids soon settled at a steady jog, clip-clopping along the flagstone pathway leading to the impressive main door of Gord Mansion.

Relaxing in the comfort of the sumptuously upholstered chair, Brenda had time to enjoy the unique sensation of bouncing movement provided by the exertions of her female powered conveyance. She looked sideways and felt a thrill run through her crotch as she watched the extruded, freely bouncing breasts of these well endowed women. With typical attention to detail, Devlin had made sure that such delights were not unadorned.

Small brass weights attached to nipple rings ensured that the animated mammaries were not idle in their movement. The brass weights were wildly jerking and swinging with obviously effective results. Short, keening gasps of breath from the nostril holes of her power units each time they jerked were proof of the effect on those sensitive nodules. Brenda smiled to herself and settled back further to enjoy the ride. Her hands slid out over the arms of the chair and, cupping a hard working buttock lobe of each Fem-Chair, she revelled in the flexing, muscular animation of those net encased delights. Reaching further, she slid her hands into the warm recess between the nates and felt hot flushes racing through her body as her hands were massaged in a pair of mincing, fleshy vises.

Idly she explored the cleft, her thumb striking something hard where there should have been a tight, anal rosebud. Only then did she realise that her Fem-Chairs were rectally plugged with the most massive devices she had ever witnessed. Devlin Gord left no stone unturned, that was for certain. It boded well for the visit. The House of Gord looked like providing a most interesting week-end retreat to help her over the loss of that fabulously controlled figurine, Brigette Sommes. It occurred to her that by now the suffering dupe would be almost at her destination, and somewhat closer to her bleak and testing future at Loomis Manor.




CHAPTER TWENTY - GAME, SET AND MATCH 

Twelve thousand miles away, a hissing, bulging, female shaped cylinder had just reached full speed and was stroking at 30 strokes a minute despite the massive weight clamped around its ankle configuration. A gleeful Judge watched avidly as the Vid-com relayed graphic details of all the wondrously animated orbs of womanhood, now bouncing painfully with each change in direction. The rear, rubber sheathed bottom lobes were also exhibiting a juddering, twitching animation, which was quite unique as a result of the attentive canes. He zoomed in on those beautifully extruded, fleshy targets and sniggered to himself.

2844 was going to prefer standing for a long time after having her saucy, formerly unavailable bottom so thoroughly and effectively tenderised. A quick zooming of the camera produced a close up treat of vibrating, sumptuously presented lobes, The sheer beauty of that glistening, tortuously flexing image made it easy to forget that one was, in fact, studying the hopelessly offered bottom of a high ranking, former officer.

He panned slowly over the other areas of interest, each proving to be a pleasurable, voyeuristic experience of some merit. But without doubt, his favourite view was that from a camera placed at the foot of the oral shaft and facing upwards. With each downward stroke, the pleading looks and deflated cheeks slid closer to the camera. Each re-inflation rewarded him with a vision of popping eyes and bulging cheeks as Brigette’'s rubber framed, scarlet face receded back up the pole towards the exhaust ports. He chuckled to himself as he compared the image to that of a trumpet player trying to clear a blocked instrument.

It was amazing how the cheeks snapped outward with the expansion and the whole face seemed to grow, almost as if about to explode with an angry outburst. The thought that her expression might indeed be anger was most enjoyable. How positively humiliating to be fuming with impotent rage and find oneself inflated like a party balloon by the mastermind who had engineered this terribly humiliating spectacle.

The shiny steel rod appearing from the round, metal reinforced lips of her hermetic seal was particularly interesting, seeing as it was this lip-seal innovation that allowed the unit to work at such high pressures. Then, as he looked closer, he was able to discern minute, frantically flexing yet controlled lip movements as Brigette tried to mouth insults between inflation cycles. Oh!

Joy of Joys! It was anger! Apparently the recent upgrading of her operational status had rekindled the fires of Hatred! She was absolutely livid, her face scarlet with seething, impotent rage.

Worse still, she knew he was watching the uncontrollable facial antics, also visible to herself, courtesy of the reflective, polished metal floor.

The Judge reached forward and turned up the sound, revelling in the steady HUUUUMPH! - SSSSSSS! - HUUUUMPH! - SSSSSSS! - HUUUUMPH! - SSSSSSS! of the pulsating superbitch, interspersed by the never ending, whiplash cracking of the canes as they continued unabated, mindlessly pulverising those hugely expanded and helplessly presented nates.

“Not quite so haughty now are we, my pulsing little pet?” he murmured to himself. “Inflated you may be, but not with your own self importance!“

The image and sound effects brought his mind back to the sensuous, hardworking lips at present servicing his own pole as Brigette's unrepentant form caused him to explode into the silky mouth for the third time. He looked at his watch as the spasm subsided. Good! It would take the crew at least another hour yet before they were free to dismantle the Captain He tapped the head of his oral manipulator which responded immediately, then resumed his study of the reddened. pneumatically animated face zooming in and out of his vid-screen. Still very enraged! But then a hour was a long time in the life of an ultra trussed, reciprocating erection generator undergoing punishment.

She could well change her mind about the whole thing.

And when that was over, Brigette was in store for a far worse fate!

Suddenly the Judge stiffened and peered intently at the vidscreen.

An officer had appeared in frame of one of the wide angle cameras and was standing by the oscillating figurine. It was Captain Delany, cane in hand and looking very pleased at the reformatted display. Smugly she brought the cane down on the stretched, bulging left lip of Brigette's helpless sex-tube.

“So you tried to make a play for me?” The cane lashed down again. This time on the right lobe. “Tried to have me disappear into your little SAC unit? Well, it may interest you to know that your weaselly little Corporal is the practice hole for the Judge's golf course, so don't expect any help from that quarter. When I'm finished with you, I'll give her fanny a good dose of the cane as well.

Delany moved into position and, synchronising her aim to the rising and falling target, she let rip. The cane began to alternately lash each muscle twitching lobe in turn and, seeing no reaction theJudge switched back to the facial display. Cheeks bulged and rippled on both cycles of operation and this told him that Brigette wasn't enjoying this new assault one little bit! The eyes were darting from side to side seeking escape from the fiery lashes which accompanied each rise to top of stroke. But there was none. Captain Delany would exact her full measure of chastisement without interruption. The Judge watched and listened with mixed feelings. How dare the Captain intrude on his punishment but. then again, what a delightful finale to a perfect scene.

Nevertheless, he would have to watch Delany closely lest she got ideas above her station.
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