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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 oppertunity to exact revenge on a former tormentress when her benevolent owner, 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!

In Brigette‘s Big Mistake

The newly promoted Major Sommes, along with her mentor and friend, Colonel Brenda Cunningham, are called upon to play host to the visiting Judge Loomis.

All seems to go well, at first, as the visitors are given a detailed tour of both SAC- 94 and the famous Gord Industries R&D facilities.

Here the appreciative dignitaries witness first-hand the construction of, among other amazing creations, fem-fish, fem-seals and fem-snakes! The Judge takes a hands-on approach to his duty which leads to some interesting complications. Before long, the unwitting Brigette Sommes has insulted the tetchy Judge and devious plans are laid for her demise; with the complete connivance of Devlin Gord himselfl Poor girll You won't believe the incredible ordeal this once-dominant officer is forced to endure as she is helplessly trundled into the Judge’s hover-jet for a one-way flight to a life-time of torment!

NOW READ ON!
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CHAPTER ONE ARRIVAL 

The fem-chair drew to a stop in front of the impressive femcolumned facade of Gord mansion. But Colonel Brenda Cunningham remained seated for a while and ran shining, eager eyes over this 20th century museum of fettered females. The fem-units of her transport shifted uneasily, chests heaving from recent exertion, which was hardly surprising, considering the fact that Brenda had steered them around the massive central fountain display in the driveway approach, some ten times!

Flicking the foot pedal energiser switch to safe, she rose and dismounted, her eyes straying to the red faced coffle of tethered maids standing quietly behind, no doubt nursing a plethora of sore nodules and nipples as a result of the enforced tow. But there was no time to gloat over their misfortune, the massive carved oak doors of the mansion creaked open, and the smiling face of Devlin Gord appeared.

“Ah! you made good time then Brenda?” Brenda returned the smile and nodded as she turned to greet her host.

“Light traffic on the M-6634; no holiday traffic this time of year.“

DG nodded and motioned a male member of the household staff to unshackle and dispose of the coffle of maids.

“Have the Colonel’s luggage put in the West wing, Creighton, then arrange for some selected fem-furniture in her chambers will you. Oh! Er the Colonel’s personal tastes are listed in the visitors file.“

House of Gord Prisoners of Gord Mansion A welcoming hand rested lightly on Brenda’s shoulder, and she found herself being ushered into the gloom of the palatial entrance hall. For a second she paused to admire the pair of exquisite nude carvings in the great doors, her eyes widening in disbelief as it became apparent that they were in fact living females of extraordinary beauty; inserted into custom shaped recesses of the timber panels, and secured into stiffened effigies.

No doubt the wood like texture and colouring of their outer surface was another breakthrough at Devlin’s research facility.

She reached out and touched the breast of the nearest gargoyle, marvelling at the soft, warm feel of something that appeared to be so hard and unyielding as seasoned oak. A massive brass ring resided in the tip of each breast, and a built-in plate just below the curvature of those fulsome orbs provided a striking plate for what was obviously intended as a door knocker.

Brenda smiled as she remembered an ancient term for the female breast, variously described as many things, but often referred to as a knocker. No doubt another example of Devlin’s subtle wit. She lifted and tested one of the heavy brass rings, feeling the living, hinged portal trembling slightly at her touch as the wood grained eyelids opened to reveal two sensuously brown eyes. Exploring fingers gripped the woody nodule of the right breast and squeezed gently, pinching the sensitive, stretched flesh against the hard, unyielding metal passing through it. The door decor groaned behind the gag and a pair of perfectly matched, pert breasts heaved under the arousing touch of the guest as the brass knockers chinked lightly against the striker plates. Brenda tore herself away as she sensed DG waiting somewhat impatiently. There was much to see, and if this was a sample, she wanted to see it all.

As they entered the hall, two mobile coat racks moved to greet them from hidden niches in the walls; leather encased and stiffened fem-hangers with boobs and buttocks suitably uncovered and squeezed into outrageous display by the severity of the costumes. Similar, leather sculpted helmets crushed facial features into a helpless mask, whilst a utility hook from 

Prisoners of Gord Mansion each de-armed shoulder, and one protruding from the gag served admirably as receptacles for Brenda’s cape and cap. The hangers moved awkwardly away in a series of tiny, tripping steps, the maximum permissible when ankles were secured by a three inch chain hobble; .. legs stiffened into twin strutting columns of womanhood.

Brenda watched their progress, noting with interest the tell-tale ridges in the leather that betrayed the excessive steel boning of awesomely potent control. A brief summary from her host soon appraised her of the nature of those bones; 6mm spring steel rods that required maximum effort to achieve any form of locomotion. Those girls would be only too pleased when their task was over and they could relax. Instantly, the steel ribs would snap them back into rigid statues of leather encased helplessness, to serve faithfully as decorative ornaments for the great hall. Devlin led on, past the massive gilt frames of pictures; all without exception revealing live components if one ventured close and paused to study at length. It was an Aladdin’s cave of lustfully secured maidens. Even the huge stairway curving away into the upper levels was adorned with luscious ladies, or at least generally speaking, parts of them!

True to form, DG had considered the storing of spare parts a waste. Consequently, he had commandeered the entire stock of separated female lower sections at R & D, and was putting them to good use whilst the owners of these items performed some other task for the duration of their sentence. Asit later transpired, DG had also managed to procure the upper halves as well. No doubt some serious string pulling had been at work here, and when it came to those sort of activities, DG was in the bell-ringer class.

A new technique developed by his engineers had resulted in these items being preserved in perfect functional condition without recourse to freezing. As a result, the banisters of the stairway were constructed of female legs and hips. Positioned legs astride, and top rail notched onto the top at the narrowing of the waist, they formed a surreal and staggeringly sensuous rail of beauty and grace. Arranged in an alternate facing mode they provided a choice of things to fondle as one ascended the exotic flight to the floors above. Two full-bodied LPGs finished off the whole arrangement by terminating the bottom end of the banisters as statuette type newel posts, heads serving admirably as the normal rounded lump at the end of the rail.

A cursory examination by Brenda revealed that the truncated legs were rigid, yet still soft and feminine, and also appeared to be quivering slightly. Further investigation with an exploring finger proved that both orifices were also fully functional and succulently moist and inviting. Brenda stared in disbelief at the alternately arranged spectacle of architectural lust as Devlin launched into one of his lengthy and somewhat bragging lectures.

“Clever huh! The quivering is electronic muscle toning. It keeps the muscles rigid and useable as structural units, but ensures they stay in tip top condition ready for the day they’re mated back to their owner. All the service cables and devices are in the top rail. Oh! and by the way; when you start finger reaming them, just remember, the nerve centres are all connected and wired to small transmitters. The owners of those legs feel everything that happens to their other half even though they may be yards apart. Watch this!“

DG thrust his finger deeply into a conveniently offered rump, and a gasp echoed down the passageway running off from the main entrance hall. Brenda peered along the corridor, lined with armless female alabaster busts arranged atop white fluted pedestals. The fourth on the right had come to life and was squirming with obviously rampant arousal. The mouth opened wide to reveal a pink, living interior, and a groan of unsolicited pleasure sounded loudly.

Brenda swung back to the staircase in time to see DG with both fingers working hard in the holes provided on both sides of this banister component. Her own love nest salivated copiously as she contemplated the deliciously wicked design of Devlin’s punishment mode for these LPG’s. Virtually all of those white busts were in sight of the other half of their own bodies, but could only watch as they were utilised alternately as structural pillars, or playthings for idle fingers. It must be so strange looking at your own bottom or pussy some twenty feet away, and yet still be able to feel the slightest touch. The fourth bust swivelled its eyes and watched as her own buttocks went into convulsion. She could do nothing as the orgasm engineered by DG burst upon those distant limbs.

Meanwhile the newel posts performed their own wildly contained explosion of lust. Devlin, in a moment of devilry, had connected all the stairway pussies through central junctions. Those junctions just happened to be the neurological centres of the posts pussies. Whatever one pussy felt would be channelled to these two unfortunates. Party time was something to behold as several of the banister pussies received simultaneous attention from the many guests. In this event, the newel posts could be enduring the orgasmic torment of anything up to twenty pussies at a time.

Devlin finished his task and steered Brenda onward down the corridor of busts.




 CHAPTER TWO PUSSY POLE 

Brenda halted abruptly as they rounded the corner, her widening eyes riveted to the mewing female adorning another of Devlin’s contraptions. DG followed her gaze, and smiled as he turned to enlighten her on this ancient piece of equipment.

“Ah! Yes. The pussy pole! An invention by a friend of JL’s back in the 20th century. According to the records, he was an artist by the name of Benson, and anything this guy thought up, JL would bring to life. It was a sort of friendly rivalry from what I can make out. JL often designed mega-complex devices to fasten his ladies into, and then challenged Benson to try and draw them. In fact, the concept of the Femsmobile was first penned by Benson at JL’s request, then a Scottish guy who read up on this took up the challenge a few years ago.“

Colonel Cunningham continued to stare at the pussy pole and its occupant as he talked. The ensconced damsel was a picture of innocent, abused maidenhood. But that was mainly because of her somewhat flimsy apparel. Devlin ceased his chatter, and for a moment both stood in silence as they looked up at the exhibit.

The pussy pole was situated alongside an impressive old master oil painting, and studying the rather gaunt, stern looking face depicted, Brenda asked who it was.

“That’s old JL himself,” advised Devlin. The pussy pole exhibit is in remembrance of him; that’s why it’s a permanent feature at the side of the painting. The garb she’s wearingis of 20th century origin; mini-skirts, I think, they called them then. The rope bindings I have especially manufactured to the same format as they used in those days.

Brenda moved closer and fingered the tight bindings securing the LPG into position, noting as she did that the exhibit was also thumb-cuffed with some tiny but effective mini-cuffs. With great interest, she studied the other aspects of the arrangement.

Folded double, ankles trussed to wrists; the poor girl was well secured. Added to that was a rather severe breast bondage that not only cinched and separated the fully developed orbs, but also sufficed to double as additional bondage for the lower thighs. A bra, pretty little knickers pulled down to upper thighs and school girl ankle socks all added to the virgin damsel in distress image. Obviously the LPG, although over the age of eighteen, had been deliberately chosen for her early teen looks, although this was difficult to tell from the face due to the dual purpose gag that held the girl’s mouth inarticulately available for oral servicing. Brenda was curious as to the means of suspension and peered upwards past the hem of the flimsy mini-skirt, catching her breath as she saw the simplicity of the arrangement.

Benson'’s ancient design was both practical and highly effective.

The girl was merely impaled on the jutting cross member, her pussy lips stretched wide and accommodatingly around the girth of the horizontal shaft!

“Neat, isn’t it?” commented DG, pushing the fettered ankles.

The LPG pivoted easily on her tender opening. Colonel Cunningham flushed as the breath of heated lust fanned her face, noting the damp staining of the visible shaft that revealed the reason for the LPG’s well lubricated pivotal activities. The penduluming exhibit slowly returned to a motionless central station, and looked beseechingly at DG as he placed his hand ready to reanimate her.

“This is 664, by the way.” The hand pushed more vigorously this time, resulting in a sort of squelching squeak as the pivot worked harder. She’s got another two days duty, and then it’s 491’s turn. 491 is around the corner on her rest week. Come on, I’ll show you.“

Brenda followed at a distance as he moved on, her eyes still riveted to the swinging figure pivoting smoothly on her fleshy built-in bearing; a fine epitaph to grace the pictorial memory of a major influence on modern society!

At that moment, they were interrupted as a barmaid approached leaving the Colonel rooted to the spot as she started open mouthed at the apparition. Another of Devlin’s sectioned fems.

Walking towards them were the most exquisitely proportioned legs, clad in net open crotch seamed tights to the waist, and sculpted to perfection by the skyscraper heeled thigh high patent leather boots. From there up; was nothing. The nipped waist and cinching belt simply supported a silver tray. DG smirked at Brenda’s speechless demeanour, and almost burst into laughter as the fem-unit performed her next trick.

“Would Madame care to order a drink?” Uncomprehending, Brenda remained silent as her reeling mind tried to assemble the facts. How on earth could a half woman actually speak? The waitress asked again, and in doing so revealed the origin of her vocal capabilities. The smooth shaven pubis was articulating like a vertical mouth. Carefully applied lipstick completed the facsimile to perfection. But still there was the question of how!

Okay! it was no doubt within the realms of modern surgical and electro motive techniques to animate those lush lips, but to produce speech was another thing entirely. Brenda turned to a gleefully chuckling Devlin in search of an explanation.

“We fitted a synthetic voice box and a small air pump to power the vocal cords. From there on it was simply a matter of linking the upper remote voice box to the pussy box by radio control, and there you have it. The other half is tending bar, but anything she says is reproduced by this half of the unit. This way she can cover-two jobs in two different places with one body. Neat, don’t you think?” Brenda nodded.

 “I've heard of people talking out of the arses, but this is ridiculous!” was her only comment. DG looked hurt.

“You don't like it? He sounded like a scolded puppy thought Brenda; amazed that this epitome of male supremacy should actually care whether or not a woman agreed with his tastes.

“Oh, yes! Of course I like it. It’s just the weirdest thing I've ever seen, and it will take me time to get used to talking to a woman’s fanny no matter how pretty and nicely shaped it is. I suppose this waitress thing has a microphone built-in feeding back to the bar.“

“Of course,” DG replied, his ruffled feathers somewhat smoothed.

“No prizes for guessing where that is.” Brenda gave him her best school mistress disapproving of a childish prank look, then ordered her favourite cocktail. The departing half waitress confirmed her assumption as it presented the short stub of a mesh rod wiggling delightfully from the cleft of her ample, pert bottom. The drinks arrived shortly afterward, and they continued the off duty 491. If 664’s dilemma seemed uncomfortable, 491’s was diabolical. She was mounted on an identical pussy pole, but by a very different means.

Stripped naked, 491 was having her flexibility tested to the limit by her configuration. Arms trussed into a back prayer; .. tongue ringed and tensioned to the elbows by a cutting cord travelling via her pussy-cleft, 491 hung forlorn and helpless as she dangled from the cross bar on a plethora of rope strands.

But this was small potatoes compared to her leg restraint. Her aerobic training was being tested fully; of that there was no doubt.

Each leg, after being folded at the hip, had been forcefully pulled up past her upper arms and twisted over her back. Once positioned, the calf had then been pulled down until the heel of the left leg was pressing against the right thigh. A repeat performance with the other leg produced a balanced, yet hugely contorted position. Round body straps, and ankle attachments, ensured that 491 stayed in her horrendously strained pose for the duration of her rest days.

A glance upward to the unused tip of the horizontal bar afforded the Colonel the answer to another question. Why hadn’t 664 simply wriggled and slid off her impaling suspension pivot? The resultant trussed fall would still have been rather less traumatic than dangling from her pussy for a week. A huge bulbous extremity on the shaft provided ample explanation. With that monster buried deep in her love shaft, she was only going to come off with a very determined pull from a third party. Nodoubt with one hell of a plop as the sphere finally gave up the battle to retain its load.

As she studied this new and exciting usage of the pussy pole, Colonel Cunningham heard DG’s voice vaguely through the lecherous cauldron of her own thoughts.

“You’'ll see pussy poles all over Gord mansion. JL used them extensively to decorate the place; no doubt, to instil a sense of uncomplaining obedience in the many young ladies who passed through these halls. One look at the thing is enough to quell most rebellious spirits I would have thought.“

They moved on, and he appraised Brenda of other whims of extravagance in those distant days of decadent overkill.

“There used to be a row of them lining the driveway, installed by Samuel H. Gord the fourth, butlater they were mostly dismantled when the all-female government put pressure on him to remove them. They were never replaced after Fem-Lib’s lost the election.

By then, technology was offering far more elaborate designs.

Personally, I find these ancient devices charmingly refreshing after the clinical plasti-metal devices we use today, and I think the girls feel the same; don’t you 832?“

He paused at another pole erected in the arched recess at the end of the hallway, arranged in the same mode as 491. 832 refused to comment, other than to squirm uncomfortably as DG spun her form and slapped the tautly offered nates of her buttocks. ' DG indulged his favourite game and wound the girl round and round until her suspension rope was tightly coiled, then let her go as they moved off. 832 became a spinning blur of trussed female flesh as the rope viciously unwound; a most charming and exciting display to demonstrate the wonders of the female form when reduced to such levels of impossible inactivity.

“What was 491 before you took her in?” Brenda asked, returning her thoughts to the occupant of the second pussy-pole; more out of idle curiosity than any genuine interest.

“Oh! She was a manageress in a plush French hair styling salon.

I saw her when I went over to an R & D convention a couple of years ago; my wife popped into this swanky salon to have her hair done. She seemed a right snooty, self-opinionated bitch, and I just had to have her.

“She was her assistant,” he said, gesturing to the spinning alcove exhibit, then shrugged apologetically. “Well! While I was there I thought I might as well stock up, and 832 just happened to walk in as we were packaging 491; seemed a shame to leave such a nice little thing behind.” He halted as a questioning look dawned on Brenda’s face.




 CHAPTER THREE “

Wife? You said wife? I didn’t know you were married.” DG smiled and continued to walk as he replied.

“Well er! .. I was; suppose I still am really, but we’re sort of separated. We had a big row one night, and I just got fed up and arranged for her to be taken to the pony unit. Come in here, Ill show you some vid-footage of Lucinda that I took at the Pony of the Year show.“

He motioned Brenda to a comfortable fem-chair in the study, and selected a vid number on the vid replay panel as the Colonel lowered herself onto the resilient cushions provided by a trussed LPG. It was one of those double fem type chairs, one forming the seat, the other inverted and supplying a soft pair of buttocks and a bum cleft to rest one’s weary head. She settled back to watch the show and felt a hot, well trained pussy nuzzle her neck and begin the most sensuous, stress relieving massage she had ever experienced. The screen burst into life, and Brenda sucked in her breath as she saw the results of Lucinda’s conversion.

Obviously a stunning, long-haired blonde before her fall from favour, borne out by the lengthy flaxen ponytail of her plaited mane. DG had been kind in the restructuring, and had allowed her to keep most of her arms. With hands removed, the wrists had been mated to the small of the back forming a permanent and enchanting manacling behind her back. The Colonel watched avidly as the former wife was led to the Judge’s enclosure to receive her rosette. Fortunately, for her, she’d won first prize.

 Anything less would have probably resulted in a more drastic conversion from an annoyed DG Lucinda minced her way across the screen, bent double, and restricted by the tight thigh cinch that held her upper legs in check. A massive ribbed dildo tail thrust deeply into her painfully stretched bottom flicked to and fro as she moved.

Whilst below, her sumptuous boobs; now even more enlarged by DG’s hormone lab, swung freely and provocatively with her movement. Heavily ringed nipples served only to enhance these delights to even greater lustful appendages.

They watched for a while as the show drew to a close and DG mounted his Pony proudly in the winners enclosure, then Devlin reached forward and flipped off the screen.

“Where is she now?” asked an inquisitive Brenda.

“Oh! I sold her to a stud farm; 1 got bored of riding her around the estate, she was too frisky, always gave problems when I tried to harness her in the morning; .. so I got rid of her in the end. The owner of the stud farm offered a very attractive price, so we did a deal on the spot. She was just being secured into a serving stand when I left.

Usually they leave them on birth control for a month whilst the stable hands have fun. In Lucinda’s case, I asked if it could be extended to two months, and the guy was only too pleased to oblige. Apparently the stable hands had a whale of a time. Must have thought it was Christmas again, they were humping Lucinda around the clock.

After that little pussy and bum loosening exercise, she was declared ready, and prepared for the stud. With those fertility drugs they use, and the selective chromosome blocking agents, she’ll have foaled half a dozen new baby girls by now. Of course I get pick of the foals, and then the chosen foal is sent to a special school until she’s eighteen before being handed over. I was there at the first foaling, and I actually watched Lucinda produce her first prize winner. She made a lovely sight grunting and straining with her frame at full spread. Then we discovered the foal had turned, and the vet spent the next half hour up to his elbow in her pussy. That really made her squirm I can tell you.

And the racket she made! We had to use one of my egg helmets to shut her up in the end. The effect was unreall She was straining like mad, fighting the frame all the way, and yet totally silent, although we all knew she was screaming blue murder inside the helmet. The owner was so impressed he had me design a permanent version with feeder facility. She’s never out of it now.

Devlin smiled broadly; obviously the demise of Lucinda brought back pleasant memories.

“You know I really enjoyed watching that first foaling. Lucinda was a really stuck up bitch from one of those aristocratic families. She treated me like crap. Only married me because of the position I enjoy in the state hierarchy. ... Had a lovely pussy though; one of those perfectly shaped, nicely rounded things. ..

Trouble was, she used the damn thing like a weapon; .. I only got to sample it when she needed something. And her mouth! .. Now there was a paradox. The most beautiful lips and a perfect mouth, spoilt by a tongue that could kill at fifty paces. The bitch never stopped nagging.

“I suppose that’s why I enjoyed seeing her foaling in the frame, watching that tight little fanny stretching more and more, and her unable to do a damned thing about it. She couldn’t even twitch although she knew upwards of a dozen people were watching from behind. Even the privilege of controlling the birth was denied her. The new owner had one of those new, electronic birth manipulators connected to her. He was deciding when her contractions came, and when she would be energised to push, It was marvellous to watch him switching the bitch on and off like that. Seems he had a sense of humour too; switched her off just after the foal’s head cleared; cleaned it all up and left her with it sticking out, the baby crying and screaming, whilst we all toasted the new foal. Had quite a few drinks before she was allowed to continue.“

 DG chuckled loudly.

“She refused to have kids you know. And then there she was, all trussed up and silent, with a baby’s head sticking out of her rear end like an animated gargoyle. With the head out and the pushing stopped, her pussy shrank back to encircle the baby’s neck. It looked really neat as if the youngster had two puffy collars either side of her head. I looked in on Lucinda’s eyepieces a couple of times and she was really pissed-off I can tell you. If looks could kill I'd have died instantly. So, I took some Vid- Photos of the rear view and had one blown up; .. I believe the owner had it put in front of her eye pieces so now she’s got a permanent reminder of what her rear end looks like every time she gives birth.

Brenda nodded, understanding his delight at seeing Lucinda’s formerly rationed charms being taught such a salutary lesson.

To have one’s fettered form electronically halted in such a patently humiliating situation was a touch of genius;- not to mention the discomfort of that baby’s actively stretching shoulders, .. still expanding the internal section of Lucinda’s pussy-tunnel to horrendous levels.

Devlin rambled on, engrossed in fond memories of what was obviously one of his pet subjects.

“Designed the egg helmet myself. It’s a special just for Lucinda,“

he added. The feeder tube was moulded from my own penis; ..

seemed appropriate to have her sucking a facsimile of it after all the denial she gave the genuine article. And the beauty of it all is she can’t nag; .. can’t even make a sound. Those luscious lips of hers were clamped onto it with an adjustable steel band before the egg was filled with urethane foam. Such a lovely thought don’t you think? Right now Lucinda’s mouth is stretched around my cock, and she can’t say a word.

Brenda was intrigued by the unfolding drama of Lucinda’s interesting new station in life, and made a mental note to visit this former super bitch to gloat. It occurred to her that if she could talk Devlin into parting with some of his sperm, it would be poetic justice to inform the trussed and helpless Lucinda who's it was before he had her artificially inseminated with it. No doubt the bitch would make an interesting sight as she fought to prevent her insemination with the genes of her most hated enemy. She would writhe, squirm, and strain magnificently as her pinioned form was ruthlessly cinched up to maximum settings like a Christmas Turkey being prepared for the oven; then arched, and spread to her most vulnerable configuration by mechanical gearing. She would pit her strength against the stand as a simple device pivoted her form to forty-five degrees, and left her succulently offered sex-mouth offered and ready. All a futile effort on her part as the tube slid deep into her quivering, protesting pussy, and the sperm was injected.

Then would come the slow fattening of her body as his offspring used her as an incubator. A body that was being forcibly fed all the best nutrients, thus ensuring that her impotently secured form nurtured the growing brood whether she liked it or not.

Brenda unconsciously rubbed her crotch at the hot, oozing sensations produced by the mental image. At times, she even surprised herself with her self indulgent, pussy warming plots.

What a diabolically drawn out revenge it would be. And the unkindest thing of all was that Lucinda would know that her unwanted cargo was destined to make her ex-husband even richer as clients fought to own a foal sired by the great Devlin Gord.

“How long does she stay in the breeding unit then?“

“Oh! for good. Well, .. at least until the end of her reproductive life. But then, with the new rejuvenating drugs that could mean upwards of fifty years. If she foal’s prize-winners they’ll want to keep her producing for as long as possible. Of course, I've supplied a new design of frame, free of charge. The new one exercises her, and the restraint bands are lined with an inner ripple sheet that alters pressure points every few seconds.

There’s never a need to take her off that frame now. At the end of her breeding life she’ll be frozen, still on the frame, and placed in the stud-farm museum.“

The Colonel’s thoughts went back to that beautiful woman she had seen on the Vid, trying to imagine what it would be like to be cinched strapped and available for years on end. Bottom stuck pertly upward, thighs parted and securely banded into place, love nest artificially lubricated and ready for the next stud to inject his seed. Poor Lucinda was now just a living, breathing incubator, who provided a pleasurable service to any male her opening was booked for.

Devlin explained that each time she was covered, the frame would be inverted to ensure none of the precious blood-stock sperm escaped. A clamp would seal her love-lips in a cruel grip, then she would be left overnight as the seed seeped down the funnel of her love channel and enveloped the waiting multiple eggs produced by the fertility drug.

Given the stunning beauty of DG’s former wife, Brenda had no doubt that at this very second, somewhere out there, the lovely Lucinda was strapped tightly into her breeding frame, waiting helplessly, and provocatively; .. permanently offered for use. A woman like that was certain to produce an endless stream of champions, and any half decent breeder would know that. This being the case, Lucinda would never be off the frame.

The Colonel was slightly out in her assumption that Lucinda was waiting patiently for her next sire, for at that very second, Devlin’s ex wife was jerking against her steel bonds as the chosen Stud ravished her spread charms, his hips thumping powerfully against the rounded luxury of her curving bottom, .. _ safe in the knowledge that this fettered thoroughbred Mare could be taken at leisure with no chance of any form of dissent.

Lucinda was straining against her bonds in a futile effort to avoid the monster shaft as it stretched her inner sanctum and plunged into her succulent depths. But her efforts were in vain.

Her aching love tube remained firmly presented as the massive invader pistoned in and out, pulverising her pussy lips with each crashing thrust as the stud bottomed out against her resilient buttocks. With an impending sense of doom, she would feel his manhood swelling, then seconds later feel the hot gush deep within her body as she was fertilised.

That morning Lucinda had known it was time. Her egg-encased head had been fitted with an external steel frame, and she’d fought valiantly against her restraints as a deep rooted twelve inch long rectal plug was connected to her new headgear. A powerful adjuster had soon reduced the head tossing to nil as head cage and the remaining visible inch of anal dildo were drawn together, leaving her in a neck arched, eye popping stringent backward bow. Two more tensioners affixed to nipple rings dragged her boobs into vibrating, stretched conical columns securing her breasts firmly to the floor, and a final tightening of all banding on her body increased the normal tight embrace to a cinching bite that threatened to severe her limbs. A handle on the frame was turned, and unable to resist the powerful gearing, Lucinda found her thighs spreading to form a wide based triangle, tipped by her offered, super vulnerable love lips.

Unable to even twitch, Lucinda remained blatantly offered, suffering the long humiliating wait as her stud was brought from another farm. Through the eye pieces of her egg-helmet she could see the gathered staff discussing her, and sniggering at her helpless plight. The covering of a prize mare was always an event that drew the crowds, and in her case they even came from neighbouring farms to watch. Seeing the ex-wife of the great Devlin Gord reduced to a silenced, screwable commodity was indeed arare treat. Many who had felt the lash of her acid tongue in the past insisted on supplying the stud and then watching her impotent wrath; gleefully peering through the eye pieces as she was plundered unmercifully. Then each customer would affix their own personal, lockable pussy clamp to ensure that the mating remained untainted by clandestine use.

The sire arrived. For an hour she had suffered the suspense as the stud owner haggled fees and inspected the prepared prize mare in depth. Poked, prodded, prised apart and finger reamed, Lucinda strained pitifully as she strove to escape the imminent, unavoidable hiring-out of her overworked pussy. Only weeks had passed since she had foaled three beautiful offspring, and already she was to be served and left to ripen again.

Even as she rued the day she had argued with DG, the rampant stud bulldozed into her offered pussy and her renewed ripening began. Meanwhile her owner watched with greed. Her foals were fetching top money, and he intended to keep Lucinda’s plundered pussy running at full production. That twitching, offered sex tunnel was the shaft of a gold-mine. With the new genetic accelerators added to her food, Lucinda was now producing three times a year. In only a few weeks she would be swelling nicely against the frame’s strong bands. A few weeks after that and they would all watch her straining form with glee as her luxuriant gold-mine stretched and opened to impossible size and extruded the first of the next batch of expensive filly-foals.

Her breasts would be released and squeezed into tight conical boob-shaping tubes, ripe and bursting with her new cargo of milk. Thus she would be left to rest and helplessly feed the voracious appetites of her offspring. To them she wasn’t a mother, merely a motionless, silent, overhead food hopper with conveniently arranged outlets. A further device ensured that she couldn’t hold the milk back. Pressure on a floor plate beneath her pendulous breasts caused the shaping cones to contract, squeezing her bursting boobs like pair of chef’s cakeicing guns. When babies wanted to feed, Lucinda would oblige whether she liked it or not as they crawled onto the pressure plates. Of course a slight oversight in design usually left Lucinda with her boobs powerfully constricted, and nipples bulging with pressure for hours on end. Well fed babies tended to sleep as soon as they were nourished; unfortunately, whilst still on the pressure plates.

But Lucinda was not even allowed to rest during this nursery period. Within days she would be re-adjusted to mating position as the next stud arrived.

 Even as her latest foals crawled beneath and tried to suckle on her re-tethered, dripping, stretched teats, she would be covered and mercilessly re-impregnated by the next Stud. Long after her memory had faded from Devlin’s mind, Lucinda would still be paying the price of her earlier misjudgement.

Her family, mindful of Devlin’s power and influence, decided that Lucinda was a lost cause. And having decided to write her off, took the further step of increasing their own fortunes by breeding from her for their own pony-farms. As a result, the fettered Lucinda was regularly watched over by her giggling sisters and blushing parents as the stud of their choice ravaged her proffered charms. The final humiliation was the sugar lumps and pieces of apple fed into her feeder tube by her sisters as a reward, and father’s parting pat on the up-ended rump as she was left to absorb the latest seed.

Colonel Cunningham dwelt on the sobering image of DG’s wrath a moment longer, and then turned her mind to other things as Devlin led her towards her quarters. But halfway there he halted and turned to his guest. , “We've perfected another fem idea, and I was just wondering if you minded using Blondie as the prototype?” He paused, then seeing interest in his guest’s eyes, pressed onward.

“As it happens, she’s perfectly structured for the idea we have in mind, and I'm sure you will approve.” Brenda’s interest increased.

“What have you got in mind? Not dismantling or sectioning I hope?“

“Oh! No. Nothing like that. To all intents and purposes, Blondie will stay exactly the same.” Brenda seemed reassured; after all she’d only just taken delivery of that voluptuous form, and so far hadn’t had the chance to sample the big girl’s stunning attributes and considerable skills at arousing her mistress.

“So just what do you intend doing then?” Devlin became evasive, and declined to answer. But he did his best to convince the Colonel that she would be pleased.

 “And anyway, if you don'’t like the idea, we can completely reverse it. Trust me! Let me give you a surprise.” Brenda pursed her lips and studied him shrewdly.

“All right, you can have her, but if you —!” She left the veiled threat unsaid; Devlin had understood the message without further elaboration.

“Well, you go off to bed now, and Il have her ready in the morning.“

 TIME FOR A SHOWER Brenda watched as he scuttled eagerly away to the pet storage room, and then shrugged and entered her quarters. Any thoughts of Blondie were erased within a micro second as the Colonel closed the door and cast her eyes around the prepared quarters.

Apparently Devlin’s intelligence report on her favourite pastimes had been an in depth document. Her innermost secret fantasies were all there simply waiting to be put to use, and there was a whole night spare to do just that.

Shedding her restrictive uniform, Brenda decided to bathe first.

But even this small task turned out to be a major decision of choices. Should she relax in the bath with a couple of femsponges using their re-upholstered boobs and super length tongues on her naked body, or should she try the fem-shower?

She considered the options at length. The bath was certainly an attractive device, lined both sides with a row of bulbously extruded boobs protruding inwardly through the sides to form a sumptuously comfortable surround requiring her to squeeze tightly into the narrow suds filled channel. Then there was the row of helmeted faces belonging to these utility fems, arranged to look inward with mouths fixed agape for use as soap holders or whatever. Of course, the added thought that her own weight, and that of a water filled bath was pressing the supporting females down onto huge, tapering anal dildos was an added attraction. Add to that the fantastic tap-mixer affair and one had a truly heavenly option.

 Brenda leaned down to the tap, a stunningly equipped brunette moulded into the bath end, with boobs cinched and extruded through the end wall of the tub, and head arranged to perch neatly on the top ledge. The nipples were marked blue and red respectively, thus giving a clue as to the tap’s modus-operandi.

She pressed the blue boob heavily, and instantly the gaping mouth gushed cool water. A press of the red produced hot from the same orifice, accompanied by a beseeching look from the fem-fountain secured solidly into the wall of the bath. It was a clever arrangement that would allow the occupant to run more water, simply by pressing with the foot whilst luxuriating in the breast vice supplied by the bath walls.

Undecided, Brenda turned to the revolutionary shower device; revolutionaryin more ways than one. A briefinspection convinced her that this was the way to go; and set the timer to thirty minutes. She slipped quickly between the four silent fem-pillars forming the corners of the device, somewhat nervously engaged her ankles into the self activated fetters in the base. The steel bands snaped shut leaving her trapped and even more excited at this unusual contraption. Tentatively she raised her arms then, after a moment’s hesitation, reached up and allowed her wrists to be ensnared by the overhead manacles.

Instantly the shower reacted by raising the wrist shackles until she was stretched tautly into a quivering column, wrists and ankles spaced six inches apart to ensure that all nooks and crannies would be reached for cleaning. Seconds later, a pleasantly warm scented water cascaded down from above, wetting her body with pleasing rivulets of trickling fingers.

Brenda felt her initial trepidation melting away. This was only the start. If this thing was designed as her fantasy had decreed, the best was yet to come.

She was not disappointed. The four living, corner pillars suddenly came to life and began to rotate as they moved inexorably towards her streaming, fettered form. The Colonel almost swooned with lustful anticipation as her libido was nurtured to full power by the carefully calculated slow approach of what promised to be an unforgettable experience.

The columns increased their rotation speed, now turning at a comfortable ten revolutions per minute as the first streamers of silky soap began to exude from their nipples and pussies, courtesy of a little tinkering by Devlin’s restructuring experts.

The motion of their bodies soon ensured that the viscous liquid had coated them from head to foot, mere seconds before the first contact was made.

Brenda groaned out loud as multiple nipples and curving rumps began to assault her captive form, water and soap mixing to form a sensuously sliding contact twixt fem-columns and user. The advance continued, squeezing, sliding, massaging, boobs compressing, bottoms pummelling; it was a most enjoyable feeling to be helplessly engulfed in this sea of moving female tissue, and for a time, Brenda even considered the fact that life as a shower utility was not really so bad. She wasn'’t to know that in fact these girls were LPG’s who had earned DG’s gratitude for exemplary and highly enjoyable service to his good self. The shower was considered by all fem utilities to be a position of reward. Not really surprising seeing as the whirling LPG’s were just as aroused as the fettered Colonel in their midst.

But the full extent of this shower’s operation had yet to be discovered as Brenda now found out.

At first she was too engrossed in the run down of her second orgasm to notice the change. But then as the mists of extreme pleasure thinned, she realised that the section she was connected towas in fact rising. The columns speeded up causing centrifugal force to precipitate even more firm contact from the carouselling boobs, almost slapping her with intensity of contact as they moved gradually up her body, and then reversed to move right down to her ankles. Every inch of her body received a full dose of mammary massage. But there was more! The pummelling buttocks of her silent utilities had become sensuously animated with each owner’s own loss of control, resulting in a sea of flexing muscle and rippling, soaped mounds slithering across her tensioned form.

The orgasmic power of her experience continued to climb as she glanced quickly to the timer, hoping that it was not about to cut out It was an opportune glance, for as she looked, the dial slowly advanced around to lock at eight hours. Brenda’s eyes opened wide, then in a flash of realisation, she also spotted the tell tale button of a micro vid camera placed close by.

“Devlin! You devious bastard, get me out of this!“

Brenda screamed her anger at the unseen practical joker who had wound the timer up by remote control, but at the same time felt a gush of hot, masochistic pleasure rush to her groin as she contemplated the ordeal he had engineered for her.

A throaty chuckle of mirth sounded from a speaker nearby, and as the Colonel fought her shackles, the voice of DG came through the hiss of water.

“Have fun Brenda, I've got work to do with your Blondie. I'll see you in the morning; .. if you can still stand up!“

Brenda hung helplessly as the soapy slithering bodies continued their devilish work. Then, catching a glimpse of a smiling pair of eyes from one twirling body, it suddenly dawned on her that these four LPG’s were in cahoots with the king of practical jokes.

At first she felt anger at being so easily snared. But that lasted a whole minute before the carnal urges being poured into her form returned to rule with a commanding hand.

The night wore on, and with its passing came almost endless, mind-bending arousal as the human cleaning aides milked her form in a never-ending massage of exquisite contact. Five naked, nubile forms were soon pulsing in synchronised bliss, none capable of escaping the fate in store for them, and none even making the effort to try.

44 Prisoners of Gord Mansion An hour later down in his workshop, Devlin glanced up from the supine form of Blondie and noticed a slight drop in animation from the videoed image transmitted from the shower. Reaching out he turned up the remote control on the rotation motors, and listened to the increased wails of torment as he returned to the task in hand. Poor Brenda. Poor LPG’s. He knew from first hand experience just what those four statuesque females were capable of. A concerted effort from all four was destined to be somewhat traumatic for the continuously orgasming Colonel.




 CHAPTER FIVE - BLONDIE BECOMES VERY ATTRACTIVE 

Devlin appeared at breakfast with the Colonel’s newly acquired pet Blondie in tow, flinching visibly at the dagered looks of his - guest. Buthavingextracted the maximum trauma and discomfort from her host, Brenda allowed her face to relax into a wide grin.

“You rotten bastard DG! Those damned LPG’s almost killed me.“

Devlin smiled back, relieved that his guest had enjoyed herself despite his skulduggery.

“Yes, I guessed they must have had a good time. I've just been to see them and all four are not just asleep, they’re damned near unconscious. It’s the first time I've ever seen them exhausted.

Brenda swung her eyes expectantly towards Blondie. She was curious to see what secret magic DG’s establishment had come up with. He still refused to tell her when she questioned him, and merely insisted that she trust him, for she would not be disappointed.

The Junoesque blonde looked exactly as she had before, and even Blondie herself seemed mystified as to what had been done. Brenda hesitated as DG gave her some instructions, but listened carefully.

“Tonight, I want you to feed her to bursting point; .. fasten her into the auto-feeder to make sure she’s nicely packed, and don’t allow her to use the toilet until you bring her down tomorrow.“

The Colonel was intrigued.

 “What are you planning for her then?” she asked, casting a glance towards an apprehensive pet-toy. Blondie hated that auto-feeder. Trussed like a turkey, unable to move as it shovelled mountains of unwanted food into gaping, steel-retained mouth.

Helplessly stuffed till she was literally bloated with the intake.

“Give me a hint will you. What have you done; .. and what the hell have you in mind for her?“

Devlin declined to enlighten her, but instead added a little more misery to Blondie’s impending, compulsory pig-out session.

“Make sure it’s something nice and explosive will you, something really spicy.” Brenda’s inquisitive look deepened, but he had no intention of revealing the nature of Blondie’s recent upgrading until he was good and ready. The showman in him dictated that Blondie’s new tricks had to be demonstrated in a blaze of stunning glory.

Morning arrived, and Brenda was in Devlin’s study almost before he had time to roll back the top on his antique desk; .. a legacy of the legendary JL Gord. He stroked the surface lovingly and wondered just how many long dead damsels had been secured across its smooth, sensuous mahogany top. Then, swinging the swivel fem-chair around, he rose to meet his guest.

“Keen this morning, aren’t we Colonel?“

A glance at the nervously manacled Blondie convinced him that she didn’t share her owners obvious enthusiasm for the forthcoming demonstration. It made it all the worse for not knowing what they’d done to her whilst she had slumbered in the painless void of electronically induced unconsciousness.

There were no scars or sore patches. No visible signs of restructuring of any sort. And why had she been crammed to bursting with food the night before? The Colonel had virtually emptied the kitchen cupboards into the auto-feeder hopper, and then left the gulping, frantically swallowing Blondie to the mercy of that infernal machine. Two hours later, the Colonel had returned and prodded a bulging abdomen before grunting with satisfaction and switching off the empty, though still mindlessly stoking machine. A swiftly inserted ball gag ensured that Blondie had no way of dumping some of her burden whilst the Colonel had the insertion tube cleaned, and the hopper refilled with left over scraps from the main kitchens. Slops, and even some bland tasting crap the dog had left were all fodder for the empty hopper. Blondie’s eyes bulged in disbelief as the tube was refitted, and the machine set to continue its stoking in the early hours of the morning.

DG was beaming as he led Blondie over and ankle shackled her to afloor ring-bolt. Forlorn and trembling nervously, she watched as he picked up a complex control unit from his desk. She had no time to even consider the possible uses of the device before a sudden jolt rippled her crotch.

Blondie looked down in disbelief. Her pussy had just crimped itself together, forming a tightly squeezed pair of sealed love lips.

Try as she might, they remained obstinately closed as she attempted to flex and open her gagged sexual mouth. No amount of bending, squirming or knee spreading had any affect.

Piteously she abandoned her abortive manoeuvres and looked towards her tormentors. Brenda was still puzzled. She knew something had happened to her pet that was causing concern, but just what she was unable to determine. Devlin remained obstinately silent as he built the atmosphere of suspense still further.

Retrieving a large container from the desk, he inserted the nozzle into Blondie’s reluctant mouth and began to pour.

Patiently, he gradually emptied the whole one gallon of water into the gulping throat, leaving Blondie gasping for breath as he finally removed the nozzle and allowed her to adjust to the massive influx of liquid.

“Open wide.” Instinctively, Blondie obeyed before she even realised his intent. Two small pills landed at the back of her throat, and to avoid choking, she quickly swallowed. Devlin left her and swapped the pill bottle for the controller.

 “Please sir, please! What are you going—! /IHummph! Her words were shut off instantly as her luscious lips smacked together and compressed into a thin line of sealed orifice.

“MMMMmmmph! MMMMMmmmmmph!“

Blondie seemed to be speechless, and the Colonel looked on intently at this interesting turn of events. Whatever it was that Devlin had done to her pet seemed most a exciting development.

She continued to watch in impatient silence as DG inserted the tube of a large, pressurised container into Blondie’s squirming bottom. She nodded unconsciously as the valve was opened and her pet’s bottom hole was filled with jetting liquid. At least this she understood. Blondie had just received an enormous enema.

Devlin operated the controller again, and the squirming buttocks of Blondie seemed to contract involuntarily as if she had experienced something deep in the cleft of her bottom. The look of shock on her face and muffled protesting cries added conviction to this appraisal.

Now Devlin rounded on the Colonel with a wide knowing grin.

At last the devious sod was going to tell her what he had done to this curvy, desirable pet.

“The operation? .. We made her magnetic!” He paused looking for a reaction from his open-mouthed audience. Then, with a further indulgence to his theatrical bent, he moved behind Blondie and snapped the manacles loose.

“Hands behind back, Blondie, palm to palm!“

Blondie did as instructed, and instantly her hands became welded together as DG operated another control. Another button, and her forearms jerked savagely into contact from wrist to elbow, leaving her arched with the severity of her arm bondage, and with ample breasts thrusting arrogantly forward.

Seconds later, her legs from ankle to thigh took on a mind of their own and seemed intent on welding themselves into a single unit.

 DG seemed satisfied now, and began along, detailed description of Blondie’s amazing new capabilities, and the forthcoming demonstration.

“We've developed a method of impregnating her entire body with magnetic, ferrous particles. The trick was to use a high enough density without causing her harm, and also to arrange them in predetermined sectors. This allows us to magnetise any section independent of the others, and being soft iron particles, they demagnetise as soon as the control is switched off. There’s no residual magnetic field.“

The Colonel continued to stare open-mouthed at the tethered pet, who was also listening intently as her new format was described.

“The test today is to demonstrate the full level of control. You may have noticed her jerks earlier. Well, that was her pussy and bottom being magnetised. She’s clamped up as tight as a drum right now, and as you can see her mouth is rather effectively disabled.“

“But the feeding, — the water, the pills? What was all that about?” The Colonel still didn’t get it.

“The feeding was to ensure she had plenty of waste to get rid of this morning. The pills? They were diuretic pills; you know, the ones that make you want to pee.” Brenda’s face was a delight of dawning realisation. With those pills and a gallon of water inside her, Blondie was sure to be wanting to go to the bathroom very shortly. Then she remembered the enema, and that huge meal she had stuffed into her pet the night before.

Almost with a look of pity she looked back to the naked, sealed woman standing like a statue before her. Almost that is. Her look was mainly of the rampant, anticipatory type. Already Blondie was beginning to squirm uncomfortably as the enema bubbled and boiled with reaction in her rear passage.

Within minutes, the diuretic was also beginning to make itself felt as she began to tense her thighs and attempt to squeeze her mons even tighter as the gathering liquid waste searched for an exit.

 But Blondie was not allowed to dwell on these small discomforts.

Her main concern for the immediate future was Devlin’s demonstration of other functions she could perform.

“MMMMMMMMMMMmmmmmmmppph!

“MMMMMMMMuuuuurrrrggggh!“

Blondie was not amused by Devlin’s magnetic boob mode.

Desperately, wide eyed and pleading, Blondie stared down at her breasts as they suddenly swung together and formed a single, huge, bulbously extruded mass on her chest, tipped with twin nipples now only one inch apart. With her breasts polarised to north and south magnetic fields respectively, those alabaster globes of joy had no option but to attempt a permanent mating.

But this was small potatoes for a man of Devlin’s inventive nature. A cyclic mode produced even more delightful, animated treats.

The electronic master unit deep in Blondie’s body began to feed first attracting, and then opposing, pole signals to her abused boobs. Two similar poles repelled violently, resulting in her breasts flying apart and trying to move around to her back. An immediate switching to opposite poles created an attraction that reversed the swing and brought them back together with a loud smack!

Blondie was a fabulously erotic sight as her tempting boobs performed a magical hand clap of awesome proportions. She cursed and begged, but to no avail. With arms cinched magnetically behind her, and boobs switched to cyclic mode, Blondie had no choice but to provide a most interesting entertainment for the engrossed Colonel and her inventive friend.

But by now, the other potentially far more devastating effects of her body sealing were making themselves felt. Her boob slapping capers were of secondary importance to the boiling volcano erupting in her loins. Blondie begged and pleaded as she was forced to perform an erotic squirming dance in her efforts to control the burgeoning pressure from below. But the captivated audience just studied the test subject with a dispassionate stare. Any slight signs of emotion were purely from their own internally generated, lustful heat, and in no way connected to the actual trauma of their toy.

It was decided that there were other things to do, and ignoring the ankle tethered, inwardly rumbling female volcano, they left her to suffer an efficiently capped eruption as the pressure continued to build.

“We’ll come back in an hour or two. I should think by then our Blondie will have tested the magnetic seals to the full!“

“MMMrrrrgg! MMMssss! NNNNNrrrr! MMrrsss! MMMMMrrrgh!“

The lip seal was proving most effective even at this early stage.

Devlin flicked a control and closed magnetised eyelids over the bulging eyes, then stood back as they both surveyed the surreal image of a naked woman fighting against her invisible bonds.

As they left the room and its frantically squirming occupant, he enlarged upon the design of this new control medium.

“We also changed the hair by the way. That blonde hair isn’t her original. It’s made of a light, sensitive material coated onto carbon bonded fibres. In effect it’s Blondie’s solar collector, works like a Solar panel and recharges the electronic power pack inside her.” The Colonel nodded as a question she had been about to ask was answered. Blondie would have no need of a service recharging socket!

Casually they continued down the passage as the frantic, muted sounds of a continuous and contained explosion sounded from the room behind, overlaid by the deliciously stimulating sound of slapping boobs. Both knew for sure that unless the magnetic seals failed, Blondie was destined to be a spectacularly erotic sight by the time they returned.




 CHAPTER SIX - BLONDIE SHOWS OFF 

As usual, things never went according to plan. It was three hours, twenty minutes later when they finally re-entered Devlin’s study. Stunned into inactivity, they stood in awe-struck silence as the visual impact of the scene robbed them of the means to move.

Blondie was a mass of non-stop activity, sore breasts still slapping loudly as she curtsied and clenched, wriggled and squirmed; all the time emitting high pitched, keening noises from her flaring nostrils as she clapped her boobs and performed her dance of lustfully animated gyrations.

Snapping out of his reverie, Gord approached the tethered figure as she blindly continued, unaware that she was no longer alone. He stooped and studied the magnetically sealed pussy lips, then rising, he wiped a finger across the bulging overfilled cleft and held it up for the Colonel to see.

“Dry as a bone. Perfect seal I would say, wouldn’t you Brenda?“

Brenda nodded, her breathless demeanour prohibiting any serious attempt at speech. She watched as DG vanished behind the gyrating form of Blondie, now making even louder sounds of distress as she perceived possible release from her torment close at hand.

But DG allowed her to continue unabated as he studied the other opening. Kneeling down he grasped the twitching nates of the mobile backside and prised them apart.

55 House of Gord “Jeez! Look at this Colonel.” Brenda moved closer and peered into Blondie’s buttock crevice, then moved a step back as she saw the reason for his exclamation.

Blondie’s tight anal ring was pulsing and pouting like a mini volcano as it strove to eject the boiling pressure within.

“I wouldn’t get that close DG. I fed her heaps of curry last night.“

DG switched his gaze quickly back to the rose-bud volcano, then relaxed.

“No problem Brenda. That seal would take ten times this pressure,” he added, confident in his own design calculation. A particularly violent upsurge of puckered ring then seemed to cast doubts in his mind as he quickly rose and stepped back. A monumentally explosive internal reaction was extruding the ring out to form a bar-taut, shining fistula of magnetically crimped, straining flesh.

“Well, I think that’s proved a point anyway. Let’s get her down to the bathroom and let her unload.” The squirming Blondie produced a zealously enthusiastic head-nodding at this suggestion, and could barely be contained as Devlin bent down to release her ankles.

No sooner was it done, then the bursting woman began to blunder around the room in frantic skipping run as she searched for the door. Devlin flicked off the eyelid control, and she hesitated fractionally as the light blinded her, then Blondie was gone.

Following at a more leisurely pace, her antagonists followed the retreating, staccato of rapidly moving high heels. By the time they arrived at the toilets, Blondie was already perched, wriggling and begging for release of her openings. DG was about to comply, then had second thoughts and moved out so as to close the door. A quick press, as he turned to Brenda and the sounds of distress from within began to increase again.

“I've just magnetised her buttocks. She’s welded to that metal seat now.” His finger moved again.

 From inside the cubicle came an explosive whoosh, followed by the sound of a powerful jet of water striking the sides of a toilet.

Probably most gratifying was the quavering wail of muffled relief as Blondie began her long awaited emptying. But it was a sound that fell on retreating ears. DG and the Colonel were off to see more innovations of the bondage world. After all, no point in hanging about here. Blondie was well anchored until they decided to switch off her magnetised bottom, and it would be some time before her waterlogged and overfed form had completely emptied.

The muffled sounds of relief and trickling water continued long after they were out of hearing range.

As it happened, Devlin was called away to oversee a problem at the R & D facility, and Colonel Cunningham was left with the task of caring for the pets. She wasted no time in returning to the emptied Blondie, intent on experimenting with new formats for this magnetic wonder.

When Devlin finally returned, it was to the sight of Brenda reclining in the lounge, and Blondie, magnetically hogtied and dangling from the steel suspension plate of a long gone chandelier.

Blondie however, didn’t seem entirely enthralled by the configuration. But then she was hanging by her breasts.

Magnetised to maximum level, her ample boobs formed huge squashed dishes of womanhood, magnetically flattened to.

embrace the metal like giant leeches. Devlin was impressed, and later that evening having sealed Blondie up again, they left the novel ceiling decoration to its own devices for the night. For safety reasons, Devlin magnetised her pussy as well. At least now Blondie had the weight of her hogtied form shared by a three point fixing.




 CHAPTER SEVEN  -DEVLIN GOES WALKABOUT 

Asithappened, the call to R & D had turned out to be a little more than a simple problem. Old Judge Loomis, having arrived back in Australia, had wasted no time in taking up Devlin’s offer of technical advice on new projects. All had been going well, that is until an Australian development team got around to mating triplets into a single pony-girl unit.

The siamesing process had gone well; but somewhere along the line, several neural connections had gone astray as a result of the unfamiliar procedure for the neurogeneticist. The tri-pony unit, whilst being a triumph of surgical skill, persisted in blundering around in an uncontrollable fashion. By means of vid links, they had tried to rectify the problem. But given the thousands of combinations possible, it was finally decided that DG’s top man would fly out to sort the problem. Appraised of the problem, Judge Loomis immediately invited Devlin to accompany his colleague and to partake in the celebrations of the first anniversary of the establishment of the TTA scheme. DG needed no urging to accept.

So it was late on the following Sunday night, that Brenda watched Devlin’s hover car vanishing into the gloom of the night.

She had needed little urging to accept DG’s offer of house watching whilst he was away. With the whole of Gord Mansion at her disposal, her remaining pets and ‘cubed’ maids already on the way over, the stay looked like being a vacation to remember.

The lights of DG’s car vanished, but as she turned away, Brenda saw them replaced by the twinkling specs of an approaching transport vehicle. Ah! good, the pets had arrived, and just in time, she thought as the light in the entrance hall dimmed slightly, .. flickered momentarily to full brilliance, and then steadily reduced to a luminance reminiscent of a glow worm.

Time to change the generator. The day team had finally creaked to an exhausted halt.

In a distant cellar, battery reserve power sent stinging shocks into the small, twin fem back-up generator, and jerking wildly, the nubile auxiliary fem engine burst into action. Throughout the great mansion the lights loomed to full brilliance, and Brenda urged the unloading team to be ready as the transport swept to stop outside the trade entrance. The auxiliary would only manage to stay on line for some ten minutes at best, and even that required staggering levels of spark plug energisation to extract the required torque from those desperately working fem components.

“Take them straight down to the generator house and replace the day team Jeeves, then switch over from the auxiliary.“

Jeeves, jumping down from the transport, straightened his travel ruffled dinner jacket and waved acknowledgement, his look being one of annoyance. He was well aware of the workings of Gord Mansion without orders from the Colonel. Before becoming the Colonel’s valet, he had been an understudy of Creighton, DG’s own butler and friend. And anyway, in his opinion, all women should be state controlled.

Staff from the mansion joined him, and with their combined help, the maid-cubes were tipped unceremoniously from the truck to land with heavy thumps on the gravelled drive. Jeeves smiled broadly as his cubed ex wife made a particularly heavy landing. A household handyman began to move the cubes with a hover fork, and the butler turned and released the coffle of manacled pets from the trucks load-rails.

Still blinded and rubberised, it took all the skill and training for the pets to maintain a vertical posture as the neck linked coffle urged them forward. Not least of their problems was the fact that each still had their ankles tightly banded together. But then Jeeves was fully aware that Colonel Cunningham preferred her coffle to move in a hop mode.

A hastily placed ramp provided the means of off-loading, and the four pets provided an interesting spectacle as they oscillated down the slope. Rubberised boobs jounced ponderously, bringing groans of dismay from gagged lips as ringed nipples jerked wildly against the paired chains leading to the centre of the plug gags.

But Jeeves ignored the sounds of discontent and led his sightless pogoing charges forward. Brenda watched for a while and then turned towards the house.

She had barely reached the main door when the vid-com on her belt shrilled loudly. Her hand reached down and plucked the device from its clip.

“Cunningham! Yes, I'll take the call.” She listened intently as Devlin’s voice was patched through from the speeding hovercar, now some 60 miles distant. Apparently, upon hearing that Devlin had guests, the Judge had rung back and suggested that Brenda and pets accompanied him.

At first Brenda was unsure. There was the fact that she was looking forward to exploring the endless delights of Gord Mansion at her leisure. There was also the nagging thought that Loomis’ invite was not as spontaneous and innocent as it seemed.

Brenda admired the man. But having seen the ruthless manner in which he procured any female he took a fancy to, she had very real doubts about stepping into the lion’s den. The lasting vision of the ultra trussed Brigette Sommes on her way to oblivion loomed large in her thoughts.

As if sensing her trepidation, Devlin calmly reassured her that she would be safe from the lecherous Judge; at least on this trip.

Half convinced, Brenda agreed to accompany him and broke the connection. ' “Jeeves! Turn them around and reload them will you.” Jeeves acknowledged the call with a wave, and wheeled the hopping coffle back into the transport.

 “No, not the maid cubes, Jeeves. They can stay here with you.“

Again the wave, and then Jeeves halted the turning hover trucks and sent then scuttling to the generator room with the replacement power units for the Gord Mansion generators.

Brenda watched the rubberised pets struggling back up the ramp and smiled to herself as she wondered just what sort of contraptions the Judge may have spare for her little pets to try.

Jeeves, meanwhile, had guessed that Brenda was going away, and with some relish contemplated the vision of re-packing his ex wife into her cube after she had completed a double shift on the generator. Until either Brenda or DG returned, that was one unfortunate woman destined to be either straining against a crankshaft, or compressed into a claustrophobic block of femininity on a monotonously regular basis.

As it turned out, some fourteen days passed before Jeeves ‘ex’ was pried out of her cube for the final time, and dressed much to her reliefin a super tight, rubber maid’s costume. Her attitude to the duties of her servitude were indeed exemplary from that day on!




 CHAPTER EIGHT - JEN-1 HOOVER

DG, Brenda and her pets were exhausted on their return to UK, and although they rarely talked about the trip when servants were around, it was apparent that a good time had been had by all. Of course, the pets hadn’t been asked but then, although they seemed tired and weary, none of them seemed any the worse for wear on a permanent basis; apart from which, their mouths were rarely free of jaw breaking silencers of one type or another.

No sooner had DG settled into his comfortable routine once more than a vid-message from Judge Loomis confirmed that the grey-haired reprobate had indeed honoured his golfing debt and that a delivery this day would signal payment in full.

“Listen to this, Brenda,” he invited, replaying the Judge’s words as a hi-res DAK printed hard copy.

Brenda, somewhat distracted by the willing tongue doing sterling service upon her ever-ready pussy, did her best to concentrate.

Indeed, she had swiftly become addicted to the warm seating arrangements at Gord Mansion!

“Sorry, DG! This strumpet is making it impossible for me! Hand me that hard copy, please.“

“Sure,” Devlin chuckled. Watching this voluptuous woman enjoying herself brought a grin to his lips and a surge elsewhere.

Brendaread the neatly printed missive, smiling as she recollected the exciting events they described.

 My Dear Devlin, First of all I must thank you for the pleasure of your company at our little anniversary celebration. I realise how valuable your time is and the tremendous responsibilities and obligations which attend to your position. Such realisation made your presence, and that of Brenda Cunningham with her adorable entourage of lovely pets, doubly appreciated.

I have to tell you that I found our epic golf game to be both memorable and amusing. A man in my position does not often get the chance to compete on such equalterms. It has been a long time since I last came second and, whilst I cannot honestly say I enjoyed the experience, I would have minded a lot more had it been anyone but you. So you have my congratulations again, freely given, and herewith a somewhat more tangible reminder of your prowess. Your trophy accompanies this letter!

Young Jennifer has been fitted with a Model 14A SAT System. Its purposeis to measure afemlon’s sexual aptitude. Tothis end, Jennifer has been riveted into a maximum security steel transport frame and therein subjected to a continuous series of mechanical, chemical and electrical stimuli. Her sexual response to this admittedly very extreme and painful exposure is recorded in great detail and can be reviewed atanytime invisible, audible or hard copy format. Itrustthe information you glean from this service will enable you to find suitable employment for the young lady.

I cannot end this missive without mentioning my on-going interest inthe well-being of Colonel Cunningham. Please be so kind as to keep your eye on that delectable creature until we have the opportunity for areturn match. The thought of a ‘Brace of Brendas' accompanying me to work each day brings a smile to my tired old face.

I have the honour, sir, to remain Yours faithfully Leland Loomis P. S. Perhaps I can add that my disappointment in the outcome of our golf round was mollified by the sight of your butt flying through the air en route to the fish pond. Sweet Belle doesn’'t know her own strengthand I expect I'm the only horseman onthe planet who can stay in her saddle. Though I'm sure your presence in the pond gave my shoal of fish-fems something to drool about!

House of Gord Prisoners of Gord Mansion Brenda’s smile turned pensive for a moment.

“What does he mean, DG? Whatever is a brace of Brendas?“

Devlin smiled disarmingly.

“I've no idea, Brenda.” Before his companion could respond or question him further, he added with a chuckle. “That’s the first time I've gone swimming in years!“

The laughter was infectious and Brenda’s mind immediately filled with the memory of a floundering DG being devoured by a threshing mass of sex-starved fish-fems.

“Swimming!” Brenda guffawed. “Drowning, more like! You looked ridiculous!“

Devlin 'smiled benignly. Ridiculous, maybe, but that voracious marine life had sucked three mind-bending orgasms from him in barely twice as many minutes and who knows what would have happened had not the Judge’s gorgeous life-saving team dived in to rescue him.

“You're right, I'll stick to dry land in future!” A little bit of ridicule from his guest was far preferable to the unfortunate topic of the golfing bet. DG thought it best not to mention that the Judge had planned to add this Brenda to his Brenda had he been the one to triumph. What a match it had been; decided in the end by a single stroke!

At that moment, Creighton appeared with the news that a crate had just arrived from Oz, marked for Devlin’s personal attention. Seeing that Colonel Cunningham was once more distracted by the tireless tongue massaging her pulsing pussy, DG apologised for the interruption and quietly left the lady to her pleasures.

Unpacking was a swift affair, and no sooner done than a devilishly hogtied female occupant, strained into cinched and gagged helplessness, hove into view. This unfortunate creature was whisked away to Devlin’s hobby shop; a miniaturised R & D workshop within the mansion grounds. It was a place of dread for most of Gord Mansion’s unwilling occupants. Women who vanished into the forbidding double doors of that place were never seen again in a normal format. So it was with the latest mysterious arrival. But a week was to pass before she reappeared.

The vid phone buzzed annoyingly; DG cursed softly and looked down to see the workshop light blinking. He flipped the privacy switch and watched as the screen flickered on. The face of his household engineer, Jim Whitcom, appeared, looking somewhat relieved.

“JEN-1’s on the way DG. We had a few problems with the final adjustment; .. the factory setting was wrong on the micro controller, but it’s fine now. I've programmed it to start in your study if that’s okay.” DG’s frown melted slightly at the news that his latest project was up and running.

“Thanks Jim, I'm looking forward to seeing that haughty ex- Captain at work.” He flicked the screen off and returned to the mass of mathematical data on his desk. A niggling problem in a robo-fem cook was really giving him a hard time.

As a result, he hardly registered the slight bump as his study door was pushed ajar, and was not aware that JEN-1 had arrived until the powerful suction motor whooshed into action. The tiny hover-castors of the unit were uncannily silent giving the impression that the whole thing was an apparition as it glided smoothly around. By the time DG had swung his chair, JEN-1 was already busily at work.

Devlin’s face lit up as he saw Gord mansion’s latest R & D output. It was certainly a skilful, accurate creation of the plans he himself had lovingly devised.

JEN-1 was a fully automatic vacuum cleaner! Although for old times sake, and in keeping with the ancient traditions of Gord Mansion, Devlin had retained the old handle system associated with 20th century upright Hoover cleaners. In auto mode, it proved to be no hindrance. But if one wished to savour the nostalgic delights of that long gone era, one could simply lift the handle from its clip stowage and use the machine manually.

 Given such a versatile, automatic machine, you would think it wouldn’t be desirable to return to the drudgery of such mundane tasks. Not so with this machine, for it encompassed all the delights of an internally restructured, ultra restrained Jennifer Delany, ex TTA officer.

DG grinned widely and rose to inspect the prize he had won from that memorable game of golf at Loomis Manor. It had to be said that the golf aspect of the game was decidedly a secondary part of the devious jousting undertaken by these two masters of manipulation and trickery. But as luck would have it, lady luck had smiled on DG that day, and the unwilling prize had been accepted with ill disguised lust by the victorious Pommie.

The delightfully curvaceous form of this previously unattainable woman was now squeezed, folded, cinched, and banded into a magnificently controlled, helpless utility object. Jennifer was decidedly unhappy with her new function, but Devlin’s attention to detail ensured that she had absolutely no choice in the matter.

He cast a critical eye over his brainchild as she methodically continued to vacuum the study carpet, mentally patting himself on the back as the smooth, compact lines presented themselves from all angles.

The device was based on a tapering base unit containing the hover castors. Rather like a large wedge of cheese laid flat, yet hovering an inch above the floor. Upon this wedge was mounted the delectable Jennifer, albeit, more in than on. The base unit was designed to cradle her folded form in a moulded embrace, making movement impossible once the clamping bands had been installed over her jack-knifed and compressed form.

Jennifer was installed in a head down mode, face close to the floor at the narrow end of the wedge, leaving the exquisite lobes of her tautly folded rump thrusting upwards at the far end. At the lower end, the base moulding flowed out to form a neckclamp and head encasing sphere with smooth flowing lines. The head was secured facing forward in a neck aching bow, and only Jennifer’s beautiful eyes were visible in the smooth skin of that crushing skull case.

The elongated appearance of the head unit gave away the fact that the totally controlled incumbent was installed in a jaw stretching configuration. And it took little imagination to figure out that the huge tube jutting horizontally from the mouth area, must also continue into the throat. On the outside, it curved at 90 degrees to point downwards and then flared into a wide vacuum head. The only other features of the helmet were the two small breather vents at each side of the neck, servicing Jennifer’s re-routed trachea.

Devlin felt the heat rising in his loins as the JEN-1 passed over a particularly dirty section of carpet by the door, and the grime magically lifted and vanished into the vacuum head.

The re-sculpted Captain seemed to be very efficient at her new profession. He watched as the humming fem-machine swung away, and savoured the design excellence of the rear view; pulsing with futile effort as Jennifer impotently rebelled at her task.

JEN-1’s base was slightly shorter than the mounted female part of the unit. A deliberate feature to allow the firm, superbly rounded, and now presented buttocks of his new household appliance to extend beyond the base in all their splendour. A massive auto-lock coupling enhanced the vision with its shiny steel, flush mounted nozzle stretching the presented anal opening to a taut ring of overstressed flesh.

As with all DG’s designs, he tried to make use of naturally occurring attributes for his own use. Jennifer’s gorgeous bottom hole had always been used for waste dumping, and so it would remain. The difference was that now it would not only dump her own natural wastes, but those of the voracious vacuum unit built into her modified form.

 Basically, the digestive tract remained untouched for most of its journey from the mouth. Deep inside, it had been intercepted by aneat, compact analyser unit which had the ability to distinguish between food and debris picked up from the floor.

Of course it was a simple matter to feed JEN-1. All that was required was to throw a saucer of recycled concentrated food on the floor, and sooner or later JEN-1’s task sensors would locate and devour the material. No doubt it would be nutritionally balanced to sustain JEN-1’s human part, but it certainly wouldn’t be cordon-bleu material.

The analyser was able to switch channels in microseconds, directing food into the stomach, and rubbish into the bypass leading to the lower colon. Once in the restructured elasticised colon, the rubbish was then directed into one or other of the cavernous receptacles formed by Jennifer’s restructured buttocks. The colon sections inside these spaces could then expand with the steady intake until both colon and buttocks reached the limits of their elasticity.

At empty, these balloon like cavities, for that is what they now were, would come to rest in a shape exactly the same as before her re-structuring. But as the dirt payload increased, these luscious lobes would expand to massive proportions as the work progressed.

Her own body wastes were also direct into these lobes making rubbish extraction a single, efficient operation. These human wastes were minimal due to the advances in recycled food technology. Almost 99% of this extract would be absorbed by the body.

The other attraction at the rear was, of course, the denuded and helpless pussy, and below, a pair of stilettoed feet protruding from the solid moulding. As added security, Jennifer’s calves were in fact buried in the actual base itself.

All service functions were carried out at this end. Several service points were dotted around the house, and once full, it was to one of these that JEN-1 would scurry for emptying and re-charge.

 Electronic sensors, would locate a point, and reverse the pitifully resisting unit into position. The final connection achieved several things. One was to insert the extra long, dual purpose stilettos into the charging sockets. Another would engage the auto coupling and the anal socket, and with single loud click, lock on, open the valve and suck JEN-1 empty.

At the same time, DG had conceded to Jennifer’s personal needs for some form of relief from her monotonous task. A large spinning vibrator would extend from the wall point and burrow deep into her pussy. Once inserted, it would remain in spin mode then burst into vibratory life as it began rapid reciprocating movements, designed to ignite the female’s unwanted fires of lust with a ferocity almost unmatched by any other known means. The device was not unlike a plumber’s suction plunger, in that the vibrator base was situated in the central cup of this arrangement, and the cup made of a flexible, transparent plastic so as not to hide the delights of its operation.

Fully extended, the spinning dildo would already be out of sight in Jennifer’s hot sex channel when the cup seized and devoured her over-developed love lips in a powerful, pulsing vacuum.

JEN-1’s bio-component made an exciting vision as it gasped and moaned through the facial vacuum-head, eyes rolling, torso straining against unbreakable bands of tightly sculpturing dural steel as she tried to resist this irresistible arousal. Even though the bulbous bottom lobes were deflating as the rubbish was extracted, Jennifer still managed to produce some exquisite flexing and clenching of her rear end with the remaining muscles she had left.

But DG had not left it there. Sooner than have the removed surplus muscles languishing in some storage unit awaiting eventual refitting to their original owner, he had re-fitted them to the JEN-1.

Jennifer’s pussy was now linked, and in fact rebuilt, using these very same powerful buttock muscles. Muscles that were directly controlled by her labial nerves and sensors. .. Orgasm in this re-structured pussy was now a most enjoyable sight as this massively powerful pussy attempted to devour the invading vibrator in a series of what can only be described as sucking, chewing movements. It was doubly enjoyable as a result of the suction cup which maintained its powerful hold and reduced the pulsing vacuum expanded pussy to ineffectual, yet delightfully voyeuristic squirming against the confines of its ‘transparent walls. The Captain no doubt had a different view about the whole arrangement. It could hardly be considered lady-like to be mechanically plugged into a wall unit by feet and pussy, then helplessly converted into a prepacked bundle of snorting, rippling, orgasmic entertainment for voyeuristic onlookers. But again, she had no choice. The machine maintained her as a skewered, pulsating, crimson faced lust parcel until the timers ran out.

Devlin snapped out of his crotch warming thoughts as the unit finished the study and prepared to switch to polish mode on the bare oak boards surrounding the carpeted area. Quickly, he snatched up an ashtray, full of smelly cigar butts from the night before, and emptied them onto the carpet.

Instantly, JEN-1’s sensors detected a new task and swung around towards him. Devlin could see the pleading look from Jennifer as her own eyes saw the objective located by her controller, but she was powerless to resist as the base unit powered her over. Tears formed in her eyes as the vacuum head greedily engulfed this new heap of rubbish. Eyes bulged, and her torso strained momentarily as the mass was ingested, then it was on to the next task.

But Devlin rose from his chair and intercepted the fem-vac.

Lifting the handle from its clip disconnected the built-in computer and returned the unit to manual operation. DG indulged himself in a little sadistic pleasure as he opened the anal dump connection and vented the twin bulging waste receptacles all over the carpet. Eyeing the resultant mess with some relish, he proceeded to manually clean up.

 The handle was a simple arrangement. It consisted of Jennifer’s arms mated from wrist to elbow and then moulded into a single encased unit. Her shoulders formed a natural pivot, and the space between the upper arms was a continuous clean-easy surface. The moulding blended neatly into a hand-crushing solid glove, then tapered onward to the curved hand grip on the end of the shaft.

Buttons conveniently placed under the thumb allowed the user to switch Jennifer from vacuum to polish mode, or indeed, both functions simultaneously. A red button was also provided alongside a small indicator light. Any overstressing of restraints resulting in wasted energy by Jennifer was notified by this flashing LED. It was a simple matter to then depress the button and quell any attempts by the human section of the unit to escape the task in hand. The vac micro-processor responded by sending powerful signals to all muscles and immediately reduced the errant bio-component to quivering, electronically induced muscle paralysis.

Busily, Jennifer’s mouth consumed everything in its path for the second time as Devlin pushed her effortlessly back and forth. It was so nice to push this busily humming ex Captain around and watch her bottom steadily expanding; any particularly dense patch of rubbish producing a fresh outbreak of eye-bulging and writhing ripples in her banded form. But alas, these pleasure activities would have to wait. He had work to do.

Clipping the handle back in place, he watched wistfully as the machine automatically resumed auto-mode, and returned to the task still outstanding in its memory bank. It gave him great pleasure to compare the totally controlled, humiliated form of the present Captain Delany with the image of that smart, efficient officer he had taken delivery of only a week before.

JEN-1 returned to the bare floor, and within seconds, Jennifer’s restructured boobs had inflated and bulged downward through the base. Bonded synthetic polishing pads on the outer surface of her breasts were soon pressed tightly to the floor and ready for action. Powerful orbital motors buried deep in each boob energised, and JEN-1 moved off along the floor, her rapidly oscillating boobs scouring and polishing with mechanised zeal!

Nipples left uncovered, and endowed with tiny tubes leading from internal reservoirs, pumped metered amounts of polish onto the floor as she travelled; .. and behind a swathe of gleaming floor was revealed with her passage. Unfortunately, Jennifer’s nipples had been adjusted incorrectly, and were projecting beyond the polishing mops and in contact with the floor. As a result of this oversight, the helpless woman was subjected to horrendous stimulation as these delicate nodules performed orbital slithering movements within the sea of their own polish secretions. Devlin noticed the maladjustment, but decided to leave the unit as it was.

A quick calculation and the sight of Jennifer’s rapidly moistening love nest was sufficient to provide him with another interesting scenario.

Given the size of the wooden floor in the main hall, JEN-1 would rapidly become a self perpetuating task-master as those luscious love lips dribbled onto the cleaned surface behind her. The seek unit of the fem-vac would instantly lock onto these spots and program a return visit to clean them up, and in doing so, produce even more mess in an endless cycle of labour. The elevated and offered Jennifer would prove to be a most willing and enjoyable recipient of his thrusting manhood after being left for a day in the main hall. He was certain she would use every morsel of her super-powerful pussy to please and avoid a return to that cavernous room. A further consideration was a possible punishment mode. With polish reservoirs empty, and set upon the task of shining the stone patio outside, young Jennifer would soon find that dry stone and orbital nipples were not a good combination.

The study was spotless within ten minutes, and JEN-1 silently retracted the boob-polishers and moved off in search of more work, its dirt receiver still only half full.

 Devlin watched as the unit went out, savouring the look of helpless resignation in Jennifer’s eyes as her immobilised, machine-controlled form was manoeuvred out into the passage.

The seek unit scanned momentarily searching for new tasks, then suddenly changed the vac’s direction and scurried out of sight. For a second he saw Jennifer’s eyes bulging with horror and her fettered form frantically straining against the encircling steel bands as she spotted an objective out of his sight. Then the fem-vac was gone from sight. Obviously, something particularly interesting had attracted its attention.

He turned back to his task, and missed seeing his new pet puppy pass the door. A puppy that had yet to be house-trained, unfortunately. Unfortunate that is, if you were an automated vacuum cleaner. But then no-one would ever know. There would never any be sign of its little misdemeanours now that JEN-1 was busily scurrying around!

Sadly, JEN-1’s efficiency did little to teach the puppy any house etiquette. It was also a sad fact that being a Great Dane puppy, his little misdemeanours were going to become very large misdemeanours, and Captain Jennifer Delany (retired) had very little option but to continue with the good work.

Devlin paused in his thoughts and half turned to the door as a disgusting, gulping, slurping sort of sound echoed down the passage. The fem-vachad obviously consumed somethingrather messy. A slightly deeper hum informed him that the polishers had cut in. He frowned in thought, wondering what on earth could have been left lying around. Rising, he walked over and poked his head round the door. The floor was spotless, and all he could see was the retreating ballooned buttocks of his latest creation as JEN-1 scuttled away in search of other tasks. Briefly he saw the fettered form straining with extraordinary efforts to escape, but the electronic muscle control quickly switched in and froze the recalcitrant forminto quivering, impotent obedience.

With a shrug he dismissed this minor mystery and turned back to the problem of the rogue kitchen-fem.

 Screwing up the last set of abortive figures and calculations, he threw the paper to the floor. With JEN-1 around, waste bins were a thing of the past. A built-in waste disposal shredder could cope with almost anything, including paper and most household rubbish.

In another room, JEN-1 had just caught an elusive task, and Jennifer strained mightily against her bonds as her vacuum head consumed the scurrying cockroach she’d been chasing.

Unfortunately the analyser seemed to classify these things as food and in the last ten minutes had diverted several dozen to Jennifer’s churning stomach. These particular items were her worst nightmare, and the agony of her impending intake was prolonged as she was propelled helplessly after the retreating beetles, steadily gaining as they jinked and swerved, until the electronic brain finally outwitted any efforts to escape, and manoeuvred the vacuum head of its writhing, helpless female passenger over the wriggling horror. There'd be a brief gagging sound and it was gone. It remained to be seen how the analyser unit classified the mouse droppings Jennifer was presently gulping down.

Only seconds after releasing its charge from her previous punitory immobility, the microprocessor sensed a resumption of disruptive efforts to escape in its bio-component, and immediately froze all muscular activity with another powerful electronic signal. The rigid, quivering, eye-bulging bio-component scooped up the droppings, polished the floor, and moved on.

Some ten minutes later, anyone passing the open door of the service room would have paused to investigate the strange noises. Subsequent exploration would have revealed a pluggedin, ultra strapped, vaguely humanoid thing, writhing and pulsing mindlessly in orgasmic torment. Wide bulging, .. desperately pleading eyes, and a strange, very faint ‘MMMmmuuuuuuuurrraaarrr! MMMmmmmmerrrr!

UUuummmmmmmmmppphhh! ’ UUUUummmmmmmmmeeeeeerrrppph!

emanating from the suction nozzle seemed to convey that the object Jennifer was not entirely enjoying her humiliating new status in life as she jerked spasmodically, in time to the thrusting pussy invader. But then if one was prepared to ignore her personal discomfort, she did make avery enjoyable spectacle!

Meanwhile, back in the study, Jennifer’s predicament had fired DG’s libido to an undeniable level, inflamed, no doubt, by the spongy succulence of the juicy fem-chair in which he presently reclined. Tossing down the pen, he sighed as he rose, then unzipping his trousers he walked over to the bookcase as his ramrod, pulsing manhood sprang out, already empurpled and ready for action. Pausing, he studied the titles at length, eventually choosing an ancient novel entitled The Missing Princess. Tilting the spine outward operated a switch, energising a hidden panel. Instantly, a false section of book spines slid smoothly aside to reveal the taut, stretched lobes of a folded female rear end. This inviting sight glided silently out until the base of the cylindrical mounting block was flush with the bookcase, and the offered delights protruding at a convenient height.

Of the owner of this succulent item, there was no sign. She was folded into a tight hairpin bend, and totally encased in ebony Carbonite. As was normal with Devlin’s designs, only the functional parts were left visible. He looked down at the two prelubricated openings on offer, and finally chose the generous, twitching pussy. A second button set the cylinder rotating to bring the ensconced female into a face down mode, thereby positioning the angle of her internal passage at a much more comfortable angle. Now it was time for the anonymous Princess to be served!

Devlin placed his turgid manhood against the denuded, slick love lips and thrust powerfully inward, sinking his shaft to the root in one massive drive. The anonymous pussy gripped and massaged his tool with something akin to grovelling. Whoever the encased royal lady was, she desperately tried to satisfy his thirst for sex before another less desirable modus-operandi was selected for her. Devlin grinned inwardly and his finger hovered over the cylinder’s selection of three modes, deluxe, medium or rapid.

He chose rapid. He had things to do; best get this over with and get back to work.

The protruding, speared rear immediately broke into frenzied animation, rump muscles clenching, and quivering pussy virtually gobbling his manhood, balls and all, in an orgy of orchestrated, lustful manipulation. It was a magnificent feeling for DG but the electrically energised female core of this utility lust reliever was not exactly amused by the massively powerful and relatively painful contractions and gyrations her lower body was forced to perform.

Devlin mused idly over recollections of his forefather’s 20th century blow-up dolls; a crude method of relieving a man when the delights of a real, living love tunnel could be used to much greater enjoyment. No wonder J. L. Gord had pioneered the usage of living females when the raw materials for plastics had finally run out. It was criminal to think of the waste all those punctured pneumatic dolls had brought about when an abundant supply of living material had been freely wandering around.

Why had no-one realised the potential of a renewable, regenerating source of material before? Switch off the birth control signals to his wall mounted relievers and they would reproduce within nine months, and if he chose to use selective mode, each would provide a replacement female for herself.

The study was silent save for the groans of ecstasy from Devlin as he punched repeatedly into the luscious nest with his ballooning rod. The high pitched begging for mercy from the object of attentions was totally absorbed by the high density Carbonite.

The demonic manipulations of the electronically suckling pussy continued unabated as DG rapidly rose to a climax; finally exploding into the quivering love tube in a series of crashing thrusts that compressed the folded rear end like a huge pink sponge. Hands on the bookcase, he leaned hard into the throbbing pussy as his orgasm drained away, and then for several minutes allowed the delightfully animated sex tunnel to suck him dry as the pulsing, fleshy tube performed a perfectly controlled vaginal blow-job.

Fully satisfied, he withdrew, and the fem utility automatically slid silently back into hiding until required again, pussy dripping with lubrication and still grasping madly as the timer continued the full designated duration of operation. He returned to his desk, and glancing back to the bookcase, ran his gaze over the impassive wall of literature.

No one would ever guess that four such utility items were hidden behind that tapestry of learning; neatly positioned and ready for use at any time of day or night. Each unit had already produced their own replacement some eight years before. Ten more years and the well used wall mounted pussies would be replaced by succulent, tight new ones as the stunning, genetically selected female offspring matured into legally useable units of exquisitely desirable proportions.

It suddenly occurred to him that this was the first time in days that any of the utilities had been used and, reaching under the desk, Devlin depressed a button that would remotely switch all four units to rapid mode. The bookcase remained silent and still as four hidden, tautly presented rumps burst into electronically motivated activity.

The exercise session would last an hour, by which time four very wet, unused pussies would be craving to be stretched and filled with throbbing manhood. Devlin flipped the electronic memo pad on and made a note to have the local jail send up a couple of dozen young male inmates for R & R on a rotating daily basis for the whole of the next week. He liked his utility gadgets to be happy in their work. One hundred and twenty hours of nonstop, round the clock usage by the rampant male felons should be sufficient to slake the silent, long suffering utilities’ thirst for fulfilment. Apart from which, it would leave those succulent, offered tunnels of sexual delight in a state of excellent working condition!




 CHAPTER NINE - MORE HOUSEHOLD APPLIANCES 

Devlin looked up and hurriedly zipped his trousers as Brenda appeared with all four pets in tow, and grabbed a pen from the holder.

“They're getting a bit sweaty and sticky with all this activity DG.

Where do you take them for a hose down?” Devlin smiled at Brenda’s outdated ideas.

“We don’t hose down pets at Gord Mansion. There’s a fully equipped fem-laundromat in the basement. Come on, I'll show you how to use it.” He slipped his pen into the inverted pussy protruding through the desk top, and saw the pubic lips twitch spasmodically as they resumed the designated task of pen holder for his iridium plated writing tool. A slight smile flickered across his lips as he noted the movement. The modified, dearmed, de-legged torso of a disgraced and demoted Colour Sergeant from SAC-38 was most certainly regretting her fall from grace. Holder of antique objet d'art she may be, but that did little to alleviate the humiliation of having ones pussy utilised as an executive desk top utility; nor did the fact that one’s tight rectal ring was playing host to a cut glass inkwell!

Devlin rose from the luxuriously upholstered swivel fem-chair, and with apprehensive pets in tow, the Colonel followed the disappearing figure of her mentor, down into the bowels of the great house.

Finally, after trudging along miles of corridors, they arrived in the brightly lit laundromat. Brenda and her charges looked around, the former with interest, the latter with some trepidation.

It looked like any other laundromat at first glance; .. long table, and a wall lined with front loading washers. At the far end was a row of sonic tumble dryers, but the washers seemed to be the ancient, water filled variety, long since superseded by the super efficient ultra-sound cleaners used by most households.

“First girl strip and get on the table,” instructed DG, pointing to Tammy. Brenda released Tammy from her Walker and assisted her up onto the table as DG retrieved a heavy, rubber covered harness from the service trays underneath.

With Tammy kneeling, he began to strap the harness onto her trembling form, first laying the network of braided-steel, reinforced rubber along her back as she was pressed down to her knees. The arms were fastened, mated from elbow to wrist in a powerfully embracing series of rubber loops. Next, her folded legs were drawn out to her sides and by using other over-theback fastenings, pulled wide and then cinched tightly to her sides. Tammy was opened and yet securely packaged as her final equipment was added.

A series of smaller straps on the harness encircled her head in a cage of rubberised steel, firmly securing the self contained mini-breather set into her gaping mouth.

Attention was turned to the others, and some fifteen minutes later, four wash bundles nestled helplessly on the table.

Meanwhile, Brenda had been investigating the washers. Larger than a normal domestic device, their steel drums were lined with a resilient, thick coating of neoprene, presumably to prevent excessive bruising of the wash-load. She turned from her studies as the swish of air power sounded behind her, and witnessed Tammy vanishing into the first washer, loaded effortlessly by a mechanical arm extending from the front of the machine. The bundle of washing squirmed pathetically in her inescapable bonds, then disappeared into the circular maw of the machine.

 DG slammed the door as the arm withdrew, and started loading the next, whilst Brenda, struggling with a superheated crotch, peered in at the trussed Tammy. The water was already gushing into the machine, and as she watched a jet of detergent was added by the electronic program. 266 was fighting her bonds frantically, but to no avail. Eyes wide and desperately pleading, mouth gulping air from the mini-breather, Tammy fought on.

Suddenly the machine jerked into action. The correct level of water had been reached, and Devlin’s preselected program-5 for wash-rinse-wash-rinse-spin-softener-spin-perfume, had begun.

Ecstatically, Brenda watched as 266 began to tumble end over end in the rotating drum, soaped and dripping with feathery suds. The immersepdet started her unavoidable wash program as the heaters began to take her up to full wash temperature.

The Colonel turned red faced, and saw that all four machines were now in action. She was presented with a veritable plethora of endlessly moving, foam coated bottoms, faces, pussies, trussed limbs; squeezing and sliding past the glass door viewing ports. But no sound other than the steady swish and rumble of normal washers gave any indication of the trauma within. Only the wide, pleading eyes as a face appeared randomly in one or another view port told the tale.

“The soap is the non stinging type,” DG advised. “Won’t bother their eyes at all.” Brenda nodded acknowledgement of this titbit of information, unable to speak as she battled with her own trauma.

They watched for a while, then Devlin seemed to tire of the sport.

“Come on! Let’s have some lunch while we wait. It’s a two hour program they’re on, and the auto load will transfer them to the dryers without us.” Brenda followed him out, but just couldn’t resist pausing at the door. She just had to watch those tumbling, soap-sudded forms a while longer; .. and even as she watched, Bimbo’s bottom and soaped pussy leached onto a glass door and slid several circles before being replaced by a squashed, sliding tit. The end two machines produced a simultaneous display of begging, rotating faces as Blondie and 187 ran in sync for a while, whilst Tammy was performing a complex, multi-directional roll in her machine, bouncing and porpoising from the resilient rubber paddles of the drum.

The Colonel sighed contentedly, and made a mental note to order one or two of these machines for her home. One thing was for certain;- four very clean, sweet smelling toys would greet their return!

Inside those whirling drums, things were happened that neither of the departing figures in that dry, vertical outside world had any idea of.

The rubber paddles, whilst slightly traumatic when pummelling the more tender spots of those acrobatic bodies, were generally very accommodating as they slapped and slithered over the endlessly tumbling women. But this was of little consequence compared to the other problem.

Both DG and Brenda had been negligent in their rush to get the washing over and done with. DG for not warning Brenda to remove all objects from their persons, and Brenda for not mentioning that all her toys wore internal, radio controlled vibrators as a matter of course.

Drenched with the constant immersion of their forms, the trussed beauties were unable to prevent their orifices eventually becoming waterlogged. As a result, the water short-circuited the solid-state micro-chip controls of each nestling trench digger ensconced within the deep recesses of their bodies. In consequence, four mega-powerful vibrators operating at full power soon engineered a series of explosive reactions within each tumbling form.

Tammy squirmed and writhed as her body reacted to the powerful stimulus of the rattling beast in her love nest, her boobs constantly slapped and then smeared across various internal surfaces of the drum. She tensed and fought her restraints, the slithering feeling of her soaped body serving only to pour more fuel on the fire of masochistic lust.

 It was a lost cause. Reduced to a mere bundle of abandoned washing, her deep rooted fires of masochistic desire flared into a roaring furnace of all consuming lust. Nearby, three other traumatised females writhed in the clutches of the same pleasure beast, only to be robbed of the final, cataclysmic conclusion as the program drained the sensuously warm, foamy water and doused the rotating forms in freezing rinse water.

Seconds later they strained against the forces of gravity as the spin mode plastered them to the wall of the rapidly spinning drum. Then the cycle began again, and once more they luxuriated in the foaming suds of a second wash. And again were cheated with another rinse and spin.

But the final trigger was almost upon them. Pummelled and pounded, the tumbling sex bundles came to rest as the perfumed softener poured in. Inexorably, the drum began to tenderise and scent the women in a slow rotation that had them slithering and sliding in the viscous film of the softener.

Whilst three of them suffered exquisitely pleasant orgasmic explosions, Blondie was destined to experience a screaming, mind-bending orgasm of almost lethal proportions. A fluke tumble had left her luxuriously voluptuous body wedged diagonally across the drum for the final vital seconds of her rise to orgasmic oblivion. Spread charms notched neatly onto the edge of a rubber paddle, knees jammed either side and into the back corner; breasts pressed tightly against the smooth transparent door panel, she screamed silently against the breather as her flattened tits and searching, rock hard nipples traced endless circles in the softener on that static, silky smooth glass. On and on, round and round! The curvaceous Blondie suffered the bone-shattering convulsions of a monumental orgasm as the rubber ridge worked endlessly against her pussylips and her tender clitoris.

Roaring mightily in her spasming love tube, the vibrator hurled her towards certain destruction; .. orgasm after orgasm straining her against the indestructible cords of rubber holding her helplessly; a victim to the demons of her own lust as her body tore itself apart in a mindless, self-destructive spree of wanton pleasure!

Fearful of the destructive forces being unleashed, Blondie knew she must escape this devilish trap. She struggled feebly against her bonds, straining her wedged form with dying strength. But it was a hopeless task as another orgasm gleefully robbed her of coherent effort. The blackness closed down as she whirled off into the void of bottomless pleasure.

Mother nature in her infinite wisdom had chosen to intervene in this unequal battle of lust versus limitations. Blondie’s unconscious form relaxed, and that tiny reduction in rigidity was sufficient to ease the wedge. The sexually pulverised woman dropped free of her triangulated, self-engineered clamp and continued her tumbling softener program in a world of tranquil insensibility.




 CHAPTER TEN - THE GAMES ROOM 

With the lunch over and the pets still tumble drying, DG took Brenda to his favourite room. On arriving, it was easy for the Colonel to see why. Amusement arcade would have been a better description, although it was doubtful that the staff of that emporium felt very amused.

Devlin ushered her over to the full sized snooker table, an exquisitely designed affair resting on six female shaped supports.

As Brenda had surmised when first laying eyes on the table, the legs were hollow. LPG-fems were encased in form fitting steel cocoons, configured to hold them in a kneeling hogtie format, with heels tucked tightly into bottoms.

Six heads protruded above the table top like shiny newel posts, arranged to bring mouths level with the playing surface and providing a novel, ornamental feature not normally seen on standard tables. Flanges and brackets on the steel helmets served as fixings to bolt these living table-legs to the ponderous bulk of the main playing surface.

But that wasn't all. They also served to maintain mouths in a perfectly shaped gaping circle between the jaws of the cushions.

It was obvious at a glance that any pocketed balls were going to roll straight into the steel retained oral cavities of these unfortunate women. Brenda watched with interest as Devlin set up the balls, his every move followed fearfully by six pairs of swivelling eyes. Apart from eyelids that could blink, this was the only movement possible for those six metallised females. Their steel, figure-hugging cocoons ensured that they would remain living sculptures until finally released.

Devlin was satisfied that all was ready, and walking around the table he jerked the huge rubber bungs out of each fem-pocket, then positioned the white ball ready to break the red cluster. The sound of discontent from the fem-pockets grew in volume as their unplugged mouths gave rise to a swelling volume of inarticulate wails for mercy.

“This really is fun Brenda. These are all LPG’s who have earned demerits for something or other, and they were given to me to think up some sort of punishment. As it happened, all this consignment refused to eat recycled food, so I came up with this set-up.” He paused and rose from his stooped position over the table, and scooping up a coloured ball he handed it to the Colonel for inspection.

“Recycled food, compressed and rounded before colouring. Only the white is a true snooker ball, all the rest are food.” He retrieved the ball and replaced it.

Taking careful aim, he split the reds with the skill of someone who obviously had plenty of practice. The reds spread evenly and powerfully as a result of his over zealous break: the speeding, ricocheting balls soliciting a host of madly tracking eyeballs from the terrified pockets. None went down, but many came to rest in potable positions, and Brenda had a feeling that the lack of success was just another part of DG’s game plan.

Devlin studied the table carefully and, selecting a red some distance from the left corner pocket, he drew down with the cue and sighted up. The fem-pocket protested loudly as he squinted along the cue, but was unable to deter him as he struck the white with a soft blow.

Brenda watched, fascinated, as the red trundled slowly towards the oral opening, the fem-pocket’s eyes following its approach and becoming crossed as the ball finally stopped a few inches in front of her wide stretched mouth. Her sounds of pleading and desperation grew louder, whilst the other pockets fell silent for the present. Their turn would come soon enough. Best nOF to draw attention to oneself whilst another suffered Devlin’s concentration.

“Feeding time Gloria,” chortled DG lining up for the pot. The fem-pocket increased its pleading tones, enhanced by a pair of wide, begging eyes. The cue flashed forward, and the white rocketed across the table to hit the red an almighty blow as Gloria’s squawking rose to a crescendo.

“AAAAAAGGGGHHH! NNNNNrrrggg!“

The red ball streaked into the open mouth!

“UMMMMMPHHH! GUUUUK! GUUUK! GUUUK!“

Gloria’s eyes bulged fit to pop as strange gulping sounds emanated from her forcibly retained mouth-pocket. Brenda leaned forward, and was astounded to see that the ball had vanished completely. She looked at Devlin with astonishment.

“She’s swallowed it, .. swallowed it whole!” DG smiled, pleased at the Colonel’s disbelief, “She had no choice. The ball passing the lips triggers a sensor that in turn energises a nose clamp in the helmet. She had to swallow or choke.” He lined up another ball, and before Gloria even had time to verbally react, had slammed another red into the same pocket.

“ARRUUUUUNNNG! GUUUK! GUUK! GUUK!“

“That’s Gloria fed then,” he advised, placing one of the massive plug-balls on the table and lining up the cue ball for a final shot.

Wham! The plug-ball hurtled across the felt and entered Gloria’s mouth with a loud thwack! as her mouth was stretched wide by the invader and effectively plugged tight.

“That’s Gloria finished, now lets see if I can clear the table,” he announced, glancing at the remaining five pleading faces.

The balls went down with methodical precision, each one skilfully rolled to within a few inches of the fem-pocket before the final blast that drove it home. Devlin enjoyed his game of suspense, and had perfected this technique which left the target pocket cross-eyed and in no doubt as to what was coming as the ball loomed massively before their defenceless oral cavities.

Soon only one pocket remained. Five had been fed and replugged.

And as usual DG rolled a ball into the shooting position. The fem-pocket caterwauled piteously as he offered his guest the cue.

“Have a go Brendal Let’s see if you can finish feeding our Penelope.” Brendarefused at first. She had never even attempted this ancient game before, but a glance towards those pleading, rolling eyes in the corner of the table soon had her sadistic instincts overriding any shortfall in skill.

She stooped over the table, adjusting her grip and position as Devlin advised, then concentrated on the shot.

Crack! Queue met ball, .. white hit red, .. red missed opening and hit the metal surround of the helmet. Devlin laughed and set up the shot again as Penelope’s howling grew to an all time high.

Determined to sink it this time, Brenda concentrated hard, her eyes sighting along the cue and squaring up on the red. She pulled back the cue and then held for a second, savouring the distended eyeballs staring at her over the red. She could see that the captive woman was making Gargantuan efforts to escape her confines and move her metal maintained open mouth out of the way, but to no avail. Her gaping oral cavity remained firmly offered to receive the ball. And that was when Brenda noticed another feature. The twitching tongue within that waiting human pocket was desperately trying to form a barrier against the impending insertion of the next ball, but was effectively restrained and held flat by three eyelets, connected via miniature studs to the inner wall of the lower lip. Devlin had reduced the girl’s tongue to an impotent, fettered loading ramp that would guide the ball straight into her spasming throat.

The Colonel’s elbow swept forward, and the red zoomed unerringly into the mouth.

 “AARRUUULLLP! GUUK! GUUK!“

Penelope consumed her first course. Then—I “ARRRGH! ULP! GUUK! GUUK: 1“

Brenda rose from the table with a worried look. She’d put too much top-spin on the cue-ball and, having swallowed the red, Penelope had now efficiently disposed of the white as it followed through.

“Foul stroke Colonel, four points away,” chortled Devlin as he took the cue and almost contemptuously slammed home the last red in a direct contact shot. The fem-pocket assumed shades of crimson and veins stood out in the visible sections of her face as she battled to cope with three balls in quick succession. But DG barely noticed as he re-plugged the gagging head with a flourish, and tossed the cue onto the table.

Brenda remained looking at the last pocket with a stunned expression.

“But! But you said the white wasn'’t edible, you said—!” Her voice trailed off as she saw DG’s untroubled look.

“Don’t worry Brenda, it’s not poisonous, .. it'll pass straight through. Mind you, Penelope’s going to grunt and strain a bit when it eventually arrives at the other end!“

They stayed at the table for a while as Devlin explained a few other points of interest.

Apparently, these fem-pockets had been replaced only recently.

The previous six had served their punishment term of two months and had been returned to the SAC facility. No doubt avid enthusiasts for recycled food now.

Seemingly, all bodily functions, waste, etc., were catered for inside the steel cocoons; removed by way of a hidden suction duct that serviced both urinal and rectal tracks. Water intake was catered for by the red balls, each one having a hollow core that was filled with liquid. Then Brenda spied six bright orange balls nestling in a carrier by the wall.

 “What are those for Devlin? DG followed her pointing finger and then turned back with a smirk.

“Those are the last game balls for when they’ve done their time.

Normal size going in, .. indigestible like the white, .. and they swell to double the size after five hours inside. That last morning is really something to see. You've never heard such a racket as when they try to pass something bigger than a grapefruit through their bums; .. makes their eyes water I can tell you.“

A muffled groan of despair brought their attention back to the six steel encased heads poking motionlessly from the table.

Those that could were straining their eyes upward to stare in dismay at the orange balls they would one day be forced to swallow, “Never had any fem-pockets come back for re-punishment; seems they prefer to do as they’re told after one session in the table.“

He flipped a hidden switch below the table. With a hiss, spherically shaped visors slid over the exposed features of the fed fem-pockets, sealing them into perfect isolation to await the next meal/game. The effectiveness of these devices was immediately apparent as the muted, gulping sounds still going on were instantly quelled into total silence.

Devlin and Brenda retired to the bar for a well earned drink.

Exploring Gord Mansion was a thirsty business, both as a result of raised body temperatures due to the delightful plights of all these lovelies, and the lengthy discussions required to fully understand the often unseen additions to these utilised fems.

“Very nice Spa water, this, DG. Where do you get it? I've never heard of Tracy 25 before,” she said, studying the label. Devlin looked annoyed with himself at his oversight. Gulping down his drink, he rose and beckoned Brenda to follow him.

“I'forgot to show you our in-house bottling plant. We produce the stuff ourselves down in the basement. Come on down and let me show you the set-up.“

 Brenda finished her drink and followed eagerly, convinced that any manufacturing process devised by the great Devlin Gord would be sure to include fine examples of nubile females being used for utility purposes. She was not to be disappointed.

As they proceeded down into the bowels of the great house, Brenda suddenly stopped with mouth agape as they passed through the boiler room. A place of magical content for any lover of female torment. The whole place consisted of beautiful women converted into various plumbing fixtures and fittings, none designed to cater for personal pleasure, but extremely effective in serving the household in its water requirements.

Pipe joints and connections of the massive main pipeline were exclusively of the living female variety. Whilst further over on a rack by the wall were some horrendously re-shaped examples of hydro-fems. Brenda stared up at a particularly shapely female being used as an in-line connector, rigidly strained in a straightened format, with huge flanges clamped to grossly stretched pussy and mouth. She turned her head slightly as DG explained.

“Restructured as you've probably guessed. The main flow passes right through her, and the auxiliary connection to a service is the small pipe in the rear hole. Those other small pipes are for servicing; food, waste extraction etc. The water is absorbed as required from the main flow passing through her body.” The dearmed fem connector looked stoically ahead as Devlin reached up and squeezed her pendulously hanging boobs.

Escape was impossible. She would remain as an uncomfortably pressurised, living water conduit until a benevolent plumber decided to remove her. As they watched, her look became one of pained concern as her whole body visibly pulsed between the tight cinching bands that served the dual purpose of making sure that she remained as designed, and prevented her torso from swelling with the internal pressure. Her expanded format seemed to shrink and the bulging cheeks deflated as the pressure within fell.

 “Sprinklers just cut in out in the garden,” Devlin explained.

She’s carrying 400 gallons an hour now, but the pressure has dropped as soon as a tap or valve opens. I should explain by the way. All these fems in here are convicted felons, all without exception convicted of violent and nasty crimes, this one is serving twelve years for child abuse.” Brenda looked up to the strained face, and envisaging what it must be like to have pressurised water roaring through her body, she thought that the woman'’s plight was reasonably just.

A little further along the same pipe, they encountered a stopvalve.

To all intents and purposes, identical to the connector fem, but with one exception. This connector had a rather more substantial steel band around the waist, rather like a giant hose clip, and equipped with a shiny hand-wheel. DG spun the wheel, and as they watched, the stop-valve’s waist was excruciatingly reduced to an incredible six inch absurdity. Instantly, the lower torso expanded with the increased pressure behind the clamp, now effectively checking the massive through-flow. A quick glance back to the in-line fem-connector revealed a fully pressurised, eye popping, cheek bloated, popeyed caricature with her whole body straining to burst from the confines of the retaining bands. Brenda returned to this traumatised femconnection, her prods and slaps producing a series of dull, thunking noises from the previously soft, sensuous body that now reacted like some sort of hard, moulded rubber.

DG re-opened the valve, and the bulging in-line fem-connector gratefully returned to her normal, gently pulsing format as the flow resumed its passage through her. Even without a grounding in hydro-dynamics, Brenda was able to work out that as night fell and general water usage fell to zero overnight, all these connectors would pressurise fully as the water had all avenues of escape shut off.

Brenda was entranced. What a glorious, pussy-warming spectacle these hydro-females made. Devlin had surpassed himselfin the never-ending quest to reduce the female form to enjoyable utility objects. They were so totally helpless and controlled; at the mercy of total strangers visiting the house, who once enlightened as to the nature of the plumbing, could torment them from afar. And as DG had pointed out, a full guest list provided an interesting spectacle as these connections endured random and rapid fluctuations of pressure as many taps were used all over the house. Without the means to move or protest in any way, these fems simply had no other recourse other than to deflate and bulge as the system demanded. Two of the connections were apparently LPG’s who had refused to indulge in water-sports when requested by customers. There was no doubt that the punishment certainly fit the crime. A hand placed on the bodies of these reluctant LPG’s soon sensed the vibrating tension created by the passage of pressurised water. Some, more unfortunate than others, served a secondary purpose.

They supported the whole of the overhead pipe-work by various suspension connections. Mounted in a face up mode, the ringed clitorises and nipples proved excellent anchorage points for the suspension chains snaking down from the ceiling.

The Colonel could have stayed for hours drinking in the spectacle of this superb hydro-fem engineering, but she was distracted by movement in a dark corner of the room. Turning, she went to investigate the odd shapes she had glimpsed earlier.

Three convicted LPG’s formed the next attraction, armless and arranged side by side; held out away from the wall by brackets at ankle and neck. All were connected to the plumbing, but only the two outer females seemed normal. The central figure was a hugely bloated bladder of giant rugby ball configuration, recognisable as a woman only by her head and fettered ankles, and the slightly raised mounds of breasts stretched taut and flattened by the incredible increase in the torso girth. Only the eyes moved as they pleaded for release.

“Ah! I see you've noticed our accumulators.” Devlin came up beside her and stood surveying the inflated fem as he explained.

“Our water system here is very low pressure, we have to pump it to pressurise it. But that means a drop in pressure every time someone uses a tap. So, I fitted these accumulators to store pressure whilst the system is not in use.” Brenda nodded as if taking this in, and DG continued.

When all the taps are turned off, LPG 2994 is inflated like a balloon and retains the pressure. Open a tap and drop the system pressure, and her natural body elasticity discharges her into the pipes and maintains the pressure.” As he spoke, 2994 shrank in size, and then immediately re-inflated to her normal size as the unseen tap was turned off somewhere in the house and the system recharged her.

Brenda felt a fierce heat in her crotch as she watched the human rugby ball continue to operate at random as the household staff went about their daily business.

“But how can that be possible?” was her first question, based on a relatively comprehensive layman’s understanding of human skeletal arrangements.

“Oh! 1 see what your getting at now. Her entire skeletal and muscle structure has been removed and stored, along with the arms. Her spine ends just below the neck, and we left the feet and ankle bones so as to have something firm to clamp on. She’s also got a collar bone to hang the body bladder on when deflated, that’s why the others look relatively normal.

But the others were far from normal as Brenda found out when she prodded one. The fettered woman moved like a partly inflated blow-up doll and waved languidly between her two anchor points. Only the eyes remained fixed and pleading as Devlin moved closer and explained a little more.

“All the vital organs are fitted into a pressure proof vessel inside the upper chest cavity, and the water simply flows around them without problems. Even their legs are hollow.” .. He stooped to a valve and began to open it as he spoke.

“We only use the one when we have few guests, but if the house was full all three would be in use.“

 As he spoke, the valve opened and the helpless woman ballooned into fully inflated form, quivering slightly as the pressurised water reached equilibrium within her elasticised containment.

Another twist of a valve, and three magnificently used females graced their fetters, bloated, quivering, then pulsing with movement as the household requirements made demands on their volumetric storage.

It looked so odd to see three heads, and three sets of feet seemingly affixed to those huge, living ovoids of womanhood, randomly inflating and deflating in perfect unison as the water gushed in and out. They were at the mercy of any tap user in the house, many of whom had no idea of what their simple action would mean to these three women in the basement.

Brenda was unable to control herself any longer, and with a bemused Devlin watching, she slid her skirt up and began to work her red hot mound against the centre accumulator. The resonating, ovoid shape quivered and bounced like a water filled balloon, then deflated slightly as water was drawn off the system. Seeing Brenda’s look of annoyance, DG waited until she had re-inflated and then closed the outlet valve. The Colonel resumed her activities with lustfulintent as the fem-accumulator mewed helplessly; maintained at full expansion for the convenience of her user. But Devlin had other delights built into his accumulators. The pipe connections were pivotal, and as soon as Brenda had finished, he turned the abused centre fem to face the wall, and handed Brenda a flat business like strap, nodding purposefully towards the offered, vaguely recognisable rump of the expanded woman. Brenda needed no further encouragement and positioned herself so as to allow a full swing at the target.

The strap flashed down, but instead of producing a thwack as it connected, it made a dull thunk, reminiscent of striking an inflated inner tube. The Colonel peered at the vibrating ovoid, pleased at the sight of a rapidly reddening strip on the juddering ellipse of the fem'’s nether region. The strap resumed its myriad descents, and the mewing grew louder as the accumulator’s rump took on a scarlet shade.

For an hour Brenda indulged her sadistic streak, and at the end three crimson ovoids hung in devastating torment, unable to twitch or even ease the sting of their hugely stretched and ultra sensitive flesh as they were maintained at full expansion.

Her lust temporarily slaked, Brenda and her host left the accumulators fully charged at the Colonel’s request; one in use, and the other two with valves closed and unable to deflate. The one in use at least had the relief of a varying pressure, but the others would remain fully expanded until someone vented them. DG moved on, with Brenda following eagerly in his footsteps. The Spa water room promised to be just as interesting, and she was not disappointed by what she saw.

Rows of neatly arranged tanks met her enraptured gaze, each topped with the shaven head of a stunning young woman. It was exciting to note that each face was streaked with sweat, and reddened by heat. Occasionally, the room’s background sound of muted pleas was punctuated by the hiss of steam, accompanied by the release of a white cloud from a neck seal in one or the other of these containers. Obviously each girl was suffering the torment of a prolonged and inescapable Turkish bath of staggering proportions.

Devlin watched silently as Brenda studied the complex pipework and moved along the line of tanks, his pride in these creations obvious in the smug look of satisfaction as he watched his guest’s approval.

“What are all these for DG?” Brenda wiped the condensation from a gauge, one of many attached to each cylinder, then turned to listen as Devlin launched into his explanation. He did so love to reveal the secrets of his ingenuity to admiring listeners.

“Pressure gauges, Brenda. The bigger ones are temperature and humidity. That little one at the top is water intake and the one with the green needle is fluid loss through natural body waste functions. We measure the input, output and waste and it tells us how efficiently she’s operating and we can adjust the environment to compensate.“

The reddened, profusely sweating face poking from the cylinder top seemed unimpressed as the efficiency of her controllable condition was revealed. If she had been in a position to add to the conversation, it was a certain fact that her personal opinion based on eighteen months of testing could have added a whole new dimension to the Colonel’s educational lecture on human distillation plants. Unfortunately, her gaping mouth was at present playing host to a spring water induction pipe, and it was very difficult to comment when one’s lips were clamped tightly to a pipe flange; not to mention the constant stream of replenishment liquid trickling down her throat.

Unseen inside the cylinder, her young, exquisitely shaped body sweated and strained in the powerful grip of stainless steel body clamps, whilst wraiths of steam bathed her petal soft skin in hot, tenuous fingers.

Devlin tapped a gauge, concerned at the low output from this unit, then opened a valve even more. The girl’s face showed her disapproval with big, brown, pleading eyes as the temperature rose higher, leaching even more of her precious body fluids from a perspiring outer layer.

Rivulets of sweat streamed over her pert, nubile breasts and down her spine, gathering to form two separate streams of considerable flow as they passed between pussy lips and the cleft of her superb bottom. The girl grimaced as a salty finger of liquid found a small razor nick in her freshly shaven pussy, but her admirers seemed more intent on the rising needle on the output flow gauge. Devlin nodded his approval when the needle reached a pre-designated point. 306B was working at normal production again.

On and on past dozens of beautiful, sweating, hairless heads; each endowed with helpless beseeching eyes; lines of metal encased bodies were being milked of pure female essence; spring water, processed and exuded by millions of tiny pores in those gorgeous bodies, then channelled and collected for consumption by lovers of exotic flavours. Some of the more unfortunates were busily producing flavoured emissions, fitted in transparent cylinders and encased in excruciatingly tight rubber or leather body-forming cocoons. Then at the end of the row, they came to Devlin’s pride of the collection, ‘Tracy 25’.

Brenda stood dumbstrucwikth awe as she stared open-mouthed at the crotch searing vision of Tracy.

Tightly banded and naked, the young, exquisitely proportioned woman was a constant mass of overheated, writhing, orgasmic torment, her body glistening and flashing with shards of reflected light, visible due to the transparent cylinder of her confinement.

Momentarily her eyes opened and flashed desperately pleading looks at the Colonel, then closed as the power of her next orgasm racked her perspiring form.

Wraiths of steam wrapped tenuous arms around her stunning body, heating her remorselessly and producing delicate, neverending droplets of the precious Tracy 25 water; dripping continuously from the engorged nipples daggering from her fulsome orbs of womanhood.

The flaring hips minced and writhed as much as the steel retainers would allow, massaging her fully formed and generous love lips in a permanent display of self indulgence. A rear view produced a vision of lustful extravagance as the rounded firm nates of this staggeringly beautiful woman tensed and flexed with the power of her unstoppable arousal. Unstoppable due to the many tiny electrodes feeding delicately balanced signals into all the muscles of her pubic region.

Similar electrodes situated just under her engorged nipples - ensured that these powerful sources of stimulation were fully operational and feeding never-ending signals of lust to her pouting pussy.

 Devlin sidled up to Brenda, his first words unheard as she revelled in the spectacle of this ultra controlled fem; then Brenda registered his presence as his words came into focus.

i increases production considerably.“

“What was that DG? Sorry, I wasn't listening.“

Devlin smiled.

“I was saying, the permanent sexual stimulation causes more muscular exertion and increases production considerably.“

Brenda nodded in understanding. The poor girl was already overheated to the point of cooking, but to be permanently in motion as a result of the endless orgasmic torment would produce copious volumes of her body nectar.

Brenda was entranced by the sensuous image ensconced in the cylinder. Her eyes travelling slowly from the pointed ballerina toes configuration, upwards past quivering sculpted thighs, tightly clenched by the steel bands; the flaring hips and nipped waist; onwards to the bewitching overhang of her firm, fully developed breasts. Without doubt Tracy was one of the most desirable creatures she had ever seen. She locked eyes with the helplessly presented face and felt the hot rush of moist love Jjuices return to her own pussy as the girl’s incredibly hopeless plight sank in.

Brenda glanced down, unable to maintain eye contact as a burgeoning arousal flushed her face with the heat of lustful thoughts. She concentrated on the other arrangements within the container, noting with interest the neat way the girl’s waste disposal tubes had been designed to run in the cleft of her mated legs, virtually invisible to all intents and purposes, and certainly not detracting from the beauty of the overall image.

Devlin was a genius when it came to producing displays of unparalleled sensual elegance. No doubt this was of little consequence to the profusely sweating par-boiled fem. Brenda orgasmed spontaneously as she realised that the Spa-water in her recent drink had in fact been extracted from this cinched, captive form. Truly that water was essence of female. Devlin had reduced Tracy to a living, breathing filter.

“Brenda tore her eyes from that staggeringly exciting apparition of abused womanhood and breathlessly asked another question.

“Why Tracy 25, DG?“

“Oh! that’s because she’s twenty-five now. I put her in there when she was nineteen, and usually we sweat them for a year.

But Tracy was so popular we decided to keep her in production.“

The Colonel looked back in amazement. This gently simmering beauty looked as if she’d only just been installed. How on earth had her perfect skin texture withstood six years of abuse? She orgasmed again as the enormity of the girl’s long ordeal impinged on her reeling mind. ' Devlin seemed to sense her perplexity and gave the answer to her unspoken question as he moved forward and stroked the captive woman’s cheek with something akin to affection.

“We run them all day, and then at 6 pm, the control systems shut down and cool them. After that the cylinder fills with a Lanolin skin toner solution and revives the skin texture, replaces all the natural oils, etc. Plus, of course, the ultraviolet lamps and the like. She’s probably in better shape than when we fitted her.“

Brenda listened intently, perspiring almost as much as the Tracy 25 unit, and Devlin, seeing her licking dry lips, offered a drink.

He bent down and adjusted Tracy’s controls to maximum, ignoring the pitiful, mewing entreaties from the disembodied cylinder mounted head, then ushered Brenda over to a nearby tap. It was the return pipe from the evaporators serving the Tracy 25.

At first, the opening of the tap produced only a steady drip. But, as they watched, the gauges rose and the drip became a trickle.

Tracy writhed and squirmed in massively undeniable sexual torment as all the stimulators wound her form to maximum orgasmic response. Groans of horribly unwanted ecstasy seeped from the clamped lips as her eyes rolled and nostrils flared.

 All the time the temperature was rising. The beautiful girl’s face assumed shades of scarlet as she was heated more and more, her throat working furiously as she strove to consume the increased flow of water to be processed. Brenda’s glass was soon full, and reaching for another glass, Devlin filled one for himself before closing the tap.

They stood sipping the cool, clear, sparkling water as they watched Tracy, still operating at full production, and Brenda orgasmed again as she sipped the liquid.

It was hard to imagine that only minutes before, this very same water had actually passed through that living female filter; exuded from millions of tiny pores in her alabaster smooth skin.

To be collected, distilled and cooled, then tapped to provide an exquisitely de-salted yet tangy flavour that was unique to this captive lovely.

“What was her crime?” enquired Brenda as she enjoyed the view.

“Well, none really. Her father asked me to take her in hand when the mother died. It was around the time when the AIDS scare was at its peak, and this young lady was bonking anything in sight. Sex mad I'm told. But apart from that she kept running away to tropical countries; seemed to prefer them to old, cold Britain. Can you imagine that! So putting these two things together, I felt that perhaps I could cure her of both obsessions with the one lesson. Two birds with one stone as they say.“

Brenda stared at the squirming beauty and had no doubt that when Devlin finally relented and released her from this torment, her interests in hot climates and sex were definitely going to be somewhat reduced.

“Her father died later that year and I just seemed to get custody of her. So there she is. No point in wasting a good resource.“

Brenda nodded her agreement, at the same time allowing her mind to wander to her tumbling, auto-washing pet, Blondie.

Voluptuous she was, but of late showing the first signs of putting on weight, not least because of the enforced gluttony earlier decreed by her mistress! No doubt a couple of months at maximum production in one of DG’s Spa water filters would trim her down nicely, especially if equipped with a double skin rubber sheath.

Brenda was not one to dally once she had and idea, and it came to pass, they sat down to the first glass of Blondie 24 later that evening!

Devlin reckoned that Blondie would take eight weeks to produce the 200 cases of water Brenda had ordered, so the Colonel immediately increased her order to 300. Fortunately, down in the cellar, the sweating, totally encapsulated, squirming Blondie was not in a position to overhear this extension of her torment.

Anyway, her present automated and mechanically orchestrated orgasmic gyrations were of far greater importance. Not to mention the fact that on a whim, Brenda had a third cocoon added, and all three of a design that covered her pet completely and consigned her to a soundless black world of overheated torment.

Close by, three chained and gagged pets looked anxiously down at their own bodies, fearful of finding any sign of surplus tissue that might condemn them to a similar Slim-fast plan. A quick glance back to the steaming tank ensconced rubber effigy gave instant conviction that a strenuous morning work-out was infinitely preferable to Blondie’s predicament.




 CHAPTER ELEVEN - BRENDA SAMPLES THE GOODS 

As the day wore on, Colonel Cunningham found herself in a perpetual state of arousal as the secrets of Gord Mansion unfolded before her eyes. More and more she found herself tempted to try some of the various devices for herself; if only to better appreciate their effect on the unfortunate inmates of this house of correction; and in doing so, enjoy their helpless dilemmas to an even greater degree. .. If that were possible!

Restructuring or genetic alteration was obviously out of the question for such a short duration stay, but then there were many more devices that merely required a flexible body and a colossal measure of endurance. Brenda thought about it for a while, then shrugged off the notion as a new delight came into sight.

They were passing through what appeared to be a greenhouse conservatory, and hanging from virtually every rafter and supporting overhead beam were glistening, black female shaped cocoons, totally enclosed save for the pouting pussies, and thrusting tits that confirmed the gender of the occupants. Some were wriggling madly in an effort to escape, others, obviously of longer incarceration, had long since given up these futile attempts and hung silent and still with only the rise and fall of breasts to indicate life.

“What are those for Devlin?“

DG looked up almost disinterestedly and remarked that they were a new idea yet to be fully developed. Brenda sensed that there was more to it than that, but decided to wait until a few drinks had loosened his tongue before inquiring further. She turned her attention to the steamy windows of an adjoining glass house, but again was fobbed off with the excuse that this was part of the same experiment, and that in due course she would be seeing the finished results.

Brenda’s insatiable curiosity became more inflamed with every word. That devious Devlin was up to something. He was hiding something from her and she wouldn’t rest until she had all the details of this new development. But it could wait for now, her military training allowed her to be patient, at least for the time being.

As it was, it was getting late, and at DG’s suggestion, they wandered back to the bar, settling down to a nice cool drink.

Tended by the erotically costumed leg-waitress, Brenda relaxed thankfully after her tiring day of overworked sexual arousal, languishing in the pleasant feelings nurtured by active fingers of her pre-programmed recliner-fem, and watching the upper torso section of the waitress busily cleaning and rearranging the bar mats from her pivotal mounting in its mahogany surface.

The earlier thoughts of herself testing some of these devices returned, and after much consideration, she finally broached the subject to her lounging host. Devlin listened, pursed his lips, then took another sip at his Banana Daiquiri before answering.

“It’s funny, but virtually all the female guests I've ever entertained here get around to that thought eventually.” He paused as if drawing on past ideas, then voiced his hypothesis on the subject.

“You know, I reckon that all females have a secret yen to be used at some time or another. No matter how strong and assertive they are, there is still that chameleon quality that allows you females to revert from time to time. In fact, I'm convinced it’s a vital part of your make up. I mean, just look at Brigette.“

He paused as they both cast their minds back to the demise of their recently departed colleague. The last time they had seen the late Major Sommes had been at Judge Loomis’ banquet. The bizarrely re-structured creature had spent the entire evening scurrying around the assembled guests, serving as a profoundly sensuous wine waiter, her avid enthusiasm ensured by diabolical ingenuity.

“She was totally butch, a real firebrand of a female, and yet she still couldn’t resist her basic instincts to enjoy being controlled.

And now you, I mean you’re hardly a submissive bimbo, and yet you feel the urge to try it.” Brenda peered hard at him, trying to figure out what he was leading up to.

“I'’knew you were going to ask sooner or later, which is why I was prepared for the event.” He stopped speaking and looked over to her with an odd smile. Suddenly the Colonel heard alarm bells ringing loudly, and yet even through her fear she felt powerful surges of excitement at the thought that maybe she had allowed herself to walk right into a trap. Collecting her thoughts, she sipped at her drink and cleared her throat to speak.

“Yer forgerring one thing Devlin—!“

The Colonel stopped mid sentence as the realisation that she was slurring her words struck home. A brief look at the glass in her hand indicated that she was considering how much she had drunk, but an almost full first glass was sufficient to assure her that this was not the cause. She looked up at Devlin, and then the truth exploded into her fuddled brain. Devlin was wearing that knowing smirk of self satisfaction, and as she watched he confirmed her worst fears with a nod.

“ 'Fraid so Brenda; the drink is drugged and you've already sipped enough to put you out for two or three hours. By the time you wake up you’ll have joined the fixtures and fittings of Gord Mansion!“

Brenda attempted to rise, but Devlin didn’t even bother to try and stop her. There was no point. Even as she raised herself the first few inches, the lights were already starting to wink out. The Colonel’s last conscious thoughts were a mixture of terrible fear, and a searing, pussy-pulsing wave of erotic energy. Devlin rose as she slumped forward and caught her limp, unconscious form.

Oh! Brenda what a gullible girl you are!” He smiled to himself as he felt the round fullness of her breasts against him, and for the first time since meeting this curvy, desirable female, caressed and squeezed her rounded, firm nates with his other hand. He was pleased. She was everything he had dreamed she would be under that tight uniform, and the exploring hand reaching under to her salivating love nest confirmed her natural arousal in the face of her impending incarceration.




 CHAPTER TWELVE - THE GREENHOUSE 

Consciousness returned with maddening slowness as Brenda, subconsciously aware that something was wrong, attempted to fight off the swirling mists of memory loss and impaired sight.

The adrenaline released by her sudden remembrance neutralised the lingering effects of the drug in a flash, and her eyes snapped open.

For an instant, panic reined as she realised that movement was impossible. Exerting her considerable presence of mind, she calmly assessed the situation.

At least DG hadn’t put her into some sort of tortuous bondage, but then just what had he done as she slumbered? She was suspended, that was a fact borne out by the slight swaying movements and the tension on her head which obviously had some form of lifting gear attached to her hood. Her form rotated, and although she was completely hooded in something, she discovered that the material allowed her to see out. Rather like the effect of wearing sunglasses, dimmed but clear vision was possible. A dull ache in her crotch informed her that something large was nestling in her well lubricated love tube, and the lubrication was entirely of her own making. So far so good, this feeling of being totally controlled was definitely not to be missed, but then her configuration was comfortable. It could well be a different matter in some of the positions adopted by the LPG’s.

Her body continued to rotate slowly as she squirmed until, finally, something hove into her restricted vision. All efforts to move ceased as she understood the nature of her confinement.

 She was cocooned. Only feet away from her were clusters of similar cocoons, identical to the ones she had seen that afternoon.

The comfort and suspension was sufficient to inform her that she was obviously restrained in a like manner. Hmmm! the knowledge and feeling was good. She mentally appraised the image of herself, boobs stuck out on offer, pussy open to offers, and an offer that had been accepted by the feel of that intrusion.

But now what?

She cast her mind back to her questions earlier, and with some trepidation remembered Devlin’s refusal to comment. It was something new, a prototype idea. That was what he had said.

Brenda felt the first misgivings stirring in her mind as she strained her eyes to see more. They were inside that steamy greenhouse, that was for sure. But what else was in there with them, that was the burning question?

Casting her eyes downward, she estimated that her suspension was some twenty feet off the floor; at the same time noting a huge plant almost directly below her. Brenda strained her eyes further as she studied the massive horticultural specimen at length. It seemed vaguely familiar, but then again—? It had long narrow leaves possibly ten or twelve feet long, and Gargantuan flowers atop stems that snaked across the floor before rising the last five feet to support the head in a vertical mode.

The flowers seemed like some form of elephantine Foxglove, but it was difficult to tell, due to the fact that they were all closed.

Her study continued for sometime as she strove to puzzle out just what the thing was. But finally her deliberations were interrupted as the creak of a door heralded the arrival of her captor. She tried to speak, only to find that the cocoon was of an adhesive nature and held her mouth, and indeed whole body in anunbreakable grip. Devlin came into view wearing his annoying, congratulatory smile as he beamed up at her.

“Comfortable Brenda?“

Brenda Mmmpphed through the gag.

 “Well, you did want to know about this secret project, and you also wanted to try out some bondage. Looks like you got both wishes in one go.“

Brenda wriggled half-heartedly, still not sure that she was actually in danger of permanent incarceration, and secretly enjoying the feeling of DG’s power to decide her destiny.

“Do you like my new, genetically engineered plant then?” She looked down at the flower, for the first time understanding why she couldn’t recognise the beast. It was a hybrid. One of Devlin’s creations. That indefinable fear crept insidiously into her thoughts as he continued.

“It's a cross breed, sort of half Venus Fly-trap, half Pitcher Plant.” The unease grew in Brenda’s mind as she considered the possibilities. The Venus Fly-trap snapped shut on being touched by a fly and then salivated to dissolve the catch. On the other hand, the Pitcher plant held a vase of honey water and coated the sides of its vessel with a slime. Insects tempted by the delectable honey water flew in to drink, but then found they were unable to climb back up the slippery sides. Eventually they would slide down and drown; to be ingested in much the same way as by the Fly-trap’s digestive system.

The alarm bells were by now a shrieking, clamorous din, and Brenda’s struggles to break free were nothing short of titanic.

My God! She was bait, a prepacked lunch for an overgrown weed. They were all hanging there as offerings to Devlin’s carnivorous plant. Total panic overwhelmed her as she noted the first stirring movement in the huge flower heads. The flowers were opening and the heads beginning to rise. Devlin looked at his watch and then up at the darkening sky as dusk fell.

“Time to go Brenda, my plant feeds at night, and it isn’t all that choosy about food. Unfortunately I don’t possess what it needs and you do. Have fun won’t you.“

With that he waved and vanished from view as Brenda’s struggles to survive achieved an intensity bordering on the demonic. But the gyrating, flexing cocoon held her relentlessly offered as the multitude of gaping, hungry flowers steadily rose towards the hanging feast of female fruits, ripe and ready for picking. She stared down transfixed by the approaching apocalypse; mesmerised by the sight of that fully opened maw and the single searching stamen, waving whip-like as it piloted the massive head towards the helpless offering; sensing, almost smelling the fragrant scent of its chosen, succulent female snack. A terrified Brenda felt the first touch and redoubled her efforts. But all was in vain. Her cocooned feet came to rest against the slippery inner base of the flower head and the petals closed with remorseless finality until snapping shut around her neck. She looked wildly around searching for help, but was rewarded only by the sight of many other engulfed cocoons and twisting turning heads as the flowers each found an easy conquest.

The petals tightened into a crushing embrace, all resistance was swiftly snuffed out, and the process began. Brenda felt a super slimy substance oozing through the pores of the porous cocoon, then horror of horrors, the whip like stamen curling round her legs, moving steadily upward, pausing and searching every few seconds as if following a well defined search pattern. For seconds it hesitated on her upper thighs, than as if finding the target, slithered rapidly up to her naked, vulnerable crotch.

Her protesting, clamped love lips were unable to close due to the massive intrusion. With dread, she realised that it was hollow.

It was designed to allow easy access to her most personal opening. Triumphantly, the twisting furry tendril snaked into the tube and then wormed its way deep into her pussy, searching out the deepest recesses of her lower body in a series of exploratory forays. Brenda struggled again, and the petals squeezed harder, reducing her to a stiffened morsel of edible delicacy, whilst the stamen continued its work.

Exhausted from her abortive attempts to escape, Brendarelaxed, preparing herself stoically for the inescapable conclusion.

Meanwhile Devlin, having watched from the safety of the outer greenhouse, now turned his thoughts to other matters. The Colonel was most decidedly incapacitated, Blondie was totally cocooned and sweating profusely in her personal distillation chamber which left 187, Bimbo, and the delectable Tammy in his charge; a state of affairs that had been carefully planned. In fact, it was all a most satisfactory outcome to his skulduggery.

It was time to reap the rewards. With a final glance at the latest horticultural bondage exhibit, DG moved off to collect three beautiful women; .. chained, secured, and ready for his personal pleasure.

As Brenda pondered the reality of being dissolved into a nutritious soup, she could not help but feel hot, daggering sensations through her loins as the slippery, gripping petals squeezed and shaped her helpless form. Even as the unmistakable feelings of more intimate contact came with the dissolution of the cocoon, Brenda knew that her demise was going to be pleasurable, at least in the early stages.

And within minutes, her thoughts had become a fact. The lower enclosed portion of the cocoon was completely gone. Her entire body was now freely accessible to the slithering embrace of her vegetable prison and although apparently facing her impending, permanent demise, Brenda’s mind still seemed intent on minor trivial details.

Were carnivorous plants classified as vegetable or floral varieties?

The ministrations of those undulating, powerfully flexing petals could no longer be denied. Brenda found herself spiralling downward into a yawning abyss of seething pleasurable wantonness. Indeed, so powerful were the surges of lust, that Brenda never even noticed the renewed activity of the stamen until the second it began to squirm into her oral cavity.

Undeterred by the mesh of the cocoon covering her mouth, the fibrous stem had quickly worked between the fibres of the weave and was rapidly sliding down her convulsing throat. There was no escape. Obviously the plant intended to devour its morsel from all sides; the stamen was pumping her belly full of liquid even as she contemplated this new turn of events. Powerless to affect events in any way, Brenda decided to go out with a bang.

 The licentious manipulations of her body were not to be denied, and as a further aid to her wanton surrender to these carnal feelings, Brenda noted with some alarm that either the saliva of the plant, or some other agent introduced by the searching stamen had set her gaping pussy afire with feelings of searing heat; a kind of bubbling, sexual torment that sent shattering waves of erotic power surging into her captive form. A new swell of feeling washed over her beleaguered frame, demanding, irresistible, insatiable; the pleasure monster could not be denied.

Brenda felt her forcibly expanded sex tube awash with the juices of arousal. Even through the thick, cloying syrup of the plant’s saliva she could feel the rivulets of her own hot outpourings as her sex mouth watered in the face of this barrage of sensory stimulation. It was a feeling far beyond anything she had ever experienced before. Perhaps the fact that it was the ultimate in submissive experiences, or the simple fact that it would be her last performance; whatever, Brenda knew that she was far beyond the levels of pleasure experienced by any normal woman!

The petals pressed inward, squeezing; almost flowing in waves of pressure. Pulses that started around her upper body and rippled downward towards the boiling cauldron of her twitching sex tube. Orgasm after orgasm battered at her compressed body; it was almost as if the plant was milking her, using her like a gigantic teat. But perhaps that was how the system worked.

Could it be that this undulating movement speeded the insidious liquefaction of her form as she was remorselessly dissolved by the plant? Through the haze of rapturous pleasure, Brenda was blinded to the perceived outcome of all this, and only mildly interested at the mechanics of the whole procedure. Of far greater importance was the thought that each coming orgasm might just surpass the last cataclysmic event. But for how long could she withstand this monumental torment? It was a question that would remain unanswered for the near future. The rise of this next mind bending explosion of exotic torment would prove to be the final straw that overloaded Brenda’s sorely tested sexual fuse. At the moment of detonation in her bubbling sex tube, Brenda sank mercifully into a chasm of darkness as her reeling mind succumbed to the overwhelming levels of pleasure coursing through her form.

The awakening when it finally came was something of a surprise.

It took several minutes for the fact that she was free of the cloying embrace of the plant to register, and even longer for the glaring shafts of dawning sunlight to appraise her of the arrival of morning. A hurried glance downward brought the slumbering plant into view. But what of herself? Was she still whole.

Brenda surged against her restraints, quickly registering that her body seemed to be responding as normal, but just as rapidly coming to the conclusion that the slight flexibility of her cocoon had been replaced with some form of rigid containment. She cast her eyes to the other suspended tit-bits, and noted that the cocooned heads were as before. The change had been in the body section of the all embracing cocoons, which appeared to have been dissolved and absorbed by the plant saliva. The saliva had then gone on to form a new coating which once exposed to air, had crystallised to form a rigid, opaque casing that held each woman magnificently helpless and visible to any passing voyeur.

They had become giant crystallises, like beautiful pupa of some exotic moth. And yet, for some strange reason, the dripping love shafts remained uncovered. Pouting silky mouths, stretched, offered and opened like the budding flowers of a tulip. It was all so strange. The plant was a carnivore, and yet they were unharmed. Nothing had been dissolved, there was no pain.

“What on earth had happened after they had blacked out? What devilish use was planned for their dangling bodies?

The answer to the puzzle came several hours later with the appearance of Devlin, obviously in good humour after a night of wanton, lustful abandon with the Colonel’s pets.

“Morning Brenda. Had a good night I hope.“

Brenda didn’t even try to respond through the gag, but merely glared down at her grinning host, a hot shaft of pleasure daggering through her exposed crotch as DG wriggled an exploratory finger in her defenceless love tube. The finger withdrew and its glistening wetness was studied with some satisfaction by the owner. The Colonel flushed with embarrassment as irrefutable proof of her lingering arousal was revealed. Damn it! Even that simple finger reaming had caused her love nest to explode into myriad, minute, muscle twitching paroxysms of expectant lust. Brenda felt her body respond with a sort of uncontrollable squirming, and her embarrassment increased as the cocoon betrayed her with a slight crackling of its crystalline structure. Devlin leered knowingly into her eyes.

“Feeling a little horny, are we Brenda?” The finger returned and hooked into her hot cleft, gently crushing and rolling a super sensitive clitoris with an expertise that instantly classified Devlin as a man who had studied the art of arousing a woman at great length. Her eyes closed as the undeniable rush of orgasmic energy began to build, totally unaware that as she bathed in this sea of pleasure, DG was lowering her cocoon slowly downward.

A slight jerk as the movement stopped caused her to open her eyes; .. to be confronted by Devlin’s face at the same level. She felt his finger withdraw and vaguely registered his out of sight hands doing something below. She knew instinctively what was to come. Whilst half of her rebelled, the other half screamed for fulfilment as her pussy brazenly leaked copious streams of love juice in preparation for the coming intruder.

Devlin’s hardened shaft nuzzled against her blood engorged sex mouth, teasing, poking, prizing the luscious lips apart with contemptuous ease as Brenda’s rapidly dwindling reserves of rejection melted in the heat of her need. The cocoon moved downward, and Brenda felt herself being steadily hung on his throbbing hook. Impaled like a side of beef, the massiveness of his manhood stretched and plundered as it bored to her very core. Then at last, her aching pussy bottomed out. The hard ridge atop his rigid, quivering pole pressed tightly, grinding powerfully into her pulsing clit, sending shattering waves of indescribable pleasure coursing through her beleaguered form.

Devlin stood unmoving. There was no need for him to do anything, for although Brenda was squeezed tight and unmoving by her cocoon, the impaled shaft in her love tube was a mass of co-ordinated, muscle spasming waves that were milking him as effectively as a powerful dairy machine.

Brenda opened bloodshot eyes to stare at her tormentor, his smug, self-satisfied grin sufficient to fire her masochistic drivers to even higher levels as she realised that he was using her as a helpless aid to masturbation. She felt her pussy slip into overdrive as the turrets of her rock hard nipples expanded to press tightly against the hardness of the crystal prison. All was lost. The last semblance of control lay in shattered ruins as her burgeoning orgasmic experience blossomed to a full blown nuclear explosion of excruciatingly exquisite pleasure, all the more powerful for the completely contained fury of its thwarted escape.

Devlin savoured the delights of that thrashing, fleshy tube as it danced and giggled on his tool; almost collapsing as his rubbery legs struggled to hold him firmly shafted up into that inverted pit of feminine sheathing. He could contain his passion no longer.

Although his mind wanted the stimulation to last for ever, the body was weak.

At the moment of Brenda’s final and most cataclysmic orgasm, his bursting manhood stretched the skin to tearing point, and with the force of a howitzer, exploded into the hot, silky depths of that grasping channel of lust. The pulses seemed endless as his form absorbed the recoil of multiple discharges. Finally, emptied of all seed; sucked dry by Brenda’s demanding sex mouth, he sagged away and allowed the moaning, cocooned woman to swing and slowly pirouette on her tether.

All around them, similar cocoons who had been watching, groaned softly as the scene they had witnesses was sufficient to ignite and fulfil their own self-powered orgasmic bliss. Devlin sagged to the floor and for a while was still as he recouped his strength and regained control. Hot, sticky outpourings from Brenda’s love tube spattered huge droplets on the polished floor around him. Mute testament to the power of her involvement and total loss of her normally rigid self-control.

Unsteadily, Devlin pushed himself up and rose to stand before the shattered woman. He studied her at length, then seeing that she had regained a modicum of self control, spoke softly to the captive Colonel.

“You wanted to find out what it was like to be a controlled LPG.

And so you shall.” He paused as she looked quizzically at him.

“The plant; it is a carnivore of sorts, but not the flesh eating variety. It survives on enzymes and proteins. But most important, it is a symbiotic life form.” Brenda looked puzzled.

“That means that it works with another life form and is beneficial.

It ensures its own supply of food by maintaining the other life form.” Brenda remained silent and was obviously still at a loss to understand. Patiently, DG spelled it out for her in layman's terms.

“The stamen: the one that wriggled into your pussy, it was coating the inside with a special sap that induces extremely potent sexual reactions.“

Brenda’s frown deepened. Okay! Now she understood why her orgasmic response had been so powerful and prolonged, but what has that got to do with symbi-whatsit!

“The plant lives on your love juice Brenda. It was milking you.“

Brenda’s face was a picture of dawning realisation. Enzymes, protein; of course! A secretion like that would be mega rich in such things. Nature, in the normal course of events, would provide a rich source of instant food for sperm to feed on whilst they began their epic journey to a waiting egg. No doubt it would transpire that the stuff injected into her belly was food: her host would need to nourish its captive food source to ensure its own survival.

 For a time Brenda felt a sense of reliefas she unravelled the rest of the mystery in her mind. The relief was short lived as the face of her tormentor swam back into view. It was a face that was alive with expectancy. Devlin was waiting for her to make the final conclusion.

Her eyes opened wide as the enormity of her plight struck home.

He could leave her there forever, a dangling plum of food for that devilish plant. A plum that could be maintained and milked unmercifully; endlessly, if he didn’t rescue her.

Devlin seemed to read her thoughts, and with relish announced that her stay in the greenhouse was unlikely to be less than a week, and possibly a great deal longer. The Colonel fought her containment, and was rewarded with a probing finger in her recently vacated pussy as a reminder that she had little choice in the matter. She watched with mixed feelings as Devlin turned and left her to the mercy of her symbiotic captor. Torn between her fear of erotic overload, milked dry by that demanding plant, and the sheer ecstasy of unending masochistic stimulation, Brenda felt the heat of her arousal washing the fears away like an incoming tide.




 CHAPTER THIRTEEN - WHILE THE CAT'S AWAY 

Smugly pleased with himself, DG went about the normal daily chores that kept the great house ticking over. Almost everything in sight shaped by female forms of one sort or another. But in many ways, Devlin’s labour saving ‘living fem gadgets’ created more work than they actually saved. This was, of course, a direct result of design specs that required the designer to reactivate or maintain each device every day.

In most cases they could have been designed to be completely automated but, then, that would have removed the need to personally tend each and every one on a daily basis, thereby removing the very reason for them being there. Devlin’s nature required that he savoured the reduction of females to items of totally controllable commodities on a regular basis. And today was to be no different. With the R & D plant running smoothly, he had little to do other then tend his personally selected plethora of incapacitated damsels, and dream up new torments for any future additions to the household equipment. But today he seemed to be in a rush.

The silently waiting, rubberised Tammy who met his gaze upon his return to the study could well have been the reason. He walked around the prepared woman studying her arrangement in some detail. A nod of approval signified that the staff had followed his instructions to the letter. At last, the delectable Tammy was his to enjoy; and enjoy was just what he intended to do.

 Tammy shivered slightly as his hands slid over the taut stretched, rubber-clad hemispheres of her buttocks and slid stiff fingers into her moist love tube. Response would have been nice, but when fitted with a hypersensitive movement-sensing suit, and with mouth filled to capacity by an over expanded, sound-sensing expando-gag, it paid to stay silent and unmoving.

Earlier attempts to ease her position had swiftly appraised her of the fact that this suit was no ordinary garment. A recent, and as yet untried, development of Gord Industries had come up with a terrifyingly new concept in rubberisation. A material that sensed her thoughts, and within preset parameters, would react and display her innermost masochistic desires by shaping her in the manner demanded by her subconscious, submissive nature!

Tammy fought to bury her innermost thoughts, but was instantly rewarded by a tightening of the suit. The helmet surrounding her eyes shifted and flowed over her vision leaving her in a world of blackness.

The edges of the vaginal opening stretched bar taut, squeezing her throbbing love lips outward in outrageous surrender, and the base of her boob covering retracted to cinch each yearning orb into quivering balloons of super sensitive female flesh. The suit had moulded those turrets of passion to a shape that no red blooded male would be able to resist. Each rock hard kernel of thrusting nipple was now guaranteed the full measure of attention required to trigger an explosive response from the encapsulated Tammy.

Tammy groaned with desire as each and every one of her lustful thoughts were faithfully read and acted upon by this devilish covering. No matter how deep she buried her masochistic thoughts, the suit had continued to reduce her to the ultra helpless, super squeezed, offered sexual tit-bit demanded by her inner self.

Devlin paused as he shed the last of his garments, grinning to himselfas the suit reduced even more. The massive constriction drew a muffled groan from within, and the succulent love lips were extruded like a blossoming flower. Tammy was truly ready.

But then, this was only the start. After sampling her ample delights with his bursting shaft, Devlin had a whole panorama of new experiences planned for the Mento-suited damsel!

 The End 

 The engrossing adventures of Tammy, Bimbo, Brenda and others continues under the gruelling tutelage of the inimitable Devlin Gord in the next episode of the astounding 2477AD saga...

TAMMY*S GREATEST TEST 

Part Five of a glimpse into the future of mankind!

TRUSSED. TRAINED AND TORMENTED 

Part Six of the 2477AD Series And read...

THE JUDGE GETS HIS PONY-GIRL

 By Orion

For a stroke-by-stroke account of the memorable golf game between DG and the Judge. Just how did DG end up in the Judge's fem-fish pond?
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