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— Tammy's Greatest Test —

THE STORY SOFAR ...

In 2477 AD

Captured by the Unlicensed Pleasure Squad. the feared UPS. and wrongly convicted ol being an NPG. Tammy undergoes the humiliation of being trained as a bondage sex toy in the forbidding institution known as SAC-94.

The voluptuous Captain Sommes ensures that Tammy's indoctrination into the world of slavery 1s sensually traumatic. Tammy discovers a new inner sell 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 galden opportunity 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! Then...

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 facillties.

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 lo 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 himselll And then...

In Prisoners of Gord Mansion

Colonel Brenda Cunningham experiences first hand the delights of Gord Mansion, Here she witnesses the full extent of Devlin Gord's active and perverse imagination as she observes, and participates in. a variety of extraordinary bondage adventures.

Gord mansion itselfi s powered by the enforced exertions of countless tormentecd LPGs - even the plumbing is provided courtesy of unwilling female fesh!

Finally. Brenda herself is ensnared in a bizarre creation of Gord's devious mind and for days she is kept a helpless prisoner. a victim of her own lust as much as her fiendish bondage.




 CHAPTER ONE - A PENTATHLETE IS CHOSEN

Brenda awakened slowly, her memories of past days a blur of surreal images that seemed incredulous - virtually inconceivable in the normal world. For seven days Devlin had left her to the mercy of that voracious plant. Each passing night had been an endless progression of ever more powerful eruptions as the suckling monster used her helpless, enzyme immersed form like a human lollipop, the busy stamen guaranteeing that its juicy captive remained productive in the generation of copious and nutritious love juice secretions.

Day six had taken her to the brink of total destruction as she thrashed and writhed in perpetual orgasmic eruption, her super activated quim salivating freely as the stamen wriggled and titillated in the deepest regions of her pulsing pussy. It was a vicious circle of cause and event - her unsolicited sexual outpourings simply supplying the plant with even more reason to maintain her at horrendous levels of excitation, so as to guarantee a continuous supply of her nourishing female nectar. In addition, the plant exhibited a learning curve that defied all known criteria for plant life.

It had learned that the tighter the cocooning daytime storage was applied, the more receptive to its advances the captive kernel of femininity became. By the end of the sixth night, Brenda was squeezed to an eye popping hourglass replica of her former curvaceous self. A fact that Devlin took full advantage of!

Lowering her encapsulated form whilst the plant slumbered during daylight hours, he had enjoyed himself immensely with the resultant bulging purpled nipples jutting arrogantly from the cocoon, and a tightly compressed pussy that required a great deal of skill to penetrate. But it was worth the effort. To the happily marauding Devlin, it was like shafting an over tightened vice of fleshly sensuous sensitivity. A love tunnel that milked him with exquisite efficiency.

Brenda simply rolled her eyes and mewed loudly; but in all fairness, that was all she could do. The plant had reduced her to a solid sex toy object with only the revealed and offered vee of her love lips to betray the fact that a living, human female existed inside that excruciatingly tight cocoon of crystallised sap.

Devlin played for hours. His seemingly boundless sexual energy revitalising him within a few minutes of each successful coupling as he pumped her full of his liquid lust. Brenda was convinced she would burst as her offered form absorbed more and more of his jetting hot male seed, her body pummelled and pumped in a never ending round of thrusting, jerking attacks on her tender and pressure pouted pussy. The invader continued to bore and ream.

stretching and plundering her slick orifice with commanding force as his pubic bones mashed her cushioning labial lobes with each thrusting foray into her beleaguered body. Brenda succumbed to the exquisite sensation of that hardened, blood engorged penal head pistoning back and forth in her deepest recess and within her crystal prison, quivered and vibrated with the power of her unleashed lust.

Fully sated, Devlin leered at her with ill disguised glee as he slowly hoisted her back to hang motionless from the feeding racks. Within a few hours the plant would return to suckle her body with irresistible attentions. He savoured her plight for a few moments and then, pivoting on his heel, hurried off to attend to more important matters.

As it happened, the more important matter was Tammy. Relieved of the duties of servicing her latest owner, Brenda Cunningham, she barely had time to enjoy the rest before Devlin Gord launched her fully into the next round of trauma and body pulverising torment.

Not satisfied with merely plundering her charms in every imaginable way, testing her elasticity and contortioned capabilities with a plethora of bondage gadgets., the master of Gord mansion had deemed it vital that she be enrolled for another task that promised to provide even more fun. For him that is, not necessarily the voteless damsel who was now in his temporary clutches.

An EMail had arrived shortly after the symbiotic incarceration of her boss Brenda by the hungry herbaceous lecher in the greenhouse.

It was from the newly reformed Global Olympic Committee, now based in Seattle, USF. Given that Devlin ran a high profile in female training and usage, Global were offering him the chance to submit entries for the third, and potentially, greatest Bondage Olympics ever conceived. Enclosed were lists of events and numbers of permissible entrants, which for the better part of the evening commanded Devlin's complete attention. Tammy, kneeling tongue shackled to Devlin's crotch ring, up to her oesophagus in manhood, remained a mere comforting background pleasantry as she strove to please. Her expert throat manipulations and the sensuously writhing lips encircling his root kept him hard and satisfied as he relaxed on the recliner formed by Blondie and Bimbo.

There were a wide choice of events, and Devlin, not one to be content with second place in anything he did, set about the process of elimination as his mind mentally scanned his extensive archive of trussed and trained femininity. There was, of course, another consideration. His friend, and arch rival, Judge Loomis was bound to be a competitor. The wily old Aussie was a force to be reckoned with - one that required deep thought. Or was that deep throat Devlin mused, his concentration for the moment distracted by the expert treatment being meted out to his excited pecker!

The night wore on into the small hours as Devlin worked hard, his electronic pen steadily whittling away at the inventory of surplus female flesh he had ensconced around the mansion in various forms of enforced inactivity. After much deliberation he vacated the comfy recliner and left the grateful Tammy fully gagged, but at rest, whilst he toured the mansion and sized up the various entrammelled females. Of consideration were the containered, distilling damsels as hereflected upon the hotter climate of Seattle in summer. A quick test at almost twice the normal operating temperature left the glass entombed lovelies leaking sweat at prodigious rate. Unfortunately, in his deep thought mode, they were left as they were when he discounted them and moved on. Next were the ballooning accumulator women, a distinct possibility given some of the strange events. Devlin turned up the pressure and watched as the elastic female forms swelled out to an unprecedented expansion bordering on bursting point. The three women quivered with strain as they were forced to contain the mounting pressure, their de-boned bodies almost engulfing the rigidly fixed heads and displaying bulging beseeching eyes as the envelope of their tautly vibrating forms swelled up around the necks. Not one to miss an opportunity.

Devlin quickly divested himself of his apparel and sank his own ballooning appendage into a rock hard, super pressurised pussy.

The ball shaped female reverberated oddly as he pumped powerfully into her almost spherical shape, marvelling at the weird oscillations her own eruption of sexual energy produced in the terribly distorted shape. Mentally, he had already ruled them out as competitors, but then again, there was a distinct possibility in these three for a rather novel mode of transportation that would leave the crowd speechless as he appeared in the arena. Devlin retracted his spent manhood and left the women at full expansion for the night. He'd check for defects the following morning before finally deciding on that issue.

The eyes followed him with urgent appeal as he left them to their fully expanded vigil - but it was a pointless gesture.

Next in line for a visit was the generator house. Six sweating fempistons eyed him with concern as he circled their endlessly jackknifing forms and the spinning crankshaft they were forced to power. He noted the well developed muscles and hard sinew these super fit women had accrued as the main generator prime movers. Throwing switches he powered up every item in the mansion that could draw power in order to demand their utmost effort. The generator slowed fractionally as the load increased. but an auto voltage regulator swiftly compensated by increasing the voltage to the energising anal spark plugs. The steel banded utility femmes made arapid conversion from sweating tired women to mightily straining, muscle knotted, face grimacing exhibits as they were forced to cope with the massive demand for power. But Devlin was still unconvinced, although he had to admit it was gratifying to watch their incredibly controlled forms being utilised in such a heartless and inescapable manner.

Immune to the awesome torment suffered by the women, he appraised their erotically flexing forms with a critical and unfeeling eye. Powerful they were. But an athlete needed agility and flexibility in all ranges of movement - not just in a single plane. Above all, she needed to look good! Muscle bound Amazonian workhorses were fine down here in the bowels of his great house; but they would do little to enhance his image as the owner of one of the worlds finest stables of beautiful women. Nevertheless, they were sufficiently erotic to keep his attention for an hour or more as he savoured the flaring hips and spreading crotches that resulted from their endless, reciprocating task. Constantly rearing female bottoms that erupted into a taut pink mountain of offered lust had long been of Devlin’s Achilles heels.

Reluctantly, he reduced the load and let the straining women return to a more normal level of muscle tearing monotonous motion, pausing momentarily to pet the flexing bottoms, but careful not to get his hand too close to the high voltage, powerfully reacting sphincter sockets.

Devlin continued his meandering tour, often coming across females he had last seen months before, still ensconced in various tortuous equipment, but maintained as they were by staff who would not dare alter their plight until so instructed. Devlin made a mental note to getamemo pad so that he didn’t forget these past experiments: then promptly forgot that he must get a memo pad.

Several hours were spent browsing through the mansion’s stock room. More than two hundred hand-picked nubile lovelies were filed in that citadel of silent suffering. In order to conserve space, DG had insisted that each and every item was bowed into a horrendously strained hogtie before the transparent Carbonite blocking had been added. In addition, he had requested that all his stock was presented inan aesthetic and pleasing manner. Steel cinching bands tightened to excruciating levels of compression had ensured that they were all displayed as crushingly homogenised masses of desirable femininity.

As he stopped and studied each block formed female, he was convinced they were making telepathic efforts to influence his choice as each silent. impossibly helpless woman strove to get herself chosen for release. A dusty cube almost completely hidden in a corner caught his attention as he saw the date. 1995! That couldn’t be right! Devlin quickly peered at the yellowing aged report pasted to the cube, then reached up and wiped the grime from the smooth Carbonite surface - marvelling as his actions unveiled what must surely be one of J. L. Gord's original experiments in Carbonite blocking.

This Norwegian damsel had been incarcerated nearly two hundred years before the technique became widely known outside the closed circle of bondage exponents, and certainly long before such incarceration was accepted by society. Casually, Devlin walked around the voluptuously endowed female as he considered her for another role in life. The high Scandinavian cheek bones and sumptuously covered form certainly had merit. Apart from that, she was entombed in a shimmering, genuine black latex cocoon sheath, the like of which had not been seen for some three hundred years. Modern syntho-latex was good, but there was nothing quite like real, clinging raw latex for body hugging perfection and a smell that defied description. In complete harmony with J. L.'s unique taste in entrammelled femininity, this beauty had been folded neatly, banded to crushing levels, and stored in a hairpin format. The rigid foreshortened female unit had then been mounted on her back in a horizontal mode, lofted from the floor by a single steel pillar that terminated in the small of her back. Old J. L. had certainly enjoyed the spectacle of a woman exhibiting all she had! The motionless incarcerated woman looked divine from the butt end. Well rounded tautly folded rump, flaring hips. and a generous pussy - the only item left open to view - all conspired to create a very desirable nether region. A view from the other end presented an inverted face. With hair plaited and fastened to the central support, the damsel was held with her head pulled sharply back and face peering out of the Carbonite with a permanently frozen look of beseeching despair.

For a while he considered the options. Reanimating this rare beauty would be akin to uncorking a bottle of 500 year-old wine. Uncorked it was priceless as a collectors item, but once the seal was breached it could well be found to have turned to vinegar. Would this woman age in an instant, or had J. L.'s early efforts had the same preservative qualities as modern technology. He made a decision and tapped the hard Carbonite, smiling at the frozen lovely as he envisaged things to come..

“Time for some work, young lady. Four hundred years is long enough to lounge around here... Tina,"” he added, after glancing at the label.

The ancient, stored female didn't respond in any way. She couldn't.

Like a fossilised fly trapped in amber, she had no means to verify her living status or indicate in any way that she had heard a word he said. But thatdidn't stop her active mind reeling with the intoxicating realisation that she was finally going to escape from this suspended solidified torment. Hundreds of women had been chosen and carried out of the store as she peered through the clouded dusty surface of the cube. And hundreds of times she had prayed for someone to wipe the cube and appreciate what was stored inside.

Now, at long last, it was her turn! The centuries old pussy itch of sexual denial was going to be scratched at last.

Devlin returned to the study deep in thought and resumed his previous mode of relaxation as Tammy absorbed his manhood with commendable alacrity. The lass knew something was brewing and had a mind not to be singled out due to lax behaviour. Meanwhile, in a distant cellar, Tina was stretching for the first time in four centuries and gulping in real air as the rubber sheath was stripped away. Suddenly she realised her nakedness and her hands fled to cover her body, dithering twixt breasts and pussy. The lab technicians watched with broad smiles. It was like watching a dormant tuba blossom into full flower. and despite having her sexual organs horrendously displayed for hundreds of years, Tina was a typical woman who still exhibited embarrassment at her nudity. What strange creatures they were.

This damsel was going to be very receptive to any suggestions made by her quasi rescuer. It looked like D.G. had done it again. She was going to be a gem.

Meanwhile, Devlin pondered on, unaware that he had a new admirer who would perform any act without question, sooner than be returned to her Carbonite tomb.

It was a difficult decision, but in the end, his first choices based on gut feeling were all that were left. Only Brenda's newly acquired threesome had the stamina and experience to stand much hope of success. As it happened, the same three who were at this very moment servicing his needs - quietly, efficiently, and deliciously! He reached out and patted the taut rumps protruding on each side of the couch and subconsciously thrust his delightfully aching manhood even deeper into the moist, oral cavity of the kneeling Tammy.

Next was the task of selecting events at which they stood the best chance of success. That was a tricky one. All of them had attributes that would make them serious contenders at any of the single item events. But that would preclude any chance of him showing off the full potential of his selected trio. It was then that his eye latched on to the Pentathlon events. Instantly, his mental image of the selected girls' potential to bolster his egotistical image in the eyes of the world sprang into focus. The Pentathlon it would be.

He narrowed his eyes and shrewdly considered the likely opposition.

There was no doubt he would be up against the best Judge Loomis could muster. They were two of a kind. The Judge would instantly come to the same conclusion as himself when it came to public image.

Devlin leaned back to consider the powerful, sun-bronzed Australian beauties of the Loomis’ stable, subconsciously grasping Tammy by the ears and pulling her hard onto his throbbing shaft as he pondered. He felt the deeply invaded throat pulse in a momentary rebellion at the monster intrusion, then settle to a tacit acceptance of his pulsing pole. Devlin smiled to himself. 266 was a jewel. Never complaining; always willing to attempt new and even more traumatic tribulations no matter what was demanded of her. Bimbo and Blondie were much the same; probably as a result of seeing their cock gobbling co-sex-toy showered with affection for her unswerving devotion to the duty of pleasing her masters. But Tammy was a one off. No matter how hard the others tried., she was always the one who shone like a star. In his heart, Devlin knew that he would one day own this superb female. No matter what the price, he must have her.

He also knew beyond all doubt that if any of his team could take the gold, it would be her.

All that remained now was to prepare and train her for the greatest test a woman could ever be asked to endure. Unfortunately for Tammy, it wasn't so much a request, but more in the line of an unavoidable assignment.




CHAPTER TWO -THE TRAINING

Although Brenda was still recovering from her ordeal in the greenhouse, Devlin took it upon himself to start the team’s training without delay. Entries had been sent in that morning, and now he had a mere three weeks to prepare the three fem-athletes for the coming Olympiad spectacular. The contest was destined to be held at the venerable King-Dome Stadium - an arena that had seen many battles in bygone days as the gladiators of baseball and football slugged it out. Devlin had visited the place some years before, and with very little effort could already imagine the ego boosting ride into the arena of cheering spectators as his spectacular lovelies were revealed for the first time to an astonished American public. The old, low definition giant view screen had long been replaced by a twentythird century high tech, high definition display screen; a device that would faithfully reveal all the minute details of his team’s attributes in thirty foot high, vista colour. All present would be treated to the luxury of every twitch of the struggling forms of his athlete maidens.

For Tammy. her introduction to the first training schedule was somewhat of a mystery, and given that they were gathered at the site of Devlin's personal running track, it looked as if whatever was intended would be strenuous.

The suit was pretty standard. Ultra tight, second skin rubber, full helmet, and arms encased tightly behind herin a rubber sheath that mated her upper appendages into a single unit from elbows to wrists. It was the lower level attachments that had her pondering.

The rear mounted anal goad she had experienced before. Locked into place by the covering of rubber snugging tightly into her bottom cleft, it was there to stay. A devilishly effective method of ensuring her best efforts due to the fact that any slacking would result in a shatteting charge of electricity pulsing through her tender back passage. The other item of internal luggage defied explanation - it was free to be expelled through a hole on her suit at any time she chose.

A massive dildo had been inserted into her protesting love tube.

That in itself was nothing unusual, except that this monster was hot only smooth, but also boasted a lead core that threatened to yank the beast back out at any second. Under threat of dire consequiences if it was dropped, she gripped the slick insert tightly ds Devlin finished off the final over-strapping on her arm sheath.

Bimbo and Blondie stood close by, their attention guaranteed by the fact thdt they were similarly attired, and had both seen two spare, lead coted dildos nearby. Whatever was going to happen, it looked like being a triple event.

Devlini straightened from his task and grinned at the nervous 266.

Of all her rigs, he loved the helmet with her SAC number best. She looked 80 owned with that damning sign perched on top of her head, proclailming loudly to anyone who cared to look that she had undergone a massively humiliating sexual training in a SAC unit. No mattet how she strutted and held her head in arrogant aloofness, the message was clear. I am a sex toy! Whoever holds my registration documents can use me in any way they choose.

He snapped out of the lustful reverie and returned to the task in and.

“OK 268. Off you go. I want five circuits of the track at a fast jog, and make stire you don't drop the dildo!” Tammy’s eyes opened wide in incredulous disbelief. It was a major effort to stand still with thighs clampet]! and holding the heavy dildo in her hot, well lubricated pussy. hunning and maintaining a grip on the thing was an imposslbility: or so it seemed at that moment.

“Oh! By the way, as an incentive to help you keep it in, I should warn you that it has a built-in low power transmitter. The weak signal is blocked by your body. But as more of its surface becomes exposed, the signal output will get stronger.” He turned and whipped away a sheet that had been covering an odd shaped lump at the track side: and in doing so, revealed none other than Tammy’s favourite girl friend. the delectable 187 from SAC 94 - Brenda's personal pet, Vera. Tammy gasped as she saw her friend's potentially painful plight, noting the fearful eyes with great concern as she remembered the many long hours of joyful contact with this receptive woman.

Vera was mounted on what could only be called a spit. Stretched and held rigid by the cunning contrivance of Devlin's design, she was speared both ends by the rotating bar. The leg section was simply a straight tube of considerable strength, to which her lower limbs were banded by a series of cruelly cinching metal bands. At the crotch, it divided into a trident form; the outer horns passing through the cleft of her bottom and grinding into the fleshy notch of a well endowed love nest, to connect to an ultra tight steel belt that compressed the waist to a mere twelve inches. The centre prong simply vanished into the woman's body, although it was not clear which orifice was impaled by its steely intrusion, due to the compression of the bands that clamped her well rounded buttocks and shapely thighs tightly together.

A similar trident at the other end ensured that Vera remained archnecked and facing forward along her mounting pole. This was directly attributable to the centre prong which disappeared from view as it stretched her luscious lips widely and continued deep into her throat. The outer horns passed either side of her head forming a natural frame, before splitting again to pass front and back of her shoulders. These secondary branch tubes then encased the torso in a steel frame as they ran down to join the belt arrangement. It was a evil, fully functional arrangement that allowed the occupant no room for the slightest movement.

Devlin allowed the enormity of Vera's bondage to sink in before he flipped a switch and started the spit rotating. Torn between fear for her friend, and the lustful anticipation of watching her superb well oiled body rotate for viewing, Tammy stood silent and apprehensive as Devlin revealed more.

“See the heaters under here, 266? Infra red. and controlled by radio.” A creeping sense of foreboding crept over the listening Tammy as he continued.

“The more the dildo slips out, the hotter they get as the signal strengthens.” Devlin neglected to tell either the spitted Vera, or Tammy, that they could never reach a heat that would seriously damage the trussed beauty's silky skin. Nor did he mention the fact that the oily preparation coating her body had the effect of enhancing the perceived level of heat without recourse to actual thermal input.

187 would perform just as if she was cooking slowly, and her antics would convince her unwilling controller that greater effort was required.

Tammy felt a smart slap on her rubber sheathed bottom, and heard Devlin urge her forward.

“Off you go then, 266.“

Awkwardly at first, waddling like a duck, Tammy inched forward, acutely aware of the forces of gravity at work on the heavy intruder, and clenching her expertly trained sex tube with all the power she could muster. At first it was a slow walk, then after Devlin's threats to override her own control on the rotating Vera, she te ntatively tried a few faltering jogging steps. The slick monster in her pussy nuzzled open her love lips causing her to halt immediately and squeeze the beast back in. She tried again; this time with a little more success.

Her tensed pubic muscles were getting the hang of gripping and mincing at the same time as she jogged forward. Feeling confident that she could cope, Tammy began to speed up at the constant, electrically conveyed urging from track-side, and had soon worked up to a smooth jogging speed. The cloying heat of the suit, painfully bouncing breasts, and the handicap of running with her arms tightly cinched into the small of her back were all forgotten as she concentrated on holding the lead dildo inside her hot love channel.

Devlin settled into a comfortable fem-lounger and smiled as he lustfully surveyed the glistening black figurine struggling around the track. She was indeed a superb specimen of womanhood. Every curve; every indent, faithfully enhanced and displayed by the rippling rubber of her containment. Added to this was the exaggerated, swaying roll of her rounded feminine hip line and fulsome rump as the exertion of clamping the dildo inside added crotch warming animation to her gait. He reached out and pressed the goad controller a few times; revelling in the distance jerking effect it had upon the labouring beauty. It was truly amazing to have such power over a nubile female like Tammy.

The pace increased as 266 mastered the skills required of her, and somewhat over confident, eased her speed up to a respectable run as the goad urged her on. Then disaster struck. She stumbled, and for a second lost concentration as she struggled to regain balance.

Not an easy task with her arms trussed immovably and agonisingly behind her back. Before she even had time to register the event, the heavy dildo had slid halfway out of her slippery pussy. A wail sounded from afar, and desperately gripping her labial lips together, Tammy regained her gait with the transmitting dildo dangling from her slavering sex mouth.

Rounding the last curve she saw the luckless Vera squirming madly on her spit and could see the dull glow of partly energised heaters below her rotating form. Poor 187 was being barbequed as a result of her own mistake. Tammy cast pleading eyes at Devlin as she passed. but received only a smug, self satisfied smile in return. If only she could stop and have the heavy dildo returned to its full insertion.

As she ran. Tammy considered all the options. There was only one, and at best that was a risky venture. In order to bring into play her prodigious, hard earned skills of vaginal control, she would have to ease the pressure holding the dildo and basically eat it with a series of carefully orchestrated movements in her mincing sex mouth.

There was nothing for it other than to leave Vera slowly cooking. Had she been stationary it would have been an amazing feat, but to attempt it at the run was nothing less than a desperate gamble.

Tammy steeled herself for the attempt, careful to maintain her present speed so as not to earn another body jerking goad from Devlin. Such a bolt at the wrong time would surely engineer a total release of the dildo with disastrous results for the 187 pig roast.

Her love lips relaxed for a fraction of a second as her body was moving downward with the next stride, then instantly re-gripped and succeeded in gaining a few millimetres of steel inside her love tube. She ran on a few more steps, then repeated the operation, sucking in yet more of the monster. Her flying circuit took her past the sizzling Vera, and already she could see a perceptible dimming of the hot bars beneath the captive beauty. And so it went on.

Sometimes she would gauge it wrong, and lose a precious centimetre of the dildo, the wailing entreaties from track-side informing her that another was feeling the heat far more than her!

In all, it took four laps before the beast was back in its slavering kennel, and Devlin, never one to ignore a magnificent effort, signalled for her to come in and rest. The gratefully Tammy sagged against him, her breath gasping from the vented gag in her mouth as he slid out and deactivated the transmitter dildo.

But for Vera there was no rest. Throughout the morning, she continued to simmer at varying levels of heat as both Bimbo and Blondie were goaded into learning the same skills as their team leader. Unfortunately for the spitted beauty, neither were as skilled in pussy control, hence her exposure to the simulated barbequing was somewhat hotter than it had been while her lesbian lover was in control.

Meanwhile, Devlin relaxed and enjoyed the spectacle, Tammy draped over his lap dutifully accepting the playful hands that were continually kneading her up-thrust bottom, and reaching under to squeeze and molest her pendant boobs. For the present, she was quite content to simply relax and ponder what all this was about.

They were being trained for something big, that much she had gleaned from Devlin's excited and intense behaviour.

The answer, when it came, was in the form of a dropped leaflet that landed beside the lounger and flipped open in front of her downward gaze.

The words Global Olympiad leapt out from the page. But even more startling was the picture of a US contender and her team; none other than the arch-bitch Barbarella Burnside, world famous domitrix of dread notoriety, and demonstrably untouchable! She was beyond the reach of law, of slave master or abductor - although many had fantasised in vain over her enslavement. But it was a forlorn hope!

Barbarella Burnside wielded ultimate power as the 27th President of the United States Federation. Many had tried to topple her from power, but her network of corrupt officials and paid henchmen had ensured that all who tried had either vanished (men) - or vanished and reappeared as grovelling sex slaves (women). It was rumoured that the Western White House, erected in memory of the ruin on the Potomac, would collapse if the fem-blocks containing her female rivals were removed - such was the magnitude of her crushing oppression of any opposition. As it was, the foolish women who had opposed her in the last Presidential election were stacked neatly, forming the transparent fem block columns supporting the great entrance. Cinched into impossible, naked and bulging effigies, fitted with clearly visible and massive dildo implants, they stared out of the solid Carbonite columns at all visitors who were considering a challenge to Barbarella's power; frozen yet living exhibits of the fate awaiting failed ambitions.

The male contenders who had fallen in the power struggles were it seemed relegated to non visual status. Barbarella didn’t really consider men a threat, and as a result saw no need to publicise their downfall as a deterrent. Again, it was rumoured, that they performed many of the utility tasks filled by women in the House of Gord. It was a fact that her limo’s were unbeatable for speed and acceleration, which would seem to bear out the rumour that the sealed engine blocks were filled with reciprocating males.

Tammy stared down at the formidable figure and a shudder ran through her body as she scanned the full colour picture of this awesomely powerful and sadistic domitrix.

A full six foot two in height without shoes, she towered over males and females alike in her polished black skyscraper heeled thigh boots, laced ankle to thigh in shining chromed hook eyelets. Rising from the boots were firm, powerful thighs clad in seamed net tights; whilst the powerful black leather, steel studded Basque shaped her already considerable figure into a breathtaking edifice of female desirability. All the worse for the fact that it was an unattainable item! The Basque barely managed to cup the firm orbs of her jutting breasts. merely succeeding in thrusting them out and upward to form daggering temptations of female sensuality for any who were stupid enough to try and take advantage. It was a deliberate, sadistic enticement that gave great pleasure to Barbarella as she studied the many envious looks by those who were contemplating having such delights at their mercy.

Her long, graceful neck sported a broad leather collar festooned with razor sharp spikes some three inches long, and a high cheek boned face of staggering beauty surmounted the column of her effectively protected neck.

She always wore a sharply bordered eye mask that flowed into a head cowl so as to enhance the mystery surrounding her actual looks. But it was insufficient to hide the deep, dark dangerous pools of her heavily lashed eyes. Sprouting from the crown of the cowl was a gush of jet black shoulder length hair, neatly collected to form a shining plume that swished menacingly with her movement.

The skin exhibited a coffee coloured sheen which suggested an Afro- American origin, and this was further enhanced by the statuesque yet powerful carriage of her frame. She was strong and solid, yet still infinitely feminine in all her curves and sensuality. Tammy's eyes broke away from the hypnotic spectacle of the arch-bitch of all archbitches, and travelled to the triplicate of tormented pets she held leashed in the posed picture.

They were all well known Afro-American athletes whom she had procured through her many connections, and had now been cowed to terrified, slavish pets by their demonic owner. These women were almost of full blooded Afro extraction, and had endured the humiliation of having their skin polished to a high sheen. Tammy noted with interest that her own idea, originally conceived for the humiliation of Bimbo had been adopted, and had to admit that these three black females looked most becoming in their enforced knee walking mode, especially as their white rubber restraints and apparel complimented and contrasted starkly with the dark, glistening hue of their skins. All were of exceptional beauty and stunning shape: obviously chosen for their generous helpings in the titty department. Apparently, the arch-bitch had a penchant for extra large boobs - who didn't, Tammy thought ruefully - and had made sure that the super cinched bitch boobs were bound to a level that bordered on bursting. Ringed nipples and nose chains, connected to via their pierced septums, ensured that the spherically abused tits provided plenty of entertainment for Barbarella, and distress for the pets, as they waddled around on their leashes.

The background confirmed that Barbarella was not entirely preoccupied with dark skinned maidens. The State Coach behind her sported a ravishing collection of white females, trussed to form delightful hub caps. whilst the twenty strong pony girl team included recognisable faces from the entertainment industry. No doubt. the Presidential visit to Hollywood-Metro in the spring was responsible for the co-incidence.

To one side of the landscape centrefold were the stunning group of femletes who would represent the USF. Tammy sucked in her breath as she saw the opposition. A mixed racial team, all of impressive size and strength. However, it would seem that bodily power had availed them nothing in the struggle to stay out of Barbarella's clutches. The picture had been taken during a training session, and clearly showed the strain etched into their faces as they struggled to comply with exacting handicaps.

As they ran or hopped at full speed on training conveyors, all were suffering the added misery of Barbarella's diabolically inspired mind.

The hoppers, sealed into form fitting cocoons of excruciatingly tight, heavy duty rubber were bounding along the rapidly moving belts in compulsory. doubled legged leaps, encumbered by the fact that their cocoons terminated in toe pointing ballerina stilettos of astounding height. This diabolical handicap forced twisted toes and heels to meet in a single downward pointing spike. Whilst elegant and arousing to the eye of an onlooker, it was a different story for the victims of Barbarella's perverse imagination. To enhance the USF leader's sadistic pleasure, vicious tit cinching had almost severed the femletes’ oscillating mammaries, so that each had living parodies of party balloons hammering up and down on their heaving, rubber sheathed chests. As if this wasn't enough, the hardened pressurised nipples, perforated by heavy duty rings, were connected to the front of the machine by spring tethers that ensured they could not simply back off the belts. Furthermore. heavy brass weights were hung at the nipple end of each tit leash. Collars, waistbands and anklets, all manufactured from some heavy metal, added to the stamina building exercise as the women were driven to perform with upwards of a hundredweight of extra burden.

Tammy felt her deeply submerged alter ego coming to the fore as her sadistic side contemplated the joys of having such powerful women at the beck and call of a hand held controller. Barbarella had ruthlessly reduced them to subservient, performing objects who had no choice but to comply with the hidden controller or suffer the consequences. In addition to the lure of total power over another woman, there was the obvious attraction of the aesthetic sexual value inherent in such sheathed and restrained female forms.

Even though the photo represented a microsecond of activity frozen in time, it was easy for the trained eye to develop that image into a mental progression of rippling, flexing, traumatised extravagance.

Tammy could envisage the vision of bouncing torment those boobs would offer in real life, and she felt her nipples hardening at the thought. Scanning the encapsulated forms - the sinew profiles, the tensing bottoms - it was easy to imagine the sweating, muscle grinding torment within.

Her skilled appraisal, born of her own induction into the world of control, picked out the massive bulge of a huge rectal implant, coupled by many trailing wires to a controller at the back of the belt.

At the same time she also spotted the multitude of wires leading to electrodes that were embedded in the rubber covered rump of the cocoons. There was no doubt in her mind that the massive leaps being attained by these unfortunate trainees was the result of violent, unavoidable electrical motivation of the powerful buttock muscles. Wide desperate eyes, and a nearby timer on the conveyor, told a tale of an hour long session of muscle fatiguing exertion - no doubt extended beyond any training requirement in the pursuit of sexual gratification by a lustfully motivated trainer. But no matter what they had to endure, those shapely oscillating women were powerless to do anything other than comply until they dropped.

The runners seemed to have faired little better. The suits were of the same material, and exhibited the same wires leading to effort enhancing goads - identical titty attachments and matching toeheel connected stilettos. But from there on the two styles of training were unrelated. It was instantly obvious that these legs were free to operate as separate units. But arms, instead of being crushed into a back positioned nothingness by the severity of the cocoons, were in fact straight and outstretched to each side. Ridges in the rubber sleeves revealed integral steel bar stiffeners from armpit to wrists, at which point they formed a suspension for a heavy steel ball. To ensure the struggling women maintained their arms horizontally positioned, the same wrist band had been connected to the nearest earlobe by thin wires.

Tammy cringed as she perceived what would happen if the racing women succumbed to the weight of the steel balls and allowed their arms to drop. Ever the thoughtful type, Barbarella had added a final item to build stamina. Each girl was towing what at first sight appeared to be a garden roller, connected inextricably to her steel, waist-cinching chastity harness. Only on careful inspection of the blurred. rotating image was it possible to discern that in fact they were hollow, tubular drums. The weight factor was supplied by balled and compressed females crushed into the confines of the drums and banded cruelly into position. Reading the footnotes, Tammy realised these pathetically used objects were girls who had failed earlier tests of selection.

It was further revealed that to avoid any loss of concentration during the rigorous training months, each and every athlete had been infibulated both front and back. Tammy quickly thought back to her school days for the meaning of the word infibulated, her eyes widening in shock as the meaning became clear. These pitiful women had been sewn up to prevent any intrusion into either orifice. In the case of the rear, it was a matter of stitching their buttock lobes together but leaving the actual waste vent partially free to perform its duty, whilst at front, a small tube gripped tightly by pussy crimping sutures took care of liquid wastes. Mouths had also suffered the same fate, a stitched in food valve being used as the means to force feed high protein nourishment of liquid gruel.

The menacing stature of Barbarella seemed to grow visibly in Tammy’s mind as she contemplated her inhumanity, and she felt her pussy twitch nervously at the thought of that pleasure giving opening being stitched tightly shut - ruthlessly gagged and muted into a pouting pair of sealed and tightly cinched sex lips! Oddly, she found herself wondering if it would heal over for ever, and shuddered at the thought. The loss of her prime function in life was unthinkable.

Tammy became aware that the bum fondling had ceased and craned her head around to look at the owner of the lap she adorned. Devlin was gazing at her with a smirk.

“Well? What do you think of Barbie the bitch?” Tammy's eyes told all. The thought of falling into her hands was something that didn't bear thinking about. Devlin nodded in agreement at what he perceived was her opinion of the super sadistic domitrix from the USF.

"Pity! I was thinking of loaning you to her some while back, with the late lamented Brigette Sommes’ approval, of course.” he added.

Tammy’'s eyes opened wide with disbelief that her sometime, cherished owner could possibly consider handing her over to this female monster.

“Yes! It's true.” he added seeing the sceptical look in her eyes. I tried to swing a deal to get Brigette cleared and released, with Barbarella using her contacts in return for you," he lied - knowing full well that he himself had engineered the hapless Brigette's downfall in cahoots with the irascible Judge Loomis. Indeed, it wasn't so long ago he had quaffed off a quart of fine wine, dispensed from boobs none other than Brigette's. Was that a day, he recalled fondly.

Beating the Judge 2 and 1 at golf, the unexpected dip with the Judge’s voracious fem-fish and finally bonking himself senseless.

“Would I lie to you?" he concluded with a grin.




CHAPTER THREE - MORE TRAINING, MORE TRAUMA

Brenda finally resurfaced that evening to find the three chosen girls were resting from a tiring day - at least what Devlin deemed to be restful. All in all. it had been a successful start to a promising enterprise. By mid afternoon, all three novice femletes were capable of sprinting at speed in their somewhat restricted format, without once dropping the heavy dildos. In addition, a much relieved Vera spent the afternoon cooling down as she provided an interesting rotary diversion from the mundane task of watching rubber sheathed nymphettes pushed beyond the normally acceptable limits of endurance. Devlin had decided that her incentive was no longer needed, and had removed the heaters from below her spitted form - only to replace the device with his own lounging body!

It proved to be very relaxing to have the turning female continually massaging his crotch area with her undulating body, and several times he allowed himself to anoint her oiled surface with his own male lubricating balm. In fact, by late afternoon a pattern evolved - his explosive release coincided with the twin mounds of her breasts bumping over his rampant manhood. The valley in the vee of her orbs was well-coated, thus providing an even more arousing sensation as the womanly protuberances slithered and slipped across his throbbing pole in a delightful, jouncing traverse. He was particularly partial to the touch of her hardened nipple digging into the sensitive underside of his bloated rod, then pausing momentarily and then flipping across with an almost tensile twang. With some careful adjustment of the couch, he managed to ensure that the twin turrets of aroused womanhood did a double tap with each passing.

Vera, relieved of the threat of being barbequed, had succumbed to her ripe, masochistic tendances and was soon completely submerged in herrole of rotating wanking machine. It was a toss up who enjoyed the most orgasms, but then Devlin, despite his wicked sense of pleasure. was not one to begrudge his toys a part of the action.

Now. in the cool of that summer evening, Brenda arrived to find Vera still on her spit, albeit now cocooned in rubber and reduced to a spinning ebony effigy, with a nonchalant Devlin lying beneath her and enjoying a good book as the resilient, live rubber toy pummelled his form at a much greater speed. The three potential femletes were also arranged for massaging, but not in way they would have chosen. Their massage was of the externally controlled, self powered, totally unwilling nature.

Strapped face down to couches, their legs, arms, and upper torsos were cocooned in unbreakable steel diamond mesh and banded tightly down with steel ratchet strapping - they were performing a delightful voyeuristic rump animation with exposed and unrestricted nates. Electrical impulses supplied via their tight bottom holes caused them to continually hump their buttocks upward and then relax in a never ending cycle. It provided both exercise for the glutinous maximus muscles. and most importantly, something quite enjoyable to watch. For Devlin, nothing quite surpassed the spectacle of shapely women being ruthlessly coerced to flaunt their sexuality - the more provocatively the batter. The flaring bottoms continued their dance under Brenda's disapproving eye as mewing pleas for mercy sounded faintly from within the head engulfing wall cavities they had been inserted into.

She turned a withering stare on Devlin who, having noticed her entry, was feeling slightly worried at the outcome of his skulduggery.

It went without saying that Brenda had hinted she wanted to try something, but in the face of that malevolent stare, he was now wondering about the baptism of fire he had launched her into. For something like two minutes, Brenda held his eyes in silence, then without warning the biting fire melted and her face creased into a huge grin.

“You scheming, two faced weasel! I ought to punchyou in the mouth for that little effort, you pig! But seeing as it turned out to be the most mind-blowing experience I've ever had, I'll forgo the planned retribution and settle for a Brandy and Tracy water.” Devlin released the breath he'd been holding since she walked in. Colonel Brenda Cunningham might be a woman, but she was a force not to tangle with when pissed off. Maybe it would have been more convenient to have left the luscious creature with the J udge. Who knew what the future might hold. Devlin suppressed a sly grin.

Without bothering to extract himself from the flailing form of Vera, Devlin beckoned a fem-vendor, standing oddly bent over and backed up against a corner. The strangely bloated female seemed to jerk forward and emit a loud hiss as she visibly reduced her size.

The utility fem seemed somewhat relieved, and as the boob bloated girl straightened and came over, Devlin poured a Brandy from her left breast tap, and topped it up with the bottled Tracy water stored in her hugely expanded facial cheek tanks. He couldn't help but smirk as Brenda saw his new design. The ballooning, spherical cheeks, bulging protesting eyes, and a rose bud mouth puckered to locate and hold the tap in an enforced pout, looked so humiliating, especially as the converted fem-vendor was still sporting the insignia of a SAC sergeant who had fallen from grace.

Brenda studied the fem-vendor at length, noting with interest the new design that permitted a constant pressure from the bursting tits. Something that had always been irksome about these femnvendors was the need to squeeze the depleted tits, a necessity in order to drain the last drops as the empty vessels lost pressurising elasticity caused by the volumetric expansion. Devlin had solved the problem most effectively. This fem-vendor's boobs were cinched to severing point at the root before filling. In addition to simply cinching, the new rig incorporated a spring steel cage that bowed out as the vendors were recharged, and the tits were pumped full of liquid. This fully charged fem-vendor had expanded boobs that resembled the bulging segments of a peeled orange due to the severity of the biting cinches caused by the steel frame. As soon as Devlin turned the tap, the steel squeezed the melon sized container down and forced the amber liquid out through the nipple tap at a constant pressure.

The fem-vendor moved away and assumed her silent station in the corner as Devlin handed Brenda the drink. The Colonel took it absent-mindedly. her attention drawn to the fem-vendor. At first she hadn’t noticed. But now as she watched, the luckless ex SAC sergeant had turned, bent over, and was in the process of skewering herself by backing her protesting anal ring onto a horizontal dildo of immense length that protruded from the corner. She saw the jackknifed vendor jerk in response to some sort of hidden attack being enacted deep in her tender rear passage. and heard a sharp.

hummphing protest. Seconds later came a drawn out groaning hmmph of protest, as the fem-vendor magically swelled back to her original size and her face assumed a deeper shade of crimson distension.

“What was all that about, D.G?" Devlin grinned.

“That fem-vendor is under punishment for fraud and disobedience.

She's equipped with an internal electro punishment probe that is very painful if activated. The ass probe deactivates it and it will remain deactivated for up to thirty minutes after the voice activated call releases her to provide drinks. But she has to get back on the shaft in thirty minutes or else all hell breaks loose. As she backs on.

the ass probe opens out to trap her by extending radial claws on the inside as soon as she’s fully impaled. Then once she’s trapped, it pumps her up to a most uncomfortable level and maintains her so until the next drinks call allows her release. She has a choice. She can suffer the punishment insert or allow herself to be inflated and provide us all with a nice spectacle!“

Devlin made it all sound so democratic but Brenda, eyeing the purple faced, painfully bloated Sergeant with her pendulous heavily laden boobs, was not sure. Still, it was a most novel and interesting sight. She turned back to him as more pressing matters flooded back.

"So what's all this training I'm hearing about from the staff? What devious plan are you hatching with my girls?” Devlin tossed her the thick, promotional folder that had arrived only an hour before by Intercom Zip Mail.

“Read that. I think you'll agree we should participate, if only to keep up the UK's reputation in matters of female control.” Brenda eyed him knowingly before looking down to the offered folder.

"And of course it has nothing to do with your desire to see delectable women put through all sorts of traumatic tests?“

Devlin broke eye contact and stared at the floor like a naughty schoolboy caught in the act of wanking. Unfortunately, Vera chose that moment to go into orgasm as she spun, and her super hardening nipples rapped powerfully against his pre-positioned cock as she writhed and rippled in her spinning rubber prison.

Devlin's manhood recoiled violently with his uncontrollable re sponse, and tell tale droplets of his outpouring spun off the whirling female stimulator in a shower. Brenda simply smirked in a sort of case proven manner, but declined to comment as she turned back to the folder.

"Hm! Must say it looks interesting. What event have you decided to enter them for?" she asked, nodding toward the three performing bottoms, whom she had already figured were marked down as starters.

"I thought the Pentathlon. I looked at the other possibilities and '" He petered out into silence as Brenda put up a hand to stop him. She was reading and didn't want to be interrupted. At length she looked up at him and lowered the papers.

“Yes! I'd have to agree with that. Seems like the best way to show off the talent we have here. Of course, you do realise that in addition to Arch-Bitch Barbarella, the Judge is bound to be there?“

“Never doubted that for one minute! That wily old coot wouldn't miss a chance like this to promote his latest achievements.” Brenda raised an eyebrow.

“Wily old Coot? I thought he was your friend?” Devlin smiled.

"He is! But this is business. I've heard that I am referred to as a Pomumie pratt by his worship when we lock horns on business. By the way, have you ever met Madam President?“

Brenda eyed him carefully before answering. Something in his tone made her feel uneasy.

“Yes! Once. Why do you ask?” “Oh! I was just wondering what she was really like - from a woman's point of view.” ’ Brenda visibly relaxed.

“About the same as from a man's, I should imagine. Although personally 1 think she goes well over the limits with her crazy pleasure activities. Christ! If you think the Judge is a hard task master, she is ten times worse. But I can see the attraction from a man’s point of view. It's the old old story of the unattainable being the ultimate lure, although God knows, I'd love to see that bitch reduced to being a controlled sex toy.“

Brenda halted as if struck by a sudden thought and, looked piercingly at Devlin.

“You're not thinking of ——? You must be mad Devlin. Forget it. She could eat both you and the Judge for breakfast and no-one would dare protest at your disappearance. Don't even think about it. She’s not just a bimbo or a state officer. She’s the head Honcho!” Devlin shrugged.

“Just a thought. But if you reckon she’s that dangerous, maybe not.” “She is, and you'd better believe it, my lad!” Brenda stared sternfaced at Devlin so as to try an impress upon him that this was one woman who was out of his league. He seemed to get the message and, after levering himself out from beneath the spinning female wanker, he crossed to the thrusting row of rumps. Choosing the one he recognised as Blondie, he stood sulking as he thrust his stiffened and grouped fingers into the helplessly beckoning sexual mouth of her cyclically flowering pussy. Blondie continued her electrically induced gyrations without pause as she played host to a steadily encroaching hand. Fist closed, and up to the wrist in her pulsing body, he allowed the clenching bottom cheeks to massage his forearm with methodical regularity as the captive girl was forced to provide stimulation and accept the massive violation of her helplessly thrusting pussy.

It was irresistible for the intruder. Pretty soon. Devlin felt his petulant mood evaporating in the burgeoning heat of arousal, and reaching across the central jouncing bottom of Tammy, he inserted his other hand into the jerking love tube of Bimbo in a similar manner. All that remained then was to position his re-erected manhood in the central slot of Tammy’s pre-animated labial lips and push. He sank gratefully into the working love tube and allowed the three helpless maidens to service him hand and cock! Tammy, wishing as always to please. and despite the fact that she was powerless to prevent the electronically orchestrated sexual presentation of her delicious nether region. decided to test her newly acquired labial super grip. Devlin groaned aloud as the hot silky passage shrank down and gripped him like a vice. The groan suddenly increased several octaves as her gentle, vertically stroking lust tube. and twin cushions of a muscularly flexing bottom accelerated to a violent dance that shook his vulnerable and tightly gripped shaft like a dog shaking a dead rat. Brenda's laughing eyes came into view, and in her hand was the electronic muscle toning controller which was now wound to full power.

He tried to extract his hand from Blondie and grab at the controller.

but Brenda moved out of reach. It was a wasted move. His hands remained firmly lodged in the grasping sex tubes of the big pumping bottom clefts as both Blondie and Bimbo copied Tammy's experimentation of new found skills. Devlin was held spreadeagled across the working trio by three super tight gripping pussies that he himself had trained only a few hours before.

He shouted at the Colonel, but to no avail. She was gone. The controller, tossed tantalisingly out of reach lay on the floor, mocking him as his femletes jerked him around like a rag doll. He screamed at the disappearing Brenda, then almost panicked as he heard her hovercar whispering down the drive. She was repaying a debt. All he could hope for now was that it was a short shopping trip she planned.

As it happened, her trip was relatively short, but her return to the study deliberately prolonged. In fact, it was morning of the next day before she poked her head around the door and greeted the semi conscious, spreadeagled, and thoroughly drained prankster; still bouncing up and down on the juddering bottoms.

Retrieving the discarded controller, she wound the captive girls down, and watched with satisfaction as the humping rumps came to a stop. Devlin slid free and crumpled to the floor. He was left gasping and groaning as she arranged for the release and removal of the three tired and well conditioned femletes., ordering that they should be bathed. fed, and rested until lunch time.

Devlin ruefully picked himself up and stood unsteadily before the triumphant Colonel.

“Evens then?” he asked. Brenda deliberately played him for a while and seemed undecided as she tapped his depleted manhood with her swagger stick. Finally she nodded.

“Evens! Next time, give me some warning of what to expect.” Devlin nodded and turned away. the sparkling, mischievous glint in his eyes missed completely by the Colonel.

Okay! So what's next on the agenda?” Brenda had fallen in with the plan wholeheartedly, and couldn't wait to resume the training schedule.




CHAPTER FOUR - CAUGHT IN THE ACT

Together they supervised the setting up of the next range of equipment as the unsuspecting, exhausted contestants slept.

Then, shortly after lunch, the three slumbering beauties were rudely awakened and frogged marched out to the track. Devlin was waiting with Brenda. and he moved forward quickly so as to take charge of the girls.

“Not so fast. lover boy! That Barbarella bitch has some sensible ideas.” Devlin stepped back as Brenda produced a box full of gadgets. then he watched open mouthed as she bent to Tammy's crotch. A small yelp escaped the girl's lips, and as Brenda stepped back he saw that her pussy was tightly crimped shut in the grip of a curved. custom shaped clamp, complete with lock. A smaller, similar device soon produced a pouted pair of sealed lips, and an expanding lockable butt plug finished the complete closure. Tammy was hermetically sealed and safe from Devlin's ever eager manhood.

She stood. tears in her eyes as she watched as her friends, in turn, were bunged and stoppered. Transformed into vessels of pleasure with all their feminine charms under lock and key. Tammy wasn't sure she liked the feeling at all!

Never before had she felt so controlled and helpless. Many times she had been filled to bursting in all her openings with a variety of inanimate objects, but they had served a purpose. They had been instrumental in fulfilling her primary function which was to bring pleasure to her owner, if only by virtue of the fact that she was sealed up, tormented, teased, or used as an ornamental object of helpless femininity. It didn't matter so long as her usage brought pleasure.

But this was simply to rob her of all means to use her body. Devlin held out his hand expectantly as Brenda completed her task, fully expecting a spare set of keys. But much to his surprise, she pocketed the only set in evidence and smiled sweetly.

“That means you too, Devlin! They're temporarily off limits to everyone.“

The host frowned in frustration, but had no choice in the matter.

After all, they were Brenda's property.

The training proceeded without further ado, and throughout the day, the trio spent an exhausting time performing a plethora of demanding tasks, most of the time ensconced in form fitting leather or rubber sheathing - corsetted. strapped. handicapped. and generally humiliated. And at the end of it all, they still didn’t have aclear idea of the actual nature of each event they were training for.

These tests were designed to exercise and hone their bodies in specific areas without actually revealing the true nature of the events they would perform on the day.

The days sped by. Sometimes they would gain a reprieve from the strenuous, body punishing routine when Devlin required their presence for moulding or checking a piece of apparatus they would be using. As was expected, the lusting D.G. also took these opportunities to investigate the locked pussies with a view to sneaking a clandestine shag. But it was not to be. Brenda was using electronic laser coded locks, and even with Devlin's advanced equipment, the sheer magnitude of possible combinations to unlock the key would take years to sort through.

The week came to an end and, confident in the security of her sealing devices, Brenda re-sealed her pets after feeding and servicing, and prepared to head into town on business.

“I'll be away until tomorrow,” she informed Devlin. “Make sure my pets are looked after will you!” She grinned mockingly. Her jibe drew a single stiffened finger from Devlin in response. and he watched sullenly as her hovercar whispered down the great driveway and vanished into the gathering gloom of evening..

It wasn't as if he didn't have plenty of spare material around the place, but it pissed him off to have anything lying around that wasn't his to take and use on demand. The girls seemed as distraught about the whole affair as he was, and had taken to rubbing their bodies against him in frustration whenever he was near. Devlin pondered the situation at length, the three rubber suited, bound girls lying watchful where they had been dumped after training.

They had an expectant look about them as he reclined on a fem chair and studied their sexually deactivated bodies. Occasionally, when it looked like he had lost interest, they would squirm and thrust their bottoms and pussies provocatively, instantly rekindling his desire to defeat those orifice obstacles. It was no use! Physically plundering any one of the girls to slake his lust was beyond even his reach. But he could sure as hell use them in other ways, to relieve the ache in his crotch.

Hastily he called assistants and rattled out instructions while the bound objects of his attention watched warily, part in anticipation and part in trepidation. Blondie and Bimbo were singled out for attention, and Tammy watched as the bevy of erotic maids dragged their rubber sheathed forms over to the study’s punishment hoists, where they were connected wrists to the ceiling and ankles to the floor. The winches whirred and within seconds both girls were stretched bar taut some two feet off the ground. Devlin walked over and inspected them, then ordered the winches taken up another two inches. The stretched females groaned with strain as their bodies became living violin strings. Devlin slapped each bottom in turn and grunted approval as the women merely vibrated with their involuntary muscle reaction at the stinging burn in their rumps.

“I don't think you're going to like this too much girls - but I am!” he teased.

Stepping back he allowed the waiting maids - ever willing to participate in some other girl's misery - to proceed with his wicked plan, watching with mounting interest as they began on Bimbo.

Starting at the ankles, they bound her limbs with a broad roll of vulcanising rubber, stretching the powerful rubber strip to its maximum with each turn and steadily progressing upward with overlapping layers. The crushing latex marched upward, compressing, contouring, and reducing the stretched woman to a single. stiffened effigy of gleaming rubber. They paused at her neck and fitted an anti compression collar, added a strap-on breather tube and mouth piece at the same time. Designed to fit snugly over her crimped and locked lips, the collar extended upward to encompass and protect her nose. Then the rubber wrap continued upward until Bimbo was totally mummified in a super tight rubber prison. Devlin pursed his lips, grinned and ordered another two layers.

Rippling exertion flitted through the black effigy, and a faint mewing from within conveyed the fact that Bimbo was not entirely happy with the thought of any additions. Meanwhile, the nearby Blondie watched bug eyed, and helpless in the knowledge that she would soon be forming the other half of a matching pair. D.G. moved over as Bimbo was dealt with and toyed with Blondie's quivering bottom, savouring the resilient spongy feel of a female filled rubber suit - warm, inviting and vibrant. Moving behind her stretched and helpless form, he nested his aroused trouser retained ramrod in the succulent hemispheres of her rump and reached round to cup and knead herbursting boobs. Contentedly, he peered over her shoulder to watch proceedings whilst he used her as a pleasantly arousing rubbing post, ignoring the muffled complaint as his attentions strained her against unyielding anchors.

The third layer finally arrived at the head of the crushed and suspended figurine that had, until recently, been the sumptuously attractive Bimbo.

“Ithink another couple of notches on the winch now.” he instructed, watching as the black pendant assumed an even more elongated and stressed mode. "Now the banding.” He felt Blondie tremble under his hands as she watched a preview of her own approaching containment. It was both excitement and apprehension as she contemplated the latest additions.

A set of pre-shaped dural steel bands, fully adjustable. were carried over to the cocooned Bimbo and. as with the rubber tape. added from the ankles up. At six inch intervals, gleaming unbreakable straps cinched and squeezed the living female creation, the tension demanded by Devlin producing bulges that shaped the contained woman into a series of scintillating curves as the bands marched upwards. The process steadily encased her lower limbs in a relentless web of steel, the uppermost strap sinking deeply into the shadows of Bimbo's buttock overhang, ruthlessly crushing her upper thighs into a single mass and forming an exquisitely severe conversion from leg line to expanding bottom curvature. D.G. called an halt at the hump produced by the captive rubber compressed rump and, leaving his receptively squirming toy, he supervised the two bottom bands personally, arranging them carefully to leave the luscious spongy central region unadorned. After much careful resighting, he then tightened these personal favourites himself. The encircled bottom extruded and tautened into a bisected collection of super cinched, bulbously contained segments - an absurdity of strummingly tight rubber sheathed femineity that bought searing heat to his loins. And still he continued to turn the adjusters, stopping only at the point when it seemed inevitable that Bimbo's ample rear would be sliced into ultra thick rashers of female bacon.

He flicked the quivering rubber curvature that seemed intent on exploding from between the steel ligatures, and nodded his satisfaction as it produced a taut thwack.

The bands resumed their march, reducing the waist to impossible dimensions and flaring out the hip line in exaggerated splendour.

Bands above and below the jutting breasts squeezed and sculpted them into comical relief. thrusting them out in outrageous profile despite the crushing power of the rubber that was attempting flatten her most recognisable female possessions.

An extra wide four inch band encircled the neck for show, enhancing the impression of total enslavement. and compelling the head to ‘remain held stiffly erect. A similar perforated version. tightened over the breather tube, crushed the already sealed lips into perfect silence. Its excessive breadth stretched from just below the nose to a point just above the jutting point of her chin, bisecting the rubber sheathed face with a deeply furrowing channel of impassive steel that bulged the cheeks over the top and left the woman bug-eyed and endowed with a face that looked like a contained explosion.

Somehow, it stamped a final image of silent, completely controlled, and helpless impotence on the constrained woman, and converted her to the quintessence of useable femininity - a desirable commodity rather than a person. Bimbo had ceased to exist, to be replaced by this ultimate sexual ornament, much sought after by anyone who preferred their women as items of helpless. voyeuristic extravagance.

Within ten minutes. despite desperate screeching protestations, Blondie had been reduced to a cloned copy of her fellow sufferer, and her ability to communicate removed as the steel welded her face shut. Devlin stood back and savoured the image of these two lust generating objects. Even for him it was hard to conceive that mere minutes ago. these silent, excruciatingly demobilised shapes had been soft. sensuously shaped female pets. He never ceased to marvel at the magic of converting living women into items that were silent by command. stilled by force, and trembling with nervous contained energy at every touch as their bodies were converted into helpless playthings.

Devlin walked over to the whip racks and selected a pair of ten foot bull whips. forgoing the seldom used full punishment versions in favour of the type with a flat, broad leather tip. These he laid beside the two silent columns of suspended rubber and steel.

Turning as he rose. he saw the assistants carrying in the next part of his plan. Two carefully selected femlons with a history of sadistic leanings. They looked stunning in the skin tight white rubber suits that completely engulfed their shapely forms and robbed them of personality with their attached full head hoods. Hourglass white leather basques festooned with rows of butch studs enhanced the vision, whilst the massive, neck stretching choker collars added their own special form of control. But what made the whole thing unusual was the fact that they were mounted on round based stands, pussies obviously fully impaled on central columns jutting from the bases - although these in fact were not visible at this advanced stage. and were an item to be savoured by the favoured few who knew of their hidden existence. These unseen steel rods formed a secondary purpose in that they stiffened and immobilised the marionette’s lower limbs in a single pillar of sheathed and mated legs, powerfully banded to the rod before the whole assembly was concealed and streamlined with a mermaid-like single latex leg sheath that stretched down to the tops of their matching white skyscraper stilettos. Each femlon had their latex gloved left arm secured painfully into a back prayer position by means of heavy clamps at the rear of the basque, whilst the right arm, free to move, terminated in a strange moulded solid spade shape with attachments embedded in it construction.

D.G. paced out distances from the back of the two silent pets, and had the stiffly secured alabaster femlons placed at forty-five degrees to these helpless women. He double checked his measurements, then snapped a bull whip into the locking receptor of each right hand. There was a quick final check before turning to confront the remaining item of his elaborate plot.

Tammy shivered uncontrollably, her eyes flitting between the arranged rubber sheathed ensemble at the far end of the study, and the approaching assistants with the rolls of tape.

They lifted her bound form with ease, stripping the bonds and suit as Devlin watched. Numbed with uncertainty, Tammy didn't even try to resist as she was rebound with tape at ankles and wrists. Nor did she think to struggle as the first layer reduced her to a rubber doll with lower limbs as one unit - for some ominous reason, leaving her generous titties uncovered and squeezed outward. They laid her face down, bending her legs upward at the same time, then welding calves and heels into her thighs with the application of several compressive layers of tape. Her arms received a similar treatment that drew them agonisingly backward into almost full length contact, and with additional body encirclement of the tape, forced them into direct contact with the small of her back.

Basically. she was hogtied without the normal connection twixt ankles and wrists. The rubber wrapping resumed, this time encompassing her entire folded form and steadily compressing her to a short bundle of helpless folded womanhood, recognisable as such only by the ever extruding orbs of her revealed boobs. Devlin seemed happy by the time a fourth layer was finished, and collecting a spare stand that had been previously placed in the study, he ordered the obedient maids to continue.

They lofted the tight compact bundle of rubberised woman and placed her back against the vertical pole of the stand. Steel bands, similar to those used on the other victims were now bought into play. They differed only in that they were riveted to the stand in predetermined positions. Quickly, working with practised ease, the maids encircled the Tammy’s body with steel and cinched her tightly to the pole with a series of bands. She was suspended; her folded knees some twelve inches off the floor by the time they had completed the task. Devlin oversaw the final tightening, then straightening, dropped his trousers and allowed a rampant, excited shaft to spring free. The assistants hesitated slightly at the sight of this venerable shaft of manhood, then following Devlin's lead carefully ushered him into position with his throbbing rod nestling in the valley of the exposed and vulnerable breasts. Working with some difficulty due to his proximity to the fettered maiden, they snugged his manhood deeply into the cleft of her bosom, and then arranged the jutting orbs to grip him with their sumptuous bulbosity.

Whilst one held them together, the other began to wind on rubber tape in such a way as to entrap Devlin's throbbing manhood in a tit vice, created by crushing the two orbs into contact. Breathlessly he ordered more layers and gasped as the melon like spheres were homogenised into a single mass with only a small pink area between their root and the opposite side of his bar taut cock visible through the expertly applied cinches of rubber. Finally, two steel cinching bands were added. One at the roots of her womanhood, and another at the outer limit, ensuring that the pliant orbs were crushed into total encirclement of his penis. The maids finished and stepped back as Devlin peered down at the result.

His turgid penile helmet peered at him from the haunting cleft of compressed bosomry, like a ferret peeping from a hole in the ground! Either side of his encased pole were gleaming steel cinches that preformed her luscious breasts into a pocket of joy. His maids knew what he liked, and he noted that they had used initiative in the final wrappings. Tammy's hugely pressurised and daggering nipples were left uncloaked and jutted against the crease of his thighs like mini turrets. He nodded in satisfaction.

“You may leave us now. Report to the pleasure room! Tell Chrighton you deserve a reward. You can have six girls of your choice - each!“

he added. The maids flushed and nodded. It paid dividends to please their boss. Now they could choose any of the available prisoners within the house and direct them to perform any act they chose.

Granted, they themselves would be trussed into immobility whilst these acts were carried out, usually stretched out into a spreadeagle on the racks if Chrighton had his way. But if they were not pleased with the results, the offending femlons would receive severe punishment. They'd probably get that anyway!

Devlin watched them scurry away and smiled as he contemplated the writhing pleasure they would soon be experiencing. He turned back to the study's waiting assembly, eyeing the silent white mannequins, poised with their whips, eyes gleaming through the all enveloping rubber helmets that sculpted and silenced them into almost mindless mechanical devices. His gaze continued on to the vibrantly taut and tempting Bimbo and Blondie, and finally down at the living titty pussy he had created to break Brenda's embargo. He took a deep breath and placed his hand on the small control console rising from Tammy’s base, then locked eyes with the shimmering, super tightly sheathed mannequins.

“Begin!” At that instant he threw a switch. Now the whip wielding human appliances must ensure that their efforts produced enough reaction in the stretched and cinched forms to operate tension switches in the hoists. Failure to do so for more than ten seconds would guarantee a massive surging bolt of energy discipline passing from the pole into their deeply invaded pussies.

The whips sang as they sliced the air, and the room filled with the loud crack of leather on super sensitive, extruded and cinched rumps. Devlin saw the massively distended hind curvatures of both women jolt violently with the impact. The sound of overstressed tensioning hoists multiplied rapidly. Stifled keening screams for mercy rose to permeate even that thick rubber overlay and the mouth crimping devices fitted by Brenda.

The whip mannequins struck up a steady beat, and Devlin felt a furnace igniting in his crotch. It was a magnificent sight as the bar taut forms rippled and writhed, flexing visibly despite the massive tensioning of their ultra trussed bodies. He could imagine the rubber crushed toes and fingers desperately trying to curl and clutch as the biting leather sent shafts of burning fire through the tender, juddering bottoms. Even from here he could see the huge muscle contractions of those excruciatingly cinched buttocks flexing and bulging through the cruel biting steel bands. He turned to watch the mannequins in action and was entranced by the glistening locomotion of sterile, white polished rubber as they worked in unison. They looked truly astounding in those powerfully sculpting basques, heads held arrogantly erect.

Swish! Crack! - Swish! Crack! - Swish! Crack! - Swish! Crack! It was a heavenly chorus of sound, supplemented by the slithering hush of active rubber on female flesh as they laboured.

He watched for a while longer, pleased that neither pendant cocoon had displayed any sign of movement other than a sort of vibrating contained explosion, and two monotonously twitching, bulbously cinched bottoms as they absorbed the whips’ bite. He could feel his manhood expanding to bursting point and decided the time was ripe to energise the waiting titty pussy. Reaching out he lifted a container of lubricant from the console and carefully poured the oily substance into the curving recess of Tammy's boob vice - pausing briefly to savour the oozing sensation as the lubricant seeped through and coated both himself and the succulent breast clamp. Then, with a final look towards the juddering cinched rumps, he put the helpless Tammy-wanker into motion with the flick of a switch.

A motor in the base whirred, and her entire banded form began to rise and fall with devastating effect. His improvised sex tube was a raging success. The silky compressed orbs rolled and slithered, stretching and compressing his rock hard shaft, whilst cleverly extruded nipples rubbed provocatively against his groin. It was seventh heaven! He could feel the trussed girl responding instantly to this abuse. Her chest, although tightly encompassed by the cocooning rubber was flexing with her arousal, pressing her mas sively misused boobs against him with the urgent gasps of her breathing.

It appealed to her masochistic instincts to be converted into a helpless masturbation device and have her feminine trophies used as mere components of arousal. Devlin speeded up her oscillation, carefully timing each downward stroke to synchronise with the crack of the whips, then glanced down to survey the fruits of his labours. The sight of his manhood in that awesomely formed tit gripper was almost too much, but after a mighty struggle he contained the rising tidal wave of lust and regained control.

He wanted to savour this for a long time. No point in going off half cocked when he had a whole symphony of whip cracking music and horrendously writhing rubber sheathed females to enjoy.

Whimsically, he deactivated the mannequins incentive to work, and paused them as he operated a remote control on the console.

Smoothly, without the slightest release in tension, the two stiffened pendants were rotated by the slewable hoists to present their fronts to the watching Devlin. He eyed the bulging offered female orbs with relish and ordered his white clad instruments of retribution into action again.

Instinctively, they switched target to a higher level, the lashing Bullwhips instantly soliciting a frenzied jostling from the spherically cinched titties that were the object of their attentions. D.G. ordered an increase in tempo, and matched it with his trussed wanking machine, groaning at the sight of the rapidly jerking rubber blob below. It was hard to imagine that it actually contained the delectable Tammy.

Afurther adjustment by remote inched the twitching targets into an even greater tension as the hoist whined briefly, instantly quelling the increased level of rippling vibration as a result of the escalating input to their helpless forms.

The oscillating rubberised tit-pussy seemed to be swelling as Tammy's breasts became engorged with hot pounding blood lust. In addition, Devlin could feel frenzied explosive forces straining and contorting the fully demobilised female encased in that womb of rubber. Tammy, it seemed, had reclaimed her pride in being a useful pleasure device, and at this moment was experiencing massive orgasmic eruptions as her inventive abuser callously accelerated his object of masturbation. D.G. felt it was time. and turned the oscillation to maximum, watching breathlessly as the rubberised object became a speeding mass of pistoning helplessness. This simple action had a double effect, in that it not only started himself on an irreversible upward spiral to climax, but maintained the pulsing beauty below in a constant condition of unending orgasm as her masochistic leanings were rekindled with a vengeance. No matter how much she struggled to escape the horrendous forces of reversing inertia, the crushing rubber maintained her body and the cinched tits stiffly offered for the task in hand.

Tammy's converted breasts attained a demoniac rate of massage, and the parcelled super cinched bundle of femineity became a blur of pogoing rubber erotica. He ordered an increase in tempo from the mannequins, then spun the helpless targets back to his favourite mode. As the tidal wave gathered momentum he fixed his lusting gaze on the massively animated mounds of cinched rubber rump and savoured the rapid staccato of torment being poured into those perfectly shaped and positioned objects of desire. And still the awesomely entrapped girls could manage no more than a violent rippling dissent at the furnace like heat of their mistreated rear lobes. To add to their torment, their own titanic convulsive efforts to escape simply extruded the bulging bottoms into even more sensitive presentation. It was a cause and effect cycle they were powerless to control, and a bonus that the gleeful sadistic mannequins instantly seized upon with redoubled effort.

Sensing that the whole scene was nearing climax, the mannequins speeded up of their own accord. Their total dedication to the infliction of maximum permissible torment showed as their eyes gleamed sadistically. They were immune to the torment they were meeting out to two of their own kind as they bathed in a sea of carnal, guilt free sexual gluttony. The flailing whips continued to increase the tempo, and with the increase was a proportional escalation of the power in each blow. Taut bulging steel cinched target areas became a sea of perpetual demented activity under the onslaught as the lust crazed tormentors flailed away with gay abandon. D.G.

pondered on how long it would be before those tormented bottoms were able to rest on a chair.

Femlons rarely had the chance to indulge their own sexual preferences. However, as duly appointed punishment mannequins, they were determined to extract the maximum self indulgence, given that they had two stunningly beautiful, curvaceously sculpted, incredibly helpless female targets who were so inescapably secured and presented. Well! It just seemed a shame not to exact the maximum punishment on the two silenced, super sensitised, tautly cinched and sheathed forms, especially at a time when neither had the slightest means to complain or avoid anything done to them.

Apart from that, they would probably never know who had used and enjoyed the opportunity with such maliciously lecherous self indulgence. Like two massive blobs of blotting paper, the keening ultra contained women simply absorbed each snake like strike of the lash without visible sign of protest.

Devlin's shuddering engorged shaft erupted in a shower of fluid as the pulsing deliriously orgasmic titty clamped woman below seemed to expand to explosion point within her containment. Tammy was experiencing her own massive muscle tearing orgasm, no doubt supplemented by the sounds of her friends’ inescapable ordeal, and vivid images of her own body being used with the same disregard for her personal wishes. Again she strained against the bondage, but was unable to manage the slightest twitch as her form continued to rocket up and down on his rigid shatft. It didn’t really matter that she couldn't escape. The proven fact that she was reduced to complete immobility simply served to add more fuel to her own fires.

Meanwhile, at the other side of the study, the previously synchronised cracking whips became erratic. What had initially been a demonstration of accurate well aimed blows, became a mish-mash of poorly controlled hacks, landing at random over the entire surface of the twitching female stalactites. Devlin peered through the haze of his explosive sexual response to see the mannequins gasping and wavering as they struggled with their own uncontrollable lust. The exquisite sadistic arousal nurtured by the two suffering female objects they had in their power had finally boiled over. Shuddering and stiffening into gleaming white columns of writhing orgasmic energy, the mannequins dropped their whip arms and stood powerless, consumed by their own internal forces, as they stood vibrating stiffly with the awesome power of unleashed lust, buttocks pumping madly and thighs threshing inside the white cocoon! They were gripped in the uncontrollable throes of their lascivious nature.

So powerful was their response to this treat of sadistic excess, that the searing muscle jolting bolts of dildo energy supplied as retribution for lack of action merely served to escalate their eruption to unprecedented levels, Devlin tried to croak an order to continue. but stopped as the silent, unattended pendants developed a new level of creaking restraint and flexing impotent activity. Abused and contained as they were, the two encapsulated females had finally passed through the pain barrier and exploded into masochistic eruption. As all the others recovered from the seething ecstasy of lustful excess, they stared at the gyrating columns of rubber with astonishment. Tammy, unable to see anything, had to content herself with an audio rendition of the event as rubber and steel conspired with keening gasps of breath to paint a lurid picture of the massive boiling forces of orgasmic release contained by those rubber cocoons. It seemed an endless display of carnal eroticism that just went on and on. finally subsiding only after providing all present with an incredible display of spectacular sexual meltdown.

A slow hand clap drew eyes to the door. Brenda had returned unnoticed. arriving in time to witness the final act.

“Can't leave you alone for one minute, can I?“

She glared at Devlin, then looked down to his depleted well drained manhood.

“Now get that pathetic penal wreck out of my pet's cleavage.“

Devlin eased his shrinking shaft out of the tight embrace of Tammy's tit-pussy and reduced her frenzied jerking dance to zero. Guiltily, heretrieved his trousers and dragged them on as Brenda summoned a fresh pair of maids to thicken the plot. He listened, uncomprehending, as she ordered more equipment and watched with amazement as a new stand complete with a four foot dildo column was carried in.

The stand was tilted, and with some difficulty, the tip located in the recently vacated boob clamp jutting from Tammy's chest. After much manoeuvring and a great deal of traumatic breast stretching, the vertical dildo had replaced Devlin's manhood in the improvised love tunnel. Now Brenda took a deep breath and rounded on her helpless pets.

“T'expected this weak willed male to succumb to the lure of lust, but not my beloved pets.” Her voice was stern - full of anger and menace.

"But Brenda, they didn't have any choice, | Devlin’s attempt to absolve the ladies who had pleased him petered out under her withering glare.

“They didn’t have a choice in the arrangement, maybe, but they did have a choice over enjoying it against my express instructions!“

Brenda visually challenged him to dispute that all the women present had not endured explosively pleasant responses to his ministrations. Seeing that no argument was forthcoming, she turned back to her helpless flock, “You wanted to play? Well, so be it! You two!” She gestured to the mannequins who were the only ones not in the firing line of her wrath.

“Get started and don’t stop until I come back and tell you!” She twisted the hoists’ tension sensors to a much higher setting as they drew their whip arms back, eyes registering amazement at their good fortune. There was no attempt to disguise their relish for the task ahead!

“That should ensure you don't slack. At that setting it'll fry your pussies if you ease off.” The whips sang their tune and the cinched bottom targets resumed an even more frenzied dance of torment.

Brenda turned back to her favourite, and until now, most trusted pet.

"And you, you sex mad tart! Let’s see how keen you are in the morning.” With that the helplessly trussed Tammy began a rapid shagging of the steel dildo as Brenda wound the oscillator control to full. Within seconds, the helpless human wanking machine had resumed its traumatised impotent assault on yet another stiff shaft. The pleading look in her eyes had availed her nothing.

Her boob clamp was instantly subjected to massive abrasion and dragging forces as the dry dildo pole rasped endlessly through her crushingly compressed tit cleavage. Within seconds, her entire cinched and compressed from was a mass of protesting exertions, struggling to escape. Unfortunately for all concerned, Devlin was an expert at reducing females to super controlled inanimate uncomplaining recipients of punishment. Not one of the cinched women managed enough movement or sound to disturb a timid mouse.

Brenda watched for a while after ordering D.G. to leave, inspecting each parcel of suffering womanhood with a critical eye. She noticed the flat tipped whips with approval. Painful in the extreme, but unlikely to inflict actual damage other than a apply a searing heat and viciously stinging bite to the frenzied, pulsing cinched bottom lobes.

Grudgingly. she had to admit to herself that Devlin was a genius, and with a brief display of her own sadistic enjoyment she adjusted the vibrating rubber sheathed miscreants to even greater tension with the remote control. As an afterthought, she improved on D.G.'s bottom cinching steel bands by another dozen clicks each.

“"Huh! Men! They always underestimate the female's tolerance levels!“

Those four buttock lobes were now so savagely cinched and extruded that the rubber was actually changing to a grey colour with the tension as juddering, flinching flesh within tried to explode from its compressive containment. Blondie's more fleshy bottom was exceptional. So deep were the cinching bands in her resilient succulent flesh that they were actually becoming partially obscured by the colossal distortion of her suffering ass. Confident of the mannequins’ skills, Brenda placed her face close to each convulsing extrusion in turn and drank in the deliciously lustful distortion generated by the impacting whip tip at close range. The sound of each strike on overstressed female filled rubber reached her almost as a physical blow, instantly transformed by her sadistic nature from the sound of inflicted punishment to an intoxicating and addictive blast of explosive labial heat with each and every lash.

Each bulging extrusion on the two offered bottoms had a life of its own, pulsing and quivering with demented ferocity as it fought to escape the confines of steel, but finding no escape from the remorseless grip that squeezed, shaped and rigidly offered each resilient lobe as a taut. super-sensitive pain amplifier.

Brenda’'s love nest leaked copiously, the musky liquid draining through her soaked knickers to drool in streamers to the floor.

Gasping in short sharp breaths as her third secret orgasm waned, she rose, reluctantly leaving the pulsing rubberised buttocks, and walked around to the front of the vibrating females.

“Enjoying yourselves, girls?“

Her hands rose and gripped the melon like orbs of Bimbo's ballooned breasts as they jerked and jiggled in helpless bodily response to the gleefully applied abuse from behind. The keening entreaties from both cinched effigies became desperate as they both perceived a possible reprieve from their torment, but were unheard as Brenda succumbed to another orgasm. This latest uncontrollable eruption was engineered by the feeling of shock waves and unspeakably intense exertions to escape the lash, transmitted faithfully to her groping hands by the cinch pressurised tits. Moving to Blondie, she reached up and pressed a finger to the deeply grooving facial brank strap. almost swooning with overwhelming feelings of lust as she surveyed the perfect fit. The device sealed the captive girl's with brutal strength. robbing her of both facial and verbal expression, and reducing her lower face to a smooth, featureless expanse of glistening, impenetrable steel. As she made contact, the superbly contained audio output from the woman could be felt battering at the rubber and implacable steel.

“Oh! Blondie what shall I do with you?” murmured the Colonel as she allowed her hands to roam the hills and valleys of straining rubber. “If it weren't for the fact that you need feeding and servicing I could keep you like this for ever!” For a brief second. Brenda was actually conceding the fact that these superbly tormented toys actually contained a living feeling core of vulnerable human femineity. It was a thought that soon passed. Superheated feelings of lustful enjoyment flowed over any compassion as the massively straining, dehumanised lust generators continued to feed vibrant new sensations to her exploring fingers Brenda could have stood for hours simply enjoying the spectacle, feeding off the explosive fully contained responses in these converted female toys; but there were things to do. Reluctantly, she gave all the proffered jiggling boobs a final squeeze and turned to go.

“You two!” The mannequins barely paused in their task as she addressed them.

“You have an hour to enjoy yourselves as much as you want, and then I'll send in a relief team. If you do a good job on the first shift, you can come back to relieve them later.” The twin alabaster coloured latex statuettes positively glowed with anticipation at the prospect of a prolonged and enjoyable utilisation of these two heaven-sent victims. It wasn't often they were supplied two perfectly packaged living targets in a purpose designed format.

Brenda paused in thought as she studied the exquisitely beautiful, almost surreal image of their hard working rubberised albino forms.

Black had always been her preference. that is, until she saw these two creations. She moved around them, stroking, squeezing the swinging rubber encased breasts and fondling flexing sheath constricted bottom mounds as their exertions animated the firm well formed lobes. Their enthusiastic movement generated considerable heat in her own labial mound, but she was careful to ensure her inspection did not interrupt the rhythm of their work.

“Like this work do you?” she inquired, gesturing vaguely to the black stretched columns of helpless womanhood, who were now keening at a much higher pitch as a result of their tormentors’ increased efforts. The mannequins were determined to earn all the time possible with the bound women as whipping posts. Two white sheathed heads nodded enthusiastically, in unison, as far as the collars would permit, without breaking the rhythm of their whip arms. Brenda nodded thoughtfully.

“Well, if you prove yourselves to day, I may have a nice job for you at the Olympiad.” She took a last look at the twitching human stalactites under punishment, and left the room. Her passage down the corridor was filled with the delightfully arousing sound of whip cracks and a whining oscillator motor running at full speed. A shudder of pure licentious joy ripped through her body as the realisation of her total power took hold. However long she took to return, the parcelled traumatised women had no choice but endure and absorb their punishment. Already her lustfully active brain was computing the effect of replacing the present suffering pendants with the white sheathed sadists. With Blondie and Bimbo informed of the identity of their tormentors, and to be then installed in the mannequin mode! Brenda felt it might prove most interesting to see a debt repaid. Besides, those two femlon sadists had superb bodies, and she had a mind to encase them in a transparent rubber, perhaps slightly tinted. She decided to approach Devlin with a proposal after they had performed at the Olympiad. By then the two femlons wou 1d be so cocksure, the shock of finding themselves as the recipients would double the enjoyment for herself.

Brenda was humming happily as she went in search of D.G.




CHAPTER FIVE - DESTINATION USF

The remaining weeks fled by as the training progressed. For the first few days after release from punishment, Blondie and Bimbo exhibited some stifiness, and a pronounced aversion to sitting down. Tammy, on the other hand, did everything she could to protect her sore boobs - a difficult task when most of the time was spent running and exercising with hands secured behind her and the tender orbs bouncing with unsupported alacrity. But at last the day for departure arrived. The entrants weren't sure whether to be pleased or nervous.

At least the rigorous training was over - ahead lay the public events: as yet still undisclosed. None of them had any doubt that they would be anything other than strenuous and humiliating; but that was the lot of any SAC-trained LPG - pet.

But it could be worse! Other entrants and living bits of equipment would be travelling to the games crated and generally confined in rigorously contorted forms, whereas the Gord-Cunningham team enjoyed the luxury of travelling in the luxurious VIP cabin of a Gord Industries Lear-Hover 603-Executive.

Tammy eased her body against the frame holding her firmly positioned, jumping slightly as Devlin slammed his hand of cards down in triumph. The thick glass table top clamped to her back did little to absorb his exuberance at winning again. Brenda's anger at losing was immediately apparent as she thrust her crotch at the tongue linked mouth and demanded more from the dual function table. Tammy notched up her pussy probing tongue activities and gasped as Devlin leaned forward to reclaim the scattered cards, his deeply lodged manhood stretching her succulent pussy sideways with the altered angle as he moved. She heard Bimbo grunt and her latex sheath squeak with tensioned protest as he flopped back, but was in no position to study the folded, butt-upward, chair surrogacy her two co-athletes had been pressed into. The heady smell of leather told her that Brenda had requested her seat upholstered differently, and had no doubt that Blondie was tightly encased in an executive style plush leather. Of the two, Tammy preferred the rubber, which had more give, and less bite. Laced tightly from head to toe in leather, prior to being bent into a compressed bundle and banded into position, left many areas of extreme stress and discomfort for the unfortunate pet forming the padding. As it had turned out, it hadn't been an option for her. Both her owner and Devlin had agreed that a superbly crafted, pre-formed dural steel moulding was the best for the prize pet. The result was a hands and knees position, banded down tightly with flexi-steel straps into the steel half-body former, and her entire upper surface naked save for the glass table top affixed on her back. Below, her slowly recovering breasts were forced through holes to hang base cinched by the undersized apertures, bloated, and still feeling very vulnerable in their sore, abused state.

Tammy winched as a careless foot shifting manoeuvre by Devlin ricocheted off her pendulous left tit and set it swinging like a boxer's punch ball. Her involuntary reaction made her grip the tender clitoral nodule she was working on just a little to hard for Brenda's liking. A none-to-gentle warning tap with the Colonel's pointed toe stiletto set her right boob swinging in unison.

“That's eight-blot to me, Brenda! By my calculation you owe me eight million quid - or its equivalent in pet meat!“

The retort from Brenda was less than complimentary.

“Get stuffed, you cheating bastard! Do you think I don't know these cards are electronically tagged! And since when have you taken to having a hearing enhancer in your left ear. That bloody redhead bitch has been feeding you a hand by hand account of all my cards from the flight deck.” The red-headed bitch was the flight lieutenant.

Devlin almost choked on his drink. How had she known?

“I don't know what you're talking about, Brenda,” he waffled. “This is a sound filter. The noise of these new plasma engines annoys me.“

It was a good try, but not good enough judging by the look of scepticism from the Colonel.

“Come on, D.G. Let's go get something to eat before I do something I'll regret.” Tammy felt the intruding shaft of manhood withdraw, to be replaced by a huge tunnel boring mole of a vibrator. Devlin always like to keep his place warm. Seconds later there was the creak and squeak of rubber and leather, punctuated by soft appreciative groans as the chairs were relieved of their load. The view cleared, and Blondie’s exposed, leather framed pussy suddenly appeared only inches away as the dark vee of Brenda's hot sticky crotch lifted from her face.

Tammy studied the taut folded buttocks and the leather extruded hemispheres of the generous, well developed mons, listening intently to the receding sounds of her owner. It was forbidden to service each other without permission. But what the hell! They all needed every morsel of comfort they could glean in order to cope with the rigorous demands of a compulsory profession like theirs.

Moving her head down, the only part left with any permissible locomotion, Tammy took the opportunity to study her own pet's situation. She had to admit that the voluptuously upholstered Blondie-lounger looked very practical and comfortable. Mounted on a low level spine contouring moulding, excruciatingly compressed and banded down into a folded format, the thigh backs and rump formed a sumptuously comfortable seat. Vertically arranged lower legs, clamped and veeing outward from the knees as they rose upward, created a natural recess to lean back into. The spikes of the ornamental stilettos then cleverly provided a mounting for the head cushion. Tammy had no doubt that the out of sight Bimbo was an exact replica in rubber. Blondie, however, had the added attraction of ornamental lacing that ran along both sides of her body, enhancing the line of a supple and contorted woman as it traced a zigzagging path along the tortuous line of her compaction. She made a note to choice as each silent, impossibly helpless woman strove to get herself chosen for release. A dusty cube almost completely hidden in a corner caught his attention as he saw the date. 1995! That couldn't be right! Devlin quickly peered at the yellowing aged report pasted to the cube, then reached up and wiped the grime from the smooth Carbonite surface - marvelling as his actions unveiled what must surely be one of J. L. Gord's original experiments in Carbonite blocking.

This Norwegian damsel had been incarcerated nearly two hundred years before the technique became widely known outside the closed circle of bondage exponents, and certainly long before such incarceration was accepted by society. Casually, Devlin walked around the voluptuously endowed female as he considered her for another role in life. The high Scandinavian cheek bones and sumptuously covered form certainly had merit. Apart from that, she was entombed in a shimmering, genuine black latex cocoon sheath, the like of which had not been seen for some three hundred years. Modern syntho-latex was good, but there was nothing quite like real, clinging raw latex for body hugging perfection and a smell that defied description. In complete harmony with J. L.’s unique taste in entrammelled femininity, this beauty had been folded neatly, banded to crushing levels, and stored in a hairpin format. The rigid foreshortened female unit had then been mounted on her back in a horizontal mode, lofted from the floor by a single steel pillar that terminated in the small of her back. Old J. L. had certainly enjoyed the spectacle of a woman exhibiting all she had! The motionless incarcerated woman looked divine from the butt end. Well rounded tautly folded rump, flaring hips. and a generous pussy - the only item left open to view - all conspired to create a very desirable nether region. A view from the other end presented an inverted face. With hair plaited and fastened to the central support, the damsel was held with her head pulled sharply back and face peering out of the Carbonite with a permanently frozen look of beseeching despair.

For a while he considered the options. Reanimating this rare beauty would be akin to uncorking a bottle of 500 year-old wine. Uncorked it was priceless as a collectors item, but once the seal was breached it could well be found to have turned to vinegar. Would this woman some internal fixtures that defied explanation. Devlin took the tube back and lifted Tammy's face upward.

“Watch and learn,” was the comment.

Realising what was required, Tammy opened her mouth and allowed the tube into her oral cavity, gagging slightly as it slid deeply inward and came to rest with the end nudging her tonsils. The limiting factor was the flange now resting against her lips. She felt Devlin ease it back out and apply some sort of bio-safe super glue before pressing it back in, effectively sealing her luscious lips to the entire circumference of the flange in a matter of seconds. A pair of surgical tongs appeared in his hand and, upon command, Tammy reluctantly wriggled her tongue up the inside of the tube. The tongs reached in, gripped, and dragged it painfully out to full stretch.

There was a snap sound and the tongs released. Tammy groaned as she realised that the tube had a spring loaded mini bar across its internal diameter, and her eyeleted tongue was now ensnared by the steel running through the eyelet. Devlin checked it was fully engaged and locked, then smeared the outer, exposed side of the tube flange with more glue. Tammy’s head was forced forward, and the tube inserted in the still unfulfilled pussy of the fem-chair. D.G.

rammed her head down hard, crushing the tube tightly against Blondie's spongy mons while the glue took hold. Satisfied at the joining, he eased the pressure and allowed Tammy to explore the reality that she was firmly connected to the hot, pulsing pussy of her co-conspirator.

“So what purpose does that serve Dev?" It was the Colonel’s voice, seemingly unconvinced that this was to be considered a penance.

“Sit down and observe, Brenda. I think you'll approve when you see the potential.” Brenda swung her leg over the connected pair and dropped her weight onto the waiting Blondie-lounger. Her face lit up with approval as Tammy's cheeks expanded to bursting point and her eyes bulged with effort. The Colonel's compressive weight had squeezed the air out of Blondie as she sat and inflated the connected pet with the exhaust from her womb. She bounced experimentally a few times, ignoring the groaning protests from the lounger and muffled begging from Tammy as her cheeks alternately sucked in with vacuum and then snapped outward with pressure.

“Nice one. D.G. I'm impressed.” She performed a few more bounces for good measure, then paused as Devlin indicted that there was more.

“Watch this then.” he enthused. Brenda stared. fascinated, as he carefully sat and unleased his trousered manhood. He took great care in positioning the rock hard shaft, then thrust violently into the protesting rear passage between Tammy's curvaceous rump cheeks.

Brenda's eyes widened with amazement as her seat inflated under her. The massive expulsion of breath from Tammy as she was forcefully penetrated had pumped the helpless Blondie up like an inflatable air bed.

“Well done, D.G! I like it!” Tammy and Blondie were not quite so thrilled. Even less so, after the thrusting, bouncing pair had killed another hour of the flight time by generating a constantly reversing airflow in their captives with their antics.

With a feeling of great relief, the pneumatic furniture heard the plasma jet whine reducing and were grateful that the destination was in sight. Even though decelerating from a cruise velocity of 4,000 miles an hour, the last leg across the western USF could now be counted in minutes. An exclamation from Brenda confirmed it was even less.

“Oh! Look Dev, we're passing over Mount Rainier. Isn't that the one that was threatening to erupt last year?” Devlin nodded.

Yep! Would have caused quite a mess if it did, but Professor Biggsby at Denver Met College talked the Fed Senate into trying his loony idea; - to relieve pressure by using a thermo-nuclear borer that would divert the lava build up. As it happened, it worked OK, but if he'd been wrong, the Olympiad would have been held in Tokyo, and the aquatic Olympiad held in the water filled crater where Seattle Met 4 used to be—!" he paused in irritation as Brenda interrupted again.

“What is that huge complex over there, Dev'?” D.G. leaned over to peer through the view port.

“Oh! That. That's the old Boeing Hover assembly plant. That's where I met Burnside. I was bidding for it - a new R & D facility - which would allow me to infiltrate the USF. Unfortunately, | wasn't to know at the time that Barbie rigged the financial collapse and loaded the dice on the sell off. Then she put in a bid that brought in all the workers as share holders. Of course, they all went for it and signed on the dotted line. Barbie was the heroine that had saved all those jobs. About a month after that, Barbie turned up with her collection team and invoked a small print clause no-one had noticed.” Brenda sat listening attentively.

“The small print stated that she’d not only bought the plant, but in fact the freedom of all employees. She converted the plant to a Carbonite blocking plant, and promptly blocked all the men who were working there and, of course, any females she didn't want. The lookers amongst the female staff were selected out and absorbed into her pet stables. It turned out that the reason behind the whole scheme was so that she could get her hands on the hundreds of slick chicks working there. I have to admit it was a pretty smart move.

Rumour has it she creamed off about two thousand of Seattle’s finest female bodies in that operation, and made a fortune selling them off all over the world.

The Colonel absorbed this without comment, her eyes seeking out the details of the SeaTac 8 hover terminal as they approached, mentally commending the two women pilots who were bringing the huge craft in with such panache. Sneakily, she reached into her belt purse and prodded the electromemo pad with expert fingers.

MEMO: Investigate possibility of procuring Captain Wilma Dearing and Second Flight Officer Mandy O'Hara. For immediate dispatch to SAC 94 and conversion.

The Colonel's crotch grew hot. She was addicted to highly professional women, strong willed, self motivated and above all strongly resistant to their enforced status as pets. It was something about the latent, smouldering resentment and undaunted fighting spirit that made their usage so much more enjoyable. Besides, the fiery Irish born O’Hara had assisted D.G. in his cheating. She owed her for that. A few days as a lone, rubberised stalactite with her own personal pair of attentive mannequins would redress the balance. Captain Dearing may as well make the pair. The Captain was a product of a trend that had appeared some twenty to twenty-five years before. It had become fashionable to name children after comic book and video heroes of the twentieth century. An archaeological find of a lost film library had produced a crop of ancient Vid films. Colonel Wilma Dearing had featured in one of those Buck Rogers in the 25th Century vids, although her present day counterpart had yet to reach that rank. In all other aspects, she had developed into a pretty close copy of the original.

The hover landed. and as the flight deck door opened, Colonel Brenda Cunningham smiled innocently into the stunning green eyes of Second Officer O'Hara as she began the standard ‘hope you enjoyed the flight and goodbye’' spiel. Whilst maintaining eye contact, Brenda's peripheral vision was already noting the flaming red hair swept back and stacked into a smart bun, and the firm, superbly shaped hourglass figure displayed by the tight service uniform demanded by the Gord Industries President.

"Hmm! Definitely an emerald green rubber sheath for that haughty Irish bitch,” she mused. contemplating the aesthetic contrast of green background and gold cinching bands on her proposed new toy. Brenda's eyes swept past the Irish colleen to take in the seated figure of the flight Captain. True to form, Dearing was wearing a skin tight silver flight suit that hugged her figure superbly. “Hmmm! And I think red for you, Captain.“

“What was that?” questioned D.G, having not heard the sotto voce murmuring of his colleague “Oh! Nothing Devlin. Just thinking aloud as they say.” Brenda caught Tammy's eyes as she rose and was shocked to realise that the pet-table had overheard. Tammy was looking at her with mock disapproval. She leaned down conspiratorially with a finger to her lips.

“Not a word, 266, or I'll have your hide for a lampshade. Tammy fluttered both her eyes in understanding.

“Play your cards right and perhaps I'll let you have Captain Dearing for your self as a treat.” Tammy absorbed the whispered message with a reddening face as the possibilities flashed into mind and her eyes flicked sideways and strained to take in the trim figure of the Captain. It looked like ownership by Brenda was going to be every bit as fruitful as it had been with Brigette Sommes. Her pussy flushed as she imagined the spectacle of Captain Dearing cinched tightly down and awaiting her attention. The taut material on the Captain’s firm, very feminine rump left little doubt that such an offered delight would be an excellent starting point for herself to make her debut in the pet-slave domitrix field. No doubt the good Captain would view the lashing of her bottom with different eyes, but then, when banded down to a punishment couch, her opinion was of little consequence.

Brenda rose, and was just in time to see O'Hara’s rear view as she returned to the flight deck, the pert, tight, well rounded rump rolling with exaggeration as the woman flaunted her body. Her crotch flushed with hot wetness as she saw a mental picture of twitching cinched bottom lobes under maximum duress.

Devlin busied himself with the legal formalities as Brenda prised her pets from the clutches of extended leather, steel and rubber confinement. Seeing as Devlin was a world famous figure, she was in little doubt that the President would greet the disembarkation personally. In which case, Brenda insisted that her pet team would be revealed in the smartest dress possible. President Burnside had a reputation for producing well turned out pets, and Brenda, tough as she may be, still had that womanly trait of being paranoid about one-upmanship. Sadly, her pets were the ones who suffered as a result of her paranoia.

It was almost an hour before they were ready. Fortunately, the USF authorities had come aboard to request that they delayed the disembarkation as a result of a glitch in the welcoming arrangements.

Devlin, with statesmanlike benevolence eased the official embarrassment with a dismissive wave of the hand, and a voiced understanding of their problems, secretly thanking the Lord that Brenda's elaborate preparations and the corresponding delay had been negated by a USF cock-up. It made a change for the Brits not to be the focal point of state visit disasters. The message came through that all was ready at the terminal, and that President Burnside’'s entourage was just entering the complex. Devlin checked that all the crated LPGs and equipment had been off loaded, and staring through the view port, watched intently as the colour coded crates were sorted on the tarmac.

Small, two foot cubed red labelled crates contained something female that was breathing, albeit crushed into compact space saving corpse status by various means. The larger blue labelled crates designated a non life form apparatus. carefully packed and padded to avoid damage, and containing items that would sooner or later be mated to the red crated items. He was pleased to see that the blue crates were being handled with care, whilst the red versions suffered being tossed unceremoniously onto a waiting tipper truck.

Devlin and Brenda did a final reciprocal check on their own dress, and then checked over the pet-team. The hover-transport door swung down and strong sunlight momentarily blinded them both after the dim, filtered light of the hovercar’'s UV blocking ports. A blast of sound assaulted them, and Devlin prodded the Colonel forward. Brenda hesitated, unaccustomed to be greeted by a fanfare of trumpets; but Devlin had more experience with a lavish welcome - US style.

They stepped out into the hot sun and waved as a distant crowd cheered. Global fame had preceded them - or at least preceded D.G.

- and it was rumoured that this was one of two teams that stood the best chance of challenging the Burnside slave machine. Barbarella Burnside was under no illusions that the majority of Americans would like to she her ass kicked in public, but it mattered little to a woman so supremely powerful. Her interest in winning was purely self indulgent ego.

The visiting Brits began the long walk down the carpeted passenger ramp. closely followed by a sight that brought gasps from the assembled dignitaries. They had heard that the Gord team was something special, but were totally unprepared for the vision of controlled sensuality that was prancing and rumbling out of the hover-transport bay. Devlin and Brenda did their best to appear nonchalant and mildly surprised at the response, but were in fact overjoyed that their long hours of discussion and planning had born fruit, A sea of gaping mouths and boggling eyes clearly conveyed the admiration of the American public.

Tammy was the motive power for the emerging spectacle of ultra controlled femininity. Clad in a diaphanous catsuit of the finest translucent latex syntho-rubber, she sparkled and glistened as the minute gold and silver metalflake incorporated in the magical material caught the rays of the sun. She knew she looked good, and the pride in her appearance showed as she strutted arrogantly forward in her restrictive display finery. Her lower limbs were clad in polished, golden metal pre-formed calf boots of extraordinary elevation, cleverly hinged at the heel to allow the flexibility needed for normal walking. Amatching cinchier around her midriff snugged her waist to impossible proportions, squeezing her bottom into outrageous relief at the rear, and rising to cup and extrude her breasts like prize sheathed melons, whilst a boob halter of glittering, woven gold strands engulfed the prodding orbs, bisecting and cinching these enchanting baubles of womanhood into a quilted surface of almost irresistible allure. Her nipples daggered forward from the open centred areole discs like twin switches controlling her latent sexual power.

All present stood aghast as they drank in her forward motion, a magnificent rippling display of bridled and bitted womanhood; head held high by the superbly crafted golden collar that tabled her chin, and continued upward in a single neck shaping former to double as a holder for the tossing pony tail formed by her natural mane of golden hair. The glittering strands sprouting from the top of her head flowed and swayed in a cascade of beauty as she moved, providing a magical backdrop to the image of a thoroughly stunning facial creation. The bit, unlike any normal control bar device, was fashioned around a huge mouth spreading insert. But it didn’t end there. Tiny, disguised spring clips around the circumference were stretching her lips a further quarter inch so as toreveal the gleaming teeth gripping the silencing shaft. The effect was almost a snarl of defiance that one would expect from an angry canine pet.

Arms folded and forced into the tightest and most excruciating back prayer that she had ever experienced, Tammy strutted onward with her breasts thrusting pretentiously as a result of the powerful inducement supplied by the arm restraint. Her hands were mittened in tough, golden weave cloth, and the combined fingertips linked tautly to her earings so as to spread the palms wide from the central wrist clamp riveted to the back of the collar. They formed an unusual cup that appeared to support the back of her head.

Those lucky enough to be close to the ramp were afforded another lustful, much appreciated treat as they slavered over her hugely stretched labial lips. helplessly suckling an almost unbelievably dimensioned dildo that nestled flush with her mons, its visible tip sporting the distinguished Gord coat of arms. It was secured by a clearly visible clitoral mini-cuff that squeezed and elongated Tammy's tender nodule in metallised captivity.

Tammy's high stepping prance produced a host of male erections and wet, leaking pussies in the onlookers as her sex mouth minced and worked on the intruding mass, further enhanced by the clearly audible sound of a supercharged vibrator motor at running full power. So powerful was the internal interaction, they could all see a distinct frothing of the surplus love liquid seeping past the encircling seal of her pussy lips. The excitement grew as she moved past, to reveal that the cinchier narrowed and extended downward into her buttock cleft in a carved and shaped, form-following line.

Jutting sideways from the formed metal were rows of stubby, relatively blunt points; specifically designed to spread her cavorting bum cheeks and display the tautly stretched anal ring that served as a secondary pony tail socket. It was Brenda’s idea to use spikes, a novel way of inducing a grinding but harmless retribution should Tammy try to clench her bottom against the embarrassing close inspection of her most secret opening. Tammy's subsequent personal pleasure in experiencing the massaging attentions of those spikes in her sensitive bottom cleft was a complete accident. She was enjoying the sensation of being forcibly opened up for viewing.

The crowd’s admiring eyes tracked backward along the gleaming shafts connected to her waist as the first glimpse of the items in tow appeared. First a gasp, then a roar of approval rose from the crowd as Bimbo and Blondie made their entrance onto the American stage.

A complex contrivance hove into view that boasted four women in all. Two were the recently conscripted femlons, and the other two were the hapless Bimbo and Blondie. However, given their costuming, it was unlikely that their faces, or indeed most areas of them would become well known American idolised symbols. A lathe like device included in the hover-transport itinerary had seen to that.

Two vertically clamped figurines jutted from the advancing display float, glittering just as enticingly as the prancing pony girl pulling them. From there on, the only resemblance was that the incredibly contained contents were most definitely females of exceptional shape and proportion. The glitter was supplied by a thin, burnished golden wire that ensured their motionless acceptance of what was to come.

Bimbo and Blondie had been fitted to the lathe prior to mounting.

Stiffened and helpless on crotch penetrating spit bars, arms back folded and fingernails resting on opposing shoulder blades, they had been powerless to prevent Brenda engaging the drive that rapidly spun them for final clothing. It took less than a minute to complete each woman as a huge drum of wire moved along their length and fed wire onto the spinning forms. Pre-tensioning in the feeding drum - a computer controlled rate on long travel - and carefully plotted areas scheduled for omission to facilitate other activities, had produced two totally mummified, wire wound statues ofencased female. The wire, laid so as to mate with each encroaching coil, formed a sealed sheath of unbreakable, inflexible cocooning.

The pre-tensioned wire caused a constriction and compressive level that was appalling. Only the head had escaped, due to the impossibility of leaving a facial aperture. Instead, a full form-fitting helmet of similar coloured metal had sealed the women in and left only the eyes visible. Being of a design that also encompassed the neck, it was then possible to allow the winding to continue right up to the chin. The effect was impressive, to say the least, and produced the appearance of two heads balanced on coiled spring necks.

But that was only the half of the ordeal these two luckless ladies endured. Once mounted and bolted down with secure steel base plates, the awesomely extruded components of their bodies that had escaped the engulfing wire were summarily dealt with. First, they had both been fitted with odd dildo poles, worked into the protesting clench of their vulnerable bottoms, and then slid somewhat painfully into the deep recess of the rear passage. They were odd inserts in that each had a cross bar that eventually snugged up tightly into the crease join of thigh top and buttock overhang, and were long enough on the outer section to stretch down to the axle.

The other ends were then connected via bearings to the cranked axle of the cart. The onlookers were better able to understand the hidden section thanks to a Devlin afterthought. There was a third display dildo pole mounted at the front of the cart, ensuring that all who were interested could appreciate the massively proportioned internal section buried deep into the overstressed rear bottom holes.

But the poles weren't the only items connected to the cranks. At first, undecided as to what to do with the extruded tits sprouting from the front of the wire cocoons. Brenda had eventually adopted a suggestion offered by D.G. An inch wide band of tightly applied, hand wound wire at the root of each appendage had produced nicely spherical balloons of vibrantly taut womanhood. A powerful nipple cuff on each bursting nodule then provided an anchor point for the thin display chains that passed each side of the stiffened effigies, and joined the anal dildo connections on the crank. They also provided the duel anchorage point required to attach springs from each titty tip to the ringed noses that had been left visible. It was an inspired idea as all would see when the cart rolled from the hovertransport.

Behind the two incredibly arranged statuettes were the mannequins, still clad in white rubber as a base covering, but their suits now adorned with steel formed limb and body sections that restricted them to mechanical motion as dictated by their own connection to the crank. A simple, fully mechanical device would have been much more practical to carry out the task they were to perform, but a damned sight less interesting. Much to Brenda's dismay. bull whips proved to be highly inaccurate given the circumstances, so the mannequins were armed with long whippy canes. These always followed the enforced mechanical arm movement and impacted with deadly precision on the designated targets.

Neither of the two stringently offered target owners had any idea how the whole thing would work, or indeed, what effects they would have to endure. As a result, Brenda had a secret mini-orgasm the moment Tammy started to move and the first of many totally ignored, keening pleas escaped the helmets of the wire cocooned effigies. Bimbo and Blondie had just had a highly informative crash course in applied engineering as the crank completed its first revolution.

As the cart eased forward under Tammy's urging, the crank rotated and thrust the anal dildos powerfully up into the sensitive rectal guides provided by the wire-wound women, despite their prodigious yet futile attempts to resist. The rotating crank simply stuffed them full of massively oversized steel as easily as one would stuff a chicken, stretching their tight ass tubes like living latex condoms, and yet neither exhibited even the slightest twitch as they were inflated with unyielding steel.

At the same time the cross bars inexorably rose and forced the resilient protesting mass of bottom lobes out into excruciatingly taut and prominent profile. Simultaneously, the same crank was turning a cam that powered the mannequins cane arms upward against powerful springs. Several degrees of rotation later, the cams ended in a sharp cut-off. Unable to maintain the position against the power of the springs, the mannequins found their stiff, metallised arms whipped downward. The inevitable result was slashing canes slicing mechanically extruded rumps at the precise moment of maximum compressive extrusion, producing a vicious thwack. It became a monotonous and awesomely arousing routine as Tammy achieved a steady pace down the ramp. She could hear the muted screams and hear the canes impacting even over the roar of the crowd. But she'd learned to ignore the plight of others, or suffer similar consequences herself.

Brenda and D.G. were more interested in the last minute titty innovation, which was proving to be a real vote catcher. The rising crank not only rammed the dildos in deep and squeezed bottoms out, but it also released tension on the boob connections as it rose.

This resulted in the ballooning titty orbs being dragged upward by pre-stretched springs as they contracted. Seconds later they jerked downward again as the dildo retracted and the nipple lines won back the ground gained by the springs. As the cart increased speed, the effect was staggering. Four hugely bloated, cinch extruded, supersensitised tits were performing a magical, violently bouncing dance in perfect unison. It bought tears to the eyes of the stiffened wire statuettes, and even to the eyes of some of the female spectators who could well imagine what such rapid animation would mean in terms of endurance and trauma. All eyes were fixed on the bouncing orbs of wondrously traumatised and ultra sensitive female flesh, only managing to turn away when the cart passed and rewarded them with rear view that threatened to surpass even that.

Now moving at a fair clip, the cart mechanisation was literally exploding the helpless rumps outwards with the speed and force of the compression, achieving a ferocity that numbed the mind.

Proportionally, the inertia developed by the canes at this higher speed had the effect of almost vanishing into the resilient orbs of scarlet flesh as they impacted with staggering force. Brenda was delighted to see that a small modification by Devlin was alternately adjusting the rigidly affixed mannequins on their bases, notching them back and forth in jerky movements so as to deliver a strike to each lobe in turn.

Crowd control officials were quick to grasp the popularity of this extraordinary show, and after much pushing and shoving, managed to clear a large circular arena on the air terminal pad. Brenda called her creation to a halt and approached the flushed and excited pony.

"OK 266! This is it. Go out there and show them what a British pony girl can do! I want full speed and a full ten circuits, understand!“

Tammy nodded fractionally, unable to do more as a result of the powerful collar holding her head aloft. Brenda stepped back, catching sight of the bulging, panic stricken eyes of her two wire wound effigies as they overheard the sentence passed upon their beleaguered forms. The Colonel staggered slightly as her pussy conspired to go into paroxysms of convulsion at the helpless plight of her subjects, but she recovered magnificently as the cart moved off and gathered momentum.

She had just about salvaged her normal composure as the team completed the first circuit and passed the VIP dais at full speed. The sound emission from the wired forms was by now a continuous scream that almost matched an old jet engine, despite the severity of the oral silencing precautions. Tits had become a blur of jostling activity that defied description and boggled the mind if one tried to consider the stresses at the savagely wire cinched roots, or indeed the tightly cuffed nipples providing the motivation. Quite apart from that, the stunningly compacted and incredibly helpless women were also enduring the reverberating shock waves that were certain to be generated inside such highly pressurised spheres.

Brenda's legs gave way under the massive overload of body convulsions engineered by the thought. She staggered against Devlin, only to discover that he too was exploding into his trousers with uncontrollable eruptions. The whole arena was a sea of strained faces and flushed embarrassment as almost everyone present developed hard to hide damp patches. and in the case of the women.

streaked legs and droplet spattered shoes.

"My God D.G, that was only the first lap! What have we unleashed on the unsuspecting public?“

Devlin croaked something unintelligible in response as the cart drew level. There was something he had forgotten to tell Brenda. At the last minute, whilst she had been readying herself, he had swapped the thrusting rump rammers for another type. Both wire wound figurines were now fitted with the self adjusting variety. Each thrust was lengthening the drive poles by one millimetre, in effect shafting them deeper and deeper the more the cart travelled. In addition, the extension also engineered a proportional expansion in the plunging dildo ends. He had never envisaged a prolonged show, and expected only the short trip to the terminal buildings. There was also the other side effect that the buttock compression rod was rising higher as the operation continued. He tried to calculate the final extension based on ten circuits and groaned out loud as the figures predicted a level of compression and extrusion that was almost beyond comprehension. The cart rocketed onward, flashing past the stand and presenting a staggering rear view.

Twin scarlet juddering lobes on each figurine were pulsing at an alarming rate as the mechanical forces involved reached peak efficiency. Brenda's reaction was almost a scream as her body exploded into uncontrollable, sadistic carnal fury. Only she could truly understand what her invention was doing to the two warm, succulent females in those wire cocoons. Even then it was hard to visualise the same two attentive, hard working women who had lovingly serviced her, being mechanically rear reamed and caned with such total disregard for their incredible torment. They couldn’t move a muscle or make the slightest twitch to ease the thrashing torment of their tits or the explosive expulsion of bottom lobes into the whistling path of the canes. Silenced, stiffened and totally controlled, they could only pray that their owner realised what it was like and remembered that they were living females, not plastic toy dolls. Brenda realised - and remembering that they were real women - she prayed for it to go on for ever!

Two other Kindred spirits, much closer to the action, sheathed in white rubber, and secured in steel, were suffering agony as the non stop contractions of unprecedented orgasm that refused to abate, resulting in an almost cramp like condition in their convulsing pussies. It was a torture no one had even envisaged - to secure a pair of sadists inescapably behind two such incredible visions of carnally exciting punishment had been a major oversight. To mechanically compel them to exact such retribution was nothing short of catastrophic!

Lap after lap, the careering cart milked incredulous response from the exhausted yet mesmerised crowd. Devlin, with his dark secret, only had eyes for the steadily increasing extrusion of the suffering bottoms as the thruster bars inexorably lengthened. At first the tormented occupants of those cocoons wouldn't have noticed with all the other things going on. But by now they were sure to be experiencing the horror of knowing that their offered, taut nates were on a spiral of increased compression. He dismissed it as a minor error of judgement and sniggered to himself. After all. they could hardly tell anyone could they? In fact. there was absolutely nothing they could do other than remain rigidly contained and accept their lot. He thrilled at the thought that those dildos were diving deeper and deeper into their tender butts, stuffing the stiffened women fuller with every shattering stroke. Yes! - Stuffed!

That was a word he liked. It had a special meaning for him when applied to such motionless females linked to mechanisation. Rather like the act of shoving padding into a soft toy, or ramming a turkey full of spices and herbs. Neither of those items could resist being rammed to overfill any more than the two women cocooned in wire.

It was such a deliciously exciting spectacle. His eyes became magnetised by the process that was ruthlessly packing them tighter and tighter with unyielding steel padding.

The tenth circuit saw the cart slowing to a stop as a radiant Tammy, breathlessly brought her display to a halt in front of the dais. The dignitaries gathered around the creation. at first studying the scarlet extrusions of the fully compressed bottoms, and then moving on to examine the incredible spectacle of this exotic and unbelievable pony girl from the U. K. Tammy literally glowed with pride as she became the centre of attention. Meanwhile, Devlin was beside himself with glee as he studied the keening, wire-wound effigies. Their eyes were flashing from side to side, searching for a benevolent face that would release them from their torment.

Bulging cheeks squeezed over the edge of the helmets as they tried to scream for mercy, but none was forthcoming. D.G. was too enthralled by the rear view. The rods were at maximum extension, and the dildo ends had fully expanded. Compressed and cinched as they were, both bottoms could not hide the massive shaft that was levering their nates apart and vanishing deeply into their core. With a diameter of four inches, and an intrusion reaching in almost ten inches, the dildos had stretched the tender back holes to the point of bursting.

Bimbo and Blondie were well stuffed, and that was a fact!

A sudden swishing of plasma drives sounded overhead as a large hover-transport came in to land, and looking up, Devlin read the emblazoned insignia on its hull.

“Uh! Uh! Here comes the opposition.” Brenda looked up in time to catch part of the legend that read ‘Bell- Dixon Corporation’ before the machine sank below the level of the obscuring crowd. Where had she seen that name before?

Devlin stuck out his hand as the Judge approached, and the handshake was warm and genuine - well. warm enough. The Judge was, after all, the Judge.

“Judge! Good to see you again. At least we can expect some decent competition.” The Judge’s eyes sparkled as he spoke.

“Indeed, old friend! I would hate to disappoint you.“

He ran an appreciative, discerning eye over the parked Gord Industries display nearby, a twinkle in his eye the only sign of his critical approval.

Brenda emerged from the throng, sparking a gleam of possessive malevolence.

“Ah! Colonel Cunningham. What a pleasure to meet you again.” Brenda felt a twinge of apprehension. The Judge never spoke but that it didn't seem there was steely menace in his tone. For some reason, Brenda was at a loss for small talk. She didn't say a word.

The huge Hover-jet parked at the far end of the terminus bore the distinctive logo of the giant Bell-Dixon Corporation, silent testimony to the fact that the Antipodean contingent was backed by unlimited financial resources. The cargo ramp descended noiselessly and all eyes strained to see what might emerge. An expectant murmur rustled through the assembled throng for rumour had it that here on display would be state-of-the-art technology for femlon control.

“What's the problem, Judge?" smirked Devlin, “left your gals behind?“

The ramp had been down for several minutes now, and nothing had happened.

Judge Loomis smiled. “I hope not, D.G. Young Smart would find it a tad embarrassing. This is his show. I have no more idea of his plans than you.“

"Graeme’s here?” Brenda butted in, at last able to speak. Now there was a handsome young man.

The Judge ground his teeth in annoyance. In his domain, women spoke only when spoken to - and that was seldom! Where was a spiked agony-gag when you needed it? Devlin Gord ran a slack ship. What can you expect from a kid?

‘I believe that’s what I said!” he snapped. “Don't interrupt!” Again, something in the Judge's tone chilled the startled Brenda to the marrow.

Devlin grinned, enjoying both Brenda's discomfiture and the Judge’s irritation. “You're in luck, old man. It seems your boy has stirred up something.“

Indeed, something was happening.

A matched team - chestnuts all - of TTA-bred pony-girls emerged from the shadow of the looming Hover-Jet, prancing immaculately.

Harnessed in tandem, the gaily caparisoned, inhumanly handicapped team pulled a strange contraption in their wake. with cffortless ease.

"What the devil is that?” exclaimed Devlin.

Still shaking from her confrontation with the Judge, Brenda wisely stifled her surprise. and kept her pretty, oh-so-gaggable, mouth shut.

“I think, D.G, it's a relic from the ancient American West. Slick called it a covered wagon.” “Watch the show!“

Unable to prise more information from his peer, Devlin concentrated on the on-coming apparition. Handling the reins with practised aplomb was a bright-eyed young girl, rubber-clad in the unmistakably erotic livery of a TTA cadet. The wagon was huge. Four spoked wooden wheels, metal rimmed, turned smoothly as the luscious driver demonstrated her prowess, and the latent power of the exquisitely controlled pony-girls. Cadet Abby Clarke - high atop a wide, bench-like seat over the flexible front axle, and on her very best behaviour - guided the custom PGV through a planned and convoluted sequence of manoeuvres to the delight and appreciation of the gaping crowd.

Seldom out of her rubber-gloved right hand was a deadly bull-whip, its long tendril writhing like a snake. Abby used the whip frequently, and with venom - not because her obedient, painstakingly trained team required that kind of encouragement, but simply because the audience enjoyed it - applauding every stroke - almost as much as she! All'TTA personnel on this mission, officers and cadets alike, had been thoroughly briefed on the importance of impressing, and amusing, the locals.

Whenever possible, Abby drove as close to the makeshift railing surrounding the improvised paddock as safety permitted. After all, she was immensely proud of her radiant pony-girls, and their performance. Sealed permanently inside crushing rubber skins, dehumanised by the loss of their arms and burdened by the imposition of a host of implants, studs and rings, these contorted creatures were the essence of equinised femineity. Blinkered to oblivion, cheeks bloated to bursting with studded steel bits, yoked and collared necks craned agonisingly back - the stunned onlookers could only wonder at the marvels of TTA technology. Gouging leather straps cut everywhere into soft, tender flesh, complimenting the fiendish array of spring-taut steel wires which linked nipple to nipple, and pussy to pussy, to guarantee that the slightest misstep would bring instant retribution to the clumsy perpetrator, and her companions!

Hoofed feet clipped precisely on the hard ground, billowing ponytails swished vigorously from dildo filled haunches and frothy plumes of white feathers bobbed up and down on grindingly bridled heads in a lively display of pony-girl exuberance - in stark contrast to the reality of their terrible, inescapable predicament.

Abby flaunted her whip-wielding skills, stinging juddering, tormented boobs or welting juicy, spongy bottoms with a precision that drew gasps of admiration from the mesmerised spectators. For fully ten minutes. Abby kept the crowd enthralled before their interest began to wane. After all, where were the Australian femletes?

"What are you playing at, Judge? These rubes don’t know any better than to cheer one of your fancy PGVs, but we do! So where are those gals?“

The Judge just smiled one of those enigmatic smiles that drove his friends to distraction.

“Perchance Slick has lost them?” “Rubbish!” About the same time as the glowing TTA cadet parked the swaying wagon in the middle of the paddock - and astonished and delighted her audience with a polished exhibition of tight pussy-hobbling - all hell broke loose underneath the Bell-Dixon Hover-Jet. To the startled spectators, it looked like nothing so much as a multicoloured flock of weird, rubber creatures bounding away in all directions. For certain they were girls - the eye-popping contrast of prodigious boobs and luscious buttocks attested to that - but there the resemblance ended! Long legs were welded into single, seamless appendages, each coated with a thick layer of crushing, gleaming neoprene.

Something else had been done to the femlons’ bizarre lower limbs.

In their haste to flee some unseen predator, every one of them were leaping, tip-toe, three to four metres in the air with every bound.

Their trajectory was almost vertical so they weren't making that much forward progress but the sight of grievously bouncing boobs - burdened with cutting nipple collars and flailing orbs of steel clipped to resolutely ringed nipples - was doubtlessly enhanced by their inefficient locomotion. That they could stay upright defied belief!

Only the tell-tale ridges of rubber compressed flesh running parallel to warped spines confirmed the existence of arms but so obviously agonising was their immobilisation in the dreaded double hammerlock position that the wretched femlons were scarcely better off than their armless relatives balancing precariously in pussy-hobbled rigidity.

Blue, yellow, red and purple, two or three of each, were the colours of the gleaming rubber costumes. No other identification was possible. Each mercilessly collared head was condemned to amorphous anonymity by a horror hood of cruel neoprene. In less than a minute, the ten jumping jacks were scattered to all corners of the paddock. Indeed, there was a sudden scurrying as a purple vision of rubber-tormented misery made a bee-line for the cordonedoff VIP section.

The Judge and Devlin held their ground. Sure enough, a mere five metres away from a dangerous collision, a concealed circuit was activated and the frantic femlon made a drastic change of direction, stimulated no doubt by a powerful burst of high voltage electrical agony. It wouldn't do at all for the TTA flock to injure its audience!

“Ah, Slick,” the Judge murmured. “I should've guessed.“

“You had nothing to do with this?" Devlin inquired, disbelieving.

“None at all!” But there was that enigmatic smile again - which told Devlin precisely nothing.

Brenda Cunningham wasn't even aware of the conversation. Her attention was focussed on the pussy pleasing sight of so many gorgeous femlons, performing for her amusement. That a further two thousand lucky individuals were treated to this stunning spectacle was completely incidental.

The Judge was the first to notice the appearance of a solitary rider.

Standing tall in the saddle of a magnificent, thoroughbred palomino pony-girl, Graeme Smart cantered out to the cheers of the approving multitude. He said something to Abby Clarke as she fondled the mane of her offside lead pony-girl. Then he raised his curious, wide- brimmed hat, waved to the crowd and spurred his steed into a furious gallop.

"What on earth is he wearing?" Devlin muttered.

“It's a cowboy outfit - I think?“

Devlin would have liked the time to continue the conversation but Slick made that impossible. The sure-seated rider had gripped the leather reins in his teeth and pulled an antique long-arm from the ornate saddle buckled inhumanly into Sparkle’s torso. At full tilt, he tucked the weapon into his shoulder and got off a single shot.

It was a full deflection shot yet the missile flew with unerring accuracy into the bouncing bum of a red rubber femlon. The dart poleaxed her and she thudded into the ground. there to twitch and shake like a demented fury. Thunderous applause was Graeme's reward for his fine marksmanship. He responded to the crowd's approval with a single-handed, theatrical twirl of his rifle, simultaneously reining in his spirited mount with a savage pull on her agony-bit and transferring his weight to her tit-stirrups. More applause!

Away he dashed in a new direction, reins again in his teeth and rifle at the ready. This time a blue hued, rubber tortured femlon fell to his needle-sharp dart, there to lie in a convulsing heap while Graeme cut out a fresh victim from the scattered flock.

Six of the superbly mistreated femlons were dropped by the mounted hunter before he chose to holster his weapon. Easing back to a canter. the confident horseman shook out a white lariat and swung it high over his head. His pony-girl knew what to do. Guided only by vigorously stretched tit-stirrups and an occasional word of encouragement, Sparkle bore down on an unsuspecting, helplessly bounding femlon while her worshipped rider took aim with the looping lariat.

The noose tightened around the femlon's throat as Graeme took up the slack, and with Sparkle galloping in the opposite direction, it was scarcely amoment before the wretched, rubber-crushed creature was brutally jerked off her solitary lower limb. She fairly flew through the air before landing flush on her defenceless, vulnerable latest product of TTA ingenuity. A few production line PGVs, particularly the basic model, had been exported in the last year, but nothing to match this amazing creature had ever been seen.

Graeme demonstrated just how complete was his control of his palomino pony-girl with a simple display. Pausing to chat with the Judge and his companions, he flicked the reins casually. Sparkle responded instantly, stiffening to almost motionless rigidity at the same time as she raised a long, lovely hind leg, tucking her hoofed ankle into her monstrously mistreated crotch and, in effect, inflicting a voluntary pussy-hobble upon herself.

Gasps of awe greeted her behaviour and Graeme made no attempt to conceal a glow of pride.

“Still the Judge,” Devlin chuckled. “This little show reeks of your style.” “Whatever you say, D.G. I must say I'm enjoying it - and so are you by the shape of your duds!” Devlinlooked ruefully around. His wasn't the only sign of excitement in the crowd. More like, everyone was erotically aroused!

While most of the VIPs marvelled at. and petted, the inhumanly harnessed thoroughbred, Devlin and the Judge were watching the wagon. Abby had rolled back the white material which covered its horseshoe-shaped superstructure to reveal a steel pole mounted horizontally just below the top of the frame and running for its full length.

“Now what?” muttered Devlin.

The Judge said nothing.

Abby effortlessly released each of the eight pussy-hobbles which immobilised her team and climbed into the driver's seat. A sharp acquaintance with the whip soon had the blinkered pony-girls’ full attention and the sensually adorned wheels rotating smoothly.

Flexing torsos and juddering boobs brought the rubber-clad hub caps to life. The flashing steel weights made for a splendid diversion, imparting a delightful mobility to the tormented pairs of nipple-ringed and -collared melons which flip-flopped every which way as the wagon rolled inexorably on.

The function of the pole was soon revealed. Reining in her team beside a floundering victim of Graeme's accurate marksmanship, Abby dismounted and pulled out some equipment from the back of the wagon. All too soon, the squirming femlon was being drawn into the wagon over the backboard - there to hang from the pole by her spongy, voluptuous boobs! No other means of support was provided for her contorted, rubber compressed body so her hopeless struggles to escape the agonising suspension served no purpose other than the one intended - the amusement of the audience.

Six twisting, writhing cocoons filled the wagon by the time Abby had collected Graeme’s trophies. It made for a stirring sight! The glowing TTA cadet brought the wagon into line behind the British vehicle.

“Think I'll ride with our femletes, Judge. Keep an eye on them that way.” The Judge shook the eager youngster's hand.

“Not bad, Slick. There’s hope for you yet.“

Wide grin in place. Graeme prepped Sparkle with a tug on the reins.

He vaulted into the saddle and, leaning back. actually encouraged his steed to rear up momentarily, an agonising painful pose considering the nature of her extensive skeletal surgery.

“Hi-ho, Sparkle!” he yelled gleefully, raking her mighty thighs with his spurs and galloping off with all the enthusiasm of youth.

Side by side, Devlin and the Judge waited. Behind them stood Brenda followed by the two exhausted team exhibits, gratefully at rest pending the appearance of President Barbarella Burnside.

Slick meanwhile, busied himself with a final check of the TTA presentation. The last thing he wanted was for the President to bring some minor irregularity to the notice of the Judge. Devlin nudged the Judge as he spoke softly.

“Tell you what Judge, I'd give anything to get Barbie Burnside in my stable. Now there's a catch to brag about in the bar.“

The Judge sighed before answering.

"Daydreams, old friend. For now, anyway. Who knows what the future holds?“
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"It is strange, certainly. Americans are a queer lot. Reason seldom appeals to them. Listen laddie, drop it before she kills you or you end up in the foundation of some building project as a Carbonite block.“

He paused to gather his thoughts.

“Let me tell you a few things about her. Burnside has virtually every public room in the USF vid-bugged. She controls most of what's left of the old Internet structures. They're trawled regularly by her surveillance computers.

"You mean she’s listening to us now?” The Judge smiled at the note of concern in his friend’s voice. At least Devlin was taking him seriously now. Ingenuous boy!

"I'm sure she’s trying, but I'm wearing a personal sound disrupter which will take care of that. USF technology is far behind - has been for a long time. „

“But surely. if she's that powerful, and so vindictive, we'll never leave here if we win at the Olympiad?“

Judge Loomis turned to face him with a grim smile.

“T'll be leaving when my mission is accomplished - business as well as sports. I advise you to plan for contingencies. Burnside is a woman. The lure of some worthless bauble - say. a few of your femletes - should soften the blow of any defeat.” The Judge looked at him inquiringly.

“Well Er! Yes I did bring something, but they weren't intended for that use.“

“What?" interjected Brenda.

Devlin looked decidedly uncomfortable as he replied. The Judge’s lips twisted into a thin snarl. If ever there was a woman who talked too much!

"Yes, but I'd rather not talk about it just now in case the Judge's sound protection is not 100%.“

Brenda stepped back, seemingly satisfied, but the Judge's expression had suspicion written all over it. He whispered.

"I do hope you are not considering pawning something I had my eye set on, old friend.“

A blare of sound from the terminal building announced that the President’s cavalcade was on the way. Devlin looked a mite relieved at the interruption and quickly changed the subject as they waited.

"How come there are no other teams arriving, Judge?” Judge Loomis was surprised at Devlin's ignorance.

"We are the privileged ones, dear chap,” Judge Loomis informed him, mimicking an upper crust English accent. “Our admired lady President considers us as the only serious contenders to her reign of supremacy. All the others have been ordered to land at New York and travel overland.” There was no time for further discussion as the razzamatazz of President Burnside's entourage hove into view.

“You've got to hand to the bitch, she knows how to put on a show,” whispered D.G. out of the corner of his mouth.

Two well drilled columns of strutting female trumpeters headed the parade. Armless and encased from the waist up in preformed stainless dural steel, they had little choice other than to remain stiffly erect as they goose-stepped in perfect unison. Only the eyes showed in the all encompassing head enclosures, a device that also ensured the trumpet flanges stayed firmly bolted into their mouths.

The orbs of their breasts were allowed some freedom from the steel Basques, but only in order to facilitate the validity of the awesomely cruel bras. A mess of fine steel bars shaped and confined the carefully selected tits that had condemned the women to becoming part of the matched band. That in itself was hardly cruel, but the fact that each tender orb was centralised in the framework by needle sharp daggering spikes on the main frames left little doubt as to the trauma induced by their strutting gait.

A single devilish spike jutting from the solid metal disk at each areole centre was of an indeterminate length, due entirely to the fact that no-one was able to discern just how far these vicious barbs actually penetrated the endways pierced nipples. Judging by the way those jutting nodules remained stiff and motionless, it was quite clear that they were fully speared. whilst all around the bulbous orbs bounced and jostled against the savage spiked bras.

From the waist down, the trumpeters were naked, save for the thigh length boots. However, their discomfort had not been left at that.

Huge, spring loaded pincers, their sharpened tips vanishing into each woman'’s front and rear openings, gripped the ultra sensitive bridge of flesh and provided a convenient suspension for the dangling steel balls swinging between their legs. The trumpeters trouped past, their eyes showing the hopeless resignation of females who had been ruthlessly crushed into obedient, servile chattels.

Burnside had decreed that they were Trumpeters for life, and their whole world revolved around practicing and being exhibited in ever more testing outfits.

Barbarella’s conveyance came into full view as the last strutting sufferers passed by, revealing a sight that sent shudders down the spines of all the assembled visitors. The sheer enormity of her ruthless regime could not have been expressed more vividly than by the embodiment of suffering in her mobile dais.

The flat, heavy base of her throne like seating arrangement was in effect running on a devilish caterpillar contraption. Rows of naked females laboured under extreme torment, their supple unprotected forms grinding painfully against the roughness of the hard tarmac as they performed a well practiced routine. A flowing series of movements ran along each human track in much the same way as the legs on a caterpillar engineered sequential operation, thus moving the vehicle as a whole. Chest downward, legs bent at the knees and arms drawn excruciatingly upward, they used the pivoted anchors of their appendages as leverage to perform their personal input to the whole flowing movement. As each lifted to reset for the next operation, it became clear that Barbarella had taken steps to ensure that her exalted form was not jolted by any lumps or bumps. The poor unfortunates beneath the platform had suffered the indignity of having their massively expanded titties and mons pumped full of sponge rubber. Other genetic engineering items included a girrafing of their necks to facilitate each head being above the float floor and clamped immovably into a six inch posture collar. Barbarella preferred the view of those disembodied heads.

Somehow the twin rows of jutting neck-clamped heads added to her feeling of mastery. Large mirrors at the front of the float had nothing to do with rear vision. Barbarella had a dual purpose in mind when they had been fitted. For one it allowed her to see the forward looking, stoically resigned faces of the unfortunate tracklets, and more importantly it allowed them to see her reclining in comfort as they strove to cope with unendurable stress.

Each steel clamped head had the hair drawn into tight thick cords and connected to a weird fixing behind each immobilised head. It was only on inspection of the two spare track segments hanging from gantries at the rear, that it became clear that these hair cords were fitted with large multi-pin plugs. They were obviously control cables that fed electrical impulses into the labouring females below. No wonder the movement was so precise. They had no choice but to obey the computer program of the master drive unit as it fed control signals to all the motor neurones of the brain.

The platform came to halt, and the brakes were applied to stabilise the heavy structure, that in itself being a horrendously traumatic piece of design. Hooks positioned between each pair of quivering buttocks snapped forward, impaling the track women rectally before retracting upwards and jerking the stilled tracklets violently into the required form. The result being that each tracklet was dragged painfully into a ‘W' shape, knees and shoulder fronts formed the ground contact, and upward thrusting bottoms jammed tightly onto the spiked underside of the platform. These sharp penetrating spikes obviously ensured that there was no side slippage in the demobilised tracks. And yet the stilled heads remained solidly fixed as if completely independent of the suffering body.

"Holy Shit! This woman is a monster, Judge,” Devlin exclaimed, catching sight of the Brenda's blanched face. Brenda was staring open mouthed at the dangling spares on the gibbet like suspensions, unable to comprehend the thought of being reduced to a mere spare wheel. Devlin suddenly felt huge pangs of guilt and turned away to study the towed platform of athletes behind the main float.

Devlin felt smugly satisfied. Burnside’'s presentation of her athletes was hardly in the same class as his own imaginative show. It lacked style, and merely exposed her somewhat limited preoccupation with the reduction of females to tormented chattels, without displaying any of the finer points and enjoyment that could be achieved by nurturing their own masochistic tendencies into a symbiotic relationship with their owner.

The Judge, less squeamish than his youthful peer, was impressed with the design of the Presidential float, if not the USF femletes.

The team consisted of a mixed colour group of muscled, over developed women dangling stiffly inverted in plastiderm cocoons.

There was no attempt to dress them up or present them as anything other than controlled lumps of female meat. They simply hung, unadorned, like sides of beef.

Barbarella started down at her guests, long and hard. her eyes glinting from behind the mask as she sized up her adversaries. The animosity was palpable. due at least in part to the enthusiastic reception the visitors had received. It was something they would have to bear in mind.

The President rose, and the crowd hushed into fearful silence as this powerful apparition rose to a full six foot six in her heels. She was one impressive bitch, that was for sure.

Clad in a polished red leather laced catsuit, corsetted to perfection in a matching studded Basque, the arch-bitch descended and approached her waiting audience, whip flicking against her thigh boots like an angry cat twitching its tail.

“We welcome Judge Loomis, and Devlin Gord,” she greeted them formally, a thinly disguised malevolence colouring her tone. *I trust you are ready for battle to commence?” A potential for evil radiated from her like a physical force.

“Indeed we are, Madame,” the Judge replied with equal formality.

Devlin nodded.

‘I take it you have both brought the wagers we agreed upon?” An eyebrow raised itself questioningly through the mask slots.

"Of course, Madame,” confirmed the Judge.

Devlin managed a grim smile.

"Just as we agreed, Madame President.” “Ah! Good! I've left my wager at the White House, a little too bulky to carry around, but you will see them soon enough. In any case, | doubt they will be leaving my collection after seeing your puny teams.” The feral eyes glistened challengingly.

“You don’t mind if I hold the pot then do you gentlemen? After all, I have all the facilities at my disposal to make sure they are maintained in perfect condition pending the outcome of the games.“

The Judge smiled agreeably. Devlin just smiled. Barbarella ordered up a team of powerful looking Amazons, naked save for strip leather catsuits that snugged tight to their bodies and gave a sort of caged mobility to their servitude.

There was a pause in the proceedings while both Judge Loomis’ and D.G.'s wagers were checked and loaded.

“That just leaves one small item,” added Barbarella, nodding conspiratorially towards Devlin. Her eyes swung away to lock on the voluptuous Brenda. Moments later, two powerful Amazons gripped Brenda's arms and lifted her bodily.

At first the nonplussed Colonel was frozen with fear as the depths of Devlin's betrayal washed through her brain. Then her famous temper exploded.

“Devlin! You bastard! Get these gorillas off me this instant! Get off, you bitches! Put me down!“

Brenda's struggles were frenzied, but ineffective. Barbarella chuckled cruelly.

“So, Devlin, the pretty Colonel wasn't privy to your plan. How droll!” “Shut up you posturing, prancing dyke before I give you an enema with my boot!" Brenda's words dripped venom.

Barbarella's chuckle exploded into a full-blown laugh. The prissy English bitch would have plenty of time to rue her outburst!

“Well now! I think we can find a place at the head of the procession for you. Such a show of spirit deserves recognition.” She summoned up the help. "Put the Colonel on the hammer! We'll see how she enjoys being the centre of attention!“

The Amazons grinned widely as they contemplated the fulsome struggling figure in their grasp.

“Rubber, steel or leather, Madam President?” Barbarella thought for amoment as Brenda began to quake with the realisation that this wasn’t a bad dream she would soon awaken from.

“I think rubber - with all those nice bouncy curves. Black rubber, with the platinum steel trimmings.” The Amazons grinned with approval, and the screaming, kicking Brenda was born away The President turned back to her guests, a grim, vicious smile on her face as she struck up a conversation. It wasn't that she cared for small talk, but it would kill the waiting time whilst Brenda was prepared for her surprise debut. A strained half hour passed and Devlin, aware of the Judge's frustrated ire.

struggled to come to terms with what he had done. Then finally, a gasp from the crowd turned them all to witness Brenda's reappearance. Devlin swallowed hard as the Judge hissed in a low voice.

"What game are you playing?” Mind in a daze at the speed of events, Devlin tried to placate the angry Judge as he fought to re-think a plan that had gone horribly wrong.

"Don't worry, Judge. This is just a minor set back I didn't foresee.

Brenda was destined for your stables, but it looks like delivery might be delayed a smidgen - for the moment!” Judge Loomis scowled at him.

I hope you're right!“

The crowd parted and they got their first full look at Colonel Brenda Cunningham since the President took her in hand.

She was being carried on a long thick pole that terminated in a body configuring framework format. In effect, she was folded into a hairpin, and formed into a tapering edifice of rubber that was festooned with straps. Her encapsulated toes and fingers formed the apex in a single, thick steel digit encased in a crushing point of unyielding steel that capped the rubberised form in a most commanding way. At the lower end, an exposed tautly extruded rump formed the base in a swelling preponderance of lustfully presented female rear. The only protuberance to what would otherwise have resembled a filled and inverted black ice cream cone was her head, fully sealed within an all engulfing rubber helmet, and finished off with a wide platinum mouth sealer that threatened to vanish into the lower part of her face. A shining metal over-cage completed the enclosure and was tensioned backward to the main pole in a neck straining arch.

The pole, some twelve or thirteen feet long, intersected her doubled form at right angles in the small of her back, and held her clamped to the end by an excruciatingly tight metal band. The same metal fixture had side arms, and equipped with sliding bearings, served to position spring return shafts that led down to a flat plate below Brenda’s vulnerable bottom. The plate looked awesome, although its full operational purpose was yet to be revealed. Nonetheless, the massive rubber coated circum-fluted dildo secured to the centre.

aimed and indeed partially located in her overstressed and completely vulnerable ass ring left no doubt that whatever the mode of operation, it would be most unwelcome. Then there were the vicious half inch needle spikes covering the entire plate, poised ten inches from the taut stretched buttocks and promising fearful retribution in the near future.

They watched open mouthed as the ‘T pole and its powerfully contained occupant was lofted, and its farthest end slipped into a waiting socket on the front of the Presidential transport, her vulnerable bottom pointing to the ground. Brenda looked so forlorn and distant as the affixed pole left her poised at some eight feet off the ground, and the main pole angled at forty-five degrees. Gone was the poise and dignity of a senior SAC officer. In her place was a humiliated, pathetically compressed form that publicly displayed her privileged pussy to one and all. strained to tearing point by the rigour of her containment. Even at distance, the offered peach segments of her pouting mons could be seen to quiver with expectant dread.

Madam President wound up the conversation as she invited them to follow her float with their own displays on the crowd lined route back to her west coast White House. She walked back to her transport, pausing beneath the lofted Colonel to inspect the fixings with some relish. Raising her riding crop, Barbarella prised open the offered pussy, routing the succulent sex mouth viscously and drawing sniggers from the crowd as the vicious whip vanished deeply into helpless Colonel. It seemed the that deeply furrowing cinches of the constraining straps passed inspection as she nodded to herself and mounted the float. Powerful ratchet tensioners had ensured that Brenda was reduced to a deeply grooved package of rubber sheathed impotence, and despite the painful abuse of her love channel, had remained unmoving during the bitch's test.

The brakes were released and instantly, the de-hooked tracklets sank down to traction mode. Barbarella waved to her guests and engaged the drive savagely, jerking the pitifully trussed tracks of sensitive female flesh into a ground grinding motion. Every single disembodied head on the float's deck registered hopeless resignation to the fate that had befallen them. There was no escape and no resistance possible. Electronic pulses flowing through the corded hair conduits would ensure that their bodies performed the task to hand regardless of the trauma inflicted upon their tortuously controlled bodies.

Both watching males were completely unprepared for the following event as the forward motion also engaged gearing connected to the pole socket.

Brenda whistled downward, the plate impacting the ground with a clang, as her doubled form was hammered down on to the dildo and spikes. A full ten inches of hugely stretching anal dildo had been swallowed in a trice, and the curving taut nates flattened like two immense jellies. Incredulously, the sumptuously endowed bottom of the Colonel absorbed the full impact and engulfed the multitude of needle sharp points in a split second. The massive expulsion of breath as the monster split her buttocks and plunged into her succulent interior was heard from afar, despite the awesome gagging of her mouth. There was a slight pause before the pole lifted back up. and they could see the cruelly cinched form convulsing powerfully, notwithstanding the crushing embrace of her confinement. The pole lifted, and the spring loaded sliders extracted and reset the anal dildo, ready for the next inescapable downward stroke.

As the float picked up speed, so did the awesome hammer with its human hammerhead. It was like watching logs being split as the luckless Colonel's bottom cheeks were ploughed apart and her body was jammed ruthlessly down onto the waiting shaft. This vision of excruciating revenge moved past them, and Barbarella called down to them with a sneering reminder that she hadn't forgotten the insult as Brenda was relentlessly impaled with mind-bending force "Posturing dyke. am I? Let me show you what a posturing dyke can do to a snooty Limey SAC officer!“

Her hand twisted a control at her side, and instantly, the dildo's expandable rubber surface filled with hydraulic fluid, effectively doubling its girth. At the same time, the hammer trebled the impact force. Brenda’s folded hips seemed to explode sideways as the monstrously enlarged shaft expanded her whole rear end with each ferocious impalement. The human hammerhead smashed down with bone shaking force, her torment an endless repetition of thundering impacts as the float pulled away. Shock waves quivered up the doubled and compressed rubber form, her buttocks exploding into flat quaking sponges with every concussive landing. It defied speculation to imagine the effects created by a dildo of that size erupting into a helpless interior, let alone the consequences of the shaft's multiple convolutions on a tender anal ring at full stretch.

Almost too fast for the eye to appreciate, the overstressed butt ring was fluctuating violently as it strove to follow the contoured dildo in a pulsing agony of contraction and dilation. The float pulled away as Barbarella's taunts to the suffering Colonel wafted back.

Inside her cocoon of rubber, Brenda screamed and strained against the restrictive bands, each downward plunge sending her bottom hole into paroxysms of futile contraction as she tensed in readiness for the irresistible explosion of steel and expanded rubber in her presented rectum. Gargantuan struggles to escape the torment availed her nothing as the super tough banding held her folded and crushed into aimmobilised package of suffering femininity, ruthlessly jamming her folded body onto the monolithic invader.

“How do you like my enema. Colonel? Want me to turn it up a bit more?“

The squirming human hammerhead registered the taunt faintly through her head sheathing, but was powerless to respond as she impacted down onto an even more expanded shaft. Barbarella continued to step up the punishment as Brenda’s titanic efforts to escape were translated into massively bulging rubber curves pulsing through the implacable steel banding.

A stunned Devlin suddenly realised he was being left behind, and hurriedly rushed to join his exhibit. The Judge, already sauntering toward Abby Clarke and the custom PGV wagon with its cargo of fiendishly hung femletes, couldn’'t help but smile at the turn of events. Brenda was being suitably softened up for her future career as yet another Judge Loomis bondage toy.

The British exhibit pulled up behind the slowly moving Presidential display. The massively expanded thruster bars on his own two speechless wire-wound items were completely forgotten as the sound of the impacting Brenda from ahead made Devlin cringe with self condemnation. His own lack of foresight was being paid for by Brenda in a most salutary way. Fortunately, he didn’t know the half of it. The needle spikes and thrusting steel tip of the shaft erupting into the Colonel were electrified, and were the main reason for the manic convulsions with each impact. In addition, her hidden rubber sheathed tits were root cinched to severing point, and deeply implanted cannular needles in her nipples carried savage inflationary pulses of injected silicone. powered by the impact of the bottom punishing plate. Unbeknownst to all, the device incorporated a pump in the spring loaded return shafts. Barbarella was so sure of winning the Colonel, she had already implemented a program of conversion to her personal required format. Brenda screamed against the gagging steel as her breasts inflated steadily towards the next size upward on each shattering contact with the ground. Inside her space limited body fold, the bursting orbs were searching out every available nook and cranny as they ballooned and filled, hardening painfully as the elasticity was exhausted by the fearsome input.

The American crowds were used to such demonstrations of retribution, and viewed the frenzied, bulging antics of the rubber doubling sheath with some boredom. They knew she could never escape.

None had managed it with a standard sheath, and this one sported double the normal cinch straps. There was not even the remotest chance of an exciting escape attempt to add spice to the proceedings: this butt pounding woman was guaranteed to remain in operation until Barbarella stopped the float. Only the fact that it was a foreigner inside that crushing tube of horror made it worth watching for them. They were more interested in the visiting displays that were yet to come.

However, a planned diversionary stop did have it moments as Barbarella slewed the float and used her human hammer to erect a commemorative plaque to this state visit at the side of the Presidential highway. a well known parade for visitors to the great city. Devlin watched helplessly as Brenda's suffering form was used to drive the two stakes into the hard earth. Each inch of ground penetration being earned at the expense of massive retribution to her beleaguered form.

Then it was back to the long journey to the Western White House.

some two shattering miles distant for the pounding Brenda - and nearly as far in terms of trauma for two forgotten statues who were frantically. and unsuccessfully, trying to bring Devlin's attention to the fact that his pre-planned indulgence in the stuffing of their forms was reaching unprecedented proportions. The ramming bottom hole reamer even surpassed the never ending rain of blows on their squeezed buttock lobes. now being tested to bursting point as they supplied the crowds with an infinitely more interesting and novel usage of the female commodity. They revelled in the scarlet faced, eye popping, cheek bursting antics of two toys who were desperately trying to convey an urgent massage; and they conspired to drown out any possible sound the pair might be able to make that would tip off D.G. to the unseen drama behind him. No doubt they were enjoying the thought they too held sway over the destiny of those suffering figurines, and as a mob were guaranteeing the escalating level of torment for their own pleasure. Each and every one of them was experiencing an individual and personal enjoyment in the thought that their contribution gave them power over the helpless plight of the wire encased females. The Judge, seating comfortably alongside the enthusiastic TTA driver, simply decided to enjoy the view provided by the two pulsating bottoms whilst he pondered over the curious turn of events. What was Gord's motive?

Indeed, what was he planning? He foresaw two problems. How to prise Brenda from the clutches of the bitch, and what precautions need he take to safeguard himself and his party from similar surprises.

His eyes glinted dangerously as the procession turned a corner, and the tracklets were slewed painfully against the road surface. For a fleeting instant he was treated to a side view of Brenda's pounding torment. A steady Thump! Thump! Thump! reverberated from the tall buildings as a superb bottom hammered the road with merciless force. Barbarella Burnside was beginning to annoy him, and there wasn't a woman alive who could get away with that!

"Slick! A moment, if you please.“

Graeme had been spurring the frisky, spirited Sparkle forward so as to get a better view of the Presidential float and its hammering exhibit, but seeing the concern in the Judge's face, he reined in the polished palomino. Avoiding the whirling balls of steel clipped to the ringed and collared nipples of a tormented wheel-hub, Graeme sidled up to his mentor.

“What's up, Judge?”




CHAPTER SEVEN - WHITE HOUSE WEST

The cavalcade finally drew up at the massive entrance to Barbarella’s lair. Those last few hundred yards being particularly traumatic for the rump thumping Brenda as the single massive bruise that was her bottom began to acquire a coat of impacted chippings from the driveway that had managed to get twixt plate and bottom. The Presidential float halted with the Colonel poised mid-stroke, her well chastised form hovering some four feet from the ground.

Barbarella dismounted and walked forward to inspect the results of her handiwork, flicking the chippings loose with casual strokes of her riding whip. She seemed pleased, and turned to an eagerly awaiting Amazon nearby.

"Remove our prize from the display pole, and keep her in that rig.

She’ll make an excellent flower arrangement for the reception. The Amazon understood what was required, and beckoned some help while Barbarella turned to watch the following displays rolling to a stop.

For a while, the only sound was the keening entreaties of Devlin's two statuettes, and with the sudden realisation of his forgetfulness, he excused himself and rushed to inspect the damage.

Blondie and Bimbo had stopped at full insertion; the fully adjusted dildos skewering their sore bottom holes like massive steel frankfurter's.

The crossbar extruder was almost meeting the lower edge of the wire coiling, and jutting from the minuscule remaining gap were the most tormented super extruded buttocks it was possible to imagine. As the fading daylight of evening dimmed, he swore that they were actually glowing with incandescent light as a product of the mannequins’ undying attentions.

He called forward some help and instructed them to be dismantled immediately, although Burnside seemed to think they should be left overnight to cool down. Devlin scowled and made an excuse that he needed to try out some apparatus he hadn’t had time to perfect before leaving the U. K. Barbarella moved off in a huff. D.G. turned back to the suffering statuettes as they were agonisingly released from the constriction of the wire.

“Sorry girls! But don't worry, I'll make it up to you in the long run.“

The two were still gagged, but sceptical eyes told him that after this little cock-up they would wait and see before accepting promises at face value.

Devlin turned and led the unshackled Tammy from between the shafts. noting the look of shock on her face as she saw first the Colonel, and then the wrecked forms of her two pets. She fixed Devlin with an accusing stare and for the first time in living memory, Devlin found himself suffering the admonishment of a LPG woman.

It was a sobering experience, and one that he would not normally have tolerated had it not been applied by an LPG he had the greatest respect for. He'd fucked up in a big way and he knew it. Inwardly, he was seething that the super bitch had outmanoeuvred him, and he promised to himself that it was the last time. He was getting sloppy living the high life and it was time he got back to some real business. It wasn’t just a matter of losing face here. That vicious bitch was a danger to the well being Brenda and his cherished toys.

The fact that Brenda had been earmarked for the Judge was neither here nor there.

The dignitaries were shown their rooms. spacious well equipped suites that catered for guests and their plethora of toys in equal splendour. Devlin, for his part, decided that Bimbo and Blondie had done enough for one day. and sliding the pet storage recesses out from the wall, he installed the two work weary maidens in a pair of form fitting niches that immediately remoulded the plastiderm into perfect all over contact. Frontal areas exposed, but powerfully strapped into place. the two abused bodies relaxed completely and let the restraints take over the job of supporting them. Devlin fitted them both with the toileting and feeding utilities. then as an afterthought drew out two flexible leads terminating in dildo implants. It took only seconds to install both gadgets in the presented pussies, and then he went further and added some stimulator boob cups. Both women looked at him with trepidation, but were pleasantly surprised when he selected a low level mode of operation that suffused their bodies with gentle and highly desirable sensations.

Noting that the toy storage cabinets had aremote control connection, he angrily disconnected the lead. Barbarella was not going to get the chance to vent her sadistic lust on his pets whilst he was away.

He turned to Tammy, still attired in the stunning creation for her USF debut. D.G. wanted her to accompany him to the reception, but was undecided on a suitably proper rig for the event. He wanted to impress, or at least match anything the rest produced. But he was mindful of the fact that to outclass the Barbie bitch too many times could be dangerous. In the end, he decided on a format very like the one endured by Brenda in her epic journey from the Hover terminal.

Seeing as the bitch had already used something like that, she could hardly consider it as a threat to her supremacy in all things if he appeared to copy her. A quick call on the vid-phone, and the required tackle appeared in short order as two assistants hurried in.

Tammy was stripped, and confident that D.G. was fully aware of the risks, she allowed herself to be divested of the stunning golden sheath suit, and re-installed into a more conservative seamed mesh creation. She was quickly folded double and without ceremony, inserted into a huge tapering cone of pre-formed transparent polyactile polymer. It took a mere three minutes for the reactive polymer to absorb body heat and shrink down to encase her in form fitting perfection: and less than two minutes more to harden into a rock hard, unbreakable sheath. The cone was already fitted to its proposed trolley transport as Devlin emerged from the bedroom in his finest Tuxedo. He supervised the final readying personally.

For a start he had no intention of either Barbie or any drunken slob at the party utilising or abusing Tammy's priceless pu ssy, or for that matter her tight, well preserved and carefully maintained ass ring.

Lockable plugs with built in vibro-massagers soon sealed her up.

Devlin smiled to himself. Those two additions ensured that she would continue to provide the guests with a rippling display of arousal in her nether regions for the duration. He had to admit tautly stretched and netted rump lobes looked pretty smart with those bisecting seams. After a moments personal indulgence he nodded approval to the assistants who then carried in the motive power that would trundle his prize around all evening. JLG/388, formerly Tina the Norwegian antique, looked stunning; although he had doubts that she realised the beauty of her appearance. Her perspective was somewhat different. Tina's head was locked stiffly into a stretching punishment collar, and no mirrors in sight. But nevertheless, Tina seemed to be enjoying her arrival into the 24th century despite her long incarceration in a storage block.

Originally, J. L. Gord the First had won the Nordic stunner in a card game at a computer convention in Stockholm. Unfortunately for her, she didn't even realise she was part of the pot until the card game wrapped up with her boss a hundred thousand Kroner out of pocket. She didn't even know that J. L. was an old time electronic pen pal.

For her, the lights went out as an ancient style drug dart planted its tip in her butt out in the car park an hour later. Unfortunately, J. L. had been nearing the end of his life then, and sooner than loose this beauty altogether, he had decided to preserve her for future generations with his latest invention. Fortunately for Tina, his machine worked perfectly, as the present day Tina could bear out.

Now, after a rather traumatic redirection of her ancient lifestyle, and an even greater curtailment of her personal ambitions in life, the auburn haired beauty had won D.G.'s approval as his top toytrundler for state occasions. This was partly due to the magical roll she managed to impart into her well rounded rump whilst on the move, and partly because he liked his employees to enjoy their work whenever possible. Tina had made the mistake of hinting that she occasionally liked to play a submissive role. This preoccupation with being a controlled female was further revealed when D.G.

played through some archived computer disks stored in her personal time capsule. Apparently. as pen pals, J. L. and Tina had communicated by a quaint old system called Internet, the forerunner of the present mega huge communications system. Personal messages between the two carried detailed accounts of Tina's fantasy in the realms of subservience. Now on this night, four hundred years into the future, the legacy of her friendship with J. L. bore fruit. Tonight she was certainly having fun by the look of it, but then appearances can be deceptive.

Tina was crushed into a single latex mono sheath that appeared to be painted on - a black creation that was bespecked with glittering metalflake. Built in steel boned Basque, banding cinches, and a neck stretching collar, all conspired to guarantee an erection building female shape that would inflame any red blooded male.

Tina wasn't so sure as she balanced on needle toe and heel style shoes, that flowed from the double, heavily laced leg sheath. At this time and without aide. she was held stiffened and helpless, unable to respond in any way as D.G. ordered her pivoted on the teetering toe points. The excellence of design immediately became apparent from the rear. A carefully contoured lower edging to the Basque, and the thigh top of the bootlet projected Tina's sumptuous rump into an exquisite, jutting profile of desirability.

Nevertheless, Devlin always had to go that one step better. Poor Tina had no choice but to move in a series of bounding leaps due to the singular module her legs were forced to adopt. It wasn't exactly a voluntary movement either, and a double footed stiletto shoe did even less for ease of mobility. A hand held ‘forward-stop-reverse' controller fed electronic impulses to her legs. buttocks and the deeply implanted rear passage, in a muscle motivating series of micro wave signals. It was necessary in order for her develop enough muscle power to overcome the steel boning that held her like a rigid figurine. Her own unaided efforts resulted in a stiff, immovable, frustrated statuette that managed a few abortive minuscule flexions before springing back into line.

Other slightly more effective electrodes capped her nipples lest she become difficult to handle. Boobs, freed of the rubber sheath. but root cinched and adorned with tinkling nipple bells attached to the nipple caps reacted favourably to the modus-operandi, in that they performed an exotic, albeit painful dance whenever she moved. The controls were energised and Devlin was given a short demonstration, his face lighting up instantly as Tina began a crotch searing oscillation that defied description. He could imagine the impact on her reeling mind as this formerly demure woman was forcibly motivated to perform an erotic and unavoidable dance. Merely being contoured and squeezed into that sexually suggestive format must have been a massive cultural shock. To find ones self suddenly endowed with all the personal choice of a battery powered dildo was something else.

D.G. gave her rump a friendly pat as she came to a stop, and smirked at the facial distortion created by a hugely over zealous use of her expando gag. Still, it looked good with that outer cover of rubber stretched tautly and securely over her luscious lips. But then Tina wouldn't be orally servicing anyone tonight. A sort of swooning sound issued from her sealed lips as she reacted to his fondling, and his searching fingers returned from her love nest with a copious coating of love juice. The eyes said all. In one glance, the captive woman conveyed an inner conflict between the old woman, and this new vibrant creature who desperately wanted to be kept tightly bound - sheathed and shaped in her horrendously controlled state, and re-energised at the command of her new master. Tina was indeed a receptive lady who was destined to become a well used and much sought after bondage toy in the Gord Mansion.

It seemed odd to consider that only weeks before this demure female had been a prim and proper computer expert. The intervening gap in time simply didn't exist as far as she was concerned. Now, minus arms, and after extensive remodelling of her personal perceived purpose in life, she was rapidly adjusting to accept that her rubber sheathed cavorting form was simply a vessel of pleasure for others to enjoy. It was an easy switch to make given that she had dreamed of this moment for centuries, albeit, never quite as constrained and controlled as she now found herself. Despite the excruciatingly tight bondage and crushing rubber sheath, a gleam in her eye told D.G.

that Tina was enjoying her new freedom.

Devlin pandered to her obvious needs and played with the fulsome orbs of her breasts, a move calculated to enhance the woman'’s awareness of her inability to resist. She made a token gesture of dissent that produced a minute bend in her form, then succumbed to the feeling of her complete availability as her body betrayed her.

D.G. smiled knowingly and gestured for the assistants to continue.

He could see that his indifferent manner in ordering her to be used was already working. Tina the convert positively glowed as her body was condemned to serve.

She was reversed awkwardly and connected to her immobilised load, then a touch on the button and she was off in a series of jerking bounds that bought tears to her eyes. not to mention a warm glow to D.G.’'s crotch. For the first time since her release from the Carbonite, Tina was experiencing the futuristic controls that were commonplace in this era. Her eyes flew wide with the shock of realisation as she perceived the fact that her body had become nothing less than a living, electronically controlled machine. The test run had been a mild foretaste of fully energised compliance.

Micro chips were controlling her muscles and brain. Any ideas she may have had regarding her own wishes were now short circuited as her body seemed to develop a mind of its own. At first she felt fear, a mind sapping terror as she contemplated the enormity of her predicament. But the fear was quickly doused as licentious thoughts of masochistic arousal returned to swamp her body. Controlled and mobilised by unfeeling electric currents, the female grasshopper moved forward, her face flushing with sensual heat as she passed her new master. There was a mischievous. yet benevolent gleam to those eyes, and despite the hijacking of her body, Tina felt safe, and was in fact looking forward to Devlin's continued usage. D.G.

watched appreciatively as the newest member of his collection pogoed past.

Those boobs were certainly well animated in this mode, and the flexing rump looked most delectable in that contouring rubber sheath. He watched avidly as the oscillating beast of burden hopped her way out, jiggling the inverted cone full of transported female in a way that presented Tammy’s plugged sexual goodies in a most enticing way. But then he had sampled Tammy many times. The jiggling, rubber sheathed female effigy of Tina was another matter.

She was the latest novelty, and right now he would sooner be trussing that figure into a contorted and excruciating immobility, prior to sampling her charms in any way he saw fit. He flicked the remote control to maximum on all stimulator settings, and saw the hopping column of entrammelled womanhood stagger as the many powerful implants and devices flooded her form with boiling orgasmic arousal. Unfortunately for Tina, her motion energiser refused to allow her to stop and savour the oozing sensations of pleasure. As D.G.’s elected exhibit puller she would just have to endure her sexual eruptions on the move. Oddly. her new owner seemed to relish the strangely cavorting efforts to travel generated by these unavoidable sensations in her captive body.

With a sigh, D.G. followed her along the passage, his discontent at having to attend this function exacerbated by the pumping sensuality of the cavorting female rump ahead. Functions like this reception were a pain in the ass. He would be spending the night making small talk with people he detested, when instead he could be more usefully employed exercising his pets’ many talents, and thinking up new ways to convert and constrain them so as to better fulfil their prime function. As it happened, the first germ of a new idea had been spawned that day. But now it would have to wait until he had time to think quietly. Given the explosive response being exhibited by Tina, she would jump at the chance to be his next experiment in orgasmic engineering. Tina's flexing, rubberised bottom seemed to beckon with her jostling forward movement, as if enticing him to begin right away.

Judge Loomis appeared as he rounded the corner. in company with Graeme Smart. Not a femlon was in sight. He stopped, waiting for Devlin to catch up as he eyed the conservative Tammy display with some approval, despite the lack of inspired design.

"l see Slick’s jumping theme inspired you, D.G.” The Judge muttered with a deliberate tinge of sarcasm. Until the Brenda mystery was cleared up. Devlin could not be relied upon. Devlin flipped the controller to pause, condemning Tina to an on the spot continuation of herjouncing display while the small party conversed.

“Yes! Looks like we both had the same idea,” Devlin replied, lamely.

In fact. D.G. had not stolen the idea, but timing is everything and being second to show a creation has its problems.

The Judge turned his attention to the groaning, rippling display by the hopping Tina as her body betrayed her yet again and exploded into her fifth mind-sapping sexual event. He knew, instinctively, that his appraisal of her bound humiliation was responsible for her eruption and deliberately looked her in the eye. D.G. did manage to get his hands on some remarkable material.

Tina’s face grew crimson with her embarrassment as she was forcibly maintained in her boob bouncing hop mode. It was inconceivable to her that she could experience such excruciating pleasure from being so shamefully presented as a blatant sex object.

And yet her lusting love lips were exploding again as her pussy ignited with the searing heat of masochistic fulfilment. Judge Loomis nodded appreciatively at her horribly unsolicited demonstration and turned back to his erstwhile friend before the jouncing female self destructed under the influence of his gaze. His eyes paused on his understudy for a second and he shook his head in mock despair. Young Slick had a way to go before he learned to control his emotions. Like a ventriloquist's dummy, his eyes were going up and down in perfect harmony with the jouncing buttocks of Devlin’s novel exhibit tractor. The poor lad was mesmerised by Tina’s joggling nates. The Judge swivelled his eyes back to Devlin who was smiling broadly at his expression. Was the Pommie unaware how seriously the Judge viewed his treachery?

“To be honest, Judge, I'll be glad when this is over so that we can get down to business and start the games.“

“To be honest, old friend. I'd like an explanation.” “Later, Judge. I will explain everything.” An awkward silence lasted for a few moments.

Well, can’'t hang about here,” said the Judge. “Let’s see what the ‘crats are up to.” “Crats?” D.G. looked puzzled.

“Bureaucrats, hangers on. nobodies who fawn around politicians, thinking they actually know, or care about, their existence. This is for them. Barbie couldn’t give a damn about this reception, but if it pleases them she’ll go along with it so that she can use them at a later date.“

Devlin seemed to understand, although to him it was all a waste of time. He would much sooner have his cock buried in Tammy's throat. and his feet up on a femstool.

They ambled in through the huge double doors of the state banquet hall. stopping dead as the central exhibit came into view. Brenda'’s demise seemed to be an continuing event, albeit this time merely a hugely embarrassing format, with a lot less trauma. D.G.

disconnected the almost incoherent form of Tina, and ground shackled her to a pair of parking rings in the floor. Leaving her controls wound to full activity, he personally took charge of the treasured Tammy. In that suit and mode of operation, Tina was safe.

Tammy, folded and offered, was completely vulnerable.

Devlin gave Tina a final glance, and was amazed at the arousing spectacle as she actually left the floor with each bound and jerked the twin ankle chains taut in a way that only served to enhance her fully controlled plight. Satisfied that she was well tethered, they moved away from the jerking, writhing Norwegian beauty and left her to the admiring eyes of a gathering crowd as she gave them a demonstration of erupting womanhood.

Brenda's form was still ensconced in the rubber doubling sheath and Barbarella had simply inverted her and slipped her into a similar cone device to that at present conveying Tammy. It was a little more splendid. being set in a marble base, but essentially identical. Apart from that, Brenda was at rest, serving a rather useful function as a flower arrangement. It probably wasn't all that comfortable having two polished steel vases stuffed into pussy and ass, but he had to admit: she did look rather becoming with that display of orchids sprouting from her nether regions.

With some relief. Devlin noted that the badly bruised and torn rear end had been under a bio-molecular repair unit, and to the naked eye, the superb bum had been reconstructed to its former glory. No doubt Brenda was still extremely tender, a fact born out by repeated flinches as she was touched, but at least she was on the mend. Even super sadist Barbarella didn't want damaged goods around the place. Come to think of it, where was the arch-bitch? Devlin didn't have to wait long. President Burnside had only been waiting for her rivals to appear before she made a grand entrance.

Trumpets blared, and the ushers struggled to roll in the red carpet.

A massive drum device that soon revealed paired women joined genetically at wrist and ankles, molecularly joined side to side in Siamesed surgery to form an endless downward facing plateau of linked female flesh. The Judge's face wrinkled in disgust.

“Crass.” He obviously didn't like the carpet.

They watched as the drum finally shed its load and was rolled quickly out of sight. D.G. actually thought it wasn't a bad idea.

Wasteful, but effective, if one liked the sight of ultimate female submission.

Barbarella appeared, as usual, clad in gleaming rubber and leather, legs sheathed in thigh boots that seemed a mandatory item of her wardrobe. Then there was her ever present whip. The carpet writhed and squirmed as her heels dug into the supple bodies, but none dared to utter a sound as they endured the spiked heels. Finally, the strutting bitch reached her dais and seated herself as the congregation watched in silence, a tangible, seething aura of discontent permeating the whole room.

“Ladies and gentlemen. please continue.” The pleasantry was condescending rather than cordial. Barbarella liked to keep the etiquette of these occasions alive, although she had the power to treat everyone as she felt fit.

The band struck up. and slowly the gathering began to forget the overpowering presence of Madam President as she sat surveying her flock from a position betraying her aloof contempt. With the noise of the orchestra, many felt safe from electronic ears and began to engage D.G. in conversation. The Judge and his colleague wandered off somewhere.

Steadily a pattern emerged. The USF entrants, to a man, had been effectively nobbled. All of them had been approached by Barbarella's ‘connections’ and advised that it wouldn't be wise to put up more than a token show of competition in any event Barbarella's teams were involved in. As the evening wore on, they made many new friends. all without exception wishing them the best of luck and conveying a singular dislike of the state President: the unspoken message being that their hopes for a humiliating defeat of the super bitch rested on the visiting teams from Oz and good old England.

Not knowing who to trust lest they were speaking to one of Barbarella's agents, D.G. merely accepted the encouragement as friendly gestures.

The hubbub suddenly died away as Barbarella rose, her face suffused with anger. A painfully contorted fem-stool had momentarily eased her cramped form and caused Barbie's polished boots to slide off. The bitch glowered down at the clumsy girl as she snapped out orders.

"Put her on the punishment wheel!” Clamped and gagged to extreme levels, the luckless lass did her best to beg forgiveness for her lapse in concentration, but the President was having none of it. They all watched as the girl was released from her cruel compression and stretched spreadeagle on a large wheel to one side of the dais. Two Amazons garbed in stark leather attire that smacked of ancient gladiatorial combat took up position as the wheel began to slowly rotate - a nod from Barbarella set them to the task in hand. The canes began to slash down as the wheel ponderously turned. the young supple form instantly growing a series of livid weals as the canes burned her silky flesh from all angles. Screams for mercy escaped her ungagged lips, instantly earning her a further fifteen minutes for speaking without permission.

Disgusted, Devlin turned away to find the Judge nearby, staring fixedly ahead, a curious expression on his face.

The evening dragged on, and Barbarella's callous exhibitions of cruelty continued for even the most minor infraction by her subjects.

Brenda, on the other hand, was treated to several visits by D.G.

Even ensconced as she was, she could not fail to recognise the comforting strokes and labial titillation by the man who valued her as a delightfully pleasurable object. A female that should be cherished and utilised, not damaged for purely sadistic satisfaction.

Hopefully the knowledge of their nearness would bolster her spirits through the coming days.

The Judge, harnessing Graeme's slavering over various items of entrammelled womanhood, nominated him as Brenda's secret comforter. At least then his antics would be confined to this quiet niche and not visible to the whole contingent of assembled dignitaries.

It was a responsibility Slick accepted with some relish, and as the rivals left, he set about his task with a single minded fervour. There was a whole host of vibrators and tools nearby, and he had no doubt that he could keep Colonel Brenda Cunningham bubbling and simmering for the whole evening.




CHAPTER EIGHT - THE BATTLE BEGINS

Whilst other events were going on in various locations throughout the city, The King Dome was reserved for the battle royal; the Pentathlon. a grudge match that everyone wanted to see. Barbarella was already in attendance in the VIP box, and although D.G. and the Judge were invited to join her, they politely refused on the grounds that they both preferred to prepare their femletes personally.

The first event was the relay, a three part race over 600 yards, requiring each team to field a trio of super fit athletes. It was only then that D.G.’s team suddenly understood the weird lead dildo training as the nature of the event was explained whilst they were being prepared.

Positioned at 200 yard intervals around the track, the first runner.

or rather hopper, was equipped with a huge, double ended ‘U’ shaped dildo. The one leg of the monster was thrust deeply into Bimbo's protesting pussy, as she was the starter, leaving the other prong jutting crudely upward in front of her crotch. Blondie would be second to take the dildo baton, whilst Tammy, the fastest and most nimble would be last so as to make up any lost ground due to her team mates’ mistakes. The problem was the mode of travel. As cocooned rubberised mermaids, the only method was to cover the ground in huge hopping bounds: a most difficult and exacting manoeuvre with arms back prayered and cinched into non existence.

In addition. extruded boobs adorned with weights were added as a handicap, in essence for crowd appeal. A modicum of control and performance enhancing was allowed by the rules, namely, buttock electrodes for power leaping, and tit shockers encircling the cinched roots of their womanhood, guaranteed to goad any slacking performers. But that was it.

However, Devlin had studied the rules at length, and his team had an ace card in reserve. He'd considered using the well practiced Tina at first, but decided against it after hearing that her next device was ready for testing. She had promptly been sent to the on-board laboratory and by now was experiencing levels of bondage and orgasmic torment that women of her own century had only dreamt of. Devlin had personally supervised the final cinching, and had himself energised the new electronic libido generator before leaving.

Thirty seconds later Tina was a drooling mindless mass of writhing femininity as her eyeballs rolled up under lids, and her mouth slackened to emit incoherent sounds of gibberish. It was amazing what that little black box had achieved. Attached to the end of a normal dildo insert, the small neural exciter was feeding hugely amplified signals to every nerve sensor in her pubic region. She looked exquisite, perched on that pole-stand and resting on her back with all her womanly attributes on show.

Trussed like a chicken, rump rearing, thighs spread wide, and the innocent looking box perched against her love lips, Tina was left on test as they all trooped out to watch the first event. On his way out, Devlin smacked the left buttock playfully as he wound the control to maximum and teased his newest recruit.

“Welcome to the 25th century Tina. Have fun!“

The mouth quivered and drooled an extra long streamer as she answered in gibberish. It was going to be interesting to see how 20th century woman dealt with a 500% enhanced sexual overload.

The teams lined up, Bimbo vertically dwarfed by the lithe, powerful Afro American athlete chosen to head Barbarella’'s team, and slightly less in height than the Judge’'s Bondi Bouncer as her team decals proclaimed. On the boob front. Bimbo held her own with the Aussie bombshell, and totally outclassed the American, chosen principally for her hugely powerful thighs more than other shapely attributes. But then, The Bondi Bouncer and Bimbo were a dual purpose contestants as later events would reveal.

Devlin caught the Judge looking at his SAC team with smug self confidence and sniggered to himself as he fingered the second control hidden in his pocket. Poor chap! He hadn’t got a chance if he thought he could outwit the great Devlin Gord.

The starting gun was raised, and the femletes tensed in a semi folded form ready for the first leap away from the line. Nervously, Bimbo eyed the 200 yard gap between her and the next team mate, averitable infinity of track ribbon when trussed into a limbless black rubber hour glass of femininity. Her pussy quivering with over gripping enthusiasm, her well trained labial mouth held the massive double dildo in a vice like grasp. If anyone dropped the damned thing, Bimbo was determined it wouldn't be her.

“Crack!” The gun fired and the crowd rose to its feet as one, an audible groan of disappointment rising as Barbarella’s Amazon streaked ahead in the opening few bounds.-But both the Judge and Devlin seemed unperturbed at this early set back and settled down to watch the display of jostling boobs and flexing hard working rumps. It was a delightfully upraising sight to see all that rippling, flexing, rubber encased femininity in action The gap widened - SAC and TTA teams neck and neck, with the USF girl way out in front, her powerful jackknifing thighs opening the gap with every bound. Bimbo’s face was lined with trauma as she fought to catch up, but her king sized tits were making her pay for the effort.

Weights lashing, boobs ricocheting madly, the girl fought valiantly onward. The Judge's entrant was little better in the problem department. Endowed with Judge Loomis’ personal preference in outsize mammaries, she had only the stiffening effect of genetically engineered tensile strength todamp her own super orbs to acceptable levels.

Electronic inducement to straining thighs and flexing buttock muscles managed to contain the gap without the Amazon making further gains. Then she was up to the first baton change. A roar went up from the crowd as her team mate turned to face her, arching backward to offer her crotch for the pass-over. But they fumbled the change. The Amazon, in her eagerness to pass, thrust too hard before the tip was located in her partner's love nest, and the recipient staggered backward and almost lost her balance. Frantically they tried again as the pounding of the opposition drew near. Panic and fear of failure muffed the second attempt. Then the chasing teams caught up. The two struggling USF contestants paused with wide uncomprehending eyes as both the opposition teams bent forward and offered rumps to the approaching baton carriers.

Two smooth passes were made as the batons thumped unerringly into easily accessible rear sockets, presented well clear of other bodily obstructions by the stooping format of the second lap runners. Devlin chuckled loudly at the success of his ploy, ecstatic save for the fact that the Judge had also spotted that loophole in the rules. Still not to worry, the race wasn't over yet.

The rules stated that the baton must be carried in the body recess.

It made no mention of which recess.

Blondie and the TTA second leg runner were some 100 yards into the next leg before the USF team got their act together and copied the vanishing pair. Meanwhile in the VIP box, Barbarella turned to her relay team coach for this event and slashed her whip savagely across exposed breasts. With her arms banded tightly behind her, mouth gagged to eye bulging levels. the statuesque blonde trainer from Memphis was unable to protect her sensitive orbs and took the full impact across her nipples.

“You fool! Why isn't my team doing that?“

She turned to her bodyguards in a fury.

“Take her away and put her on display. Perhaps my other trainers will develop the brains to win this tournament for me!” The trainer was born away, her eyes frantically pleading for mercy as she envisaged the display arrangements normally reserved for failed advisers. They were many and varied. The fact that Barbarella hadn't specified one particular item meant that her hand picked sadistic Amazons had a free reign in their choice, guaranteed to be the most painful or traumatic.

Barbarella turned back to the rout developing below her box as the second leg came to a close for the two leading contenders; her own athlete now well behind and out of the running. Her eyes gleamed as she perceived a possible weakness in the strategy. The first changeover had been fine. But what now. How would they pass so smoothly, when the baton was out of sight and clamped in their tightly gripping bottoms. She soon got her answer as Tammy, third member of the team that was marginally ahead, began to hop away from the line. Her movement was slower than the perspiring rubber effigy closing the gap. and eventually the number two contestant overhauled her. Tammy instantly moved in behind and matched her speed. then eased up to her with series of synchronised bounds.

Choosing her moment carefully, she literally leaped onto the offered dildo sprouting from her team-mates bum, her well trained and precisely controlled pussy literally devouring the shaft in one gulp as she wrested it from the clutching bottom. Again Judge Loomis had pre-empted Devlin’s master plan as his team performed a faultless copy manoeuvre. Two spent second leg contestants veered off, their job done, as the USF team tried to copy. It was the end of the road for them as they collided and collapsed into a tangle of sheathed rubber. In the VIP box, Barbarella consigned two more trainers to the displays and the gleeful safe keeping of her Amazon guards.

Tammy and the TTA contender streaked away, bodies energised to maximum levels by the remote controls, and tits tingling with urgent jolts as both the Judge and Devlin fought out what had become a two contender match. Suddenly to his horror, the Judge saw his prize hopper veering left. Seconds later Tammy careered right for no visible reason. They both seemed to recover, although it was clear to all as they bounded into the home straight that they were suffering considerable hardship in maintaining a straight course.

All seemed to be going well until both struggling figures began a weaving, erratic course, narrowly missing each other as they swapped lanes, and then swerved back. Tammy moved ahead. then inexplicably jerked spasmodically and almost lost her balance, the violent movement caroming her off the struggling TTA girl who promptly swerved and jerked in a single irrational contortion. Devlin swore under his breath and seemed to be thumping his leg from within his pocket. He perceived the Judge turning towards him in his peripheral vision, and saw him frowning with an equal level of frustration.

The crowd went mad with the unfolding drama as the bound hopping females stumbled and reeled towards the line. Time and time again they clashed, and at one point had swerved so violently as to spin right round. It was a magnificent indictment of their will to win for their masters that both girls covered the last few yards in reverse. The finale when it came was a nail biting drama as they crashed together in an attempt to turn to forward mode, and locked sprouting dildos as a result. In a welter of flailing rubber and squirming bodies they fell over the finishing line and collapsed into a thrashing heap at the foot of the marshals, their energisers still running at full power.

Devlin was still cursing as he drew the malfunctioning second controller out of his pocket, then froze as he saw the Judge looking straight at him. Judge Loomis was wearing his best admonishing glare, then miraculously his face softened and he broke into a wide grin. His hand appeared from a pocket holding an almost identical controller, “Great minds indeed!

There was I thinking that my controller was affecting my own girl.“

Devlin laughed out loud. ' “Me too. I thought I'd got the frequencies mixed up or the damned thing was malfunctioning.“

He chuckled at his own lack of foresight in imagining that the wily old Judge wouldn't have come up with the same scam to nobble the competition. It was simply a matter of blocking signals to one or the otherbuttock energisers. With one muscle at full electronic excitation and the other on normal. the girls had no choice but to start going round in circles. Both men turned as the score board lit up with the points allocation, then found their attentions drawn to the USF contestant who had seemingly gone raving mad. The poor girl was pirouetting and jinking in almost demented fashion before she finally came up against the arena barrier. But she didn't stop there.

She continued to bounce herself off the boards in a most painful boob bashing exhibition of control loss. Only then did both D.G. and the Judge realise that their combined scrambler signals were completely overriding Barbarella's steering signals. The luckless USF contender was experiencing a massive influx of random signals to her buttocks and thighs that robbed her of any semblance of balance or direction. Guiltily, the two nobblers slid the offending devices out of sight and flipped off the transmitters. The tit ricocheting femlete instantly crumbled into a twitching heap as Barbarella’s viciously powerful titty shockers poured admonishment into her defenceless orbs.

All eyes turned back to the huge vid screen. TTA and SAC had been awarded equal first, gaining a maximum of 6 points each for a photo finish dead heat, whilst the USF team picked up 2 for third position.

Two grinning, arch nobblers shook each others hands in triumph as the highlights of the race were then replayed in slow motion.

The crowd loved it, and much to Barbarella’s anger, the long range vid camera operator had shown a marked preference for the visitors’ contestants when filming the animated antics of various interesting parts of the contestants’ anatomies. The jostling super orbs of Bimbo and the Bondi Bouncer had come in for a lot of footage. The Judge’s boob bonanza probably edging out Bimbo by a whisker, whilst Blondie’s ass antics seemed favourite for the rolling rump fanatics. The sight of her tightly gripping nates writhing with extrovert motion, mincing and mashing as she powered forward was a sight to behold. But then, Tammy's pouting pussy was the all time star of the show. Gasps of admiration, and other gasps for different reasons, were the order of the day as the camera zoomed in and gave detailed slow motion accounts. Stretched hugely by the intruding heavyweight dildo, her labial mounds were a picture of animated licentious luxury as they slithered and embraced the shiny shaft. In addition to the difficulties of transporting the beast, it was obvious that the rocking motion as she jounced along had engineered a horribly unwelcome response from her treacherous love tube. Streamers of cloying love juice dripped in a torrent, lubricating the shaft, and in effect creating a roller-coaster of cause and event as Tamnmy battled to hold the frictionless monster. This added handicap in turn merely stoked up her masochistic response to bodily adversity, caused by her bound and helpless condition.

The vid screen replayed the magnified close-ups of her spectacular tactical leap as she devoured the dildo in a single pussy gulping manoeuvre and snatched it from the labouring bottom of her team mate. A riotous cheer rocked the arena, and as a result of a chanting cry for more, the Vid commentary box found the need to replay this classic clip time and time again. Tammy, breathless and lying at the track-side. blushed profusely as her pussy was displayed in a glorious technicolour that was in thirty-foot high detail. Even so, she could not quell the searing heat of arousal as the screen gave graphic slowed down images of her dildo gulping love nest.

Barbarella was seething with anger. The only shots of her own team were those of the calamitous change over debacles that had left her team floundering in disarray. Jeers and catcalls from the packed arena burned deep in with the humiliation: a state that threatened to explode as the final catastrophe of comical boob ricocheting was replayed for the third time.

“Oh! Shit. Reckon we'd better watch for dirty tricks from now on, Judge.” The Judge merely nodded as Devlin watched Madam President rise and flounce out of the box, her whip lashing out at any poor unfortunate within reach as she vented her anger. Suddenly Devlin remembered a pitifully upended rump that was perfect for venting anger.

“Brenda! Oh! My God! Brenda! Judge, she'll take it out on Brenda.“

The Judge nodded.

“She surely will, but don't worry, D.G, I've taken care of it. I've solved our dilemmas, as you will see.” He tapped the side of his nose with a forefinger. and left D.G. wondering what the old fox had been up.

Devlin stared after his retreating form, then picking up movement in his peripheral vision, he looked upward to see the disgraced trainers being put on display. It was a sobering sight.

Hogtied into stiffened, painfully cinched parcels with thin wire, the luckless trainers were hoisted to the domed ceiling of the stadium, their forms dwindling to specs as the vastness of the arena dwarfed their tormented forms. Devlin shook his head in disbelief as he contemplated the suspension. Each trainer was her own link with the hoist, in that they were forced to grip the dildo gags under threat of dire consequence if they let go. Each had a wire neck noose affixed to the hoist wire. Lose the gag and they would hang themselves publicly. D.G. felt a growing hatred for the Burnside bitch as he studied the horror of their punishment. Fear for their safety gnawed at his guts as the dildo gags and occupants slowly rotated on the supporting steel cables.

It didn’t pay to cross Madam President!

Meanwhile, Madam President strode purposefully towards the banquet room.

"Helga! Helga!" Barbarella's voice reached a shriek as her anger was further enhanced by the apparent absence of her senior bodyguard.

Helga had been left to guard the Brenda prize, and now it seemed she had gone off on one of her own little escapades. Helga was probably matched only by Barbarella herself in sadistic nature. A blonde ex-security guard from Denver, and of German extraction, Helga was often considered the worst of the two by her helpless charges.

Barbarella gave up on her assistant and rounded on the thrusting, taut rump of the flower display. The vases had gone. So had the lush golden brown pubic hair that was Brenda’s pride and joy. In place of the pussy-vase was a massive punishment dildo that had been turned to full power. The whole of the presented rear was a quivering mass of straining muscle as the cruelly cinched woman endured the savage bite of electricity in her tender love nest. It looked as if Helga had already been having fun with the Limey Colonel. Brenda's smooth recently denuded labial lips were stresscd to breaking point, and Barbarella noticed with approval that a size ten punishment probe was in use. Now was time to get even with that scheming Gord.

The cane slashed down. scything across the taut, super sensitive love lips and raising a whole new level of tormented squirming from the Colonel. Again and again the whistling whip bit into the tender lobes, reddening and swelling them at an alarming rate as they absorbed upwards of forty strokes; delivered with as much power as the angered President could manage. Then she turned her attention to the delightfully offered anal ring.

The tight orifice puckered and pouted in a futile attempt to escape the raining torment, steadily reddening to match the scarlet hue that was spreading across the whole of that superbly arranged crotch region. But Barbarella was tiring, and rounding off with twenty strokes to each juddering buttock, she smiled at the result as her whip arm became still.

“Let's see you laugh that off when you see it, Mr Cleverdick Gord.“

Giving the upturned nates a final parting slash, she flounced out.

Devlin, unsure as to why the Judge was so complacent about the possibility of revenge on Brenda, took his leave of the preparations for the next event, and sneaked back to check on the Colonel.

Aghast he stared at the weals and ridges of Barbarella's handiwork, then in anger turned as if to seek out the arch-bitch. As he spun round, Devlin cannoned off the Judge who had followed him in, accompanied by the grinning Slick and a gorgeous TTA officer.

“Did you see what she's done? Have you seen what that bitch has done to...!I" Devlin quietened down as the Judge grinned widely and caught him by the shoulder.

“Come with me, old friend, there's something you ought to see before you go off half cocked.” Protesting loudly, frothing with anger, Devlin allowed himself to be steered to the Judge's quarters, in fact to a large storage room attached to them.

The Judge stopped at a crate marked equipment, and motioned for Major Catherine Hannan to feed in the combination and open the lid. The lid sprang up as the lock disengaged. powered by the spring effect of a pair of rubber sheathed legs that were steel banded at the ankles and sporting a monster dildo.

Aghast, Devlin stared down at the rubber and net sheathed female within. It was the well trussed form of Brenda Cunningham.

Numbed by this turn of events, his brain was unable to grasp what he was seeing.

“But? But if Brenda is here, then who was that...?" Judge Loomis’ grin got even wider.

“Would you believe, Helga. Had to shave her bush though, or else that would have given the game away.” “But how?” Devlin was flummoxed. Catherine provided the answer as she pulled up her mini skirt and drew a tiny Taser pistol from a smart garter on her thigh. The Taser spun expertly on her finger, then raising it to her lips, she blew across the stubby barrel, before dropping it back into the holster with practised ease.

“Never go anywhere without Old Betsy,” she informed him.

“Geez! You sly old goat.” Devlin’s voice faltered as another thought occurred to him. Then he burst out laughing.

“Holy Shit, Judge. Barbarella's going to have a baby when she finds out that she just beat the crap out of her top employee.” The Judge nodded as he joined in the laugh. Then his face grew serious.

“Which means you have to keep on at her to release Brenda. Being the vindictive cow she is. she'll keep the flower pot in place just to spite you - as long as she thinks it's Brenda. If you don't kick up a ruckus she'll get bored - or smell a rat. I only told you to stop you doing anything rash. By the time she figures it all out, we'll be well on our way back over the pond.

Devlin pondered this for a while and saw that it made good sense.

“So let's sneak Brenda out of here tonight and back to the safety of my hover transport.” The Judge peered at him through slitted eyes.

“Ah... my hover transport, I think, D.G. I've decided I'll hold the pot from now on. You hardly excelled yourself in looking after her and.

after all, it was me who rescued her. Besides, I expect to win, so it will save the trouble of a mid flight transfer.” A stifled, angry tirade wafted from the crate. and looking down Devlin found himself confronted with accusing eyes. Brenda had overheard. Now she knew for sure that he had put her up as the prize in a personal wager between himself and the Judge.

“Oh! Sorry Devlin. Have I let the proverbial cat out of the bag?“

The Judge, for all his apologies, seemed something less than contrite that he had dropped Devlin right in it.

“Oh, well, Judge. I guess Brenda can catch up with her old pal, Brigette. They should have some fun together!“

The crate was resealed despite Brenda's best efforts to resist. But Catherine simply bent her legs, located the rearward jutting dildo, and brought the lid down against the fettered ankles. Ignoring the stifled invectives as she sat herself on the lid to force it closed. The invectives gave way to a long drawn out wail of discomfort as the lid settled ponderously down and snapped shut. It didn't need a genius to work out that Brenda's legs were now fully folded, heels to bum, and the monster dildo protruding from her Achilles heels buried deeply in her aching, over stretched pussy. The Judge operated the auto-pack button on his controller, and from within the crate sounds of violent disapproval permeated the thick cladding. Steadily the muffled noise was eradicated. A release of foam had now left the thoroughly trussed, massively dildoed Brenda set inside a solid block of featureless hardened Urethane. The next time Brenda saw daylight, it would be supplied by a hot Australian sun.

“Nice packaging, Slick. I'm sure Brenda appreciates all the care you took over the design.” Graeme visibly swelled with this public praise from the Judge. The heel dildo had been a last minute addition, but was none the less a crotch warming innovation.

The End

* * * * * 

Tammy's trials and tribulations continue in. . .
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