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INITIATION

"What's that?"

Jennylayinbed, basking in post coital lethargy. George felt her warmth across him, a leg cast over his thigh, her stray fingers idly twisting at a curl of his pubic hair. She nestled in the crook of his arm with her cheek resting against his shoulder.

"Mmm?” It was the only response he could manage.

"That - up there!"

George opened his eyes. She was looking up at the ornate ceiling above the bed and pointing with a scarlet-tipped finger, a frown of concentration creasing her forehead. He glanced up and felt a sudden pang of anxiety at the sight of a small circular hole in the plaster.

"Nothing really, justa hole,” he replied vaguely. Damnation! The piece of sticky card he’d used to conceal it had fluttered down onto the bed.

The glue was too dry, its adhesive qualities having evaporated in the warmth of an early summer evening. She reached out and plucked it from the covers, minutely examining both sides with quizzical blue eyes.

"Why have you got a hole in the ceiling above your bed? What's more, why try to conceal it? The very act of concealment implies you have something to hide.” Her tone was that of a barrister Cross-examin inga blatantly guilty criminal.

"Ionce tried tohang the television above the bed. Sheer laziness really."

Although they had only been involved for a few months, she could already read him too well. Jennifer Page was an extremely perceptive woman and knew George couldn’t tell a lie to save his life, one of the qualities that originally attracted her to him.

George Augustus Canterbury was an enigma. He sprung from good stock, possessed wealth in a discreet way, and was in manner and speech a man of education, yet he eschewed the stilted society of the landed gentry and ran a small but successful landscape gardening business. Not afraid to get his hands dirty, it was whilst shovelling gravel at his nursery that he first met Jenny. She stood confused and uncertain amongst the perennials when he wandered past burdened with an overflowing wheelbarrow and advised her ona choice of hosta.

To his surprise, he spotted her the following weekend, when, despite her attempts to conceal it, she spent more time watching him than browsing amongst the plants. George didn’t need a second chance.

After several successful dates he took her home to his Tudor Cotswold manor and it was only then she realised the extent of his modesty.

Haverstock was quite simply beautiful; a handsome building of golden stone setamongst the dry rolling hills near Cirencester and surrounded by enchanting, verdant grounds. Despite its generous size and endless rambling corridors, he lived alone, preferring to pass his evenings experimenting with pastaand playing rhythm and blues very loud. His parents considered him mad. Jenny thought he was wonderful.

She raised herself on one elbow and gazed down at him. Fine blonde hair slid across her naked shoulder. She had an angelic face that belied arazor-sharp mind, innocent blue eyes that you could drown inand a generous mouth that was already lined from years of laughter.

"I don’t believe you!” Flat. Final. Assertive. "I think it’s for something else."

Hell! Why was she so perspicacious. George fumbled for an answer, aware that the truth could be costly so early in their relationship. They had only made love on three occasions and this was the first night she had stopped over at Haverstock.

"Would you like a drink?” He tried to change the subject and made to slide out of bed but she pushed him back with the flat of her hand on his chest. Leaning forward, she took his nipple between her teeth.

"Tell me the truth, George. Iknow when you'relying.” The words were muffled. His grin turned to a grimace of pain as she gently bit down.

"You really want to know?” he gasped, lifting her head.

"I've guessed most of it already,” she said, "but you can fill in the details."

"All right.” He looked into her heart-shaped face, a smile hovering on her lips. Azure eyes twinkled with mischief. "In the attic is a heavy metal bracket set between the rafters. A steel eye-bolt screws into the bracket through that hole, a bolt quite strong enough to support the weight of a person."

She gaped momentarily, then giggled behind one hand. "You're joking!"

"So you didn’t know after all!” he growled, feigning anger. He twisted around and lay on top of her, forcing her wrists into the pillows above her head and spreading her thighs with his knees. He felt the stiffness of her nipples graze across his chest. Reaching up, she kissed him very gently, then whispered, "Show me! I want to see it!"

"What for?"

"I'm intrigued. Call it female curiosity,” she added sweetly.

"Oh all right. Wait here,” he grumbled, scrambling out of bed and padding into his dressing room across uneven black floorboards.

Against the far wall stood several large, antique tallboys. He opened a drawer, extracted the bolt and turned, but Jenny had crept after him and stood by his shoulder, craning her neck to look into the open drawer. He started violently and dropped the heavy bolt onto his toes!

Pain flared. George promptly sat down and clutched at his injured foot swearing softly. She knelt, brushed hishands to one side and placed the throbbing limb onto her lap, gently massaging away the sharp pain with cool fingers.

"You'll live.” It was an accurate but unsympathetic prognosis. She stood up and before he could stop her, peered into the still open tallboy.

George waited for the explosion!

After a few moments, she dipped into the drawer and slowly lifted out awide black leather belt, turning the supple material over and inspecting the multiple steel buckles. He looked up at her face trying to decipher any reaction. Her expression was puzzled, but nothing more.

She placed the strap on top of the tallboy and tugged experimentally on ashortlength of heavy silver chain, finally drawing out a leather collar attached to one end and a pair of handcuffs padlocked to the other.

"I' hope you're not going to get it all out,” he said hopefully, trying to break the awkward silence. "It takes ages to clear up afterwards.” She looked at him sharply and indicated at the remaining drawers. George nodded.

"And here?” she asked, pointing at the other tallboy.

He nodded again. "And the wardrobe. Might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb!"

"You're keen on this sort of thing then?"

"It appears so,” he replied dryly.

"Why? What's the attraction?” She seemed to be struggling to understand.

"That is a difficult question to answer without actually experiencing bondage,” he said, standing and scooping the straps and chains back into the drawer. "The bottom line isI believe you can only truly become emotionally unfettered by - by becoming totally physically restrained.

The sense of release is astonishing. It’s as if all the worries and burdens slip away simply because you have no control over your movements."

He turned to face her. "I didn’t want you to see this but you forced my hand. I would have waited until there was complete trust between us before suggesting any games. Believe me, I would never have done anything without your assent."

Jenny stood with head bowed, plucking at her lower lip with her teeth.

She seemed tobe in the throes of making an agonising decision. George waited patiently. He had to accept that this could well be the end of their affair and cursed his wayward proclivities. Why the hell wasn’t he like other normal men!

"I do believe you,” she said finally, stepping up and hugging him fiercely. "Now I want you to show me everything!"

"What? Jenny, stop taunting me. This can get pretty bizarre."

"As you said, it's all a question of trust. I trust you to stop if I ask you to.” She reached up and pecked him on the cheek. "So quit stalling and show me!"

George had so much equipment they had to take a coffee break. He’d beeninterested inbondage for years and had been adding to his private collection regularly. Several previous girlfriends had been reasonably accommodating, but he’d never met anyone who asked so many questions or wanted to see every last item. Jenny sat on the floor encircled by a mountain of belts and straps, buckles and harnesses, collars, thongs, hobbles, ropes, chains, tethers, halters, shackles, cuffs and corsets. Each required a detailed explanation of its use and effect.

Finally, both tallboys were empty. They relaxed in their dressing gowns cupping mugs of hot coffee.

"What are you thinking?” he asked nervously.

"Where does the bolt come in?"

"Suspension."

Her lips formed a silent "Oh!” She resumed sipping her coffee in silence. George finished his, stood up with a heavy sigh and started to pack away the equipment.

"What are you doing?"

"Tidying up."

"No, please don't."

He looked at her. "Jenny, I'm not pressurising you."

"No amount of sophism would persuade me to do anything I didn’t want to.” She smiled and held out her hand, drawing him down to sit beside her amongst the leather and steel.

"Let me tell you a story. When I was a little kid, we used to play cowboys and Indians, cops and robbers - you know those sort of chase and capture games.” Her eyes remembered lost pleasures. "I was always the squaw or the gangster’s moll. The boys would burstinto our den, kidnap me and tie me to a tree. I used to scream and shout and struggle to escape, and often did, but sometimes the twine was too tight and I just couldn’t wriggle free. When I was so well trussed up I knew Icouldn’tescape, itmade megoall hotinside. Ididn’trealise why at the time and later, when I did, I was too ashamed to say anything.

Professing a penchant for bondage at school was asking for a death wish! You know how cruel children can be. I approached the subject obliquely with the only boyfriend I ever trusted but he was horrified, so after that I never bothered much.” She leaned across and kissed him on the lips. "Then I met you!"

He looked at her in amazement. Jenny swept up a double armful of restraints and carried them back into his bedroom. "Well, are you just going to stand there all night?” she called over her shoulder. Galvanised into action, George wrestled the remaining shackles through the door, a large bag of padlocks in his teeth. She sat on the bed sorting through cuffs and belts. "By the way, what's in the wardrobe?"

"Rubber."

"Rubber what?"

"Clothes,” he said with a grin. "The ultimate skin bondage - as tight as you can bear or the merest whisper of tantalising touches.” For the second time that night he shocked her. She regarded him with a measured look before returning to the dressing room, standing in silence in front of the wardrobe as if it was Pandora’s box. George leaned against the wall with arms folded. She remained motionless for a second, then reached out and unlatched the door.

The larger items - coats, suits, dresses - hung from the rails in glistening folds of red and black. Shelves were burdened with the weight of smaller items; shirts and blouses, stockings and thin transparent underwear.

A sweet elusive scent wafted out and stole around the room.

She turned and looked at him with a question in her eyes.

"Be my guest."

Jenny reached into the cavernous wardrobe and examined a glossy shoulder-length black glove. She ran it through her fingers, experiencing the silky tactile sensation of polished rubber, then raised it to her face, rubbing the latex gently against her cheek and inhaling the subtle fetishistic aroma. She continued to explore in silence, fingers like sensitive antennae, drawing out item after item and scrutinising each with interest, often holding the garment against her naked body to assess its size. George said nothing, allowing her to progress ather own pace, but the sight of Jenny handling the clothes made his stomach churn with excitement. Finally, after browsing through his small collection of stiletto boots and shoes standing on parade in the base of the wardrobe, she turned and embraced him, winding warm arms around his neck. He looked into her flushed face.

"I'want you to dress me! Prove to me what you've been saying."

"Are you sure?"

"I wouldn't ask if I wasn’t."

"Have you seen anything you like or do have a free hand?"

"This fascinates me,” she said, holding up a heavily boned and reinforced rubber waist corset. "ButI'll leave the choice up to you. Nothing too severe though - well, not just yet, anyway."

After a moment’s thought, George took the corset, selected a pair of diaphanous rubber stockings and the shoulder-length gloves she had examined earlier. He picked up a pair of black patent court shoes and dangled them from hooked fingers for her to inspect. She nodded with approval and led him back to the bedroom.

"Place your hands on the back of the chair."

She obeyed in silence, legs slightly apart. George wrapped the corset around her body just below her breasts and pulled it snug to her waist.

Coaxing the laces though each eyelet took some time, but her wanted her to savour the ritualistic atmosphere. As her body became increasingly restricted, she reacted with surprising sympathy. Colour stained her neck and breasts. She breathed deeply though parted lips, eyes clamped shut. George had to pull hard to close down the corset, its shape creating a sensual hour-glass silhouette above her flaring hips, the black latex contrasting sharply with her pale unblemished flesh.

The stockings were easier to fit. George knelt at her feet and rolled the filmy latex up eachleg, carefully kneading the second skininto position right up to her crotch before attaching the stockings to the corset with multiple suspender straps. She slipped the gloves on herself, teasing each finger individually into its supple sheath and stretching the rubber to her armpits. Her limbs looked as if they had been dipped in liquid tar. She stepped into the towering courts and walked about the room, testing the feel of her new outfit.

George was entranced. She looked stunning, the smooth ebony latex flexing across her skin and reflecting shards of light off its contoured surfaces. Long fine hair tumbled down her back and whispered over the corset.

"I'm beginning to understand,” she breathed. "This feels - unusual. I quite like the sensation of enclosure; it imparts a feeling of security, but at the same time I feel totally exposed. Strange."

"You look wonderful,” admitted George. The front of his dressing gown spoke volumes. Jenny sidled up, insinuated a gloved hand though the robe and emerged with his erection, squeezing gently.

George gasped.

She masturbating him slowly with a look of pure sin on her face. He twitched in her hand. She felt his hardness increase, sank slowly to her knees and took him in her mouth.

A smothering warmth advanced along his rod, unctuous and slippery.

She wormed her tongue into his eye and tasted his cream. George’s knees began to tremble at the exquisite rasping sensation. Her mouth was a heaven of softness and movement. She fellated for a long time, massaging his sac with glassy smooth fingers and listening to his ragged breathing.

"What'’s next?” she murmured eventually, planting a final kiss on his glans. There was sheen of perspiration on her shoulders when she straightened.

"Lie on the bed. I'll prepare a harness.” George couldn’t keep his eyes off her body as she lay back with legs parted, one arm thrown behind her head and covered with a fan of golden hair, the other idly touching her body with latex-covered fin gertips. She traced languid patterns over her breasts and belly and followed every move he made with avid interest.

George screwed the steel eye-bolt into the ceiling above the bed and hung a rope hoist from its sturdy eye, then laid a web of strapping beside her and opened every buckle. Jenny watched him like a hawk.

There was a voracious gleam in her eye that he hadn’t seen before.

Under his instructions, she rolled into the harness and lay passively while he tightened the straps around her waist and above her breasts.

George bent her legs, tucked both knees under her chin and lashed them into place with a broad belt. With her ankles bound and pulled tight to her thighs, she could barely move. He fastened a deep collar around her neck and attached it to the harness with thin leather straps at front, back and over each shoulder.

Trussed into a tight ball, Jenny felt totally vulnerable. Memories of her childhood games fused with adult pleasures to create a strange amalgam of excitement and delicious uncertainty. He pulled her arms over her head, wrapped her wrists in wide cuffs and attached them to the hoist. Thick dangling chains were clipped to rings stitched into the harness at her shoulders George carefully checked each strap for tightness, then secured every buckle with a brass padlock and hung the keys around her neck on a fine silver chain.

Jenny lay on the bed in a helpless bundle, slackened chains trailing from her inert form up to the hoist. She gasped when he began to pull on the ropes, wriggling against her bondage to increase the sensation of restriction. Slowly, her arms were raised from thebed, then her body stirred and was drawn upwards by the rising hoist. Within moments, she lifted free from the covers and swung back and forth like an erotic pendulum, hanging bolt upright with arms fully stretched above her head. Her stately ascent continued until she was suspended well above the bed, swaying gently as she tested the security of her bonds.

George wrapped the hoist rope around the door handle, jumped onto the bed and kissed her with a fierce passion, gripping the harness to draw her close. Her panting breath was a zephyr of suppressed passion on his cheek. She responded urgently, teeth nipping his lips. He ran his tongue along the length of her outstretched arms and licked the doubled contours of her latex-sheathed legs, relishing her musky sexual scent. She strained to reach him, but he pushed her away with a chuckle and sent her spinning helplessly in a broad arc. The chains rattled softly.

"For God’s sake, stop doing that!” she hissed. "You're driving me crazy!” She felt the rush of cool air on her liquid sex, the flesh of her pudendaoozing outbetween herbound legs. Hardened nipples scraped against her knees.

He abandoned her suddenly, leaping off the bed and darting into the dressing room. Jenny’s oscillations slowly subsided. She was just beginning to wonder what he was doing when the door swung open again.

An anonymous figure stood with legs apart and hands on hips regarding her with a disdainful stare. Covered from crown to toe in a single suitofblack latex, the contours of hisbody were enhanced by the glossy rubber, exaggerating the broad swelling of his chest and the muscularity of his legs. An impressive erection protruded through a circular opening at his crotch, the tumescent flesh a startling contrast to the nigrescent latex. A full helmet enclosed his head with small oval apertures for mouth, nose and eyes.

"Well, are you just going to stand there and pose all day or are you actually going to use that thing?” she snorted derisively, nodding at his manhood. George chuckled. He liked her dry humour very much. He lay on the bed beneath her suspended form and looked up at the perfection of her exposed cleft. Framed by a generous rump, her sex glistened with dew.

With infinite care, George lowered her onto his mouth and felt her softness ooze over his cheeks. He let her rest there for a moment with lips barely grazing her flesh, then grasped her ankles and rocked her gentlyback and forth over his mouth, hislancing tongueraking intoher slit on every pass.

Jenny moaned softly, unable to prevent the exquisite suckling. Her ineffectual twisting became increasingly erratic. She trembled uncontrollably, but the harness easily contained her frantic strugglings.

George raised her slightly, repositioned himself with a pillow placed under his buttocks, then lowered her fully onto his shaft!

An advancing molten clasp engulfed him to his root. Jenny cried out, her sex dilating around his girth. She hungered for his hardness to fill her belly, flinging her head back, damp strands of hair sticking to her face. Her rubber-covered hands clenched into fists, squeezing out an intense rhythm of arousal above her head. The harness took her entire weight; they were fully coupled, yet there was no other bodily contact.

Jenny squirmed feverishly, churning him from side to side and abandoning herself to her passion. He gripped her thighs and began to rotate her like a wheel. She span helplessly on his spike, revolving in one direction and then the other as the chains twisted and untwisted.

Muscles clamped down on the intruding hardness screwing within her. She felt a sudden rearing wave as his flooding seed surged and jerked, then her own climax ripped her apart in a timeless blinding moment of shared rapture. A single tear traced a path of silver down one cheek.

They remained motionless for many minutes, a surreal tableau still coupled. Jenny hung in limp exhaustion with head slumped forward and eyes shut. Padlocked straps cut deeply into her flesh, but their bite was a welcome embrace.

Reaching up, George wiped the tear from her cheek. She stirred, lifted her head slowly and looked at him with a distant dreamy smile.


 RESTRICTION

Jenny awoke the following morning after a long and deep sleep, exhausted from the excesses of the previous night. She felt for George but he wasn't there. The crumpled sheets were still warm. Dozing, she lay in a warm haze of comfort thinking about nothing until an elusive aroma caught her attention, swirling around the bed and stealing up from beneath the covers. It was the odour of warm rubber!

She opened her eyes. Her arms lay folded under her cheek with wrists handcuffed, the long black gloves smelling sweet and mysterious under her nose. Jenny smiled and glanced down. Glossy latex still sheathed her body; the corset nipped in with an intimate grip and her legs glowed under the sleek jet stockings. She caught sight of a chain glittering between locked ankle cuffs. Sliding her bound hands down the valley of her breasts, she idly plucked at her damp pubic hair. A delicious memory of bondage and suspension flared. Jenny rolled onto her stomach but felt a sudden restrictive tug at her neck. Investigation revealed a locked leather posture collar strapped snug under her chin and attached to the bed by a trailing chain. Her excitement swelled. She hitched up a knee as far as the ankle cuffs allowed and exposed the moist disorder of her sex to an inquisitive finger. There was no resistance to her probing. Her cleft ached after hours of frenzied coupling, but she was still dewy to the touch and squeezed the hood of her clitoris between finger and thumb, moaning softly. Stiffening nipples grazed against the sheets. Rubbing gently, she conjured images of extreme bondage with George imposing astonishing restrictions on her body. Like a contortionist, she imagined herself bent and folded into uncomfortable but exciting positions, bound with leather and steel and taken like a bitch on heat before being abandoned for hours to the mercy of her own burning libido.

Slowly, her breathing deepened. Busy fingers slid though slick flesh.

She pinched with ruthless venom, moaning at the coursing pain and rotating her hips in a rutting simulation, the ankle chain snapping taut when she tried to part her legs.

Attracted by the furtive sounds of movement, George peered around the door. He had stripped off his rubber suit and stood dripping with atowel in one hand having just taken a refreshing shower. He detected the sawing movement of the duvet and heard Jenny’s soft groan.

Fascinated, he watched her masturbate. She had not done this before; their relationship was not that far advanced. His interest quickened when she twisted onto her back and flung the covers to one side. Black rubber gleamed on her graceful limbs. She stroked at her sex with both hands, ebony fingers winking in and out of the convoluted folds. He dropped the towel, crept to the bed and kissed her very gently on the mons.

Jenny started with surprise, then dragged his features into her crotch, entangling her fingers in his hair and urging him closer. Slick flesh billowed over his nose and mouth, tangy and succulent. He teased her pearl with his tongue, lubricated a finger with her juice and slid it into her anus.

Jenny grunted bestially. He felt her reflexive tightening slowly relax.

She arched her back and thrust into his face, oblivious to the effect her movements had on his breathing. His intrusive finger felt alien, but the sensation of penetration swamped her instinctive denial as he massaged her muscle slowly, the palm of his other hand grinding down over her mons.

Suddenly, she pushed him away. "Tie me up!” There was a note of urgent desperation in her voice.

"But I just want to make love."

She rejected his plea. "No! You started this - now finish it! I want you to tie me up!"

"You are tied up."

"Not tight enough! I don’t want to be able to move."

"And then?"

"Then you can do what you like, can’t you."

George felt the hairs on the back of his neck prickle at her implacable announcement. She offered herself to him as a bondage object with total abandon. He knew her well enough by now to realise she was being deadly serious and left her squirming on the bed to investigate the possibilities offered by his extensive collection of harnesses. He could hear her hissing breath and an occasional moan through the open door of the dressing room.

"By theway,” hesaid casually, "I'm thinking of having one of thebarns converted into a dungeon."

"A dungeon!"

"Don’t sound so astonished - you'd like that as well, wouldn’t you?

Hooks from the ceiling; rubber curtains over the windows!” He glanced around thedoor and grinned wickedly. Jenny’s aroused face was all the confirmation he needed.

"Sounds wonderful.” Herbound hands slid over the tops of her thighs, fingers tracing the edge of the stockings against her soft skin. "But you're distracting me. I still want you to tie me up!” George watched from the doorway as she settled back on the bed, stretching like a Persian cat. Polished latex gleamed amongst the crisp sheets, black on white. She cupped her breasts and pinched at hardening nipples, the turgid pigmented flesh swollen to stiffened tips. A dull flush stained her cheeks, spreading slowly down past the collar to the base of her throat. George watched for a long time, then stirred into action.

His selection of restraints intrigued Jenny. He seemed to prefer the sophistication of leather and steel to the simple ropes she remembered from her childhood days. At a touch, she rolled onto her stomach. He removed the handcuffs, pulled her unresisting arms behind her back and slid a single arm mitten up to her shoulders. The heavily reinforced leather feltloose at first, but once in place, George began to draw in the long laces, clamping the mitten ever tighter from wrist to biceps.

Blessed with a suppleness granted to few, her elbows almost touched, the unnatural angle of her arms projecting her breasts forward above the rubber corset. Jenny tried to wriggle her fingers, but the mitten enclosed both hands in a narrow restrictive pouch padded with foam rubber. She felt a strap bite into her wrists and the snap of a padlock.

The mitten was further tensioned by short straps attached torings at the rear of her collar. George inspected the fit of the mitten, admiring the bulging outlines of her pinioned arms, then secured her ankles with wide cuffs held apart by a pair of parallel steel spreader bars.

A worm of excitement coursed though Jenny’s stomach. She readily responded to her increasing bondage, lips wet and parted, a smouldering intensity in her glittering eyes. She struggled against the mitten, flexing her fingers inside the restrictive pouch, but escape was impossible.

Insulated by layers of leather and foam rubber, her hands were all but useless.

Georgebentto kiss her buttocks and she responded instantly, thrusting outher rump and waving her scent under his nose, gasping aloud at the touch of his lips on her gaping sex. By drawing up her knees, she found herself in a position of intoxicating vulnerability. George’s tongue lapped vigorously, sucking on her pulsing slit and wriggling into the tight button of her anus. She smeared herself over his face, then cried out as his bluntness slid along her oily cleft. She tried to lure him into her, but George teased with a touch that drove her crazy, just nosing between her lips and withdrawing whenever she attempted to impale herself. She cried out with frustration when he wandered away from her sex, but his exploring tip glided down one thigh and slipped beneath the stocking top.

He copulated with her leg, pushing his length to the root between the skin of her thigh and the tautblack membrane. Rubber enclosed him in a slithering clasp. She cried out sharply when his finger returned to invade her rectum, sliding in and out ata leisurely pace in time with his sticky rod. The curious sensation left Jenny writhing in a mixture of arousal and exasperation, her passion slowly tightening.

Suddenly, George withdrew, dived into the dressing room and reappeared with a selection of small hatboxes. Jenny twisted onto her back, watching closely, the chain attaching her to the headboard trailing between her heaving breasts. He placed the boxes in a row on the bed, satbeside her and smiled at her heated features, his fingers tracing the shape of her mouth before sliding between her parted lips. She suckled with a dexterous tongue, moistening the substitute phallus and jerking her hips in an erratic rhythm of copulation, the spreader bars rattling against each other. When he replaced fingers with his lips, she melted in a drowsy sea of contentment, straining against the mitten and sinking beneath his weight into the softness of the bed. George sensed the urgency in her kiss, but prolonged the moment knowing her final surrender would be so much sweeter. He bent to draw a nipple into his mouth and bit down on the sensitive teat. She hissed with pain, writhing helplessly until the rosy flesh glowed angrily. George alternated from breast to breast for a long time.

"What's in the boxes?” she eventually gasped, desperate for a respite.

"A surprise."

"After last night, nothing you do would surprise me!” she said dryly.

"Then I'll make the selection for you."

"Selection?"

"In each of these boxes is a different design of rubber helmet.” He smiled at her reaction. It was surprise! "The least extreme merely covers the head but leaves the face open. The others all incorporate a gag of onekind or another. The most extreme - well, let's just see if you select it, shall we? Whichever one you pick, you'll have to wear."

Jenny snorted. "Knowing my luck, it'll be the most boring!” They laughed together.

George kissed her lightly. "Choose!"

Without hesitation, she nodded at the end box. "That one."

"Sure?"

"For God's sake, just open the damned box!” He was teasing her and sheloved it. George lifted the lid and pulled out anextraordinary ovoid of shining latex. Jenny’s eyes widened.

"Bad luck, but good choice - this is the most extreme hood!” He flexed the thick rubber, watching her reaction closely. Any reservation and he would go no further, but Jenny showed no signs of anxiety - in fact the opposite. The colourful flush spread down to her breasts. She yearned towards him with her bound body.

"Show me,” she husked, and George did.

Constructed from two layers of transparent rubber, the hood covered the entire head down to the base of the throat. An inflator bulb hung from a valve at the crown. Another metal valve stem protruded through the centre of a larger breathing tube positioned at the mouth.

This tube passed into the helmet through both layers of latex and swelled into a small bladder. Once fitted, she realised he could inflate the helmet and gag at will. It both intimidated and attracted a fascinated and highly aroused Jenny.

She did not resist when George released her from the collar and eased the flaccid membrane over her head. Rubber stretched and flowed across her features, then settled against the skin of her face and neck.

She automatically opened her mouth at the touch of the bladder on her lips, sucking in soft rubber convulsively. Laboured breathing echoed inside her head. George adjusted the helmet and refitted the posture collar, securing her once again to the bed. He gazed down at the flaccid outer skin lying in loose folds over her shrouded and diffuse features.

The helmet adhered to the skin of her cheeks and forehead, creating a bizarre rippling distortion. She whimpered at the asthmatic gasp of the hand inflator and squirmed as the helmet began to pressurise. Thick rubber clamped down, flowing into the contours and cavities of her face like liquid molasses. Grotesque patterns of contact spread and coalesced as the rubber tightened. He pumped slowly until the helmet was fully inflated, a quivering ball of honey encompassing her entire head, the taut latex bulging out from above the restrictive collar. He removed the inflator and screwed it to the valve stem at her mouth.

Jenny twisted spasmodically as the gag expanded in a series of jerks, her muted cries highly arousing. George squeezed the bulb until he saw her cheeks swell beneath the smooth sphere, then disconnected the inflator.

Jenny’s head was enclosed in a filmy halo of saffron latex the size of an astronaut’s helmet, the single stubby breathing tube projecting through the outer skin at her mouth.

Beneath the swollen hood, she floated in an ecstatic haze. Rubber smothered her in an intimate and sensuous embrace, impelled by air pressure against every square inch of her head. She could not open her eyes against the latex and foundered in a dark and humid prison, her mind awhirl of eroticimages. The sensation of the gag expanding in her mouth made her tremble, then she felt George's probing tongue wriggle into her exposed sex and slumped into a powerful climax, her uninhibited cries transformed by the intrusive rubber gag into a strange thin mewling.

George was entranced. She ground against his face with back arched, raising her burning crotch to cover his mouth before collapsing with a shuddering groan of satisfaction and lying like a derelict washed upon some lonely beach, but he allowed her only a brief rest. Waiting until her ragged respiration eased, he folded her legs at the hips until the spreader bars touched the collar, trapping her ankles on either side of thebloated helmet with knees pressed against her breasts, then crushed her into a tight ball with his weight and wormed a thick leather belt around her body, lashing it tight behind the backs of her knees. He attached a karabiner to the sturdy ring set in her collar and clipped the spreader bars under her chin. Jenny wrestled against him but was easily mastered. She lay fully exposed and vulnerable. George eased a vibrator into her puckered ring and then slid inside her with one tremendous jerk.

The sudden forceful dilation made Jenny scream. Scrabbling for a grip on the rumpled sheet with his feet, he rammed into her silken heat, thrusting hard and fast, taking her in abestial rut as she lay beneath him utterly helpless. Frantic exhalations from the breathing tube stirred the matted hair clinging to his forehead. The vibrator massaged them both through her body from deep within her bowel. George felt her clasping warmth tighten and with a sudden convulsion, spilled into her. Jenny cried out her ecstasy, rocking from side to side in her restraints and sobbing into the gag until her cresting slowly subsided. Sweat dripped from the end of George’s nose and fell onto the tumescent latex skin encasing her head. He levered himself upright and deflated the helmet, but she twisted away from him, shaking her head fiercely.

"Do you want more?"

Her vigorous nod was severely inhibited by the posture collar.

"Be careful, Jenny. There is another part of this hood that increases the sensation of enclosure.” There was an insouciant shrug of her shoulders as if she didn’t care what her did. He thought for a moment, then released the restraints pinioning her legs and unfolded her body. She groaned with relief, resting quietly on her stomach while he dipped into the hat box again, but became instantly alert when he unbuckled and removed the collar. Before she could object, he slipped aloose black leather bag over her head. The bag was shaped like a large football and incorporated multiple eyelets at the rear of the deep collar. He aligned the breathing tube through a small steel reinforced hole, then began to thread a leather lace through the eyelets, slowly pulling the bag snug.

George tied the lace and refitted the posture collar over her leatherencased neck. He hauled on the straps at the rear, jerking the mitten even further up her arms before snapping padlocks through every buckle.

Jenny felt a touch on her rump and gasped asa coldness pushed against her sex and slid inwards with unctuous delight. Straps passed between her parted thighs and were tightened, clamping the dildo deep inside.

The head of the vibrator butted up hard against her anus. George then removed the spreader bars, bound her legs together with wide cuffs and bent them back at the knees, padlocking her ankles to the steel ring stitched into the end of her mitten. Drawn into a stringent position, she found herself writhing helplessly on the bed in a ferment of heated excitement.

George watched her strugglings. She was hog-tied into a strenuous back-breaking ball, yet displayed no discomfort. In fact, the more he restrained her, the more she became aroused. He attached the hand inflator bulb to the helmet again and began to pump. The leather bag enclosing her head stirred and expanded slowly until it became a tight spherical sheath, and still he pumped. Unable to swell any further, the rubber was forced into even greater contact with her invisible head.

Bestial moaning filtered out from deep beneath the layers of latex and leather, but the impersonal ball, swollen and bizarre, remained impassive, concealing the furious turmoil beneath. To complete her bondage, George clipped a thin chain to the ring at the crown of the helmet and slowly forced her head back, shortening until the taut links quivered.

Once her head was pulled back as far as possible, he locked the chain to her ankles.

She bucked and twisted against her bonds, but her efforts were contemptuously contained. With a squeal, she climaxed explosively with an uncontrollable shudder, sweat dripping in glistening rivulets down her slick thighs. George was tempted to cover her, but almost immediately, she began to rotate her hips again, grinding out an intimate sexual rhythm. To interrupt now would intrude on a supremely personal moment. He slipped into his dressing gown and padded down to the kitchen, pausing at the front door to collect the post.

Above, her cries made faint by distance, he heard Jenny climax again.

Shaking his head in disbelief, he went to make the breakfast.

 * * * * *

 


IMMERSION

 Haverstock in the early summer was a delight. George’s horticultural wizardry had transformed the house and garden into an oasis of colour and scent. Jenny thought the place simply beautiful as she sunbathed beside the pool. Sheltered from the cold and completely enclosed by a high whitewashed wall topped with red tiles, the pool and surrounding terrace had an intimate and exotic Mediterranean feel. Rare climbers fingered up the walls and swept down in profusion between urns and troughs filled with miniature palms.

Sherelaxed onareclining sunbed watching George wander around the walls tying up drooping stems with twine. Even his simplest movements fascinated her, and at that particular moment she considered the stems to be very lucky indeed. He pottered from plant to plant dressed only inblack rubber briefs, the profile of his lazy erection plainly visible to her interested gaze.

Naked, but with wrists and ankles cuffed by stainless steel shackles, she lay shrouded in a transparent latex body bag from neck to toe with a wide leather collar clamping the bag tight to her throat. A thick chain trailed away from the heavy brass padlock under her chin to a sturdy ring set in one wall. Her palebody was a ghostly silhouette of light and shade beneath the tough honey-coloured membrane. Transient rippling patterns flowed across the undulating rubber whenever she moved.

George finished his work, tidied up and dived into the pool, cruising fromend toend ina lethargic crawl for several minutes before climbing out. He dried off, climbed onto the sun bed and sat astride her chest.

Thebagrestrained her movements, but she pressed her palms flattohis chest, tenting the latex upwards. Their kiss was long and sensual. He tasted salt on her parted lips.

"How are you going to explain your tanned face and white neck? He tapped his fingers on the stiff collar.

"I'm going to tell the truth.” She stretched languidly, the rubber flexing with her movements. Moisture misted the interior surface like spectral clouds. She was perspiring freely in the hot sunshine.

They kissed again. Jenny squirmed, testing the limits of her movement.

George teased her prominent nipples, then pulled the bag tight to her chest, flattening her breasts. She parted her knees and arched her back in response to his probing fingers, sighing as the rubber slithered over her mons. Sweat darkened the hair at her temples and neck.

A dreamy silence settled over the terrace, broken only by the occasional rustle of latex counterpointing Jenny’s deep breathing and soft moans.

She plucked urgently at his briefs and managed to uncover him despite being hampered by the handcuffs and bag. George felt her soft kiss on his tip and then she sucked him in, dragging her teeth up and down his length and worming her tongue over the smoothness of his glans. He swelled in her mouth, his girth forcing her lips into a tighter seal as she fed greedily on his tumescent flesh, her hands stroking and kneading the insides of his thighs. He thrust down slowly, allowing Jenny to take him at her leisure and watching the play of suppressed passion wash over her features.

Eventually, before mattersbecame uncontrollable, George released the chainand urged her into the house. Sheshuffled forward in front of him still encased in the bag and had to negotiate the stairs on all fours, her rump projecting into his face and swaying from side to side in a provocative way. Unable to resist, George slapped her with the palm of his hand. Jenny squeaked with surprise, giggling when he pulled her reddening buttocks apartand planted akiss in the crease of her sex. Soft flesh gleamed with dew under the rubber.

Once in the bedroom, he stripped away the sodden latex and unlocked her restraints. Jenny was sluicing away her sticky sweat in the shower when he joined her. They stood under the stinging water entwined in each other’s arms, his erection stabbing at her stomach, but when she knelt, he raised her back up again.

"Notjust yet. I've got other plans.” He dried her with a huge towel and slipped a leather blindfold around her head. She lay naked on the bed, passive and silent while he rummaged in the dressing room. He had taken to blindfolding her whenever he went into the room to heighten her anticipation; she never knew what delights had been selected until she was fully dressed.

Jenny did not object to this at all!

He opened the wardrobe, made a thoughtful survey of the clothing within and came to a decision. Black latex enveloped his limbs. He poured himself into a full body suit, closed the rear zip and spentsome time adjusting the fit to smooth out any wrinkles before draping Jenny’s clothes over one arm and returning to the bedroom. Waiting for him to dress, sheidly speculated on his choice and smiled slightly at the approaching whisper of rubber.

George knelt and kissed her toes, then eased her feet into soft clinging latex. An advancing sensation of tightness marked the progress of the rubber up herlegs. She succumbed to this d ressing ritual knowing how dramatically it heightened their enjoyment of each other. George pulled the mysterious garment over her swelling hips and across her stomach, the familiar impermeable touch trapping heat in her crotch.

Latex whispered around her shoulders and down to her fingertips, smothering and embracing in a delightful caress. When he tu gged at the rear zip to tension the suit, her breasts were pressed flat to her chest by the taut skin. Heslipped dainty courtshoes with towering heels onto her feet and then sheathed each arm inside a thick rubber bondage mitten, admiring the way her fingers were compressed by the restrictive oval pouches. Steel rings flickered at the very tips of the mittens.

"I'm taking off the blindfold, but don’t open your eyes yet."

She felt the leather slide away. He kissed her tenderly and smoothed the hair back away from her face, then she felt the unique sensation of a rubber helmet stretching over her crown. Latex clamped against her cheeks and forehead, warm and tight. She felt her lips 0oze out through a tiny mouth aperture, but her nose was completely covered in a seamless membrane. The neck contracted around the collar of the suit with a tacky snap, sealing her inside. He took her useless hand and pulled her to her feet.

"You can open your eyes now."

Jenny stared back at her reflection in a dressing mirror, gaping in momentary confusion, During her dressing, she had convinced herself that the suit would be black, but it was not so. Transparent rubber hugged her limbs and body in a sheath of palest gold. She stared at her naked form through plastic goggles set in the helmet. Erect nipples protested at their humid confinement and her flattened pubic hair roughened the smoothness above the curve of her mons. George stood behind in ebony splendour, his body covered in glossy latex.

Helether preen for amoment, turning this way and that, then wrapped wide leather cuffs around her wrists and hauled on the buckles. Jenny flexed her hands to test their restraint, but the mittens easily contained her efforts, the tough pouches barely expanding around her spreading fingers. He clipped the cuffs to a hoist attached to one of the many hooks that had recently sprouted from the ceiling and hauled her arms above her head. Within seconds, Jenny teetered helplessly dn tiptoe, her body tensioned and vulnerable. George secured her ankles and knees with broad bands of leather, then tightened a thin strap across her exposed breasts. The leather dug deep, squeezing her sensitive nipples into the soft flesh. She struggled weakly when he advanced with a bit gag, but there was no escape. Her surrender was automatic.

His urgent kiss sent a shudder through her suspended form, then the gag was eased between her lips and secured with a jerk. She gripped it with her teeth and moaned softly, her breath hissing around the intrusive plug.

Unblemished rubber shone in the light, a polished sheen that covered every contour of her body. George ran his fingers down her flanks, mapping feminine curves with his palms. She trembled at his touch on her belly and threw back her head with eyes clamped shut. His slow exploration was an agony of expectation, torturing her heated libido.

He remained silent throughout, the only sounds in the room bein g the erratic sibilance of her breathing and the muted rustle of tensioned latex.

Then he spanked her!

Hard!

A sudden flame scorched into Jenny’s rump. She squealed in a mixture of shock and excitement, her eyes popping open under the goggles.

Chains rattled in response to her frantic writhings. George stood behind, nipping at her shoulder with his teeth. His arms encircled her waist with hands pressed flat on her mons. He exerted pressure and stroked slowly, forcing the thin rubber to slide over her mound. Pubic hair crackled in protest. Jenny stared ahead wildly ather own reflection and saw he held a wooden rule in one hand. A delightful glow spread through her rear, the aftermath of his sudden blow.

She whimpered when he shifted position and raised his arm, but made no effort to evade the stroke.

The rule whistled down onto her buttocks, a sharp flat crack that resounded in theroom. Again, the fierce heatblossomed. Blood coursed to the surface to stain her pale skin with a rosy tint. She wrenched at her restraints, twisting and turning, herback arched in ecstasy asblow after blow latticed her rump and thighs. Pain and pleasure fused in a growing sweetness that centred on her sex, savaging physically and psychologically. Intoxicated with her plight, she abandoned any forlorn hope of resistance and rode the wave of her pleasure toa stunning climax.

Entranced, George sensed her need and flailed rapidly. He did notneed to use much strength. His carefullyjudged flagellation was designed to augment the other sensations she was experiencing rather than overwhelm.

Combined with her encapsulation in rubber and stringent bondage, he judged it sufficient to topple her into orgasm. At the moment of her collapse, he puiled on the hoist to lift her clear of the floor. Suspended by her arms, her bound body danced in a frenzy, legs kicking as she span in a blinding paroxysm.

When her trembling finally eased, he lowered her to the floor again.

Jenny found her legs were so weak she could hardly support her own weight. Her arms ached uncomfortably, a fire burned in her buttocks and she was streaked with sweat under the suit. George released her bonds and hugged her affectionately. She lay in his embrace, utterly content.

"You rat!” she mumbled. "How am I going to explain the marks on my bum when I play badminton tomorrow?"

"Simple. Don’t go."

"And disappoint Laurel and the other girls?"

"Then go and tell them I beat you mercilessly. They’ll never believe you!” He chuckled when she felt herself gingerly, wincing at the touch of her fingers.

"God, I'm melting in this suit - I need another shower to cool down."

She started to undress, but George grabbed her mittened wrist and dragged her out of the room. They ran downstairs, out to the pool and without slowing, leapt into the water hand in hand. Jenny shrieked as she wentunder, the suit shifting against her skin as trapped air gurgled and surged upwards beneath the rubber in an attempt to find escape, then she bobbed up to the surface, puffing and blowing. Her discomfort vanished at the first touch of the cool water. George was already swimming towards her. He dived at the last moment, pulled her down and kissed her fiercely on the lips.

The sensation was electrifying. She felt his powerful grip around her shoulders and the heat of his body warming her. She crushed her mouth to his until their need for air forced them to the surface. George took a deep gulp, sank out of si ghtand buried his facebetween her legs.

Moaning, Jenny closed her eyes and urged him closer with hands encircling his neck, her breath hissing through clenched teeth, then she was dragged down by his weight again.

The goggles gave good visibility underwater. George released her, boosted them both to the surface and wrapped his arms around her waist. She brought up her legs and clamped his thighs, her ankles linked in the small of his back. She pressed close and kissed his rubbercovered forehead. George felt the stiffness of her nipples pressing into his chest and thrust against her crotch, pinching at her smarting buttocks. Their intimate wallowing swim was slow and sensual.

"This is wonderful!” Droplets streamed from her helmet like pearls, sparkling in rainbow colours.

"I thought you’d like it - much better than the shower.” They floated around the pool as one for a long time, then he pushed her away. "Come on, let’s get out."

"Do we have to? I'm not cold at all."

"Nor am .” He heaved himself onto the terrace, grasped her extended arms and pulled her straight out of the water in one fluid movement.

Bright sunshine flooded down, bathing the terrace in golden warmth.

She stood beside the pool and shook iridescent droplets of water from her gleaming skin like a surreal bird of paradise. Water trickled from her crotch and spread in puddles around her feet. Suddenly, George benther armsbehind her back. Jenny heard the clicki ngofaratchetand felt steel tighten around her wrists. A chain hung from the handcuffs to apair of steel ankle restraints. Within seconds, she was bound hand and foot and watched helplessly while he attached cumbersome lead sinkers to the back of each ankle by a pair of short chains.

Before she could protest, a moulded rubber bung slipped between her lips and settled behind her teeth. She tried to bite down, but the mouth piece was too tough. George passed a web of elastic straps around the back of her head tohold itin place, then screwed a long corrugated tube to the hollow stem projecting from her lips. The tube reached down to her feet and ended in a swelling bladder.

He hugged her briefly, smiled, and pushed her into the pool!

Reeling helplessly, Jenny’s flailing and ungainly tumble was amplified byherhelmetintoa thunderous crash. Swirl ing torrents of bubbles rose around her as she sank, pulled to the bottom by the wei ghtsand coming to rest with her wriggling toes about a foot above the tiles. The hissing and popping diminished, giving way to a strange heavy silence interrupted only by the erratic thump of her heart. She writhed frantically against her bonds, but the steel held her fast. Looking up, she saw the breathing tube snaking to the surface where the bobbing bladder held the end clear of the water, and exhaling cautiously, was relieved to find her breathing unimpaired.

She groaned. Already, the latent heat in her belly was waxing again.

Novel sensations of enclosure and restraint bombarded her feverish mind; the bands of steel pinioning wrist and ankle, the pressure of the suit against her sensitive skin and the strange hollow hissing of her respiration. The viscous water dramatically dampened any frenzied movement like a huge resilient blanket. She reached down with bound hands and explored the cleft of her buttocks, dragging the rubber suit away from her sex and letting it snap back. The heavily lubricated seam slid with greasy delight over the swelling nub of her clitoris. Arching her back, Jenny tensioned the rubber across her breasts and masturbated slowly, revelling in the isolation created by her aquatic imprisonment.

Suddenly, a muted impact intruded on her enjoyment. She peered down the pool and discerned a vague black figure slowly emerging from amidst a clearing mass of bubbles, It glided towards her like a shark, predatory and threatening, wavering patterns of sunlight glancing across its back and shoulders. She saw that it, too, was connected to the surface by a long trailing breathing tube.

George circled her defenceless body. She tried to follow his progress, but the ankle chains prevented her from turning. He pounced from behind, wrapped his legs around her thighs and plucked ather nipples.

Jenny struggled in his grasp, trying to enhance the feeling of vulnerability.

Water swirled and gurgled, then he was gone. In this buoyant world, new erotic possibilities opened up. He suddenly rose into view from below and drew her head into his crotch. The outline of his erection rubbed over her cheeks, urgent and thick. He thrust into her face with slow deliberation until she quivered uncontrollably.

Fire welled in Jenny’s cleft. She knew she was close. George released her again and dived to burrow into her pulsing sex. He lay spread- eagled in front of her, drifting horizontally with arms and legs outstretched only touching her with his face. She raked herself over him and felt his breathing tube grinding along the length of her slit, dragging at the thin latex. He encircled her thighs with his arms, parted her knees with a touch and pressed the suit into her anus, his probing finger shouldering aside her muscle.

Jenny heaved against her bonds. She climaxed with a shrill cry, convulsing out of control and almost dislocating George’s neck with the power of her gyrations. Faint echoes of distress filtered through the water. He pushed harder, his finger swallowed to the knuckle inside her body as contractions ripped through her loins, squeezing at him spasmodically. She swirled inside a cocoon of sweet rapture that left her weak and feverish.

Finally, George withdrew. He gazed at her lidded eyes beneath the goggles and smiled, then pushed himself to the surface. Jenny saw him surge out of the water. He stripped off his helmet and stared down at her for a few moments, then waved farewell.

Seconds later, the flexible pool cover slid across the surface above her head and plunged her into utter darkness!

* * * * *


SUSPENSION

Jenny walked with slow precision behind George through the quiet splendour of his walled garden. A hush settled over the darkening landscape in the gloaming. Westwards, the sun was setting in a ball of orange fire eclipsed by bars of grey cloud. He paused for a moment to savour the symmetry of lush borders laid out with precision between the weathered walls, then turned to gaze ather silent and upright form.

Unable to speak or see, Jenny could not return his fond stare and stood like a silent vermilion statue, the polished curves of her body catching and scattering the last rays of the sun.

She was entirely covered in a suit of brilliant red rubber, the layers of thin latex adhering to her body like a second skin, taut and unblemished.

A black rubber corset with red pinstriping nipped in at her waist to create a delightfully sensuous silhouette. She wore thick red shoulder-length bondage mittens with a heavy steel ring at the tip of each hand pouch. With her wrists handcuffed behind her back and the rings padlocked together, she was helpless toresist the pull on her broad and deep rubber posture collar. George wound the braided leather leash around his hand and gently urged her forward again. Shuffling unsteadily, Jenny teetered forward on searing heels. Red leather boots enclosed her calvesand feetinaniron grip, the silk laces hauled cruelly tightand tied offbeneath each knee under double padlocked straps. An extremely restrictive red rubber hobble skirt enclosed her body from waist to ankle and severely inhibited the movement of her legs, the diffuse outline of the boots clearly visible beneath the taut latex.

Heat built slowly between her thighs as she tried to walk with tiny mincing steps, the rubber squeaking faintly with every snubbed step and tugging on a pair of tiny latex briefs buried in her crotch beneath the suit. Moulded in one piece, the briefs incorporated a multitude of fine conical projections that slid back and forth along her cleft to create an unbelievable sensation. With ankles cuffed and padlocked, she could manage nothing more than an agonisingly slow shuffle, but George was patient; it had already taken nearly half an hour for her to walk through the house and out into the garden, yet their destination, the barn, still lay another ten minutes away.

Hestopped again and let her rest for a few moments. She was unappreciativeof the fine sunset and stood instiff isolation. A full rubber helmet covered her head in a tight ruby sheath, masking her features beneath stretched latex. The merest trace of her nose could be discerned, with flexible rubber nostril tubes curving away across each cheek and up to her crown. The only sounds in the garden were the muted whistle of hoarse respiration rasping through the tubes and an occasional muffled groan escaping from gagged lips. She wrestled against the handcuffs to increase the enjoyment of her predicament, twisting from side to side, but her efforts were entirely futile. George tugged on the leash again and Jenny stumbled forwards, gravel crunching under her needle sharp heels.

Despite the severity of her costume and bondage, Jenny teetered on the edge of her pleasure. A stifling heat pounded through her belly, trapped and magnified by the suit. The past few weeks had been one long exercise of discovery as her awakening proclivities responded to an ever increasing program of bondage. George patiently explored her preferences, gradually refining to produce the most dramatic responses, and in turn, Jenny surrendered without reservation, her confidence and trust in him absolute.

Her stability was beginning to fail by the time they reached the barn.

She wobbled alarmingly in the boots and fought for balance in a blind world dominated by the odour of fresh latex. The brand new red rubber outfit was the latest addition to her wardrobe and had been designed especially for this night. George unlocked the main door and pulled her inside. High security double deadlocks clicked home when the steel plated door swung shut. He led her to one wall and looped the leash though a ring set in the masonry.

Jenny relaxed and leaned against the wall, thankful for some support at last, but it was not fatigue that affected her equilibrium - she felt far from tired after her walk.

Each step on that interminable journey had whetted her excitement, increasing a gut excitement that coursed through her bound body.

George’s meticulous preparations had been completed the previous day and this was to be her first night of solitary incarceration, but she still had no idea what awaited inside the innocuous mellow walls and despite her most inventive and persuasive sexual efforts, he had refused point-blank to tell her what delights lay ahead. Her belly churned at the sound of the locking door. He moved around the room just at the limit of her truncated senses, then his arms were around her, embracing tenderly.

She felt the press ofhisbody and the subtle bulge of his erection rubbing against her stomach. Hands traced paths of excitement over her rump and breasts, pinching and kneading until she groaned uncontrollably, then his fingers worked at the back of her neck to release the collar.

Tensioned rubber slowly relaxed and the helmet was gently peeled off toreveal a gossamer thin red rubber hood with apertures for eyes, nose and mouth. She was forced to duck her head to avoid the glare of bright lights, but her sight cleared within moments and she gazed around the room with lively interest.

The barn had been stripped of everything, leaving an uneven stone flagged floor and bare walls, but it was warm and dry despite the brutal simplicity of the cavernous interior. Each barred window was double glazed and sealed with an external steel shutter, indistinct behind transparent latex drapes. From outside, the barn would look dark and deserted despite the brilliant illumination within. Heavy iron rings were set at regular intervals around every wall and from the massive ceiling beams. Chains swung back and forth, glittering and tinkling faintly. The only pieces of furniture were a large steel cabinet in one corner and a waist-high padded frame standing in a halo of light.

"I trust everything is to your liking?” George smiled at her stunned reaction.

Jenny was both impressed and vaguely disappointed. "I'm afraid I was expecting something a little more spectacular, with masses of arcane equipment."

"Give ittime. There’s plenty of room for expansion.” The cabinet door stood ajar to reveal an interior bulging with mysterious clothing. New bondage items spilled over each shelf, writhing straps of leather and chained cuffs glinting in the light.

"You've been busy."

"Nothing else to spend my money on!"

George knew exactly what he was going to do. Since she first revealed her love of restraint, he realised there had been a fundamental shift in the balance of their relationship. By common consent, she had become sexually submissive and now expected him to control her though imaginative and persistent bondage. He had never before experienced such a powerful attraction and Jenny was now more than precious to him. She stood insilence, bound hand and foot, imploring him with her eyes to do as he wished. George marvelled at his good fortune in stumbling across a beautiful woman who possessed such delightful inclinations.

He led Jenny into the circle of light and bent her over the frame. She settled herself with a wriggle, her buttocks projecting upwards. A cushioned bar supported her stomach comfortably. George removed the handcuffs and stretched out her arms on either side of her head before rolling the hobble skirt up her legs and over the swelling of her hips to her waist. He placed each boot into a profiled depression cut into the base on either side of the frame. Jenny lay quietly while he arranged her limbs, aware of the delightful vulnerability of her position.

She giggled when he planted an affectionate kiss on each quivering cheek, then his tongue traced a lazy path up the outline of her cleft.

Beneath the suit, her puffy sex slithered with oily delight beneath the stiff rubber cones, an agonising sensation that made her tremble uncontrollably.

While she still reeled, George began to bind her to the frame.

Fresh leather straps dug into her parted legs from ankle to thigh, each black band a stark contrast with the red latex. She gasped as her waist was compressed even further by a wide belt. Another flattened her breasts into the frame, then both arms were secured at shoulder, elbow and wrist. He stretched the rubber mittens into elongated pouches and padlocked the tips to the base of the frame.

Responding to her increasing bondage, Jenny squirmedand struggled against the tight restraints, the sturdy frame creaking as it absorbed the stresses of her movements. She watched him snap padlocks through every buckle.

"Aren’t you going to gag me?” she asked sweetly.

"Of course.” George tugged at the soft leather lying against her face.

What initially appeared to be padding folded back on either side like a clam shell to reveal a respirator mask attached into the frame.

Breathing valves clustered inside the moulded cup behind a protruding rubber gag. He cradled her head and gently lowered her face into the open mask. Jenny suckled on the phallus and felt thick cushioned seals squash against her cheeks. The leather flaps closed behind her head and tightened gradually as George threaded a lace through the long line of eyelets from crown to nape of neck. Once fully laced, he buckled aseries of straps over the closed hood and settled abroad collar around her neck.

The air she breathed passed throua gbahnk of filters before entering an aroma casket, where it became heavily impregnated with the aroma of soiled latex. This addictive scent then swirled up a pair of corrugated tubes and into her lungs through the chattering valves. Totally blind and unable to move, Jenny was forced to continually inhale the sweet essence. She drew the pungent air deep into her lungs and groaned softly, the echo of her enforced respiration loud in her ears.

Entranced by the sight of her bound body, George listened to the changing timbre of her breathing. As she became more aroused, the whispering sibilance took on a more urgent note. A continual moaning issued from deep beneath the layers of leather and rose in pitch, slowly at first, but then suddenly waxing and taking on a frantic edge. He waited until she balanced on the brink of her orgasm, then timed his first stroke to perfection.

Using a stiff leather tawse, he lashed at her raised buttocks!

Muffled shrieks filled the barn. Jenny wrenched at the frame in a paroxysm of fury, but was easily mastered by steel and leather. She did not try to evade his strokes, but instead made every effort to project herself even further into the blows raining down on her defenceless rump. The tawse cracked with the regularity of a metronome.

In her midnight world of suffering, Jenny panted into the mask and squeezed back tears. The excoriation of her rear drew out a symphony of pain and pleasure that fused together until both melted and became indistinguishable. Her blood sang fiercely. She cried out with abandon when George opened the zip at her crotch, tugged the greasy briefs to one side and slid into her with one long, slow push. She took him to the root and felt his hardness quiver deep inside, then he was thrusting hard, the frame rattling in protest until with a finaljerk, he emptied into her liquid heat.

A wave of ecstasy washed over Jenny. She felt herself tighten, then a molten fury swept her away, and still he rammed into her, his weight crushing her to the frame as she rode out her climax.

Slowly, George withdrew. Jenny still struggled weakly beneath him with tortured breath rasping through the mask. He gazed at her slick flesh framed by the red crotch of the suit, then rummaged foramoment in the cupboard before returning with a small wooden box. Mounted onavelvet cushion inside were two smooth stainless steel ovals the size of eggs and a blunt probe. He lubricated the glittering probe with her dew and slid it into her anus until its flange rested against her button.

The eggs were then eased into her sex and sank slowly from view, the hungry flesh dilating to absorb their generous girth before closing again. George then replaced the briefs, ensuring the forest of bristling spikes were buried along her slit before closing the crotch zip of her suit. Working quickly, he released her from the frame and rolled the hobble skirt back down to her ankles again.

Jenny swayed unsteadily, still suffering from the aftermath of her climax, then stumbled to centre of the barn, her pointed stilettos scraping softly with each tiny step. Her walk was like a creaking hypnotic dance, with leather-clad feet flexing in a delicious symphony of restraint. The hobble dress stretched and flexed wonderfully with each step, the latex gripping her legs in a warm and elastic embrace.

George activated a switch and pointed towards the roof. Thick timbers supported the tiles high above their heads, rough hewn and blackened with age. A long chain passed through a pulley at the apex and down to the capstan of a powerful winch. She looked up as the winch ground into life and her eyes focused on a strange object, swinging gently as it descended slowly into the light.

She stared at it uncertainly, then in a sudden rush of realisation, recognised a body sheath!

Polished black hide gleamed, a textured lustre that reflected light in the fashion unique to leather. Straps hung around the body of the sheath like the coils of a giant snake, casually loose at the moment, but capable of biting down with astonishing tightness and enclosing with a grip of iron. George operated the winch until the sheath descended to the floor at her feet, then folded it open to expose the dark interior, working methodically at the plethora of bindings and buckles.

Jenny rotated her hips slowly, the sensual movement restricted by the tight skirt. The heavy weights jostled for position inside her sex. He positioned her beneath the hoist and wrapped the shapeless sack around her body, feeding limbs into the tough envelope. Braided stainless steel laces drew in the edges from ankle to neck, sliding with oily ease through endless eyelets along the length of her spine, constricting the sheath ever tighter. He folded her arms across the small of her back and clamped them into immobility. Jenny watched in fascination as the closing flaps of leather covered her smooth ruby skin to the shoulders like an inexorable rugose tide. He kissed her parted lips passionately and before she could respond, slipped the red rubber hood back over her head, snapping the tight neck down over the collar of the suit. Jenny sucked in the moulded gag and ran her tongue over its phallic girth. Her breath was an excited hiss through the nostril tubes, then George swiftly pulled the attached leather hood up over her face.

The flaccid helmet gained shape and substance, filled by the rounded contours of her head. Her features smothered by the anonymous hood, she became nothing more than an erotic cipher, a silent mannequin writhing out her pleasure inside the homogeneous sheath. He continued to thread the steel laces through the rear eyelets and slowly tightened the helmet, kneading and stretching the leather into position before passing the laces into a tiny steel shackle and tightening the securing bolts with a spanner. The hood clamped against her face with an unrelenting tension, a taut, glossy ball surmounting a graceful neck made slimmer by an integral posture collar.

Jenny felt leather draw up over her face and the subtle advancing restriction of the helmet, the thin membrane tightening viciously when the laces started to bite. She twisted her head from side to side, not only to enhance her own excitement, but also to add a little extra tension to the lacing. Both breathing tubes jutted through holes piercing the leather on either side of the shackle. George’s hidden fingers raised her chin and she felt the collar settle around her neck from shoulder to ear, When she was helplessly bound, he buckled the complex suspension harness around the bulging sheath, each leather band fully encircling herbody and head, forcing the leather into even closer proximity to her latex-clad skin. The slackened chain hung in a glittering loop from a sturdy ring at her crown.

The winch hummed.

Warmthspread through Jenny’sbelly and torso as she felt her feetleave the floor. With breasts pressed flat, she swung in a leisurely arc, a stiffened pupa of ebony leather dangling from the ceiling and groaning with pleasure. Beneath the sheath, the taut seam of her rubber suit dug into her heated cleft.

Smiling at the reaction, George circled her trembling body, admiring his efforts. She hung like a black cocoon, smooth and rounded, its grotesque outline barely identifiable because of the tightness of the strapping. He jerked at the broad bands and managed to tighten each strap a further notch before securing every buckle with a large brass padlock.

Only her head was immediately recognisable, an anonymous ovoid surmounted by the breathing tubes. He sent her spinning with a flick of his hand and operated the winch to raise her ten feet or so from the floor before turning out the lights. George chuckled softly on his way back to the house. She would be a melting wreck by the morning!

Floating in an erotic haze, Jenny felt a heavenly psychological isolation inside the brutally tight sheath. Freed from the stilted etiquette of human society, she knew she could react in an utterly selfish manner, alone and unobserved. She could scream until her voice was shredded, but no-one would hear. It was a wonderfully liberating thought!

Little by little, her internal warmth became physically enhanced by the insulating properties of the encompassing sheath, stoking the conflagration of her arousal. Blind and virtually deaf, she found her other senses curiously enhanced; the touch of the suit on her skin and the sweetaroma of warm latex filtering in through the breathing tubes. Her swinging arc across the barn gradually subsided after George’s departure, but did not completely disappear. Despite the severity of her bondage, she was able to flex slightly, the regular movement enough to sustain a constant oscillation in addition to driving her crazy. The weighty probe in her rear shifted slowly, oozing in and out as she tensed her muscle.

Writhing in an erotic but restrictive frottage that was simply overwhelming, Jenny groaned with pleasure, grinding her mons against the sheath. To an outside observer, the gleamin g cocoon twitched and jerked as if imbued with a strange life of its own, the occasional creaking of leather accompanied by an irregular sibilance and muted chorus of profound sexual distress.

Swiftly, Jenny slumped into a burning chaos that swept through her body, impaling with ecstasy. She screamed incoherently into the rubber gag filling her mouth. Contractions rippled deep inside, squeezing the eggs, and for a time she knew nothing but a feverish and uninhibited joy so sweet she almost fainted; a soul pleasure that only came with total rapture.

She hung motionless for a few minutes slowly emerging from the delicious haze, but then almost immediately felt her powerful urges stirring again. With a soft cry of exquisite bliss, she began to struggle desperately against her bonds...

* * * * *


TRANSPORTATION

Jenny stood and walked hesitantly around the hotel bedroom testing the feel of her new boots. Already accustomed to towering heels that would cripple most women, she had little difficulty in adjusting to the ballerina points, her toes and ankles rigidly supported by tightly laced leather. Indeed, from the knees down, her legs were so firmly clamped by the form-fitting boots that she felt virtually no discomfort, despite the severe angle of her arched feet. She strode to the mirror and admired the sleek lines of her endlessly long legs. The extra height imparted by the boots dramatically altered the proportions of her body, which assumed a cartoon fantasy silhouette that teetered daintily on the needle thin ten-inch heels. Satisfied with the fit, she threaded padlocks through the straps at the top of each boot and secured them with a snap.

With her dressing now complete, she scanned over the page of instructions once again. George had departed earlier in the evening to make his own preparations. They had travelled down to London the previous day, enjoyed an intimate meal at an excellent restaurant and spent much of the afternoon doing a few sights. With strict orders not to open the envelope until after dusk, she had luxuriated in the bath idly wondering what wasin store for herand at nine sharp, opened his letter and began to dress.

The thought of what might occur in the next few hours made her stomach flutter pleasantly. He possessed such a devious and bizarre mind that anything could happen. Jenny knew he had spent the last week arranging something very special and that she was going to suffer, but that had now become a vital part of their relationship; the gradual tightening of anticipation as her time drew nearer.

Following his instructions exactly, she had selected her clothing and dressed with fastidious care, knowing she would be critically examined to ensure every crease had been smoothed, every blemish polished away and every buckle precisely fastened.

She gazed at her reflection and felt a sudden surge of excitement. The game had started, she was now following a course laid out for her and had no idea what would happen. But in one respect, she knew she excelled - she looked fabulous!

A modern Valkyrie stood there, clothed in shining black armour. A drum-tight latex and steel corset enclosed her body from chin to navel with laces fully closed and tied off under a long series of straps, each drawn taut and padlocked. Her naked breasts protruded through two circular apertures in the corset, imparting an image of intense femininity.

She could barely turn her head because of the deep posture collar, but found this restriction to her movement, along with the extreme compression at her waist, whetted her appetite. Glistening black latex stockings were attached to the corsetby a host of suspenderslaying flat against her thighs, dividing the pale flesh into zebra-like strips of black on cream. Her modesty was barely covered by a pair of minuscule rubber briefs, pulled tight, strapped and locked into position. Fulllength black latex gloves sheathed her arms, each secured at the wrist and upper arm with locked leather cuffs.

Jenny turned sideways to the mirror, placed her hands on her hips and pulled back her shoulders. Accentuated by the remarkable corset, her breasts thrustforward with hardened tilted nipples crowning pigmented areolae. She smiled at the insolently sexual reflection, squeezed and moulded by the latex, but her smile could barely be detected beneath the black rubber helmet enclosing her entire head. Like a glossy liquid ball, the gossamer thin hood enveloped every feature except for eyes, nostrils and mouth and extended down to the base of her throat beneath the laced neck of the corset, making it impossible to remove.

Jenny thoughtfully flicked at the sturdy padlock beneath her chin. She did not have the keys; George did, and he was out there in the city somewhere.

Almost ready now, she slid back the wardrobe door and ran ebony fingers along a row of shining jackets and uniforms, humming softly to herself. Packed to capacity, the rack sagged alarmingly under the unaccustomed weight of heavy latex clothing and creaked when she lifted out a scarlet trench coat as if groaning with relief. When away from his collection, George always thought it best to take everything - just in case! Jenny slipped her arms into the coat and closed the long zipper to just beneath her lower lip. Voluminous folds settled around her body, loose and shapeless until the belt was tightened She pulled the coat down to create a tension on her shoulders and across each swelling breast, then hauled on the broad belt to emphasise the constriction of her waist and threaded padlocks through the triple buckle.

Aninspection in the mirror revealed a rubber-covered head framed by the red hood. She fastened and locked the neck and wrist straps. With hands pushed deep into her pockets and hood pulled forward, only the heels and tips of the extraordinary boots and the black oval of her face remained uncovered by sleek vermilion rubber. The image was powerfully erotic, no doubt an essential part of George's plan. Stepping carefully on her points, she left the room to find him, the coat rustling and slapping against her ankles as she walked.

Walking through the crowded foyer of the hotel and out to the taxi proved to be an entertaining experience. A stunned silence trailed in her wake, but she didn’t care and settled in the back of her cab, noting with amusement the driver’s frequent covert glances in his rear-view mirror. She tried to ease back in the seat, but the corset was rigidly inflexible and constricted with a grip of iron. Eventually, after enduring her self-imposed discomfort in Stoic silence, they entered a seedy and neglected industrial area and pulled up outside a row of shabby premises built under the arches of an ancient railway viaduct.

Consulting her instructions, she scrutinised the buildings and eventually located a dingy sign.

Glassman’s Import and Export

It appeared that Glassman had fallen on hard times. The taxi clattered away into the night leaving her alone. She took a deep breath and pushed open the door.

The offices were so dark inside she could barely see. Fumbling for a light switch proved pointless; the power seemed to be off. Moving cautiously down a gloomy passage, she entered a large open area with a curving brick roof, recognisable as the underside of the viaduct arch above. Her coat rustled softly in the echoing, cathedral-like space. The ballerina points felt like stilts, but the rubber tipped heels and toes made no sound on the rough concrete.

"George?” Her call was a little unsteady. Although she trusted him implicitly, the darkness felt threatening and claustrophobic.

"Don’t move! Do not turn around!” A low command came out of the shadows just a few paces behind her back. Dazzling lights blazed suddenly. She raised a gloved hand to protect her eyes against the glare.

"I said don’t move!” She recognised the harmonics of his voice and smiled, her trepidation gone now thatshe wasin his presence. Hisarms encircled her waist, exploratory hands squeezing breasts and buttocks, but she held herself completely rigid, compelled to obey by the rules of their game.

"Good, that’s better,” he breathed against her flattened ear. She remained immobile when he slowly raised the rear of her coat and teased at the warm flesh of her thighs above the stocking tops, kneading gently with finger and thumb. Jenny shifted her stance slightly in response to the pressure of his palm and opened her legs to allow his knuckle to rake across her latex briefs. She sighed as the thin rubber slid into her cleft, dragging at her sensitive mound and stretching over her moist flesh.

"Close your eyes, I don’t want you to see me just yet."

Jenny could hear his soft movements and knew he was inspecting her.

She stood proudly in self-imposed darkness, realising now that he had also dressed for the evening.

"Excellent! I see my new present fits perfectly. I can’t fault your clothes."

"Thanks.” Jenny warmed under his praise. She felt his lips caress hers for asecond, the minimal insertion of his tongue asif to merely reaffirm her taste before withdrawing again. Gently, she felt her arms eased behind her back, the touch of his fingers on her wrists followed by the oily snap of a heavy padlock securing the steel rings stitched into each leather cuff. A subtle tightening over her eyes betrayed the presence of a blindfold.

She remained quite still during these preparations. George smiled at her diffidence, then tightened abroad leather beltaround her waistand clipped the rear to a taut length of chain hanging from the ceiling. He wrapped cuffs around her ankles, spread her legs wide and shackled them to iron rings set into the floor. Jenny felt a collar encircle her neck and was compelled to bend at the waist, bowing down to allow short chains to be attached from the rings on either side of her feet up to beneath her chin. She stood unsteadily with her rump pointing towards the roof and weight supported by the waist belt as another chain was locked to her wrist cuffs. With the rattle of a hoist, he pulled her arms vertically upwards, drawing her bound wrists away from her doubled form.

Jenny could hardly move. The excitement of her demanding stance spread a delicious warmth throughout her body when she realised the extent of her blatant vulnerability; buttocks raised, head lowered and legs straight and spread in an almost bestial position of copulation.

Only the long flowing coat hid the puffy swelling of her latex-sheathed crotch.

But that was no protection!

Crouching, George burrowed under the voluminous hem and knelt within the dim tented circle of supple rubber, seeking the scented treasures hidden at its apex. She felt the strength of his arms wrap around her splayed thighs and his seeking lips nose at her pungent tumescence, gasping aloud at the touch of his tongue on her melting sex. He nipped her musky flesh through the briefs, plucking at the thin membrane with his teeth and letting it snap back with a slap that made her cry out. Damp, unruly hairs curled on either side of the latex band covering her velvety entrance.

Her discomfort forgotten, Jenny pushed herself back into his face as far asthechainsallowed, twisting onhis plundering mouth, breath hissing with urgent sibilance through clenched teeth. He suckled on her mons, trailing saliva over the taut sheen of her briefs. She felt his tongue glide along the crease of her buttocks and explore the button of her anus, a tender dreamy osculation that made her belly glow. His lips ravaged her defenceless pudenda until she writhed passionately, the tight chains jingling faintly in an effort to absorb her uncontrollable convulsions.

Suddenly, he withdrew and flung the coat up over her body. The slippery briefs were eased to one side and then he was in her, sinking into her depths with a groan. Jenny clamped her muscles around him and rocked back and forth, swinging in her cradle of chains and straps, her toes lifting from the floor with each powerful thrust.

This was what she had yearned for all day; the absolute surrender of body and soul that could only be experienced when fully restrained.

Jenny gave herself completely, achieving a profound ecstasy that only came with total sharing. The greatest expression of her affection for George was a trust manifested and reinforced by her willing bonda ge.

Her body hungry for his hardness, she bucked and twisted on his rod until the simmering in her sex flared into a violent climax. Ur gentcries reverberated around the damp chamber. Her consciousness a ferment of sensations and images, she felt cream surge into her, his pubic bone grinding againsther rump ashe clawed at the chains toimplant himself deep within her furnace.

Eventually, George withdrew from her trembling grasp and replaced the sticky briefs. The chains slackened, restoring movement.

"Still mine for the evening?” he murmured, pressing his lips to her gleaming forehead.

"You mean there’s more?” she replied, a note of surprise in her voice.

She still wore the blindfold, but felt drowsy and content in her private darkness, enclosed within his comforting embrace with arms encircling his neck.

"This will be a night to remember, I promise you."

"Then I'm yours."

Her faith warmed George. She gave it to him so freely. He kissed her half open mouth gently and stripped away the blindfold.

Jenny gasped at the sight that greeted her. George wore a new black leather outfit that fitted his lean body perfectly. Stylish jodhpurs were tucked into long boots strapped at the knees, with a matching military riding jacket buttoned to his chin. He stood beside a tiny steel trotting cart comprising a padded leather saddle set between a pair of spoked bicycle wheels. A complex leather body harness was-attached to the end of a curved shaft and festooned with wires and tubes, each snaking back to a small metal box tucked underneath the saddle. George led her by the hand around the cart and stopped beside the saddle. He held up an intricate headstall incorporating a gleaming silver bit and extraordinary tubular leather blinkers.

"What - ?” She trailed off faintly and gave him a lost, pleading look.

"Since we're on holiday, I think you deserve an extra special treat. As you'vejust reaffirmed, tonight you are mine - totally! I've decided that you will be my ponygirl and once attached to this sulky, you'll provide my means of transportation to and from a fetish party that I happen to have tickets for, as well as remaining bridled throughout the evening should anyone wish to avail themselves of your services."

George watched her reactions closely, smiling when her initial resistance dissolved and was replaced by an intrigued fascination. She shrugged with a rueful smile and stood passively while he unlocked and removed her coat. Positioning her in front of the dainty machine, he fitted the body harness, passing thick leather straps around her waist and shoulders and hauling on the buckles. The shaft was connected to the sulky by a chromed swivel joint riveted to the back of the harness at the base of her spine, allowing reasonable movement in any direction. George took the wide strap that hung down from the back of the waist belt, passed it between her legs and tightened it at the front with a wrench, almost lifting her off her feet. The latex briefs were forced into her sex and the cleft of her cheeks. Jenny felt a hard nodule presson her clitoris. Inquisitive fingers discovered a thin electrical wire protruding from the belt at her crotch. She guessed its function and grinned.

Oncehewas satisfied withherbody harness, George eased theheadstall into position over her helmet. Leather straps were adjusted and then padlocked into place, drawing the cold bit into her mouth. Her field of vision was severely restricted by the tubular blinkers that settled over each eye socket and projected forward like a pair of bizarre binoculars.

He snapped down hinged circular flaps to seal the ends of the blinkers, leaving her in darkness whilst he draped the reins over her shoulders.

Knowing that she could no longer see, George bent to kiss her exposed breasts, delighting in the sudden sharp intake of breath past the bit.

Jenny groaned softly and lifted her hands to gently cradle his head. Her nipples were hard and urgent, swollen with the heat of recent arousal.

It seemed such a shame to cover her nudity, but he was determined to adhere to his plan knowing that she would experience even greater pleasure once she was fully dressed. Lifting a strange device, he positioned it over her torso and tightened the attached straps around her back and neck. The unseen touch of cold latex made Jenny tremble.

Georgeensured the complexbra was properly adjusted before pushing flexible rubber tubes over the enlarged teats at the apex of each black conical cup. The tubes, like the electrical wire, passed around the harness and along the shaft to the box under his seat.

Jenny felt her arms being bent behind her back and folded upwards until her hands rested between her shoulder-blades, the movement making her breasts slide forwards with unctuous bliss within the heavily lubricated cups of the bra.

Distracted by this heavenly sensation, she suddenly found that her wrists had been shackled together and chained to the rear of her collar.

To add to her discomfort, the cuffs at her upper arms were also strapped tight to her body, rendering movement impossible. She jerked ineffectually in her bonds, rattling her saddlery.

"Comfortable?” inquired George affably. He stood in front of her and raised the flaps covering her blinkers, peering down into a pair of incredulous blue eyes. "If only you could see yourself, but then, that pleasure is all mine. Let me explain one or two points before we go.

"Firstly, if you want out, our usual signal will suffice - I can easily see your hands from the saddle. You're in rather severe bondage and with the unfamiliarity of your new boots, I'll understand if you find this too overwhelming.” Jenny nodded stiffly, her neck movement limited by the collar of her corset. "In addition to the obvious function of the sulky, you may have noticed a small box underneath the seat that contains a battery and various other devices to which youare now connected.” He tapped the hard moulded cups covering her breasts. "Thisis a vacuum bra. All theair inside the cups can be pumped out, causing your breasts to swell. I don’t think any further description is necessary since you’ll soon be experiencing those pleasures.

"Also, a large vibrator is now pressed against your clitoris. This was a compromise on my part as I originally had in mind twin dildos, but you'll have a lot of running to do tonight and that might have been a little unpleasant. You see how concerned I am for you?"

Jenny smiled her understanding. George, despite his eccentric excesses, knew that like most women she was not at all comfortable with vegetable-sized probes inserted into her body for any length of time, despite the lurid claims to the opposite given in some of their fetish magazines. The centre of her arousal had always been her pearl,and in her present state of excitement the vibrator was all she needed to achieve satisfaction. Besides, at the end of the evening, he didn’t want her to feel too disappointed with his own modest manhood. George was, if anything, a pragmatist!

"My commands will be simple,” he continued. "A tug on either rein to move left or right, a firm pull to stop and a slap on the shoulders to start.” He held up a long leather switch for her to see. "I also have this which I may use to tickle if I think you are not performing adequately!

Okay, let’s go!"

Led by a tug on the bridle, Jenny turned full circle and walked to the warehouse doors, testing the resistance of the sulky through the harness. She watched him open the doors and allowed herself to be guided out onto the deserted street. Cool night air raised goose bumps on her exposed thighs.

A sudden increase in weight told her that he had settled himself on the saddle. The reins slapped against her shoulders and leaning forward, she hauled the sulky into motion. Initially, it was awkward to move.

His weight was a constant pull on her harness, but once rolling, the effort became more manageable, but it didn’t hamper her excessively.

With an occasional creak of leather, she strode down the road on her ballerina points, marvelling again at George’s astonishing imagination and the resulting plights she now found herself in.

They quickly reached the end of the road and turned left. George switched on a set of night lights - no sense in getting run over by the traffic. He studied Jenny’s leather and rubber-bound form for any signs of distress, butshe moved easily despite the extremity of herrestriction, her pale rump swinging delightfully with every pace. Taking up his switch, he tapped her sharply on the thigh.

"Trot on!"

Jenny squeaked and gathered pace, accelerating into a jog, her breath beginning torasp past thesteel gag, butshe wasa fitgirland had plenty of wind left. Suddenly, a car approached, highlighting them in a halo of light. George chuckled at the pale and staring faces swivelling with open-mouthed stupefaction as they passed by.

The journey to the club took just over ten minutes and Jenny was glad to arrive Her rubber clothing was far too efficient at conserving body heat, so despite the chill air she was perspiring freely, her skin slick inside its latex sheathing. The reactions of the occasional pedestrian made her smile, despite her discomfort. To her, their instinctive hostility indicated an inability to conceive the more subtle and pleasurable aspects of sexuality. Fortunately, George had saved her from that fate!

As they approached, more evidence of fetishistic clothing became apparent; a flash of rubber or the muted sheen of leather worn openly on the street. Through her blinkers, which gave a limited sideways figure of eight view, she saw faces turn in their direction. Interest rippled through the small crowd gathered outside the club. People stepped out of the foyer to seewhat had caused the commotion, craning their necks to catch a glimpse, their glances appreciative and admiring.

George pulled up at the entrance to spontaneous applause. Naturally, he immediately became the centre of eager questioning.

"Who is she?"

"Did you make this yourself?"

"Where can I get one?"

"Is that what you call it, a sulky?"

He fended off the inquiries adroitly while Jenny recovered her breath.

She stared out at the succession of curious faces that appeared at the end of her blinkers, then felt the touch of the reins again and moved forward into the club. To her dismay, she heard George announce that he would be making the sulky available to anyone who wished to try their hand. From the chorus of cries, she knew she would have an exhausting evening.

Their entrance into the club created even more disruption. Under his command, Jenny trotted across the dance floor and past each bar, experiencing a sudden wave of intense embarrassment as spotlights veered to follow her progress. People tumbled over themselves to get a better view. A dozen video cameras tracked, their all-seeing eyes recording her stately passage for later and more private examination behind closed doors.

To add to her difficulties, George activated the suction pump. An unbelievable sensation prickled over her breasts as her sensitive flesh oozed into the shaped cups, expanding inexorably as the air was evacuated via the flexible rubber tubes. With a final, syrupy slap, her nipples weresucked into the hollow teats and held with a vice-like grip.

Jenny’s senses reeled under the assault, her legs losing their strength as her trotting faltered. She stumbled, then cried out at the exquisite touch of the vibrator purring gently against her clitoris, radiating intense surges of pleasure through her belly. Only marginally aware of the crowds, she fought to retain her balance yet at the same time abandoned herself to the delicious simmering warmth glowing between her legs.

George reached beneath the saddle and increased the power another notch. He could see that she was highly aroused and beginning to lose control, but still kept her circling the dance floor, now lined with people. She could no longer trot and had slowed to an erratic, spasmodic walk, her head flung back. A sharp tug on the reins made no difference; her attention had fled inwards, the intensity of her emotions blanking out all external stimuli. He adjusted another control and felt the vacuum pump throbbing beneath his seat, alterrately sucking and releasing the air from her bra. The long rubber tubes pulsed and twitched rhythmically in a grotesque parody of a milking machine.

Beneath the strapping and the corsetry, the rigid bands of leather and layers of stretched latex, Jenny’s mind whirled in heated disorder. She fought for breath, her ragged respiration whistling past the restrictive gag, the steel muffling her feverish groans. Stunning sensations from her ravished breasts and nipples left her foundering as they were drawn in and out of the glutinous cups, manipulated by the merciless pump. Her muscles felt like sand. She struggled against her bonds helplessly, twisting from side to side in the body harness until, with a sudden rush, her climax leapt up and swept her away. She stumbled to her knees with head bowed to the floor, unable to maintain balance on the points, her slight body savaged by the virulence of her orgasm.

George sat spellbound, watching her slumped form convulse on the floor, shocked at the uninhibited display of passion. He glanced around, somewhat mortified, but the rapt attention of the audience showed that they, too, had been electrified by what they had witnessed.

He leapt from the saddle with sudden concern and gently helped Jenny to her feet. Streaks of sweat sheened her bare thighs and shoulders. He disconnected the swivel mounting and guided her, still trembling to an empty table standing alone in one corner, making her sit on a stool.

Jenny sagged in his arms while he removed her bit. "You rat,” she mumbled weakly. "In front of all those people as well."

"What a show, you were a natural!"

"I'm exhausted. How can you expect me to last the night?"

"I'll release you if you wish."

She was quiet for a moment, weighing his offer, then shook her head slowly. "No. It's your treat. It will be torture, but oh, so sweet!"

George bent to kiss her damp salted lips and slipped the silver bit between her teeth again. Jenny stood and composed herself with asigh of resignation. He snapped the flaps down over the ends of her blinkers and hobbled her ankles with loops of leather, then, unknown to her, opened the box beneath the saddle, extracted a sign and hung it from her harness.

TAXI FOR HIRE When he returned from the bar, the queue stretched for thirty feet!

Jenny’s legs ached. The last two hours had been spent circling the club under the direction of numerous clumsy but enthusiastic jockeys.

Maybe forty had taken up George’s offer and she felt an unusual excitement at the casual way he loaned her out to total strangers. In addition, constant use of the vibrator kept her simmering in a private sexual ferment. The lastjockey, a severe dominatrix in red leather, had kept her at a trot for several circuits of the club, but there was a temporary lull in interest after she departed with her pair of heavily shackled slaves, so GeorgeletJenny rest. She sat on the stool and sipped at a cool drink held to her lips.

"Tired?"

"Iamnow. How muchlonger doThaveto do this?” She eased the rigour of her bondage and stared at him through the goggles.

"You don’t. We'll leave in a minute and return to the warehouse.” As he spoke, a man detached himself from the crowd and strolled up.

Jenny groaned.

"I'm sorry,” George said, "but that’s enough for tonight."

"A pity, but you misunderstand, I really wanted tospeak to you on a different matter.” His disarming smilelit up a ruddy face. Mischievous eyes twinkled. He was in his late thirties, a tall and stocky man with dark unruly hair. "My name is lain Browning. I have to say I'm extremely impressed by your imagination.” His eyes flicked over Jenny’sbound formappreciatively. His clothing was simple butexpensive; heavy black rubber jeans and matching shirt under along leather coat. "I don’t think I've seen you here before so I'll come straight to the point. For several years now I've organised a discreet bondage club where true aficionados meet on a regular basis. Entry is strictly by invitation, and the affairs of the club are kept extremely private. We hold an annual meeting every August to celebrate the art of restraint, culminating in a competition for the most original and outrageous bondage. Members meet informally at my farmhouse in Sussex and we spend an enjoyable weekend exchanging views and casting aneye over the latest fetish clothing and equipment."

"Interesting.” George’s tone was carefully neutral. He’d heard of these clubs before. Most were either fronts for prostitutes or for the benefit of voyeurs and therefore to be avoided at all costs. He laid a reassuring hand on Jenny’s shoulder.

Iain chuckled. "I commend your caution, however, my club is one of the most exclusive in Europe. As I said, to join requires my own personal invitation, which I'm provisionally extending to you. Your presence would be a real bonus at the next competition. To be honest, a couple from Belgium have won first prize for several years and it would be pleasant to bring the cup back home.” He handed his card to George. "Think about it. No pressure, but if you're interested, give me a call.” He nodded at Jenny and sauntered away.

"Well?"

"I don’t know.” Jenny’s uncertainty was reflected in her voice. She gazed at the card held in George’s hand. There was a phone number beneath a pair of stylised handcuffs, but nothing else. "It could be dodgy,” she said finally. He turned the card over. Printed in gold on the reverse was the name of the club.

THE BLACK POST SOCIETY

"But then again, it could be fun!” he countered thoughtfully.

* * * * *


DEMONSTRATION

"I phoned that Iain Browning this morning.” Jenny sat curled up on the sofa cradling a glass of wine. She and George had just returned from the nursery with the car crammed full of plants for a new border he was digging out - as if there weren’t enough already at Haverstock.

"You phoned him?” George could not keep the surprise out of his voice.

"Don’tsound soshocked. [ haven’tcommitted us to anything yet.Ionly wanted to see if he was genuine."

"And?"

"His wife answered. Shirley. Nice woman.” She sipped slowly, teasing George.

"So he’s married,” he said, irritated by her reticence. "What else?"

"The farm does exist, unless they have a tape recording of tractors playing over the phone."

"Tractors! In the house?"

"Don’t be dense - she was on a mobile in the fields."

"Jennifer Page, you are asking for a well-deserved spanking!"

"Atlast! I thought you’d never catch on.” She smiled and held out her hand. George sat beside her, slung an arm around her shoulders and planted a kiss on her cheek.

"Forgetthe agricultural trivia. What actually happened?"

"We've been invited to stay next weekend."

She delivered her bombshell and it had the desired effect! He gaped stupidly. "Do you want to go?"

Jenny considered for a moment, then shrugged her shoulders. "What have we got to lose? At the very least it could be an opportunity to get some new ideas..."

Black Post Farm lay to the west of Battle on the grassy slopes above the Royal Observatory at Herstmonceaux. George swung his Range Rover up a curving drive to the front of the old Sussex farmhouse, his eyes automatically appraising the garden. Jenny smiled as he craned his neck to check out a venerable oak on the front lawn.

lain was waiting for them on the doorstep and helped with the luggage, inviting them in after genially inquiring of their journey. He shook his head sadly when they mentioned the horrors of the M25.

He poured drinks once they were settled in the comfortable sitting room. "Iexpect youhavea thousand questions toask and I'll do my best to answer, but it would probably be quicker if I first explain what we do here. The Black Post Society is obviously named after this farm and was formed about ten years ago by a small group of friends with an interest inbondage. Thebondage I'm talking about is not the basic rope and cloth gag kind that many couples tinker with at one stage or another in their relationship, but a much more intricate and involved art form. We're interested only in sophisticated methods of restraint and control which extend far beyond the imagination of Joe Public.

"But we had to be careful. There were plenty of seedy clubs around at that time which promised to cater for these specialist needs but which were, in fact, flimsy fronts for brothels and so were subject to frequent and unannounced visitations from the Metropolitan Police. Very embarrassing when you're hanging by the ankles from the rafters!"

"Yes, I can imagine,” said George. "I've always steered clear of places like that."

"Good!” said Jenny firmly.

"So, in response to a growing need, Shirley and 1 started this club. To date, we have just over ninety British members in addition to contacts in most European countries and the USA. Entry is strictly by my personal invitation and then only if you have something fresh to offer the club by way of originality. Once in, you have free access to every meeting and also to a large pool of unusual equipment. As well, there’s the chance to meet a fine group of very interesting and eccentric people.

We have only two rules; respect everyone’s privacy and do just what is agreed beforehand. Some couples exchange partners for bondage purposes, but that is purely a matter of personal choice."

"You mentioned an annual competition."

"Thatisalways held here. Sometimes we have dozens of people staying all over the house and pitched outin the fieldsin caravans. Competition is surprisingly keen; odd since all you win is a cheap silver cup, but the real prize is the recognition of your peers. Everyone votes on who they think has produced the most original and inventive creations. The three with the highest number of votes go forward to the finals where they have to display their method of bondage, then there is another vote and the winner receives the cup. It's all very democratic. I think I mentioned that a Belgian couple has won for the last three years so we feel it’s time to mount a concerted home effort to retrieve the title."

"What level of bondage is required to stand any chance of winning?"

"I would think your pony cart would do quite well, although that theme has been explored several times before. However, I did anticipate that question and have prepared a small demonstration.” lain stood and invited them through to the garden, pausing at the back door to collect a model aircraftradio controller. On the lawn at the rear of the house stood acompactsix-wheel, all-terrainbuggy. As they approached, Jenny could see a prone figure strapped to the machine, totally unable to move. Lying on her stomach with head lowered between the front wheels and legs parted, the woman was bound to a contoured steel frame bolted to the chassis, the severe curve of her spine projecting her raised rump upwards in a glorious display of vulnerability. Both arms were enclosed within a black leather body suit and folded up between her shoulder-blades, their vague outlines visible beneath several thick bands of woven steel mesh that compressed her torso to the frame, biting into the suit mercilessly.

A fully occluding helmet covered her head and neck, with further restraints ensuring any movement, however slight, was impossible.

She breathed through a pair of coiled rubber tubes connecting the nose of the helmet to a complex manifold, where clustered valves controlled a supply of air from two high pressure steel cylinders clamped to the buggy on either side of her body. The state of her respiration was measured by the swelling and contraction of a black rubber breathing bag.

From the back, the view was spectacular. Several electrical wiressprouted from a control box between her legs and disappeared beneath the tight criss-crossed lacing that ran along the length of her cleft. She wore thigh-length laced leather boots with ballerina points that were firmlylocated into shoe restraints setin the frame. Steel straps cutinto her legs at thigh, knee and ankle, each drawn taut and secured with locks.

Jenny stood in shock, her eyes glued to the helpless sprawling figure.

Unconsciously, her grip on George’s hand tightened. He gave her a covert look and noticed the tell-tale minutiae of excitement; the pale rosy stain high on her cheeks, the moistened lips and an oddly intense glitter in her eye.

"Shirley?” She had to swallow hard before speaking. Only George detected the slight quaver in her voice.

"That's right,” confirmed Iain affably. At the sound of their voices, the silent statue trembled, straining against the steel braiding. She managed to convey her greeting with a convulsive tightening of her buttocks. "Since we were unsure of your exact time of arrival, she’s been mounted on the cart since early this morning. Fortunately, patience is one of her virtues and she could easily spend the entire day so bound. The only attention she needs is a regular change of her air cylinders every couple of hours.” He tapped a pressure gauge which indicated the cylinders were still nearly full, then made a small adjustment to a regulator valve. "We decided on this particular apparatus for a demonstration because it was our entry in last year’s competition - and we lost!” he added pointedly. "Now, perhaps you can appreciate the level of sophistication required, not only to win the competition, but also merely to join the club."

Iain flipped a switch on the radio controller and thebuggy shot forward with a muted whine of electric motors. In response to the movement of a stubby joystick, it circled the lawn, negotiated an open gate and bumped off across the fields bearing its strange and anonymous cargo.

He casually passed the controller to George. "Like to try your hand?

Those two buttons are for the double vibrating dildos! She likes those - a lot!"

George recovered from his initial astonishment and took up the challenge.

He sent Shirley bouncing around the fields for half an hour in a series of random manoeuvres, juggling with the vibrator controls.

When the buggy finally returned like a faithful retriever and came to heel at their feet, the fluted breathing bag twitched and pulsed erratically.

An explosive hiss emanated from the exhaust manifold as Shirley strived for air, her arousal tangible to the three spectators. Despite the flagrant severity of her bondage, she was able to thrust rhythmically against the frame, rocking the dainty vehicle back and forth on its fat balloon tyres and moaning softly. A faint buzzing filtered up from the vicinity of her rear. When Iain stooped to check the cylinders, Jenny crushed her lips to George’s ear. "If I can’t have a go on that thing by the end of our stay 'm walking out on you and coming to live here!” she breathed. A hand sidled over his crotch and gave him a lingering squeeze.

"I'll see what I can arrange.” His desire to see Jenny shackled to the cart was almostas strong as hers tobeinit! Iain took the controller back from George, propelled Shirley towards the house and parked her in a garage. He excused himself so that he could release his wife, giving George and Jenny a chance to freshen up after their journey and discuss what they’d seen.

On returning to their suite, Jenny locked the door, dragged George onto the bed and ripped his clothes off. He lay back with alazy erection and watched as she wrapped her limbs in leather cuffs. Loose chains hung from ankle and wrist. She hauled a wide belt around her waist and prepared a leather helmet, pushing back her long hair with one hand and glaring at George.

"I want a quickie - and make it tight!” It was all she said, then the helmet engulfed her features in a blank ebony oval. Working from touch, she laced the rear shut and tugged a wide collar around her neck.

The instant she was done, George sprang into action. He caught her by the arms and pinned her to the bed with his weight. She didn’t struggle and lay passively while he passed rattling chains through rings stitched into the restraints and folded her into a compact ball. Links bitinto her pale skin, but she made no noise. He lashed her arms across the small of her back and with knees drawn up to chin, locked her into position.

Even this simple bondage rendered her totally incapable of movement.

Latticed chains enclosed her in a tight embrace. She felt herself levered to the edge of the bed and tipped onto her side, then George’s blunt tip slid along the crease of her buttocks and wormed into her sex...

They were called at seven for dinner. Shirley escorted them down to the panelled dining room having dropped by to introduce herself. A vivacious redhead with sparkling green eyes, she showed no signs of her recent ordeal and chatted amicably throughout the meal. "So, what did you think of our little demonstration?” She stirred her coffee and looked at Jenny with open candour. As if by unspoken consent, the reasons for their visithad been brushed aside during the meal. Iain and George spoke mostly of matters organic while Shirley gave Jenny an amusing history of the farm and the surrounding area.

"To be honest, I was amazed!” I thought George and I got up to some pretty strange activities, but that was incredible. You say that the cart was last year’s entry into the competition - so what the hell won!"

"Anna and Bernard walked off with the cup again after a mesmerising display of extreme bondage,” said lain. "It’s difficult to describe even if you have a good knowledge of the subject, but basically Bernard spent the evening walking around with Anna as his codpiece!"

There was a stunned silence, then Jenny dissolved into a fit of giggles.

Iain grinned and shook his head. "I know it sounds incredible, but believe me, it's true. We've got the evidence on video to proveit!” They finished their drinks and moved into the sitting room. lain ran his finger along a line of cassettes, drew one out and set the machine running. The screen cleared of snow and Shirley trundled past like a bizarre beetle, black and shining. The camera panned around to reveal abarn full of equipmenhutng with strange, anonymous figures. People milled around, moving from piece to piece and examining each with a critical eye. In the foreground, a leather-clad woman trotted past attached to a dainty sulky, her luxuriant pony-tail swinging from shoulder to shoulder.

"There they are!” lain pointed. A large, well muscled man strode slowly towards the camera dressed from crown to toe in tight black rubber. Hisbroad chest and shoulders inferred great physical strength, which was obviously an advantage considering what protruded from his groin!

A slightwoman was bound tight to his body in a complex harness with thighs wrapped around his waist on either side and legs folded up at the knee, each ankle secured into the hollow of his back. Suspended horizontally, she hung with stomach downwards and crotch positioned over his, buther body was forced into an extraordinary posture, with spine arched back dramatically and conical breasts projecting forwards, their soft flesh quivering with the thump of her heart. She was fully encased in a suit of black rubber with arms folded across the small of her back and secured in a single muff from shoulder to shoulder. An inflatable helmet swelled grotesquely, obscuring her features beneath a ball of pressurised rubber. Tightened chains linked them together in an intimate cradle. Bernard had to lean back slightly to balance her weight, but she didn’t seem to hinder him in any other way. Turning sideways to the camera, he put hands on hips and thrust powerfully. Anna jerked back and forth, pendulous breasts oscillating in time with his movements. Her crotch impacted against his, and despite the severity of her restraint and the anonymity of the helmet, it was obvious she was writhing sensuously. Bernard accepted a drink and moved away casually to speak with friends, but he still maintained his rhythmic thrusting.

"How long were they bound together like that?” asked George.

"All evening. About five hours I suppose."

"More to the point, were they actually - well, you know - coupled?"

Jenny had to know.

"Quite inescapably! No wonder Anna was struggling!"

"Poor girl! I'm surprised she could even walk after that!"

"A labour of love.” lain advanced the cassette, dipping in at various points to reveal scenes of outstanding and creative bondage. He poured more drinks when the film ended and sat back on the sofa, relaxing with an arm around Shirley. "I think you’ve now seen enough to make a decision on joining. What we do here obviously involves a fair amount of intimate exposure and any contact between different members must be strictly within agreed boundaries. There won’t be any objections if you wish to remain faithful to your partner. Indeed, Shirley and I have never felt the need for extra-marital excitement.

Anyone taking advantage without permission is kicked out on the spot. Privacy and discretion are assured and that encourages confidence, resulting in displays of bondage rarely found elsewhere.

"But this isn’t just another rope and cling film club - you have to prove yourselves to the President and his wife."

Shirley grinned. "Tain told me about your sulky at the club, but I was detained elsewhere and wasn't able to inspect it myself.” She flashed a mischievous look at her husband. "So I want to see proof. Now!"

Going public was something that both repelled and attracted Jenny.

She and George had discussed this after their trip to the club. There was no doubt in her mind that the power of her climax had been amplified by the knowledge that hundreds of people were watching, but they were all strangers and her identity had been safely concealed beneath layers of rubber and leather. There was an element of the exhibitionist in everyone; a primal urge dating back to the most ancient of times when dressing flamboyantly was the surest way to get oneself noticed amongst a host of suitors. It’s a still trick frequently found in mother nature.

But this was different. She could no longer rely on anonymity. Shirley perceived and understood her momentary hesitation. "To make things fairer, I think perhaps Iain and I should also arrange a little demonstration.

A reluctance to display yourself in bondage in front of relative strangers is only natural.” She placed her drink on an occasional table, opened a drawer and pulled out a set of chained manacles. With a swiftness that belied a familiar and intimate knowledge of restraints, she shackled her ankles in steel cuffs and locked a collar around her neck. Handcuffs hung from the rear of a braided metal belt that dug intoher waist. The chains weresufficiently shortened from ankle to belt to prevent her from standing upright. In a similar fashion, tension on the chain from belt to collar forced her spine backwards into a graceful curve. She placed her wrists in the handcuffs and closed each bracelet downwitha flurry of clicks, then, working purely from touch, snapped a pair of diminutive steel cuffs around the base of each thumb.

It had taken less than a minute!

Compelled by the chains, she stood at an awkward angle with knees slightly bent and breasts thrust upwards. Iain watched his wife appreciatively, then forced an impressive gag between her lips and tugged on the leather strap amongst tumbling copper at the back of her neck.

She squealed as the red rubber ball was forced past her teeth, eyes widening with shock at its massive girth. He clipped a long steel bar to the collar under her chin and urged her forward. "Shall we say an hour?” Without another word, Iain gripped a moulded handle welded to the end of the rigid bar and left the room dragging a silent and helpless Shirley behind him.

* * * * *


RECREATION

Jenny undressed slowly in their bedroom. They had brought a few convenient items such as collars and cuffs in addition to a good selection of rubber and leather clothing, but were forced to leave the larger and more complex costumes hanging in the wardrobes back at Haverstock. Somehow, she thought lain and Shirley would be difficult to impress and looked at George a little nervously.

"Relax,” he said. "Don’t worry about them too much. Even if you were tied up with old string they’d still want us in."

"How do you figure that?"

"Tain knows perfectly well what we’re capable of - he saw it at the club.

The purpose of this visitis not to appraise our bondage skills but to take a closer look at us as people. If they have any doubt of our characters we wouldn’t get an invite even if we were the finest exponents of restraintin the world. Ican tell you we’ve already been accepted; it was Shirley who made the decision when she tied herself up just now. That was an obvious display of trust. Believe me, Jen, we're in!"

George kissed her gently, smoothing the golden hair hanging down her back. Jenny slid her arms around his neck and drew him close. "So what shall we do?” She loosened the buttons of his shirt and ran her palms over his chest.

"Let’s just go for simplicity, but I want you fully covered."

He flung open their bulging case and tipped a writhing torrent of polished red and black latex onto the bed. Jenny sorted through the different garments, selecting what she wanted and tidying the rest away. George settled himself in an armchair and watched avidly as she began to dress.

Ritualism is a common occurrence in sexual foreplay; Jenny and George were no exception, but the complex nature of their rituals was unusual. George satisfied the latent voyeur in him bybecoming a silent witness while Jenny pandered to her developing submissive exhibitionism with a display of sensual dressing, yet neither would dream of such behaviour outside the security and privacy of their relationship.

Latex squeaked and slithered over her skin, enclosing inanow familiar and exciting tightness. The heavy suit was slowly transformed from a crumpled membraneinto a statue of ruby, animated from within by the contoursof her body. Wrinkled and shapeless rubber suddenly took on form when the rear zip closed to her neck, tightening across her chest toreveal the swelling curves of her breasts. Her nipples were the merest subtle points stretching the thick red latex. Black stockings then covered her long legs, each ebony column worked carefully right up toher crotch.

She stepped into her favourite ballerina boots and laced to the tops of her shins, flexing her feet to achieve a comfortable fit inside the heavily reinforced black leather before snapping padlocks through multiple rings on the outside of her knees. Broad leather cuffs encircled each ankle and were secured by locked double buckles, her legs held apart by eighteen inches of gleaming chromium spreader bar.

Now so absorbed in her dressing, Jenny almost forgot George’s presence.

She shrugged awideblack rubber corset around her waist and sat patiently threading the long silken laces through ranks of eyelets with gloved fingers. Little by little, the corset closed down around her trunk until she was encased by rigid steel ribs from navel to just beneath the breasts. A thin strap passed between her legs and was hauled tight, cutting across her cleft and cleaving her mons with a shining ribbon of black. Vermilion flesh billowed on either side of the strap and swelled like a ripe succulent fruit, soft and enticing. Jenny attached the stockings to a host of suspenders and inspected herself in the mirror. The polished suit was crimped into a series of fine ripples by the edges of the corset, which imparted an astonishing reduction in the size of her waist and was so tight she had to exert an effort to breathe normally, such was the constant restriction on her diaphragm. Her pulse pounded in protest.

She looked at herself in the mirror and saw a reflected image of powerful sexuality, her waspish waist emphasising the femininity of her breasts and buttocks. Unconsciously, she ran red fingertips over flanks and thighs, plucking at the rubber. The suit squeezed her body wonderfully, an unblemished skin that flowed over every limb. Jenny lifted the golden hair from the back of her neck with both hands and stretched like a cat, arching her back to tension the rubber encasing her breasts. Eyes closed, she breathed deeply, inhaling the sweet fragrance rising from the warm latex, then turned to George. "I want you to finish my dressing. Think of something new. Surprise me!"

He pursed his lips thoughtfully and turned to the case. Jenny held out her arms, allowing him to slide bondage mittens up to her shoulders.

The mittens ended in the usual pouch for her fingers, but he continued to work at the black latex, compelling Jenny to clench her hands into fists. The rubber clamped down like dainty boxing gloves until any movement of her fingers proved impossible. She looked at the taut material stretched over her knuckles and smiled. George snugged leather cuffs around her wrists and padlocked each to steel rings protruding from the corset on either side of her waist. He then cuffed her again just below the biceps and strapped her upper arms together behind her back, tightening gradually until her elbows almost met. The effect was to project her straining breasts forward above the corset, each enclosed in abust cup of scarlet rubber. She displayed her first real signs of excitement when he bent to kiss the proffered nipples, sighing softly with head flung back as his teeth raked and nipped at her hardened teats. George scraped his nails up the insides of her parted thighs and smiled at her uncontrollable shudder.

A familiar flush spread slowly over her cheeks, the first subtle tint of arousal she could not conceal. He tied her hair back and worked a helmetover her head, drawing the pony-tail through a conical aperture at the crown. Red latex settled against her features, then tightened as the rear zip was closed. Jenny gazed out through smoked hemispherical perspex lenses, her eyes invisible from the outside. She sucked in a limp bladder and rolled the pliant rubber around her mouth with her tongue. Although unobtrusive now, she knew the inflatable gag could be expanded at any time - and there was nothing she could do to prevent it! George gazed fondly into the blackened goggles and took his timein smoothing the helmet over her cheeks and forehead, chasing away every wrinkle and pressing firmly until the latex adhered to her skin, leaving a delightful glossy ball.

He chose the most extreme of her posture collars and settled the long black tube around her neck. Jenny was forced toraise her chin above the ribbed rubber and felt the collar gradually tighten. George worked on the rear laces carefully to ensure an even tension around her throat, then secured the four buckled straps over the closed lacing. The oily snap of padlocks sounded loud in Jenny’s ears. She sat in erect silence on the bed while he combed out her hair and plaited it into three long pigtails with entwined red rubber ribbons. The ribbons were tied off with pretty bows and locked to her collar, the middle bow to the rear and the other two on either side beneath each ear.

George checked over her costume to ensure perfect symmetry, then polished the rubber with a softcloth, lingering over her sex and breasts.

She exuded a powerful aura of suppressed sexuality and stood before the mirror panting through tiny nostril apertures at the exquisite feathery touch gliding across herbody. The combination of her extraordinary boots and the configuration of her arm bondage ensured she stood perfectly upright, with shoulders thrown back and chest pushed out, her chin raised imperiously by the rigorous collar. George clipped a braided leather leash to a ring sewn into the strap at her crotch and tugged gently, drawing her to him. Jenny moved with careful precision, her spine arched and sex thrust forward. He screwed an inflator bulb to the valve stem at her mouth and pumped rapidly. She squealed at the swelling sensation and within seconds, her jaw was forced open and tongue compressed to the floor of her mouth. George smiled at the strange distortion created by her comically bulging cheeks. Red rubber flowed over the odd contours, gleaming in the light. Her labouring breath fanned his hand as he disconnected the inflator.

With Jenny helpless and silent, he turned his attention to his own wardrobe. Considering the likely course of events for the evening, he dressed in a comfortable tunic of black leather with matching laced breeches. Knee-length boots and a pair of soft kid gloves completed the outfit. He tightened a widebelt around his waist, slipped the keystoher padlocksand theinflatorbulb in one pocket and selected a thin whippy switch. A cruel whistle echoed around the bedroom as he tested its flexibility, the leather tunic creaking with the swing of his arm. Jenny trembled at the sound and groaned softly, but her body language betrayed excitement rather than fear. George caught up the leash, slipped the ornate loop around his wrist and opened the door.

Compelled by a tug on her crotch, Jenny stumbled forward. The spreader bar uniquely modified the movement of her legs, but she had grown accustomed to this over the last few months. The secret was to relaxandwalk with astrange outward swing of the ankles. They passed down through the house at a leisurely pace and entered the empty sitting room. lain and Shirley were obviously not ready yet so he led Jenny to one corner, shortened the leash until the crotch strap bit into her sex and wrapped it around a convenient hook, one of many that appeared with suspicious regularity all over the house. She stared ahead unable to turn, breath still hissing from the exertion of her walk.

There was a clink of glass behind her and the rustle of a body settling into a chair, then silence.

Fornearly ten minutes, George sipped athis wine and waited patiently, idly flicking through a magazine and occasionally glancing over to the corner. From the back, the endless heels gave her a graceful elegance, elongating her legs to the proportions found only in a cartoonist’s fevered fantasies. Black and red latex gleamed seductively. Jenny stood absolutely stock-still except for the slightly laboured rise and fail of her chest, but then a stifled whimper made him attend more closely. She slowly flexed her knees and bore down on the tightened leash, dragging the buried strap along her crotch. He studied her discreet gyrations for some time, but then his enjoyable observations were interrupted by the creak of an opening door.

Iain strode in. He wore a form-fitting suit of black leather with seams piped in red and an open full-length heavy rubber coat, the collar turned up behind his neck. "Sorry I'm a little late, but I've had some difficulties with Shirley.” His apologetic tone contrasted with a mischievous grin. "Itappears her earlier enthusiasm has been replaced by a distinct reluctance once she realised what I had in mind. There are times when she can be quite a handful, but don’t worry, it’s just a little game she likes to play to enhance her eventual capitulation.” He scrutinised Jenny closely when George retrieved her and nodded with approval. "Admirable! A very effective combination. I sometimes wonder if my consuming interest in the complexities of advanced bondage has blinded me to more simple pleasures. May 1?"

"Please do."

lain took the leash from George. He smiled warmly at theblank goggles and led her out of the room, ensuring she was able to walk in her own time. Beneath the layers of anonymous tight latex, Jenny felta prickling excitement at being under the control of a relative stranger. Iain almost instinctively knew the limit of her speed and once clear of the house, strode quickly across the lawns towards the floodlit farmyard. Absolutely powerless to stop him, she found herself trotting at a brisk pace with the spreader bar rattling between her ankles, the constant jerking on her crotch fuelling a bubbling turbulence between her legs. Ian paused for a moment to unlock a heavy metal door, then impelled Jenny into the bright interior of a cavernous barn.

Naked but for tight rubber briefs, Shirley stood shackled to a pillar with a multitude of thick leather straps bisecting the pale ivory of her skin from ankle to neck. She heaved against her restraints and glared at them with fiery eyes through a dishevelled halo of unkempt copper hair. A broad black latex band covered the lower half of her flushed face, muffling a storm of angry and unladylike expletives.

"Tell me, George,” said lan amiably, totally ignoring Shirley’s vitriolic wrath, "apart from the obvious, what do you do by way of recreation?

For instance, when was the last time you played soccer?” He chuckled at George’s incomprehension, led Jenny to a hitching post and tied her crotch leash to the sturdy iron ring. "However, before we can play, I'm afraid I'm going to need some assistance in preparing the ball!"

Shirley fought like a tiger when he loosened the straps, her breath panting hard through flared nostrils, butalthough her hands were soon free, she made no effort to remove the gag and concentrated instead on grappling with Ian, lashing at him with her fists and trying to rip the rubber coat from his shoulders. Watching silently, Jenny was quick to notice the extent of Shirley’s excitement - the ruddy complexion on cheek and neck was more than just a flush of exertion. Had Ian simply abandoned her to a solitary night bound to the pillar, no doubt he would have had a real tussle on his hands in the morning!

Aided by George, he eventually subdued her and the two men lifted her writhing body into the open mouth of a tough rubber body sheath.

She kicked strenuously, but little by little, the sheath was pulled up her legsand around her waist. Once one forearm had been laid on top of the other and enclosed in a single muff behind her back, they were able to zip the sheath shut to the rear of her neck, but even then she was not entirely subdued and lashing out with both bound legs, narrowly missed a part of George’s anatomy that Jenny regarded with more than a passing interest!

Moments later, Ian snagged her twisting head inside the attached helmet and smothered her rubicund features within a smooth ovoid of latex. The zip was tugged to her crown and secured with a tiny brass padlock.

Lying on her side, Shirley sawed back and forth, rolling on the floor to escape lan’s grasp, but she was now blind and helpless, a strange anonymous worm with barely recognisable human features.

Mystified, Jenny watched Jain wrestle her into a compact ball, with knees wedged under chin and ankles pressed against her crotch. He slipped a webbing of broad elastic straps over her doubled body and tugged on each buckle in turn until she was immobilised in a foetal position. Her restrained body was then lifted and poured into a huge flaccid bladder. Iain attached a breathing mask over her blank helmet and hauled on along zip to seal her into a central chamber. Three more zips were closed, progressively encapsulating Shirley beneath layer upon layer of thick spongy neoprene until the bladder was fully shut and locked. The amorphous shape bulged and flexed, but the weighty material dampened her frantic strugglings.

The whine of an air pump filled the barn and the bizarre shape stirred into life!

Flattened corrugations of loose neoprene slowly unfolded as the bladder began to inflate. Internal bags swelled, billowing and tightening perceptibly, gaining shape like a hot air balloon. The wrinkled outer skin sprang taut and the note of the pump deepened as it pressurised the ball. Tain waited for a few seconds, then shut down the pump and disconnected the hose. Nearly five feet in diameter, the sphere rolled easily when he pushed it out of the barn. He returned, released Jenny and led her to a massive steel pillory standing in one corner of the yard, binding her into place with endless woven stainless steel straps. He pressed a thick horizontal rod up between her legs on an adjustable slide and buried the tip along the length of her sex. At once, Jenny felt a gentle heat well through her belly as the rod began to vibrate. Sh closed her eyes to savour a private moment of pleasure, then heard an engine splutter into life. Moments later, both men appeared astride miniature three-wheeled motorcycles. The nimble machines buzzed around the enclosed yard like agitated hornets.

With a whoop of delight, Iain rammed his bike into the giant black sphere!

Like a grotesque beach ball, it rolled across the yard and rebounded off one wall. Jain herded it skilfully past Jenny and nudged it against the double gates at the far end of the yard.

"One - nil!” He yelled. "Come on, George, at least try to defend your goal!"

George turned toJenny. Although he couldn’t see her eyes, he knew she was staring at him. He grinned suddenly, shrugged his shoulders and gunned the bike forward, colliding head-on with Ian. The resilient ball popped up between them and actually bounced away, its outer skin wobbling like a jelly. There was a brief mid-field tussle before George broke clear and scored a goal against the back of the stables. The ball skidded back and forth in every direction between the two bikes, impacting against the walls and skittering across the concrete.

Inside, clamped into total immobility by hardened neoprene, Shirley tumbled endlessly in utter darkness, her cries of arousal absorbed by the gag and drowned deep within the multiple layers of the ball.

Despite being heavily protected and cushioned, she was tossed about like a leaf in a gale under the combined efforts of both men, skidding and spinning in a tortuous and disorientating dance, and all the while a fat dildo hummed deep inside, its blunt head pulsing against her womb. Her screaming climax was smothered by the rasp of engines.

Jenny tried to imagine the sweet distress Shirley must be suffering as she was propelled helplessly around the yard. Her own excitement flared at the thought and she struggled against her bonds. Her knees gave way and she slumped down, grinding her crotch along the vibrating rod. Ruby flesh oozed on either side of the strap, slick beneath the rubber. She wrenched and heaved at the pillory, but the stout girder did not move at all.

Iain was leading by seven goals when she finally climaxed!

* * * * *


EXCURSION

lain relaxed at breakfast munching toast and marmalade with the Sunday papers folded open at his elbow. He held a large old-fashioned metal and glass syringe in one hand and patiently fed Shirley with yogurt through a flexible tube trailing up into her mouth. She sat in silence, swallowing occasionally as the plunger moved steadily downwards, the movements of her jaw barely distinguishable beneath her thick rubber helmet. Devoid of any feature except stubby nostril tubes, she sat in silentanonymity strapped to an oversized infant’s high chair, her limbs folded back and bound with numerous supple leather restraints, Startling pink latex smothered her body; frilly ankle socks over long tight stockings, the tops obscured by a billowing knee-length bloomer suit gathered at the waist and wrists. Tiny pouched bondage mittens sheathed each hand. Her black helmet stood out in stark contrast to the costume, rising above a deep collar of corrugated pink ruffles.

Panting, she strained against the straps, the unsteady rise and fall of her chest revealing stiffened nipples as the thin rubber stretched across her breasts. The wheeled chair creaked softly, counterpointing the rustling latex, but her bondage was tight and inescapable. Tain removed the syringe when the yogurt was finished, but excess droplets spattered down the front of her costume. He shook his head in disapproval.

"Really, Shirley, you must be more careful!” There was a note of mild reproofinhis voice. He scolded her like an errant child "I thoughtyou’d grown up since I last fed you, but I can see this isn’t true. I'm afraid I'm going to have to treat you like a baby again and fit your bib!"

He wiped away the spilt yogurt and pulled a folded sheet from a drawer in the base of the chair. The sheet was shaken out and thrown over Shirley’s head, enveloping her in a pliant saffron haze. He pulled an attached hood over her head, arranged the thin material to his satisfaction and let it slide to the floor. There was the distinctive dry burr ofa zip and then he resumed his breakfast, turning the pages of his paper and pouring another cup of tea.

Shirley satinsidea filmy tent of tensioned transparent latex that spread over her shoulders and down around her body on all sides. A long zip attached thebizarre rubberbib to the circular base justbelow her bound toes, completely enclosing her and the chair inside a rustling cocoon.

The tight moulded hood protected her glossy jet helmet and completely covered her shrouded head except for a small opening over noseand mouth, the circular apertureringed by a protruding inflatable doughnut that projected outwards like a grotesque pair of soft pouting lips.

Witnesses to Shirley’s delightful humiliation, George and Jenny sat in faint astonishment nibbling at their food, but it was difficult to concentrate on eating with such a spectacle across the table. [ain replaced the syringe with one containing orange juice. He scanned the headlines casually, ignoring the struggling figure at his elbow while injecting the juice with a steady pressure. Spectral outlines writhed inside the gossamer thin membrane.

"Do you always breakfast like this on a Sunday?” Jenny had been hoping for a chat with Shirley to discover what sensations she had experienced inside the giant neoprene ball, but any conversation was obviously impossible.

"Not just on a Sunday,” chuckled Iain. "Sometimes, if she’s been very naughty, like last night, she has to spend the entire morning in her chair!” The subject of their conversation wriggled sensuously and rotated her hips, a low moan issued from plugged lips. Pink rubber crackled softly and patterns of light danced across the rippling bib.

With all the juice injected, Tain carefully disconnected the syringe. "So, since Shirley will be unavailable until lunch, was there anything you especially wished to do?"

"I’d like to examine some of the equipment we saw yesterday.” George had difficinu kleetpiyng an even voice. Jenny’s hand had slid across his thighs and unzipped him stealthily. Exploring fingers dragged out his erection and massaged slowly under the table. She sat next to him sipping her coffee with an expression of childlike innocence on her face.

"A pleasure. Anything of particular interest?"

"That little motorised bondage cart.” Jenny finished her sentence before George even had chance to draw breath!

lain smiled and went back to his paper.

"Well, you’ve got your wish at last.” George stood behind Jenny and smoothed her rubber suitinto place, drawing the thin material up over her shoulders to enclose her throat, one hand lifting her hair clear as he tugged the closing zip to the base of her skull. She leaned back against him when he folded his arms over her chest, reaching behind with gloved hands and rubbing idly at his bulge pressing into her glossy rump. An obsidian statue stared back from the mirror, a figure of devastating femininity covered in a sleek shining pelt.

"Will you be the only one controlling me?"

"I don’t know. If someone else wants to try, you won't be in a position to either know or object."

"You enjoyed dominating Shirley last night. I could tell."

" And you were excited whenlain took your leash and bound you to the pillory."

Jenny smiled and squeezed him. "I was, but at the same time I felt safe because you were there."

"I can’t always guarantee I'll be the only one with his hands on the controls."

She twisted in his embrace and kissed him fiercely. "Good!"

Hot breath fanned George’s cheek. She wormed him onto the bed and sat astride his chest, pinning his arms to his side with her legs. A subtle fragrance of warm latex stole around the room. She closed her eyes and touched herself languidly, running sheathed nails over the curves of her thighs and belly. Latex rippled and flowed when she swept up her long hair and flung her head back. Black fingers slid over her lips and were swallowed like a substitute phallus, then trailed moist silver down her throat to her breasts, seeking out the rigid points of her nipples.

The atmosphere in the room became close and intimate. Jenny masturbated for a long time with an occasional soft sigh. George watched in silence, unwilling to interrupt the mesmerising performance. She stroked her breasts, pinching at the trembling flesh and lifting each by the nipple.

With a flurry of movement, she wriggled up his body until her sex was pressed against his face and gripping his head, guided his lips to the crotch zip. George took the metal tag in his teeth and tugged gently.

Tensioned rubber peeled back to reveal her cleft, hot and fragrant, a trace of dew clinging to the delicate contours of flesh. She positioned his tongue directly onto her clitoris and slowly lowered herself, driving her weight down onto him. George felt as if he was drowning within her. Lubricated skin slid with oily delight over his cheeks and nose, severing his air supply. He drank in her perfume, foundering in a heavenly clasp of silky warmth with lips and teeth worrying and nipping.

Suddenly, she was tearing at his clothes in frantic haste, throwin garments in a heap on the floor before burying her head in the pillows and raising her rump. With legs splayed, she wormed a finger into her anus and presented herself to him. George positioned himself and drove in with a single deep stroke, gliding effortlessly into her burning depths with no resistance. Jenny shuddered uncontrollably, thrusting back and swinging her hips to churn his length from side to side, his hardness rasping across her tumescent flesh. She dipped her finger in and out of her button in time with his movements, then forced another inside, her muscle stretching to accommodate the intrusion.

George felt himself tighten. She projected a raw sexuality that he could not resist. He snatched at both wrists, bent her arms up between her shoulder-blades and pinioned them to her spine with his chest, then wormed his hands around her hips and buried his fingers in amongst her folds, palms rubbing over her mons. Jenny’s cry sharpened when he dragged her clitoris out of its hood and pinched the sensitive pearl between finger and thumb, then his cream flooded into her with a sudden jerk. Jenny milked him feverishly, her body feasting on the rigid spike impaling her belly. A fire swept through her, a wave of delicious rapture radiating out from her dilated sex. Sweat stung her eyes and pooled under the suit, lubricating her skin. She grunted under his driving weight and felt his rod buried to the root in her body as she climaxed.

But Jenny’s hunger did not subside. After their frantic coupling, George slipped a latex helmet over her head, bound her hand and foot and left the room. She simmered inside the suit and waited for something to happen, laying on the bed in a drifting haze of darkness and sucking on the moulded gag trying desperately to resistan overwhelming urge to masturbate.

He returned to find her rocking back and forth on the bed, one thigh sawing over the other. Far from satisfying her need, their recentruthad only stimulated her. She yearned for more, a tangible hunger radiating out through the enveloping latex. He removed the restraints and rolled her limp form into Shirley’s special leather bondage suit, easing the supplehide over theblackhomogeneity of her skin. She stood in silence with elbows tucked into waist and wrists folded up between her shoulder-blades while the laces tensioned the suit until it gripped every curve and contour of her body. An oval of blank leather stared back at him as he made his final adjustments, tightening here and there to increase the constriction of her body. A vague swelling along the length of her spine was the only external indication of her extreme arm bondage.

Jenny felt elated as the lacing advanced to her crown, crushing the rubber helmet into her features. Less flexible than latex, the leather suit in itself was extremely restrictive. Her hands were clamped into total immobility against her back. She sat in utter blackness while George teased the long leather boots up herlegs. Once again, she felt the unique sensation of compressing leather as he pulled on the laces, an excited pulse throbbing in her thighs.

Lingering over the boots, George greatly enjoyed the experience of dressing Jenny in a new costume and fussed over her silent form making numerous minor adjustments before he was totally satisfied.

Although blind, she walked confidently through the house led by touches on her shoulders, teetering on the ballerina points like a newborn foal. Steel-tipped heels rapped and echoed across the yard and into the barn.

Tain’s muffled voice penetrated the taut hide covering her ears. "That’s a good job, George, but I think we can close the waist down a little more."

A further tightening of the laces produced an even greater constriction around her waistand belly. Jenny jerked in stumbling disorientation as Tain hauled with all his strength, his knee in the small of her back. Her restricted breath whistled through the nostril tubes set in the helmet.

Satisfied with the suit, lain led her to the back of the buggy and lowered her into the restraining frame. George ensured she was as comfortable as possible, then began to tighten the braided mietal straps.

Jenny wriggled herselfinto the soft padding and lay face down with her rump projecting upwards. Her legs were drawn up with knees parted and almost touching her breasts, then the first restraints settled around her limbs.

The two men worked methodically, securing her heels into the boot clamps and binding her to the cart at ankle, knee and thigh. They had to push down hard into the small of her back to ensure the waist strap could be fully tightened, pressing her belly against the curving frame beneath her body. Further broad straps across her torso and neck reduced her writhings to an impotent minimum. George settled her head in the special cradle and clamped it into position. He pushed thin rubber pipes over the stubby nostril tubes and watched the breathing bladder quiver, then begin to inflate and contract in time with her breathing. [ain opened several valve controls on the manifold, checked that she had two full air cylinders and passed the radio controller to George.

"I’ll leave fitting the probes to you. She has enough air for several hours and thebatteries are fully charged. This is a two-hundred-and-fifty acre farm with some stunning views, soIsuggest you take Jenny forawalk."

He gave George a friendly waveand strolled back to the house to attend to Shirley, still firmly lashed to her high chair.

Jenny heard his suggestion as if she was lying at the bottom of a deep well. The outside world seemed so faraway, removed from her by thick layers of leather and latex. She was strapped into a favourite position of copulation and utterly helpless to prevent George from doing anything he liked On the whole, things were looking up!

George walked around the buggy, viewing itand its bizarre cargo from all sides. Despite her severe bondage, Jenny, like Shirley, was able to rock the small machine back and forth on its fat tyres. The pulsing bladder externalised her arousal. He stood at the rear of the cart and gazed at the magnificence of her swelling rump. Tensioned by her rigorous stance and the taut metal straps, the leather suit was drawn drum-tight across the curves of her buttocks. Nestling in between, her sex was a bulge that burned to the touch, its outline defined by a tightly laced aperture. George plucked at the ornate bow and eased the slit apart to expose the zip of her latex suit. He teased her mercilessly, running a knuckle along her crotch, then opened the zip.

Like a flower blooming in the sun, complex folds of flesh oozed out, opening like gleaming petals. Her sex gaped, desperate to be filled. A stifled moan filtered up from the front of the cart. George offered the dildo to her entrance and watched in fascination as it was sucked down into her body, the breathing bladder twitching and heaving in time with her sobbing respiration. He gently eased the plug into her anus and closed the zip. The laces were threaded through the eyelets on either side of her cleft and slowly tightened. Little by little, the aperture closed, sealing the probes inside her. He tied off the laces, drew a thick braided steel strap up from the frame between her legs and locked it to the waist belt over her spine, heaving on a ratchet to clamp the metal deep into her flesh. Thin electrical leads snaked out from beneath the strap and were plugged into the small panel attached to the chassis.

George fingered two buttons on the controller and was gratified to detect a muffled storm of frustrated writhing, then opened the barn door and activated the buggy.

With a whine of electric motors and a squeak of surprise, Jenny rolled out into the late morning sunshine.

Twenty minutes later, she was in a pitiable state of arousal and constantly squirmed and struggled against her bonds, but every effort was futile. The progress of the buggy had been measured out by an endless succession of grating rattles and une xpected bumps. She tried to map her passage by determining what type of surface she was travelling over, but soon became hopelessly confused, then the anal vibrator rattled into life and her mind turned to more pleasurable matters!

George turned back tostare at the farm buildings, now many hundreds of yards away on the other side of a shallow valley. Their leisurely walk had taken them around the edges of several fields full of a crop he was ashamed to admit he didn’t recognise. His aimless rambling now brought a wood into view and he decided to investigate. Jenny followed like a playful puppy. He varied his control, not only to keep her simmering, but also to amuse himself. She was forced to race up and down the path while he strolled slowly with a stalk of grass hanging from his lips, then he tired of that and she found herself motionless while he wound up both vibrators and spanked her rump, driving heat into her trembling flesh with a thin flexible branch gleaned from a nearby birch.

Eventually, they reached the green canopy of trees and passed under shadowy branches that swept down across the path from every side.

The woods were cool and quiet, with only the distant call of an occasional bird to relieve the restful silence. The path narrowed, so George sent Jenny on ahead and followed at his own easy pace, greatly admiring the sight of her vulnerable rear. The woods were not large, and shortly, the path ended at a delightful spot. The land fell away into distanthaze giving a pleasant panorama of fields and trees. As faras the eye could see, there was not a soul in sight.

George studied the view with interest for several minutes, then turned to Jenny. She started at his touch on her thigh, gasping with surprise through the gag. He unlocked the strap between her legs, moving with deliberate slowness to tantalise and excite her. The laces were loosened and the crotch zip teased open. Slick flesh gleamed with moisture. He dragged out the dildo, leaving her sex fully exposed, then walked over to the nearest tree, stripped naked and stood with his back against the trunk.

With careful concentration, he reversed her onto his erection!

Inside her delightful prison, Jenny groaned softly at the touch of cool air on her seething cleft. Helpless to prevent it, she felt herself moving backwards until his bluntness nosed against her open vagina, then she slid onto him, engulfing his hardness in heat. The buggy edged back until she was pressed deep against his thighs, amechanical penetration controlled by motors and gears. Once fully impaled, she could not even wriggle to increase her enjoyment, but George flicked the joystick back and forth to set up a rutting motion, the buggy whirring in symphony with the hissing sibilance and explosive exhaust note of her enclosed breathing system.

Jenny was unable to resist the sweet torture. Any hope she had of prolonging her enjoyment promptly vanished as the anal vibrator purred deliciously. Overwhelming sensations shredded all thought of control. She screamed into the gag, her chest heaving, and slumped almost instantly into a powerful climax, the breathing bag fluttering and twitching spasmodically beside her head.

Exquisite contractions plucked at George. He felt the tingling vibrator through her body and gave a massive jerk, planting his seed deep into her womb. The little machine skidded with his thrust, all six ribbed tyres scrabbling for a hold on the moist grass. Beneath him, Jenny fought her bonds with unrelenting fury giving little heed to her own e ——— g emeR e g [[ y (i 7 el Sochl) comfort. Straps bit into her soft flesh as she twisted and turned, grunting out her ecstasy with each unsteady breath.

Forawhile, the woods echoed with her urgent cries, then silence settled over the trees again...

George was indeed correct in his prophesy. At the end of their weekend, he and Jenny were formally invited to join The Black Post Society.

They paid their extremely modest entry fee and were given a sheaf of papers containing every detail about the society, including the date of the annual competition. On returning to Haverstock, made their plans.

They had just six weeks to create a bondage original - astonishing enough to lift the trophy!

* * * * *


COMPETITION

George made a final minor adjustment with a screwdriver and stepped back to admire his new creation. He nodded to himself in satisfaction and then looked up at Jenny, hidden amongst the rafters in the barn at Haverstock, suspended in thebody sheath and swinging ina gentlearc.

She spent several hours each evening dangling above George as he worked on their plans for the competition. Fully enclosed, she was a blind and silent companion content simply to be with him inside her darkened restrictive world.

High above, Jenny hung in perfect comfort. Gripped from toe to crown in leather and latex, she drifted in an almost trance-like state for hour after hour. An occasional sound filtered up frombelow to penetrate her cocoon; a clattering drill or the measured thump of a mallet, but mostly she floated in a silent world. Contrary to expectation, she suffered no pangs of anxiety being left for so long in a state of extreme bondage.

With breathing slow and relaxed, she measured out her tranquil incarceration by the steady beat of her heart. Occasionally, she stirred, straining against the impenetrable leather to remind herself of her stringent bondage, then slowly relaxed again, mind idly tripping through favourite scenes of outrage with George or speculating on what manner of machine he was creating below her swaying feet. The thought made her stomach twist with excitement and she wriggled sensuously, dragging the lubricated seam of her latex suit across the sensitivity of her cleft. The enchanting sensation made her quiver; whenin the sheath, the seductive craving for self-gratification continually lurked justbelow the surface of her fragile calm. She had just begun toarouse herself again when she sensed a slight downward movement.

Vaguely, through layers of latex and leather, the rattling winch signalled the end of her imprisonment.

George lowered her to the floor and slowly unbuckled the sheath, loosening the cruelly tight straps one by one. She stepped out unsteadily from its rugose interior like an ivory butterfly emerging from its chrysalis and immediately embraced him, enjoying a timeless moment of happiness folded in his arms. She gave no thought to removing her transparent latex suit and stood with her face nestling into the hollow of his neck. Eventually, she pulled away and allowed George to unbuckle her gag before turning to examine the strange machine for the first time, her eyes wide with surprise.

"What is it?” Unconsciously, Jenny reached out to touch his arm, reestablishing their physical contact as if she had a constant hunger for him.

"I think you're about to find out. Want to try?"

A strange device stood before them. Constructed from transparent perspex sheeting, it resembled a giant wheel nearly seven feet in diameter and three feet wide. A hinged segment allowed access to the hollow interior. Inside, a corrugated rubber hose was attached to the exact centre of each vertical side and passed into an anaesthetist’s mask moulded to a transparent rubber helmet.

Jenny suddenly giggled. "It's a hamster ball for humans!"

"That’s when I got the idea - after visiting your cousin’s. Surely you remember that scruffy bundle of fur scuttling around the lounge all afternoon?"

"So I get inside?"

"Well I'm not!"

"What’s the mask for?"

"Breathing. With the access panel shut, the wheel is completely airtight.

One hose is the inlet and the other the exhaust. The connectors swivel, allowing the wheel to rotate without the hoses twisting up."

He opened the ball and Jenny climbed inside. She stood on a curving floor ribbed with thin strips of rubber matting that rose in front of her, arced over her head and swept down behind her back. It was most disconcerting. George slipped the mask over her face and pulled the straps tight, sealing the soft inflatable cushion to her helmet. Air swashed back and forth through the valves, a familiar and unique sound that she found comforting. George closed the ball and secured the panel with a series of complex fasteners and padlocks, then pointed to the end of the barn.

Cautiously, Jennybegan to walk, and as she moved slowly forward, the wheel rotated around her on thin rubber tyres fixed to each rim. It was a strange sensation. She had freedom to go anywhere, yet was completely enclosed within a rigid prison. She paced around the barn and returned to George. He nodded with satisfaction and released her.

"That was easy."

"It won't be when you're in full bondage and the wheel is filled with water!"

The Black Post Society’s annual meeting and bondage competition attracted virtually the entire membership. Flights were organised and confirmed from abroad, guest houses were booked and a paddock set aside for caravans. For some reason unknown to Jenny, although she suspected there was some covert machinations behind her back, she and George were one of the few couples to be actually staying at the farmhouse with Iain and Shirley. Guests arrived regularly throughout Friday evening and lain laid on a sumptuous barbecue and cold spread ina pavilionon theback lawns. Mixing freely, Jenny found the majority of the members engaging and eccentric. Some dressed formally, which for the purposes of the meeting meant restrained in one form or another, but most relaxed with food and drink, either discussing the affairs of the society or engaging in private conversation with their partners. It was friendly and relaxed, and she helped Shirley with the drinks while George and Ilain magically converted prime steaks into carbon on the barbecue.

It was whilst replenishing the punch that Shirley nudged her arm.

"That’s Bernard and Anna,” she said quietly, nodding over her shoulder.

A couple stood beside the house a little apart from everyone else.

The man was tall and extremely well built, with thick legs and a broad powerful chest. His face was pleasant and open under luxuriant dark hair. He bent slightly to listen to what Anna was saying, but what she looked like was impossible to tell. Red latex swathed her from crown to toe and she stood in severe bondage, arms hauled behind her back into a tight single arm mitten and legs enclosed in a hobble skirt that gripped her legs to the tops of her insteps. As an interesting addition, the skirt incorporated a thick strap that passed under her stiletto shoes in the angle of the heel, thus tensioning the rubber into a flawless column. Compelled to raise her chin by an astonishing collar, it appeared that she was gazing up into Bernard’s face when she spoke even though it was obvious that she was completely blind beneath the smooth red helmet. She spoke for a few moments through a tiny circular aperture before Bernard replaced a massive gag, then left her blind and silent while he collected some food. He mixed amiably with the crowds at the table, laughing at some comment, then returned to Anna. He released her gag and began to spoon delicacies into her mouth. Scarlet rubber flexed with the action of her jaw. Several people strolled over to join them and Jenny’s view was obscured.

"Great costume."

"Only the best for them. Wealth has its advantages, especially in this game."

"You're not jealous, surely?” said Jenny with surprise.

"No, I'mnot, but there are some here who are. Clothing and equipment of that standard are beyond the budgets of many members; not everyone is as lucky as us. It would be nice to have a different champion this year - there have been mutterings that there’s no point in entering if they’re going to win all the time. Still, we’ll see tomorrow."

"Open wide!” George held a gag to Jenny’s lips. They stood in a small stable adjacent to the main barn where the competition was being held.

The wheel had been cleaned and polished until the perspex gleamed.

It now stood to one side,chocked to prevent movement and with a hose attached to the water filler. George had fussed over Jenny’s costume, tightening buckles and ensuring that the neoprene harnesses were perfectly symmetrical. She waited patiently for him to complete his meticulous preparations, then accepted thebulbous gag into her mouth beforeatransparentrubber helmetslid over herhead and was smoothed down to the base of her neck. She gazed athim through lenses moulded into the hood and smiled, a strange distortion of her lips around the girth of the gag.

Using a soft cloth, George teased a heavenly shine out of her latex clothing even though she would be totally immersed in water. As a departure from total coverage, they had decided on exposure rather than concealment. Jenny would be uniquely visible inside the wheel anyway. Diaphanous transparent latex sheathed herlegs, the stockings so fine they were almost invisible. Black stiletto court shoes arched her feet into graceful curves and were secured with triple straps below stainless steel ankle cuffs. The platformed soles were filled with lead weights to ensure she remained vertical inside the wheel. She wore shoulder-length bondage mittens with surgical gloves beneath, the shadowy outlines of her hands plainly discernible beneath the tight rubber. Tough straps hung from the tips of the mittens and trailed on the floor. Tiny black briefs covered her modesty, but her breasts were bare. George was unsure of her reaction to this, but Jenny seemed unconcerned. He polished the helmet again, then pulled her arms behind her back, passed the straps around each side of her waist and secured them together over her belly, tightening incrementally until her arms were lashed to her body.

George opened the wheel and helped Jenny to duck inside the narrow access panel. He eased the helmet over her distorted features, ensuring the small breathing mask fully covered her nose and mouth. An extreme rubber posture collar lifted her chin and clamped the helmet around her neck in a watertight seal. He then pulled the buckled mittens up between her naked breasts and locked the straps toaring in the front of the collar. The effect was to force her pouched hands under her ribs, slightly lifting her breasts. He could see the futile movements of her fingers, but the latex was so taut she was barely able to flex the surface of the mittens. Padlocks clicked like castanets. After a final check, George wriggled out of the wheel and closed the access panel.

He opened an air bleed valve in the top of the wheel and turned on the water supply.

Looking down, Jenny saw water spurt and splash around her feet. Like a filling bath, the level rose slowly but inexorably, gurgling softly over her ankles and calves. She felt its weight squeeze out a few air pockets from her stockings, then her waist and breasts went under. Ina sudden swirling rush, the water rose to her chin and within seconds, her head sank below the surface. Looking up, she saw the wheel fill completely.

George disconnected the hose and closed the bleed valve.

Jenny stood in splendid isolation, a figure of allure that beckoned yet was totally unreachable. She knew he liked that very much. When he removed the chocks, she carefully negotiated the stable door and rolled out into the barn.

It was a dramatic entrance!

People parted before her stately passage, open-mouthed and staring.

Even in such company and accustomed as they were to strange sights, it was a remarkable tableau. Jenny walked in slow motion, swaying gracefully in the centre of the rolling wheel with arms bound and immobile, her every movement dampened by the viscous water and the cumbersome weights in her shoes. The surreal perfection of her upright form was distorted by continual diffraction through the rotating perspex walls of her aquatic prison. She circled the room with awkward steps snubbed by the ankle shackles, George walking at her side, then he guided her to a position beside the makeshift dais. Endless faces gazed in, intrigued, fascinated and appreciative, but although their mouths moved, she could hear nothing except the susurration of her own breathing. Then Bernard and Anna swam into view. He looked at her for a long time before giving a stiff nod of acknowledgment, but Anna was entirely unaware of her surroundings.

Sheathed in polished aluminium, she stood like a knight in shining armour at his side. The metal plates of her suit had been formed to outrageously accentuate the female form. Huge conical breasts were tipped with polished bronze nipples, tilted upwards and hung with rings and bells. Her waist had been savagely reduced into a waspish minimum above provocatively flared hips. She walked stiffly on pointed boots, her knees rigid and legs only moving at the hip. Jenny assumed her arms must have been enclosed within the body armour as the were no obvious signs that they could be anywhere else!

A bizarre helmet covered her face in an uninterrupted ovoid of smooth metal with twin breathing tubes protruding at her crown like the antennae of a strange insect. To modify her point of perspective, flexible fibre optic cables sprang from the seamless metal over her eyes and curved down to clamps on either side of her waist, the frog-like lenses pointing backwards. The view must have been most disconcerting - she could only see where she’d been and not where she was going!

Bernard tugged her forward on a chain attached to a navel ring and they passed out of Jenny’s sight, then movement cau ghthereyeand she turned to stare up at the dais.

lain stepped to the front to general applause. "Good evening, ladies and gentlemen..."

"And babies!” squeaked an elderly man dressed in a blue latex romper suitand bib. Frilled rubber knee socks and mittens completed his outfit.

He waved alarge baby’s bottle in the air that appeared to be filled with red wine! A frantic nurse dressed in blue and white latex fussed around him, trying to calm his wayward behaviour with a scolding tongue before eventually seizing his arms and wrestling handcuffs around his wrists. She prevented any further outburst with an oversize rubber dummy forced into his mouth and secured with a pink silken ribbon.

"Thank you, Leonard. Remind me to see you tomorrow about those short-term securities and share options!” The laughter died down and he began again. "Welcome to the tenth annual Black Post Society bondage competition. It's good to see we have close to one hundred percent attendance. Everyone appears to have entered into the spirit of things, including Shirley.” He swept aside the curtain at the back of the stage and presented his wife to the audience.

Shirley walked forward with studied care on ballerina boots wearing a full-length black rubber trench coat and stood nonchalantly, hands thrust deep into the generous pockets. The coat was buttoned to her chin with a full and voluminous storm hood resting in generous folds over her shoulders and back. A wide belt was hauled tight around her narrow waist, but Jenny barely noticed these minor details. Protruding from the collar of the coat on a long stylised neck was a naked mannequin’s head. The moulded face stared out with a vacant expression frozen on the painted features.

There was no doubt that the head was not Shirley’s!

lain turned her this way and that, then pulled her arms out of the pockets. Lifeless, they hung awkwardly at her sides. He took one limp hand, led her down the steps and propelled her out into the audience before returning to the dais. Shirley circulated blindly, guided by friendly touches from one person to the next. She passed quite close to Jenny, enabling George to examine her silent form in detail before she moved away.

"We’ve now had time to examine all the costumes so voting will commencein a few minutes. You all know the details soit would be best if I shut up and retrieved my wife."

Shortly, slips of paper were distributed to everyone and voting got under way. The procedure was simple. Each person had been allocated a number and if chosen, that number was written on the paper. The votes were then counted and the top three went forward to the final.

Those three were then required to demonstrate the creation of their bondage on the dais before the final vote was taken to determine the winner. Simple and fair, the system enabled each person to inspect every costume at the meeting and then provided an enjoyable and entertaining spectacle whilst the three finalists were placed into severe restraint.

There was much interest in the wheel. Jenny stood removed from the hubbub, isolated by many gallons of water inside the perspex shield surrounding her body, but occasionally a vague murmur infiltrated through into her private bubble. Many faces peered in at her and then made notations on their voting forms before moving away. Because they were the centre of attraction, George did not have to leave her side to observe the other members - they all seemed intent on a detailed appraisal of Jenny. He finally voted for a young girl encased in a sheath dress of glossy black leather that enclosed her body from neck to toe in a single gleaming column, the hide wrapping her in such a restrictive grip thatshe was compelled to wear roller blades on her ballerina boots.

Her girlfriend tugged ataleash clipped to her posture collar, wheeling her around the barn like an obedient puppy. A pair of lively hazel eyes sparkled out from beneath the lenses stitched into her heavy leather helmet. Crowned by the most spectacular wig George had ever seen, a great fountain of midnight ringlets cascaded in a halo behind her head and sweptdown tokiss the backs of her ankles. Strapped and laced into an inflexible leather pillar, she glided past on her blades like a statue of Venus. Jenny thought the simplicity of her bondage so appealing she also voted for the girl, nodding to George when he held up her voting form.

One by one, the voting slips were collected and carefully counted by lain. Interest grew. He jotted down his calculations and eventually announced the finalists.

"Well, we have the results at last.” An interested silence settled on the crowd. "Wehave clear leaders at this stage who have polled more votes than all the others put together. In third place,” he coughed modestly, "myself and Shirley."

Someone yelled, "Fix!” from the crowd. There were further goodnatured rumblings for several moments.

Iain laughed. "Not a fix, I assure you! In second place, and last year’s winners, Bernard and Anna, and taking just over half of all the votes, our newest members, George and Jenny with their remarkable isolation ball!"

"I can’t believe so many people voted for us!” Jenny sat in the stable, stripped of her clothing and restraints She towelled the last traces of moisture from her thighs while George checked over the wheel and made a few unnecessary adjustments. The last of the water was trickling out through the bleed valve and tinkling down a drain inthe corner of the stable "Did you see the look on Bernard’s face?” he chuckled. "It was delicious. He knows he’s beaten and doesn’t like it."

"I don’t care. They've had a good run, but you can’t win every time.

Come on, I want a drink and a good look around before the final - it’s noteasy toinspecteveryone’s costumes in that thing.” She shrugged on a red rubber coat, slid her hand into George’s and headed for the bar.

There was ashortinterlude before the final to allow arrangements to be completed. Such was the relaxed atmosphere that they gave no heed to the security of the wheel or Jenny’s clothing.

It proved a costly mistake!

Fire is always an ever present danger on an arable farm in summer.

Unseen and unnoticed, a cigarette butt flicked through the door of the stable had ignited the bales of straw inside that were provided as makeshift seats. The highly flammable material burst into flames and although the conflagration was quickly discovered and extinguished, the damage to their equipment was fatal. lain’s efficient use of the hose had saved the building, but Jenny's rubber clothing was a black and congealed mess. She stared in shock at the damage. George held her close with a comforting arm around her shoulder, but she was close to tears. One side of the wheel had slumped into great gaping holes and a bulging slurry of molten perspex lay spread across the floor.

"Idon’tbelieveit!” fumed Iain, the cigarette buttin hishands. "Why the hell do you think we have so many no smoking signs!” He threw it down in disgust and ground it underfoot. "I'm truly sorry, Jenny."

There was genuine rue in his voice.

"This was no accident,” she said in a low voice.

"What?” George looked at her with astonishment.

"Iknow we can’t prove anything, butI’'m convinced this was deliberate sabotage."

"Now wait just a minute - " "Think about it. We were so far ahead in the competition that victory was certain. Who had most to lose? Who has won so many times before that defeat has become unthinkable?"

"You can’t prove that,” said Iain. "Without proof, I can’t do anything."

"That’s the clever part of it. Nobody is going to own up to this and risk getting thrown out, and you can be damned sure there were no witnesses. Besides, everyone knows you can smoke out in the garden, so you have to ask yourself, why this stall? There are plenty of other stables further from here that offer much more privacy for a crafty fag, even if you couldn’t be bothered to walk outside. This stable opens almost directly into the barn and the door was shut, so there was far too great a chance of being spotted. No. Someone deliberately did this to stop us and that can only be Bernard."

Jenny’s certainty was obvious. George and Iain looked at each other and realised she was probably right.

"There’s nothing we can prove,” said lain. A gloomy silence settled in the stall.

"Well, we're stillin the final,” said George. "What are we going to do?"

Iain looked at his watch. "You've got half an hour to come up with something."

Jenny was determined not to give up without a fight. She looked around the blackened walls miserably. Piled unnoticed in one corner lay an assortment of building materials. She gazed at the bags of materials and stacked timbers for a moment, then smiled.

"Tain, do you have an inflatable suit I can use?”

* * * * *


OCCLUSION

"I am so sorry about your misfortune.” Jenny turned at the sound of the comment. She was waiting backstage for the final to begin while George and lain made frantic preparations. Slightly accented, she knew instantly whose voice it was. Bernard stood at her shoulder, his face grave and full of concern. Anna, still completely covered in latex, shuffled from boot to boot at his side. It seemed destined that Jenny would never see her face.

"Thank you, Bernard.” She forced herself to be pleasant. Although the man was undoubtedly handsome, she sensed something loathsome about him that made her skin crawl. There was a cold cruelty that lurked behind his eyes; alone in his presence, she knew she would be frightened. She thought of George and the sense of security she felt whenever they were together. George gave everything he had to sustain their relationship, but this man would only take - and take without mercy. She had to stifle a shudder.

"It is a pity, but now, perhaps, we will win again, yes?” He nodded briefly and moved away, pulling Anna behind him.

"NotifIcanhelp it!” muttered Jenny. Bernard passed a dressing mirror and for a second she saw his shielded reflection. A nasty smirk of triumph lit up his face. She ground her teeth in anger and stalked off to find George.

Twenty minutes later, lain announced the final. Interest had been sharpened by the fire and several of the more perspicacious members of the audience had come to much the same conclusions as Jenny.

"Friends, now that the excitement has died down, we come at last to the final of this year’sbondage competition. Asin previous years, the order of appearance is alphabetical and so I call upon Bernard Audoire and Anna to begin. Shirley and Iwill follow, with George and Jenny coming last.” There was a murmur of surprise at this announcement. "I realise that Jenny’s costume has been destroyed, but showing remarkable imagination, she and George have managed to organise an adequate replacement they hope will be equally as impressive and worthy of inclusion in the final.” Bernard looked long and hard at lain, then stepped onto the dais.

They watched from the wings while he began the complex task of encasing Anna in her suit of erotic armour. "Did you see his face when I announced you were still in the final?” said lain.

"Yes. If ever there was a guilty look, that was it.” Jenny stood unable to move, already dressed for the final.

"It was noticed by quite a few of the others as well.” George pulled the curtain to one side and peered discreetly at the audience. "They don’t seem very impressed."

"That doesn’t mean they won't vote for them. I've seen a disinterested audience return a resounding victory before now."

Slowly, Anna’s inert form was encased in the aluminium armour.

Bernard used special keys to lock the burnished plates around her limbs. With arms folded into the small of her back, he wrapped her body in a hinged breastplate and secured it along the length of her spine. The helmet was fitted to her head and fastened to the inflexible neck.

"Has anyone ever seen Anna’s face?” whispered Jenny suddenly.

"Not as far as I know. She’s always masked, even when they arrive and depart."

"Doesn’t that strike you as odd?"

George chuckled. "Odd? Here, in this company?"

Bernard completed Anna’s incarceration by locking a chainleash to her navel ring and parading her to and fro across the stage to generous applause before returning to stand amongst the audience.

Then lain swept a curtain aside at the back of the stage and dragged an extremely reluctant Shirley into the spotlight by a chain attached to her handcuffs. She stumbled forwards on needle thin ballerina boots wearing a black rubber suit, a substantial plug gagging her furious protests. Sodden copper hair stuck to her shoulders and back, trailing lines of moisture over the shining latex. Gloved hands twisted against bracelets, fingers clawing at the chained leash.

"I'm sorry about this, but Shirley was disinclined to get ready in time, a feminine faultI'm sure most husbands have suffered from at one time or another!” There was a murmur of agreement - but not too loud!

"George, if you please?” At Ian’s invitation, George walked onto the stage. Shirley appeared to be as uncooperative as possible and lashed out with her spiked heels to add an element of realism to the show. She struggled and kicked, encouraged by the crowd, but the two men circled warily before pouncing and quickly mastering her. A long leather corset was wrapped around her body from neck to hip. The handcuffs were removed and her arms wrestled to the sides of her body with hands laid flat across her stomach. Once the corset was in place, Iain and George stood on either side and heaved.in the thick silk laces.

Slowly and inexorably, Shirley was squeezed by rigid, steel reinforced leather until the outline of her arms completely disappeared. When they tied off the laces and wound the excess around her trim waist, no evidence of her arms could be detected.

Jenny was fascinated. She had examined the corset earlier and thought it the most monstrous garment she had ever seen, but at that moment, she felt a certain jealousy of Shirley.

Once he was satisfied that the corset was in place, lain attached a pair of false arms to the shoulders. Covered in realistic plastic skin and correctly articulated,it was difficult to distinguish them as artificial.

They hung at her sides inertly while George slid long black rubber gloves up to the shoulders.

Shirley saw lain advancing with a helmet and shook her head violently, glaring at him with fire in her eyes, but despite attempting to swipe at him with her useless arms, he quickly wriggled the tight leather down over her head and smoothed the hide across her features, allowing George to tighten the laces with a jerk. A strap hanging from the small of her back was buckled to a sturdy ring stitched into the crown of the helmet and slowly tightened, forcing Shirley’s head back at an ever increasing angle. Iain glanced down at the crowd.

"Shorter?"

There was a chorus of assent. He repeated this several times until, from the front, it appeared that Shirley had been decapitated. She stood on unsteady legs with arched spine and chest thrust out, struggling to cope with the rigour of her stance as she stumbled awkwardly around the dais.

Thenextitem of her costume even surprised the appreciative audience.

A false torso was fitted on top of her truncated form. Constructed from flesh-coloured rubber and expertly painted, the moulding encircled her from the sternum upwards and was strapped into place over her shoulders to restore the natural human shape of her body. Generous breasts projected forwards, tipped with erect nipples. A long elegant neck supported the naked head. Model’s eyes peered blindly at the audience through ridiculous lashes, while pouting ruby lips were ghosted with a distant enigmatic smile. Adjustments were swiftly made and then the full-length heavy latex trench coat was fitted onto the silent woman. Her false arms were thrust into the sleeves. Flowing folds of rubber settled around her hips and legs, sweeping down in deep flutes to kiss her ankles. Iain tightened the belt and slipped her gloved hands into the pockets. Toensure she could breathe, he attached a simple respirator mask over her nose and mouth, trailed the short corrugated rubber hose down herback and eased the filter out through the rear storm flap of the coat. The glistening hood was then arranged behind her false neck, the generous swathes of latex effectively disguising Shirley’s hidden head and covering her blank features. A quick final inspection and she was presented to the Society.

The applause was spontaneous and enthusiastic. Shirley stood at the front of the stage, to all intents a beautifully depilated woman with hands casually thrust into the pockets of her gleaming rubber coat, yet the figure was also a strange symbiosis; an amalgam of Shirley and another creature created by lain. Supported by him, she stepped down off the stage and walked blindly amongst the appreciative crowds, leaving the stage to George.

"I'm sorry to have to tell you that the costume which got usinto the final has been destroyed in the fire.” George surveyed the sea of upturned faces. He was a confident speaker and showed no signs of nervousness.

"Some may argue that we now have no right to be here and that a replacement finalist should be found, but any costume is only a manifestation of the imagination, so maybe you should still give us a chance to show what we can offer the Society."

He wheeled Jenny onto the stage. She leaned back at a slight angle against a supporting frame unable to move. From the neck down, her body was a bloated parody of the human form, an immense figure encased in the swelling rounded contours of a fully inflated black neoprene body suit. She stood with toes pointing vertically downwards, the billowing legs supporting her like flawless columns, each terminating in rigid hemispheres that boosted her a foot or more from the floor. Her extended arms were forced out by the girth of her body and held inflexibly beneath convex taut surfaces with hands enveloped inside swollen oval bladders that resembled bizarre boxing gloves. She wore a simple rubber open-faced hood to cover her hair.

George presented her to the audience. "Most of you know that we're the newest members here, soinaway we have something to prove. The perspex wheel was my design, but what you are about to see was conceived by Jenny. There’s nothing new about inflatable bondage items and I'm sure many of you are familiar with the technique, but the medium used is almost always air, and occasionally water.

"Tonight, the suit will be filled with plaster!"

There was a stunned silence, then a wave of eager interest rustled through the crowd. George deflated each chamber in the suit. Air exhausted through open valves and the outer skin slowly collapsed around Jenny. She slid to the floor as the legs became flaccid and felt movement slowly return to her arms. The pneumatic compression created by the suit was a delightful sensation - what the plaster would feel like made her stomach tremble with anticipation.

George wheeled in a portable pump and a huge metal bath. While he began to mix the quick-setting plaster, lain checked over the equipment, the whine of the powerful motor filling the barn. He dipped a suction pipe into the bath and opened a valve.

A thin stream of liquid plaster jetted from the nozzle of a flexible hose like toothpaste squeezed from a tube!

George connected the nozzle to the suit. With a coughing gurgle, plaster flowed into the spherical glove chamber enclosing Jenny’s left hand, the outer neoprene skin swelling like a balloon to completely enclose her forearm and fist. He repeated the procedure for her right hand before removing the nozzle and sealing the valves. Both arms hung like lead weights at her side. She spread her fingers wide inside the gloves, allowing each to be individually encased, then George attached thenozzle toa valve behind her neck and began to fill the main body chamber of the suit.

A sensation of heaviness spread around Jenny’s legs. The plaster was as dense as stone, and even in its liquid form, she would have had difficulty in moving. She felt the glutinous cream slither and slide down her neoprene-shrouded body and collectin the flaccid chambers surrounding her feet. Thelevel slowly rose above her knees and around her hips, forcing the tough outer skin to sag grotesquely in uneven bulges around her waist, then her breasts sank beneath the welling surface. A sticky paste spilled down to surround her arms and within moments, the suit was completely filled, stiffening to the correct shape as the interior was pressurised. Her feet lost contact with the ground and she was boosted upwards before coming to rest leaning back at a slight angle against the supporting frame.

What little movement remaining in her hands steadily diminished as the warming plaster rapidly set. She rested against the frame for a moment, then found herself trapped in an increasingly viscous grip and struggled desperately, butin an accelerating chemical reaction, the plaster suddenly solidified around her.

She was utterly unable to move!

George tested the suit with his fingers, tapping cautiously and smiling at the dull reverberation. The surface was as hard as iron! He glanced at Jenny’s face and saw the first signs of her arousal. She wriggled in vain against her cocoon, but the suit contemptuously contained her most violent efforts. A dull flush stained her cheeks. She moistened her lips with a flick of her tongue and stared at him with a hungry passion, her attention locked onto the helmet in his hands.

Helpless to prevent him, she rolled her eyes and gazed up at the stretched neoprene opening poised above her head, then he swiftly pulled the deflated hood down over head. The lastsight Jenny saw was the rapt attention of a hundred faces, then a descending darkness closed around her. She sucked in a limp gag, its central feeding tube sealed by an external, protruding nipple at her crown. Soft tubes were eased gently into her nostrils. There were furtive movements around her neck and a steadily advancing constriction that lifted her chin and gripped her neck, then plaster spattered over her head and coalesced swiftly against her cheeks. The heavy liquid oozed over her face and all contact with the outside world faded away. Her breath panted with arousal at the exquisite sensation, the only sound she could hear, then she cried out as the gag swelled in her mouth, expanding around her teeth and gums as it was pumped full of cloying fluid. She could twist her head very slightly for a few minutes, then all movement abruptly disappeared.

Jenny stood like a living statue, encased fromcrown to toe inside a thick layer of creamy plaster!

George gazed ather silentform. Once the helmet had been fitted,he slid a deep collar around her neck to seal the joint. Like a large doughnut, the collar gripped tight and boosted her head back so that she was looking slightly upwards. Then he completed her incarceration by fully inflating the helmet, watching in fascination as the neoprene expanded slowly into a quivering hardened sphere. With the helmet filled to capacity, he used one of lain’s glass and metal syringes to steadily inject plaster into the gag.

Already, her erratic respiration was whistling through the tubes projecting up on either side of the feeding nipple. He detected a faint muffled wail and smiled. Even if they didn’t win the competition, at least Jenny was enjoying herself. Of course it meant destroying the suit to break her out, but they had agreed that was an acceptable price to pay. It was only after carefully checking her breathing that he became aware of the tumultuous applause at his back. Surprised, he turned to find people swarming onto the stage for a closer inspection of Jenny’s erotic sarcophagus. Voting slips were thrust into Iain’s hand and amongst the chaos, he had to shout that George and Jenny were the runaway winners. Nothing like it had ever been seen before, and through the sea of excited faces he had the satisfaction of seeing Bernard snarl in disgust and stalk angrily from the barn, savagely dragging a silent and uncomprehending Anna behind him.

Blissfully unaware of the dramatic events around her, Jenny found herself utterly unprepared for the profound physical pleasure coursing through her body. Her heart pounded out a rhythm of heat and chaos.

She heaved and strained with every ounce of strength she possessed, yet it made no difference. The lurking passion that she’d managed to hold in check suddenly reared up to swamp her consciousness. The muscles of her sex contracted involuntarily, squeezing with bliss as she shivered into a ferocious climax, her animal grunting muffled by the heavy gag in her mouth. Reeling from exquisite rapture, she cried out with every hoarse breath, rolling from one orgasm almost immediately into another, and still the fire was not quenched...

"Itseems such a shame to destroy the cast.” George observed. He stood with Jain regarding the rigid neoprene and plaster statue standing stiff and silentupon the dais. A thin rubber tube was connected to the nipple at the crown of her head and George was patiently injecting iced water with [ain’s syringe. When it was empty, he disconnected the tube and sealed the nipple again.

Early morning sunshine poured in through the skylights. The faint sounds of departing cars could be heard in the distance as society members packed up and departed. George had spent the night on a camp bed next to Jenny and awoke to the muffled sounds of her frenetic exertions. Even as he spoke, a faint muted wail filtered up through the breathing tubes, a heartfelt sobbing of utter bliss. He had thought it appropriate, in view of the considerable effort required to create such an astonishing bondage, that Jenny should at least spend the entire night encased in her solitary and pleasant prison.

"She could remain inside almost indefinitely!” said Iain quietly. "I don’t think you noticed too much while Jenny was dressing, but this is one of several bondage suits designed for extended periods of incarceration."

He drew George’s attention to the crotch, where several discreet nozzles protruded through the neoprene. "In her haste, Jenny simply accepted the first suit on the rack without realising what she was doing. It was Shirley’s idea, I think, to give her this particular one, and if you recall, Jenny was already dressed when we returned from checking out the pump. By then, it was too late to back out, and these werealready inside herbody!” Helaid a finger on the rear nozzle. "This back tube extends through into her anus. It’s hollow! he added pointedly.

"Has Jenny ever had an enema?"

Surprised, George looked at his grinning face. "You have to be joking,"

he said faintly.

"Notatall.I'd say it was one of Shirley’s favourite experiences, butwho knows how Jenny would react? Perhaps we should just cut her out now."

"Let’s not be too hasty. Before we consider that, tell me more."

Tain chuckled at George's obvious interest and mentally noted that in all probability, Jenny was going to be subject to some very unusual sensations in the next few days. "This nozzle allows her to relieve herself without fear of accident or mess. A cushioned cup is pressed against her inside the suit and can be drained through the tube.” He then opened a tiny cap covering the front nozzle to reveal an electrical socket. "This is the connection for her clitoral vibrator. Extensive use of this should keep her quite happy, and by injecting liquidised baby food through the feeding nozzle in the helmet and ensuring her toilet is regularly attended to, I don’t see any reason why Jenny can’t spend up to a week inside the cast!"

Astonished, George considered the implications. Above all, he was concerned about Jenny’s reaction. To do this without her approval disturbed him greatly, but there was simply no way to communicate with her. She stood in splendid isolation, writhing in her own inflexible world of darkness and warmth, utterly beyond his reach.

"I'must confess the prospect is incredibly appealing, but it would be unfair to subject her to this without her consent.” He stroked her bloated legs and looked up at the hardened sphere of her head. "What a pity she can’t hear,” he added softly.

"Not a problem.” Iain strode away and returned a few minutes later carrying a megaphone. He placed it against the side of her head and spoke into the mouthpiece.

"This is lain, can you hear me? One grunt for yes!” There was no reaction. The plaster and neoprene statue remained silent. Iain repeated his question a little louder. For a few seconds, nothing happened, then they both heard an indistinct squeal issue from the breathing tubes. "We can break you out now if you wish, but before we do, George wants to speak to you.” He handed over the megaphone.

"Jenny, are you okay?” George was relieved to hear her positive response. "We won the competition, but it seems such a shame to destroy the cast. Would you like to spend more time in there?"

There was along pause. George thought perhaps she hadn’t heard and was about to repeat his question when he heard a single grunt. He looked at Iain, then raised the megaphone again. "We can leave you in there for several days. The suit has all the necessary connections for feeding and you can pass waste through the tubes, but let me warn you - if you decide to stay inside, this will be the last chance you have until I decide to release you. We won’t be communicating again after this conversation. You'llbe on your ownin there. Iwant your decision now.

Do you wish to stay inside the suit? They both stood still and waited for her reply.

Beneath the impenetrable layers that separated her from the outside world, Jenny felt a sudden and overwhelming excitement rip through her belly. Vague and indistinct as his voice was, she had no difficulty in hearing what he said. His astonishing pronouncement left her breathless. The thought of being encapsulated inside the plaster for days on end made her heart thump heavily. She squirmed and felt the anal probe move deliciously. It was only when the suit had been fitted properly that she felt the projecting tube nuzzle into her rear, and by then it was far too late to complain. Forgotten up until a few moments ago, she now realised its significance. That meant the soft collar embedded around her sex ensured she could urinate whenever she wanted, and the recent iced water trickling into her mouth demonstrated how she could be fed. Satisfied that these essentials were catered for, she considered what effect such a lengthy imprisonment would have. Physically, she was extremely comfortable. The neoprene caressed her body with an even touch and there were no obvious pressure points that could cause any problems. Of course, she couldn’t move a muscle, but then that was the whole idea of her bondage.

More subtle was the psychological effect. After spending only one night inside, she had experienced a continually elevated state of arousal, suffering extravagant disorientation and sexual pleasure.

Three or four days of such stimulation could drive her crazy!

All these thoughts raced through her mind in the few seconds after George’s announcement. She wavered, uncertain in her decision, but deep down, a thrilling desire to be made utterly helpless swelled uncontrollably. Before she had a chance to back out, she screamed once into the bulging plaster gag filling hermouth, astonished at her own irrevocable decision.

"So be it!” The faint words sealed her fate. Any objections would now beignored - there was no way she could make George understand if she reversed her decision and all the strenuous denials she might make would only be interpreted as signs of her inner arousal. The thought shocked her to the core and she struggled wildly, panting with excitement.

"I only hope for your sakes that she’s not changed her mind.” Iain listened to the storm of muffled shrieks.

"Listen to her, man - she’s desperate in there!"

Therewas nodoubt that Jenny was in the throes of extreme arousal. Her unsteady breath rattled through the rubber tubes, a whispering susurration mingled with constant groaning. George laid a hand on the cast and felt a tremor from deep within. She was wrestling almost constantly against her snug cocoon.

George looked at Iain and nodded decisively. "Okay, let's do it!”

* * * * *


ISOLATION

Deep beneath the surface of her inflexible womb, Jenny was all too aware thather fate had been sealed for the next few days, a fate brought about by her own choice. She floated in a sensuous dreamy daze, her intense euphoria magnified by the homogeneous and impenetrable layers surrounding her body. Whether she had spent twenty minutes or twenty hours in the cast was difficult to tell; time seemed to both stand still and speed past in the blank uniformity of her private world.

Drifting in a pleasant bubble of warmth and security, she presently noticed a distant scraping through the plaster covering her sex. Puzzled for amoment, she reached out with truncated senses, then realised that perhaps she was being released despite her wishes. Maybe her signal had been misinterpreted by George after all. A strange mixture of relief and sorrow flooded through her. It would have been wonderful to spend endless hours enclosed inside the cast, conjuring endless images of extreme bondage.

But the release she anticipated did not materialise. The vague movements continued for a few more seconds, then ceased abruptly. She stood swathed in a world of complete silence waiting for something to happen.

George examined the strange equipment now connected to the nozzles at Jenny’s crotch. The battery pack for her vibrator was a standard design that he was familiar with, but the clyster pump was unusual and intriguing. A large transparent glass carboy was mounted on top of the pump housing, while to one side hung an empty rubber waste bag. A smooth rubber tube coiled up to the suit like a thick serpent and was screwed onto the protruding connector. Like the vibrator, the pump was battery powered, allowing use anywhere and at any time. lain’s generous offer to loan it for an indefinite period had been gratefully accepted. Just in front of the tube a much thinner rubber pipe curved downbetween her legs and was squeezed shut by a surgical clamp just above the neck of a capacious collection bottle. With her toilet now regulated externally, Jenny had voluntarily relinquished control over the functions of her hidden body.

"Ihope you haven't started without me?” Iain staggered into the barn carrying a heavy plastic container full of tepid water.

"So how does this thing work?” George helped him fill the carboy.

"Nothing could be simpler. The inlet pipe runs inside the outer drain tube, making the whole assembly much neater. The pump is controlled by this switch and the flow can be varied by thatadjustable valve on the side. Try it!"

For a few moments, George hesitated, still uncertain of Jenny’s reaction, then flicked the switch. There was a muted gurgle and several large bubbles of air floated up through the water in the reservoir, then the level began to drop slowly. The pump operated with an efficient hum, steadily injecting through the hidden inner tube.

After a little while, the waste bag twitched!

Quivering in a mixture of outrage and bliss, Jenny filled with warmth.

Heaviness roiled through her belly, coalescing into an unstoppable ‘downward tide that, to her shame and mortification, she was totally unable to prevent. Water splashed and spilled, then drained quickly to leave her writhing on the probe filling her rear, glad that the plaster disguised her reddening features. Then, without warning, the vibrator began to tickle at her clitoris, adding to her erotic distress! Instinctively, she tried to wrench herself way from its buzzing hardness, but the cast prevented even the smallest of movements. Buried deep into her cleft and retained in position by the pressurised suit, there was no chance of evading its maddening but delightful presence. She strained mightily, then shrieked as a sharp climax reared from nowhere and crashed down with astonishing force. Jenny simply crumpled with bliss, riding hard with spasmodic contractions of her buttocks, the intrusive button ferociously savaging her tumescent pearl. Burning flesh spread on either side of the hardened neoprene ridge. She cried into the gag with every panting breath and surrendered utterly to the exquisite heat in her pulsing sex, a constant flood of warm water still circulating through her bowel.

Watching the black rubber waste bag bulge and swell, George continued to irrigate while gauging her responses from the whistling sibilance of her tortured respiration. Shivering groans emanated from the breathing tubes. He detected the characteristic squeal that signalled the peak of her pleasure and pressed his ear to the suit at her crotch. The deeply embedded vibrator hummed merrily, its motorised heart uncaring of the chaos and turmoil it created.

Jenny’s muffled orgasm gradually subsided. With the reservoir fully drained, the clyster pump automatically shut down. He switched off the vibrator and had just finished disconnecting the tube and flushing out the waste bag when Shirley backed in George’s substantial fourwheel trailer. It was hitched to his Range Rover and she manoeuvred it skilfully next to the dais. Thick foam rubber sheeting lined the trailer bed. With her help, they carefully lifted Jenny’s immobile form and laid it supine in the centre of the padding. George arranged the bottle and battery pack between her legs, ensuring the vibrator was wound up to maximum, then assisted Iain in securing the cast with wide nylon strops passed across her chestand thighs. Ratchets hauled the webbing tight, forcing the cast to sink deep into the resilient surface. Once satisfied that she was firmly tied, he shook out a thick neoprene tarpaulin and threw it across the trailer. Eyelets were threaded with rope and the tarpaulin lashed into place, completely covering Jenny.

Shirley packed the clyster pump amongst the luggage on the back seat of the car.

George settled himself behind the wheel. "Thanks for everything.

We've had a wonderful time."

"Our pleasure. We'll long remember the incredible sight of that suit being filled with plaster. Are you sure it was Jenny’s idea?"

" Absolutely! I could never have dreamed up such an inescapable bondage."

"When do you plan to release her?” asked Shirley.

George shrugged. "Maybe I won't. I think I've just found the ideal eroticstatue for the garden. Listen, why don’t you two come down next weekend. I'll keep Jenny incarcerated until then and we can have a releasing ceremony."

"Sounds great!” smiled Iain. "We'll bring a horse-box full of equipment you haven'’t seen yet."

George grinned and let in the clutch. The car began to move away but Shirley called him back. "Aren’t you forgetting something?"

"I don’t think so.” His puzzled expression vanished when she produced a small trophy from behind her back. Unadorned, the plain cup had a simple inscription engraved in the silver.

BPS George accepted the cup and placed it on the passenger seat. "Thanks.

We'll always treasure this.” He waved at his friends and left the barn, negotiating the bumpy drive before pulling out into the lane and heading west for home. Shirley and Iain stood by the house and watched them glide away.

When the sound of the car had faded, she extracted a pair of chased silver handcuffs from Iain’s pocket and secured her wrists behind her back in one fluid movement. He enveloped her in an embrace, felt her breasts crush against his chest and kissed her parted lips, his fingers enmeshed in her flowing copper hair.

"Come on,” she murmured. "See to me before lunch..."

Thejourney was a transitional blur for Jenny. She immediately realised she was being transported back to Haverstock and tried torelax, but the vibrator churned in her sex and the uneven road surfaces jolted and bumped, creating an ethereal haze punctuated only by her sweet and endless pleasure. She wondered what fate George had planned for her and spent the hours idly reviewing their more memorable moments; that wonderful first night hanging from the ceiling above his bed when he rotated her like a wheel on his spike; the trip to the fetish party and the incredible sensation of her vacuum bra, and more recently, the weekend spent with lain and Shirley. Eventually, lulled by the hypnotic movements of the trailer, she fell into a deep sleep: George also put the journey to good use, reviewing different schemes for Jenny’s incarceration at Haverstock as they sped along the motorway.

He glanced frequently in his mirror, but his attention was drawn away from the traffic to the vague shape lashed beneath the thick tarpaulin. Wind caught under the edges and ballooned the neoprene, but there was no danger to his precious cargo, such was the extent and tightness of her restraints. lain may have thought him joking when he suggested the garden as her final resting place, but George was in fact serious. Protected from the elements by a glossy black coating of neoprene and insulated from the cold by the plaster, there was no reason why she shouldn’t grace his lawn. But that was for later in the week; to begin with, he decided to keep her in their special barn.

Unloading the trailer proved awkward. The cast weighed several hundred pounds in addition to Jenny’s own weight. He reversed through the doors and removed the tarpaulin, but found he could not lift her out of her foam rubber nest. However, inventive as ever, George soon struck on a novel solution to the problem. He removed one of the sturdy eye-bolts from a nearby wall and puncturing the suit at the crown of her helmet, screwed it directly into the plaster. With a clatter of chains, the hoist was lowered and clipped to the protruding steel ring, then she waslifted slowly upwards, eventually clearing the trailer and swinging gently backwards and forwards. George connected the clyster pump, filled the carboy and setitrunning at the lowest rate, then left her hanging whilst he garaged the car and unpacked. He took a leisurely bath, but all the time his thoughts returned to the bizarre figure suspended in the barn.

When consciousness eventually returned, Jenny found herself vertical again. In the silentintimacy of her castand denied a view of the outside world, it was surprisingly difficult to determine what orientation her body was in, but there was no doubt she had been lifted clear of the trailer and deposited upright, although where she knew not. She waited patiently. When wrapped from crown to pointed toe in a suit filled with hardened plaster, there was little else to do! Nothing happened for some time, then she felt the first creeping sensation of water filling her bowel and sighed softly.

On his return an hour later, George was gratified to detect the only external reaction possible from the statue - Jenny’s unsteady and rasping breath issuing from the two tubes clustered behind the eyebolt.

Even as he watched, the tremendous cast quivered slightly, responding to some great internal upheaval. Although completely anonymous, there was no doubt she was continually struggling against her confinement, albeit enjoyably. Muted cries could just be detected above the humming pump. Entranced, he slowly circled her sculptured form, gazing up at the bulbous black contours and trying to envisage the sweet agony she must be suffering. There now appeared to be no limit to her desires. Like an orchid blooming in the sunshine, her submissive masochism had fully flowered, nurtured by her trust and fed by the power of their imagination.

Reluctantly, George disconnected the pump and sealed the dripping nozzles. He had given some thought to the problem of controlling her vibrator and struck upon a novel solution. The batteries, although good for several hours, would not last the night, so he removed the electrical lead and connected it to a mains adaptor via a domestic electronic timer, enabling him to program the periods of stimulation as and when he liked. The timer was extremely versatile and combined with an endless power source, ensured an afternoon of unparalleled stimulation for Jenny. He set the vibrator to pulse for ten minutes at thirty minute intervals and then left the barn, carefully locking the heavy door behind him.

Three hours later, Jenny had been reduced to a pitiable state. She had now spent over thirty-six hours frozen in the same position, yet still writhed and twisted helplessly, suckling on her imprisonment like a greedy child in a sweet shop. Surprisingly, instead of becoming numb with fatigue, every part of her body felt incredibly alive and vibrant with energy. A profound alertness swept up from the tips of her toes to the straining immobility of her spread fingers, enhancing and tempering the intense glowing pleasure that coursed through her belly.

Unable to dissipate, her explosive sexual aura was reflected back into her sensitised skin by the pressurised neoprene. The utter vulnerability of her situation devastated her feverish psyche, and coupled with the intermittent pulsing in her burning cleft, produced an endless blinding euphoria, at times so intense she lost contact with reality and slid into a swirling faint, rolling in an endless state of limbo; not quite unconscious and yet totally oblivious to the outside world.

Little wonder that over the following days Jenny lost all track of time inside her surrogate womb. There was no sense of duration, just simple existence ona primal level. Only the occasional swilling pressure in her gut and an irritating intrusion of macerated food interrupted the sublime uniformity of her silent world. Where she was or what was happening beyond the plaster simply meant nothing.

So intense were the sensations that it took many minutes for her to realise something unusual was happening. All the treatments had stopped some time ago, leaving her in a deep sleep of exhaustion.

Disorientated, she swam up out of her slumber to find the pressure of the cast had gone from around her head and face. Neoprene relaxed from her cheeks and forehead, then, like a blessing from heaven, light flooded into the Stygian blackness that had been her constant companion for what seemed alifetime. She felt the gag being eased care fully out of her gaping mouth, releasing her frozen jaw, but she remained silent for some time with eyes clamped shut against the aching brilliance before gradually becoming aware of George’s concerned voice.

"Are you okay?"

Jenny forced her husky shredded voice into action. "I - I think so”. Tt was all she could manage. Cracking open an eye, she saw to her astonishment that she was standing like a statue in the very centre of the lawn at Haverstock. Supported from behind by a simple frame, she gazed out over the undulating Cotswold hills to the distant horizon.

Tain stood smiling below her. He held a familiar controller in one hand, his fingers idly playing over the levers. Bewilderment descended on Jenny.

"Hello, Jenny,” he said. There was a high-pitched whirring and Shirley sped across the lawn towards them, blind, leather-clad and secured face down to the little six-wheeled buggy. She merely grunted a faint greeting before trundling off againin arandom direction accompanied by the muted burr of her implanted vibrators.

George stood on a step ladder and continued to cut away the plaster surrounding her neck and shoulders. "Don’t worry, we’ll soon have you free."

"What - what day is it?"

"Saturday. You'vebeenin the cast for a week.” He kissed her numb lips and comforted her confusion.

"A week! But it only seems a few hours. How long have I been out here?” She peered around at the garden, noting that the lawn had been recently cut; radial swathes spiralling out from her feetin a neat pattern of green stripes.

"I brought you out on Tuesday morning. Since then, you've gazed towards Cirencester day and night. The birds have got quite used to you now - but it does seem a shame to destroy their new perch!"

Pneumatic bondage eventually became a firm favourite of Jenny's, but nothing ever approached those first devastating sensations of encapsulation in liquid plaster, and George was compelled to spend a fortune in suits to satisfy her almost narcotic craving.

Bernard had stormed out immediately after the final and quit the club the following day. They never heard from him again. Iain had no difficulty accepting his haughty resignation, although he always did remain curious as to the true identity of Anna...

The engraved trophy took pride of place above the fireplace at Haverstock, and in later years, when the children had grown up and left for lives of their own, Jenny began to collect silver in a small way.

Friends and family often commented on the inclusion of such a modest cup amongst so many other fine antique pieces, its cheap plating worn thin by frequent polishing, but she always gave the same reply.

"It’s very special to us. These other figures I've bought, but George and I won that cup on a wonderful night - against all the odds!"

But she never told what BPS stood for!

* * * * *
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Written by Mike Vickers [llustrated by Benson]

A chance observation leads to a delicious bondage adventure for Jenny and George. Follow their journey through the pleasures of rubber and leather restraint until their triumph over adversity in a great contest!
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