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THE STORY SOFAR . ..

IN 2477A D

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

The voluptuous Captain Sommes ensures that Tammy's indoctrination into the world of slavery is sensually traumatic. Tammy discovers a new inner self as the experience of bondage triggers deeply buried emotional and lustful aspects of her nature she had no idea existed, then. . .

IN PETS AND BIMBOS

A fully trained Tammy gets a golden opportunity to exact revenge on a former tormentress when her benevolent owner, the gorgeous Brigette Sommes, engineers the downfall of the renamed Bimbo. After many exciting adventures, Tammy experiences the ride of her life providing the motive power for another unfortunate female’s one-way ride to the forbidding SAC-94.

How England has changed! The reader is given an in-depth report of the incredible variety of useful purposes towhich the surplus female populationis puttouse. Finally, theattention returns to Tammy and friends as she experiences the ultimate in erotic endurance. Oh lucky girl! Then...

IN BRIGETTE'S BIG MISTAKE

The newly promoted Major Sommes, along with her mentor and friend, Colonel Brenda Cunningham, are called upon to play host to the visiting Judge Loomis. All seems to go well, at first, as the visitors are given a detailed tour of SAC-94 and Gord Industries R&D facilities.

Here, the appreciative dignitaries witness first-hand the construction of, among other amazing creations, fem-fish, fem-seals and fem-snakes! The Judge takes a hands-on approach to his duty which leads to some interesting complications. Before long, the unwitting Brigette has insulted the tetchy Judge and devious plans are laid - with the connivance of Devlin Gord himself!

IN PRISONERS OF GORD MANSION

Brenda Cunningham experiences the delights of Gord Mansion, witnessing the full extent of Gord's perverse imagination as she observes a variety of extraordinary bondage adventures.

Gord mansion itself is powered by the enforced exertions of countless tormented LPGs - even the plumbing is provided courtesy of unwilling female flesh! Finally, Brenda herself is ensnared in a bizarre creation of Gord's devious mind and for days she is kept a helpless prisoner, a victim of her own lust as much as her fiendish bondage.

IN TAMMY'S GREATEST TEST

Devlin Gord reponds to an invitation from the corrupt USF to patticipateina West Coast Bondage Olympiad. Of course, his femletes of choice are the hapless pets and bimbos which make up his travelling entourage. Joined by Judge Loomis and a contigent of Antipodean contestants, the visiting luminaries make a big impression on the unsophisticated locals. Animosity quickly erupts between Devlin and Super-Bitch Barbarella Burnside of the USF. Then the contests begin...

... NOW READ ON!
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CHAPTER ONE - THE EQUESTRIAN EVENT

That night, apart from some sneaky crate re-allocation, and Devlin’s well rehearsed complaint to Barbarella about the damage to Brenda, things were quiet as the teams and owners rested from the first exhausting day. The Judge however, unbeknownst to Devlin had breached the block containment of the sometime Colonel and rearranged Brenda to a more pleasing format in his personal pet storage, as ithappened one that Devlin would most heartily approve of. Hewould have preferred the convenience of a familiar environment to begin the counselling necessary to convince his new acquisition to accept her changed circumstances. But this was better than nothing and, besides, keeping her out of sight would reduce the temptation for Devlin to rethink his generosity.

Humming quietly to himself, the Judge pressed a few buttons and watched avidly as the super cinched Colonel Brenda Cunningham was hydraulically resculpted into a more pleasing shape. Casually he experimented with new torsions, enjoying the sight of such helpless nubile curves being altered at a whim. Pleased with the final effect, he threw the controller down and left the still fuming Brenda to her silent enforced vigil, the full helmet hiding her scarlet face from view as she struggled to come to terms with the humiliation of her hydraulically arranged format. The Judge, it seemed, was an expert at reducing opinionated women to objects of ridicule. She silently cursed and prayed for the day when her hands would be around Devlin Gord’s neck.

Back at the Presidential suite, the object of her wrath was unaware of his former friend’s feelings as he turned away from the President. As expected, Barbarella denied all knowledge of the savage attack on the flower arrangement, and directed D.G. to put in an official complaint so that it could be dealt with through the proper channels - no doubt destined to vanish somewhere in the vast network of personal electronic ‘in’ trays throughout the USF administration.

Devlin left the mock oval office well pleased with his performance.

Judge Loomis had second guessed the Super Bitch to a tee. But there were more important things to contend with now. Tammy was due to ride in the cross country equestrian leg of the games, and she was first to go in the morning.

Her mount would be none other than Chiralee, a massive Scottish lass with a temper to match her flaming red mane. Conversion had done little to tame the her fiery spirit, and Tammy, whilst having proved to be an expert horsewoman, as both horse and rider, was going to have her work cut out guiding this powerful steed around the seven mile course.

He had toyed with the idea of using the Arabian pony, Yasmin, but after seeing the actual course, had decided that stamina and power were the attributes best suited to the open, sprawling American style courses. In Europe, Yasmin was a master of the twisting, turning courses, her agility and short distance bursts of speed put her in a different class. But this set up needed a bruiser who could take knocks and still rise to the occasion. Chiralee was just such a stubborn bruiser.

At the crack of dawn, Devlin was out at the stables leading his Scottish steeplechaser out. The marshals had already left and certified her drug free, no doubt suspecting the use of steroids as they contemplated the powerful muscled haunches and over endowed generosity of her rump. Somewhat annoyed, they found instead, a perfectly natural pony girl giant of prodigious strength.

Chiralee reared against the halter and Devlin, after much coaxing, managed to calm her as she snorted and stomped. Then he caught sight of the Judge’s protege, Graeme Smart, leading out his frisky, excited pony-girl, the Palomino-coloured Sparkle. Now that was a pony-girl!

Physiologically resculptured to the Judge’s exacting specifications, Sparkle was a stunning sight as she trotted around at the end of a loose line, limbering up with apparent enthusiasm for the coming event notwithstanding the grinding, gouging intensity of the gleaming white patent leather harness straps which disappeared into her metamorphosed pony-flesh.

Devlin had tried to imitate the Judge’s accomplishment, and had achieved some success. In height, Chiralee and Sparkle were a match, but from there on they wentseparate ways. Chiralee had ashorter neck, and unlike the Palomino Isobel, she was a roan. Her foot-hooves were different, a specification requested by D.G. to cater for his own taste, but rather inadequate to cope with the soft ground encountered in UK.

Whereas Sparkle had perfectly formed hooves, Chiralee was strutting around on pre-formed stilettoed feet that resembled a ballerina toe, curving down to join with the nine inch daggering heel. Fortunately, the greater part of this course was hard ground, and he gambled that this may in fact give him an edge over the more practical hoof design.

In addition to this diversification between the breeds, Sparkle had graceful lines, a common characteristic in all the Judge’s breeds.

Chiralee, on the other hand, was a carthorse. A powerhouse of muscle and bone, but one that D.G. considered best suited to this particular task. Nevertheless, despite her obvious robust construction, she was a well curved and perfectly proportioned female in her own right. There was of course the other obvious difference between the two prime contenders. Sparkle had been comprehensively trained to revel in her role. Chiralee had never made that mental conversion. In her mind, she was a converted human being forced to perform like a horse, a trait that made her difficult to handle - moody, and often violent, Tammy eyed the head tossing eyeball rolling mammoth with some misgivings as Devlin urged her forward. Even with all her limbs free to control this bad tempered mount, she felt it would be a major battle of wills. As it was, she would be riding with her legs doubled and arms welded into a back prayer. Control was by nipple leashes to the bit, and knee stirrups affixed to Chiralee’s own nipples. This was a necessary evil in that Devlin, unlike the Judge, preferred his pony to retain her ample yet standard issue tits. It was therefore an impossible configuration as far asstraightlegged jockeys went. Hence the knee stirrup format. Graeme had the benefit of foot stirrups, although the need for more control over a pony-girl that wanted to win as much as her jockey was hardly a necessity. Devlin, however, was banking on his new design control bit giving Tammy the command she needed. Hopefully, he’d got it right.

If he was wrong, Tammy could well end up nipple-less if Chiralee got the bit between her teeth.

The final touches were put to the jockey’s outfit, and Devlin stepped back to inspect the result. She looked a picture, propped between two assistants, balanced on folded knees and encased tightly in a gleaming red leather form fitting suit that hugged her like a second skin. A converted walker, hooked into her bottom hole and rising to encircle her neck with a broad steel choker collar would ensure that she rode erect and proud. Finally the apparition was topped off with a tightly laced matching leather helmet, waving Pony tail and the gleaming polished handles ofanexpando gag. D.G. wound the gag adjuster a few more turns for good measure, stopping only when the beautifully made up eyes threatened to pop from the helmet and the leather covered cheeks exhibiting a distinct bulge. He checked the thrusting orbs jutting from the titty cinches and then made sure her control reins were firmly connected to the nipple rings. Tammy was ready.

Devlin turned back to Chiralee, who had now been hobbled as a precaution against her lethal flashing feet, whilst three handlers struggled to hold onto the bridle as she was saddled. Finally the saddle was onand the cinch drawn tight into her belly. Given the titanic efforts this pony could produce to rid herself of the trappings of her pony-girl status, the saddle was also fitted with horizontal Walker type connection.

This item was built into the leatherwork and stretched from neck to ass, which when shortened by adjusters, hooked and strained her into an arched back with a firmly fitted saddle. The anal implant served adual purpose in that it incorporated the pony tail; not really essential for the race, but aesthetically pleasing for the onlookers.

Tammy eyed the pommel stoically. It was no use fighting. Sooner or later she would be lifted and mounted, and that massive dildo pommel had only one place to go.

It was sooner as it happened. The moment the saddle was on, D.G.

motioned the assistants forward with the jockey. Tammy was lifted and her doubled legs spread as the saddle prised aparther inner thighs.

A moment later the waiting helmet of the penis pommel nudged her labial lips, fishing around for a second or two as they located and zeroed her on the target orifice. Tammy’s breath snorted from her nostrils as they literally dropped her, and the beast ploughed into her like a runaway juggernaut. Even before she had time to acclimatise to the massive intruder, her knees were snugged into the tit stirrups and secured, her body strapped down to the saddle to preclude her immegiate ejection, and the nipple reins connected to Chiralee’s bridle and it.

The hobbles were removed, and the three head-holding assistants sprang back as one.

For a moment Chiralee just stood quivering with rage; - and then she exploded.

It was ten minutes of pussy grinding, love tube pumping action before Tammy finally managed to get the hang of the nipple reins. In the meantime, Chiralee gave the watching handlers a magnificent display of bucking bronco antics as she sought to unseat the unfortunate jockey. But eventually she had to admit defeat as skilful use of the new bit taught her the error of her ways.

A pull on either side by Tammy’s left or right titty not only snagged at the tender corner of her mouth, but prised open the serrated jaws within her oral cavity, digging painfully into the roof and floor of her mouth and spiking the tender innards with a commanding force. In addition, her tongue had been threaded through the slotted cylindrical core of the bit, and any tension had the salutary effect of winding her tongue into a flat coil and tensioning its anchor to breaking point . The harder the reins were pulled, the more the jaws opened, jacking her oral cavity to a gaping super-stretched hole and winding her tongue into a taut quivering tendril of traumatised flesh.

Chiralee eventually capitulated to the inevitable and accepted her lot as a cross country equestrian pony.

Meanwhile, the Judge had emerged to join his youthful colleague and watch the show put on by Devlin’s recalcitrant pony-girl. A smile creased his lips. Graeme Smart, better known as Slick, was already comfortably seated aboard a perfectly obedient Sparkle. He was laughing quietly.

“Oh, Judge! What sort of race is this going to be! I can give that ridiculous Pommie creature a week's start and still win at a canter!“

The Judge shook his head. Slick was right. Whatever motivated Devlin to enter a handicapped rider as well, it certainly wasn’t going to make it easier for him to win!

D.G.’s jaw dropped when he noticed the Oz entry, with a grinning Graeme balanced easily in the saddle.

“What! What are you up to. That... that's cheating!” Devlin was spluttering.

The Judge chuckled.

“Now then, D.G. That's hardly a kind thing to say.“

Graeme interrupted, eager to contribute.

“Therules stipulate the appearance of the pony-girl, Devlin. Theydon’t say anything about the rider. Page forty-three, I think.“

“There’s still time to make a change, old boy,” the Judge suggested, with only the faintest smirk to belie his earnestness.

Indeed, Devlin’s brow furrowed for a minute or so while he digested this surprise. Then helooked over hiserotically coupled entry, his loins surged, and a wry smile lit his boyish face.

“I suppose I could, Judge. But I won’t!“

Slick snorted with derision. The Judge winked conspiratorially. Some things were more important than winning!

They led the two ponies out together, passing the USF stable as they made their way to the start. Barbarella’s stable hands were just completing preparation of their entrant, and both D.G. and the Judge cast interested eyes over the competition.

She was a fearsome brute but nonetheless D.G. felt some pity for the wretched woman when they saw Barbarella’s methods of control.

It was rumoured she was a Russian, and given the immense stature, it was easily possible that she was a descendant of those twentieth century athletes who had basically existed on a diet of steroids, and lived in a gymnasium almost from birth. At a glance, D.G. estimated she would stand 6'10" to 7°0" tall if allowed to become erect. Apart from that, she was a rippling sea of over developed muscle and sinew. Like Chiralee, she was exhibiting a distinct aversion to her role, but rather than simply being a spirited display, this pony was treating all around tolooks of searing hatred. Were it not for the crushing levels of control, she would be a murderous pony-girl to deal with. Without doubt those hooves could deal a killing blow, or at the very least a disembowelling.

The passing contestants paused to watch as her controls were tested, both admitting that in her steel finery she looked awesomely dangerous.

More like an ancient armoured war-horse.

There were calf length steel boots, in themselves impressive, but coupled to the needle sharp cock fighting spurs jutting from the heel of each, they looked positively intimidating even at this distance. Then there was her saddle. Again, burnished steel and flowing round the under belly in the form of a ultra tight waspy rather than a cinch strap.

More steel festooned the hind quarters, mainly in the form of gadgets and devices that were designed to control by pain rather than coercion.

A massive serrated dildo hung poised in its pivot, directed purposefully at the helplessly offered butt hole. Wires leading from that to the saddle controls told a story of not only impending impalement for refusal, but also of massive electrical shock. Spiked semi circular arms arranged each side and also pivoted, left no doubt as to the mode of buttock inducement. The snorting beast turned slightly, and as she did, they were all treated to a full view of her pussy.

Steel rump cinches carved their way around the powerful muscle lobes in a horizontal path that led from the saddle. The inner ends terminating in the cleft were anchored firmly to the labial lips with painful spiked clamps. Further inspection revealed that in fact the saddle ends led to the stirrups and that foot pressure would dra g the leviathan sex tube wide open - probably beyond tearing point if she were to prove difficult to handle. As if that wasn't sufficient, a second jagged sex splitting probe was hovering with vicious intent at the spread sex portal.

Atthe head end it was the same story. Total and merciless control. This pony didn’t even have a mouth to gag. Her lower face was a smooth expanse of genetically engineered skin. Instead, a steel tube vanished into her cheeks to reappear at the other side. Given the positioning, it could only pass from side to side by travelling through both cheek bones. It was to this that the reins were affixed.

The neck, encased in a massive steel choker was stiffened into semigiraffe like proportions, but without the benefit of geneticengineering.

This neck craning posture was entirely at the expense of comfort.

Another pivoted needle sharp goad, positioned below the chin, ensured even greater trauma in the face of refusal. Closer scrutiny revealed that the collar was a chocker in the true sense of the word.

Should the pony girl become completely unmanageable, the collar had a powerful air powered ratchet reducer that could throttle her into insensibility within seconds.

But perhapsby far the most sadistic control were the boob devices. Like Sparkle, the Russian’s tits terminated in nipple mounted stirrups. It was the steel cage contraption that made D.G. cringe with feeling for the luckless Ruskie. By a system of cantilevers, the stirrups were connected to ring steel boob cinchers displaying an inner surface of savage spikes. Atrest they hovered an inch away from the breast roots.

But it was easy to work out that should the rider exert downward pressure or stand in the stirrups, these rings would reduce dramatically in size, cinching the pendulous orbs to severing point, and thus embedding the spikes deeply into the tormented flesh. It was a devilish contraption considering most cross country riders spent nearly all of their time standing in the stirrups.

Thehandlersbegan tolead this monstrosity towards the gate, her metal finery flashing and clanking like a gladiatorial knight. If winning was about intimidation, Barbarella had won already. The giant Russian tried to rear, and a muted bellow escaped the genetically sealed mouth as her jockey sent the serrated butt plug plunging into her tender orifice.

D.G. calmed his nervous entrant as trembles passed through pony-girl and rider. Sparkle appeared completely oblivious to the goings-on surrounding her. Her focus, as always was her beloved Master. The strange procession, comprising three very differently presented ponygirls and their entourages, continued on to the start line.

The start was delayed. News had come in that a major storm front was moving in. One or two heats could be squeezed in, but the three running consecutively were outof the question. Itwas at the suggestion of the Judge that it was decided to run all three entrants simultaneously.

Devlin eyed him and then the Russian’s cock fighting spurs with some trepidation. There was no way he was going to have his pony-girl raked with those things. His concerns were ignored.

Devlin then threw in his suggestion. He suggested that the ravine track be abandoned in favour of the shorter route that passed over the hill and past a rocky outcrop at the summit near the four mile mark. The Judge had no problems with that, and Barbarella, after considering the steep climb to the top agreed. She had no doubt that the punishing climb would prove far more exhausting to her opponents than to her meat grinder pony. So all was ready for the off, and the contestants lined up. It was an impressive sight for the spectators as these perfectly converted fem-ponies and their various jockeys toed the line ready for the starter’s gun. There was a brief delay as Barbie questioned her new aide on the disappearance of yet another of her most trusted employees, butshe finally dismissed the woman with a wave of thehand, eager to get on with therace. Whateveritwas that was drawing the attentions of her staff could wait.

The starter raised his pistol for a second time, ponies and jockeys tensing with preparation as his finger tightened on the trigger.

And they’re off!

The commentators voice faithfully relayed a vibrant expectancy exhibited by the entire crowd. This battle of the pony girls promised to be an exciting event.

As was expected, the Russian powered into the lead, legs pistoning, facesetin a snarl as the sadistic control of her form left her no choice but to deliver the goods. The spiked anal dildo had vanished, and the buttock flails were already tattooing a pattern of livid punctures in her flexing bottom. The jockey, consumed by the excitement of the event, was standing in the stirrups with little regard to the stretching tits and savage root cinching going on below her line of vision.

Trailing the Russian, but holding her own was Chiralee. Her rider, the fabulous Tammy bobbed merrily as she synchronised with the Scottish lass’ rhythm, thus easing the rabid thrusting of her saddle pivot in the tender recess of her love nest. Chiralee was still showing signs of rebellion, but by the first obstacle she had capitulated to the gag’s insistence and set her mind to the task in hand. It was amazing how her relatively ponderous stature seemed to come alive at speed. There was no wobbling fat, simply a spectacular display of rippling femininity.

She was a heavyweight for a pony, but in no way could she be considered fat.

Bringing up the rear were Slick and Sparkle. He wanted a good look at the race. There would be plenty of time to show off Sparkle’s pace and stamina.

The Russian reached the first obstacle, a fallen tree, and with hardly a break in her stride, cleared it at the run. Tammy was less fortunate.

Chiralee spied the trunk rushing towards her and skidded to a violent halt yards short as she refused. Working her body furiously, Tammy pulled the recalcitrant pony around and positioned her for another run.

But Chiralee was having none of it. She reared and stomped but flatly refused to budge while the American entry galloped off into the distance. Tammy tried again, arching her torso against the back frame and jerking the reins; at the same time raising her backside from the saddle as far as the restraining cinches would allow, and thrusting all her weight into the stirrup cups. Chiralee protested with some violent bucking, then accepting that there was nothing else for it, she turned and cantered up to the tree. She chose to tip and run, but misjudged it badly. Her foot missed the highest point, touching down on the curvature of the other side. ' Slimy with moss, the rotten bark held no adhesion, and instantly her flashing feet were whisked away. A loud hissing intake of breath rose from the spectators as she plummeted down, her ample rump impacting on the rough bark and bouncing her fettered form with a thud that was audible at thirty yards. Tammy feared little better as she was violently jammed down onto the dildo by the inertia, at the same time suffering massive pussy elongation as the forward pitch hurled her against the deep internal anchor.

Chiralee staggered, but by a miracle managed to avoid ploughing face first into the ground. The expanding gag jacked her mouth wider as Tammy fought for control, and then she was off again, her long powerful legs eating up the ground.

Slick had reined Sparkle to halt towatch this amusing performance, his contempt for the ability of his opponents plainly visible. That Tammy was a gorgeous morsel. What a pity he had been denied the chance of her acquaintance when D.G. and his party had attended the Judge’s gala celebration. She, along with her co-femlons, had been incarcerated in quarantine for the entire time!

A light touch on the reins, a rake with his spurs and a resolute cut with his riding crop fired Sparkle into action and she cleared the timber obstacle in a single stride. They raced off in pursuit, and quickly overhauled the field.

Ahead, the Russian had slowed fractionally as she settled into a steady pace, and Chiralee and Tammy had closed the gap. Overhead vid-cams provided the spectators with some excellent footage of the Russian’s cavorting hind quarters. A spectacular view of mashing thighs, mincing super animated buttocks and a pair of pussy lips, hard at work performing an action that would have ground walnuts to dust delighted the nation-wide audience. Close-up shots with the remote zoom lens revealed a most enjoyable sight of a hard working anal ring that was continually suckling on a most unwelcome dildo goad.

Hover cameras floated alongside the straining mounts feeding the crowds with second by second accounts of the race. The huge vid screens were alive with the sights of lust enhancing endurance, especially those of the Russian. Her face showed livid rage, but she was powerless torebelin her fully controlled format. The jockey could drive her till she dropped and there was nothing she could do. Several cameras zoomed in on her hard working hind quarters, great masses of animated female rump muscle juddering and jouncing as she strove to please and avoid the torment urging her on. At full magnification, the hugely stretched ass ring, scarlet with tension could be seen mincing and mashing around the painful circumference of the fully buried dildo; ponderously working as the straining rump massaged it helplessly on the invading shaft. Her pussy lips jerked apart on a regular basis as the jockey made full use of her stirrup control, timing the bulldozing entry of the pussy dildo to burrow in whilst they were at maximum stretch. Like a huge red flower, the Russian’s sex bloomed into a gaping scarlet tunnel, and then jolted violently and was blotted out as the steel juggernaut exploded into her defenceless sex.

Chiralee seemed to have learned at last, much to the joy of her incapacitated rider. Gone was the rebellion, to be replaced by a determination to win. At last she had entered into the spirit of the chase. Her gallop was matching that of the Russian, stride for stride, and having putinaneffort to gainlost ground, had now settled ata distance of four lengths.

Slip-streaming at close quarters was Sparkle. Her stride was faultless, almost effortless as she burned up the ground, her eyes alive with the joy of the chase and revelling inevery minute of her exertion. Toallwho surveyed the galloping girl, it became obvious that she had plenty in reserve. Not one single ounce of her effort was being wasted in fighting her control.

The leading Barbie entrant glanced around, and seeing her competitors too close for comfort, she brought her final goad into play. The Russian jolted and jerked as the cruel spike jabbed at the tender underside of her chin, and finding no escape from her torment, she increased the speed.

Like a huge steel juggernaut, the foam flecked leader began to pull away.

Three fallen trees, two rivers and several hill climbs later, she had managed toincrease thelead by tenlengths. Butatwhatcost. Barbarella’s jockey was so cock-sure of her steed’sinvincible power, shedidn’teven bother to consider tactics. The Russian was tearing herself apart.

Despite Gargantuan efforts to escape the savage goading of her most tender openings, she could do nothing other than to respond as demanded. Her rump was an inflamed mass of pierced flesh; her pussy virtually frothing, and the beleaguered butt hole feeling like raw meat as the serrated anal dildowas repeatedly retracted and jammed back in.

Gasping and driven to the point of collapse, the mighty pony started the climb to the four mile marker. And still her prodigious strength seemed to be paying off. She was a veritable human tank. The gap widened, and D.G. caught the Judge casting a worried look in his direction, but gave no sign that he had seen it. Meanwhile Judge Loomis was becoming unsettled by the smug self satisfied smirk on Devlin’s face. Maybe Slick was too cocksure of himself. Stopping to watch D.G.’s team flounder at the first jump had been a mistake. The folly of youth!

D.G.’s composure was bothering him. What had that Pommie got up his sleeve that his own intelligence team hadn’t ferreted out. He didn’t have to waitlong to find out. The Goliath was justbreasting the hill and beginning to pass the rock outcrop when she unaccountably veered sideways. The hovering vid mobiles zoomed in, relaying pictures that told of a titanic struggle in the form of the Russian pony. She seemed to be fighting against an unseen force that was dragging her back, yet there was nothing to be seen accept clear blue sky.

Her path wavered even further off course, steering ever more towards an imminent colligion with the rocks. As if by magic, she staggered, recovered momentarily under massive abuse from the jockey, and then literally left the ground and rocketed sideways.

With an almighty crash, the armour plated leviathan smashed into the rock face and commenced to wriggle like a worm on a fish hook. The great powerful limbs were still striding in mid air, and the panic stricken jockey was pouring abuse and pain into her form. Devlin turned towards the Judge who was displaying a look of total disbelief.

“Everhear of lodestone, Judge?” The Judge looked back to him, quickly recovering his composure as his mind raced. D.G. explained. “Naturally occurring magnetic rock, Judge. The whole ridge is one big magnet. Amazing what a little geology study can come up with.” The Judge looked somewhat miffed at D.G.’s inventiveness. Dural steel was one of the few modern steels that was highly magnetic, and the Russian was basically a dural steel plated pony. A smile crept over his face as he reappraised this distant ancestral cousin. Pommie he may be, but he had to hand it to DG, he’d put one over on both himself and the mighty Barbarella with that one. A commotion erupted in the VIP box.

President Barbarella Burnside was going apeshit!

Two more of her aides appeared to have vanished on personal business, and now her gladiatorial pony was nailed firmly to the side of a mountain. The arch bitch glared malevolently down at Devlin, picking up her whip with a deliberate and meaningful slowness, then exited the box in the direction of the banquet hall.

“Looks like Helga is in for a tough time, D.G.” The Judge smirked.

Devlin laughed without turning his head from the ongoing race.

“Couldn’t happen to a better asshole,” was the unconcerned reply, loaded with double meaning.

Both remaining ponies were now cresting the ridge and passing the helplessly deactivated Russian. For a while they were out of direct view as they cantered down the other side, but the hover vid outside broadcast units kept everyone appraised of the two sided battle.

Chiralee was still in the lead, but it was obvious to all assembled that the prancing Palomino pony-girl at her heels was toying with his panting opponent.

Suddenly, the SAC pony seemed to waver and take on an erratic weaving course. Effortlessly gliding ahead of the staggering Chiralee, Slick was amazed to see the reason for her easy recapture of the lead.

Chiralee was being handicapped by her own rider. Eyes glazed, body convulsing, Tammy reeled in the saddle as her body betrayed her and erupted into an orgasmic fervour. The pounding pussy pulveriser could not be denied. D.G. in his blind obsession for entrammelled and forcibly aroused womanhood had blown it!

Time and time again, Tammy tried to rein in the pounding pony, but unfortunately D.G.’s worst fears had become fact. Chiralee had managed to push the momentarily reduced jaw jacking bit far enough forward to getit between her teeth. Now her Scottish fighting spiritwas aroused. The Russian leviathan was out of the race, and she had only the TTA entrant to beat. To hell with the humiliation; - to hell with the fact that she was armless and converted to a reformed pony girl. Who cared if all her most private parts were on show and performing like animated lust generators. The Scottish tradition of excellence and dogged determination was at stake here.

Tammy was screaming into her gag as the monster in her crutch continued its thrusting demands, wracking her body with eruption after eruption in a never ending cycle of rapidly escalating lustful carnage. Her labial lips were being pounded to destruction as she slithered up and down the pommel, and the mere fact that millions of Americans right across the continent were watching her surrender to the forces of carnal lust was exciting her still further. No doubt in a distant Britain, her ex husband was at this moment enjoying the sight of his Tammy being ravished by abucking pommel. Many more would be savouring the exotic image of her leather sheathed and stringently trussed form, jacking up and down in helpless torment as it stayed firmly skewered on the plundering spike that was ravishing her love nest with merciless abandon.

Streaked with sweat and labouring against a jockey that was rapidly turning to jelly, Chiralee fought doggedly on. Muscles rippling powerfully, she was maintaining the gap, but unable to close or overtake as the lolloping deadweight on her back swung crazily from side to side.

Each time she had a chance, the pulsating parcel of womanhood on her back exploded again, arching violently and unconsciously kneeling down hard into the breast stirrups. Mile after punishing mile the battle continued.

Sparkle galloped with the same fiery spirit as she had from the beginning and it appeared her rider had no need to conserve her energy. Sparkle had a limitless supply! Over the final tree, then a three bar fence, and she wasinto the home straight. All that remained was the brook. The splashing water glinted like glass on her polished Palomino hide, as her bounding boobs, her flashing thighs and pulsing nates thrilled the audience, amazed that a creature so incredibly bridled-and bitted, harnessed and saddled, could fly like the wind. Little did they know that a grinning Graeme was rewarding his devoted mount with a rare orgasm, attainable only with extreme exertion. Slick was so far ahead he didn't hear the tell-tale sound of Chiralee and Tammy falling into the creek. He crossed the finish line a triumphant winner.

The SAC team eventually staggered across the line, which was more than could be said for Barbarella’s team. They never finished the race.

In fact, no-one ever heard fromeither pony-girl or rider again. Barbarella did not care for failure!

Slavering past thebit, her breath snorting from flaring nostrils, Chiralee looked at the victor and was amazed at the sight confronting her.

Sparkle, sans rider, stood strictly pussy-hobbled in the winner's circle, surrounded by horde of media and officials. It was impossible to believe the proud pony-girl had just completed a gruelling marathon.

There wasn't a sign to show it. A unexpected surge of sexual longing attacked her dildo stuffed pussy. Suddenly, a voice she knew well spoke into her ear.

“Well done, Chiralee, old girl. My fault you lost - stupid of me not to realise that Tammy wouldn’t be able to stay in control.” The voice stopped for an instantand she felt a hand fondle her rearward thrusting pussy.

“Well I'm damned. Your getting wet watching Sparkle. Coming on heat at last are we? Here! Bimbo! Bring over that dildo whilst I tether our pony here.“

Chiralee made a token gesture of refusal as she was led to a tethering post, but was soon neck coupled despite her misgivings. If the truth be known, she was actually hoping that her thoughts were about to come true. A spreader bar jacking her thighs open confirmed that they were.

Seconds later a waspishly active vibrating dildo burrowed into her semi protesting love tube and was connected immovably to her saddle’s auxiliary anchor point, and double secured by aclitoral clamp. A hand stroked her quivering flanks, then she felt mischievous fingers turning the vibrating implant up to a raging storm of undeniably pleasant sensation It took roughly two minutes before Chiralee finally made the conversion to a full pony girl as she relinquished control to the busy mole in her smouldering sex tube. Seconds later she had a crowd watching her licentious display of rump rolling, pussy drooling splendour. To hell with humiliation, this was fun. And to hell with that jockey, who as a resultofher pony’s gyrations was being pumped full of saddle pommel and erupting all over again. Chiralee pumped her body hard, squeezing with tremulous thighs and working her powerful buttock muscles so as to deliver even more feeling to her spasming pussy. She deliberately bucked as violently as she could and drew a satisfyingly traumatic gasp from her unseen rider.

Tammy’s eyes rolled up into her head as the monster between her legs ravaged her love tube with violent thrusting jolts, splitting her sex like a lumberjack’s axe and burrowing deep into her innermost reaches.

Wet suckling sounds permeated the air as her super-lubed pommel gagged pussy swallowed the beast time and time again, the entire crotch region of her rubber suit glistening with her lustful overspill as Chiralee gleefully extracted her full measure of reprisal, fully aware that her jockey had no choice but to ride the thrusting shaft penetrating deep into her spasming pussy.

Unabashed, the pony-girl stood with tell-tale streamers tracing lines of passion juice down her inner thighs as she devastated the helpless jockey, her own libido rekindled with an unbridled ferocity as she perceived the sexual havoc her movements were having on the rider.

Oddly she was excited as the realisation hit her. She had the power to control another woman'’s body, and it was a shattering feeling. Only then did she understand why men took such delight in the seemingly cruel pastime of reducing women to sex toys and beasts of burden.

D.G. grinned to himself as he watched Chiralee’s revenge, and then turned to the Judge who was coming over to give his commiserations to the loser.

“Next time Judge; - next time.” The Judge simply raised and eyebrow in mock scorn.

“Perhaps! And perhaps femlons will learn to fly. Time to go check the flower stand and then putin your complaint, [think, D.G. The rich bitch willhave vented her wrath by now, and she’ll be expecting you to make some sort of outburst.“

Devlin cast his eye up to the score board as he made his way to the Presidential suite at the track side. This wouldn’t do at all, The Judge had drawn ahead by three points now, although he was heartened to see that Barbarella’s team was bringing up the rear some eight points behind. Still, there were four more events to go, so it wasn’t a time to be congratulating himself just yet.




CHAPTER TWO - ICW MAIDENS

High on the slopes of Mount Rainier, the newly constructed toboggan run snaked like viper down the steep slopes. Winter games had been included in the Olympiad despite the seasonal lack of snow. However, given new technology, weather control over a designated area was a minor problem. As a result, the east slopes had been receiving an unseasonable downfall of pristine snow for some two weeks prior to the event.

Tammy eyed the start of the run with some misgivings, her gaze extending to the upper reaches of the ice channel that seemed to drop off the edge of the world after roughly twenty yards. Experts had acclaimed the angle to be in the region of 40 degrees, and had gone on to voice concern that the velocity build up would soon be in the region of 80 miles per hour. She swung her eyes back to the sled, her body jerking and pulling with the crew’s efforts as they prepared her.

Blondie and Bimbo were also staring at the sled run with fearful eyes.

From their position however, the run presented a whole different set of terrors. They were the runners for Tammy’s vehicle. In fact, more accurately, they were the vehicle.

Placed face down and side by side, both women were inextricably banded to the underside of a carefully body-sculpted platform that left them rigid and impotent. But as with all Devlin’s creations, the care invested in manufacturing the device had resulted in a restraint item that was almost invisible. Instead, the two women appeared to be merely lying side by side albeitin a rather strained and still manner. As was normal, their most sensitive areas were carefully arranged to give maximum effect. In this case, their uncapped nipples jutted vulnerably from the confines of translucent skin-fit aerodynamic neoprene body suits, and were poised to make a traumatic contact with mother Earth as soon as the sled was dropped from its parking stand. It was not enough that their boobs would be bearing the brunt of any unevenness in the sleigh run, Devlin also felt that they would benefit from having their exposed nipples dragged at high speed across the sparkling ice.

A slight bow in the sled frame also guaranteed that thrusting pussies would share the burden. The design was ingenious, and in addition, had an added feature that allowed the bull bar to plunge steel dildo gags even deeper into unwilling throats should Tammy fail to steer the device clear of all obstacles. The heads of both sledglets were arranged so that they would see the approach of doom, but be unable to do anything about it as they rushed towards an unavoidable deep throat experience. But Devlin hadn't left it at that. Tammy’s seating arrangements, an integral part of the bull bar system, was also socketed into protesting bottom holes and locked in place with twin disc sphincter grippers. Not only would the hapless pair be orally shafted, but the resulting rearward butt hole anchors would ensure that ass rings were subjected to horrendous traction. Tammy had a lot riding on her skills as the steerwoman, not least of which was maintaining her own helpless body on the precarious perch Devlin had provided. Ensconced in another form fitting neoprene suit, feet moulded into a single unit, trussed, gagged and helmeted, she would be relying entirely on balance, and the dubious amount of gripping force she could exert with her tender lower orifices.

The assistant lifted her secured form like a child, and she cast anxious eyesdown to the waiting phallic seating arrangement. Already she had been appraised of the fact that these were a great deal more than simple crotch impalers. Steering the sled was in fact achieved by skilful usage of those self same thrusting orifices stretchers. Leaning one way or the other moved the flexible mounting of the pussy plunderer like a joystick, this in turn sent a mild electric shock into the butt hole of the corresponding female runner. She had an option of forcing her steel tipped stiletto toes down into the ice and in effect slewing the rocketing toboggan, or experiencing an even greater lighting bolt up her chocolate whiz way as Tammy frantically demanded more steerage.

Tammy grimaced as two ice cold steel intruders bulldozed into her warm interior, then watched helplessly as her solid foot-anklet device was connected either side to the arm sheath rings of the two sled runners. It was a diabolical design that maintained her in a knees up sitting mode, thus ensuring that her entire body weight was concentrated onto the sensitive cleft of her crotch, and those freezing deeply buried inserts. As a final precaution to prevent any knee straightening, Devlin had decreed that herringed titsbe connected by a chain running under her thighs that once pulled taut snugged up behind her knees.

There was no way she could escape the crotch cutting bite of her mounting bar without doing herself serious mischief.

The TTA team had already run the course, as had Barbarella’s excruciatingly tormented team. Unlike both Devlin and the Judge with their electro steerage inducers , Barbarella had opted for spiked dildo anal steering. It was certainly effective given the searing pain it could inflict, but as she found out, had a severe tendency to oversteer. Things went well for her team until the sled reached the steepest section three parts down the course. Panicking at the approach of a particularly vicious turn, a left foot slammed down just a little too hard slewed the sled sideways. A split second later the rocketing machine climbed the sidewall of the turn broadside on and gracefully arched out into space as it rolled over and over in mid air.

Fortunately for the team, a pine tree came to the rescue as they plummeted earthwards.

Barbarella glared through her binoculars at the tree’d sled some eighteen feet up from the ground.

“Fetch that incompetent clown down and have her sent to the stadium for display - and take that damned designer with you. The others can stay there. Let’s see how they feel when they’ve got frostbite in their tits and pussies.“

Devlin cast a disgusted look in her direction, and then motioned for his entry to be dropped off the stands and moved to the start line. It was going to be a tight race. The TTA was running at number one position with a time of four minutes twelve seconds. That was really fast. No doubt the special wax preparation Judge Loomis had personally applied to the luscious tit runners and bulbously downward arching pussies had something to do with that. At the time Devlin had wondered about that. Normally the Judge was not a person to undertake mundane tasks. He'd putit down to the Judge just wanting a chance to knead and play with the ponderous orbs of his sled, but later, rumours had revealed that this new wax was so secret that he wouldn’t allow anyone else near it. Devlin decided it was probably a bit of both. Judge Loomis was never the one to pass up achance to play with mega boobs or probe and tease defenceless labial lips.

Tammy wasready. Thesled was ready, albeit protesting loudly through their gags as nipples and tits in full contact with the ice were becoming excruciatingly cold. Still, within a few seconds those freezing protrusions would be receiving plenty of massage to warm them up.

The starting horn sounded loudly, and instantly, two pushers sprang into action and urged the machine up to speed. A loud wail emanated from the sledglets as nipples and frozen love lips thathad become frost welded to the ice broke free, but only after reaching a tension that threatened to pull them right of.

Rumbling over the runner rutted start, boobs rippling and compressing like shock absorbers, the sled began to gather speed. Tammy eased her pussy joy stick slightly to the right and a scraping behind sounded as a steel tipped toe contacted the ice. The sled corrected perfectly, and Tammy mentally commended Devlin for the careful design that ensured instant yet positive and controlled response from the bound beauties below her. Steeling herself to ignore the pitiful wails rising from below, Tammy put her mind to the task ahead. The best thing she could do for those suffering friends was to make the fastest time on the firstrun and avoid having to make another. Best of three were the rules.

Judge Loomis had stopped at two, convinced that no-one would better the time anyway. Barbarella’s sled had its binder frame bent during the crash, and so she was out of the running. As for the other twenty two entrants, no-one was even close. It was down to the two old arch rivals again.

Thesled accelerated rapidly, swooping down the first steep incline and building up to forty miles an hour as they approached the first bend.

Tammy left braking until the last minute, then jammed both feet down together. Four toes dug into the ice as painful currents contracted two protesting buttholes into tight quivering puckered mouths. Her suffering runners keened loudly as the sled jerked backwards under the deceleration, but their cries swiftly turned to muffled gulps as their own inertia slid them onto the dildo gags and stuffed throats full of cold steel, stretching their sphincters outwards like miniature volcanoes as they lurched forward. Atthe last second Tammy eased the braking and hit hard right. It was a masterful manoeuvre that took the rocketing threesome right to the top of the banking and used every millimetre of track to swoop round at high speed. Blondie writhed and screamed into her gagging. They were so high that her left tit had cleared the parapet and was alternating between juddering centrifugal extension and a sort of rolling drag as it bounced along the uneven ice wall topping. The track straightened and with a tit squashing bounce the speeding sled thumped back into the ice gully before a left turn in the chicane gave Blondie a taste of free fall tits on the other side.

Thundering out of the woodland section, Tammy's suffering runners had a moment of relative relief as they sped out onto the shoulder of the hill, slowing fractionally as the ground levelled. A second later they breasted the crest and the keening wail rose to fever pitch as two tormented runners found themselves staring down a straight run that dropped almost one thousand feet in a quarter mile. The sled seemed to leap forward as it accelerated, and Tammy could feel the straining bodies beneath her making titanic efforts to escape the tit dragging friction that was mounting to unbearable levels. Every shock of uneven ice was being transmitted faithfully to her own cleft, but she was cushioned to a great extent by the spongy mons of each runner. It was bad enough sitting knees up with her love shaft speared on the joy stick, yet Tammy had no doubts about the effects of bouncing across ice and snow on tits and pussy at this speed. The sled was up to sixty, and suddenly Tammy saw that beside the smooth centre track, there was an undulating surface of virgin snow. It occurred to her that using the snow for braking effect would be smoother and more effective than leaving the braking for the next curve to dragging toes. Impishly, she considered the effect on her two suffering pals below, then eased the sled over.

Blondie and Bimbo saw it coming, but were powerless to do anything other than accept the inevitable. There was no way they could ignore the searing command signals pulsing into their bottoms.

The undulation were long slow rolling banks, and because of the speed, the sled rode high on the snow as the speed began tobleed off. Cresting eachbank, itbegan to porpoise, sometimes clearing the ground for over twenty feet before thumping down onto the pulverised pussies and horrendously deforming tits. As the speed fell it increasingly began to ploughin. Instantly, the keening wail from the runners was silenced as compacting snow jammed the bull-bar dildos deep into their throats and jerked suffering assholes against the disk retainers.

Tammy sneaked a quick look over her shoulder and grinned as the two big bottoms on either side of her relayed a graphic account of the trauma below. Those big juicy female rumps were spasming madly, clenching and juddering as the girls below fought to escaped the terrible torment.

Suddenly the final bend was upon them, and slewin g out of the snow, Tammy took a high line and banked the hurtling machine hard. Bimbo took full thrust on her tits and pussy as Blondie cleared the embankment completely and was held high in the air as the sled cornered. The crowds went ape as her splendidly rigidly form was displayed for all to see as they took the bend.

The finish flashed towards them, and to reduce wind drag, Tammy bent forward as far as she could, her eyes transfixed by a huge LED timer that was counting inexorably to towards the Judge’s time. As she flashed under the finish, the clock was out of view, but she knew it was close. With a flourish Tammy jerked the pussy joystick over and slewed the sled so thatitcompleted a one hundred and eighty degree pivot that killed the speed and finished the run actually travelling in reverse.

Below, the sounds of torment rose to an all time high as freezing snow packed tightly into reversing pussies and jammed the two runners full.

Tammy had little time to think about thatas Devlin roared into view on a motorised ski, and having leapt off, ran over with his face aglow.

“What a star! Can I pick ‘em or not? You beat the TTA by four hundredths ofasecond. Brilliant run, absolutely brilliant.” Tammy cast her eyes down to the runners, unable to speak and advise the boss that they were steadily self destructing as he talked. Violent tremors were pulsing into the pussy joystick as both Blondie and Bimbo shuddered with uncontrollable shivers. Devlin got the message and had Tammy lifted clear, then the sled was run into a shed and parked between two space heaters. They left the sled as is, ready for the trophy giving, after all, it was only fair that the machine claimed half the honours.




CHAPTER THREE - THE BIG CAT-FIGHT

The games were drawing to a close. All the minor events were over, some little more than spectator sport as the incredibly handicapped contestants struggled to overcome excruciating bondage formats that were specifically designed to produce the maximum humiliation for the femletes. But the final two events were all important for the three major contenders still in the points race for Gold, Silver and Bronze.

Atclose of play on the penultimate day, the scoreboard stood at USF 79 points, SAC-UK 81 points, and Ozzie TTA 81 points. Devlin and The Judge were neck and neck. But still up for grabs were some twelve points. That made it anybody’s game as far as final positions.

The time for the last but one event drew near, and nervously, the contestants were ushered into the massive triangular ring. The stadium was packed, and sweating under the powerful glare of halogen floodlights, the fighters eyed each other up.

It was to be a novel new style fight arrangement, with three opposing contestants in the ring at the same time. Positions would be decided by order of the contestants succumbing to the terrible battering they would receive, the winner being deemed to be the last to fall, or as the case may be, whoever was still standing.

D.G. had fielded Blondie as his SAC gladiator, whereas Judge Loomis was entering the TTA bruiser Bouncing Betty, more commonly referred to as B.B. Bouncing Betty was a formidable adversary, and looking her over, Devlin perceived that her only Achilles heel was the fact that she had never participated in a three cornered melee like this.

Hopefully, his pre-training of Blondie would give his girl the edge.

He swung his eyes to the USF entrant and felt his spirits slump.

Barbarella’s fighter was a wrecking machine of some six foot eightin her heels, and looking mean as hell in the standard fighting rig.

Each contestant wore an excruciatingly tight, heavily reinforced corset Basque that rose to form a neck stretching posture collar before swelling to engulf the entire head in a cocoon of crushing super tight synthorubber.

Noses were sealed and breathing via the small hole in the centre of the mouth bloating expando gags created an awesome whistling rasp as the built-in devices restricted air flow. This was deliberate, and produced a crowd pleasing sound of laboured and fully controlled respiration. Apart from thatsmall opening, the only other breach in the otherwise complete encasement was the eyes and a small sphincter like aperture that gripped and sprouted the hair in a tall swishing pony tail.

The Basques themselves were carefully designed to enhance each fighter’s main weapon, in that they extruded and root cinched the ponderous boobs in to spherical hard fists of femininity. Arms and hands were banned as items of pugilistic merit. In fact, due to the construction of these gladiatorial Basques, they were almost nonexistent.

Forced into a back prayer and compressed tightly up into the spinal recess - it was as if all the contestants had undergone de-arming at the biogenetic clinic. A secondary and desirable effect of such stringent arm constraint was to throw the fighters armaments arrogantly forward. Back arched and bust thrusting, bottoms nicely framed and extruded by the stricture of their presentation, the fem fighters looked superb. To each other they were dangerously prepared. But to a male endowed with useable arms they were an easy conquest that was just asking to be ravished in their disabled, lewdly exhibited format.

The awesomely powerful Basques terminated at the upper buttock level, and revealed the swelling hemispheres of feminine rump encased in nylo-net tights of extraordinary tension. The limb encasing mesh flowed over sculpted legs to disappear into the standard fighting shoes dictated by the rules. These were strap on stilettos of the six inch heel variety, fully equipped with instep protectors to prevent any heel grinding foot damage to the contestants. The whole arrangement was designed to project a strutting suggestive poise. Any suggestion of dignity was denied them. They were there to please the audience, and the audience demanded that fighters be exhibited as dehumanised fighting cocks with sexual allure. As if that wasn’t enou gh, they were now asked to pummel each other half to death with female weapons that any normal woman considered objects of soft sensuous arousal.

Fight rules were simple. Batter your opponent into submission as quickly as possible using boobs, head, feet, and legs. Smothering was permitted using either boobs or buttocks, but was limited to rendering the opponent unconscious only.

Atteella, the USF gladiator from Oregon was an awe inspiring sight to be sure. Born of a strong farmers wife, she had been raised as a work horse from day one. She was tough and mean. But that did not detract from the obvious beauty of her immense frame. Tall she may be, but fat she was not. This leviathan was a scaled up version of any normally exquisite woman. Her proportions were exceptional, and many amale in the audience was fantasizing about having this beauty at his mercy despite her immense power and stature. The flaring hip line, nipped waist and firm buttock flesh made this monolithic apparition an all woman gladiator. As she turned, a glimpse at the swelling ripeness of her mature love lips promised a succulent nest for any lucky male appendage fortunate enough toearnanentrance to her sex. Sadly it was a carnal feast denied all males. Barbarella the butch bitch had decreed that all her possessions were sealed against any pilfering penises that happened along. Cruel wire stitches ensured that this Oregon beauty was denied the internal attentions of a male. It was the ultimate humiliation for a woman such as this to have her sexual powerhouse gagged with sutures.

The Judge’s Bouncing Betty was a smaller, albeit no less desirable creature, although her body did show some battle scars as a result of bouts with some very capable opponents. Blondie was the smallest, and as it happened the least experienced. But it had to be said, using LPGs and pets for pugilistic spectator sport was a new event in the UK arena of feminine usage.

The commentator’s jovial face flashed up on the massive view screen as the contestants circled each other and sized up the opposition.

“Ladies and gentlemen. The final bout in this competition is a one round triad match between the remaining contenders for the medals.

“In the red corner we have Atteella for the USF. Once world champion, twice USF champion, and undefeated champion of Oregon. In the blue corner we have the TTA champion from Australia, Bouncing Betty. All Interstate supreme champion, and winner of the New Zealand Olympiad southern hemisphere Lonsdale belt.

“The newcomer from UK'’s SAC 94 is Blondie, as yet untried in a finalists championship arena combat, but nonetheless a fighter who has proved to be a worthy challenger in the knock out rounds of this event.“

The commentator paused between each announcement as cheering supporters added their voice to the expectant din throughout the stadium.

“Unlike the timed knockout matches, this contest is to the finish. The match will be deemed to have finished when only one contestant remains able to fight on. Let the battle commence, and good luck.“

The face vanished to be replaced by a split image that showed all the fighters in close up. Retiring to their corners, each Glad-Fem as they were known in the USF, took final instructions from their trainers. D.G.

gave urgent final directions to his gladiator.

“Now listen, Blondie. Don’t try to get in close just yet. Stay clear, especially of that crusher from the USF. Feel her out and watch when the TTA fighter goes in. The only way you can beat that wrecker is to find her weak spots.” Blondie listened apprehensively, her eyes never leaving the monolithic USF entrant for a minute as the corner crew added a final polish to her Basque and oiled her legs to glistening perfection. Her jutting pressure cinched tits suddenly felt incredibly vulnerable as she surveyed the massive boob bludgeons of her opponents, but the soothing oiled hands of the crew massaged a comforting warmth into their bulbous display. Unfortunately, there was no way out for her. Devlin had chosen her to bear the SAC standard and that is all there was to it.

The electronic two minute warning chime rang out, and suddenly Blondie found herself alone as the attendant team backed away and took their seats. She turned to face the centre of the ring and feltherlegs tremble slightly with the overload of adrenalin coursing through her body.

Referee Williams called the fighters to the rin g centre for his final match instructions, butbeing a short man he suddenly found that speech was noteasy as the girls conspired to formaring and bury hishead in a circle of taut tits. After a brief humiliating struggle, he gave up and indicated that they should return to their corners. A flushed, red-faced Ref tried to hide his embarrassment and rearranged his trousers. It wasn’t easy to stay calm when you were being gagged and head locked with haif a hundredweight of prime breast. The grinning contestants backed away, humour fading as the time for some serious business drew close.

Beeeeep! The crowd roared as the starting chime put all the contestants into play.

Atteella bounded out from her corner, tits swinging menacingly, and performing a peculiar dance that gave warning she intended to use her nimble feet to great effect. Instinctively, she tended to watch the TTA champion more closely as the perceived greater threat, noting Bouncing Betty’'s well practised approach that left no area undefended.

Blondie looked on - at present a sideliner as these two bruisers sized each other up. Then suddenly Atteella struck like a snake. Before the TTA contender even had time to blink, she had raced forward and landed two ear battering swings to the head that sent Bouncing Betty staggering as the massive orbs of the leviathan’s tits pummelled her head. Blondie saw a chance and leaping in, delivered her own broadside of boob bashing as the USF woman was turning.

Quickly, retreating to a safe distance before Atteella could retaliate, she delivered a back kick to the shin with her treacherous heel. Her spirits sank as the monster Oregonite merely shook her head and then executed a perfect pirouette that sent her tits flying out with centrifugal force toclout the TTA girl a terrific wallop. But Bouncing Betty had seen Blondie’s tactic a split second before the tits impacted, and had decided that between them they could pick off the USF crusher and then settle the final score between themselves.

And so it continued. Time after time, Atteella absorbed punishment from one as she was attending to the other, and sometimes even withstood simultaneous attacks. Her head rattled from side to side as boob after boob bounced off her, and heels raked and stabbed at her vulnerable legs. But it seemed to have little effect. In fact, the points were mounting in her favour. Despite the onslaught, she was still managing to plant more punishment on her attackers than they were inflicting on her. It was like two terriers attacking a tank.

Suddenly, a whistled code rang out from her trainer, and Bouncing Betty cast an incredulous look towards her corner, at the same time reeling under a rain of bludgeoning tits as Atteella took full advantage of her inattention. The Judge had ordered a change of tactics, and judging by Bouncing Betty’s response, one that she was not wholeheartedly in favour of. But then, no-one argued with the Judge.

She staggered from the blows delivered, and then to the amazement of both the other contestants, turned and bulldozed Blondie into a corner with a thrusting chest-out rush. Her knee came up, and after scrunching painfully into Blondie’s crotch, she dropped to her knees and jammed her rubber sheathed head into the tormented pussy vee.

For a second or two, Atteella was nonplussed at this turn of events. But then her training came to the fore. She jumped straddle legged onto the back of Bouncing Betty, effectively pinning her down and using her as a human wedge to keep Blondie in place. A look of triumphant glee shone from the eyes, as Blondie saw defeat staring her in the face. From ringside, D.G. was going apeshit, both at Blondie in an effort to inspire an impossible come-back, and at the grinning Judge who was obvi- ously employing a strategy play at the SAC contestant’s expense.

Pinned and defenceless, Blondie became a human punch bag as the wildly swinging tits hammered her head from side to side. Occasionally, she managed to twist her torso and deliver a return blow, but in this predicament it carried no real force.

Atteella merely rode the blows and maintained her own attack. Then atintervals, the USF champ chose a moment when Blondie was reeling from the pulverising offensive and leaned forward to smother her face with the devastating boobs, relenting only when poor Blondie was almost unconscious and offering no resistance at all.

She could have finished it on any of those occasions, but under instructions from Barbarella, continued to carty out a mandate that included a total humiliating defeat for her opponents.

Forhalfanhour the punishmentcontinued, Blondie’s head lolling from side toside with vehement force as the smashing titty blows hammered ather helmeted face. Meanwhile, the TTA girlstruggled torise, but was powerless to intervene as long as Atteella held her folded with superior weight. Another whistle from the Judge’s corner forbade her to try, anyway.

And so poor Blondie suffered on as Barbarella watched gleefully from her Presidential box.

At last things were going her way. This fight was in the bag.

Then the mood of the crowd began to change. Blondie’s valiant efforts in other events had earned her the respect of the crowd, and to now watch her being converted to a brain dead punch drunk hulk was more than they could stomach. Devlin had long since thrown in the towel to save his newly acquired pet from permanent damage, but Barbarella had instructed that it be ignored. The referee had little choice. His abducted wife and daughter were at that moment reduced to inverted rubberised ultra banded female shaped cocoons hanging in the President’s dreaded G4 punishment block, their helpless bodies bristling with electrodes both internal and external, and connected by a loom of wires to a pitiless, unfeeling microchip controller. He had been forced to watch as a two minute demonstration sequence was initiated, and was appalled to see his beloved womenfolk execute a soundless writhing torment as their gagged forms danced like hooked, hideously parcelled worms on the pendant supports. Now they were at rest, but one word from Barbie and they would be callously switched on like a pair of cheap expendable light fittings - then left to contort and squirm as they were agonisingly converted into mindless twitching parcels of complete obedience.

There was no escape for any of the luckless females in G4. All females incarcerated in that forbidding place were immediately converted to black hanging parcels at the instant of induction with no hope of freedom. They were kept that way until the day they were despatched to whatever fate was decreed. Like the dozens of other twitching pendant packages he had seen, Williams knew his women would no doubt suffer a similar fate, eventually to be arranged as ornaments in some hideously debasing format. For a second or two he had hesitated in the face of his moral dilemma. That cost the tightly cinched hostages another two minutes with the added trauma of a severe caning on their writhing rubber sheathed bottoms - that in itself, not an easy task with the punishment settings of their electronic additions turned to maximum.

The room filled with the sound of tortured overstressed rubber restraints, and the twitching became a frenzied dance as the black glistening cocoons jiggled and jerked in helpless silent torment. Unseen, tongue stretching winder gags that were also expandable and sound reactive ensured total silence no matter what they endured. Each sound clicked the tongue winding mini-winch another notch and added to the bow taut trauma of stretched oral punishment.

Cowed by the terrible mental vision, Williams watched helplessly as the sickening drama of destruction was played out in his ring The cheering ebbed into a silence as the appalling punishment wenton.

Then, almost imperceptibly, a new sound grew in volume. The USF spectators were jeering, and at the same time Atteella was casting anxious glances towards her corner. This was not her idea of a match.

Blondie was beaten and there was no need to reduce her to dog meat.

But fearful of the consequences lest she disobey instructions, she continued on - her huge taut melons ricocheting from a head that was now completely senseless.

It seemed an eternity, but finally the signal came. Atteella swung her leg over the crushed TTA girl and stepped clear, allowing Bouncing Betty to rise and back off.

At first nothing happened. Blondie just remained stiffly propped against the ropes, then slowly at first, but with gathering momentum, she began to fall forward. Devlin closed his eyes and flinched as the unconscious Blondie made a full frontal landing on her extruded battle-tits and lay still. The chime sounded as contestants were halted for removal of the vanquished. But Atteella was not done yet. Her instructions were clear. Maximum humiliation for the opposing teams.

She walked over to the prostrate form and inserting a foot under Blondie’s waist, levered the slumbering woman into a butt upward pose. It took a while to balance the unconscious body without the use of arms, but at last it was done. Casting a glare at the Presidential box, she walked around to the rear, and after taking careful aim, jabbed down with her foot and impaled the offered butt hole with her daggering heel. D.G. went raving mad, but at the same time, he could see that this leviathan was not enjoying such a humiliation of a plucky opponent. Nonetheless, she kept thrusting until the full flare of her heel was stretching Blondie’s ass ring wide and the sole of her shoe was pressed deeply into the rearing cleft of her vanquished opponent’s bottom.

Like an ancient gladiator, foot on conquest, the statuesque Atteella complied with her instructions, then disdainfully retracted her foot and allowed the stewards to remove the wreck of the SAC entrant.

The Judge cast apologetic eyes at D.G.

D.G. scowled and then watched helplessly as the senseless girl was prepared for the final indignity. Well practised in their art, two stewards swiftly arranged and hogtied the woman with steel ratchets, arching her painfully, and finalising the securing with a massive fully dilated expando gag. Without further ado she was lofted and impaled on her own corner post, held aloft by the tight grip of her own ass ring on a deeply intruding pole. The stewards stepped back to reveal the humiliating spectacle presented by the defeated entrant, and Devlin felt a burning anger at her treatment.

Blondie had done her best, but when faced with that USF meat grinder and the treachery of the TTA girl, she’d not had a snowball’s hope in hell. But rules were rules. In Seattle it was customary for the loser to be poled as the current term so quaintly described it.

The stewards moved out, and the chime for the bout’s resumption sounded. Two very determined finalists faced each other down. It was then that D.G. understood the Judge’s plan.

Atteella was facing her opponent with heaving breasts, exhausted by the effort expended in battering the SAC contestant into insensibility.

But the TTA’s Bouncing Betty had been resting all that time; - neatly folded and crushed where she could not receive any punishment. He had to admit the Judge had figured it well; but at what cost? Any permanent damage could only be counted when Blondie finally came round.

Bouncing Betty’s foot streaked out, the flashing heel driving deep into the shadow of Atteella’s defensive crouch and slamming into her knee cap witha crack that was heard throughout the stadium. The USF girl’s response speed was gone; sapped by her tremendous energy output in destroying Blondie. She just didn’t have the energy to avoid the blow.

She staggered and her gasp whistled through the breather hole. In a flash, Bouncing Betty moved forward delivering two hammering tit blows to each side of the head, followed quickly by a head butt to Atteella’s presented boobs. The leviathan staggered back, turning to protect her vulnerable breasts from another blow, and Bouncing Betty almostroared with gleeas the fulsome ass was revealed. Her accurately targeted left foot swing had already been launched before the USF girl realised her mistake. The bottom lobes clenched, butit was too late. The Bondi Bouncer’s steel tipped toe vanished into the cleft and continued to disappear until almost half a foot had been engulfed by the tight stretched ring of a horribly abused sphincter. Atteella took off, her breath screeching through the breather tube as she involuntarily rocketed forward to escape the excruciating pain in her back passage.

Lurchinginto theropes, she folded, and for an instantwas bent forward and dangerously offered.

Ever the professional, Bouncing Betty hardly paused in her attack as this new target presented itself, and instantly followed the butt reaming kick with a flying double legged lunge that screwed her body sideways, amove thatburied both heels unerringly into the twin tunnels of Atteella’s crotch. There was a horrible squelch as the heels sank into Atteella’s fleshy tubes, her right heel penetra ting the tight suturing and stretching her love lips in a mass of tormented pussy flesh. This was followed a micro second later by a sucking plop as Bouncing Betty expertly rolled clear and absorbed the ground impact of her flying tackle. The roll during extraction added even more grief to the USF girl’s throbbing openings as the square edged heels routed her soft interior. But Bouncing Betty gave her no time torecover. As the woman struggled to straighten, Bouncing Betty regained her feet and charged in head down at the presented rear end.

Atteella’s eyes bulged from the helmet apertures as a hard rubber sheathed head cleaved open her buttocks and ploughed into her bulbous backward thrusting pussy mound like a runaway train. Electrifying shocks of pain raced through her whole body as the sensitive labial lips were ruthlessly crushed and mashed by the hard skull.

Rolling sideways on the ropes, Atteella managed to avoid a repeat performance, but laid back and gasping, she was easy meat for Bouncing Betty’s speciality. The lethal TTA fighter was airborne again, seemingly intent on a disastrous full frontal impact that would leave her wide open to a strength sapping crotch kick. It was not to be. At the last second of flight, Bouncing Betty brought up her knees, deflecting Atteella’s rising leg with her feet, and driving each of her own knees directly into the underside of her opponents perfectly positioned tits as her stiletto toes simultaneously raked the thrusting mons of her opponent.

The hard gristle and bone of jutting knee caps sank deep into the fighting boobs of the USF girl, squashing theminto gruesome flattened orbs of searing pain and in effect smearing them upward in a mashed package of screaming agony. Bouncing Betty rebounded - her manoeuvre still only half complete as she rolled backwards and took the fall on her shoulders. Stunned, the crowd watched as both feet exploded upward in a double stiletto spiked drop kick from the ground position that caught the horrendously tormented tits at full rebound.

The cinched orbs of Atteella seemed to launch themselves upward in an attempt to smother their owner, and as her face was engulfed in her own boobs, a fleeting glance of fear was clearly visible in the USF entrant’s face.

She knew that she had been outsmarted, and above all, knew that she had finally met her match. There was no effective way for her to recover from the mind sapping pain her opponent was pouring into her body.

Bouncing Betty was a demon.

The Judge’s protege sensed victory and was of a mind to prolong her opponent’s agonising demise as a reprisal for the beating that valiant Pommie girl had taken. She backed off and allowed the USF fighter to straighten, noting the eyes, now moist with tears of pain despite the will to soldier on.

Through the mists of pain, Atteella saw her antagonist waiting with a look of contemptuous complacency. That look fired Atteella’s anger, smothering her fighter’sinstinctwithaburning desire to exactrevenge.

Desperate, and without calculating the possible consequences, she managed to producea creditable head charge, albeit one that wasnever destined to connect. Instead, her rashness earned her a massive blow to the left tit as Bouncing Betty stepped neatly aside and brought her knee powerfully up into the horizontal chest passing her. The gasping pain racked form rocketed past, unable to check her forward momentum as the TTA girl spun gracefully on her stilettoed feet and delivered a six inch rod of tapering pain straight into the passing asshole.

As if to emphasise her great skill, despite the crushing handicap of being armless and cinched into breath taking hourglass perfection by her Basque, the battle scarred Oz beauty now embarked on a roundthe- ring demonstration of ballerina movements as the perspiring officials struggled to feed the dishevelled USF entrant back through the ropes. Atteella had landed in the second row of seats as her own violent reaction to yet another stiletto enema accelerated the forward rush into near take-off speed.

Barbarella, seeing a disaster in the making, ordered the towel thrown in. Unfortunately it never got there as a sea of angry spectators buried the official and tore the towel into shreds. The referee looked desperately around. His instructions from Barbie were to stop the fight, but the crowd were in no mood for trickery. They wanted to see Barbie’s entrant taught a lesson.

Visions of her revenge loomed large as he thought of his pre-wired family jerking mindlessly on their tethers of torment, and then as if in answer to a prayer, he saw Devlin Gord beckoning him over to ringside. He stooped down and took the offered Vid-viewer, pressing the button as indicated. Instantly he was treated to the view of two incredibly cinched iniverted rubber cocoons, the contents of which he knew only too well. There was no mistaking his twenty year old daughter’s extraordinarily curvaceous shape, and his wife’s ringed and visible boobs didn’t need a second look after all the hours of playing he had enjoyed with these wondrous orbs. The odd thing was the surroundings. There was no disputing the background view of the inside of a diplomatic SAC hover. Without doubt, his most treasured possessions were now decorating the British delegation’s hover transport.

He flicked the forward view as requested, and a message told him that he had diplomaticimmunity and free transport for himself and his bat-like, temporarily deactivated family - if he pledged himself to referee the match fairly. Another push of the button gave him a foretaste of what would happenifhe didn’t, and he watched helplessly as the shapely twenty year old figurine was adjusted to quivering tension and subjected to a ten bottom searing strokes of a cane. The taut inverted shape barely twitched, but he was fully aware of the internal effect on that nubile youthful package. It was a great persuader.

“Immediately after the match?” he cocked an eyebrow at Devlin, who nodded as he answered.

“Immediately! But I insist on having usage of the girl for the flight home, a sort of fee for the rescue if you like. You can have your wife as a gesture of good faith as soon as you get aboard.” Williams thought carefully for a second before answering.

“Okay, It's a deal. But you pay me ten million US dollars for the rental, and no pain. Remember; - the girl returns to my ownership as soon as we set foot on Limey soil. She’ll fetch a fair price one day.“

Devlin nodded agreement. After all, what he had in mind for that luscious shape had nothing to do with pain. Excruciatingly compressed bondage to a horrendous degree, and mind warping control - but no caning. At least, not until he had dealt with the greedy Referee.

A father who had sold out his own daughter and took money in return for allowing her to be used as a bound sex toy didn’t deserve such a treasure, and so he would be safely demobilised and on his way back to the States in a transport pod soon after his return.

Atteella was just scrambling awkwardly to her feet as the referee rose and turned around, unaware that Devlin, upon retrieving the viewer, had activated a pre-recorded transmission to his hover. A distant, obedient SAC officer acknowledged the signal with the press of a button. By the time the referee had reached ring centre, his inverted helpless daughter had already been stretched to breaking point and was spinning rapidly on her motorised tethers as her new keeper, had her cocooning increased to his own personal taste and introduced her to a new role in life. Within minutes, she would be a stiff female stalactite of multi layered ultra tight rubber sheathing - a pendulous rigidly contained soft centred sensuous female toy, pre-installed with internal training gadgets, courtesy of Barbie. Williams's wife, Rachel, watched wide eyed through the slot in her own confinement as her poor daughter, Alice, rapidly metamorphosed into a black featureless sausage of rubber then slowed to become a silent chrysalis of encapsulated femininity. The resumption of winking lights on Barbarella’s liberated controller told of a reinstatement of the young woman's inescapable conversion to obedient chattel, but this time there was none of the outwardly visible signs. The cocoon remained still and silent as its stiffened, helpless occupant absorbed the punishment without the luxury of a single twitch, and a tongue that was self tensioned to form three complete coils on the gag’s mini-winch drum.

Later, as the programming became more intense, her frenzied exertions would cause the rubber to pulse alarmingly, but there would be no-one to see or hear as she was ruthlessly converted.

The referee motioned with his hands.

“Fight On!“

The exhibitionist TTA ballerina hardly interrupted her umpteenth single legged pirouette as Atteella came in range and collected a gracefully arcing foot full in the boob for herlack of caution. She twisted with the impact and laid herself wide open to the next scything circuit of that deadly foot. A pointed toe travelling at speed buried itself in her crotch, and it was all over as she sagged into a heap.

But Bouncing Betty had a proxy debt to repay, and seeing the recovering Blondie excruciatingly mounted and exhibited, she straddled the fallen bitch with pendulously swinging boobs, and proceeded to tit bash her into insensibility. There followed a repeat performance of Blondie’s demise, with the difference that this time the stadium was vibrating with the roar of a cheering crowd. Bouncing Betty’s only departure from that previous debacle was to smother by a different technique; in that she would slide her body forward and engulf the breather hole in the lobes of her buttock cheeks.

Atteellalay unmoving and senseless when Bouncing Betty finally rose.

Turning to the Presidential box, the triumphant TTA girl deviated from instructions in order to register a final contemptuous protest to the seething Barbarella. She straddled the unconscious head and slowly lowered her ass onto the breather tube, carefully positioning herself to ensure a perfect ass ring to breather hole connection. Then she farted!

It was a perfectly controlled expulsion of waste gas that finally escaped from the gas pumped mouth seal in a wavering controlled note. Rising, Bouncing Betty balanced atop her vanquished foe with her feet firmly planted on two horrendously abused fighting tits. Despite the trussing and moulding of her body, she looked every bit the victor.

The Judge allowed her that moment of glory and then called her over to the corner. The cheering rose toa crescendo as Atteella was prepared for being poled. She had never lost a bout in her life, and certainly never fought in Seattle before. Therefore, this was her first experience of adorning the losers pole as was the local tradition, and it promised to be a heart warming sight. Even the stewards seemed to be enjoying this rare treat, and although the keening, slowly recovering Atteella expressed her discontent, they took great delight on jamming her way down onto the pole. Given her greater body weight and the efforts of the stewards, Atteella ended up with a good two feet of steel up her ass.

Arched painfully outward by over zealous banding, rump skewered and tits jutting vulnerably, she was humiliated beyond belief as the crowd roared appreciation at her demise. Rotten fruit and discarded drinks cups began to bounce from her body, but she had no choice but to take all that came. More adventurous spectators ventured to the ringside, daubing her boobs with ice cream and jamming pop corn into her stitched pussy. One really bitchy woman even drew a clown's face on her helmet with lipstick, whilst another took great delight in rotating her on the excruciating anal pivot. Blondie on the other hand was being subjected to soothing tongues and sensuously massaging female hands as a crowd of female office workers showed their compassion.

Bouncing Betty was positively glowing with glee as she enjoyed Atteella’s traumatic display, a look which rapidly waned as the Gold Medal winner’s rostrum was brought into the ring.

Ten minutes later, a steel banded ultra tight hogtied Bouncing Betty perched red faced in the centre of the ring, her winner’s portable pedestal mounted pole being somewhat larger in diameter than the corner posts. The fact thatit was gold plated did little to ease the raging ache of her bottom hole as it suckled tightly on the deeply buried support spearing her lower body.

Given the trauma she had brought upon herselfby winning the first cat fight at the Seattle Olympiad, Bouncing Betty was wondering if anyone would ever want to take Gold at Seattle again! It wasn’t so much the ring exhibition, but the fact that she had now been appraised of the fact that it she would remain on show till the next day. Victory over such a prestigious opponent as Atteella apparently deserved full recognition.

Bouncing Betty squirmed ineffectually as her pole mount expanded painfully, pumped up to ensure her continued adornment, and then she groaned as a powerful clamp attached the Gold medallion to her jutting rightnipple. The final insult came as a knee spreader bar opened her clenched thighs and removed all chance of easing the influence of her supporting pole. Torn between pride at her achievement, and humiliation at her display, Bouncing Betty endured as the entire stadium were allowed to file through the ring, routing her pussy with hot searching fingers and squeezing the devastatingly effective fighting tits she was forced to display.

Devlin tore his eyes from the cock raising sight of the Judge's gladiator and glanced at the score board.

USF - 85        SAC-83         TTA -85

It was all down to the last event. He turned thoughtfully and watched as a group of giggling women lifted the winner, stand and all, and carried her to Blondie’s corner. A smile creased his face as the trussed Oz girl was positioned with her tits and those of her Pommie opponent crushed into a sensual contact. The two helpless hogtied gladiators stared red faced at each other from close range as their pussies received expert attention from a multitude of willing female fingers. Within seconds, the straining projected tits were heaving with undeniable passion, unavoidably massaging themselves in a mutual contact with the orbs of their opposites.

“Nice to see a bit of International comradery, don’t you think, D.G?“

Devlin agreed wholeheartedly with the Judge as the two poled women guffawed through gags and exploded intoa vibrating, buttock clenching duet of mutual orgasm. It was magical to see two such ridiculously and humiliatingly sculpted women reduced to such an embarrassing public display.




CHAPTER FOUR – THE FINA SHOWDOWN

First Street was a hive of activity, chosen for its one mile straight and flat surface, it was an ideal venue for the forthcoming final event; a spectacle that promised to be a battle royal as the three possible Gold contenders played their final cards. Barbarella had selected Pike Place market as the site for her stand and the pit enclosures that would service the competing vehicles. Placing the two together afforded her a unobstructed view of the opposition’s preparations.

Tammy strained against the excruciating clamps holding her firmly moulded for use. She had already been appraised of the diabolical devices intended to ensure her utmost effort. None of them seemed evenremotely inviting, and the thought of being asupercharged power unit did even less for her peace of mind. Unfortunately, the USF’s continuing preoccupation with the 20th century sport of Drag Racing had a lot to answer for in this event.

Helplessly, she strained her eyes to watch as the final adjustments were made, but was unable to see as unseen hands and clicking ratchet spanners moulded and shaped her to give maximum dynamic effect.

Her gaze wandered across to the TTA machine, now almost complete and being fussed over by Graeme Smart. He was meticulous in his demands for perfection, and insisted that each and every restraining band was rechecked with a torque spanner. Tammy watched as the Australian beauty was adjusted, her intimate expert appraisal silently complementing the flawless form and sleek flowing lines of a fully matured Aphrodite. She felt a hot flush in her vulnerably offered love mound as she drank in the lush, smooth curvatures of her opposition.

Now there was a body she would dearly love to be trussed into contact with. The Judge had good taste and could spot winning potential at a glance. Not only was this female a stunner, but there was a latent power about her body that promised a close race, not to mention a very interesting event should it ever transpire that they were to be inextricably mated by the whims of their respective owners.

Tammy grimaced as a cinching waist band crimped her down even tighter, the unseen mechanic pausing to retract the socket extension that had been parked in her convenient ass. Ignoring this routine utilitarian usage of her body, she swivelled her eyes to the USF entrant.

As was expected, Barbarella was running true to form. Her choice reflected a typical attitude that biggest and strongest was best. As result, her team had fielded a power unit of prodigious power. The massive powerful negress looked impressive, a living ebonite sculpture of staggering shapeliness. Yet like her predecessor in the equestrian event, she was expending huge amounts of wasted energy in her efforts to escape. Tammy and the TTA contender simply accepted the inevitable and conserved energy as the fate they were committed to unfolded with relentless, unavoidable progression. If this woman had been nurtured in the same style she would undoubtedly be unbeatable.

There was an added performance factor inherent in the less powerful machines that Barbie never even considered. Despite the understandable trepidation in both of these overseas contestants, they were semi willing conscripts rather than enforced participants. That in itself was a major factor. Both Devlin and the Judge ensured that effort, and especially success, was well rewarded. Either of the women who could snatch the Gold with their effort would be guaranteed a long period of massively pleasurable repayment for their dedication to duty.

In addition, both women were endowed with masochistic tendencies, and on the whole welcomed being used as objects of male sexual titillation and subjected to seemingly inhuman abuse. Without question they were both experiencing massive feelings of fear at the looming event, but they knew that once energised into horrendously humiliating exertion, the power of rapidly burgeoning lust would quickly quell any lingering doubts. Tammy cringed as her bottom hole was once again pressed into service as a tool rack and idly wondered what shelooked like with a greasy ratchet wrench jutting up from her rump.

A pussy spreading set of Hellerman pliers jacked her labial lips wide, and suffering in silence she endured as the inside of her love tube was coated with a highly conductive salve that would ensure good contact for later additions. Life as an engine component was interesting, at the very least. The daubing fingers retracted, as did the heavy wrench.

Seconds later a second set of pliers dilated her tight anal ring as it too was prepared. Pliers locked and her lower openings held painfully open, she was left grossly spread and displaying two deep pink tunnels that were ready for the controlling implants.

Slick and Devlin met at the pit road fence where they stood without speaking as they compared machines. The Judge stood off to one side, apparently only an interested bystander. Barbie’s line of thought was obvious to them both. Brute force overcame all obstacles. The difference between the TTA machine and Devlin’s dragster was more subtle.

After detailed studies of ancient racing formulae, he had opted for a minimum weight to power ratio which resulted in him choosing the lightest female in his stable. Slick, on the other hand, with his slightly more powerful drive unit, had attempted abalance between power and unavoidable weight gain. Either design criteria could be a winner given the incalculable variations inherent in fem powered machines.

They watched with mixed feelings as the USF dragster was handicapped with even more weight. Undersized banding was proving inadequate to control the frenzied almost maniacal efforts to escape by the seething raw recruit forming the power unit. Heavy wide dural steel clamps were steadily replacing the distorted light banding that was failing under the huge loading imparted by that statuesque ebony skinned beauty. But that was only the half of it. Between them, the watching friends estimated that like the Russian pony, this leviathan would be hauling some 200 lbs of her own punishment equipment.

That was one helluva weight to accelerate away from a standing start, and it was highly debatable whether the goading effects it would impart into the straining recalcitrant female power unit could outweigh the drag created by its presence.

They watched without comment as the writhing form of the ebony maiden wasruthlessly ratcheted tighter and tighter, and finally cinched into complete smouldering impotent submission. It had to be said that she was an impressive sight when one considered the latent power in those horrendously controlled limbs, and the rising coal black nates of her superb bottom. It was a desirable hillock of womanly sensuality, bisected by a dark valley that drew admiring eyes to the startling pink orifices of her inner body. Her exertions still sent flickering waves of energy rippling across the taut sheen of her rump, and both men feltan almost uncontrollable urge to dash over and sink their manhood into the offered treat. As it happened, the temptation was mercilessly removed as both openings were impaled and stretched when they plugged her body with high voltage dual purpose energiser punishment goads. Slick shook his head in disbelief. Never let it be said that he was one to miss the opportunity of burying the largest possible dildo into a bound helpless woman - but there was a time and place for such leisure activities. The Drag strip wasn’t one of them. A women wrestling with the trauma of having her orifices stretched to tearing point was hardly likely to have her mind on the task in hand. Disdainfully, they surveyed the resultant buttock spreading mass jutting from the bar taut five inch ring of the woman'’s rear passage as control wires were connected.

Brute forcewas an ongoing engineering nightmare ofescalating weight problems once started. The heavier machine needed bigger wheels to cope with load and power, hence four arched rim mounted females formed into a circle, as opposed to the overseas teams machines which used a single horrendously stretched and tautly affixed fem-tyre on each side. Unlike normal tyres, these unfortunate rotary ancillaries were of the non-pneumatic type, a fact that didn’t bode well for wear and tear once they were subjected to the geared power of a differential drive. The rattle of an air wrench turned them around, and Devlin bid Slick farewell as he moved off to oversee the fitting of the rear wheel tyre slicks.

Tammy the dragster was still raised up on trestles, and the twomassive female drive slicks were being rolled over prior to fitting. He held up a hand and stopped the mechanics, as he moved close to give the wheels a final check.

Beseeching eyes peered back at him from the tread as Blondie and Bimbo made a last ditch effort to avoid the coming ordeal. It was bad enough being arched and tensioned into a circular backward bow, but hogtied heels to the back of the head and wrists secured to knees was strenuous to say the least. To then be moulded into a single preshaped unit with compound ‘D’ rubber was taking it altogether too far.

Fortunately, they were unable tosee the humiliating, embossed logo on the sidewalls of their containment. D.G. felt that B.B. TRACTION was an appropriate name for his remodelled women.

Devlin nodded approval as he noted the protrusions deliberately left to afford more traction, and smiled to himself as he contemplated the effectwhen lips, pussy, tits, elbows and knees were pressed into service as tread attributes. Unfortunately, the spinning wheel-fems would be out of his line of sight, but the effects as he bumped along were sure to be felt. He ignored the last desperate pleading entreaties by wide staring eyeballs, and motioned the mechanics forward, watching with interestas the wheels wererolled over to the car, located, and the quickchange hub nuts spun home. Now only the final fixings of the power unit were left undone. A mechanic’s legs poking out from below the machine appraised him that this task was in hand, and he watched as the clicking effect of a ratchet torque wrench was relayed to him by Tammy’s steadily widening eyes. Her boobs were being dragged snugly down into the receptor cups by a tensioner bolt arrangement, split pinned to each nipple piercing. Once done she would be an indivisible part of the machine as a whole.

The trestles were replaced with jacks as the mechanic rolled his recliner trolley out, confirming with a nod that her tits were set to th_e correct torque. Ten foot pounds may not sound a lot, but to Tammy it was an awesome, nipple twanging pull.

The jack dropped with a bump and Tammy the dragster bounced gently on the softresilient slicks. As ithappened, the left wheel was tits down. Blondie was not amused, but it hardly showed other than as a slight writhing distortion in the smooth rubber wall that resl_lafped and stretched the embarrassing side wall lettering in a most exciting way.

Atlastshe felt the cool, smooth steel of her orifice inserts gliding deeply into her dilated tubes, and sighed with relief as the pliers were released and her taut overstressed opening snapped back to grip the monstrous invaders. There was a certain undeniable pleasure at knowing that the final item of control was installed. From now on, whatever was demanded of her restrained form was beyond her capacity to refuse.

All was ready and Devlin surveyed the sleek machine with a growing bulge in his tight trousers. You had to hand it to these Yanks, a Double AA slingshot fem-fueler was a sight to behold. Lustfully, his eyes travelled over the sleek power unit, savouring the incredible sight of a woman prepared for muscle tearing exertion whilst clamped into a format that allowed her no chance of escape or malfunction.

Clamped face down over her whole torso, Tammy was a picture of helplessness as the final streamlining cowlings were added. Her head, encased in an all enveloping lightweight dural alloy, was forced upward to stare forward, but only her gorgeous eyes and a perky nose could be seen. The lower part of her face was concealed by the dual supercharger pipes that ran around both cheeks and terminated in a single mouth stretching inlet port. Supercharging was by the traditional GMC 6-71 blower that had stood the test of centuries; - still the choice of speed freaks no matter what type of power unit was in use. In this instance the power to drive it was bled from Tammy’s own output exertions via a toothed belt, and the input of pressurised gas, modified from a mix of Nitromethane and air to one that was better suited to human requirements.

Once running, Tammy would be forcibly aspirated with a purely gaseous mix of pure oxygen, hormones and steroids; designed to have a virtually instantaneous effect on her labouring form. In addition, her cinched body would be subjected to the influence of the carefully placed electrodes that could energise her muscles with a precise and shattering efficiency. The cowlings clipped into place, concealing the shapely form from neck to waist. Below that it was all woman on display.

Unlike the single fem power unit of the modern shopping cars, this drive arrangement relied on an old and well tested pedal system, suitably modified to give maximum efficiency, but more important - driver satisfaction!

The pedals, connected to the fem-unit by calf boot attachments, were spaced some eighteen inches apart. This allowed the driver’s legs, whilst lying in a supine position, to pass between and under the spread pussy, thus allowing a lower cockpit profile with reduced wind drag.

A further consideration was the incredible view afforded by staring between super animated flexing thighs as one steered the vehicle.

Devlin’s low-line bucket seat dictated that he would be peering over the madly working cleft of hard working buttocks; and if he were to lower his eyes a fraction of a degree, he would be rewarded by the crotch searing sight of all Tammy’s female secrets mincing and mashing as she strove to obey the chemical and electronic stimulation of her body. It promised to be a magnificent spectacle, and Devlin wondered how the USF had managed to enjoy this sport for so long without it being adopted in the UK.

The mechanics motioned him toward the driver seat, and glancing around D.G. realised that both Slick, and Barbarella herself, were already snugged into their machines and being rolled out to the start line. At least this time, the arch bitch could only blame herself if she failed to take the chequered flag.

He stepped in over the cockpit lip and eased himself into the narrow confines of the dragster, thrilling at the feel of motion as the huge human slick tyres flexed impotently with the altering load and ab- sorbed the weight with fettered helplessness. The assistants fussed around attaching seat belts, fitting his goggles and making final checks on the gas reservoirs that would supercharge the helplessly bound beauty in front. It was a magnificent feeling to sit between those poised limbs and savour the coming treat. His feet were under Tammy’s belly which brought his face to a distance less than two feet from her spreading crotch, with her shapely electrode cinched thighs passing either side of him. He was in effect surrounded by fettered female and could aim the vehicle by lining up the nose cone and her rising buttock cleft like a rifle sight.

Gleefully, he contemplated the shining round ends of her internal orifice stretching plug exciters, devices that burrowed deep into her exquisite body and guaranteeing frenzied response to his accelerator demands. The pussy lips and taut stretched anal ring fluttered nervously and twitches of nervous energy quivered along the firm thighs.

Devlin reached out and patted the perfectly positioned rump to calm the pre-race nerves. Tammy responded with a buttock clench designed to convey thanks for his concern. She was certainly a plucky woman.

Mere minutes away from being supercharged to an exploding fem power unit and still she had the presence of mind to acknowledge her boss’s comforting hand. D.G. responded by stroking the inner thighs and toying with her plug suckling pussy lips in a way that soon showed a glistening wetness as she responded to her natural instincts.

The thighs began to flex and move as the car was pushed out, and Devlin almost lost control as the slow deliberate animation of his living dashboard gave a preview of things to come. Two curving, superbly offered nates were slowly mincing and rolling on the inserts as her thighs followed the dictates of the rotating pedals. A solitary dewdrop of passion liquid escaped the gagged labial lips and trickled down her pendant clit before soaking into the mini teddy bear clipped to its ring.

Devlin smiled. Teddy was scheduled for a bath. The mascot dangling from her pendulous nodule would soon be soaking wet if Tammy ran true to form. Besides, it was so gloriously contemptible to use a woman'’s clitoris for such a cheap gimmick, especially when she had no means to hide such disrespectful usage of her love trigger. Hurriedly he rearranged his straining trousers as the marshals positioned the car on the grid.

Remembering that it was a three fem machine, he reached out both hands to the unseen wheels slightly behind his limited vision, and felt for a human part to reassure. As it had happened, both wheel Fems were upright and facing down track. That did it. His vibrating manhood simply exploded into his trousers as he realised that they were both looking down the mile or so of tarmac they would soon be scorching along with their sensuous rubber moulded bodies.

It must have been a daunting prospect when so impossibly configured and unable to even twitch to prevent it happening. He glanced sideways to the opposition, first to the left, where the red faced, highly aroused Slick was doing hisbest to appear cool and collected, thenright into the leering, smug Barbarella as she looked down from the height of her huge machine.

Devlin felt a moment'’s pity as he looked towards the seething, terribly banded ebony form, and tried to close his mind to what that superb specimen would be suffering once Barbie unleashed the full potential of her viciously calibrated goads. A tap on his shoulder brought him back to the matter in hand, and seeing the marshal pointing at him he knew the time had come. A leather gloved hand reached out and flipped the energiser switches to armed, and he saw the spread charms in front twitch as that minute sensation impinged on the trembling heart of his power unit. Tammy had felt herself being prepared and knew that only seconds separated her from the awesome demands she was going to be asked to endure.

The tree lights began to flash and count down as Devlin tightened his grip on the butterfly.

RED, RED, RED, ORANGE, ORANGE, ORANGE, ORANGE, GREEN!

His accelerator pedal stomped down and the car seemed to leap in the air as Tammy’s thighs knotted, and in an instant became a blur of cyclic action. D.G. cursed as he eased back. Spinning wheels produced lost power, and he had muffed the start with over enthusiasm. The fem wheels mercifully gripped, easing the burning friction of skidding contact for the arched wheel women, and the SAC car rocketed away from the line. The blower was quickly picking up revs, and a high pitched whine told him that Tammy was by now suffering bloated cheeks as the supercharger effortlessly rammed her full of energising muscle enhancing gases. He stole a look downward and experienced another shattering trouser filling ejaculation as the crotch in front delivered a stunning image of overworked female erotica. It was an unbelievable experience to see such traumatised female parts working with such mind bending ferocity. Tammy’s ass ring was reshaping like a demented milking nozzle as it suckled and slavered on the implant, whilst her pussy was rolling the love shaft exciter in a grip of slithering sensuality. Already he was thanking the marshals for insisting on goggles as the foam flecked secretions of her womanhood carried back to spatter his grinning face.

The car was rolling now and he could risk some more power. Tentatively, mindful of wasted traction he eased down on the gas pedal, thrilling at the surge of power and climbing whine of the supercharger as his trussed pet was forcibly aspirated to incredible levels. It was so uplifting to imagine the humiliating experience of being supercharged so ruthlessly and at the whim of a foot over which you had no control and no escape.

The hillocked dashboard was becoming a blur of female animation, rump juddering and flexing, thighs pistoning powerfully. Itwas a sight of staggering erotica, further enhanced by the knowledge that those innocuous steel inserts were pouring inconceivable levels of inducementinto the deep sensitive recesses of herbody, convulsing the tender tissues with shattering impulses and reproducing simulated orgasmic contractions ten time more powerful than could ever be achieved by normal means. - Devlin grudgingly turned his attention to more mundane matters, glancing sideways to see Slick neck and neck, gaining slightly as the Oz beauty showed her superior strength. From his own lowly position, he could only see the hard working sun bronzed rump jutting above the cockpitline, but that super animated vision was sufficient to afford him a sample of Graeme’s view. Slick threw him a glance, then accelerated to move ahead, the visible rump knotting and straining as he demanded more power from the cinched beauty below. D.G. glanced ahead and corrected his line before looking back to study the spinning slicks on the TTA dragster. It seemed that the Judge’s choice for traction compound was paying dividends. Liaising with the manufacturer, he had come up with a radical new compound, as yet untried in serious competition. But it seemed to be working. The increase in power failed to produce any slippage, and the splendid tits and pouting pussies of his wheel fems gripped firmly as the horse power was channelled through their straining, arched bodies. A gamble at the moulding stage had left more raw fem exposed, and it seemed to work. However the wear and tear on those taut, helpless bodies would undoubtedly be high. Itwas a minor consideration, for there was plenty of raw material.

Devlin suddenly remembered Barbie. His eyes flashed to the mirrors, and with some relief he saw her machine some two lengths behind. A chuckle escaped his lips as he saw the massive double fem slicks spinning madly and scrabbling for grip. Both he and Slick had been right. The power required to accelerate such a mass quickly was difficult to transmit to the ground. His smirk faded as he spotted the agonised face of the ebony power unit. Barbarella was flooring the pedal as she tried to make up lost ground, at the expense of thebanded, shapely leviathan. It mattered little to her that the clamped woman was being supercharged to bursting point, or that her fem-slicks were sandpapering the track with their sensitive bodies. Even from here, D.G. could hear the whine of a GMC 6-71 running at full boost, and thoughts of the effects on that gorgeous black form were too horrendous to contemplate.

A slight bump in the track swung his attention back, and with a warm feeling he remembered his own spinning slicks. He couldn’t see them, but the slightly bumpy ride conveyed all he needed to know for a continuing arousal. Blondie and Barbie were working hard, spinning, flexing, scrabbling, and generally experiencing the deliciously humiliating trauma of being completely and utterly incapable of doing anything to end the punishment as they whirled around. Devlin eased down on the gas pedal and closed the widening gap with Slick, conscious of the gruelling distortion imparted to the suffering female slicks, and noting as he did that the speedometer was rising to a staggering 60 mph. It was slow by ancient dragster standards, but when taking into account that it was at the expense of three straining female forms, the achievement was nothing short of miraculous. He fed a bit more power into Blondie and Bimbo and revelled in their impossibly impotent acceptance of the increased stresses.

The quarter mile marker flashed past, and First Street wasringing to the roar of a capacity crowd as the machines hurtled onward. But Devlin was worried. Barbie had finally mastered the balance between forward motion and torque to the wheels. Her monster machine was bearing downon the twolead dragsters with malicious intent. Despite her most valiant efforts to resist, the big ebony power plant was producing a colossal energy output as a result of her monstrous boosted predicament.

She was exploding with crude muscle wrenching effort, but was powerless to deny the demands made upon her form.

The gap was closing rapidly, and although he had powerin reserve, DG was loathe to boost his pet to such massive levels of exertion this early in the race. There was still a half mile to go to that finishing line. Such a distance at full power could only result in a permanently wrecked power unit that would end its days as a Carbonite museum exhibit.

Tammy was far too precious and full of life to consider such arisk. Even if it cost him the race, D.G. was determined to use his position of power wisely. That straining column of female excellence had trusted him with her well being, and it was a trust he would not abuse; - at least not too much anyway.

Slick seemed of a similar mind as the monster machine drew ahead, a laughing Barbie tossing insults as she fed more excruciating torment into the flashing thighs and buttocks of the dark skinned beauty. It - mattered little to her that this wondrous example of womanhood would be a shattered wreck for the rest of her life if it continued. There were plenty more walking the streets. She could be replaced at any time.

The two friends unconsciously eased a little more from their straining engines as the competitive urge came to the fore, Slick edging away as the superior power of his blonde Saucy Sue paid dividends. But Devlin declined to take up the challenge and maintained the present acceptable levels of performance. A check of instruments revealed that Tammy was running within acceptable limits. For him that was!

Tammy may well have had a different opinion had she been in a position to voice it. Boost pressure was a nice, cheek bulging, eye popping 14 p.s.i. Anal and pussy temperatures only 7 degrees above normal despite the searing electrical inducement. However, he was a little concerned at the 15 degree rise showing for her hard working buttock and thigh muscles. But she seemed to be enjoying the abuse.

Teddy was awash with the river of love juice flowing from her squelching pussy. Mischievously, his right footadded a little more to Ta mmy’s unsolicited animation and he felt his manhood mushroom to a skin splitting hardness as the rearing buttocks achieved a new and unprecedented, demonic flexing profile.

Devlin relaxed and settled back to enjoy the experience, the urge to win denied him by the unbeatable power of Barbarella’s sadistic usage of her captive power unit. Her massive machine was now six lengths ahead, and Slick at least two and a half. There was no way he could overtake without boosting Tammy to mind warping levels that would destroy her greatbeauty forever. A mindless drooling female was of no interest to him.

Then it happened. Barbie, determined to inflict the most crushing defeat possible, rammed her foot to the floor and energised the black beauty to impossible output. Something just had to give. As it happened it was the weakest point in the machine, a pedal crank. The incredible power of those ebony thighs had snapped the dural steel like a carrot. Barbarella ducked as a flailing foot narrowly missed her head, the jagged broken steel crank scything past her ear with devastating momentum. For second she lost concentration, allowing the heavy machine to veer violently and Devlin, snapping out of his crotch warming reverie, snatched his eyes from the mincing pussy of his dashboard and jerked the wheel over. Millimetres separated Tammy’s terrified supercharged face as the USF machine flashed across their path and careered into the TTA machine that was closing fast. Loss of power had slowed the UFSracer and placed it on a collision course with the advancing Slick. The spindly front wheels of the USF machine were no match for the robust hub of the Ozzie wheels, and it collapsed in a shower of twanging spokes. Locked in a deadly battle to stay on the track, Barbie’s machine was twisted sideways to the direction of travel, the outcome of which was inevitable. Almost in slow motion, the mighty racer broke free and began to roll, throwing Barbie ignominiously into a track-side heap, then bounding over and over as the frame began to disintegrate with each impact. The great wheels and mindlessly pumping power unit screamed to an over-revved mass as the load was suddenly removed. Meanwhile, Slick fought the bucking wheel of his damaged racer as he strove to keep his vulnerable wheelfems clear of the debris. It was an uphill task; for whilst the impact hadn’tactually smashed his leftrear wheel, the impact on the mounting hub had buckled the shaft. As a result his racer was now endowed with a violently wobbling rear slick that threatened to throw a heavily scuffing fem-tread at any second.

Devlin rocketed through the carnage at speed, narrowly missing an unrehearsed meeting with the TTA raceras a worried Slick swung from side to side in his battle to regain control. The air was filled with sound as the crowd, now on its feet, added their voice to the unfolding drama of this incredible race. Quickly he looked in his mirrors, mentally computing Slick’s recovery time and the speed he might be able to nurse from his damaged racer, then looking ahead his spirits rose. He was past the three quarter mile mark, and suddenly his straining Tammy had a chance at the title they so badly wanted. He eased a little more from her pistoning form and watched anxiously as the TTA vehicle came back into the race and began to pursue.

Devlin smiled grimly. He had to hand it to that enthusiastic youngster.

Slick was showing all the skills of a pro as he coaxed his crippled machine back into the race. He was pouring on the power, and a desperate Saucy Sue was responding magnificently. But the strain of holding the madly vibrating machine was horrendous - not to mention the effect on that living tyre as it wobbled and scuffed against the unforgiving tarmac of First Street.

D.G. gauged the remaining distance to the flag, and came to the conclusion that it was in the bag. Even at this speed, the TTA machine could not hope to close that gap in time. A great feeling of relief flowed over hisjubilant body, and with it the realisation thathe’s not even had to use his untested and somewhat dubious performance enhancer.

What the hell! The chequered flag was now less than two hundred yards distant, and for that short burst he was sure Tammy wouldn’t mind if he indulged inalittle personal pleasure. A gloved finger flicked gleefully at the secret device, and as the toggle switch snicked over, a shattering burst of electrical energy coursed into the torqued down nipples of his power unit.

The speeding dragster slowed dramatically as a massive power loss robbed it of drive, and D.G. realised that he had miscalculated badly.

Instead of intensifying Tammy’s enforced efforts, the added abuse had triggered a massive orgasm. Frantically he jabbed at the switch, and in his haste pressed it the wrong way, with the result that it snapped of flush with the console. Mortified, he watched helplessly as her previously synchronised rump flexing became a mass of disjointed jerks and pulses - massive waves of undirected carnal energy robbing the hard working muscles of their coherent operation. Tammy’s pussy gave clear indicator of the colossal blunder he had made as it frothed and bubbled with the churning secretions of her explosive response.

Pumped full of performance enhancing gases, poor Tammy was the orgasmic equivalent of a nuclear explosion as her super-activated form began aself destructive cycle of sexual meltdown. The firm thighs were out of control, now jerking at random and sometimes injecting reverse thrust to the spinning crank. Her bottom was a sea of clenching, uncoordinated and frantic contractions, delightful to watch, but most undesirable as a smooth effective power output. Cursing his stupidity, Devlin cast anxious looks at the looming TTA vehicle as his own machine juddered to an untimely halt, with the finish line was still some fifteen yards distant. A minuscule distance, but there was no chance that Tammy would ever recover in time to respond to the challenge. A slowly decelerating supercharger was still cramming her full of enhancers. There was only one thing for it. He had screwed up, so he was the best one to right this disaster. Frantically, Devlin tore at the seatbelt and hurled himself from the cockpit, pausing momentarily to see Slick bearing down, his eyes glinting with the vision of triumph as he powered the TTA dragster towards the line.

D.G. rammed a shoulder against the rear of the car, straining mightily to overcome the opposing forces of Tammy’s ongoing eruptions, and after some titanic efforts, managing to get the car moving with agonising slowness towards the line. The crowd were going bananas, urging him on as the thundering TTA machine ate up the intervening gap.

Yard by yard he inched towards the line, afraid to look behind lest the vision of the charging Ozzie sapped his will to try. Instead, he concentrated on the forcibly cranked thighs and bottom of his power unit, now displaying some incredible contortions as his efforts counteracted the natural bodily contractions of a woman in orgasm.

He hardly noticed the line passing as the swish of wheels heralded Slick hurtling past, and exhausted he collapsed in the belief that victory had been snatched from his grasp at the last second.

Stunned, he lay gasping for breath as the speakers boomed.

“And there we have it folks. A spectacular photo finish from the overseas competitors, and whatanail biting end to a great contest. Bear with us, fans, as we rewind and replay the Vids.“

Devlin felt a ray of hope pierce the gloom and scrambled to his feet.

Only then did he realised that Tammy was still writhing and convulsing as the titanic forces of enhanced orgasmic fury racked her beleaguered form. Her eyes had long since rolled up under lids, and the superb thrusting bottom was a sea of knotting over exerted muscular activity. D.G. frantically beckoned a medic over and watched with heart in mouth as his favourite fem-toy was injected with hormone reverser. Mechanics were summoned, and the clamped delicate female was released, then born away as Devlin watched with concern. He was kicking himself for exhibiting such a stupid thoughtless, self indulgent weakness. The speakers crackled briefly and the huge vid screens erected all along the route flashed into brilliance. With a calibrated grid overlayed, the final second of the great race was replayed in agonising slowness. Devlin sensed Slick at his side, and they watched avidly as the final outcome was revealed.

Tammy’s bulging face at the nose of the SAC machine appeared first, butwas quicklyjoined by the puffing supercharged Oz beauty as frame by frame the speeding TTA dragster overhauled the disabled one manpower SAC machine. The sequence slowed even more as the line appeared, and eight gut gnawing images later the truth sent a breathlessly watching crowd into riotous cheering. The SAC machine had broken the light beam less than one inch ahead of the TTA racer.

Devlin faced a devastated Slick. Arriving in a courtesy hover, the Judge alighted and commiserated with his subordinate. There was only a brief flash of disappointment in his piercing eyes.

“Terrific race, Devlin, enjoyed it immensely.” D.G. had to giveit to the Judge, he was always magnanimous in defeat. But it had to be said, despite the bad luck of being involved in a crash, it was all fair and above board on the final event. Crashes and mechanical failures were part and parcel of the sport.

They turned and watched as Tammy was carried back out of the first aid marquee, weak, and propped between two orderlies, she looked across to her master, and for the first time in months was able to actually speak without waffling round a mouthful of gag.

“Devlin, you bloody clot, what the hell did you expect to happen with that gadget?” D.G. broke eye contact and hung his head as he searched for an answer. Had any other fem-toy addressed him like that she 83 would have been instantly relegated to the most horrendously humiliating bondage he could devise. But Tammy was something special. He struggled for words to convey his regret.

"I er—! It was I Tammy grinned and cut him off.

“Never mind, boss, it was worth it in the end. That was the most unbelievable orgasm I've ever experienced in my life!“

Devlin’s mouth sagged open in disbelief. Given what she had just been subjected to, the woman was actually thanking him. He continued to watch in dumbfounded silence as track marshals took her in hand and began to prepare the contestants for the honours rostrum.

Both the Judge and Devlin suddenly remembered the arch bitch and looked around nervously.

The wreckage was still halfway up the track, now denuded of cowlings and minus the horribly abused power unit. Of Barbarella there was no sign.

“Best keep your eyes open, Devlin. As the winner you're in the firing line for any wrath from our good lady President.“

D.G. nodded and continued to search for any sign of the super bitch. In view she was dangerous enough, but out of sight her threat became a tangible menace. A fanfare of trumpets announced the medal ceremony was about to take place, and staring up to the raised platform, they saw the national flags going up over the exhibited women.

Trussed into stiffly presented forms, the women looked resplendent in special, tinted leather lace-up neck to ankle sheaths that terminated in a ballerina style double foot shoe. Tammy of course was placed on the highest pedestal, glinting with gold in her form fitting, steel boned body shaping confinement. Equally stunning were the two runners up in silver and bronze matching sheaths. Both men were pleased to see that the premature curtailment of the ebony beauty’s punishing exertion had left her weak but undamaged. Traumatic though it may have been whilst trussed and banded into complete impotency, Barbarella’s crash had done her a great favour.

The crowd was cheering loudly, hats were flying skywards, and in general, there was a party spirit prevailing over the entire strip.

Suddenly the din began to abate, dying down to leave a pregnant silence over the whole area. A whisper rippled through the crowd, and an aide rushed to the Judge’s side with a hurriedly imparted message.

The Judge turned to Devlin urgently.

“Get your ass out of here quick, D.G! The bitch is on her way with the goon squad. She’s going to arrest you on some trumped up charge of treason and espionage.“

Devlin grabbed a passing mechanic and gave urgent instructions.

“Get 266 off that stand and down to the pre-arranged rendezvous, and instruct the staff to carry out Operation Exit. The mechanic nodded and hurried away. He turned back to the Judge to find him smirking.

“Aha! At last we see the scheming Devlin...“

D.G. grinned broadly and clapped him old the shoulder.

“Watch closely, Judge, and all will be revealed. Look after yourself, and I'll see you over the water as we arranged.“

The Judge nodded, then seeing the storm faced, crash battered President appearing through the crowd, he urged Devlin to make haste.

D.G. needed no further prompting after seeing the twenty or so business like Amazons accompanying her. Without further ado, he melted into the crowd.

Judge Loomis watched as the crowd quickly and deliberately closed behind himand perceived an unrehearsed, common protective spiritin the USF spectators. It was good to see that the ancient American dream of fair play and freedom to do one’s own thing was still present. - despite years of oppressive rule by the dictatorial machinations of the 96th President of the USF.

Barbarella faced up to the Judge, but under the steady iron stare of his glinting eyes, she declined the implied challenge. Devlin she was prepared to tackle, given his youth and inexperience, but the Judge, not being her prime target, was a different kettle of fish. Had he won, she may even have found the strength to override his prodigious global influence. But given that he had lost, it was a risk best left alone.

“Where is he, Judge? I have a warrant for his arrest.“

The Judge merely smiled coldly as he replied, scornfully eyeing the Basque shaped domitrix up and down.

“I’'m sure you have, Madam President, but I can assure you that at this precise moment I have no idea where Devlin Gord is. It isn’t my place to keep track of British foreign nationals.“

Barbarella raised an eyebrow in open distrust, but refrained from calling him a liar to his face. The battle of wills lasted some two long tension laden minutes, but in the end, the ice cool demeanour of the Judge unnerved her.

“ThenT'll find him myself, and God help youifI find you wereinvolved in any way.“

The Judge accepted her hollow face saving threat without moving a muscle of his set features. Barbarella turned and flounced off as a cavalcade of wailing pursuit hovers bulldozed through the milling crowds and drew up to her waiting figure. The Judge continued to watch as she drew away, then he called Slick to his side.

“Time to go, Slick. You've done well.”




CHAPTER FIVE - ESCAPE FROM BARBARELLA

Barbarella’s transport drew up in a swish of hover jets, and alighting quickly, the arch bitch surveyed the cordon. Her eyes glinted dangerously.

Devlin’s hide-out was completely surrounded. Now it was time to deal with this Limey upstart and relieve him of the delectable Tammy. A loud hailer boomed out, demanding that Devlin give him self up, and all eyes turned to the silent crate for a response. Minutes passed withoutany sign of activity, and Barbarellawas already turning to order the tear gas fired when the crate creaked loudly and began to collapse before their eyes.

Slowly at first, but gathering momentum by the second, all four sides leaned outward and fell to the floor with a crash. At first the blast of air squeezed outward by the falling surfaces raised a cloud of dust that obscured the scene. Then as it cleared, Devlin and the trussed form of Tammy came into view.

The Limey appeared to be sitting on an ATV - All Terrain Vehicle - a tricycle machine, albeit somewhat disabled due to the fact that it had three flat tyres. The tyres, of a strange rubberised yetindefinable nature were lying flaccid and limp below the forks of the bike.

Tammy was strapped tightly across the parcel carrier at the rear, and Devlin was sitting nonchalantly in the saddle. His demeanour should have warned Barbie that something was afoot. He hardly looked like a cornered fugitive. Butalifetime of having things go her way had left her ill prepared for the inspired genius and skulduggery of this English nuisance. In fact, she was already enjoying the feelings of triumph when the wheels started to fall off her complacency.

D.G. reached forward and pressed a button of the bike control panel, his actions instantly filling the air with a loud hissing. The flaccid tyres began to stir, gradually swelling out and lifting the bike and its occupants higher and higher. Only when they were half way inflated did it become obvious that the three monstrous, rough terrain wheels were none other than the accumulator women from Gord Mansion.

With necks and ankles secured into custom built bearings, the inflating female forms were swelling rapidly into balloon tyres with encircling heavily cleated rubber tread rings that were positioned around the waist. The hissing stopped as the ballooning females reached full inflation, and staring down from the height of his now recognisable Monster bike, D.G. grinned widely at the shocked looks on the faces of his would be captors. A starter whirred loudly, and after an initial erratic rumble, the bike’s ancient gas turbine engine whispered into life. The three ballooning female tyres jerked slightly as he nudged it into gear, and then a second later, the helpless bloated women were beginning to rotate at speed as he fumbled the unfamiliar clutch feed and spun the rear tyres.

Barbarella barely made it out of the way as the machine lurched forward and raced towards the cordon, the whole thing bouncing and weaving on its pneumatic females as he powered the machine straight at the road block of hover cars. There was a muffled reverberating Whump! from the front tyre-fem as it impacted the stationery vehicle; then clawing savagely with the heavily cleated rubber, the ATV climbed the obstacle and roared off the roof as it passed over. The power of the launch carried bike and all some twenty feet clear before making a perfect three point landing, bouncing viscously as it regained the road and scabbled for traction. Then he was away, leaving the entire assembly of Barbie’s guards staring incredulously at the whirling, inflated female rear tyres as he streaked off towards the hover terminal. The faces of the spinning unfortunates were a blur of movement, but it needed no close inspection of facial features to imagine the effects on those pumped up forms as they distorted and bounced over kerbs and other obstacles.

“After them, you dolts!“

Barbarella had finally snapped out of the stupefied trance induced by first sighting of D.G.’s incredible Monster bike. A mad scramble for hover transports ensued, and within minutes Devlin’s speeding trike was at the head of a column of wailing security vehicles as they sped through the suburbs of Seattle. He frowned as the bike wallowed violently. Obviously, the tyres were a bit soft for this sort of speed.

“Sorry, ladies,” he chortled to himself - an apology hardly in keeping with the deliciously licentious thoughts circulating in his brain. It was soexciting to be able to increase the inflation of three spinning, helpless women with such ease and total lack of concern at any feelings they might wish to express on the matter.

His finger gleefully jabbed down at the inflator button and he felt the ATV’s motion stiffen up as the spinning tyre women absorbed more body stretching air. Armless, stretched, and secured between solidly affixed bearing mountings, they were powerless to prevent being ruthlessly pressurised to a hard, near bursting format that extruded their incredibly deformed bodies slightly beyond the encircling rubber gripper tyre. Clearly, the soft rubberised non-cleated female flesh would now be in contact with the road, but he had no time to consider the niceties of their personal discomfort now. Besides, the extra pressure had eradicated all female attributes other than pairs of daggering nipples and a bulbous prominence that would one day be returned to its former glory as a fully developed love mound. Apart from those minor undulations, and those of the cleated tread bands, the fem-tyres had become smooth living inner-tubes of lustful excess. It was mind boggling to contemplate the ground grazing effect on the remaining protuberances.

D.G. wound open the throttle, instantly pulling a wheelie as the power poured into the rear tyre-fems, warping and torsioning the ovoid females with the added traction, and at the same time lifting the front wheel high in the air. For something like thirty yards he maintained the rapid acceleration, then as he eased off the front of the ATV dropped.

With a gasping bug eyed cheek bulging Whump! Whump! Whump! the front tyre-fem dropped back to earth and bounced repeatedly with the impact, her stretched format re-contouring and flexing her bloated outer layer like a toy balloon. Unfortunately, she was hardly in a position to complain, and could only continue to spin and cushion the careening bike like any normal obedient tyre.

Despite the danger behind, D.G. found himself sporting a rock hard erection as he contemplated the effects of his flight on those pneumatic women, his mind trying to imagine what it felt like to be inflated into ahighly pressurised inner tube format, and spun atspeed between two bearings. These femlons were certainly paying the price for falling foul of the State machine. Whata wondrously magnificent way to utilise the female for - it was such an incredibly helpless and abused servitude.

D.G. braked hard, locking the wheels as he skidded the bike sideways and aimed for a new avenue of escape. For a second or two, the locked front wheel was face uppermost, and he revelled in the sight of the manual inflator valve protruding from the steel clamped lip seal.

Femlon 3599 looked pleadingly at him past her pressurised cheeks, her whole rotund form juddering violently as the locked brakes exerted massive torsional stresses on her mounting bearings and her encircling tread ring fought for grip on the ground. But Devlin merely grinned down at her and released the brake, instantly converting her beleaguered configuration back into a whirling inflated tyre. He indulged himself with a quick press of his thumb, hardening the tyre-Fem:s still more, his actions indirectly adding greater expansion to his own body part as he felt the bike lift higher; - a direct result of their expanding bodies.

A short cut across the park had the spinning forms bursting through bushes and flattening flower beds withawondrously uplifting effectas the inflated forms caromed off various objects, deforming and ballooning exotically inanever ending cycle of rotating torment. Occasionally, he was forced to slow, and a quick glance down to the front tyre-fem afforded him the luxury of seeing a pleading face as it spun round and round. D.G. decided that 3599 had served her time, and after this little experience she would be returned to her normal female self and discharged, her time and sentence served. In the meantime, he was determined to extract his full measure of enjoyment from her helpless condition. He opened the throttle wide and savoured the salutary image of that bearing encased neck and its protruding head as it changed from rotating traumatised female to a blur of whirling wonder.

Suddenly, there was aloud hissing behind him, and he felt the bike beginning to slew and weave. Glancing around, he could see that the right rear wheel was deflating rapidly “Damn! What a time to get a puncture!“

Frantically, his eyes searched for a place to hide, and spotting a particularly dense group of bushes, he steered the bike straight into the enveloping foliage. Killing the turbine, he brought the ATV to a stop and leapt off. The swish of hover pursuit vehicles sounded close by, and peering through the leaves, he watched with baited breath as they swept by his hide out in full chase.

Turning back to the three wheeled ATV, he saw the bike sagging pitifully to one side, the right tyre-fem now completely flat. A rumpled flaccid ribbon of deflated femininity was anchored between the bearings.

Devlin quickly checked over the exterior, fully expecting to find a rent or tear in the soft rubber sheathed flesh of the tyre-femlon, but was relieved to find that it was a failure of the pussy seal that had allowed her to deflate. Working quickly he retrieved the repair kit from the tool box and coated the parted pussy lips with syntho-glue. Next came the nylo-patch that bonded instantly to the tacky love lips and sealed the helpless maiden’s sex mouth completely. Seconds later, the leaky tyrefem was sealed. But then came problem number two. The auto-inflate reservoirs were empty. D.G. sighed as he dragged out an ancient hand pump device he had never used before, and after pondering its operation for several more valuable minutes, he reached down and connected the tube to the lip located valve. A thrill ran through his body as his action drew imploring looks from the deflated femlon - looks that grew more intense as he began the long job of re-inflating her body; each pump stroke causing the disembodied face swell as the air was forced in. This was fun! Many old literary works in J. L. Gord’s ancient collection referred to ‘pumping up a woman’, usually in the context of giving her a good bonking. Now, eight generations later, he was experiencing the pure joy of actually inflating a protesting female like a football bladder.

The head, still endowed with neck muscles that formed the bearing, and the lower part of her intact ankles, performed pitiful efforts to escape as an enthusiastic Devlin pumped away. But her efforts were in vain and her cheeks continued their forcibly induced pulsing fluctuations in time with his reciprocating pump arm.

Pssst! - Bulge! - Pssst! - Bulge! - Pssst! - Bulge! - Pssst! - Bulge! - Pssst!

D.G. was glad he had designed the valve into the face. Earlier ideas for fitting in the valve into 3599's bottom would have been impractical due to possible damage whenin use, and certainly wouldn’t have produced the aesthetically pleasing facial animation he was witnessing now.

Steadily her flaccid body began to take form, first assuming a fulsome and recognisable female shape, then steadily expanding outward as the pressure mounted. Gradually all movements were eradicated as her body grew into a massive rugby ball of perfectly controlled female flesh. It took twenty minutes to fill her up and reach full size, but still D.G. continued to pump, despite the keening entreaties that could now be heard even above the input of even more air. His pump was a device apparently used on something called a bicycle in the past, and was therefore not really up to the task of inflating these huge balloon type tyres.

He watched avidly as the inflated woman took on the sheen of super stretched over pressurised tautness, almost vibrating as her once shapely body reached the limits of elasticity and began to harden with the increasing influx of air. With her cheeks now resembling two pulsing shiny apples, the femlon used the only form of movement left to her in a last desperate effort to extract mercy from her captor as she was inexorably pumped tighter and tighter, swelling deliciously into the confines of the restraining bearings and the heavy ribbed tread ring.

Each input was infinitesimal in effect to the watching D.G., but for the femlon was a matter of an extra millimetre of added trauma. The eyes were beseeching him to release her, but he ignored her excruciating dilemma and deliberately added another twenty pumps that took her to a thrumming, inflated rigidity. These final pump strokes being of a particularly enjoyable nature due to the Peep! Peep! Peep! sounds emitted by thelip valve as it laboured to open under high pressure The femlon looked relieved when he stopped and prodded her tautly expanded body. Then she keened loudly through her gagging air valve as he added another ten pumps just for the hell of it.

Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep! - Peep!

The femlon’s keening entreaties were snuffed out by the pulsing influx of even morehigh pressure air. D.G. could have continued, ad infinitum, but at risk of having this latest toy explode in his face, he reluctantly decided thatitwas time to rein in his raging lust as the super hard, over inflated female fabric of his tyre began to creak with strain. Bending down, he unscrewed the pump connection and replaced the valve cap.

Bug eyed and endowed with crimson spherically extruded cheeks, the repaired tyre-fem was an arousing spectacle, especially when contemplating the tightly sealed rosebud lips encircling that valve stem. What a diabolically humiliating predicament for a woman to find herself in.

Allshe could do now was toroll her eyeballs and wait helplessly for the gears to engage, and her body to resume its punishing ordeal.

Calmly packing away the pump he gave the tyre-fem a test kick, then checked the re-sealed pussy for leaks. There were none. He ran his finger along the pneumatically stressed love lips, then turned quickly as the sound of returning hover engines reinstated the awareness of his present predicament. The searchers had doubled back and were closing in. He had to reach the Hover transport fast, or else he could well end up replacing 3599 or one of the others as the spare wheel on Barbarella’s own personal ATV.

The re-started trike burst from the bushes, taking Barbarella and her cohorts by surprise. By the time they had reacted and turned, D.G. had a100yard lead. Now all he had to hope for was that Barbie had not preempted his escape plan.

Asithappened, Barbarella was not endowed with much in the way of forward planning when she was seething with anger. The result was a total lack of any obstacles placed between D.G. and the avenue he would certainly take to affect an escape.

Streaking onto the tarmac of the Sea-Tac 8 apron, he slewed the bike savagely and headed straight for the yawning cargo ramp of the Gord Industries Hover Transport. Engines running and all preparations made for departure, the hover was only waiting for one final arrival before executing a rapid departure from USF soil. Fortunately, the USF was a co-signatory of the International air corridors charter. The moment they entered the corridor at 50 feet, they would be deemed to be in international airspace and therefore out of USF jurisdiction.

The bike bounded up the loading ramp, skidding madly on the shiny dural steel decking, and coming to a stop rather abruptly as the leading tyre-fem impacted the far bulkhead.

Behind him and unnoticed during the escape, Tammy had slipped downward in the fastening straps. The result had brought her prodding rubber sheathed breasts into direct contact with the heavily cleated track of the left hand tyre-fem. The effect of having her tits pummelled with such ferocity could only have one outcome. That, coupled toaclose up view of theinflated rapidly rotating fem-tyre fired her masochistic desires to furnace proportions in seconds. Ever since leaving the park, Tammy had been exploding with orgasmic fury as the tyre-fem massaged her titties with such efficient undeniably pleasurable result.

A relieved Devlin felt the hoverlift, and a sigh of relief escaped his lips as the tension of the last few days drained away. At last they were out of Barbarella’s clutches. Now he could relax and enjoy the fruits of his labours. He turned back to the silent ATV, patting the huge bloated tyre-Fems almost affectionately as he spoke.

“That was fun girls. Nice work. In fact you did so well I won’t be returning you to the accumulator room. You can carry on like this from now on. ReckonI’ll have your sentences extended for a whileso that we can do that again. D.G.’s attitude towards these women had softened.

Admittedly they had committed horrendous crimes in his eyes, but after spending years as water accumulators, and now having served most effectively in saving his ass from Barbarella, he felt that their debt to society was paid. Now he would use them as pleasure objects.

The pneumatic women remained silent. They could do little else with their bodies and cheeks pressurised to 30 p.s.i. But anyone caring to look at the eyes would soon realise that they were hardly overjoyed at the idea of remaining as inflated road wheels any longer than was absolutely necessary. D.G. oversaw the unloading of Tammy, who despite the cessation of titty stimulation, was still convulsing with feeble after effects from her horrendous series of consecutive orgasmic events.

Devlin watched her removal and was about to exit the hanger deck when a sudden thought crossed his mind.

“Sergeant Pimlico! Remind me to have the ATV sent to R & D when we get back. It occurs to me that we can produce an altogether more interesting ride if we have all the erogenous zones of the tyre-Fems enhanced to a higher level of sensitivity.“

His eyes sparkled at the thought as he contemplated the silent rock hard forms of the three inflated women. Permanently convulsing orgasmic tyres could add a whole new dimension to off-roading pursuits. To hell with compassion!

The cheek bulging disembodied heads poking from the beari ngclamps registered aneye popping disapproval as they overheard their inescapable fate, but dutifully maintained their format as exotic balloon tyres.




CHAPTER SIX - FURTHER ACQUISITIONS

Captain Dearing poked her head round the cabin door.

“Anyone seen Flight Officer O’Hara? She wasn'’t on the fli ght deck at lift off, and no-one has seen her. Devlin looked up from his fem lounger.

“Oh! I forgot to tell you. She’s had a family emergency with a USF relative. I was supposed to ask you to arrange a replacement, but I forgot with all the activity. Can you manage on your own?“

“Of coursesir, these hovers are designed for single pilot operation. The computer is programmed to take over if anything happens to me.” She smiled and returned to the flight deck. Devlin’s thoughts were priceless.

‘Something is certainly going to happen to you my dear, but not until we land in UK".

“Major Phillips, excuse me for a moment? ['ve left my memo pad in the cargo hold.” His aide nodded vaguely and continued to read the local news vid report on their triumph. D.G. left her to it.

Down in the deserted cargo bay, he approached the silent SAC courier container with pounding heart. By coincidence, it was a chest six foot long by two foot square. Most considerate of the design department he thought. Carefully kneeling beside the container, he consulted the personal security vid liberated from Brenda’s personal effects before entering a series of numbers on the laser lock finger pad. The box lid sprang open an inch, and gripping the edge he raised it to the vertical and peered in, sucking in his breath as the contents were revealed.

Brenda’s hand picked clandestine operations team had done well.

Everything was exactly as she had requested before her demise and subsequent deliverance into the Judge’s clutches.

The piercing, furiously protesting green eyes of Second Officer O'Hara demanded instant release, although her body remained stiffly unmoving and devoid of any effort to escape the powerful bands of constriction.

Her mouth, although expertly packed to bursting point and then cinched tightly sealed by a broad brank, could have achieved some slight protest. But it remained silent. Devlin understood and reaching over to a mini touch pad, he entered another code. The attendant blinking LED on the pad winked out and instantly Mandy O’Hara became a mass of ineffectual writhing exertion and muted screaming invectives. It was hard to imagine that this restrained and superbly crafted body was in facta well packed bomb. However, as it happened, the restraints were a godsend for Mandy O’Hara once the touch panel light was flashing. The slightest movement or sound on her part once energised to the active mode would detonate the massive explosive packed dildos stuffed into her lower cavities, and the thick hollow collar that encircled her neck. But strapped, banded and stretched as she was, there was no chance of accidental movement. Brenda had made sure that no-one but herself would receive this prize. Had Barbarella managed toacquire the shipment for her own usage, itwould have proved to be her last act.

Devlin ignored O'Hara’s pointless muted tirade and inspected the encapsulating reactive latex cocoon with interest. It was in the colour of Brenda’s choice, and as the recently departed Colonel had surmised, emerald contrasted well with the golden bands used for cinching Mandy down, and compared well with the red hair of her captive.

Retrieving the controller lying alongside the cocooned female, he studied the controls as the protests from the living bomb turned to pleas. His finger pressed down on the Reduction x 1% button. Instantly the reactive cocoon contracted to a size smaller, rapidly followed by Smart Straps that notched down to maintain a preset pressure on the subject. Not a single wrinkle or ripple marred the superb silhouette of the woman, and the rubber had become stretched to a vibrant tautness.

Mandy’s eyes nearly popped outas D.G. pressed again. The cocoon did itsjob and the straps snicked purposefully as the contained female was compressed still further. Devlin noticed that the head cage securing and stretching her body against the foot anchors was only moderately tight, and muttered peevishly as it was discovered that it could only be adjusted by hand. Brenda had never been as inventive in the restraint field as himself. He reached in and adjusted the red headed firebrand to a stringently stretched format.

“Ialmost forgot dear, I brought something to make you feel at home.“

Reaching into hisbelt pouch he retrieved a stick-on motive and showed it to the fuming captive. Peeling the backing off, Devlin carefully plastered it to the expanse of the steel branking strap. He moved his hands back and admired the Shamrock motif adorning the metal.

For a while he just toyed with the new acquisition, savouring the completely contained fury of his captive as he kneaded and stroked at will. Mandy almost burst a blood vessel as he reached down and fondled her rubber sheathed and explosive packed mons. But Devlin just grinned and gripped both rubber coated nipples. He squeezed hard, the high pitched keening dissent appraising him of Mandy’s displeasure.

“Naughty girl. See how you get yourself punished if you object to me playing with your pussy?” The venom pouring from those eyes was almost a tangible force. “Now you be a good girl and lie still whilst I switch you back on.“

The form stiffened and fell fearfully silent as Devlin’s hand went out to the touch pad. A winking evil red eye resumed its watch over the goods. “In case you weren't told, you had better pray that no one tries to rescue you, dear. If anyone tampers with the container lock it will have the same effect. Unfortunately, Brenda made a good job of the anti-tamper system, so you will have to wait until we get you back to my boffins to get you out of that lot. The code input only overrides for thirty minutes.” He was lying in his teeth, but then it pleased him to think of the fiery O’Hara so completely controlled.

He swung the lid shut, closing off the wide staring eyes as the lock snapped shut, a surge of excitement racing through his body as he surveyed the silent packing crate with its fabulously contained secret.

His eyes wandered to the second open and empty crate nearby.

“One down. Captain Wilma to go.” D.G. made his way back to the VIP lounge in a state of euphoria. At last everything seemed to be back to normal. Now there was just the planned mid ocean meeting with the Judge’s hover transport, and then back to R & D with a whole host of new ideas to try out on the incapacitated damsels decorating his many fem-stores.




CHAPTER SEVEN – RENDEZVOUS

Hovering side by side in an auto pilot mode, the two sleek craft maintained a perfect distance as the transfer walkway made contact and locked in. Devlin received the okay from the flight deck, and in his haste, was already half way across to the TTA hover before the Judge’s crew even had time to get the hatch open.

Breathless with anticipation, D.G. nodded to the flight lieutenant operating the door, and saw himself to the Judge’s private lounge.

The Judge was residing with his back to his visitor, obviously preoccupied with the vision of his long awaited new acquisition. Stunned, Devlin came to halt, his legs turning to rubber and jaw dropping almost to his chest as the object of the Judge’s attention impinged on his boggling eyes.

Colonel Brenda Cunningham, seemed to be the centre of attention. Or at least the recognisable part did. A disembodied head resting on top of a mass of folded pink material was the only discernible attribute of the original voluptuous female. The Judge’s on board bio-genetics lab had been busy.

Judge Loomis finally sensed that he had company, and reluctantly dragged his eyes from the awesome demise of the recently acquired Colonel to confront his guest.

“Ah! Devlin, glad you could make it. Well, what do you think?” I was watching your escape on that ATV and it gave me the idea. D.G.’s mouth opened and closed several times before he managed to convert the garbled emissions into intelligent communication.

What is it—? I mean, - what have you done to her?“

Judge Loomis declined to answer; instead he snapped his fingers at three femlons standing nearby. The girls rushed forward, one who was hooded and unrecognisable was carrying what appeared to be a large diamond-mesh catsuit, whilst the others bent to the folded form and lifted it outinto a flat format. Brenda Cunningham lay like a cardboard cut-outon the floor, her only contoured item being that of the head and a slight bulge in the upper chest region. Devlin was about to ask if she was still alive when the eyes moved towards him, glinting with laser like quality as they conveyed Brenda’s wrath at his double dealing. The facial muscles twitched as she tried to talk, but the lack of any speech organs and a sealed mouth precluded the possibility of verbal wrath being sent his way.

As they watched, the limp flaccid body of the former Colonel was carefully inserted into the catsuit, finally finishing with a steel snap collar that encircled the neck. Meanwhile the Judge had been explaining a few details.

“We've completely de-boned and de-muscled the Colonel; - removed all the internal parts and padding; - with the exception of the head, of course.” He looked at D.G. with a sort of superior smile.

“Left the brain intact and functional; - needed that to interpret all the neural signals from the items we left functional in the outer layer; - tits, nipples, pussy, clitoris and ass; - you know all the parts that Brenda will need to enjoy herself, we wouldn’t want her to miss all the fun now would we. Wouldn't be the same cock raising spectacle if it wasn’t the real Brenda inside there.“

He paused as they watched the final item being added, both men relishing the fact that Brenda was fully aware of the preparations, and yet completely powerless to influence her fate in any way.

It was a mesh helmet that encompassed the face in a quilt of unbreakable carbon bonded fibre. At first, Devlin was mystified. Then, upon returning his enraptured gaze to the puckered lip ring, he perceived its jutting valve stem and he began to understand. The femlons straightened from their task and turned to face the Judge.

“Continue!” was all he said, and the hooded femlon instantly picked up a nearby tube and connected it to the lip valve. Brenda’s face was a picture of misery, tinged with the occasional flash of venom as air began to hiss through the securely rooted valve jutting from her face.

It was an amazing sight to witness. From a heap of rumpled living tissue, the Phoenix of Brenda was rising steadily as the empty envelope of her body slowly filled. Amazing in the sense that it was truly her body, albeit an emptied outer layer, and that she could feel everything that was happening to it. Thirty seconds later, a catsuited Brenda doll lay before them - perfect in every contour - lushly inviting with all her curves and valleys faithfully reproduced. The only items not present were her arms; - as was normal with all exotic fem-toys. Arms were considered superfluous and had been neatly removed at the shoulder.

In effect, the Judge had reproduced her skeletal structure with an external former, namely the catsuit. Carefully crafted to her original dimensions, the suit had contained and shaped the Colonel’s body to an exact facsimile of her former glory. However, a deliberately trashy make up job had reduced the Colonel’s facials to a tarty parody of her normal demure self. Gaudy lipstick and lip gloss, in addition to huge false eyelashes, eyeshade and mascara laid on with a trowel; - all adding to her unreal toy-like image. Brenda'’s formerly flaccid body had expanded, stretching taut a transparent body-clinging sheath of latex that seemed to add to the illusion of a manufactured object The femlons stood the air sculpted effi gy up; a feat that was effortless due to the fact that the inflatable version of Brenda only weighed a few pounds. Nervously; ignoring the venomous looks from Brenda, Devlin stretched out his hand to a fulsome breast. It was amazing. Apart from the fact that it was unnaturally cool, it could have been the same resilient intoxicating texture of a normal breast. The Judge grinned widely at Devlin’s obvious approval.

“Standard inflation pressure DG. 14.7 p.s.i. That is one atmosphere.

Brenda’s internal pressure is exactly what it always was. I haven't had time to try her out yet, but I'm sure she’ll be a very comfortable and rewarding screw, and at this pressure one can arrange herin any format you require. The torso and legs bend easily. Oh! It may be of interest if Iexplain thatcoolness isbecause we are running her blood temperature atalowerlevel, it makes the brain much more efficient; - more receptive to her surroundings, and also allows us to make use of a higher oxygen content. As a result, Brenda here has an enhanced sensitivity to anything thathappens to her. Of course the air filling plays a partin making her cooler as well, but that tends to be a positive thing. If you are using her for a long session she cools you down and stops all the sweating.“

Devlin feltablazing heatin his crotch. It was a diabolical demise for the unfortunate ex Colonel - but one that he found most uplifting. Poor deliciously incapacitated Brenda. No doubt the modified Colonel was wonderingjusthow long she would have to suffer this indignity before she was restructured back into her normal self. Given the supremely lustful looks surrounding her, it would be sometime before her tormentors ran out of ideas for the usage of her novel conversion.

The Judge continued to list all Brenda’s new attributes, and Devlin nodded as he absorbed all the technical innovations incorporated in the design. His fingers dropped to the doll’s offered pussy, where after a detailed inspection with inserted fingers, he was appraised of the fact that Brenda’s sex generator wasindeed a perfect working item. Flushed cheeks within the confines of the mesh face mask betrayed the fact that it was just as functionally arousing for Brenda as it would be for any marauding male who wished to plug into her sex socket Added to that was the prodigiousrate of moistening asaresult of her super sensitivity to his ministrations.

“Of course, the beauty of this system is that one can select a resilience that suits you. Alter the pressure or the cat suit shape, and hey-presto.

She can be a lean firm chick, or a nice fat cuddly model, with the added advantage of having your chosen shape inflated to whatever hardness you prefer. He nodded to the hooded femlon by the air valve, and Devlin watched avidly as the femlon, exhibiting an enthusiastic alacrity, opened the valve that would begin Brenda’s further inflation. The living doll’s heavily lashed eyes flew wide open, almost popping from their sockets as the air rushed in and her cheeks expanded further into the mesh embrace. So far she had only experienced a low level test in the laboratory to check for leaks, but now it looked as if she was going to be pushed far beyond even that frightful experience.

Unlike the tyre-fems, Brenda’s form hardly increased in size at all.

Confined by the carbon bonded fibre catsuit they had selected, her format was guaranteed to remain a Brenda Mark 1, albeit of varying resilience. She simply grew a forest of quilted diamonds over her body as the pressure mounted, the surface tension growing tighter and tighter as the mounting pressure inexorably stiffened her up into a vibrantstrumming doll. For the first time in her considerab ly varied sex life, Brenda knew what it felt like to be a man’s penis when confronted withanirresistible sexually exciting lure. Her body was hardening and solidifying like a monolithic erection. It was a good comparison, for in effect, the Judge had converted her into the perfect phallic object.

A side effect was the slight arching of her form, and a spreading of legs, which although was not in the design spec, seemed to be a desirable format. Brenda felt the burn of humiliation growing stronger by the minute as her legs took on a life of their own - but she was powerless to resist as they opened wide and offered her like a cheap-rate LPG awaiting servicing. The femlon stopped the air and disconnected the valve. A quick glance at the nearby pressure gauge stunned Devlin into silence. Brenda was inflated to a rock hard 100 p.s.i. The reason for her facial enclosure was now obvious. At this pressure her cheeks would simply have exploded. His carnal contemplation of the impotising effects on the Colonel were interrupted as the Judge revealed a surprise.

“You can remove the hood now, Brigette.“

The hooded femlon callously released the Brenda doll and watched as it fell face forward, impacting on rigidly pressurised tits and bouncing several times before rocking to a rest on a bowed body. The rigid doll form was perched on two stiff prodding nipples. Brigette reached out with a foot and contemptuously flicked the rocking super inflated Brenda over. Stiffly bridged upward, legs splayed and perfectly offered forany abuse, the living blow-up plaything came toreston a three pointsupportprovided by heels and the back of her head. The stilettoed foot returned to the uppermost point, and exerting pressure on the straining midriff, the femlon forced the inflated form down against the resilience of the compressed air within. The instant she removed her foot, Brenda sprang upward into her preordained format.

Then the mysterious femlon reached up and peeled the clinging rubber hood away, shaking out the golden tresses of flowing hair as her identity was revealed. Brigette Sommes stood naked and resplendent.

The only differences were her staggeringly restructured boobs, the Judge’s only concession to his personal indulgence. They had been large before, but Judge Loomis preferred mega-tits.

“Brigette has been appointed my Brenda doll caretaker and originator.“

The Judge advised his guest. “I've had her promoted from the wine cask duty, specially for the job, seeing as she has a vested interest in Brenda’s welfare. I've given her one week to prove her worth and think of new ideas for Brenda in her inflatable format, or else she goes back to the cask.“

Brigette’s eyes flashed fear at the prospect, but it was rapidly quelled by the lascivious thoughts of her revenge on the very woman who had placed her in such a predicament in the first place. Brigette locked eyes with D.G. forasecond, and he guiltily looked down to avoid the searing condemnation in her gaze. But time enough to think about settling old scores with him. For the moment, Brigette had enough to do with the Brenda doll.

Asthey watched, Brigette selected and fitted a massive strap-on double ended dildo from the nearby tool kit, carefully inserting the smaller and more flexible end into her own slick pussy. It took a few moments to arrange its comfortable placement, then she lofted the fully inflated vibrantly taut Colonel with ease. For asecond or two she simply looked into the eyes of the restructured woman, gleefully absorbing the sight of powerfully pressurised cheeks straining against the confines of her head meshing.

“What! Nothing to say, Brenda, dear?” she taunted.

The rosebud lips with jutting air valve didn’t even twitch, although wide pleading eyes told of her desperate desire to beg for mercy.

“Must say you do look so sweet with your lips all puckered up and those nice rosy bulging cheeks,” Brigette continued.

Her long sculpted finger nails flicked the air valve to emphasise its malevolent presence, a firmly fixed inlet port with the malicious potential to control Brenda’s whole form in a most salutary way, and at the whim of any potential user with an airline.

“Oh!dear, whatashame youcan’t spitthatnasty thing out, Brenda. But then again, how divine to see you so utterly useable.” She was having a field day with the incapacitated woman.

Retrieving the discarded airline, she began to reconnect it, enjoying the mounting alarm in Brenda’s face as she screwed it slowly onto the valve. Brigette made a meal out of that simple operation, exaggerating each shifting grip as she completed the fixing - thread by agonising thread. A final firm twist to compress the ring seal distorted Brenda’s bonded lips momentarily as the connection was made airtight. Stepping back, the glowing, sexually aroused tormentress stretched out her hand and toyed with the valve on the hose connection by the wall; a calculated action that drew further pleading looks from her helpless victim. The beseeching eyes traced back along the airline, almost crossing as they contemplated the connection to her humiliating facial inlet valve. That high pressure hose looked so innocent, and yet when connected to a woman modified into a living elasticised air vessel, it took on all the properties of a sword of Damocles. It was so near, and yet so impossibly out of reach in her present armless inflated format.

Brenda could only stare at the pipe and pray that it was blocked.

Brigette’s contemptuous voice permeated her panic stricken thoughts.

“I'looked something like that after you left me to the Judge’s tender care,” Brigette reminded her, toying with the bloated cheeks. “Remember? It was just after you kindly offered the Judge some advice about stretching my ass wide open - so as to have more effect when the canes landed on my tightened up bum cheeks if I remember correctly!“

There was a malevolent undertone in the voice that was not lost on the terrified Brenda as Brigette contemptuously gave her another air injection. Brenda remembered only too well how she had indulged her sadistic tendencies at the expense of her friend’s increased torment. A prickling premonition of future developments tickled ather own tautly stretched rump tissue as the mounting internal pressure tightened her buttocks to horrendously sensitive levels. Her tormentor continued to inflate her in a series of shortbursts, leavening each injection of air with vengeful jibes. The measured torment continued until the balloon woman had reached a pressure Brigette felt was adequate. Then she flickedat the strumming tight lobes, grunting approval as she noted the hardened readiness of Brenda’s sumptuously endowed bottom.

“There now, Brenda. That's you all ready for me to return the favour.

Ireckon that’s about ten times tauter than my buttwas, butIalways like to repay a debt with interest!“

She gave the valve another twist for good measure, then turned off the air and prodded at the exploding face to emphasise Brenda’s total incapacity to respond in any way. Her eyes travelled slowly over her conquest, then with tremulous hands, she patted the inflated form all over, turning it over and inspecting the stiffened fem-toy from all angles. Whilst she was inverted, Brigette made sure that the blow-up Brenda got a good look at the menacing dildo from close up; another preview of inescapable things to come.

“I reckon you've come up with a winner here, Judge,” she praised.

“Blow up wives, inflatable pets; could become very fashionable. So easy to pack for travelling, and even easier to store around the house.

In fact, it would save a lot of space in the cryo-storage units if the state had them all modified to inflatables and folded them up before being frozen.“

Both the Judge and Devlin raised their eyebrows simultaneously as the commercial viability of this idea struck home. However Brigette hardly noticed. Her spoken ideas were for the benefit of her horrendously humiliated enemy, a ploy to really press home the crushing enormity of what she had become Brigette savoured her triumph a while longer, then spun the featherweight doll woman around and without further ceremony ruthlessly impaled Brenda’s defenceless bottom hole with the thrusting dildo attachment.

Brenda reacted with all the animation of a 20th century blow up sex shop doll as she was held at the waist and mercilessly worked up and down on the dildo, all the time emitting the sounds of tortured rubber from the cleft of her bottom. Brigette used her with all the panache usually associated with a bitch on heat. The room filled with the sound ofadry, tautly pressurised and rubber sheathed anal orifice squeaking in protest at the friction of the plunging monster. It was the sort of sound aballoon makes when squeezed and maltreated, and fascinating it was to hear a real live woman actually producing such licentiously pleasurable sounds ’ Thebloated face of the doll woman grew crimson with humiliation and hopeless defeat as the full impact of her new role in life was made clear.

The massive phallic shaped barge-pole in her bottom was ravaging her painfully, stretching and scraping as it thundered in and out, yet she couldn’t makeasound orindicate her displeasurein any shape or form, despite the fact that the wilful Brigette was periodically opening the valve and pressurising her even more, increasing the traumatic effect in her powerfully clamping bottomhole. The sound of tortured squawking rubber took on a whole new level of lustful entertainment for the watchers as the inflated women juddered her tender sphincter up and down on the dry dildo. Her buttocks were being dragged and continually misshaped by the awesome friction of rubber on an unlubricated dildo, yet not once did her indecently inflated form deviate from its lifeless doll-like rigidity.

For while the men watched with pounding blood racing through their veins as the incredible blow-up Brenda was used without a shred of compassion; reduced to a tarty cheek bulging plastic toy, yet endowed with all her normal feelings and utilised as an object of masturbation by another woman. Brigette’s two assistants geared up with similar attachments and the inflated sex toy was subjected to simultaneous intrusions front and back. The squeaking protest of overstressed rubber rose to new heights as her pressurised vulnerable holes played host to the thrusting dildo bludgeons. Alternately, there was the sound of thunking canes as the pneumatic Brenda absorbed caning after caning on her sensitive pressure tautened bottom.

Tiring of the scene, the Judge suggested that they go and check over Devlin’s winnings. It irked him to have lost the final race, and indeed the contest by such a marginal amount of points. But the Judge consoled himself with the knowledge that he had ended up with Brenda anyway. In the first instance, that had always been his prime objective, and in the second, he knew that Devlin was mighty peeved atloosing her. Small consolation perhaps, but enough when given the hours of delight he would extract from the new Brenda. Then, when he had exhausted all possibilities for her pneumatic form, he had it in mind to swap the two women over. No doubt Brenda would by then have an intimate knowledge of how to repay her present tormentor, and in doing so, provide many more hours of spectator sport for himself.

"We'llbe gone for an hour, BrigetteT.ry and think up something special for our return.” The red faced, gasping tormentress nodded as the double ended dildo worked its magic in her own love channel. As they left, Brenda was performing a sort of squeezed sandwich dance as the perpetrators of her usage rose to a joint orgasmic eruption and jammed the dildos hard into her defenceless form from both sides. The inanimate blow-up recipient of their attentions endured in enforced silence and total helplessness. Sounds of traumatised rubber wafted pleasantly after the men as they walked down the passage to the storage hold.

For an hour or more, D.G. checked over the prizes. Systematically opening each crate and savouring the rigidly contained beauties he had acquired. Apart from those, there were even more ill gotten gains to share. The Judge had taken full advantage of Barbarella’s pursuit of D.G. to move all the rescued aides from USF soil, and a few others snatched along the way for good measure. He had a passion for American women. They all seemed to have such wide comfortable and accommodating mouths, usually endowed with generous hard working lips.

Meanwhile, replacement state guard females endured their ariel plight in the stadium, the original contenders who had been rescued, were slipped aboard the Judge’s hover in a series of uncomplaining packages.

He had even managed to plunder Helga from the banquet hall.

Notoutof any misplaced feelings of pity, butin order to find even more traumatic employment for this evil bitch. For a time there was a heated disagreement between the friends over her eventual destination. Butin the final analysis, it was decided that they would share her on a six monthly basis, each previous user being responsible for returning her to normal format before shipping. The Judge won first usage of the flower stand and eyed Helga’s upended horrendously abused rump with some relish. Helga may well have been praying for release from her present predicament, but she would soon be begging to be returned to such alow level of trauma. Tough, well endowed Teutonic maidens who deserved to sample their own medicine were his speciality.

The formalities over and transhipment of agreed packets to Devlin’s hover under-way, both men eagerly returned to the lounge to see what Brigette had come up with. They were not to be disappointed. Colonel Brenda Cunningham was a sight to behold.

Deflated and stripped of her body forming catsuit, she had been reinserted into another mesh envelope of somewhat different shape that incorporated a red latex sheathing.

Brigette smiled impishly as she walked towards them with her helium inflated ex superior floating on a string. Brenda was cruelly inflated to aperfectly spherical five foot diameter party balloon, quilted overall by the immense pressure, and with her head and feet almost vanishing into the bulbous extension of her rotund form. A trailing string dangling from the feet was quickly connected to a floor ring, and then Brigette stepped back to let the two men marvel as the apparition floating gently on her tether, now some three feet from the deck. They circled the red female balloon with throbbing pulses in their nether regions. It was a diabolical fate to be sure. Only another woman could have conjured up such a crushing predicament for repayment of treachery. Poor Brenda couldn’t even twitch as she floated in full view, suffering mortifying humiliation under the gaze of all present. But the worstwas yet to come. Brigette retrieved the controller from her tool kit and added even more trauma to the ex Colonel’s plight.

Seemingly, the bulge in the chest that had been apparent before inflation, wasa special box of tricks designed by the Judge. Not only did it process and re-oxygenate blood for Brenda’s brain, but it also incorporated some rather interesting gismos. Not least of which was a massively powerful vibrator. It was this item that Brigette chose to employ. Instantly the whole tautly stretched surface of the balloon woman began to vibrate with ferocious force; a fact not unnoticed by all the women present. Ata nod from the Judge, Brigette and the other two femlons closed on the floating sphere of womanhood and began to work their demanding pussies against the sumptuously pleasing surface of vibrating rubber.

Within seconds, the three became a sensuously squirming mass of femininity desperately trying to bring all areas of stimulation into contact with the vibrating Colonel, squeezing their breasts against the luxuriously presented sphere woman, and mashing hot leaking pussies on the slick taut rubberised female flesh. Brenda reacted by doing nothing at all. She could do nothing other than to remain Stoically cheek bloated and pucker lipped, the slender valve of her downfall poking humiliatingly from her crimson hued face. Within seconds her pussy was drooling copious secretions of love juice as the all encompassing vibrations did their devilish work on a super-sensitised form.

She was even denied the luxury of muscular relief as orgasm after orgasm reverberated around the inside of her hollow body with brain melting ferocity.

The Judge, careful not to disturb the cavorting plethora of female bodies, clipped the air lineback onand gleefully added to her hardened expansion, much to the delight of the orgasming females who were savouring Brenda’s increasingly traumatic pressurisation with their ownsensitive and receptive areas. It was a uniquely sensual experience to actual feel such a helpless woman being stretched tauter and tighter, and one that they all wanted to savour to the full.

Meanwhile, Devlin had succumbed to his carnal urges. Carefully prising two licentious felines apart he managed to jam his rigid manhood into the offered pneumatically inflated pussy. It was a staggering experience to feel the silky cylinder of Brenda’s love tunnel hardening and tightening on his shaft as the Judge continued to inflate her - notleast of which was the effect on his arousal by image of her face only inches away. A slight ringing echo was discernible at these close quarters as the huge cavernous void of her body continued to fill. But the face was incapable of even the slightest expression other than to grow more scarlet with the mounting humiliation. The rising pressure merely served to highlight the fact that her tormentors could do anything they wished with their new toy as long as that devilish valve remained welded into her face. Devlin watched breathlessly, his engineering knowledge appraising him that the only limitations were in fact the strength of the containment net. Brenda could be taken to massive pressures without fear of bursting.

He exploded into the crushing sex tube about the same time that Brenda reached the resilience of a cannonbeall. But it was only after his eruption had waned that he realised he had an audience. Instantly he tried to withdraw as he felt the eyes of the Judge and all the women watching, but found he was inextricably clamped into the spherical female. His predicament leapt into focus, and fear took hold as Brigette approached with a pair of sonic scissors.

His first thought was that she intended to separate themby severing the precious link of his manhood, but relieved he saw her stoop below his vision.

The bloated blimp that was Brenda suddenly jerked upwards, and only then did he realise that her tethering cord had been cut. A split second later he found himself hanging from an excruciatingly painful prick that was hauling him upward. Brenda caroming off the ceiling; then settling down from the initial impact, became a captive balloon anchored to deckhead by the lift of her helium filled form.

“Got you, you bastard!“

Fearfully, D.G. craned his neck downward to meet Brigette’s gleefully triumphant stare. “Now let’s see how you like it for a while.“

The Judge showed empty palms and shrugged his shoulders in a gesture of helpless resignation.

“Sorry, D.G. Brigette promised something really special for Brenda if Tallow her to have you for the tripback. I mean, whatcanaguy do when offered a proposition like that?“

His solemn face twitched uncontrollably as he tried to control the laughter welling up inside. Regaining his composure, he watched straight faced as Brigette grasped Devlin’s jaw and inserted a huge expando gag.

D.G. heard a muffled whine, and through the view port saw his personal hover transport pulling away. The Judge had obviously told them to continue, and that D.G. would be his guest for the trip over. He turned back to the conspirators below, only to find that they were just filing out through the door and leaving him to the pussy clutching mercy of aninflated and angry Brenda. The plotbecame clear. In a dual repayment, both treacherous betrayers were to be left to their own devices for the duration of the trip. No doubt Brigette felt it was poetic justice.

Devlin clawed franticly at the smooth sphere of womanhood, but could find no purchase to ease the strain on his stressed cock. It looked like being a very long trip for both of them.

In effect, the three hour leisurely journey across the Atlantic seemed like several days for theinflated woman and her attendant cock hoisted co-sufferer. The return of their tormentors was therefore a welcome sight. The female balloon was partially deflated, but only enough to allow D.G. to drop clear, then it was back to eye bulging pressure as Brigette returned her new toy to full inflation. This time she used pure air. The resultant mix was enough to reduce Brenda’s lifting properties to a manageable level. It was back to party balloon for her, with a promise of a basket ball game later. She had no doubts as to the nature of theball. As for D.G.-well, Brigette decided to bury the hatchet. After all, hewas only a man. She could hardly blame him for pandering to his basiccarnal urges, and in any case, life with the Judge looked like taking a turn for the better. Despite her earlier handling, Brigette had discovered a new aspect to being a woman. Although she feared being returned to her former usage, there was an undeniable pleasure at the thought that she could be used in any way the Judge saw fit. In fact, having seen the Judge’s first Brenda installed in the Ellison ZK 2800 office console set her pussy afire with thoughts that one day she may be privileged to replace his treasured woman in thatcylindrical subterranean storage.

As for Brenda number two. Now that was different. Brenda was a woman, and her betrayal of another female was unforgivable.

The entourage slowly made its way back to the disembarkation ramp as the hover transport settled down at D.G.’s R & D hover pad. Then, as if having a sudden thought, Devlin excused himself for as few minutes, and hurried over to his own transport that had preceded them in. Within minutes he was back. He grinned hugely and offered a strange object forward to Brigette.

“A consolation prize, Brigette. Thought you might like to take this as a token of my genuine regret at my earlier indiscretion.“

Brigette took the small black pipe like object with puzzlement showing on her face.

“What is it?“

D.G. grinned, noting the Judge’s knowing smirk at the same time.

“It's called a bicycle pump, apparently. I got it from J.L.G.’s museum.

I'msure youwill find itmostrewarding to use in conjunction with your new charge.“

All eyes turned to Brenda who was bobbing obediently on her hand held tether.

“The Judge will explain how it works.“

D.G. turned to the Judge Loomis and extended his hand.

“Until we meet again, Judge. It's been an interesting trip. Pity you lost at the games, but then someone had towin, Isuppose. Funny, butThave the strangest feeling that you probably won somewhere along the line.“

The Judge looked a picture of innocence.

“Not sure what you mean by that, D.G., but I will say I enjoyed the cut and thrust of some decent opposition for a change.“

The hand shake was warm and genuine, then with a last look at Brenda’s pleading eyes, Devlin turned and hurried down the ramp, pausing to look back as the Judge called after him.

“What's that you've acquired, D.G.?“

Devlin followed the Judge’s stare and saw a huge crate being unloaded from his own hover.

“Oh! That! That's the Russian pony girl Judge. I had a crew prise her off the rock where Barbarella left her whilst she was busy chasing me.

Reckon a pussy that size is going to give me a few hours of leisure.“

Devlin made his way indoors, pausing briefly to consider the two objects being carried by staff. One was a storage cube containing Williams” wife, Rachel. The other was a long crate containing the Referee himself, nodoubt ruing the day thathe dared to try and bargain with Devlin Gord. The cube and its compressed contents would remain inhis possession, pending the re-upholstering of the ensconced female; a woman who had never dreamed her body was capable of such excruciating contortions. She would make a perfectlounger -a week in the cube was sure to mellow her fiery temper. But the crate would be travelling back to the USF on the first available transport, for the attention of Barbarella herself.

Meanwhile, Judge Loomis scowled at the thought that he had missed out on the Russian femlon, and watched Devlin’s retreating figure with ashrewd calculating look. He wasn’t sure if D.G. had rumbled his little plot. Thatlast remark about him winning came pretty close to the truth.

Unbeknown to Devlin, all of the prizes surrendered by the Judge were equipped with the very latest in Australian ocular technology. Each and every one of those nubile toys were fitted with micro vid transmitters, actually placed inside the eyeball and capable of relaying everything the women looked at directly to the Judge’s vid recorder units.

Notonly would the Judge be pre-warned of any plots being hatched for a future rematch, but he would be gaining some interesting vid footage for his entertainment archives with Devlin as one of the performers.

Biogenetic conversions rarely included visual alterations. So no matter what format those helpless femlons were converted to, they would still be transmitting foralong time. That thoughtserved to ease thejealousy over Devlin’s Russian acquisition. And besides, there was another prize that no-one other than he and Slick were aware of.

He flicked on his personal vid viewer and smiled as the mini screen relayed him an image of the number two holding cell. The inverted six foot eight inch frame of Atteella looked divine dangling in her G4 designer cocoon, decorated with an overkill of ratchet bander straps to ensure that her prodigious strength availed her nothing. He was glad that he had ordered her sewed pussy left uncovered. Somehow it added spice to her complete fall from victorious tit fighter to owned item. He selected maximum settings on the hand controller, and set the time for twelve hours, then programmed in a heavy overwrap for her present cocoon after six hours. For a second or two he indulged himself with the distant silent unsuspecting image, and then a jabbing finger remotely energised the many electronic implants and attachments concealed by the cocoon.

The vid image erupted into activity as Atteella became a giant dancing stalactite of traumatised femininity, and he could distinctly hear the clicking and reducing sounds of her wrath as her tongue was wound into ultra tensioned obedience. By his calculation, Atteella was a slow learner, and the number of clicks reaching his practised ear told him thatshe had finally succumbed ata staggering four tongue turns on the oral mini-winchbefore her vitriolicutterings were quelled. He watched the frenzied dancea whilelonger and then flipped the screen off. By the time he reached Oz, that oscillating column of rubber would have been spunand ruthlessly reduced to totally immobility, the resultant chrysalis ready to disgorge a leviathan beauty who would beg to have her pussy unsewed so that she may service him in any way he chose.

Hands clasped behind his back, Judge Loomis moved on quietly humming to himself. All in all, it had been a fruitful trip despite the minor irritation of losing out to D.G. And Slick had done a fine job, considering his youth. They would make a great team.

Unfortunately, after an age of mindless jerking and writhing, the finished product of holding cell number two, a brainwashed Atteella, would probably never get a chance to appraise him of the fact that Devlinhad allowed her to her taken by the Judge after some pretty neat manoeuvring by D.G.’s staff. Neither would she feel inclined to reveal that Gord Industries Plc had also developed some pretty neat spy inserts for femlons.

SO WHAT DOES THE FUTURE HOLD FOR THE IRREPRESSABLE GORD AND HIS PRIZED STABLE OF GORGEOUS BIMBOS?

STAY TUNED!
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