
        
            
                
            
        

    
	BOUND FOR GOOD

	By J.L. Gord

	


Prologue

	Jannine eased herself as best she could against the tight confines of her restraints, then depressing the button with her thumb, she loaded the first page of the book onto the screen before her.

	The screen flickered briefly, then Chapter One appeared. She began to read.

	


Chapter One

	The Applicant

	Sam froze and allowed his appreciative gaze to run over her form, his eyes coming to rest on her face. And what a face! Calming himself, he motioned for her to sit, at the same time sending silent prayers to the almighty for just a small amount of luck.

	Something told him this was the one. Physically she was perfect, at least from what he could see. The tight clinging lycra dress did little to hide her firm youthful body. The eyes, the face; and those sensuous full lips were framed by flowing tresses of long auburn hair.

	Sam studied her at length, and the woman returned his look with a sparkling smile. She was obviously at ease with his stare, and had probably become used to the longing glances of the opposite sex. A point most definitely in her favour, thought Sam.

	At last, after wading through almost two thousand applicants, the last one of his short-listed choices looked like being everything he could wish for.

	He started out of his reverie when he realised that he'd been silently studying her for more than five minutes. All that time the woman had said nothing, allowing his eyes to feast freely on her form.

	Leaning forward Sam cleared his throat and reached for the list of applicants.

	"Your name Miss?" he enquired, his pencil poised to tick her off the list.

	"Jannine; Jannine Blakely." Sam felt his stomach begin to knot.

	Her voice was like liquid silk; cultured and yet sensuously friendly.

	The woman exuded sex, but at the same time wasn't tarty. Jannine was the sort of woman most men would give their right arm to own. She was the total female package.

	Mentally reining in his rapidly rising libido, Sam slid Jannine's questionnaire in front of him, desperately trying to keep thoughts of the woman's possible future employment from his mind as he prayed for a successful interview.

	Methodically he began with the custom designed questions; his mind barely on the steadily mounting score as Jannine answered each one with an uninhibited clarity.

	Some of the questions were searching and personal, designed by a psychologist, to ensure as far as possible, that the successful applicant was the right choice.

	Jannine, like most of the other applicants, had already realised that there was something special about the appointment, but instead of being frightened off, she exhibited an adventurous curiosity. What was the position? Why did this polite old gentleman need to know so much about her personal life?

	The slightly quizzical look on that beautiful face was enough to tell Sam that she was highly intelligent, another point in her favour.

	"Do you suffer from claustrophobia?" Sam asked. Jannine shook her head and opened her mouth to ask a question, but was stopped as Sam held up a hand for patience. He studied the woman's original application, his eyes coming to rest on the questions in the medical section.

	"I see you have been diagnosed as having facial carcinomas.”

	Jannine hesitated, then nodded, not at all sure that she should have disclosed this fact. She was reassured as she saw her interviewer put a tick alongside the damning revelation that her useful life expectancy was of short duration. Obviously the position he had in mind wouldn't be affected by this daunting future apocalypse. In a few short years, her great beauty would be destroyed forever in a nightmare mask of dead and deformed cancerous tissue.

	An hour passed, and after dozens of searching questions Sam appeared to be finished. Leaning back in his chair he looked straight at Jannine as if making a final assessment, then sitting upright he began to speak.

	"Your turn for your questions young lady. Now! What would you like to know?" Normally he would have explained what the work entailed, but in defence to his colleagues written instructions, he allowed the woman to ask her questions in the way that she wanted. The questions she asked would be an indicator to how he should proceed from here. Jannine gathered her thoughts and spoke out.

	"Well first of all, what sort of work is it? What do you do here?" Sam leaned forward as if to take her into his confidence.

	"I'm looking for a model basically, not the ordinary sort of model mind you; but a highly specialised type." He stopped as he saw the worried look appear on Jannine's face.

	"But I'm not a model. I've never done that sort of work before; all my experience has been clerical up to now." Sa, smiled a conciliatory smile before answering.

	"Er! Yes, well I know all that from your C.V., but this work doesn't require any previous experience." He paused seeing the next question forming on her lips.

	"You mean nude modelling don't you? For art or sculpting or something?”

	"Or something," interrupted Sam. "But not necessarily nude; in fact virtually never nude." Again he stopped as Jannine looked perplexed.

	"Then what sort of modelling is it? What do you do?”

	Sam knew he was at the point of no return. The next few minutes would decide if Jannine was to become his assistant in the planned venture.

	"I'm a writer." he informed her. "Not the normal sort of writer, but rather an author of specialised adventure fantasy books." Jannine's quizzical look deepened as he pressed on, and taking a deep breath Sam launched into his make or break disclosure.

	"I write novels about people being tied up," he said, watching her face closely. Jannine seemed to consider this for a moment, but Sam was relieved to note that her expression remained thoughtful rather than shocked or disgusted.

	"You mean bondage don't you?" she asked. Sam felt his pulses race. There was no hesitation in her question, no embarrassment at the mention of the word. She'd just come right out and said it as if it was a word she used every day. Feeling his confidence rapidly returning, he pressed on.

	"Yes that's exactly what I mean. To be more accurate, I write about women in bondage." Again he looked for reaction, and suitably was rewarded. Jannine was showing just the merest hint of a flush. The word bondage when connected to women had stirred some deep dark secret in her lovely form. She shifted uncomfortably, then meeting his eyes, she probed for more information.

	"But why do you need a model to write? Surely you mean that you need a secretary to type up your manuscripts?" Sam leaned back into his chair again, sure now that he was on firm ground, and after gazing at her for a minute or so, he moved on.

	"No, I need a model for inspiration. Someone to look at as I write. Someone who can describe her feelings in detail and supply me with all the tiny movements and sounds whilst she's tied up; sounds we'd normally even consider when writing, unless they're there to remind you of the other dimensions of bondage; a dimension beyond the two dimensional image of text. You see bondage readers are far more demanding than the average reader. They need to feel the event, smell the girl's scent, hear her muffled pleas for help, listen to the creaking ropes.

	"When I was younger I could supply that from memory, but now;...

	now I'm past my prime shall we say, the magic of the mind is dying. I need a model to replace the dead brain cells with her actual presence.”

	He paused, noting Jannine's look of contemplation. There was no telling what she was actually thinking, but she sensed it wasn't entirely negative.

	In fact Jannine was conscious of the burning in her cheeks, and feeling a little ashamed. She was actually considering the scenario of being bound and alone with this old man. His last revelation had done much to put her mind at rest. The likelihood of her getting raped whilst trussed and helpless seemed a dwindling prospect. And then there were the other points to consider. He was polite, clean, and obviously like women; not just for their bodies, but more for their presence and personality, a trait sadly lacking in the wham-bam, lets shaft it and go to the pub youngsters of today. She felt safe with him despite the fact that he wanted to tie her up. which brought her to the most serious consideration of all. She'd always fantasized about being bound, gagged and toyed with. Not always with the aim of a sex finale, but just to be teased, tormented; - tortured with pleasure. This man was offering to bring her fantasy to life.

	With some effort, Jannine brought her thoughts back to reality, and asked the question that had been bothering her slightly.

	"Why did you advertise for women with incurable diseases for this position?" Sam seemed to ponder the question at length before answering.

	"Well basically, it's a short term job anyway, and I er! Well to be honest, I just thought it would be nice to bring a little pleasure into the life of someone who didn't have as long as the rest of us to enjoy things." Sam seemed embarrassed by the question, annoyed that he'd been forced to mention the prospect of her premature departure from life. He was about to say more, but then appeared to decide against it.

	Jannine felt that there was more, but after considering his explanation, decided anything else was purely academic anyway. What he'd said summed up her own thoughts in a nutshell. Enjoy life to the full while she still could.

	For several minutes they just sat looking at each other, each deep in their own thoughts. Sam was thinking that she was a dream come true; that's if he could convince her to take the position. The convincing was a thing of the past with Jannine's next words, "Well where do we go from here, do I have to strip and see if I'm suitable for the position? No doubt you need someone with a half decent body to inspire you.”

	Sam's mouth began to sag open, then recovering, he quickly nodded and pointed towards a small door on the right.

	"Er! Yes; yes, that would be helpful," he stammered. "You can take your clothes off in there, it's a ladies room, or rather was when we had a tennis court in action.”

	Jannine stood up, and pausing to give him a last thoughtful look, she smiled and stalked out of the room leaving a lingering scent of full blooded womanhood.

	Sam sat trembling; each swish of nylon and sound of sliding lycra through the adjoining partly open door sending waves of heat into a resurrected crotch area. Damned hormones, he thought, who needed them with a woman like that around the place”

	The door swung back, and Sam's heart did its best to replace the threat of a hormone damaged liver. Jannine whether in trepidation, or a sense of the theatrical, remained out of sight for a while. Sam waited, perhaps thirty seconds, then wondering that was going on, decided to investigate. He'd got no further than starting to rise when Jannine moved into view with a mischievous grin on her face.

	Sam collapsed back into the chair, stunned into silence by the vision moving towards him; naked save for the high stiletto shoes. He noticed in a flash that she was truly auburn. Her tight neat love lips were gorgeously surmounted by a lush growth of silky smooth hair. Not the usual curly down of stiff hairs, Jannine's bush was a feather bed of ecstasy. In the same instance he also noticed that her clitoris was virtually hidden, a tiny firm little nodule peeking cheekily out between the fullness of her superbly sculptured moons.

	Sam allowed his eyes to travel slowly upwards, not wanting to miss a single millimetre of this exquisite body. He took in the flaring curved hips, flat tummy, cute little belly button and nipped natural waistline. He moved on, drawn with irresistible force to the bewitching overhang of her breasts. Bewitching was one word, magnificent was a better one. They were the fully developed breasts of a mature twenty-five year old woman. Probably classed as medium to large in the boob ratings, but that was a description that hardly did them justice.

	Each orb was a perfect match for its partner, no hint of a sag, just two perfect half spheres of pure joy, tipped slightly above the outermost curve by stiff jutting nipples and large pink areolae. These turrets of womanhood sloped sharply away to form a long slender neck and smooth wide shoulders.

	Sam tore his eyes from her body and looked up, flinching slightly as he saw her bemused half smile at his obvious arousal..

	"Do I pass?" asked Jannine.

	"Teirn-!" Sam stopped to clear his throat; his damned Adam's- apple seemed intent on rising to choke him for some reason.

	"Turn around please," he managed after a lengthy throat restructuring session.

	Jannine turned, halting her feet just short of a full hundred and eighty degrees and completed the turn with her upper body. At the same time her hands rose, and reaching behind her neck she scooped the long tresses of hair and partially raised them before craning her neck to look over her shoulder.

	It was the classic Betty Grable pose. She was truly a statue of Aphrodite. Her long legs were alabaster columns of perfect dimensions, flowing into what could only be described as a vision from heaven. Never in all his days had Sam seen such a perfectly shaped bottom. It was rounded, not fat, but fleshy; firm and short, with neat creases at the joint of leg. Above his apparition was the cutest 'V' hollow he'd ever seen as her firm fleshy cheeks joined and formed a base for the long gracefully curving spine and the smooth unblemished skin of her back. My God! she was a dream. Jannine flexed her behind athletically, watching his reaction with amusement, and Sam couldn't help thinking that she was teasing him, playing with him like a piece of moulding clay. But he didn't mind, it was a price he was willing to pay for the privilege of being allowed to see such exquisite beauty.

	He knew for sure that she was going to take the bait, especially when he mentioned the wages; double what he'd intended to offer, but then he hadn't seen Jannine when he worked out an acceptable salary.

	Mustering all his powers of concentration, Sam proceeded with the job in hand, at least that what he told himself. But then, who could resist the temptation to see more when confronted with such an opportunity?

	"Bend over please Miss Blakely, I need to see your shape when you're bending.”

	Miss Blakely looked him straight in the eye, challenging him to maintain his air of detached disinterest as he asked her to show all, then seeing that he was in trouble anyway, she thought, what the hell!

	Bringing her hands down she slowly reached down until her slender fingers clasped her ankles, then looking past her legs, she was pleased to see Sam in a state of disrepair. His eyes were bulging and the veins in his temples were standing out and pulsing.

	Sam got up from his chair and walked around the desk, noting as he did so that Jannine swung obligingly to keep her taut nates and revealed charms in his direction.

	He wished he hadn't got up. His legs were turning to rubber, and the pulsing monster in his trousers was trying to break out of hiding.

	His rapturous gaze surveyed the forbidden fruits of Jannine's nether regions.

	The tiny firm nodule of her clitoris was now out of hiding and poking a beckoning finger in his direction. The peach-like mounds of her love nest had parted fractionally and revealed a glistening dampness that betrayed her own detachment from the proceedings, and as he watched he saw her rear opening clench involuntarily as she felt his stare on her most private region.

	What a rear opening it was. A perfect ring of tight pink flesh nestling gracefully between the hillocks of her nates; enhanced all the more by the shiny tautness of the surrounding skin as her position placed high surface loads on the covering of her divine form. Again, she was unblemished. Not a single spot or mole disfiguring the alabaster smoothness of her entire rear view, from ankles to flaring buttocks, she was perfect.

	"Er! Thank you Miss Blakely, that's fine," he croaked, afraid to say more in case his voice cracked completely. Jannine straightened and turned to face him, almost disappointed that she was no longer taunting him with her provocative display.

	"Do I get the job?' she asked, almost impatiently, standing unabashed in all her naked glory.

	"Well, we have another test tomorrow, but from what I've seen you would seem to be what I'm looking for," returned Sam, not wishing to seem eager. Jannine looked alarmed.

	"What test? What else do I have to do?" Sam maintained his cool and answered carefully.

	"You have the body and temperament for the work Miss -.”

	"Call me Jannine," she interrupted.

	"Yes well, "Jannine", you have all the essential fixtures and fittings, and beautifully assembled I might add, but we've yet to see how you feel about being tied up, and after all, you've been here a long time today and I'd prefer you tried it when you're at your best. So if you can come back at 9 am tomorrow, we'll see how it goes with a few simple bondage scenes, then work from there. I mean, you may find you don't like it, in which case we'll call it a day.”

	Jannine looked suitable impressed. This guy was giving her time to consider things without bulldozing her into something she might regret, and although she was keyed up to try some bondage, she obviously saw sense in what he said.

	"Pity, the way I feel right now you could have cocooned me in a rope and had your wicked way with me," she said, turning for the changing room.

	Sam nearly blew a fuse; and the temptation to call her back was only tempered by the thoughts of what he had planned. He watched in awe as her retreating rump took on a life of its own and performed the most provocative gyrations he'd ever seen.

	Jannine returned fully dresses, and began to pick up her bag ready to leave. She halted as Sam fired an unexpected question at her.

	"Why do you want to do this Jannine?”

	Jannine pondered the question for a second, then answered in an unemotional matter of fact tone.

	"It's something I've always fantasized about, and I'd like to experience as much as possible in the time I have left.”

	Sam sat speechless at the woman's calm acceptance of the inevitable premature destruction of her wondrous form, and Jannine gave him a smile and waved goodbye.

	For a while Sam just sat in silence, unable to believe that his plans actually looked like becoming reality.

	At the age of 71, he should have retired years ago. In fact in any normal line of business he'd have been forced to retire. But Sam's profession could hardly be considered normal.

	Silence leaving the rat race in which he'd served long years as an engineer, he'd been hiding away in a remote farmhouse and indulging his passion of writing erotic novels.

	Sam was a well established bondage writer, and until a few years ago, considered to be among the best. But now life was dealing him the final irony. Sales were dropping off, his books weren't selling anywhere near the numbers he'd enjoyed in the past. Worst of all Sam knew the reason, and could do nothing to stop the decline.

	The years had overtaken him, and nature had slowly eroded his driving passion for the image of bound damsels; or more accurately, dimmed his ability to project his thoughts onto paper. His waning libido was easily reborn whenever he witnessed at first hand the erotic delight of a writhing bound female. Take away the female and his fertile imagination rapidly dimmed to an ember.

	Realising his shortcomings, Sam thought long and hard on the subject. He wasn't about to lose the one enjoyment left in his life just because his hormones were in decline. No-way! There had to be an answer somewhere. The medical profession had scoffed at the idea of hormone injections for a 70 year old, and then, realising that he was serious, had warned him of the liver damage such injections could trigger. In any case, he had little confidence in doctors for a number of reasons.

	Sam was stymied. Do nothing, and all was lost anyway - Risk the injections and he died. Not the best of choices.

	But there was one other choice; and one that quite frankly, was welcomed with open arms by Sam when the first niggling tendrils of a plan had come into his head.

	He had sat for hours as the scheme took shape; not even noticing as the Sun sank below the horizon leaving him sitting in a darkened room. The room may have been dark to anyone else, but for Sam it had been filled with the dawning light of new hope.

	When he'd eventually risen to leave, he'd paused as he lifted himself out of the swivel chair, realising that for the first time in years he had a massive erection.

	If he needed convincing on any remaining small doubts, that throbbing shaft of iron had been sufficient to provide the conviction he needed.

	And so it was that a well pleased Sam looked forward to the coming day and the return of the delectable Jannine.

	 

	


Chapter Two

	THE TEST

	Jannine turned up at ten minutes to the hour the next day, and Sam couldn't help surmising that she showed an extraordinary willingness at the thought of being bound and gagged. Far be it for him to dampen such a desire, and in fact he actively encouraged her impatience by insisting that she looked through some old magazines just to see what she was about to get into; or rather be put into.

	He left her alone for a while as she flipped through the magazines, but unbeknown to Jannine, continued to watch her through the video camera secreted away, above and behind her left shoulder.

	Sam watched with interest, noting down with methodical thoroughness the name of each magazine and the number of the page that she stopped at to study in depth. Slowly a pattern emerged. Every page Jannine paused to scrutinise depicted heavily bound or cocooned women in the most stringent poses. Twice he saw her hand slide down to fondle the neat 'V' of her crotch through the tight lycra of her dress, only to be snatched guiltily back as she realised what she was doing.

	Without exception, she flipped rapidly through any magazine showing the cheap sloppy bondage scenes of the get rich quick publishers; whereas the publications with expensive complex equipment received far more attention to detail. Twenty minutes had passed, and Sam felt he knew enough to start. Leaving the monitor on, he went down to the waiting Jannine.

	Jannine looked slightly startled as the door swung open and guiltily tried to hide the flushed cheeks of her face. When Sam asked if anything had appealed to her in the magazines, she quickly closed the one she had in her hand and threw it amongst the rest. But not before Sam saw that the photograph of her attention had shown a heavily bound woman suspended upside down from a beam.

	"Nothing in particular," she said with feigned coolness.

	"Pity," he said. "I thought perhaps we could've tried something that had caught your fancy." Jannine looked guilty, but shook her head.

	"No that's alright, just try anything you want, I'll soon let you know if I don't like it.”

	Sam indicated for her to follow him, and leading her out into the passage he proceeded down into the basement. Jannine followed at a distance, her eyes flitting from wall to wall as Sam's collection of framed bondage drawings passed by. The collection was certainly that of an enthusiast. In fact, some looked as if they might even be the works of old masters.

	They reached a heavy door at the foot of the stairs, and swinging it open, Sam stood aside to allow her to enter. Jannine moved forward into the cool interior, not quite knowing what to expect, but driven by a desire to find out if her dreams could stand up to the reality of real bondage. She stopped just inside the door and looked around, her eyes taking in the rows of strange clothes on racks, weird beam arrangements and dozens of straps and chains. Also filling the cellar were several large crates, still banded and yet to be opened for the first time. They were of little interest; the chains and straps were another matter. Just looking at them was creating strange warm tremors of feeling in her lower body. She felt her nipples shift against the material of her blouse and realised that they were becoming aroused. Sam broke the spell as he eased past her and walked over to the clothes rack.

	"I thought this might be a good costume to start with," he said taking a double hanger down, festooned with objects that Jannine couldn't recognise.

	"If you'll start stripping I'll get it laid out in sequence of dressing.”

	"Where do I change?" asked Jannine seeing only the one room. Sam turned and looked at her with a smile.

	"But Jannine, what have you got to hide that I won't see when you're tied up in some skimpy costume; and anyway, I should think I saw pretty much everything you have yesterday." Jannine looked stunned, then with a shrug, began to strip and lay her clothes on the crate nearby. As she did so she spoke her feelings out loud.

	"It's just that I never thought of being tied up and showing everything. Somehow that's different to being free and taking your clothes off.”

	Sam nodded knowingly. "Now you know why I said not to rush things yesterday. There's still time to change your mind you know. If you're having second thoughts just say so.”

	Jannine was reassured by the fact that she had the choice to walk out, then allowing the pleasant feelings in her crotch to rule her mind, she brushed his offer aside.

	"I'm sure if you were going to try something nasty you don't have to get me tied up. No! I've made up my mind to try it, and try it I will." With a new found resolve, she began to undress.

	Sam inwardly heaved a sigh of relief. He'd played his trump card, and Jannine had folded her hand.

	Naked, and looking even more desirable than ever, Jannine moved over and watched Sam prepare her costume, taking the offered device with a look of puzzlement.

	"Where does this go?" she asked holding the garment up and studying it.

	"Around your waist," Sam instructed. "It's a waist cincher.”

	Jannine's eyes opened wide as she compared her known waist size with that of the garment; some six inches smaller.

	"I'll never get that on, it's far too small.”

	'Don't worry, you will,' Sam assured her. "Here, you hold it up under your breasts while I put the laces in the back.”

	Jannine took the garment by the top edge and held it as instructed, standing as still as possible while he threaded the laces.

	She had time to study the cincher as she waited, and felt thrilled as its cool smooth surface began to press against her skin. It seemed to be made out of some sort of rubber, about a quarter of an inch thick, but that wasn't counting the inner lining which was the same material, but without the gloss. Then there was the hard vertical ribs in it which were almost certainly steel bones of incredible size and strength for a corset garment.

	"Ready?" asked Sam. "I'm going to start tightening the laces now.”

	"START TIGHTENING?" came Jannine's shocked reply. "I thought you'd fin - - ished!" Her speech was impaired as the air whooshed out of her lungs; the first yank on the lace had squeezed the cincher in like a vice. She made as if to speak again, but was defeated as the vice closed further and drew her in lower down. And so it went on steadily, inexorable moulding and shaping until the lace holes finally met.

	"Jeez! I never thought you'd get it on," Jannine said, although her voice was strained due to the pressure.

	"You'll get used to it believe me, now go and look at yourself in the mirror, see what a difference it makes.”

	Jannine moved over to a full length dresser mirror in the corner and surveyed her re-sculpted body.

	A hot wetness invaded her cleft. The vision she saw was of an hour-glass shaped woman of cartoon proportions. At a guess she reckoned that her waist was down from twenty-four to something like sixteen inches. It was incredible; almost as if she was going to snap in half and her top half fall to the floor. Her boobs were squeezed out and perched like two half melons on the top of the creation, whilst the neat bum she was so proud of looked as if it was about to burst.

	She turned to comment to Sam, but stopped short as he offered her the next item. They were thigh length boots made from the same tough, polished rubber, fully laced, and terminating in skyscraper heels of about six inches.

	Jannine almost made the same comment again, but having seen herself actually laced into that cincher she had little doubt that the boots would soon be cladding her legs.

	It took Sam, with help from herself, some thirty minutes to close the last laces at the top of her new footwear, then using her future employer as a leaning point, Jannine levered herself into a standing position. Knee bending was still possible, but only if you had the strength of an ox. The boots were like straight jackets, clinging, moulding, shaping. Again a trip to the mirror, this time a little unsteadily as she accustomed herself to walking almost as a ballerina.

	The trip was worth the effort. Jannine felt the heat of arousal rising a few more degrees as she saw the figurine of her reflection. The mere fact that she had been converted into a staggeringly surreal sex symbol was sufficient to allay any fears she may have had about kinky dressing. She knew that attired as she was, even the Pope would have serious problems in rebuffing her advances. Somehow, it gave her a feeling of power she'd never experienced before.

	As she stood in thought, Sam came up with more tackle, and Jannine stood quietly as he rolled shiny black, shoulder length latex gloves onto her arms.

	Next, surprisingly, came a pair of skimpy latex knickers, something which Jannine hadn't expected. She'd supposed that her neat little love-mound was going to be on show at all times, but then as she felt the smooth caress of the rubber against her panting sexual mouth, she wasn't too worried about that aspect of her attire.

	A fairly stiff and very high collar was the final attachment, then Sam stood back awaiting her opinion on his choice of attire.

	Jannine didn't need to pass on her thoughts, they were written all over her body. Even as she stood looking at herself, her breath was getting shorter, and those marvellously cupped boobs were riding higher and higher with the increased movement of her heaving chest.

	Jannine felt her love shaft begin to ouze liquid, and as she tried to tense her muscles against the flow, she felt her lubricated love-lips slide sensuously inside the rubber. She managed to stifle the groan of pleasure, but couldn't hide the look of pure bliss from watching Sam. Flushed with embarrassment, she tried to turn her face away, but Sam lightly held her chin and turned her head back.

	"Don't be ashamed Jannine, enjoy the real awakening of your body. Until now I doubt if you've sampled even ten percent of the pleasure stored in there. That's what bondage is all about, releasing the fires of passion as you've never experienced them before.”

	Jannine studied his face, searching his eyes for any trace of mockery, but found instead, a sincere belief in what he was saying. She felt better, the feeling of warmth and well-being blossomed in her lower body as she contemplated levels of pleasure ninety percent higher than anything she'd felt before. Sam stood quietly by as she came to terms with the new awareness of what she was capable of.

	"Time to take the plunge now if you're ready." Sam's soft voice broke through her thoughts, and with a slight twinge of apprehension, she realised that this was the point of no return. He stood ready and waiting with an arm full of straps.

	Torn between the fear of being made helpless and the incredible lure of those strips of leather, Jannine hesitated slightly, before walking over towards her destiny.

	Sam was gentle, manoeuvring her carefully into position with her back against a padded upright, before pulling her unresisting arms behind her. She stood still, trembling slightly, feeling every slight brush of his fingers as he fumbled with her wrists.

	Then he was standing before her, and instinctively she tried to bring her arms forward again. Nothing happened. They were securely fastened behind the post. She was helpless; dressed to be raped, and in a lonely cellar with a man she'd only met twenty four hours ago.

	Her mouth trembled and formed the first signs of a cry of panic, but Sam reached up and pressed his finger lightly against the luscious fullness of her quivering lips.

	"Shhhh! my beauty, don't be alarmed, let me show you the pleasure of bondage." His voice was soft and gentle, and Jannine felt reassured.

	His hand left her lips and she knew that it was travelling towards her projected breasts. Grey sincere eyes held hers and they were locked in a battle of fear and soothing intentions. The heat of his palm hovered near her left breast, and Jannine felt the surge of her own erotic heat as she realised she was powerless to stop his marauding hand.

	The hand settled as gently as a feather, drawing a gasp from the tethered Jannine, half fear, half pleasure. Sam moved his hand; stroking, soothing, caressing; and Jannine felt her fear melt in the blowtorch heat of lust.

	A second hand kneaded her other breast, and she was forced to break eye contact when her eyes closed in a rush of feeling. She could feel her breasts swelling, throwing themselves outward in wanton abandon as the nipples stiffened into thrusting kernels of hardened need. She didn't know how long Sam toyed with her, but suddenly the hands were no longer there and Jannine opened her eyes to find him watching with a smile.

	"A small taste of things to come young lady. Now, do you wish to carry on.?”

	Jannine didn't trust herself to speak, but nodded as she wet dry lips with her tongue. She closed her eyes again, and tried to imagine what he was going to do. She felt her ankles pulled together and knew that he was about to reduce her ability to resist still further by securing them to the base of the pole.

	More bands of leather began to march steadily up her legs and body, each band drawing her tighter and tighter into the pole. Now her cinched waist was crushed back, then her chest. Then several bands encircled her arms from wrists to shoulders drawing her upper limbs stringently behind her and welding them to the pole.

	The banding stopped with a double click as her collar was secured back to the pole. Hearing a noise she couldn't identify, Jannine opened her eyes to see Sam placing a mirror in front of her.

	She almost swooned. The reflection she saw was of a woman trussed tighter than she had ever dreamed possible. There was nothing she could do to stop Sam, or anyone else for that matter, from availing themselves of her offered breasts. For several minutes she studied her image, unable to look away from the magnetic appeal of seeing herself bound so helplessly, so vulnerable. Sam had reduced her to a column of graceful curves of femininity stacked against a pole; each component of the stack seemingly separated by a cushioning band of leather. Her breasts were forced out to a degree she wouldn't have thought possible; incredibly suggestive orbs of soft womanhood just asking to be touched.

	Nay! begging to be touched.

	Her gaze travelled down to her superheated crotch, and she felt her legs grow weak.

	Sam had strapped her upper thighs, and then again added another strap across the widest part of her hips. The result! She was pulled back so tightly to the post that her buttocks were being squeezed out sideways and showed as delicious curves on either side of her lower torso. The curves were bisected by deep furrows as the strap disappeared round behind her, the sheer depth of these furrows indicating just how securely she was fastened. This, when added to the matching furrows in her cinched thighs, made her appear as if made of sponge.

	Jannine felt hot liquid rushing down her love channel as she took this incredible sight in, but at the same time fixed her gaze on the crowning glory of her groin. The pressure of the bands above and below her mons was expanding it outward like an offered melon. It was literally begging for attention, and was even salivating at the thought of such a delicious action.

	Her trembling legs gave up the battle and shed the load of her body, but instead of falling forward as she expected, Jannine found that she remained exactly as before. It was an incredible feeling to be upright and stiffly erect without any support from her legs. If anything, this simple fact more than anything else, impressed upon her the complete control of her body by the binding straps.

	Sam busied himself with something out of sight, and Jannine was left to test this new experience on her own. Gently at first, she tried to expand her body into the straps, then tested an arm or a leg by straining against the leather retainers. Nothing happened. There was no feeling of slackness when she relaxed.

	Sam returned and Jannine felt a little alarmed as she felt his fingers burrowing between her upper thighs, the side of his hand pressing tightly against her rubber encased mound was invoking feelings she would sooner not admit to. The hand withdrew, and with it came a thin strap that she hadn't seen before. It must have been already connected to the column, but being the same black as the padded upholstery on the post, it had bended and disappeared in the dim light of the cellar. Sam was grinning as he spoke to her inspecting the glistening wet side of the hand that had delved between her legs.

	"You'll simply love this strap Jannine. I call it the maiden's delight, for reasons you'll soon find out.”

	Jannine looked over to the mirror and saw that the strap was a single band coming through her legs, but then at its outer end, split into two identical straps. She groaned slightly as Sam pulled the thing tight, and surmised that it must be anchored to the post about halfway up her behind, somewhere between the compressed nates of her buttocks.

	She felt the strap pull the rubber panties tight between the cheeks of her delectable bum, and then he connected the outer ends, nestle tightly against her anal ring before sinking deeply into her front cleft.

	The well lubricated rubber slid easily between her love lips, spreading them as it sank deeper; and as it did, she could see from the reflection that her achingly longing love mounds were exposing the glistening wetness of her syrup soaked sex tube. The strap was drawing tighter, and after studying her reflection closely, Jannine could see that the divided strap split just above her pubic bone and passed around and over the swell of her hips; presumably to be connected to buckles mounted somewhere on the column.

	Sam's smiling face returned.

	"Final item my lovely lady," he said. Jannine saw his hand rise holding a large rubber ball with a strap running through its centre.

	"Can't have you making a racket can we?" Jannine baulked at this, but then as his hand stroked her breasts, she felt her fear draining away. Reasoning told her that the cellar was soundproof anyway, the gag was merely a prop for the scene.

	She opened her mouth and allowed him to place the ball against her lips without struggle. The struggle was all supplied by Sam as he worked the huge rubber sphere into Jannine's wide-stretched oral cavity.

	At last it was done, the ball nestled tightly behind her dazzling white teeth, and Jannine's eyes took on a new beauty as they widened in disbelief at the effectiveness of the plug in her mouth. Even without the strap that Sam was now drawing taut, there was no way she could ever eject the monster without help, and any sound she tried to make gave the impression that she had a pillow pressed over her face.

	He walked slowly around her trussed form, and Jannine, although partly clothed, had never felt to naked and vulnerable as he surveyed her captive body. Sam nodded and seemed satisfied, then with a mischievous grin he reached around the pole and flipped a switch.

	Jannine gasped! The strap between her legs began to move, gently tightening and releasing with monotonous regularity. A faint humming whirr told her that the single end of the strap must be connected to some sort of motor with a cam on it. Whatever the device, it was driving her crazy with lust as it massaged her compressed clitoris and slid the sensuous rubber back and forth in her crotch.

	"Like it?" Sam's face was a picture of impish delight as he waited for her answer.

	Jannine's reply was a cross between a gasp and an Mmmph!

	Whatever the interpretation, it was most definitely not a no. Sam seemed pleased and took time to walk around her and savour her captivity.

	Positioning himself in front of her, he began to explain her duties; ignoring the fact that she was struggling to prevent her bubbling arousal boiling over the top.

	"This is the position I'm offering you Jannine. All you have to do is what you're doing now; enjoy yourself. I for my part will be sitting upstairs writing and recording every detail of your pleasure.”

	Jannine looked nonplussed. How could he write in another room about her experience down here? As if reading her mind Sam pointed to various locations in the cellar.

	"See those tiny red lights? They're video cameras. Each light is the 'active light' on a closed circuit colour video camera; all connected to monitors in my study. You may be alone down here, but I'll be watching over every single inch of your body.”

	"See that one there?" He paused, pointing to a camera directly in front of her. "That one has a powerful telephoto lens, and at this very moment it's centred on your pussy." He laughed as Jannine froze the pleasurable pumping motion she had been secretly working against that bisecting strap.

	"Too late my lovely, I've already got recorded tape of your little pussy in close-up, and I've no doubt it will make interesting viewing.”

	Jannine felt assaulted. It was as if she had been raped. The thought of those evil winking eyes recording every detail of her body whilst she was held as a helpless actor in front of them. But then another feeling flowed and drowned her sense of resentment.

	She was experiencing rape without a single finger touching her.

	She could live the dream of being forcibly taken without the trauma of bodily contact. It was a shattering thought that sent ouzing liquid reinforcements to the lubricators of her twitching love nest.

	Sam seemed to sense that she needed to be alone with her thoughts.

	"I'll leave you alone for an hour, and then we'll see if you still want to take the position." He stroked her presented breasts for a final time, and then left without another word.

	Jannine felt a slight panic as the door swung shut, but then as her eyes alighted on the winking red eyes, she felt secure in the knowledge that she was being watched over. Sam would rush to the rescue if something went wrong.

	She could feel him behind those video eyes, studying every displayed inch of her captive form, and she wondered idly which part he was looking at now. Was it her pouting pussy, or was it a detailed close up of her tingling breasts? In fact Sam was studying a full screen image on her face, the stretched filled mouth and those beautiful eyes. The sounds of her efforts to make a sound seeped past the ball and were relayed faithfully to him by sensitive directional microphones.

	He turned to the word processor and the keys began to rattle.

	Jannine struggled with the knowledge that she was being closely scrutinised. She couldn't bring herself to allow the continuous stimulation from her crotch to show in her captive body. But even as she strove to suppress her carnal feelings, she knew that it was a one sided battle.

	Sam had been right. Jannine now knew that deep within her body were forces of inconceivable power just waiting to be unleashed, and the strap between her slick wet love lips was slowly but surely cutting through the cage of their containment. She also knew that the hour Sam had promised was far longer than those bars of sexual restraint could withstand such an immensely pleasurable hacksaw.

	A whirring sounded and the camera viewing her pussy extended its telephone even more. Jannine felt her mound grow hot under the baleful stare as she realised that Sam was probably counting the number of hairs poking around the sides of her rubber panties. He would be able to see what she could only feel, the strap alternately burying and surfacing in her separated cleft.

	She tried to imagine what he could see, but it was a fatal mistake; the image her mind projected was like acid being poured on the final resisting strand of metal in those bars of sexual imprisonment.

	Jannine knew she was out of control and could do nothing.

	Desperately she tried to dampen the burgeoning surge of hot lust in her lower body. She could feel her breasts swelling and the hardened nipples tingling with wanton craving.

	Her eyes locked onto the mirror, but she was unable to see clearly in the dim light. Then as if in answer to her thoughts, spotlights she hadn't noticed before burst into life and pinioned her displayed body in a pool of inescapable light.

	Sam needed to see more clearly, and Jannine knew that from now on, every detail of her capitulation to the inner demons of sex were to be recorded on tape, and in the stark black and white of text.

	The weakened bar snapped as the oscillating strap finally cut through her last defence, and Jannine felt that last vestige of social restraint suddenly fall away as she finally understood the beauty of the scene she was about to perform.

	The orgasm when it came was as never before. She had no sensation of the straining groaning gyrations of her earthly body. They were recorded by camera, to be viewed at some other time. Instead Jannine experienced a sort or roaring rushing tidal wave of indescribable pleasure. It completely engulfed her, and she was happily drowning as she was dragged into its embracing depths. Her body had become a tendril of seaweed being waved by the ocean currents. Eons of time passed with the swirling eddies of feeling steadily increasing in strength. suddenly the full fury of the storm reached her undulating form and she was battered and smashed from side to side by the ferocity of the commanding waves. The level of pleasure was unbearable, her whole being was on fire with the searing heat of the ultimate orgasmic experience, and far away in the distance a small voice was laughing at her total destruction as she was boiled alive in the cauldron of her own lust.

	A door creaked open and Jannine opened her eyes. Sam was there smiling and resting his hands on her shoulders.

	She'd blacked out, but for how long? How long had she displayed her deepest secrets to his cameras? What dreadfully explicit display had been stolen from her captive form? Sam's adoring eyes told her all. She had given all; bared her very soul to this virtually unknown person. Sam seemed to sense her embarrassment and spoke quietly to her.

	"You were magnificent, Jannine. In all my years of bandage experience, you have been the most beautiful sight I have ever seen.

	What an incredible performance.”

	Jannine's misgivings melted in the genuine heartfelt words of her captor. She was no longer ashamed but pleased that she had managed to share her own pleasure with the man who had opened the door of celestial ecstasy for her.

	Sam prised the ball out of her mouth and switched off the motor driving the crotch strap, then stood waiting patiently as she flexed her jaw.

	"Well! do you want the position or not?”

	Jannine's answer was apparent even before she opened her mouth.

	The potent drug of total pleasure needed only be sampled once for a person to become an addict.

	"What do you think?" she asked. Sam grinned before answering.

	"I think that maybe I could just tempt you into it if the money offer was raised a little," he teased.

	"Stuff the wages, I work for free," came Jannine's contemptuous retort, her eyes twinkling with mock anger. Sam nodded and moved forward to release the straps.

	"No not yet. Don't undo them yet. Let me just stay here for a while and unwind," Jannine pleaded. "It feels so safe and secure fastened up like this.”

	Sam considered her request, then nodded agreement.

	"OK, but before I go, let me just demonstrate the little insignificant things that can add to the bondage experience.

	He pressed another hidden button, and Jannine felt the column begin to slide noiselessly upward carrying her trussed form with it. The column stopped and she found herself positioned with her feet twelve inches from the floor. It was incredible. Nothing had changed except that she could wiggle her feet and point her toes even further down.

	There was no sensation of suspension, more a feeling of being a part of the solid pole behind her. The weight of her body was spread evenly over the many taut straps and was not uncomfortable at all. It was truly an amazing feeling.

	"Try that for a while, whilst I go and make some lunch," he offered. Then reaching behind her he flipped the switch for the crotch strap.

	It was only seconds before the new novel experience of being a bound, aerial post decoration drove Jannine insane with lust. The mere act of lifting her clear of the floor had doubled her feeling of helpless availability. Her first aerial orgasm was already swelling to bursting proportions even before Sam had closed the door, and her wails of ungagged ecstasy reached his departing figure even after he mounted the top of the stairs. Sam smiled. He'd feed her on the post and then keep her like that until late afternoon. A few hours of carefully planned manipulation would ensure she continued to simmer in a sea of arousal. By the time he released her, he knew she'd be his to do with as he wished.

	 

	


Chapter Three

	JANNINE IS HOOKED

	Jannine was released exhausted and drained. The day-long ordeal had been an experience that surpassed even her most vivid dreams. She showered and dressed with her mind in turmoil. What other latent, even more potent experiences lay dormant within her body.

	Sam's chat as he'd unstrapped her left her in no doubt that she had only sampled the tip of the iceberg. Her explosive entrance into the mystical word of bandage had in Sam's words been 'a minor event.' She sat down at Sam's desk, her eyes taking in the bank of monitors at his side. It seemed strange to think that only hours before her restrained body had filled those screens. Even stranger to imagine the wanton abandon of her contorting body as she surrended to the inevitable. And all the time, that strange old man had been sitting watching. Recording her innermost secrets with his infernal word- processor and a battery of whirring video machines.

	She met Sam's gaze, and for a moment that magical cellar seemed a distant memory. A dream that couldn't have happened. Was she dreaming?

	Was this still the interview?

	Sam seemed to read her thoughts and reaching forward, pressed a button on one of the monitors. Instantly the screen sprang into life, and within seconds an image of her own face, thoroughly gagged, had formed on the screen.

	Jannine blushed. It was no dream. There was the proof of her blatant exhibition. Yet even as she watched the unfolding saga of her abandonment, she could feel the niggling surges of arousal from her love lips. She watched in silence, her thoughts were the only private thing she had left.

	Finally, Sam felt she'd seen enough, and reaching out he turned the screen off. Leaning forward he formed a steeple of his fingers as he leaned his elbows on the desk. His look was searching. He was waiting for her reaction to this visual proof of her enjoyment. Jannine went on the defensive and fired an oblique question at him.

	"Did you write what you wanted?" Sam nodded slowly. "Can I read it then>" This time the head shook from side to side.

	"No, not yet," he answered after some thought. "Rest assured the time will come, but not now. I have my reasons, but to explain them would spoil the excitement of not knowing what was coming next. You'll just have to be patient and trust me for now; besides, you're welcome to watch the tape replays any time you want. I'll even make copies if you want to take some home.”

	Jannine thought about that, but declined the offer. She was afraid that copies might get into the hands of others, and for the moment at least, it was sufficient that her most private performances were known only to this one man.

	The next few hours took them well into the evening by which time, with Sam's careful questioning, Jannine had given up a whole host of personal information without even realising that she was being probed. Their discussion was more a friendly chat about friends, relatives and general day to day events. Eventually Jannine came back to the book.

	"So how much did you write then?' she asked innocently. Sam looked straight at her. Already she was using her prodigious feminine wiles to pry apart his wall of secrecy surrounding the book. He considered her question, and then feeling that to answer wouldn't compromise his plans, he answered.

	"Oh! only the first chapters. Laying the ground work ready for the real novel you might say.”

	"Was it OK, did I give you the inspiration you were looking for?' Sam felt the thin end of the wedge being forced into the tiny crack of his first disclosure.

	"Yes, you were fine. No complaints there.”

	Jannine gave up, for now that is. His defences were up and she needed to catch him when he least expected it. But by hook or by crook, she intended to discover the book's plot long before the final chapter.

	She didn't realise that Sam was an expert with women, and as he sat opposite he was already savouring the appearance of the only chink in a woman's formidable armour; her curiosity. Curiosity was to be his weapon, the weapon that would drive Jannine and keep her happily digging away at his defences as he steadily compiled his masterpiece. Jannine's insatiable appetite for knowledge and efforts to break him down would allow him to do with her as he felt necessary, and all the time he would throw her morsels of information to feed her starving inquisitiveness.

	"I'd better enlighten you as to some aspects of bandage, and indeed, the novel I'm working on." Jannine's ears pricked up and she became a statue of intense concentration as she prepared to ingest the information he'd seen fit to allow her.

	"Bondage takes many forms; generally broken down into two forms, dressed and undressed. I prefer the dressed variety, but then that's because I have fetish tendencies. Oh! don't get me wrong, I like to see the occasional nude bound damsel; but not too often. I think you've found out for yourself that some items of clothing can be an interesting and definitely desirable feature." Jannine blushed again as she remembered with vivid intensity the nipping sensation of the cincher and its effect on the attributes of her torso; not to mention those incredible slipping, sliding, panties.

	"Anyway, as I was saying, there are two basic forms, but these can be divided again into the various preferences for restraint mediums.

	Some like rope, some leather and some steel or silk. The effect on the woman is the same; she's helpless and available. Irrespective of whether she's actually taken, she'll be aroused by the fact that she can't prevent it if it happens. No matter how civilised we pretend to be, our genetic programming will come to the fore, and a woman's prime reason for being on earth is to regenerate the species. So even when she tries to be a social animal, those deeply buried instructions will be telling her that she must join and reproduce. In man there's the built-in programme to capture his prize and fulfil his reason for being here.”

	Jannine's face was a picture as she tried to evaluate this new slant on the accepted opinion that women said no when they meant yes.

	"Bondage is like a contraceptive pill," Sam continued. "It allows her to sample the regards of reproduction without all the risks attached to actual coupling. Also the woman is free of guilt at allowing her body to enjoy itself, something that seems to be a crime these days.

	You see a woman can subconsciously accept that once bound she has no option.”

	He paused and poured another glass of wine for Jannine, at the same time replenishing his own half empty glass, then continued onto a different topic.

	"Today you experienced a little by way of fetish dressing, and the feeling of leather restraints. I chose leather for your first experience because of the wide bands. Some of the other methods are not quite so comfortable. In the book you will-! Correction; we will be exploring the aspects of all methods in which to restrain a woman and release her inner self.”

	"Like what, and how?" questioned Jannine, sensing that she'd caught him with his guard down.

	"As I said rope, leather, steel, plastic film, rubber, fibre glass and many more exotic materials." Jannine gave up and swung to a new line of enquiry.

	"Do we start for real tomorrow then? I mean, surely it's obvious that I've accepted, and you seem to be well pleased with my performance." Sam shook his head.

	"No! No! Next week. There's an immense amount to prepare before I'm ready; things that I couldn't do until I knew who was to be my choice.”

	"What things?" asked Jannine as she sprang another trap. Sam ignored her and neatly side-stepped the question, much to her annoyance.

	"Can you report for work on Monday, and bring anything you'll need for a week's stay?" He paused and then seeing her questioning looks he hastened to reassure her.

	"We won't always be working nine to five. Writing is a mood thing, sometimes we'll be working late into the night and there's no-way I can let you go home alone in the dark. I mean, it's not as if there's a decent bus service around here, and a taxi is just out of the question after nine at night. Besides you'll have your own private rooms down in the gate-house, the chauffeur used to live there. It's very cosy; nice and quiet for relaxing after a long day.

	Jannine relaxed visibly, although he could sense her frustration at having to wait four days before learning more about the twilight world of bondage.

	Inwardly Sam smiled. He had no doubts that the next four days for Jannine would consist of lying around fondling herself as she dreamed of things past, and things to come. He'd have liked to have been there to watch her pleasure, but then all things come to he who waits.

	


Chapter Four

	JANNINE LEARNS ABOUT ROPE

	The time was now 10.30am, and Jannine had arrived promptly at 9.00am.

	He'd shown her the gate-house and left her to inspect her new quarters and unpack. Now she stood ready and eager in his study, waiting for the writing to commence in earnest; and for her own involvement in the script.

	"Settled in then?" enquired Sam as Jannine approached the desk.

	"Yes thank you. The accommodation's perfect. I hope the work lives up to the same standards," she added, looking meaningfully at him.

	Sam accepted her challenge without comment, but instead warmed up the monitors as he indicated for her to go down to the cellar.

	Jannine was impatient, and she'd already arrived in the cellar and begun to strip long before he even entered the door. Within seconds she was standing radiantly naked and waiting to find out what her attire would be. As it was, Sam had chosen pure naked femininity for his first chapter. Rope and cinched naked flesh was to be the basic theme, with a few little surprises that Jannine would discover soon enough. Objection was not the reaction he expected. Screaming uncontrollable lust maybe.

	He pointed to a small thin mattress already positioned on the floor and instructed Jannine to lie face down. She moved willingly to obey and soon lay provocatively wiggling her upturned backside as he moved in with the rope.

	It was a white cotton rope; strong, supple and soft. It would hold her tight and unyielding, yet be unlikely to damage the petal soft texture of her skin; a consideration foremost in Sam's mind. To actually damage such beauty in the pursuit of pleasure and inspiration would be a crime he could never forgive himself.

	First her arms were drawn back and secured tightly at wrist and elbow; then with equal severity, Jannine felt her legs mated into a single column and welded together by a series of cinching coils that reached from thigh to ankle. Already she could feel the surges of passion, but was foiled in her climb to instant ecstasy by his fiddling with her hair. First he combed it out into long straight locks, then he separated the silky mass and began to plait it into a long pig-tail.

	Jannine couldn't know that the plait also contained a strong cord interwoven into her plaited tresses; at least not yet.

	The plaiting finished, Sam grasped her ankles and bent her legs up to meet her wrists, where with swift practised precision he connected them with complex loops and cinches leaving Jannine's body as a helpless exotic bow of restrained and available womanhood.

	She tested her confinement, and was pleased at the totality of her captivity. There was no way she could resist, and a bonus was the fact that her chest was forced out and spread. The feeling of excitement in her vulnerable breasts was indescribable. They were just playthings for the amusement of her captor, and there was nothing she could do to prevent their abuse. If she strained in an attempt to release her legs or arms, she merely forced her torso into an even more pronounced arch, projecting her breasts even further out.

	Jannine suddenly became aware of the cord in her pigtail. Sam had looped it through her ankle cords and was pulling forcefully. She felt her head being pulled back. Resistance was impossible, and although there was no pain due to the equal stress on each carefully combed strand of hair, the combined strength of strand and cord was as unbreakable as if it were strands of steel.

	The straining stopped, and Jannine felt tethered tresses being secured, leaving her arched and even more vulnerable. If there were such things as vampires, she had become a pre-packed lunch. Her long slender neck was available to all, and a prime presented target for any two fanged night visitor. Jannine tried to straighten her legs and found her head being pulled even further back. There was no escape there.

	She could sense her mons pressed tightly against the mattress, as were her breasts; apart from which, the tautness of her skin under such unusual stress was a feeling that couldn't be denied. Sam's rope trick was certainly a winner in her book, but then she was still unaware of her final configuration.

	The gag was in as expected, and Jannine felt that her total captivity was complete; which it was. The next items of her ordeal were purely enhancement of an already impossible plight.

	Another rope was going around the lashings joining her upper and lower limbs, and Jannine wondered just how much more reduction in freedom she could attain. The clicking of a winch answered her question.

	Steadily she could feel her arms and legs being pulled upward toward the ceiling. She arched more and more as she strove to maintain the dwindling areas of contact supporting her weight. Bust soon she could bend no more and with muffled exclamation of trepidation, she felt her well roped form part company with mother earth.

	The rise continued, only stopping when she was swinging some four feet from the mattress below.

	The strain was incredible, and yet even trough the rigours of biting rope, she felt the rising storm of orgasmic luxury.

	But wait, there was more. What else could he do to her that would surpass the exotic image of her dangling offered body? Surely there was no way he could excite her feeling of helpless use any more.

	A table bedecked in vertically mounted ostrich feathers was dragged in from the cellar next door, and before Jannine could even guess its purpose, it was positioned below her pendulous form. Pendulous form was an apt description as it turned out, for the suspension point of her hoist had a hidden secret.

	Another of its whirring motors purred into action, and within seconds Jannine found that she was beginning to swing like a giant feline pendulum as the hoist suspension moved gently back and forth.

	Her nostrils flared as she experienced the first touch of Sam's surprise. The ostrich feathers were stroking her entire body as she gently passed back and forth over their tips. On the forward stroke they applied divinely sensuous fingers to her nipples and breasts, whilst the back swing produced a dragging line of pure bliss through her cleft and on up her stretched stomach. Her sensitive inner thighs didn't escape the searching fingers of pleasure and were constantly titillated by their touch, funnelling feelings of immense joy into the cleft at their join.

	Sam patted her passing rump and was gone, leaving her to the interminable tendrils of feather that caressed her swinging form.

	Jannine quaked and trembled. She was alone again with the knowledge that her body would soon betray her and reveal all to the watchful eyes of that distant tormentor.

	She strained against the ropes and could almost hear the clicking keys recording every tiny detail of the cord's movement as it dug into her receptive body. The feeling of unreality was profound, to think that every second was being carved in text for countless thousands to read, open mouthed and with pulses racing.

	Well race they would, and she would tax Sam's powers of literary genius to the full. She was determined to produce a script that would erect a million male organs with its message of wanton lust.

	Jannine relaxed all pretence of control and allowed her body to fall into the abyss of unknown pleasure. She would plumb its depth and find the distant floor of this ocean of experience; and Sam would chronicle her adventures in the world of fantasy.

	Her body responded immediately to her realising the brakes of reason. She fell headlong into the pursuit of hedonistic doctrines as the fingers of desire wreaked havoc on her swinging form.

	In the study, Sam's hands were becoming a blur. The speed of his typing was matching blow for blow the rising tempo of Jannine's spiralling lust, not to mention the raging erection beneath his desk that was adding its own Thesaurus to his selection of words.

	Occasionally the flashing fingers would stop, and gripping a joy-stick controlling a camera, would zoom in on a particularly erotic item of movement from the pendulous bundle of eroticism in the cellar below. All the time the sounds of Jannine's lost battle were reverberating in his ears, defying him to convert their sensuous message into the limited medium of text. He strove valiantly to convey the creaking of ropes and soft crooning overtures of Jannine's arousal into words, knowing that to capture the indefinable beauty of such a symphonic sexual experience was going to tax his power to the limit. But he tried.

	The sounds poured in, the orchestra of lust was building to a finale and he knew he couldn't match the swelling volume of that titanic recital.

	He turned his attention to the visual output from his human inspiration transmitter and watched in awe as Jannine seemed to expand into her bonds and explode with frenzied writhing contortions that sent her swinging wildly in all directions.

	It was her final downfall. Now the feathers were attacking her beleaguered form from all angles, engineering orgasm after orgasm in a never ending display of unleashed feeling sexual ferocity, never before recorded in such fine detail.

	Wild staring bloodshot eyes flashed momentarily across his screen, to be replaced by furiously pumping sex lips as the pirouetting parcel of pulsing lust spun helplessly on her swinging tether. The back swing would produce the same eyes, but now closed, and a face with a look of serene tranquillity.

	His writing was forgotten. Sam sat transfixed by the unfolding drama of Jannine's devastating eruption as it unfolded second by second on his high definition screens.

	In glorious technicolour he saw the intimate close-up of her jewel like nipples straining against encasing rope, her breasts bulging and flexing within the network of confining cords criss-crossing her chest. A second later he would be privileged with the unforgettable image of her tight clenching roped thighs pumping madly and squeezing those delicious smooth, perfectly formed love lips, squeezing the drops of love juice from those demanding mounds of pleasure; soaking the taut bisecting rope in a syrup of liquid arousal.

	Even through the mouth filling gag he could decipher the frantic battle of her internal forces.

	"Nooooo! Noooooo! No more No More! I can't take any more.

	Oh!Nooo! Please God don't let it stop! PLEASE! PLEASE! Oh! God! Help me!

	Help me! Arrrrrrrgh! No! No! YES! YES! YES!”

	The dancing, jiggling, gyrating wreck of Jannine continued to perform.

	He watched the madly squirming parcel of pink soft curvaceous womanhood being dangled, as if by a playful child in a vat of ecstasy. It was like watching a moth fluttering around a candle; one wondered just how long it would be before it flew to the flame and was engulfed forever.

	Bathed and restored to her normal beauty, a tired Jannine relaxed as they talked over dinner. She described her most intimate thoughts as Sam continually stopped eating to take notes. He was astounded to find out that even as she was being torn apart by her own built-in self destruct mechanism, she'd had time to fantasize about being suspended in front of a watching crowd, in the tent of some distant Arabic slave merchant; forced to perform so as to increase her sale value to the prospective buyers.

	Surely, the mind of woman had untapped reserves that male mortals could only ever dream of owning.

	The meal was finished and Jannine sat back, contented, nourished, and fully satisfied. It had been a fruitful day. She had learned that even her concept of her own capabilities was woefully short of her previously perceived level of bodily awareness. Sam was a magician, his wands of rope and leather held great powers, of that she was now aware.

	"So what's on the agenda for tomorrow?" she asked eagerly; although, a little frightened at the thought that she could be pushed even higher up the ladder of celestial experience.

	"I think we'll go for the plastic scene tomorrow," mused Sam, leaving her hanging as to what this would mean in terms of cost to her dwindling reserves of endurance. "Yes that should do nicely to let you relax from the stresses of suspended bondage.”

	Jannine sensed that this reassurance was not necessarily valid.

	She got the impression that Sam was not telling all, and that by mid morning she would be adding a new and even more strenuous chapter to his still secret novel; almost certainly as an insanely struggling, demented human sex explosion, engulfed body and soul by one of his devices.

	


Chapter Five

	PLASTIC PRISONER

	Sam had been busy for two hours or more by the time Jannine arrived for breakfast, and although she did her best to discover the nature of his preparations, he steadfastly refused to be drawn.

	"Half the fun of bandage is not knowing what's going to happen to you, until it's too late to do anything about it." That was all she could get, any further attempts at extracting information were met with a grinning silence. Jannine felt her libido winding up even now. He was right, damn him! Not knowing what he was going to do to her left her feeling even more vulnerable; if that were possible. The words 'plastic bondage' left a whole field possible scenarios for her fertile imaginative brain to work on.

	Breakfast was over, and Jannine felt the nervous tension mounting. Maddeningly, Sam insisted on clearing away the dishes before going down to the fun room as she'd christened it. But finally her time had come.

	"Let's go meet your new experience," offered Sam, leading her towards the cellar stairs. Jannine needed no leading, she was almost dragging him behind her as her curiosity took charge.

	Arrival at the cellar was a bitter disappointment. There was nothing to give her a clue as to what he'd planned for the day's chapter. A strange machine had appeared, looking like two horizontal rollers of a huge printing press, but not a single anchorage point showed anywhere. In the corner was a heap of discarded plastic wrapping by the look of it; probably the cover off the machine. As for a clue to her sought-after experience, there was none. Sam almost laughed out loud at her puppy dog look of dismay, and seeing his mirth at her expense.

	Jannine rounded on him with a mean look in her eye. Sam strove to straighten his face and held up his hands in gesture of defeat.

	"OK! OK! Let's get the show on the road. First you'll need to do something a bit personal I'm afraid, but it's essential to the plot.”

	His hand appeared holding what Jannine immediately recognised as the largest vibrator she'd ever seen.

	"Undress, slip this in, and then we can get on with the exercise." Jannine was undecided, then thought back over her previous couple of experiences. There was little left that could cause embarrassment, least of all the act of burying that monster in her cleft. After all, Sam had sat for an hour yesterday watching her pussy dripping and drooling like a village idiot. She took the vibrator, and was surprised as Sam turned his back when she began to carefully lever the oversized trench digger into her dry love nest.

	Finally it was in, stretching her like she'd never been stretched before. She felt sure that a large model of the Empire State building had taken up residence in her lower body. But this wasn't her primary worry. The thin lead snaking down from the end of that hidden plastic mole gave her trembling fits of apprehension as she tried to decipher its purpose.

	Sam turned back, and before she could react had started to slip a tube of thin opaque plastic over her head. She tried to help, but was told to stand still as he slid the tube down to her ankles. Next he retrieved some scissors from the table and began to trim the upper end level with the top of her shoulders.

	A few minutes later he seemed satisfied, and motioned Jannine to move over to a six foot high arrangement of what looked like floodlights. They were arranged in vertical rows of eight and mounted on a curved sheet of polished metal forming a third of a circle. At the centre point of this part circle, a small turn-table device stood on the floor.

	Jannine began to move; slowly, because of the lack of movement available to her. The tube surrounding her was probably only a few inches larger than the size required to draw her feet together.

	Eventually they reached the turn-table, and with help from Sam, Jannine finally scrambled up the four inches to stand on its top. Now Sam gave more instructions.

	"Stand up straight and put your hands down your sides with palms pressed against your thighs," he instructed. Jannine did as he requested, then waited for the next turn of events; or to be more accurate, turn of herself as it worked out. Sam started the turn-table and Jannine found herself rotating very slowly inside the circle of floodlights.

	Seeing that she was balanced, Sam stood back and warned her to close her eyes. With some misgivings, Jannine did as requested. A click sounded, end even with her eyes closed the glare of powerful lights penetrated her eyelids. She felt warmth on her body, and more interestingly, a stirring of the plastic tube surrounding her body. It was shrinking; there was no doubt that the plastic sheath was drawing in around her, moulding to her body and steadily forming a second skin.

	Jannine was excited, the feeling stirred deep, long forgotten memories of her time before birth. She was being caressed by the warm snug confines of a mother's womb, safe from harm and maintained at a perfect temperature. Jannine was experiencing her first awareness of a phenomenon known as 'the womb syndrome.' The plastic continued its inexorable reduction in size, clamping her hands tight to her sides and squeezing her entire body in an erotic hug. It drew tautly across her buttocks and then continued to compress them into perfect reduced facsimiles of their former self. Her breasts were moulded into smooth condensed half spheres, but even the strength of the all enveloping plastic was unable to eradicate the thrusting hard kernels of her nipples. Instead it formed around these obstinate nodules and left them sculpted in plastic; miniature monuments to Jannine's arousal.

	The wide open top of the tube began to shrink, reaching in towards her neck, enveloping her shoulders and finally settling as a wide boat-neck drawn taut across her upper body. Now the searing light beyond her eyelids winked out, and opening her eyes, Jannine was able to see her reflection in the mirror as the turn-table whispered to a stop.

	Instantly she felt the surge of heat from her crotch. Her form had been replaced by a stunning statue carved in gleaming plastic. Not a single wrinkle marred the surreal curving lines of her figure, yet enveloped as she was, every detail of her body was visible to the watching Sam through the transparent plastic.

	The compressed flesh of her breasts and buttocks had become even more enchanting as it fought to burst from the reducing skin now pressing tightly inwards. Sam checked her over; and as he did, Jannine was aware that the cooling plastic was losing its earlier flexibility.

	As it cooled further she was being reduced to minute movements that barely rippled the taut second skin.

	Sam began to drag another tube over her head, and for a minute Jannine thought she would be suffocated as the plastic was reduced. But she needn't have worried. Once in place it was clear that her nose and eyes were to be uncovered. Sam used a hair dryer to shrink this more risky item; making final adjustments as the plastic drew in, centralizing the openings to ensure that Jannine's nose was free of its clinging embrace.

	Soon the plastic was tightly encasing her head. Her mouth was sealed and lips compressed and immovable, whilst above, the shrinking opening had drawn tight around the pony-tail of her hair; held up by Sam as the plastic nipped the root into a round tight column of auburn beauty. With the plastic shrunk, her pony-tail now stood unsupported as it sprouted from the top of her head.

	Jannine was impressed. Plastic bondage looked like being the ultimate in restraint, but then it appeared that Sam was far from finished with his creation. She watched his movements in the mirror and saw him begin to drag the plastic pile over the corner. Surely he wasn't going to spoil her perfect image by wrapping that loose heavy stuff around her. Jannine watched in puzzlement as he dragged the heavy material out into a flat form.

	It looked like another tube of some kind, about five foot long as far as she could make out. Then she saw that it was in fact two tubes; one inside the other and apparently joined at both ends. Her worst fears were realised as he lifted the heavy tube and began to thread it down over her highly unstable form.

	It took a few minutes for him to complete the task, but when finished, the plastic tube surrounded her body from neck to ankles, hanging slackly and completely concealing her previously sleek inviting cocoon.

	Jannine stood patiently, there was little else she could do as Sam vanished behind her. The mirror provided a view to her rear, but she was unable to see in detail what she was up to.

	A small compressor somewhere behind started up, but Jannine still was unable to guess her final configuration. Then she felt the first tiny movements in her heavy outer covering as the compressor breathed life into its misshapen form. The plastic rustled and shifted, slowly growing in size as it stretched and awakened from its lifeless slumber. She watched the growth in the mirror and saw the tubular shape begin to round out as Sam busied himself arranging its growing form.

	Within minutes the plastic had grown to a smooth round shape some two feet in diameter and five foot long, whilst inside it had begun to press against the plastic of her taut inner sheath. The tube continued to advance, forming into every valley and flowing round each mountain of her nubile form.

	Unable to find easier places to escape, the mounting air pressure inside the double skin began to push and stretch at the confining tube of plastic; ballooning it out and smoothing every crease and wrinkle from the outer surface. Jannine could feel the pressure building. She was being squeezed over every inch of her captive form, then stretched taut as the ends of the container pushed lengthways in bid to escape the mounting air pressure.

	Jannine breathed a sigh of relief as the air pump stopped, then watched as Sam came forward. He grinned at her, then without saying a word, pushed her encased form sideways. Jannine screamed against the tight plastic over her lips, and unable to regain balance in her rigid state, toppled gracefully sideways.

	She braced for the fearful impact as her helpless body hit the floor, but when it came was amazed that she barely felt any shock at all. In fact she bounced.

	Sam came over to her horizontal form and playfully rolled her back and forth. He stooped down near her feet and switched the pump back on.

	Jannine felt one of her shoes being removed, and a second later convulsed and jerked as he began to tickle the sole of her foot. She screamed and protested as much as the plastic-gag would allow. Her body frantically flexed and jumped as she tried to escape his tormenting fingers, but to no avail. The steadily increasing pressure within the tube was rapidly reducing her movements to zero.

	Sam watched her convulsions, studying the flexing sausage of packaged womanhood with an expert eye. He was deliberately tormenting her in this way to gauge when her movement had been reduced to the level he wanted. Pressure was no guide. Each individual had a different strength and was therefore able to exert different stresses on their container.

	Jannine was now a barely bending Frankfurter despite her titanic struggles; and seeing that she was also stretched almost to snapping point, Sam shut down the compressor and replaced her shoe.

	He walked around to the other end of the human sausage and was rewarded by the sight of Jannine's disembodied head sticking out of the end. The plastic was tight up under her chin and pushing her head forcefully upward.

	Jannine's eyes flashed anger at his torment. It was obvious that tickling her whilst she was helpless wasn't on her list of erotic experiences. Sam reached out with a foot and sent her rolling across the floor, watching as she bumped off the far wall and rolled back.

	She was a magnificent sight. Every detail of her compressed and rigidly encased form was clearly visible through the plastic; and as she rolled he was treated to an all round panoramic view of her superb body.

	He played with Jannine's sausage for a while, rolling and bouncing her like an odd shaped beach ball, then, noticing her flushed face through the plastic surrounding her head, he bent down and spoke.

	"You enjoy the rolling motion don't you?”

	Jannine Mmmphed! an affirmative. There was something highly erotic about being rolled around and displayed whilst so totally helpless. She knew that she was clearly visible through the plastic and it excited her that he could roll her to any position and study her without any possibility of her being able to prevent his inspection. The impossibility of her position was brought home to her in a big way over the next few minutes.

	Sam rolled her to the corner, and placing her face down he manoeuvred the sausage so that her head was tight into the corner. She knew he'd done it deliberately to show her just how thoroughly impotent she now was. He could leave her like a naughty child in a corner and she could do nothing except study the boring tiles beneath the face until he chose to move her. Fortunately, he chose to leave her only for an hour, sufficient however to prove a point.

	The hour was not without its events however. Several times Jannine heard the faint whirring of the telephoto lens and knew for a fact that he was studying her pert, plastic encased bottom at his leisure. Most men only managed to get a fleeting glance as she wiggled down the street, but Sam was feasting his eyes and she could do nothing to prevent him. Mentally she could hear the processor keys as they described her lusciously curving nates and the deep shadowed recess between; a recess leading to her joy cleft and the 'so far' virginal opening of her bottom.

	Jannine flexed her buttocks as best she could and was sure she could hear the tempo of the clicking keys increasing as he described the wondrous vision of her tempting display. She knew he would be imagining having his hardened manhood nestling between her warm curving nates and being massaged by her contractions; a prelude no doubt to bending her helplessly over and sinking his shaft into one of her offered openings.

	Or maybe he was enjoying the thought of spanking those offered mounds in punishment for some trivial misdemeanour, his large male hand causing them to redden and jiggle with each blow.

	The insidious effect of her helpless display to this blatant voyeurism, was to keep her simmering quietly in a semi-aroused state that made her all the more aware of the huge mole lying dormant in her hot love tube.

	Occasionally she would attempt to shift her position and roll to a more interesting view. The only result was to provide her watching captor with the erotic display of a huge flexing phallic sausage. She would arch upward as she strained at her confinement, only to be snapped back into a rigid quivering horizontal pole of packaged delight. An upward thrust would present her neatly compressed rear for even closer inspection; but then the compressed air would exert its superiority and re-shape her impudent form into a straight line.

	Sam decided it was time for her to discover the full measure of her demise, and returning to the cellar, he began to roll her form over towards the machine with two rollers.

	Jannine could do nothing as she saw the ominous machine approaching in her rotating field of view. Her mighty efforts to prevent him lifting her encapsulated form up onto the rollers were barely felt as she flexed and strained.

	For some reason she was afraid. A sixth sense told her that this device and her present compressed state could be responsible for releasing a power of unbelievable proportions. Sam, ignored her muted pleas for release and lined her rotary prison up with the rollers so that she nestled parallel to their length and snuggled neatly down into the separating gap.

	A creaking noise was heard, and a previously unseen roller was hinged up from behind the machine, then swung down to rest on top of her confinement. The swing arm was locked and Sam began to turn an adjusting screw above the device.

	Slowly the roller descended, sinking into the resilient upper surface of the sausage and pressing it further down onto the supporting rollers below. Finally he stopped turning; but not before the triangle of rollers had intruded deep into the surface of her prison.

	Jannine quickly discovered that even the ability to flex was now denied her. She lay quiet and apprehensive as Sam disappeared toward the far end of her plastic cocoon.

	Suddenly she jumped and writhed. The huge vibrator bursting into life deep in her warm tight recess had come as an electrifying shock.

	Now she knew what the trailing wire was for. Jannine almost cried at the huge sensation of helpless erotic fury washing over her captive form. Whatever she did now was irrelevant. Her body would be forced to explode in orgasmic fury, and she could do nothing to prevent it as she lay rigidly offered and compressed. It was too late to go back, Sam would never release her until she had performed her function. But she had no time to indulge her lustful thoughts, for a second later the rollers surrounding her rumbled into motion.

	Round and round she turned, squeezed and massaged like a huge sausage in the grip of a giant food processing plant, the indent of each roller attacking every part of her body with a fearsomely devastating feeling as she rotated within their impassive bulk. Suddenly she realised that she was alone. He'd left her to be manipulated like a piece of meat and retired to his computer.

	Sam sat at his screens, his fingers rapidly tapping out the unfolding drama in the cellar below. He could hear the squeaking screech of plastic on metal rollers and the ebbing and flowing moans of Jannine as she rotated past the microphone. He described in detail the mind- blowing images of her breasts being flattened as the rollers pushed the resilient cocoon tightly with each pass. Her tightly packaged rump was being pummelled and reshaped like pliant dough, sending exotic unavoidable movements racing through her crotch to batter endlessly against the gateway to her womanhood.

	Slowly but inevitably Jannine found herself being pushed ever nearer to a precipice she was mortally afraid of. The rise in her internal fires was slower than before, but somehow more dangerous, more totally irresistible. All the time she knew that Sam was watching, waiting; leaving her to burn in the fires of her own lust. The device was a devilish contraption. It had reduced her to a controllable spinning embryo in the maw of a mighty irresistible pleasure beast.

	Jannine felt the lethal concoction of pleasure and exquisite manipulation rising to unbearable. Her defences were crumbling in rapid succession, and her reserve forces had already capitulated to a hugely superior attacking force.

	The first orgasm smashed through her body as the mindless beast in her love channel churned on. But horror of horrors. Jannine suddenly discovered the awesome secret of her containment.

	The compressing grip of her rotating prison allowed not the slightest twitch. She couldn't flex or bend to ease the wrath of her tormented exploding body. The full force of her lustful explosion was being contained and returned with devastating effect to her already besieged form. Her eyes bulged and her body shuddered with the huge stimulus of knowing that she couldn't release the violent eruption of orgasmic energy pulsing through her compressed frame.

	Jannine became reduced to a whirling parcel of awesomely ecstatic torment, rigid unflexing; doomed to suffer the eternal furnace of passion until she was totally consumed in its fiery breath. And Sam typed on, obviously to the desperate keening sounds of her pleas for an end to her torment.

	The chapter he was writing needed her full co-operation. Willing or unwilling she would have to endure for the hour or so it took to complete, and then perhaps he would indulge himself for a while and simply watch her superb form endlessly spinning in that inescapable cocoon of pleasure.

	


Chapter Six

	A DAY OF REST

	Jannine slept until early afternoon, and Sam left her undisturbed. She'd finally endured three and a half hours on the rollers before the release of oblivion had quenched the fires of lust. He'd gently released her, bathed her, and laid her on the silk sheets of her bed. That had been on Tuesday afternoon. Now twenty four hours later her body had finally managed to recharge the massive energy drain of the previous day's exertions.

	Drowsily awake, Jannine lay luxuriously sprawled as she ran her mind over those incredible hours. Her levels of pleasure had been unbearable, and yet at the same time impossible to do without. It was a weird sensation of craving for release, and at the same time craving for it to continue for ever. The fact remained that Sam had taught her the full extent of her hidden powers of pleasure. Or had he?

	She trembled at the thought of all the scenes to come, and yet was excited at the thought that perhaps an even higher level of experience still awaited her.

	Meanwhile Sam was also recovering. He too had risen late in the day. His night had been troubled with thoughts of Jannine's performance.

	Even when he'd known she'd reached the limit, he'd been tempted to just leave her to the merciless machine.

	As it was, he'd allowed her to suffer for an hour and a half after finishing his text, simply sitting and watching his screens as he savoured her stiffened sausage-like form. Even after releasing her from the rollers, he'd kept her in the same compressed and rigid state as he played with her container.

	Finally Sam had dragged her upstairs and used the sausage as a seat whilst he replayed the most interesting parts of the tapes, careful to position his toy so that she once again experienced the masochistic boredom of being forced to look at nothing. The afternoon had finished with her lying on a desk as he simply sat and drank in the heady sight.

	Jannine for her part had enjoyed the lower level excitement of being used as an ornament.

	Sam decided that Wednesday would be a day of rest, and when he finally spotted movement through Jannine's window he rang the house phone and invited her up to the house. He explained there was no rush, and Jannine took his advice and indulged in a nice refreshing shower before dressing. The slippery soap, soothingly warm water, and memories of her time in the plastic cocoon were soon sufficient to have her soaping her neat pussy and ample bosom in a most unusual fashion, with the inevitable conclusion.

	She arrived at the house, and seeing that Sam was still working on his book, she wandered off to browse through his collection in the other study.

	The walls were festooned with both drawings and photographs of bygone days, all featuring bound and gagged females in one form or another. She also noticed that he was something of an entomologist, judging by all the preserved butterflies and bugs dotted around the room.

	She picked up a particularly beautiful specimen of a large butterfly encased in a clear resin, and was studying it closely as Sam's voice startled her.

	"Such a transient thing is beauty," he said, taking the butterfly from the other side. "Such a shame for a creature like this to grow and wither in a few days. But at least this one will always be as it was in its prime.' He sighed wistfully and replaced the block with the others.

	"Quite a philosopher aren't you?" acknowledged Jannine. But at the same time, she was thinking that she knew what he was driving at.

	Her own great beauty would soon be gone, and he was saddened by the thought of it. The same thought was sometimes hers, and she wasn't sure how to cope with that. A flash of fear at the impending pain and suffering she was destined to endure threatened to shatter her composed acceptance of the fate she had been dealt. Thrusting these nightmarish thoughts to the back of her mind, Jannine turned back to study her employer.

	As she looked at Sam, she could see that in his day he would have been quite a catch; even now his lined face and stooped shoulders held a beauty all of their own. There was wisdom and compassion in that frame. An understanding of the subtle nature of woman's needs and desires, and more important a desire to use that understanding to enhance the pleasure of his chosen lady by using his skills. he had learned that the pleasure of man depended on the amount of pleasure he could generate in his female partner.

	Jannine realised that this was no ordinary man. He was the exception. A rare find indeed for the lucky lady who graced the photo on his desk.

	His wife, she knew, had passed away two years before, apparently as a result of a similar crippling disorder as herself, but in her heart she also knew that lucky woman had probably experienced more than most women could have dreamed of. In her day, his wife's beauty had matched her own, and she felt glad that Sam had found such a woman to share his life even if only for a short time. Jannine consciously turned her thoughts away from such things.

	The day passed lazily, and Jannine spent most of it with Sam, running video footage and detailing her thoughts at certain movements of her performance. Sam listened intently, still striving to add more knowledge to his life's obsession with women. He was never disappointed.

	Just when he thought he knew all, a woman came along and would rewrite the book with some new revelation.

	Jannine was no exception. He was astounded to find that she really didn't care for this existence. In fact he was proud to hear that her experience with himself was the first and only bright spark in her twenty five years on the planet. Until now she had only experienced the despair of knowing her ultimate fate.

	Granted she had the looks to take any man she wanted, but then she'd never really wanted to. She felt there had to be something else to the big plan, something special, something no-one had ever experienced before. - Something that could repay her for the cruelty of nature and the hand she had been dealt.

	Sam sat listening with rapt attention, an uncanny deja-vu experience filtering into his thoughts. But he remained silent as she chatted on.

	He liked to listen to her chirpy voice, hear the rustle of her nylons as she crossed her legs; and above all, just to feel good in the presence of her divine figure. She rekindled the fiery thoughts of his life with his chosen woman, and he felt a glow pass through him as he remembered her with great affection.

	Soon it was evening, and Sam displayed his culinary expertise, much to the surprise of Jannine, who never failed to be impressed by each new talent her employer revealed.

	As a tribute to the exquisite feast she was sure he'd laid on for her benefit, she dressed in her slinkiest evening gown. But Sam was not to be caught unawares, and to her surprise appeared in the dining room in his finest tuxedo.

	Jannine looked him over as he gazed appreciatively at her own sylph-like form. He might be old but the sloppy work clothes he usually wore hadn't done him justice. Standing fully erect and dressed to kill, he still showed the firm, broad shouldered frame of a younger man.

	It was a night they would both remember for the company.

	For the first time Sam gave signs that he would like to play with Jannine on a more personal level, and Jannine showed that she had no objections short of actual intercourse. It would be interesting, she thought, to experience the phenomenon of bondage in a more normal setting, and Sam had indicated that she was wearing everything she would need.

	Within a few minutes Jannines found her hands secured behind her in a pair of handcuffs that Sam had just happened to find behind a cushion. A leg spreader was miraculously lurking behind a curtain, and Jannine smiled knowingly at him as he fastened her ankles some two feet apart.

	"You sly old fox, you were planning this weren't you?" she challenged.

	"Perish the thought," returned Sam. "Do you think I'd stoop so low as to ply a young lady with wine and then take advantage of her?" he enquired with a mock tone of indignance. The twinkle in his eyes told the truth.

	"Now what? What devious skulduggery are you going to vent on this helpless damsel in distress?”

	Sam seemed strangely reticent at getting started, and Jannine surmised that in the context of social normality, he was having problems resolving the conflict within. In his rule book, one didn't molest a debutante without being invited, and somehow he saw her as a guest, dressed as she was, with all a guest's privileges of sanctity.

	At last, and in response to Jannine's unmistakable body language, he was tempted to move in for the kill. Jannine stood still as he began to run trembling hands over her body.

	At first they stayed well clear of her more erogenous zones and seemed content with sliding sensuously over her hips and legs. Soon they had strayed to her bottom, and from there, her hungry breasts were but a stone's throw away.

	Sam was good. He knew she wanted him to tear her dress down and expose her expanding orbs, but he resisted. Instead he stroked the clinging material and occasionally explored gently inside her bust line with a searching finger. Just when she thought he was succumbing to the temptation, his hand would move away and explore another area of her body.

	He was toying with her, taking advantage of the fact that she couldn't resist or move away. Jannine played to his scene and faked the shocked and helpless lady, chained and ready for the kill.

	The hands roved further, sliding down to her shielded crotch, pressing her dress into an unpantied cleft and manipulating her sexual bud. The material grew damp and Jannine's breathing became laboured.

	Sam's hand moved away leaving her panting for more as he hooked fingers into her dress top and began to peel it downward in a maddeningly slow movement. Inch by inch her rounded breasts rose into view, pausing for a second as the material caught on her stiffened nipples; then suddenly as the nodules released their hold, her dress flipped down on both sides of the central halter neck, revealing the full glory of her fulsome breasts.

	He left the roll of her dress directly beneath her breasts, cupping them and thrusting them back up and forward like a well boned Basque; the halter neck ensured that the dress would sink no further, and the stretched material now channelled between the thrusting mounds of her boobs added to the lift and separation of her magnificent orbs.

	Sam bent his mouth towards the left nipple and saw Jannine's rising and falling chest pause in preparation for his new attack on her libido.

	His tongue connected and there was a sharp intake of breath as Jannine reacted to the searching touch of its velvety touch.

	His left hand reached up and an index finger began to trace circles around her other nipple, following the slightly raised surface of her areola and denying her the electrifying touch on her tingling nub of passion. His other hand was sliding downward, and within seconds Jannine found her body under attack from three points.

	She tried to move away instinctively, knowing that she wouldn't be able to prevent the coming orgasm; but the leg spreader and handcuffs held her offered and positioned. The hand left her cleft whilst the tongue and other hand continued the assault. Then suddenly she felt the errant hand alight on her rump.

	Strong fingers squeezed her nates, then sliding slowly they crept into the crease of her buttocks.

	Jannine knew what was coming but either couldn't or wouldn't rebuff the impending violation. But Sam was gentle with her. His fingers prised her nates apart then searched for her virgin ring with infinitely tender probes. The location was given away by Jannine as she suddenly tensed at the feeling of an intruder on her clenched back passage.

	Sam persisted, stroking, tracing rings around the tight orifice, then gently, almost insidiously began to tuck the material of her dress up into her rear passage.

	Jannine writhed and moaned as her lust rose. She was unable to find the will to protest as her body steadily became filled to bursting with the continuing ingress of cloth. Sam was steadily stuffing her like a chicken ready for the oven.

	All the spare material at the back of the dress was gone. The dress was tight from neck to packed bum. Now he started at the front, his attention to her nipples never wavering as he packed her from the front using his free hand.

	Soon the front of the dress was taut, and to all intents and purposes, Jannine looked as if she was wearing a bathing costume, albeit with suspender and stockings over the top. Only a close inspection would reveal that instead of passing between her legs, the material of her long evening attire was actually vanishing into her body.

	She stood trembling with feeling. Something like two yards of material were packed into her openings, stretching her entire lower body in the most devastatingly erotic way. She found that if she arched back slightly, the material disappearing into her pussy pulled tight on her clitoris; whereas a slight bend forward tugged purposefully on her overstretched and super sensitive anal ring, sending shivers of new and exciting feeling through her whole body.

	A silly thought flitted through her mind; she was stuffed, trussed and ready for the heat of her own internal oven.

	Her time was near, and sensing the rising storm, Sam increased his stimulation of her nipples, at times burying his face into the valley between her ample breasts and pulling her nipple sideways with his teeth.

	Jannine exploded and bucked against him, and Sam interpreted her every demand as she rode the tossing waves of ecstasy. He sensed her climax and then eased his manipulation in time with her declining orgasm. Then she was still, and he took her body and presses her to him in a hug of joy. Joy for her pleasure, and joy for allowing him to share it.

	Jannine squirmed and without warning began to press and thrust against the bulge in his trousers.

	Within milliseconds, Jannine was experiencing her second and violent upheaval; and Sam was making a sticky mess in his underpants.

	They stood for a long time, savouring each other's closeness, until finally Sam left her, secured and fully packed, and retreated to change his attire.

	He returned to find Jannine beaming with an almost incandescent radiance. Her tight drawn dress and packed openings had allowed her to enjoy several more pleasant experiences during his absence. She'd been able to move even shackled as she was, so she'd made the best of the situation. A difficult journey over to the window had allowed her to supplement the bulging fullness of her lower body with stimulation of her aching nipples. Sam's heavy velvet curtains had made a perfect manipulator as she rubbed her nipples up and down their exciting folds.

	"Just goes to show you that even the most ordinary items and situations can come alive with a little bondage for seasoning," he joked.

	Jannine was fully aware of the fact, but then she doubted her evening dress, if wearable, would every have the same mundane effect when she put it on in the future.

	"Where did you learn to turn a woman on like that Sam?" she asked, shrugging aside his attempt to release her; preferring to stay as she was for the moment and savour the lingering effects of the fullness below. He turned and smiled at some distant memory from the past.

	"My wife was a good teacher," Sam replied somewhat wistfully, and Jannine felt a little surprised that it had been the woman who inspired his bedroom expertise. She'd always thought of his ex-wife as the willing playmate who had been his toy.

	He tried again to reach for the cuffs, but Jannine swung away.

	"No! don't break the spell Sam, put me to bed like this. When I wake up in the morning I want to remember this evening in full detail.”

	Sam obliged her wish, and releasing the leg spreader he walked her, as she was, down to the gate-house.

	Laying her face down on the bed, he secured her ankles together with a leather binder. This was a deliberate act, designed to make her aware of just how fully she was packed, and Jannine certainly appreciated the fact as she found that even with ankles together, the top of her limbs were still held apart by her bulging orifices.

	After fitting a leather collar, he connected chains from both sides to the corners at the top of the bed, before doing the same for her ankles at the other end. As a final measure he gagged her before packing her hips up with a rolled pillow. He couldn't resist her offered curves, and for a while he stroked her curving bum and twanged her suspenders; then he left her with that pretty wriggling rump stick up in the air and her hugely stretched ring clearly visible.

	As he closed the door on that scene of offered womanhood, he couldn't help thinking how well everything was working out.

	The well stuffed Jannine was safely secured and silenced at her own bidding, and there was no way she could get free. Now he could take his time preparing Thursday's planned scenario without the risk of her walking in at the wrong time. She'd be fine like that until the afternoon when he was ready for her; maybe a little annoyed at finding she wasn't being released in the morning, but he'd risk that. It didn't matter that they'd start late, because the scene was designed to be her grand finale lasting overnight and on into the next day. The eventual duration he had yet to decide. Perhaps the thought of her superb body lying trussed and helpless, with rump stick up like an inviting pink mountain would help him decide as he worked.

	Silly girl, he mused. Fancy offering to be bound and gagged then expecting to be released to order. A few extra hours wondering just how long she was going to be left might make her less obliging when there was a rope artist around.

	He decided to retire to bed. After all, there was a superb programme on TV, well worth watching. Lying back on the bed, Sam used the remote to switch on the monitor at the foot, and watched with interest as a rear view of Jannine's cavorting rear end appeared on screen. The low camera angle looking straight up her legs made her flexing rump look even more inviting. He settled back against the pillows and watched the programme with undivided attention as a detailed demonstration of pillow humping was provided by the lovely unsuspecting Jannine.

	


Chapter Seven

	LEATHER DOLL

	Sam was busy from the crack of dawn, whilst down in the gate- house bedroom, Jannine was beginning to get alarmed. Had he forgotten that he'd left her tied down? Her worries were increasing as she realised that her cloth filling was absorbing more and more body moisture and swelling uncomfortably by the hour. She wriggled her body and tried to get the wads to pull out, but they were now firmly wedged inside her.

	Loud MMMMphing! protests through her gag had no effect. There was no way anyone could hear her. All she could do was wait as he packing grew and grew; filling every tiny corner in the deep recessed of her upper body, and stretching the lips to her openings tighter and tighter.

	I'm well stuffed now, she thought, in more ways than one if Sam doesn't come soon.

	Sam didn't come soon, in fact it was nearly three in the afternoon when he finally walked to the gate-house.

	Opening the door to Jannine's room he was shattered by the spectacle that greeted him. Jannine was madly cavorting against her restraints, humping and twisting, shrieking through the gag and generally going berserk. He stood and watched.

	She was unaware of his entrance and too involved in her performance at the moment. It was ten minutes before her gyrations ceased, and then as she collapsed to the bed in frustration, her eyes caught sight of his grinning face in a small hand mirror on the bedside table.

	The protestations recommenced, and it took some time for Sam to calm her down and start to release her: but with the gag out, she verbally laid into him.

	"Sam you idiot, look what you've done," she said, pulling ineffectually at the cloth growing out of her pussy. "I'm stretched to hell, and now the material has swelled up, and my bum feels like its going to burst.”

	Sam was full of apologies. he'd never even thought of that possibility, and after all his years of experience it was an unforgivable mistake.

	He managed to get Jannine to lie still, and with her legs wide open he began the ticklish task of extracting the tight wadded cloth with the least trauma.

	Afterwards, Jannine reckoned that a skilled surgeon couldn't have done better, but at the time she had Sam flinching at each gasping rebuke as he inched the dress back out of her body.

	Jannine gasped a sigh of relief as the last millimetre of cloth fell clear. She inspected her abused openings with a hand mirror, and upon discovering that they were miraculously untorn, she turned towards Sam. The look on Sam's face was a picture of misery. He'd damaged this lovely creature and he felt sure she was about to pack her things and go.

	Jannine summed up the situation in a flash. Pushing aside the lecture she had in mind, she wrapped her arms round him and hugged him tightly.

	"No damage Sam, just a little slackness for a few days I suppose. It was worth a little discomfort after last night's performance anyway. Besides, up until an hour ago I was still having orgasms at the thought of my predicament. As it happened, that little mirror on the side table was lined up with the dresser mirror over there." She said pointed to the vanity table on the far side of the room. "As soon as it was light I could see my own jacked up rear end performing, and just thought of you being able to come in and watch was enough to get me going. Pity you don't have a camera in here-!" She paused as Sam looked guilty towards the vanity table, "One way mirror," he said. "It's all on video, although I've not had a chance to watch it yet.”

	Jannine was silent for the moment as she absorbed the revelation. Then a sudden thought struck her as she remembered her episode with the soap in the shower.

	"That mirror-tiled shower; you haven't-?" Her voice trailed off as Sam nodded, and her mind went back to her performance with the soap.

	Then a new and even more devastating thought came to mind. "And the toilet?" she ventured.

	Now Sam looked hurt.

	"No, of course not. I wouldn't do a thing like that.”

	Jannine was relieved. For some reason that would have been going too far, although she wasn't sure why. After all, she'd bared her soul to him, and going to the toilet was a purely human function that everyone had to do. Sam broke into her thoughts.

	"Well, we'd better get going if you feel up to it. The last two chapters are going to be a long affair going right through two nights.”

	"Last two chapters?" queried Jannine. "But I thought we had another three to go.”

	Sam smiled as he replied.

	"Well we did, but after last night, and your performance on the bed here, I decided to sort of blend two together in one marathon. That unplanned little romp will do very nicely for at least one chapter.”

	Jannine looked a little peeved. She felt that she'd been robbed of a new experience of some sort by replacing it with the one she'd just had. Sam consoled her.

	"You're not losing out, I've just re-written the sketch a bit, so to speak. You still get to experience both the planned scenes, but in a different way. Now we'd better get something to eat and make a start, it's going to be a long night.”

	Over a late lunch they say discussing Sam's next requirement, and Jannine, having been appraised of its nature, was unable to see what it was going to do for her. Sam tried to explain.

	"Yes I see what you're saying Jannine, but this is the other side of the scene. Sometimes you'll be required to perform and display for your bondage master. Whether you like it or not depends entirely on the mix of masochistic and dominant tendencies in your make-up. You won't know until you try it. Even strongly dominant women have been found to enjoy a reversal at times.”

	Grudgingly, Jannine decided that maybe she should find out just how she'd react to being used as a mobile display, but the fact that she would be able to move meant being secured so tightly that all movements was denied her. But then she didn't know all of Sam's secrets regarding the next scene.

	Sam began by dressing her in an all over leather suit, fashioned in a thin pliable leather that hugged her body like a second skin. As soon as the garment was offered, Jannine felt that maybe she'd been a little hasty in her judgement; the smell of that leather was divine.

	With Sam's help she steadily eased the skin over her naked form, noticing as she did so the plethora of buckles running right across the reinforced shoulders. Later, as the suit covered more of her body, it was obvious that her boobs were going to be exposed through holes in the front, and her backside stuck out of the rear. A further cut-out in the front of the crotch left her pussy naked and vulnerable.

	So far nothing new, except that she found that the suit had a built in helmet.

	Sam finished lacing the rest of the suit together before sliding this new device over her head. It took several minutes of stroking into place and adjusting the integral plug gag in her mouth before he was satisfied. Then going behind her he drew the laces excruciatingly tight and stretched the helmet to form a second facial skin.

	Next came a cincher, similar to the rubber device she'd tried on that first day, except that this one was black leather and tended to be classed more correctly as a Basque. The top front section of the garment had stiff half cup supports under her breasts. These had the effect of pushing her exposed and extruded boobs up and then laying them on a table of shaped leather. With the device fully laced, her breasts stuck out like a pair of bulging cones glued onto her chest. This was getting interesting thought Jannine as she watched her transformation in a mirror.

	Unlike the rubber cincher, this more powerful waist shaper was designed to show its immensely strong ribbing and supports. It was more like a leather covered scaffolding than a garment. At both front and back it dipped down into smooth curves, at front, reaching down to rest an inch above her exposed cleft; whilst at the rear the point of the cincher nestled into the 'V' of her spinal-buttock join.

	The pressure attained and the shaped lower edge at the rear were a clever design that squeezed the upper region of her nates to form a surreal shape. Jannine saw that her much prized bottom was now shaped into two perfect jutting hemispheres of desirable flesh. She wiggled her rump experimentally and was pleased as the exposed melons of pink softness jiggled exotically. The addition of a bar taut strap running from back to front of the cincher via her crotch completed the isolation of each nate from the other. Now they were like separate units that had been stuck on as an afterthought.

	The strap however, was not a simple straight band, but in fact was shaped to a wide expanse at the front where it passed over her mons.

	The centre of that wide section was missing. As a result, Jannine found that her succulent love lips were squeezed through the opening and slightly parted by the stress so as to reveal an aroused and jutting clitoris.

	Her interest in the arrangement was growing by the minute.

	Sam took her hand, and as she watched with interest he began to fit a shoulder length glove in gleaming black leather. Not an ordinary glove she discovered, but ending in a mitten enclosing all her fingers before it tapered into a strong strap. The palm area seemed to have a built in section of thick hide that held her hand flat and fingers immovable. This item too was laced from top to bottom before the other arm made them a matching pair.

	Sam moved behind her, and taking her left arm, he gently but forcefully bent it up behind her back, then taking the glove strap he threaded it through on of the buckles on her right shoulder before drawing her arm up and buckling it into place. The right arm soon enjoyed a similar configuration, only this time secured to her left shoulder.

	Jannine frowned a little as the strain pulled at her muscles, but stood still and uncomplaining as Sam stretched a leather arm sheath over her rear-folded arms. More laces and several buckles on the back of the suit, and her arms were welded into an immovable useless package on her back.

	The final item of Jannine's actual dress was to be the most incredible footwear she'd ever experienced. The heels were probably in the region of nine inched, which as a result required that the toe section was formed down to a ballerina toe in order for it to reach floor level.

	Jannine was concerned about the strain on her ankles, but then noticed that the calf length boots had steel reinforcing running up both sides to prevent any possibility of damage. Sam stood back as she attempted her first faltering steps in these incredible boots, but gaining confidence as the stiff support held her firm, she was soon strutting around as if she'd worn then for years.

	Sam called her to heel, and set about the final adjustments to her costume. First came two thin straps, which until now she hadn't noticed hanging from the cups of the Basque. They were positioned deep in the cleft between the mounds of her breasts, and were now passed over the upper surfaces of each boob close to the base where they swelled from her chest. Sam connected the straps to small buckles under the outer edge of the cups and tightened them down.

	Jannine protested loudly through her gag, her eyes opening wide as she saw her breasts being cinched cruelly down until they bulged like disembodied spheres perched on the cradling Basque cups. With such tight ligatures compressing the base of each sphere, her nipples were distended almost to burning point.

	Sam waited until the commotion died down, then proceeded with the final and most important attachments.

	These were metal devices, three in number, with lengths of light steel chain attached to each. To Jannine they looked like tiny drill chucks. Each device had three small curving jaws, all mounted in a central ring and with a tiny knurled ring behind the main body. Sam selected one and reached out to her left breast.

	"NNNNnnngg! MMMMppph!" exclaimed Jannine pulling back as she realised his intention.

	Sam soothed her with promises that they wouldn't hurt, and with a trust born of her previously strenuous yet painless ordeals, Jannine allowed him to continue.

	She watched fearfully as he positioned the device over her protruding nipple and trembled as he began to turn the knurled ring. The tiny curved jaws began to close on the base of her nodule, forming as they did an almost perfect hollow ball of steel enclosing the outer part of this turret of passion. The jaws gripped, and Jannine tensed as he continued to carefully turn the ring. Finally the jaws met on their sides, leaving only a small hole in the end of the steel segmented enclosure. Not too small to be painful as it gripped her flesh tightly, but far too small to pull the main volume of her nipple through without the serious risk of tearing her throbbing nodule right off the breast.

	Her right boob grew a steel attachment shortly after as another was affixed; then to her consternation, so did the protruding finger of her clitoris. Sam gathered the three light steel chains together and gently pulled towards him.

	Jannine didn't even have to think about moving, it was instinctive to follow wherever those clamps dictated.

	Sam led her to the corner of the room, moving slowly so as to allow her to keep up on her pointed toes; then reaching what looked like a runner's training conveyor, he led her up onto its working surface.

	Jannine watched intrigued and apprehensive as her nipple and clitoris chains were connected to rings on the front of a black box situated at breast height. She knew for certain that whatever he planned, she was now destined to remain there to find out what it was.

	Sam stepped down off the conveyor and reached out for a small rotary control knob on the side of the machine. Smiling up at Jannine, who in her tiptoe position towered over him, he turned the knob a few notches.

	Jannine was unprepared for what happened and before she realised, the slowly moving conveyor had moved her away from the anchor points of her tender ensnared nipples. The chains drew taut and began to stretch her boobs, and Jannine, in a panic, stepped quickly forward to relieve the strain. The belt continued to move and she was forced to continue walking to maintain slack in the chains.

	Sam stopped the belt having given her a demonstration of future events, and taking a high leather training collar he raised her head and encircled her neck with the stiff device.

	Its construction was exactly the same as her cincher; steel inserts and all; shaped to go high under her chin and force her head back into the raised section behind. As the snap-locks clicked shut.

	Jannine found her head fixed in a position that maintained her chin arrogantly at about five degrees. Not that uncomfortable, but certainly not a pose she would choose to adopt for a long period. But now she saw why Sam hadn't fitted it before. He wanted her to sample the conveyor and learn its secret before she had to do the same thing wearing this collar. Walking the conveyor would now be considerably more difficult due to the fact that her nipple chains were below her line of vision.

	Jannine felt the conveyor begin to move and responded by walking towards her anchors, using the far wall as a gauge to her distance from another anchor points. Sam promptly increased the speed and smirked as Jannine was forced to quicken her pace. She wanted to glare her disapproval, but the collar and the required concentration kept her looking straight ahead.

	He let her get accustomed to the pace, then wound her up to a brisk walking speed.

	"MMMMMMMMrrrrr! NNNNNNNNNuur!”

	Jannine's disapproval sounded loudly, although unintelligibly through the plug gag in her mouth, but Sam ignored her protestations as he flipped a switch within her vision.

	"A little device to warn you before the chains rip your nipples off when you're lazy. First tension sends a shock through the chains and into your nipples and clitty," he informed her. He neglected to mention that long before the tension reached tearing levels, the chains were designed to break free and release her, but not before the full measure of correction had been exhausted.

	"NNNNNNNNrrrr! MMMrrruuuuph!”

	Jannine's angry sounds rose to fever pitch, but Sam merely stood back and let her see him watching as she was led along the endless road of the conveyor. Stiffly erect and strutting like a peacock, Jannine stared straight ahead. Only her eyes could swivel to watch his pleasure at her demise, the strict control of the collar ensured that her head could only turn with her body. To do that risked pulling the chain on one of her nipples. Too late she realised she'd lost concentration and felt a slight pull on her nipples and clitoris. A split second later she arched her back and staggered as the stinging bite of a shock seared her tender nodules.

	Sam watched as she recovered and produced a safety margin of slack in the chains, her pleas now high pitched keening noises as she realised what he'd done to her. He'd reduced her to his own version of an animated 'Barbi-Doll'. The knowledge was sufficient to produce wet trickling sensations in her pussy despite the awful plight she was in.

	On and on she strutted, wondering how many minutes she would have to keep this up, but Sam gave no indication of her time limit. In fact he was busy behind her at the moment. The incredible spectacle of her cinched and ballooning buttocks had proved too much to ignore. She felt him feeling, squeezing, kneading and generally enjoying having her flexing nates at his disposal. Jannine could do nothing other than continue to provide him with the surreal soft toy of her rolling rear end. It was shattering to realise that she had to keep walking and offer him a pair of animated pleasurable mounds to play with.

	Had a man touched her rear in normal she'd have reacted by slapping his face. Sam was almost raping her bum with his strong appreciative hands, and she could do absolutely nothing to prevent it.

	A series of carefully placed and angled mirrors allowed her to see virtually every view of her body without turning her head, and having seen for herself the spectacle she was providing, she could hardly blame any red blooded male for taking advantage.

	She cast her eyes forward and down to the mirror in front and almost swooned as she saw her leather framed and extruded pussy lips mincing and pouting as she strode along. Already, long streamers of drooling love syrup were ouzing from her cleft, and Jannine in a sudden flash of fear realised that unless she was careful she would experience an orgasm as she walked. She didn't know if that was possible, or for that matter what it would do to her if she did. Of one thing she was certain, and that was that she would almost certainly receive more of those stinging shocks as she lost control.

	Sam must have been reading her mind, for he now turned his attention away from her rump and proceeded to insert a stiff finger into her dripping love nest. He found that it was a most interesting sensation to feel those leather squeezed love-lips rolling against his finger. Even more interesting was the continual reshaping of her internal passage as she walked. Strangely, he had never considered the fact that a woman's love tunnel flexed as she moved.

	He looked up, butt he stiffened strutting, armless, almost mechanised Barbi-doll on the conveyor continued as if nothing had happened.

	Jannine was desperate. Sam wasn't even moving the finger, simply holding it stiffly erect within her love channel. Her striding gait was forcing her to massage her pussy on his extended digit, and the slight up and down movement caused by each step was causing her steel clamped clitoris to jiggle up and down on the back of his crooked thumb.

	On and on she went, her boots clip-clopping with monotonous regularity as Sam explored her leather clad, arrogantly shaped, performing body with his other hand.

	At first she couldn't feel him, but that was because he was stroking the powerful cincher pulling her into impossible proportions, then through the thin leather of the suit she could feel him savouring the exaggerated flare of her animated swaggering hips. His eyes meanwhile were feasting on the training collar, and her helpless head perched immovably on top like some exotic leather covered gargoyle.

	The eyes of the gargoyle widened and pleaded desperately, and the nostrils flared continually with snorts of gasping breath. Jannine's eyes closed for a moment in total despair as they saw the spare hand rise to a pair of offered ballooning breasts, perched on the moving table of leather beneath her well sealed mouth.

	It was as if they were strapped down on a surgeon's table just waiting for someone to perform on them, but Jannine could do nothing as she was forced to continue striding ahead.

	Sam poked and squeezed the orbs, then jiggled them up and down, all the time studying Jannine's purpling face as she strove to control her bursting lust. But she failed. Already she knew that another four or five strides and she would massage herself to destruction on that stiff finger below.

	Sam sensed the approaching eruption and removing his hand from her breast for a second, he wound the conveyor to a slightly higher speed.

	"NNNrrrrrrrrrrrrr!”

	Janine responded with a wail of defeat as she speeded up to an athlete road walker's pace. The speed was causing her hips to swing violently, and as result she was now massaging herself vigorously from side to side on his finger. She could feel her out thrust buttocks juddering and contorting as she strove to maintain the blistering pace.

	Her eyes flicked to the mirrored reflection of her behind, and the awesomely erotic display she saw supplied the final trigger to her downfall.

	She tried to continue a smooth stride, but within seconds she was staggering and screaming as the massive convulsions of orgasm wrested control from her. Miraculously she stayed on her feet, although collecting several shocks which only served to impress upon her the incredible plight she was in.

	Sam had withdrawn his finger and now stood back. He didn't feel like leaving it in her wet dripping love nest with all that electricity flying about. Instead he just watched in awe as Jannine fought for control, and, unbelievably, managed to stagger through the ordeal and regain her control.

	He wound her down to the previous pace and glancing at her face, received a look of thanks as she strode along. She shouldn't have been so quick to show appreciation, and in fact when she found out that the strap travelling between her mincing nates had more than one function.

	The strap had a dual function in that it could hold certain orifice decorations in place. The sliding in of a plastic mole in her front channel came as no surprise really. An additional smaller device being added through an unknown hole in the leather directly under her rectum was something else.

	"NNNNNNNnnn! MMMMMrrrrr!”

	This was her only avenue of attack in voicing her disapproval, otherwise it was business as usual. Jannine had to continue her prancing progress as she felt the intruder sliding in between her meshing nates.

	It was a strange feeling to have her lower body invaded even as she walked. The unavoidable animation actually assisted in her violation in that her mincing love lips seemed to be swallowing the device in a series of gulping lip movements, and her bottom hole resembled a woman working her way into a tight sheath dress as it wiggled and squirmed its way down the outer casing of the advancing shaft.

	Once screwed into the metal base plates buried in the leather, the vibrators were most definitely there to stay. Now they burst into life and Jannine was subjected to an indescribable ouzing sensation of liquid lust as her whole lower body began to buzz and hum with the powerful vibrations. She was almost shocked at Sam's next words for it seemed that this was to be a short lived experience.

	"Fun over, it's writing time," he said, and Jannine looked puzzled yet relieved as she contemplated being released from this demanding bondage ordeal. Her relief was short lived as she realised that instead of reaching for the controls, he was heading for the door.

	"Oh! Ood! Noooooo! EEEeeeeeeees! Noooo!”

	Sam closed the door after a last look at her incredibly shaped strutting form, then retired to his study with the dwindling sounds of Jannine's pleas still ringing in his ears.

	The writing took longer than he thought. Mainly because for the first hour he simply sat watching as Jannine marched onward. Now that she'd accepted her fate, she was doing much better. The vibrators were keeping her continually on the brink of a cataclysmic orgasm, but she was managing to control her potentially destructive arousal, even though the temptation to let go was tremendous. She had now gone into a steady automatic stride that maintained the chains at an even slackness.

	But still she was providing one of the most erotic sights he'd ever seen; the frustrated street-bottom-watcher's dream. A perfectly controlled, perfectly shaped, perfectly displayed female, stringently strapped and attired to form a fetish fantasy. Everything that mattered in a fantasy dream was squeezed into outrageous larger than life display and then animated by her enforced movement.

	It was nice to know that this normally self-controlled woman would willingly have knelt down and offered her services to almost anyone at this moment, given the opportunity. She'd do anything to relieve the aching longing for sexual release he'd generated in her strutting form; a release she dare not indulge in her present animated and controlled state.

	Sam turned to his computer and then zoomed a camera in on his first topic. He studied the ballooning nates of her rear, noting how the inner surfaces rubbed provocatively against each other with her enforced rolling gait. He could see the outer end of the invading vibrator being massaged and squeezed between those soft rolling mounds of heavenly womanhood, and his mind went back to the days when he had stood behind his marching wife on a special platform designed to bridge the moving belt.

	It had been a fantastic experience to impale her gyrating bottom from behind and have his aching vibrantly erect manhood massaged in just such a way. The strutting gate of his trussed wife had supplied a rolling sensation on his throbbing shaft that was quite unique in sexual experience, and the soft smooth warm curves of her buttocks had proved to be exquisite in their continual massaging of his balls. His strutting spouse had voiced many muffled protests, but they had been in vain. He had kept her as a prancing object of masturbation in which to lodge his shaft, and she in turn had derived masochistic pleasure from the fact that she had no choice but to maintain her rump-rolling stimulation.

	The helpless woman had performed for many hours as her tight gyrating rear passage sucked, slithered, and squeezed on his bursting manhood, and her continually reshaping buttocks minced provocatively against his groin. With the final loss of control, he had wound her to full speed and indirectly programmed the massaging nates to milk him dry in a fury of juddering, flexing animation, whilst the gripping sphincter slavered and sucked in a perfectly controlled rhythm of demanding jerks and contortions dictated by her enforced activity.

	She had cursed him for his abuse of her body, but not once she had refused to allow him to do it again.

	Sam awakened from his reverie and concentrated on the task at hand. He had to try and describe this wondrous apparition to readers who only had the woefully inadequate medium of words to convey the magic of such animated restrained beauty.

	Studying the mincing nates he tried to describe the flexing muscles as they stiffened and contracted. With each release of tension they allowed the soft mound to round out and jiggle as her foot sent shock waves rippling up a leather encased leg. He saw that as the leg moved backward, the roundness increased and was enhanced by a more pronounced curving line at the base of each nate in turn. Then as he studied the inviting mincing cleft between these rear mounted breasts, he noticed the similarity with the other cleft in front.

	Jannine's pleas for help from the nearby speakers went unheard as he arranged both rear and front clefts to appear on side by side screens for comparison.

	He switched his gaze from the full screen image of mincing buttocks and concentrated on the pouting sculptured mounds of her pussy.

	He hadn't noticed before when in the cellar, but the swinging chain was pulling her clitty from side to side. Jannine had probably been well aware of it right from the start; but then she was thoroughly gagged and unable to pass on this snippet of information. A close-up however revealed this added dimension of her unavoidable simulation in full technicoloured detail. He zoomed in closer until Jannine's vertical love lips filled the whole screen with their bulging display. Both fleshy mounds were glistening with the wet syrup of her arousal and were drooling long streamers of excess liquid, which was just as well.

	Extruded and squeezed together as they were, they would need plenty of lubrication to ease the trauma of their constant slithering embrace.

	Each stride placed slightly more strain on the surrounding leather, with the result that her sex lips were parted on an alternating basis from side to side as she moved, revealing a brief flash of pink succulent interior and the hilt of the buried vibrator.

	Prior to her incarceration on the conveyor, Jannine had only had two love lips. Now she four. The horizontal strap affixed to each side of the vibrator socket was deeply embedded in her fleshy mons, bisecting her superb love-lips into four protruding bulges. From Jannine's point of view, it was an added titillation she desperately didn't need, the mere sight of her love lips in a bondage all of their own was enough to send shattering feelings of pleasure through her form. It was more than enough to contend with being unable to prevent the trauma of working herself on their erotic constraints.

	Sam became engrossed in his comparison, completely oblivious to anything outside the vision of his screens. The fact that these oscillating wonders belonged to a traumatised helplessly strutting Jannine was irrelevant. She was off screen as a whole person, and therefore didn't exist.

	He reached out to the remote speed control and increased the speed of these contorting lobes of flesh, then annoyed at the increased noise of dissent from the speaker he absent-mindedly turned it down. It was interesting, but at this speed the liquid outpouring of the front left cleft increased its flow dramatically.

	For some time he varied the speed and noted the interesting variations of movement in those mincing love lips. It never occurred to him that the speed control was affecting a great deal more than just these screened delights. The fact that they were attached to a living, breathing woman, albeit converted in to a doll-like fantasy, was irrelevant. If he wanted them to perform faster, she would comply.

	Artificial dolls didn't argue.

	Sam tired of the two comparison views and zoomed out the rear camera until the whole rear end from waist to thigh was on screen. Now there was an interesting sight. At this pace Jannine's posterior was unbelievable. The rolling swing of her hips were driving her buttocks like monstrous demented smooth skinned peaches. Perhaps it was the incredibly nipped waist, or the tiptoe boots; whatever; he'd never seen a woman's backside perform in such a delightful way.

	He panned the front camera upward, pausing to watch the jouncing spheres of her boobs. Again, he noticed how the swinging chains were playing games with her nipples. Just like her clitoris, they were being pulled first one way and then another. Jannine must certainly be enjoying that; in a traumatic sort of way.

	Using an action replay mode, Sam replayed the last few minutes of breast movement in slow motion; studying in detail the squashing movement that spread the orbs out when they bounced against the supporting cups. Then a kind of rebound effect took place as they elongated the other way and sprang upward with the next step. It was poetry in motion if ever he saw it. To assess the effect of more strenuous movement on these oscillating spheres he turned Jannine up to trotting speed for ten minutes, recorded the items under scrutiny, and then replayed the tape in slow motion. Jannine meanwhile was left to perform at speed with the cameras running in case he required more footage.

	It appeared that under slow motion replay, her orbs ceased to be synchronised, but instead were bouncing up and down independently once she was driven at this higher pace. A most interesting phenomenon to be sure. To imagine those same succulent orbs performing that same manoeuvre as a freed Jannine sat astride your body, impaled on a rigid shaft of manhood was almost too much to consider.

	He moved on to her head. Jannine's leather sculpted face showed little detailed effect. Her eyes, the only visible part of her head to indicate she was anything other than a doll, were looking straight ahead in concentration. Occasionally he would catch eye movement as she was drawn to study a mirrored image of her strutting display, but apart from that there was only concentration.

	Jannine must have sensed he was watching her face, or heard the whirr of a telephoto above the sounds of her own exertions, for she suddenly swivelled pleading eyes towards the nearest camera. Pleading, and yet glowing with an inner fire that betrayed her real desire to be used as he saw fit.

	Sam watched in a kind of detachment. From here the sounds of her ordeal were unheard, and she was therefore a detached event somewhere else. He was just an onlooker, and she was a restrained doll to be controlled at a whim.

	'At a whim' he decided to slow here down to a fast walk again; reaching out Sam turned the control slowly down as he watched the labouring beauty reduced to a more manageable speed.

	He flicked to the side camera and was treated to a view of enforced arrogance. Stiff backed, head held high, strutting gait. It was all there. But enhanced by the surreal image of her hugely projected breasts and buttocks it seemed as if she were a fantasy cartoon caricature stepping straight out of the pages of Bizarre comics.

	Between his writing and watching, Jannines endured the conveyor for another four hours fifteen minutes. The last hour and fifteen minutes were the worst, or best, depending on one's point of view. Sam was actually there with her, but refused to release her until he'd watched her prance many more miles. The fact that help was so near and yet being denied, impressed upon Jannine the total control he had over her captive body, and served only to increase the heat of her masochistic arousal.

	Sam busied himself with her next ordeal, assembling what appeared to be a huge tank in the middle of the cellar. This was followed by a set of miniature railway tracks running in front of the tan.

	He stopped for a rest and returned to watch his marching Barbi- Doll. Jannine protested loudly and earned herself a traumatic few minutes at the run as he wound the belt back to a higher speed. Sam was glad he'd left the camera running. At this speed and in those boots Jannine's performance was unbelievable. Everything protruding was bouncing with alacrity and the dancing chains wrought havoc on her gripped nodules. He contemplated her tightly bound and sheathed arms, and wondering just how difficult it was to run like that, made a mental note to ask her when he eventually got around to releasing her. In the meantime he reduced her speed down to that of a brisk walk, and having added small brass weights to her chains, he returned to the task in hand leaving Jannine to provide an interesting animated side show as he worked.

	Next to be assembled were a full length mirror and a video monitor, both mounted on electrically powered carts running on the rails, one at one side of the tank and one at the other, leaving the front glass plate clear for the moment.

	He appeared to be finished because Jannine saw him wash his hands and then approach her. She remained calm and looking straight ahead. Any provocation or show of dissent could trigger another strenuous increase in her movements. And then again, a small voice inside her was hoping that he would exercise his power and wind up the speed, thereby reducing her to a blur of exotic exertion. She was learning. Yet even now she struggled to understand the complexity of her own mind.

	Sam appreciated her maintaining the strutting silent leather automation look. He reached forward and reluctantly began to wind her down, all the time wrestling with the impulse to just let her continue.

	He paused with her at a slow speed, and willed her to give him reason, but Jannine had learned. She strutted slowly onward in stiffened silence. If she was to be accelerated or even maintains at this speed, it must be as a result of her controller desiring it, and not through any action she contrived to bring it about.

	Sam sighed inwardly and turned the control to zero.

	By the time the conveyor wound to a stop, she was fully aware of her role as a voyeuristic extravagance. A toy to be played with, watched; or tormented. She had to admit that whilst it was strenuous, it was rewarding. Although she'd never reached another orgasm, she had enjoyed a perpetual arousal at the thought of Sam using her like a mechanised toy and she was going to enjoy seeing replays of her ordeal.

	In the meantime she remained stiff and unmoving, like a switched off clockwork toy until he ordered her to move.

	Now came the real test. Jannine thought she was to be released having served her term on the belt. But she was mistaken, for with a feeling of utter helplessness, and a returning burn of lustful expectation, she saw Sam's hand move out to the controller again.

	Sam was pleased. Without a whimper or any kind of complaint.

	Jannine strutted up to speed again and continued at a smooth gait. She was a smart girl. She understood the game and was enjoying playing her role. He watched and waited, noting with interest the copious flow of drooling love syrup her re-animation had generated. He waited, fully expecting her to explode into unstoppable orgasmic gyrations.

	But she operated perfectly with only the liquid betrayal of her inner turmoil until he eventually wound her down.

	For a time he stood and studied her still form, the clamped nipples, glistening streaked thighs, and her sculptured torso. She was a dream toy of immense beauty and lustfully presented womanhood.

	He saw her love lips quiver uncontrollably and knew that his gaze was exciting her still further. But alas, she had done her stint on the belt, and now it was time to move on to other things.

	Sam removed her chain clamps and led the tired but relieved Jannine from the conveyor by a leash snapped onto her collar. He halted and turned to her, and before she could react, pulled her forward and kissed her gently on her offered bosom. She was perplexed.

	"Thank you Jannine, you just replayed one of my favourite scenes, enjoyed many times with my late wife.”

	Jannine stood silent as she tried to imagine the beautiful woman in the desk photo, attired as she was now and strutting endlessly on the conveyor. Jannine felt she would love to have seen it, in fact controlled it. For that matter, she had hot flushes thinking of his ex- wife using her on the conveyor as her toy, or perhaps punishing her for making advances to her husband Sam.

	Sam was talking again.

	"Do you mind if I keep you like that for a while longer while I make us a snack? I'll take off the hood for you to eat.”

	Jannine shook her head as best she could, and Sam smiled and took up the slack in her leash.

	He led her to the kitchen and tethered her in full view of the cooking area, backed into a tall empty cupboard. Jannine stood obediently still to complete the image. 'A toy placed back in the toy cupboard'. Barbi was back in her box.

	


Chapter Eight

	With hood removed, but still encased in leather and with her arms bound, Jannine sat down awkwardly at the table. Sam fed her with consummate skill; he'd obviously had years of practice with his loving wife as a bound table companion.

	For Jannine it was awkward in another way. Her sitting had forced the still active vibrators even deeper into her body. But there were other distractions. Each time she cast her eyes downward to receive a fork of food, her cinched and ballooning breasts came into view, reminding her that she was still as helpless as a kitten. Sam might simply decide to return her to the conveyor after the meal, and she would go willingly to her torment. It was difficult to eat when hot surges of lust at such thoughts were burning in an exposed and vulnerable pussy. She was thinking of another scenario for the ordeal she had just finished, and voiced her thoughts to an attentive Sam.

	"I was just thinking what it would have been like if I was truly a slave who had upset her Master," mused Jannine. "It's devastating to think of being secured onto that device by someone who was cruel and didn't care about his women. I mean, they could do anything to me and there's no way I could resist. They could leave me at any pace they liked and I'd have to maintain it. I reckon they could break any woman within a couple of days.”

	Sam, studied her thoughtfully before answering.

	"There are such people about, you can rest assured," he answered. "I doubt you would find the predicament so enjoyable when you were destined to be reduced to any level of subservience the controller chooses." Jannine didn't seem to understand the gravity of being placed in such a position.

	"Yes I know that, but the thought of being driven beyond the breaking point and having no choice still gets me hot and bothered." Her face was flushed in arousal, mute testament to the truth of her feelings.

	"You may get the opportunity sooner than you think," returned Sam.

	"You couldn't do it," Jannine scoffed. "You love women too much.

	I knew all the time I was on that thing that I was safe." Sam regarded her with a calculating look before answering.

	"I might not be able to, but there's someone here who could bring about such a situation." He paused as she looked puzzled. "You Jannine, I could arrange it so that you yourself made an irreversible decision to experience something like that.”

	"Then do it," she replied. "I would just love to be in a situation like that.”

	They continued to eat in silence as Sam thought her proposition over. His planned sequence of events had been somewhat accelerated by her astounding revalation and he knew he'd need extra time to arrange Jannine's fantasy in advance of his schedule.

	Since the first moment of Jannine's arrival, he'd been waiting patiently for the opportunity to broach the subject of the final chapter. Now she had unwittingly given him the permission he sought without recourse to consultation.

	She would have to be safely secured somewhere whilst he prepared her dream fantasy.

	The snack was light, but then Sam thought this wise in view of the fact that they would shortly be embarking on the ultimate final chapter. Jannine agreed and although still recovering from her earlier ordeal, she was driven by her overriding curiosity. If anything, it was stronger now than ever before. What on earth could surpass the staggeringly exotic experiences she'd already sampled? Whatever it was, it must surely be worth the effort.

	"Just a few more details to attend to," remarked Sam, refitting her hood and gag.

	Jannine thought she was going back to the conveyor, but instead he refitted the nipple clamps and then replaced her in the cupboard.

	This time facing inwards and with her nipples connected to two rings in the back. She was forced to stand with her face inches from the rear of the cupboard. Her ankles were secured together, and then she felt Sam playing with her bottom again. He just couldn't resist it, and was some time indulging his personal pleasure. Then the door swung shut leaving her stored for future use in a world of silent blackness.

	Jannine guessed that she'd remained packed away for something like an hour, but then it was difficult to tell when trussed like that and surrounded by impenetrable darkness. The vibrators still raging away in her lower body helped her pass the time, and she was in fact only aware of the light as her fifth orgasm faded into the distance. Sam must have been watching her for some time and she hadn't even noticed due to her preoccupation with her pulsing love nest.

	Jannine was unclipped and he led her out after removing the ankle shackles, then Sam removed her leather exotica and waited as she flexed stiff arms. Although she didn't say anything Sam had a feeling she was slightly disappointed at not being replaced on the conveyor. No matter, she'd soon get over that, he thought, guiding her back to the cellar.

	Once there he immediately began to dress her in a full suit almost the same as the leather one she'd just removed. The difference was that this one was made of gleaming latex and didn't have a mouth insert or cut-outs for her breasts and buttocks. Having said that, Jannine soon noticed that the helmet did have a hole where the mouth was, and that the face section was of a moulded transparent material, unlike the black latex surrounding the rest of her head.

	Another difference were the eyes. Unlike any earlier hoods, the eyes were covered by the transparent moulding, ensuring that she would have clear vision of her surroundings. No doubt the mouth ornaments would be fitted later into the holes provided.

	Her well powdered form had soon been shoehorned into the amazingly stretchable suit, and Sam was obviously pleased at the taut wrinkle free figure he saw. Now he led her to a small platform with a strange raised tubular structure rising from its centre, and after telling Jannine to bend her legs at the knees as he lifted, he hoisted her upward. Her bent knees and shins came to rest as he lowered. She was supported in a widely spread kneeling splits by cup shaped mouldings attached to the stand.

	Sam began to strap her lower legs down to the cups, stopping only as she enquired about the straps.

	"Steel reinforced latex," he confided. "It can for around almost any shape, but won't stretch or snap. A bit like a car's steel belted radial tyres. The difference is that this is uncurved rubber, leave it in contact with other rubber and it vulcanises to it." Jannine seemed impressed, but unsure as to why it needed these properties. "Because it won't slip," he added. It can go round the craziest compound curves and still stay exactly where you put it without moving sideways.”

	He finished her lower legs and instructed her to sit back on her heels. Longer straps now passed over her thighs welding her down into the kneeling position. Now he asked her to lean back, and to her surprise she found her spine resting against a comfortably shaped steel vertical tube behind her. Waist, chest, and above breast straps soon had her pulled back tight and in a slightly arched position that threw her breasts forward. Her rubber covered and gloved arms and hands were now drawn back and soon occupied Sam's favoured position, tightly secured behind the back. A second band drew her elbows together forcing her breasts out even more.

	Now he fetched the mirror and showed her the result. She was pleased. Her position was that of the classic slave girl pose, kneeling and offered with legs wide. The gleaming rubber made the image even more exotic, enhancing as it did the thrusting availability of her rubber sculpted breasts and wide spread charms.

	Sam fetched more equipment, but then paused and she noted a serious look in his eye.

	"The next bit is something you may not like, at this stage anyway. But it's essential to the plan, and I promise you, before anything happens you'll have the chance to back out.”

	"That seems fair," answered Jannine, eager to continue now that her hormone production was at full throttle. Sam began to explain as he proceeded.

	"This thing is a double tubed gag. It serves three purposes, one to ensure your breathing, and then another to feed you. Of course the gagging is a desirable side effect." He stopped as Jannine considered this. Feed her? How long was she going to be fastened up?

	"I suppose the feeding is necessary in case you want to keep me bound longer than just tonight," she surmised. Sam nodded but didn't elaborate further, so Jannine opened her mouth and allowed the device to enter.

	To her surprise it wasn't as big as some earlier devices she'd worn, and in fact was quite comfortable; probably so that it could be used for a day or more.

	Sam looked even more serious as he completed the securing of this device and produced another tubed affair.

	"The not so nice one comes next," he warned. "This one goes up your pretty little bum-hole; in case you need to go." Jannine looked shocked, then realising that over 24 hours she might need the thing, thought it best that she had it fitted sooner than make a horrible mess and spoil the event.

	She screwed up her face as the well greased tube, slipped into her anal passage and slid deeply into her interior. She relaxed as it ceased to move and knelt patiently as it was fixed in position. Then a sudden thought struck her and she attempted to speak and ask about 'peeing' arrangements. Sam appeared as if by magic with a catheter in his hand, so the fact that she couldn't ask was irrelevant.

	All was done. Every one of her openings were adorned with devices to make a long stay on the slave stand comfortable. But wait, what about her offered love mound? Was it to be left open and panting with need so that she couldn't reach fulfilment?

	Sam returned with the largest vibrator she'd seen so far. It was a monolith of pussy-stretching plastic, and Jannine was glad the cloth stuffing affair had prepared her normally tight love shaft with a dose of temporary stretching. Even so the invading monster made her gasp as Sam slid it carefully into place.

	For the next ten minutes he busied himself sealing all the fittings into her suit with sheets of pre-shaped latex coated in a latex gum. All that remained showing when he'd done were the various tubes and wires from her hidden cargo of invaders. Jannine stared at the image and felt hot flushes of excitement as she realised that apart from the transparent face-piece, she was totally encased and concealed in a clinging rubber skin.

	She heard a click and before she knew what was happening, her mounting frame was being whisked towards the ceiling on the steel hoist wire of a winch. The winch stopped, leaving her dangling about eight feet up; then another motor started travelling along an overhead rail.

	Jannine saw the tank approaching and guessed with some misgivings that she was going into it. Sam's words returned.

	"I promise you, before anything happens you'll have the chance to back out.”

	She felt reassured and stayed calm as she was lowered into the glass tank. The hoist was disconnected, and then Sam passed the pipes and wires from her implants over the side of the tank and proceed to connect them to an ominous looking machine.

	With that all done, he pressed the button of a controller and the cart mounted monitor swished silently along the track running in front of the tank and stopped directly opposite Jannine's kneeling exhibit.

	"Time for you to quench your curiosity my beautiful captive,”

	Sam told her. "If you feel inside the rubber mitten on your left hand you'll find a small button under your thumb, buried in the rubber of your mitten over the index finger. There is a similar button under your right thumb, but this will remain inactive until you have received further instructions.”

	Jannine slid her left thumb around and then MMphed! that she'd found it.

	"Good, now listen carefully. I'll switch the monitor on, but nothing will happen. The moment you press the button a page of text will appear. Each press goes on to the next page and so on. It's a sort of electronic book. Your book; the story of Jannine if you like. Read it carefully right to the end, and then YOU decide whether to write the final chapter." He turned as if to go, then as if remembering something, he face Jannine, smiling.

	"I'll just override the machine for now and put your vibrator on at low level. Just enough to keep you simmering while you read.

	Jannine squirmed and luxuriated in the pleasant buzzing sensation deep inside her love channel, a sensation that had maintained her in a state of arousal since starting on that first page. Returning to the text, she turned the page and read avidly on.

	THIS IS THE END (SO FAR). AS YOU WILL HAVE REALISED THE LAST PAGE OR SO OF EVENTS AND THE FOLLOWING SHORT TEXT MUST HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN ADVANCE AS THEY OCCURRED ONLY MINUTES AGO. BUT THAT WAS EASY. I KNEW WHAT WAS GOING TO TAKE PLACE. THE NEXT SEQUENCE OF EVENTS ONLY YOU CAN DECIDE.

	I hope you've enjoyed the chronicles of your adventures Jannine, for I have certainly enjoyed writing them. But now the story reaches the present moment. The only thing left is to write the epilogue; a final account of the ultimate in bondage. Something special; something only for you.

	 The End 
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