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SANDRA (Volume 1) 

  FOREWORD  

 Dear followers of those roped and ravished lovelies we call bound ladies. Fasten your seat belts: - make sure all doors are closed and locked; - send the kids to the movies; - and take the phone off the hook, for you are about to embark on probably the greatest bondage fantasy adventure ever written. (Not my words, but those of the few who were fortunate enough to acquire some of the early examples published in seven single volumes.) Herein you will find a plethora of nubile lovelies who, unlike our real life females, are endowed with powers of endurance and flexibility normally associated with rubber or indestructible steel. No matter what manner of torment is inflicted upon them, either by their inventive lover, or the evil minds of treacherous villains and villainesses, they bounce back and beg for more!

The world of fantasy recognises no boundaries!

These three volumes cover the entire, unabridged versions of the seven single episodes, and also include the final three episodes that have never been seen in print.

In addition, the early versions have been re-edited and added to in the style of a hopefully more accomplished Gord. The result was then fine tuned by the expert hand of my good friend - and author of the Judge series - Orion. To further enhance the impact of the text, my own crude sketches have been replaced by the skilled work of the well known and highly accomplished artist, Benson.

Throughout these pages you will encounter bondage in all forms, albeit al most exclusively with a soft sensuous female core to grace the ensemble. Anatomical considerations have been waived in the pursuit of ever more fantastic bondage fantasy experiences!

One will also discover that the scenarios swing from downright implausible, and in many cases highly comical, with all participants enjoying almost transcendental pleasure - to blatantly sadistic scenes which most certainly would not be welcomed by even the most masochistic lady - scenarios that in real life could in no way be considered pleasurable or deemed desirable in a loving bondage relationship.

By writing these novels it was not only my aim to try to please all persuasions, but also to highlight the vast difference between consenting and non consenting restraint of the female form.

In effect the character Peter, anti-hero of this saga of roped and ravished lovelies, is a textual reincarnation of Gord. He exhibits almost all of the traits I have found in myself, and he struggles with the same conflict of emotions and driving forces. But unlike myself, our mythical anti-hero Peter was fortunate enough to fall headlong into a sea of nubile willing women to ease the burden of his mind boggling fantasies.

Read on, dear friends, for fantasy is the elixir of life - it is the safety valve that keeps us sane and serves to keep our darker side as a prisoner of the mind!

  EPISODE ONE 

  SHANGHAIED AND SHACKLED

   PREPARATIONS  

 It was a bright crisp morning in the market town of Delbey, the full length of the High street bustling with activity as shopkeepers prepared for the coming day’s trading. Bus queues formed as commuters started their daily trek into the city. Nearby, the more affluent jostled for position at the taxi-rank. A short distance away, another potential customer approached the throng.

With long, elegant strides Sandra Darcy made her way gracefully through the morning rush. Dressed in a neat two-piece pin striped suit, she looked exactly what she was - a high powered business executive.

Her stride bespoke confidence in herself and, above all, in her ability to impress her will upon others.

Her figure and looks, as she well knew, made easy conquests of men.

Those long, graceful strides stretched the neat pencil skirt taught as she walked, accentuating the soft, rounded curves of her buttocks and firm thighs.

Above, a cascade of dark glistening hair, flowing down her shoulders to be stirred gently by the warm breeze, formed a befitting crown to her loveliness.

Many of the shopkeepers paused in their labours to cast an appreciative glance at this vision of desire, some sighing wistfully to themselves at the cruel twists of fate which denied them the pleasure of such a creature. Without acknowledging their admiring looks, Sandra continued on her way, drawing pleasure from the emotional turmoil she left in her wake. Men were pushovers!

The breeze carried her perfume to the crush at the taxi-rank, causing heads to turn, curious as to the source of this blood tingling aroma. Upon identifying Sandra’s hour glass figure as the point of origin, they moved aside in an unconscious attempt to gain favour with this apparition.

Seizing on the opportunity, Sandra moved through the gap in their midst and boarded the waiting taxi.

As she bent to enter its door, she was acutely conscious of the many pairs of eyes fixed on the back of her skirt, drawn taught across her shapely buttocks as it rode up, exposing an additional six inches of firm thigh in their seamed nylon sheaths.

Entranced by this vision of the Gods, none thought to object to her queue-jumping until the door of the taxi slammed shut, and by then objection was hardly practical.

Sandra smiled to herself as the taxi drew away from the stand, followed by the gaze of many longing males. Had she known of another set of eyes, more distant and yet just as intent on her, her self confidence may not have been so firm.

On the far side of the street, a calculating pair of eyes watched as the taxi rounded the corner and disappeared from sight. After a minute or two, as if waiting to make certain that the vehicle did not return, the figure turned and hurried off down the street in the direction from which Sandra had appeared.

As he walked, Peter’s mind ran over the series of events leading up to this moment. It had been a long year, starting with bitter disappointment and beset throughout with problems. And yet, it now appeared that it would end in one of the greatest triumphs of his life.

Turning a corner, Peter’s mind once more ran over a year’s carefully formulated plans. Times, places, equipment, routines - searching for any small flaw in the day’s forthcoming events which could jeopardise the operation he had planned.

Peter’s life, and Sandra’s, were closely linked - she was his boss!

In early spring the previous year, the position of Sales Director at Intermit had become vacant owing to the untimely death of the incumbent. Peter, with sixteen successful years to his credit, was the front runner - that is, until Sandra Darcy had entered the race.

Sandra and the Chairman became inseparable and were often seen together in public, wining and dining at the opera and many other places - including the Chairman’s country house!

When the announcement of Sandra’s appointment came, Peter’s worst fears were realised. He immediately accused her of using her body in order to secure the position. As a result, a blazing row developed, involving most of the board of Directors.

A row which, had it not been for his many years of profitable service, would have ended in his dismissal.

To make matters worse, from that day forward, Sandra Darcy had managed to ensure that he had been given the toughest sales assignments in all the most God-forsaken cesspits of the world. But in doing this, she had no idea that it would lead to her ultimate downfall.

Whilst on one of the better assignments, Peter had ended up in the Sudan, and it was here that he had dealt with a black gentleman by the name of Petros Umkono.

On the last day of his stay, Peter had been almost ready to give up his chances of ever making a sale to Petros when, in a final effort to land the contract he had invited Petros and his lady out to dinner. In the course of the evening, the conversation had veered round to Peter’s failure to land the directorship, and naturally, of Sandra’s involvement in the affair. It was at the mention of her name that Petros’ attention became more intent.

Petros had met Sandra some years before and had been unable to get her out of his mind. In his own country he was a rich and powerful man, and as such was used to having anything he wanted.

He had wanted Sandra badly, but had been rebuffed in no uncertain terms - a slapped face - during an Embassy function in England. Realising that they had something in common, the two men warmed to each other and were soon in deep discussion.

Peter recalled those moments as he approached the large Victorian house set back in a beautiful walled garden. This was the house of Sandra Darcy.

Consulting his watch, Peter saw that it was almost nine, which meant that he had one hour and ten minutes before the arrival of the gardener. The household staff wouldn’t be there today as Thursday was their day off.

Moving quickly, he strode over to his car parked under the branches of a tree overhanging the wall and after opening the boot, removed a large rucksack from its interior. Checking that no-one was in sight, he threw the pack over the wall; then closing the boot, he began to haul himself up over stone barrier, using the overhanging branches for support.

Inside the garden, it took but a second to retrieve the rucksack before moving swiftly to a small steel box mounted on the wall of the house. Using tools from the pack, he removed the lid of the box to reveal a mass of coloured wiring and terminals.

Peter scrutinised the contents of the box; at the same time consulting a piece of paper taken from his pocket. He studied the paper at length; then, sure of his moves, proceeded to cut several wires.

Checking the cut wires against the diagram, he slowly straightened and holding his breath, drove his gloved fist through the glass of the small scullery window. Broken glass shattered and he froze for several seconds before slowly letting out his pent up breath.

Great! So far his careful and thorough research had payed off. No alarm bells!

Reaching inside, he released the latch and pulled open the window. It took but a moment to scramble inside. He covered the broken pane with a stick-on perspex pane to disguise the hole, then locked the window behind him.

With an assurance gained from long, painstaking study of the plans of the house, and a familiarity born of many visits on business matters, Peter moved swiftly to the study where he carefully removed the Gin bottle from the cocktail trolley.

He deliberated over the volume of its contents, before removing the top and pouring in a small amount of liquid from a phial taken from his rucksack.

Replacing the cap on the bottle, he shook it vigorously to mix the contents, before replacing it carefully in its place on the trolley. Then, pausing for a moment to ensure that everything was as it had been before his entry, Peter turned and made his way to the stairs.

Having mounted the stairs he found himself confronted by a long passage way with four doors leading off. Opening the first door on his left he scanned its contents confirming that this was indeed Sandra's bedroom. Satisfied, Peter then opened the door opposite revealing another, albeit smaller bedroom. This was the guest room he planned to use, and without further delay he moved inside.

After a quick check around, he proceeded to unpack his rucksack, carefully laying each item out on the bed. To anyone else these items would have looked like meaningless junk but for Peter, each item brought to light sent a fresh surge of warmth to his groin.

The first item to appear was a U-shaped flat steel strap. At each end were ratchet shaped pieces of chrome about 3 inches long, whilst on the inside of the U were two long prongs. These were fixed to the strap about 2 inches apart; each prong, roughly 8 inches long, had a tapering tip which terminated in a smooth, bullet-like nose.

They were, however, different thicknesses, one being one inch diameter the other two inches. The smaller of the two had metal strips set into its sides from tip to base where it joined the flat of the U shape. Next came what looked like a flat steel belt, double hinged at the front and with a detachable triangular section at the rear. The space between the double hinges at the front was occupied by a plate-glass lock, identical to the one also mounted on the rear triangular section which, in addition to this, also had two flat mortice type locks mounted on it.

These strange items were followed by more easily recognisable pieces, namely wrist and ankle cuffs made out of the same flat steel.

Next to appear were an assortment of bottles variously marked Super Glue, Spirit Gum, and Quick Set Latex; which were arranged in a predetermined order on the bed.

The cardboard box which followed was handled with what appeared to be undue caution. That is, until the legend emblazoned on its side became visible.

  DANGER C4, HIGH EXPLOSIVE!

  Adding the box to the inventory now on the bed, Peter picked up the U-shaped article and, turning it over, proceeded to unscrew the base of the larger prong. Having removed its end cap, he then took some of the putty like C4 and began to roll it into a sausage shape. After several roll’s the resulting sausage of explosive was small enough to slide into the hollow centre of the large prong. Carefully sliding it in, Peter pressed it down until the hollow core was tightly packed and full to its limit, before picking up the screw-on cap. Checking the detonator affixed to its inside, he then replaced it on the dildo and screwed it home.

Relaxing visibly after completing this task, Peter rechecked all his equipment, and satisfied at what he saw, sat down in an armchair by the window.

Seconds later he rose and muttered to himself with some annoyance as he rearranged the curtain. Satisfied that he could see out without being observed himself, he settled down into the chair for a long vigil. Setting his wrist alarm carefully, he leaned back with a sigh.

The gardener arrived and started his daily chores; unaware of the fact that his every move was being watched.

Tiring of watching the gardener, Peter’s mind started to wander as he thought about his preparations.

He had been meticulous, even to the point of breaking into Sandra’s dressmaker in order to photostat all her measurements, thereby guaranteeing the fit of all his hand made equipment. The quantity of the drug mixed with the Gin had been worked out by body-weight, fitness etc; calculated to give a low level of unconsciousness for up to two hours, but not less than one.

Fortunately Sandra was a creature of habit and stuck to a predictable routine, making his job of planning immeasurably easier.

She would arrive home between 5 and 6 pm. On arrival she would hang her coat in the hall, place her briefcase in the study then pour herself a large gin and tonic. This she would drink whilst sitting at her desk going over the next day’s appointments.

The hours crawled by, and Peter dozed off as the midday sun warmed his face through the window, only to be awakened by the gentle beeping of his watch. He cancelled the alarm and looked at his watch - 4.45 pm. His senses returned in a flash, 15 minutes, maybe more, to go before stage two of his plan.

Quickly, he looked out to the garden shed. All was well, the tools had been put away, the shed was padlocked and the gardener’s bike had gone.

Peter paced the floor nervously, small doubts niggling at his mind. What if the Taxi had a flat tyre, or the Chairman had offered a her a lift? What if someone had seen him entering the building and tipped off the Police? Time passed slowly as he continued his pacing.

In a panic, Peter realised that he had forgotten part of his preparations. Frantically he looked at his watch. He had fifteen minutes left - there was just time!

Moving to the rucksack he took out three large eye bolts with coach-screw tips and an auger, then crossing to the door, swung the door fully open.

Taking the auger he bored three starter holes in the frame. One centrally in the top, and one each side of the door low down. Having done this, he then screwed in the three eye-bolts until they were firmly embedded in the woodwork. Closing the door he was startled to hear the scrunch of gravel on the driveway. No need to guess who it was.

Peering furtively round the edge of the curtain he was just in time to see the Taxi pulling away as Sandra entered the front door.

Peter froze as he heard the door close. Knowing that he was now committed to the plan, he silently prayed that Sandra’s habits ran true to form.

Humming gently to herself Sandra crossed the hall on her way to the study. It had been a fruitful although tiring day and she had earned a stiff drink. : Peter watched with pounding heart as her figure disappeared into the study. After what seemed an age he heard the chink of glass, followed by the creak of leather from the chair at the desk. Faint sounds continued for a further five minutes - and were then followed by silence.

A nervous Peter emerged from hiding and made his way down to the study. He stopped outside the door and listened intently before slowly moving his head around the half open door. The interior of the study slowly unfolded before his advancing field of vision, until at last the desk came into view.

Sprawled across the polished Walnut top was the unconscious form of his Boss.

Cautiously, Peter moved into the study and moving across the thick shag carpet placed himself in front of the desk, then relaxed as the heavy breathing confirmed that Sandra Darcy was out to the world. Standing legs astride, hands on hips he looked down at the slumbering Sandra and smiled as a great feeling of elation flowed over him. At last!

She was his to do with as he pleased.

Skirting the desk, he turned the swivel chair and its occupant to face him and without further delay hoisted Sandra’s drugged figure over his shoulder in a Fireman’s lift. He made his way back to the guest room with the prize.

  REVENGE IS SO SWEET!

  Peter thrilled at the silky smooth feel of her nylon clad legs under his restraining hands and at the gentle pressure of her firm round breasts as they pressed against his back, and he couldn’t resist the urge to stroke and squeeze as he moved on.

Reaching the guest room he gently laid her on the floor and taking a pair of dress making scissors from his pack, proceeded to cut off her clothes. First the skirt then the blouse; followed by the dainty white panties. He paused as he was about to cut through the suspender belt, and then restrained by an inner fondness for this particular item, removed them without cutting and placed them to one side.

The bra was not given the same consideration and swiftly joined the growing mound of mutilated clothing now strewn across the floor. Soon, with the exception of her stockings, Sandra was naked.

Peter drank in the heady scent rising from her nubile and defenceless form, then as if sobered by greater things to come, turned and removed a ball gag and three pieces of rope from the pack.

Pulling her arms above her head, he began to tie her wrists firmly together using several cinches to draw the bonds tight. He was not content until her hands were tightly and irrevocably pressed together, but was careful to leave a long length spare as he finished off the bindings - to be used later.

Taking up the ball gag, Peter forced open Sandra’s mouth and with considerable effort, squeezed and wadded the hard, knobbed rubber sphere into the waiting orifice until it was completely behind her teeth. For moment he paused and savoured the sight of this sensuous mouth filled with a gag the size of an orange; lips stretched taught and shiny by this huge intrusion. Gripping the attached straps he ran them behind her head and threading the end through the opposite buckle, pulled the strap tight until the strap formed deep furrows in her cheeks.

Satisfied that this would ensure her silence in the event of the drug wearing off early, he moved on.

His next task was some-what more taxing as he lifted Sandra’s form and carried her over to the doorway; where, after propping her body against his own, he threaded the loose end of the rope from her wrist bonds through the eye-bolt in the top of the door frame. Taking a firm hold on it he pulled it through the ring until Sandra was lifted completely off the ground by her wrists.

As her suspended body swung gently to and fro, Peter tied off the end of the rope, then taking the other two remaining pieces he fastened each ankle in turn to the eye bolts positioned at opposite sides of the base of the frame. He used a simple wagoner’s hitch to draw the bindings tight, resulting in a female star that almost twanged with tension.

Having ensured that the hitches were secured against slippage, he stood back and admired his work.

The mere sight of Sandra’s body stretched so tightly and completely defenceless almost caused him to shoot a load inside his taught and bulging trousers - right there on the spot! He took time off from his labours to stroke her nylon clad legs from top to bottom, where they ended in a neat pair of patent high heeled shoes. Rising up the sheer warm female filled nylon sheaths, he cupped the swelling expanse of her pert bottom and kneaded the pliable buttock mounds in his strong hands. The Darcy woman was truly a succulent morsel of captive female flesh, that was for sure. Many a time he had watched her tight pencil skirts undulating and stretching taught around these nubile nates and now, after all his seemingly unattainable daydreams, they were his to fondle as and when he chose.

Revenge was truly sweet, and it was about to get sweeter. With a feeling of triumph, he reached around and stroked the lush full curves of her neat down covered love lips, squeezing and caressing; then, as if daring her to object, crooked his finger and slid it into her succulent interior. The silent star remained unmoving. He moved to her side, and maintaining his digital insertion in the front opening, searched out and invaded the tighter more personal orifice to the rear. Her pert tight buttocks reacted and tensed delightfully against his exploring hand, squeezing the fleshy ball of his palm with a hot supple grip. Even in her unconscious state, Sandra Darcy’s reflexes objected to his violation, but trussed and stretched as she was, her only defence was to tighten her buttocks and try to deny access. Unfortunately, it had the opposite effect and merely inflamed his urge to plunder even more.

Peter continued. His aching manhood pressed tight against the tensioned thigh he was straddling. he could feel the heat of her body, and inhaled the fragrant aroma of this spectacular female in great gulps as he savoured the ecstasy of working himself against her helpless form. It felt so good to use her silky stockinged thigh like an aid to masturbation, especially as she had no way of repelling his advances.

Reluctantly, Peter withdrew his finger from the delights of the rear buttock cushioned tube and felt the tight virginal sphincter return to its former rosebud tightness. Raising his hand, checked his watch again. He saw that she had now been unconscious for fifteen minutes. This meant that he had forty-five minutes left, at least, in which to complete his task.

Torn between his present boiling lust and his future plans for Sandra, he extracted a well lubricated finger from Sandra's inviting lovenest and switched his attention to the equipment on the bed.

Selecting the steel hinged belt, he encircled her trim waist with the device, and began to squeeze it shut.

Sandra moaned softly as her waist was compressed, the vital organs of her interior moving upward to accommodate the massive compression of an already slender waist. The belt had been deliberately made three inches smaller than her normal size so that by the time the mortice locks engaged, Sandra’s waist was cruelly cinched into hour-glass perfection.

The shaping of her torso seemed a sculptured impossibility, and the flare of her flaring hips was enhanced to an incredible degree.

Delighted by the transformation, Peter grunted his approval as he hovered around the apparition and thrilled to the sight of her tender, swelling bottom.

Playfully, he slapped the left buttock and watched it jiggle provocatively as he prepared to fit her next item of wardrobe. Kneeling down, he carefully positioned the U-shaped device having already greased the tips of its attached dildos so that the tip of the larger, explosive filled prod rested against her wide stretched pubic lips, and the smaller dildo nudged the tight rosebud of her ass. With a slow deliberate pressure, Peter forced them in.

At first, although unconscious, Sandra’s body resisted these intrusions, but as he increased the pressure, the lips of her sacred orifices succumbed and began to stretch as the tapered tips moved in.

Soon, the full diameters of each dildo had entered and were sliding remorselessly inward. A low moan escaped from Sandra’s hugely plugged mouth as these intruders continued their ponderous advance into her interior. She squirmed slightly in her bonds in an unconscious effort to rid herself of these invading monsters, but the ropes held her helpless and vulnerable.

Two sharp clicks sounded in quick succession as the ratchet ends located into the plate glass locks of the belt. There followed a series of clicks as Peter pushed the dildo’s hard in until the steel strap they were mounted on had almost disappeared between the lobes of her buttocks at the back, whilst in front the tension had pressed a deep vertical furrow from the waist belt to the point were the strap disappeared between the lips of her violated pussy.

Sandra was well and truly plugged, he thought with relish, savouring the violation of these succulent warm orifices, so long denied to him and now his to use at his leisure. He made his circular tour again, relishing the steadily increasing absurdity of her feline shape as each addition added to the surreal image. The crotch strap tension had added even more shaping to her superb buttocks, and unable to resist his basic desires, Peter indulged himself in a couple of dozen hearty slaps. Compressed and extruded to perfection, the fulsome orbs of her bottom jiggled and ricocheted like two pre-stressed rubber mounds. He squeezed them heartily and was amazed and delighted to discover that they had taken on a new resilience that was most desirable - as was the increased depth of her buttock cleft, now a tight gully of scintillating allure that just begged to have a male shaft lodged between its haunting crevasse, He sighed, and turned back to the task in hand.

Her next item of finery was and oddly shaped steel plate with a broad steel collar at one end. The other end of this device slotted into a groove in the centre of the belt so that it ran up the middle of Sandra’s spine. Locking this in position, Peter forced her head back, arching her spine, until it pressed along the full length of the formed steel. As soon as the back of her neck touched the inside back of the collar, Peter closed and locked it; and in doing so prevented any attempt on his victim’s part to pull away from the steel’s back-forming embrace. This device represented the penultimate addition to her helpless form, requiring her door frame configuration, and due to the extensive height of the carefully sculpted and shaped device, jacked her neck to maximum stretch and formed deep furrows in the tender underside of her chin and the top of the shoulders. Sandra Darcy would not be moving her head until someone removed that awesome collar.

She was doomed to maintain a stiff poise with head tilted up for as long as the thing stayed on.

Working swiftly, Peter released Sandra from the restraining eye-bolts and carried her to the bed, where he laid her face down on the soft quilted covers. Taking two sets of steel cuffs from his equipment, he pulled Sandra’s unfettered arms behind her, before attaching one set of cuffs to her wrists, and the other just above her elbows.

Her arms were pulled down tight until it was possible to engage the lock between her cuffed wrists with the ring mounted on the steel crotch strap with its firmly embedded dildos.

The separate elbow cuffs were connected to rings mounted on the back former. This was only made possible after Sandra’s arms had been forced together and her forearms welded into a single unit.

A screw tensioner increased the pressure and pulled the mated arms tightly into her back. The result, in combination with the unyielding back brace and the rigid constraint of her arms, was to thrust Sandra’s ample breasts forward in helpless, mouthwatering submission. Jutting and vulnerable, the luscious orbs had assumed a startling new profile that blatantly advertised her full firm tits in a most exposed and provocative manner. No matter what Sandra did once she awoke, her thrusting boobs would remain on offer in a most humiliating and tarty way. Peter glanced at his watch and calculated that he still had time for some fun. Gripping her long hair in one hand, he lifted the helpless, slumbering form from the bed until she formed an upward arching shape, then slapped the pendulous orbs from side to side, pausing occasionally to squeeze and savour the fullness of her fully developed ~ oped breasts. It seemed incredible to relate this helpless, sexually exposed and enhanced woman with the haughty, stuck-up bitch who had so recently strutted up the drive. Contemptuously, as if to emphasise her demise and his complete control, he let go of her hair and smirked as the trussed women fell back to bounce on her once sacred, untouchable tits. On the dresser he found a slender rubber band which he used to fix Sandra’s hair into a smart pony tail - easier to grip!

The ankle cuffs formed the final part of Sandra’s physical restraints, leaving Peter free to work on his final masterpiece.

Turning Sandra onto her back, he noticed with satisfaction the wooden trunk-like effect his restraints were having on this supple woman’s upper body. Peter prised the saliva drenched ball gag out of her mouth and laid it to one side, noting that the stringent arm bondage was working better than he had dared hope. Sandra’s breasts jutted upward like two firm egg-plants. Speaking of gags, the thought of its replacement equipment brought a fresh surge of feeling to his already bar rigid penis.

Picking up the tube of Super-Glue, he carefully smeared Sandra's lips with its contents before prop- ping them apart with two match sticks. Out of the rucksack came a device not unlike a diver’s mouth piece; with the exception that there was no provision for an air passage through it. There was, however, a large spongy plug attached to its inside and a thin wire protruding from the outside surface.

Coating the inner surface with the same glue, Peter removed the match props and fitted the massive rubber plug into Sandra’s mouth, making sure as he did so, that her lips were fully bonded around the stiff intruder.

Allowing a few seconds for the glue to bond, he rolled back the outer, flat surface at present covering the area around her lips and proceeded to coat both the rubber of the gag and the skin around Sandra’s mouth. The rubber flipped back as soon as released, and with some gentle persuasion soon bonded firmly around her mouth, leaving a large flat surface where once had been seductive and sensuous lips.

A coating of the Quick-Set Latex was the next application, covering Sandra’s face completely from her eyes, right down under her chin and stretching from ear to ear. Only her nose remained uncoated as the liquid quickly smoothed out and began to dry.

As it dried, the Latex slowly changed from its wet colour of white to an opaque colour. With the natural skin colour showing through, it became almost invisible. The only area showing anything unnatural was the rubber gag surround.

Working quickly with foundation cream, blusher and lipstick, Peter resolved that problem. His finished work with false lips drawn on would never divulge its secret without very close scrutiny. Or so he hoped - applying make-up was not something he had done a lot of!

Packing away the cosmetics, he fitted a small box to the grinding steel brace, to which he connected the wires from both dildos and the mouth piece. These wires ran through small copper tubes attached to the different pieces of Sandra’s restraints. They included some tiny copper ringlets, clamped around her erect nipples. After double checking the connections, it was time to stand back and admire his handiwork!

She was ready! And with a few minutes to spare!

Picking up a small radio-control unit Peter sat down, aware that the first signs of returning consciousness were beginning to show. Sandra moaned faintly behind the insert in her mouth. Small movements of her limbs indicated her returning senses, betrayed by the pitiful efforts to shrug off the restraints on her body.

Peter watched in gleeful anticipation of her coming awareness. It was not enough that he now had her in his power. No! This bitch was going to be paraded in public and forced to walk to her demise rigged as she was, with the full knowledge that he, and he alone, held her fate in his hand.

Sandra’s movements increased as the bite of her restraint’s sliced through the lingering effects of the drug, until suddenly her eyes sprang open. Shock registered profoundly and her eyes opened ever wider in the realisation that she was naked, bound and gagged!

Frantically, she squirmed and strained in her efforts to break free until one of her violent struggles caused her eyes to sweep across the figure in the armchair. Sandra froze as she tried to grasp the situation, her mind working flat out to assemble the facts.

Unable to make sense out of the information she gleaned, Sandra’s next reaction was to try to make loud indignant noises through her gag, coupled with violent movements of her body, presumably to intimidate him into releasing her.

Peter merely held up his hand for silence, which after several minutes of violent effort, he obtained.

Snorting through her nose from the exertion, Sandra lay still, her eyes glaring venom at her captor. Only when he was sure that she had completely finished, Peter started to explain.

“Firstly, my dear, I would like to advise you to remain quiet and listen to me very carefully. Your life and immediate, relatively pain free existence depend on your ability to listen and learn quickly.“

He leaned back in the comfortable chair, enjoying the feeling of power, and deliberately flaunting his own comfort before continuing.

“As you have by now realised, your mouth is presently host to an effective gag. What you don’t know is that embedded in the plug is a very sensitive condenser microphone, in its turn connected to a battery pack mounted on your spine.” Peter paused for effect as Sandra listened in silence, her fear mounting with each new item of information.

“There are three more wires in the same circuit.

Two are connected to your nipples, and the other to the plug in your pretty little bum. I'm now going to activate the mike and should you choose to interrupt again, the battery pack will activate and send a short, timed shock right through you from nipples to cute butt.“

Grinning, Peter pressed one of the buttons on the control nestling in his hand. A red LED glowed.

Sandra’s reaction, predicably, was to try to object.

The effect was dramatic.

A searing burst of electricity pulsing through Sandra’s body. It bit at the tender internal flesh of her ass, turning the muscles of her body to rigid bars of steel, before passing out through her nipples with a burning sensation as it flowed into the copper rings encircling them.

Stiff and vibrating with the electrically induced tension in her muscles, her scream was frozen into silence by her paralysed throat muscles as the timer in the pack calmly administered its measured dose of punishment. Peter was overjoyed and sat entranced as he surveyed the quivering, tensed curves of her form. Her buttocks were standing out as hard muscle knotted lobes, quivering and glistening, and the increased tension in her torso had thrust her juicy boobs into a new and startling profile. Her whole body strained into an arch as the current pulsed through her, and she was powerless to move or hide any of her womanly charms while the punishment continued.

Released from her torment after ten interminable seconds, Sandra’s arched body collapsed back onto the bed, nostrils flaring, eyes wide with disbelief.

Peter looked on with undisguised glee at her heaving breasts, and after giving her time to recover, had a few more words to say.

“Perhaps you will be a little more attentive now,“

he gloated, walking toward her prone figure. “That’s only one of the surprises built into your outfit, the others... Aarrh!“

Peter recoiled violently from a double legged kick delivered by Sandra’s shackled legs, which narrowly missed his distended crotch, instead connecting with his thigh. It hurt.

Cursing himself for stupidity, Peter hobbled out of range of the deadly stilettos.

“Which brings me to the next item,” he said, speaking through lips compressed with pain. “Your restraints also have mercury switches mounted in them which, when activated, will detect movement and have the same effect as the mike in your mouth.“

He crossed to her side, and avoiding the feet, he rolled her onto her back and pulled her upward into another arch.

With that he held the controller so that Sandra could see it before pressing another button and adding a second light to the one already glowing.

Sandra had no choice but to maintain her strained, upward bow as he removed the support of his arm.

Tears of frustration welled up in Sandra’s eyes as she realised that the slightest sound or movement would be very costly. Casting her eyes downward, she could see the rising curve of her body and the massively thrusting boobs. Out of sight, but not out of mind, was the image of her naked pussy thrusting upward in total surrender.

A more confident Peter returned to her side, and while maintaining eye contact with his captive, deliberately kneaded her alabaster smooth breasts with his strong hands, his eyes challenging her to resist.

Sandra remained still and silent. Her fear of that bolt of electricity was greater than her shame and revulsion at his abuse of her body. Silently, she endured as he played with her, pulling the fleshy upper regions of her thighs slowly apart and inspecting what was visible around the plugs between her legs. She could see his lustful gaze savouring the sight of the stretched lips of her pussy so cruelly invaded by the huge dildo. He seemed in no hurry as he bathed in her helpless fury.

After ten minutes, which seemed more like an hour to Sandra, Peter walked away and sat down. He watched her, a sardonic smile on his lips. More minutes passed.

“I'm going to switch off the movement sensor now, so that we can go for a little walk to the kitchen, but I suggest that before you try any more high kicks you remember that it takes less than a second to switch back on.” He deactivated the movement Sensor.

With that sobering warning, Peter approached Sandra, pulled out a small key, and unlocked her ankle cuffs. Why not? He might as well tell her now.

“There’s something else you should know at this stage. It concerns that cuddly dildo filling in your gorgeous fanny. It’s filled with C4. Do you know what C4 is?” he inquired.

Sandra remained silent and still as Peter waited for a reaction, only to realise that she had not seen him switch off the movement sensor. He showed her the remote and she sighed visibly with relief, at last relaxing her exacting pose.

“Well, do you?” he asked again. Sandra shook her head slightly, staring sullenly at him. The gesture required movement from her whole upper body as a result of the cruel, restricting collar.

From the rucksack he extracted a cardboard box.

He flipped open the lid to reveal the remaining putty-like substance within.

“This is C4,” he said, placing it under her nose. At this moment, your sexy little pussy is stretched around roughly 1 Ib of it! Yes, that’s right, your dildo is packed with it!

He waited for a reaction, but seeing only confusion, continued with his explanation.

C4 is an extremely powerful explosive!” Growing realisation dawned in her eyes. “Oh yes, my little bound bitch, you've guessed it. I can detonate the charge from the console, and if I do, your fanny will end up about fifty yards wide!“

Sandra’s eyes revealed the shock and terror she felt as this latest deadly disclosure sank in. She lay still; stunned by the enormity of her predicament. The dildo seemed to swell to enormous proportions in her mind; a deadly serpent of immense destructive power, made all the more fearful by it being actually inside her helpless body. Peter smiled, sensing her thoughts.

“Don’t panic,” he said in a conciliatory tone, that stuff is as stable as Play Dough - until the detonator activates it!“

Sandra wasn’t convinced and stayed as still as she did when the movement sensors were active.

Conversation terminated, Peter indicated that Sandra was to get off the bed and head for the door.

She didn’t move, frozen with fear as she was, until the determined look in Peter’s eye warned her that he would not tolerate any resistance. With some difficulty, she wriggled into a sitting position and swung her legs around so as to put her feet on the floor. Gingerly, ever conscious of the explosive nestling inside her, she stood up. Thankful this action had not shredded her in a blinding flash of exploding womanhood, she started for the door, only to halt fearfully as Peter told her to stop.

Turning her head awkwardly, she looked questioningly at him.

“We can’t have you walking around half dressed, can we?” he said, scooping up the discarded suspender belt and refitting it to her hips. He enjoyed the look of annoyance on her face as he stroked her ruffled nylons back up and connected them to the suspenders.

“Let’s go, slut!“

For Sandra, the addition of this garment had made things even more degrading. It did nothing to hide her nudity and in fact somehow seemed to enhance it by blatantly, lewdly displaying her body. She felt exhibited.

Determined not to break down in front of her captor, she strode out of the room with an arrogant pride, Peter following close behind.

Following along, Peter couldn’t help but admire her guts, and even more so her body. The sun, low on the horizon and beaming in through the windows, cast its golden glow across her skin, glistening on the slight perspiration coating its surface, so that each movement caused her to ripple with glittering, gilt flashes. She looked superb; breasts thrust forward by the demanding restraint of her arms and back brace, while behind, those perfect buttocks flexed athletically, alternatively stretching taught and then rounding out as each leg moved back with her lithe gait.

Behind her turmoil reigned once more. This time it was Peter. Having watched this poetry in motion, he had suddenly realised that nothing on earth could induce him to push that button and destroy such beauty. Not that the notion had ever been high on his list of priorities.

They entered the kitchen, and Sandra halted in the centre of the room while Peter began to search through the cupboards for food. Suddenly, he became aware that Sandra’s eyes were boring into him. She was studying him intently. A surge of unease swept over him. Had she read his thoughts?

Did she know that his threats to destroy her were hollow.

He had to get her eyes off him before he gave everything away.

“Get over there and stand in the corner,” he ordered, his thoughts in a shambles. Sandra reluctantly obeyed, compelled by the memory of that awful shock.

“No, not that way, turn and face the wall,” ordered Peter. Sandra hesitated no longer than it took her to see him reach for the controller.

“Put your feet together and stand to attention!” he snapped in a cold voice. Sandra obeyed, helped along by some urging from by Peter until she adopted a rigidly erect position, her chin held high.

When he was satisfied, Peter held the controller in her restricted line of vision while he reset the movement sensor. Sandra was rooted to the spot - a helpless human statue at the mercy of those patiently watching sensors.

She could hear him preparing some food and filling the coffee machine as she struggled to remain still until eventually the sound of a scraping chair told her that he had settled down to eat.

Although he didn’t speak, Sandra knew his eyes were studying her rigid helplessness. Her muscles ached from the rigours of her position, but the memory of her last lapse lent strength to her efforts to remain still.

Peter slowly chewed on tuna sandwich - pretty much the limit of his culinary skill. The coffee percolator sputtered merrily in the corner, but was ignored as he appreciatively studied Sandra. Never in his wildest fantasies had he envisaged events such as these. The authority he now wielded over this woman was overpowering.

He sat idly musing over the next part of his plan for Sandra, but his thoughts were constantly interrupted by memories of his earlier softening of resolve.

  HIDDEN PASSIONS   Unbeknown to Peter, Sandra was also having disturbing emotions. Never before had any man dared to treat her like this. She had always controlled events and moulded males to her way of thinking.

Now, this man, who she had dismissed as a typical wimp, had with apparent ease turned her into a radio controlled screw, available at the touch of a button. She turned her mind to the image she must be presenting to her captor. Instantly, the thrusting mounds of her breasts sprang to mind. Those sensitive turrets of her womanhood were on offer; presented like the wares of a cinema usherette’s cigarette tray. Careful not to move her head and torso, see strained her eyes downward and was rewarded by the sight of two bursting melons of temptation heaving gently with her breathing.

With shock, Sandra felt her nipples hardening, and because of the tight rings around the base of each they turned a turgid blue as they began to extend forward. Lower down another disquieting revelation was making itself felt. The ache in her stretched pubic opening had changed to a tingling sensation as a warm glow seemed to suffuse itself through her crotch. Her mound began to swell causing the strap between her legs to get even tighter. In her mind she could almost see the squeezed lips of her sex bulging around the tormenting strap, and even as the vision took shape, she felt the very real sensation of hot fluid trickling down her upper thigh.

Frantically, she tried to concentrate on standing still in an effort to suppress these feelings, but in doing so made them even stronger as this only served to increase her awareness of her bondage and total dependency on her captor.

It was a no-win situation. Her body was betraying her. Sandra new that she was losing control as her breasts began to harden, and with dawning horror she felt the wet warm sensation between her legs increase as the juices of her arousal flooded past the edge of the steel strap.

In her battle for control, Sandra was unaware of Peter’s approach; his attention prompted by the very slight but visible, rhythmic tensing of her buttocks, accompanied by unnaturally heavier breathing. She was, therefore, totally unprepared for the touch of his hand on her buttock, and as a result started with surprise.

The effect was spectacular as the still active sensors reacted.

As the shock ripped through her body Sandra lost her balance and fell forward until her chin rested on the wall. Instead of crumpling however, her body remained a rigid statue propped against the wall; held mercilessly stiffened by the current now pulsing through her.

Peter watched her torment with glee as the muscles of her buttocks and thighs, involuntarily drawn rigid by the shock and supporting the majority of her body , formed an astounding new shape as they stood out in startling profile; quivering exotically with the strain.

For Sandra the ordeal was beyond description.

Already hot and highly aroused before the shock had ripped through her, she’d now been pushed over the brink by this additional abuse. The horror of it was that as she quivered in the vice like grip of this onslaught, the very muscles she needed to complete the orgasm surging into her crotch were frozen by an irresistible force. Desperation surged through her mind as she found that not only was she enduring the pain of the punishment electrodes, but was frozen into a perpetual unleashed orgasm of mind bending proportions.

After ten seconds, Sandra was released from her petrified state, only to collapse against the wall, her hips pumping furiously against the crotch strap, breath snorting in great gusts from flaring nostrils as the all consuming orgasm ripped through her trussed and abused body.

Meanwhile the sensor having taken several seconds to reset, activated again, catching Sandra in an arched back position so that she was now frozen in the shape of a bow. The only part of her body in contact with the wall being her forward thrust, steel plated pubic mound.

Inside the frozen form, Sandra’s subsiding orgasm was re-kindled with a ferocity of unbelievable force.

So powerful in fact, that her paralysed muscles were able to overcome the restraining forces of the shock. In jerky mechanical movements her body began to thrash spasmodically as the second orgasm surged into her packed pussy.

Bloodshot and staring, her eye's pleaded with Peter to release her from this endless carousel of alternating pain and pleasure, at the same time her mind willing him to do as he pleased with her.

Peter, realising that she could take no more, deactivated the sensors allowing her spent body to collapse awkwardly against the wall, her breast sheaving as little rivulets of sweat gathered between her cleavage before running slowly down into the haunting dimness of the valley formed by their rounded lobes.

Confused, Sandra lay quietly recovering, her thoughts a shambles. Never before had she experienced such a high. She found herself hoping that he never released her. That he would use her for his enjoyment forever. Her thoughts were interrupted by Peter bending over her. Their eyes met and what she saw confused and alarmed her. His look was one of tenderness and concern for her well being; with more than a hint of compassion.

Oh God! Just when she had found a man who knew how to tame her, he was going soft on her.

Thinking quickly, Sandra lashed out with her foot catching Peter squarely on the shin with her heel, watching with apprehension as he recoiled with a strange hopping gait. Fearful of the retribution she may have brought on herself, Sandra waited with baited breath.

Her wait was of short duration as Peter crossed the kitchen in two strides and grabbing her pony tail, he dragged her to her feet. Without waiting for her to regain her balance, he pulled her savagely across to the table were she was forced to bend over at the waist until her breasts were pressed against its surface. Pinning her in this position with his hand pressing down on the back of her collar, Peter then kicked her legs out until they were spread in a painful split before retrieving the controller from the table top and activating all her sensors.

Having ensured her discomfort and inability to rectify the situation, Peter moved away to resume the massaging of his damaged shin, leaving Sandra in a state of anxiety over the beast she may have unleashed.

She was acutely conscious of her vulnerable and unprotected rear end with its plugged and widely stretched orifices. The base of the electric plug in her bottom, visible on the outside of its mounting strap, looked for all the world like a tent peg waiting to be driven home. The strain on her legs was beginning to tell, particularly as her heels were too high, causing Sandra great difficulty in controlling the quivering which threatened to unleash a further ten second punishment upon her beleaguered body.

Suddenly, breaking through her concentration came Peter’s voice, quiet and menacing.

“Let me tell you something, bitch! Soon it will be dark enough to move you out of here, and when it is you will be going into a cramped, tiny cellar under a derelict farm-house.” There was a pause as he massaged his damaged shin and rolling up his trouser leg he surveyed the livid grazed skin beneath.

“I've fitted out the cellar in a very special way;just for you! It’s an experience you may regret - but you'll never forget!“

He paused, lit a cigarette, drew deeply on it, and exhaled gradually. Someday he would have to kick the habit.

“This operation is a joint venture between myself and an old acquaintance of yours, Petros Umkono!“

The words trailed off as he waited for Sandra to search her memory and fit a face to the name.

Peter assisted. “From Sudan, I think.“

A look of horror and revulsion came into Sandra’s eyes as she remembered the owner of those cold clammy hands that had once touched her body in a clumsy attempt at seduction.

“I see you remember him,” continued Peter. That's good, because you will be pleased to know that he financed me. Not only that but I will also receive £25,000 when I deliver you to him - bound and gagged! Not a bad reward for doing something I enjoy.

“You will, however, not be delivered immediately, as I've decided to amuse myself a little before handing you over. Our African friend doesn’t expect you for a month. I expect he’s busy constructing his own collection of equipment for your discomfort - all of which I'm sure are guaranteed to be diabolically uncomfortable and humiliating. At least, I hope so!“

Sandra shuddered involuntarily as she visualised the ordeal to come.

“My fun starts now,” he continued. “You're going to walk through the streets as you are, following the directions I give you, until you reach a van I've hired to transport you to the Farm. You'll be wearing only a cape to cover this outfit, nothing else. I want you to feel your nakedness under that covering, and although you won't see me, [ will be there.

One false move and your furry little pussy undergoes a rapid expansion program!“

He paused to drink in the look of fear, payment for a debt long overdue.

“You'll probably encounter many people on the way, and the temptation to get help will be great, but I'm sure you can resist it if you just think of my finger resting on this button.“

He caressed the deadly controller, then looked out at the dimming sky. A couple of hours and he could safely move his acquisition. In the meantime, he would have some fun.

Sandra was powerless to resist as he released her from the watchful sensors and lifted her bodily onto the table. Face down, she lay fearfully pondering her next ordeal while her ankles were shackled tightly together, and fingers fumbled with a strap placed over her gag mask. There was a pause, and then she felt her ankles being drawn up, and head pulled backward. Too late she realised his intention, and fought against her bonds. To no avail.

Inexorably her head and ankles were drawn closer together, leaving her bowed helplessly in a devastatingly effective hogtie.

Peter walked around her bowed form, rocking and twizzling her on the contact point of her lower abdomen and the proffered mound of her pussy.

She was powerless to resist as he used her like an amusing sex toy to pander to his lustful thoughts.

The hours slipped away as he played, and although her position was rigorous, Sandra could not deny the rising sexual heat in her own body. But at last he relented, and with some relief, she felt the hogtie released. He unshackled her ankles and stood her at the side of the table. Seconds later she was back to her bent over, sensor controlled display.

“Well, its time to clear up before we go. You can just stay there while I do that.“

With those words Sandra heard him walk out of the kitchen, leaving her plugged and exhibited rear end frozen in place by the sensors’ ever watchful eyes.

Some thirty minutes later Sandra’s aching body sensed Peter’s return, and shortly afterwards felt the relays in her back unit click out; followed by a pair of hands on her shoulders pulling her into an upright position.

Turning her to face him, Peter draped a long cape over her shoulders and with strangely nervous fingers buttoned it up; oblivious to her trembling body and moist eyes, not knowing of the terror she was feeling as the thought of Petros’ revenge played on her mind.

Having buttoned the cape, Peter reactivated the sensors and left her standing in the kitchen whilst he checked the grounds for unwanted spectators.

During his absence, Sandra’s eyes strayed to the kitchen door and freedom. So near and yet so far as she stood invisibly tethered by the threat of that shattering bolt of energy; just waiting for her to make her dash for freedom, only to be frozen into shuddering submission as the current surged through her..

On his return, Peter gave directions to his totally captive audience before switching off the sensors and leading Sandra out into the cool night air. He paused for another look and listen, then released her arm and propelled her forward toward the gates.

“You know where to go. Go Sandra turned and looked at him with beseeching eyes, then seeing the controller in his hand, pivoted and started her journey into oblivion. Looking back as she reached the gates, she saw that he had vanished.

  EVENTFUL JOURNEY   Suddenly she felt cold, but it wasn’t the night air that caused her to shiver. It was the sheer terror of knowing that out there in the darkness was a man who, with a slight pressure from his finger, could blow her to pieces. The thought sent icy fingers down her spine. ' Moving off down the street, she quickened her pace, afraid that her hidden captor may think she was trying something.

After walking several streets and passing some fifty or more people, Sandra was feeling more confident that she could complete the task set her without ending her life in a blinding flash when the horrid explosive shredded her pussy. It was then that fate took a hand. Her heart missed a beat, for walking towards her was a patrolling policeman.

Damn! Never there when you needed them, always around when you didn’t. Sandra hesitated, then seeing no other choice, she continued to walk towards him. As they drew level, the officer touched his helmet to her and smiled. Sandra did the only thing she could do, and nodded to him silently as they passed. Walking quickly onward, she could hear the measured tread of his typically large boots as he continued on his way.

Heaving a sigh of relief, she rounded the next corner. Again she could feel her nipples hardening and the deliciously exciting warmth in her crotch as it began to swell. Damn it! She was enjoying this.

The danger; trussed like a turkey , forced to walk the streets, naked and stuffed internally with gadgets.

It was turning her on! The hot rivulet returned to course down her thigh, glistening dimly in the orange street lights as it progressed to her knee.

Her thoughts were interrupted as she turned the last corner into a quiet country lane. Walking on she could see a van parked in such a way as to be mostly ' concealed by an overhanging willow tree. As she neared the nondescript van, the rear doors swung open to reveal Peter’s grinning face.

“Well done, bitch,” he said, as he helped her into the back and stripped the concealing cape from her body. “Now lie face down on the mattress.“

Sandra saw a too thin mattress stretched out on the floor of the van and moved to obey as her captor stood back and allowed her passage.

Peter crouched over her, lifting slightly as he moved her forward, positioning her collar between two ringbolts mounted in the floor of the van. Padlocks were connected to the rings on each side of her collar, and to the chains running from the ring-bolts in the floor, so that her face was held immovably next to the smelly wood.

Moving to her feet, Peter replaced the cuffs he had taken off in the bedroom, and after locking her ankles together, he brought down a hook from the roof of the van, running from a small electric loading winch mounted right at the back. He connected the winch to Sandra’s immobilised ankles and moved down to the control situated near the rear doors.

Sandra was unable to watch his activities, and so it came as a surprise, when a whirring winch dragged her backwards to the limits dictated by her chained head before being hoisted feet first up into the air.

At the point when she felt she would surely pull apart the winch stopped leaving her stretched out taught at an angle of forty-five degrees - only her shoulders and chin on the floor!

“That should keep you safe for the trip,” Peter said as he delivered a stinging slap to her ripe, quivering buttocks. With that he climbed into the driving seat, his movements causing Sandra to swing gently in her restraints.

Jeez! This guy’s really getting me going she thought, as warm drops of fluid eased out of her vagina and began the slow journey to her swinging, stretched belly. That slap in the past would have been considered an outrageous familiarity by a chauvinist male, but this time it had been received as an exotic and powerfully stimulating event that left her wanting more.

Peter started the engine and after checking all around, moved off. The van lurched into motion, causing Sandra to swing back and forth, the hard nipples on her hanging breasts brushing the coarse mattress with each swing, inciting them to trigger another orgasm.

Sandra indulged herself in a little squirming and occasionally pumped at the crotch strap. Each movement of the van as it braked, turned, and accelerated, brought new and different forces to tease her pulsing pussy and tingling nipples.

Unbeknown to Sandra, Peter had re-adjusted the inside mirror and was watching her efforts to relieve her raging lust with sadistic pleasure. Eventually the van stopped, leaving Sandra almost crying with frustration at her pent up orgasm.

Peter turned and flipped a switch on the controller mounted on her back.

“Okay. Sandra, I'm going to leave you for a for a half hour or so whilst I move my car from your house before someone spots it. At the moment we're in the Super Market car park. I'm working on the theory that the best place to hide is in a crowd.

Parked on its own this van will attract the attention of some curious cop; but here its just one of many.

Anyway, as you've guessed, I'll be out of sight of the van and so unable to monitor any little tricks you may get up to. I'll warn you now, the switch I've just thrown has switched the electric dildo in your tight little ass and the nipple electrodes, out of circuit and the Explosives in. When I'm a safe distance away I will be activating the sensors.“

He paused to allow this to sink in, before continuing with the warning.

“When I do that you will hear a small beep from the back pack to warn you that its armed. Any movement or sound from you after that, and your fanny stretcher goes into action with a vengeance.“

With that he opened the door and climbed out, but before closing and locking the door, he tossed a parting joke in very poor taste to a despairing Sandra.

“I hope for your sake none of the local car heist lads pick on this van, although it will almost certainly cut short their thieving careers.“

With a chuckle he was gone. Sandra could hear his footsteps receding across the car park, her fear mounting with each receding footstep. Two minutes later came the dreaded beep!

Involuntarily, Sandra tensed her body in fear. Panic welling up in great waves as she frantically tried to think of away out. She found none. He had done his work well. There were only two ways. Remain still and silent or... Sandra shuddered as the alternative painted a vivid picture in her mind.

Peter by now had arrived back at his car and was already moving off. All the way back, he had been troubled by arming the explosive dildo packed into Sandra’s pussy; fearful that she may try something.

His ear had been unconsciously tuned to listen for an explosion marking the end of Sandra. If he had known of the goings on at the super market, he would have crapped himself.

Sandra was sweating profusely as her body moved slightly with the movements of the van. She had always cursed careless shoppers in car parks, but at this moment she was praying for the total dismem berment of the morons packing groceries into their car in the next parking space.

Thud! Sandra cringed as the trolley banged into the side for the fifth time causing the van to rock. She held her breath and screwed her eyes tight shut as another of the mob leaned on the side wall.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” They’d finished their packing, but instead of driving off, they had been joined by another family just leaving. Now the whole lot stood next to the van talking, and leaning on its side.

The slight movements felt like earthquakes to Sandra’s trussed body as she fought to stay rigid and still. But her fear was turning to anger, and as the torture continued she even considered shouting and taking the inconsiderate bastards with her.

Minutes passed and her ordeal continued - until suddenly, Sandra realised that she was being turned on again. The fact that she was powerless to control her own fate was working again.

Until now she had known little of bondage or even considered it as a sex game. But here she was being turned on and off at will, like a dammed light bulb, by anyone who happened along; and all because she was bound and gagged.

Remembering the bomb, Sandra tried to suppress the rising surge of her lust. But her body was not to be denied. Her sex lips swelled at an alarming rate oozing copious amounts of fluid. Whilst beneath her pendulous breasts, the Gremlins were at work on her nipples. Their mischievous fingers wreaking havoc with the swelling tips; - already rock hard with an overdose of hot blood pumped in by the erotic stimulus of her predicament.

She couldn’t resist the forces now gathering in her body like the thunder clouds of a tropical storm - stoked up to a hurricane by the ever present bite of her bondage. She couldn’t ignore the stimulus of the unyielding winch wire that held her body effortlessly.

Stretched out like a violin string, taught and quivering, she endured as the winch pitted its strength against the steel of her securely anchored collar. Almost lovingly, she tested the steel securing her arms to the strong steel cuffs, pulling her wrists down tight, forcing her elbows together. The bite of their embrace was a permanent reminder of her total helplessness.

Now her bulging, packed orifices added their torment to her mind as she thought of her useless mouth, packed and firmly sealed; welded shut by the clinging latex and its assistant super glue. The aching rosebud of her sphincter registered the hard intrusion of the electric dildo as it stretched her ring wide, whilst the lips of her pubic opening pulsed in time with her heart as more and more blood added to their distension, gripping the shaft of the monster which forced them so wide before reaching in to her very core with its deadly cargo.

Her climax built rapidly as she battled to control it, neither hearing nor caring of the outside disturbances.

Every fibre of her being was being channelled into suppressing a fatal climax that would surely trigger the bomb.

For ten long minutes Sandra fought on, desperately trying to think of anything that would take her mind off her predicament, but only succeeded in adding more fire to the all consuming furnace in her groin. A fiery stream of love liquid departed her spasming pubis, meandering aimlessly down her curved underside as it trekked towards the distant throbbing lobes of her blood engorged breasts.

Eventually accepting her fate - knowing that her fiendish restraints would not let up on fuelling her desire, she finally gave up the unequal battle and allowed the thoughts of her total bondage to wash over her. The climax seemed to feed on her defeat and swelled to massive proportions as it gathered all its resources for the final smashing blow to her conquered body.

A faint beep sounded behind her, but didn’t penetrate the whirling kaleidoscope of emotions bursting into her mind and body as the orgasm smashed down her final defences.

Sandra’s body bucked and writhed between its two anchor points causing the winch to creak and groan under the strain as her erupting passion racked her bound form; her struggles being held firmly by the embrace of the stainless steel shackles. The inside of the van reverberated with the sounds of her gasping groans, muted by the devilish gag in her mouth.

Sometimes being drowned out by the swish of nylon as her legs rubbed together in a desperate attempt to bring her knees up and exert more pressure on the dildo. But it was in vain, her body remained rigidly stretched.

Not to be thwarted, her body concentrated on the large muscles of her buttocks as they engineered a massive pumping action, the waves of energy they released rippling her taught legs and causing her whole body to bounce up and down until suddenly, in a smashing, roaring, all engulfing tidal wave of ecstasy, the orgasm claimed its victory!

Her body stiffened, fingers clutching at space whilst the tips of her shoes pointed further and further down, as her toes curled in a paroxysm of pleasure, the muscles of her legs and buttocks hard and quivering with the tension as she spasmed uncontrollably.

For thirty seconds or more the orgasm held her in its grip. Wringing every last drop of pleasure from her devastated body before slipping silently away, engorged and temporarily sated on its feast of lust.

It was over! Sandra sagged exhausted in her bonds, unable to comprehend the fact that she was still alive. Her body swung gently in its inverted captivity as the last vestiges of her titanic struggle ebbed slowly away leaving her in a dazed state of semi consciousness - a world of total contentment and tranquillity.

For a while she drifted in this nebulous world, her body, still sensing its restraints, felt comfortable and cosy in their embrace.

Her conscious thoughts were abruptly dragged back to reality as the door of the van was wrenched open. She sensed Peter climbing in and felt the slam of the door. His words and the tone of his voice, when it came, shocked her.

“You stupid, irresponsible, crazy bitch,” he raved.

“You could have blown yourself to bits. You owe your life to the fact that I got back in time to see the van starting to shake and was able to cancel the sensors in time. I thought you’d panicked and were trying to escape; that is until I saw your little self induced fandango - and don't try to deny it. I watched the whole thing through the rear window.“

It didn’t occur to him, that Sandra was in no position to deny anything, lethal one argue the point.

Sandra, meanwhile, in her enforced silence, was amazed at the genuine fear and anger in his voice and his concern for her well being. She couldn’t figure it out. How could this man kidnap her, threaten to blow her up, truss her like a chicken, abuse her, arrange for her sale as a slave, and cause her to humiliate herself with her own lust - how could he possibly care anything at all?

As she struggled with her analysis, Sandra suddenly felt his hand on her sweat drenched body.

Not a groping, mauling hand, but gentle, soothing - as if trying to ease her discomfort.

Without thinking, Sandra rebuffed his touch with a violent sideways jerk, and felt the hand remove itself. With horror she heard the wine of the winch and felt the tension on her increase dreadfully, making the slightest twitch impossible, her body drawn out in a murderously uncomfortable straight line.

Peter’s hand returned to her stiffened form and continued its gentle caress, confident that the impudent wench could no longer rebuff his advances.

“You must to learn to accept my caresses, bitch, or suffer for it.” The benevolent tone belied the stern warning. He got in the driving seat and started the engine.

Their journey to the farm took about an hour, during which time Sandra had been brought to the boil three times. Mainly by her thoughts of the ease with which he had removed her objection - at the press of a button, in fact. Her urges, however hadn’t come to a climax. This was due entirely to the increased tension on her body, a numbing constant force that had pulled the collar up tight under her chin. Bearable for a few minutes only, the discomfort had now risen to levels that defied her efforts to ignore. Frustrated to a mind-bending degree, she had been forced to endure the journey in a permanent state of severe discomfort, and arousal without relief.

Violent motions of the van indicated to her that they’d arrived and were obviously travelling along some sort of track. This observation was met with both a sense of relief at the thought of release from the present torment, and a sense of foreboding over the promised ordeals waiting for her in Peter’s custom equipped cellar.

The van ground to a halt. Peter climbed out, and Sandra felt a cool breeze fan her body as the rear doors swung open, followed by the wine of the winch. The trussed woman groaned as the tension went off her limbs with the slow descent to the floor of the van. She lay still as Peter removed her ankle cuffs, enduring the agonising return of circulation to her previously inactive limbs. Nor did she move when Peter, sensing her distress, began to slowly massage her legs.

Five minutes of his manipulations and Sandra’s legs had begun to feel normal again. Peter pulled her up and stood her at the back of the van, snapping a leash to her collar and running the lead through his hands in a suggestive manner. It wasn't really necessary, but it made him feel good to lead her like a pet dog. With a gentle tug on her leash, he walked her towards the dim outline of a house in the nearby trees.

  HOME SWEET HOME   Sandra found walking on the bracken difficult in the six inch heels he had forced her to wear, and was glad when they reached the house some thirty yards distant.

Upon reaching the side of the house, Peter led her round until they were confronted by a set of wide - stone stairs disappearing down into the gloom, and without hesitating he tugged her forward.

Sandra followed awkwardly, the stiff bondage making her negotiation of the steps difficult. It was a long way down and Sandra estimated the distance between the ground floor and the ceiling of the cellar must be at least five feet. That was one hell of a lot of soundproofing. No-one was going to hear her screaming, even assuming that her mouth wasn’t stuffed.

Peter stopped on reaching the bottom and in the semi darkness of a starlit night, he removed a large key from his pocket. With a grating sound, the huge lock mounted in the thick oak door turned and the door swung open on its well oiled hinges, releasing a musty, disused smell from the vault within.

Reaching inside he flipped a switch. Sandra squinted as the bright light above cast its cold glare over them. As her eyes became accustomed to the light, she saw another set of stairs leading on down into the depths. She baulked when Peter pulled her forward, overcome by the forbidding sight of those stairs leading down to her captivity and torment.

Grinning, he produced the controller and ran his finger back and forth over the button controlling her electric butt plug. No further encouragement was required, and Sandra moved on down the stairs, pausing as he closed the heavy door behind them.

They continued down, until at the foot of the stairs, a long passageway appeared in front of them.

Sandra's heels clicked noisily as they walked along, the echoes reverberating and bouncing from the ancient stone walls. Whatever this place had been, it certainly passed as a dungeon now, she thought with a feeling of despair.

They finally reached the end of the passage, and Sandra saw that it opened out into a large chamber, the massive domed roof supported by stone archways across its width. Then, with dread clouding her mind, her eyes alighted on the many strange looking pieces of equipment dotted about, ringbolts projecting from almost every surface of the chamber. Walls, ceilings and archways alike, sprouted numerous chains and winch devices. As she looked around, Sandra had the distinct feeling that she would shortly become listed as one of the fixtures and fittings hanging around the place.

Having allowed her to inspect her future home, Peter dragged her forward, leading her through the steel barred door of a cell set into one of the walls at the far end. Once inside, Sandra was surprised at the size of the room and even more so at the furnishings. Plush carpet covered the stone floor and was complimented by a range of good quality .

furniture. The room was actually split into two halves, one half being a bed sitter the other an en suite bathroom. Her inspection was interrupted by Peter pulling her through to the bathroom. Taking hold of a steel wire hanging from the ceiling, he connected it to her collar.

“I'm going remove your attachments now, but first I want to warn you - no tricks!” Sandra shook her head and he continued.

“Just as a precaution, let me show you what happens if you do try to get lucky.“

With that he walked out into the main chamber, and putting his hand out of sight behind the wall, operated a switch. Sandra felt a movement on her neck and looking up saw the cable she was attached to, disappearing through a hole in the ceiling. In seconds Sandra found herself on her tip-toes. Peter watched her struggling for balance, then for the sheer hell of it took the wire up another inch until Sandra was standing on the very tips of her toes.

Leaving the winch in that position, he walked over to her teetering figure.

“The next time I have to use that, you won't be wearing the back harness to transfer the weight from your neck, so you would do well to think about any rash moves you may be considering.“

He took hold of her body and spun it rapidly. So rapidly in fact, that she was still doing her ice skaters spin when he reached the winch control again. Peter stayed his hand on the control and watched with delight as her nubile form continued to pirouette with erotic splendour. Sandra was arching and squirming as she struggled to maintain her toe support, and in doing so, providing her tormentor with an exceptional display of nubile curvaceous femininity. Then, after waiting for her to slow down, he lowered her back on to her feet again.

Returning to her side, Peter steadied her disorientated figure before proceeding to remove her restraints.

Many minutes of wandering fingers passed before Sandra stood unencumbered before him, only the collar and the gag mask remained. On the floor lay a pile of fetters and two still warm and very wet dildos attached to their crotch strap. He watched as she gingerly massaged some feeling back into her arms before continuing with his next instructions.

“I suggest you take a bath now and relax while I fix something to eat. Here!“

He threw a bottle to Sandra followed by a clean cloth.

“That'’s the solvent for removing your gag. By the’ way, take this opportunity to use the toilet - you never know how long I might feel like leaving you plugged next time.“

He left the room, closing and locking the heavy barred door behind him. Before leaving for the kitchen Peter wound out enough slack on her collar cable to allow her to reach any part of the bathroom.

Sandra stood for a while and took stock of the situation, then with a resigned shrug, decided to take his advice and started to run a hot steaming bath.

Peter returned an hour later to find Sandra bathed and fresh, the latex mask had gone, along with its attendant internal fixtures. She smelled fragrant and attractive as she stood in all her nudity. He threw a bundle of cloth to her, with a curt order.

“Put that on!” Sandra studied him and then shaking out the garment deduced that it was some sort of catsuit made out of bright red, wet-look Lycra, which judging by its size, was going to fit like a second skin. Oh! well! At least it was something.

Sandra sat down on the vanity chair and started to thread her feet into the back of the unzipped suit and down into the legs. Having located her toes in the feet of the garment, she stood up and smoothed the material up her legs.

Peter looked on with more than a passing interest which unnerved her slightly, and as she pulled the suit up over her body, she realised that he was waiting for her reaction as she discovered the special features it sported.

There was a large zip running right through the crotch and two more running diagonally across each breast.

“Hell! 1 may as well be nude for all the protection this gives!” she murmured. Peter looked on and smiled.

Having worked her arms into the sleeves, she smoothed the suit over her body, then reaching for the zip in the back, realised that Peter was already there and starting to pull up the zip.

Sandra checked the automatic thank you forming on her lips and simply stood still as Peter finished zipping up. She felt her arms pulled behind her as he fitted cuffs, two soft clicks heralding the end of her freedom. Her next item of wardrobe were a pair of black patent stilettos with skyscraper heels. The putting on was easy. Walking was a whole new ball-game. She hesitated in her experimental first steps as a broad belt snaked around her waist and was drawn to eye watering tightness. A pair of hands explored the exaggerated flare of her hips and a satisfied grunt informed her that Peter was impressed with the effect.

“Lets eat,” he said, unlocking the suspended collar and gently propelling her towards the open door.

Sandra preceded him, ignoring a playful squeeze of her buttocks, then waited for him to pass and followed as he led the way to a dining room leading off the opposite side of the main gallery. As she followed, she appraised his form. Hmm! She’d never really taken notice before, but he was well built, firm, athletic, certainly no weakling. Sandra became aware of that insidious creeping heat in her groin again, enhanced by the gentle enjoyable chafing of the ultra tight, smooth Lycra. The suit had merit. And she knew that her figure must be a stunning sight with this glittering sheen of outer skin, calves shaped to perfection by the heels, and womanly hip line enhanced to impossible fantasy level. Without conscious thought, Sandra’s body responded automatically to the weapons of her feminine form and her hips took on an inviting roll that served a double purpose. Not only was it sending loud invitations to any watching male, but it was also engineering a pleasurable mincing pressure on her awakening love mound.

They reached the dining room before the sensations had reached an alarming level, and with a mixed feeling of relief and disappointment, Sandra strutted into the bright light of the massive room.

She noticed that there was only one chair and a strange looking device at the table. Walking across to it, Sandra spoke for the first time since having her mouth unplugged.

“I suppose the chair is for you,” she said in a silky, sarcastic voice.

“How astute!” he replied, approaching her with a smug grin on his face.

The strange item was basically a single chair when looked at from the side, but from any other angle it was obvious that it was only three inches wide.

From the seat of the thing protruded two large dildos; instantly recognised by Sandra, who had recently become an expert on such generously proportioned orifice fillers. The rest of the device was mainly covered by the festoon of straps hanging ready for use.

Peter reached down to Sandra’s crotch and ran the zip fully open, leaving the suit gaping between her legs.

“Sit!” he commanded, pointing to the chair.

Sandra hesitated, and then angled herself carefully before slowly lowering her vulnerable openings towards the waiting shafts. Grimacing as her still tender holes were once more stretched open by hard intruders, she eased herself awkwardly downward, blushing profusely as the undeniably pleasant feelings in her lower body openings simultaneously sent hot shivers through her veins. It was a strange feeling to have both her openings stretched at the same time.

Eventually, her weight rested on the narrow strip seat, the dildo’s buried deep in her interior. Her manacled slid down the outside of the back piece, and hung almost level with her rump. Peter moved in, pulling her hands down to connect them to a snap link low down on the back of the chair. In doing so, he forced her back tightly into the chair.

Eight bone crushing straps later, and Sandra was a trussed and indivisible part of the arrangement, strapped from neck to ankles.

Satisfied with her immobilisation, Peter disappeared into the kitchen, returning a few moments later with a plate full of food. Placing it in front of her, he sat on the corner of the table and tried to feed her.

At first Sandra refused, but then decided it was a futile rebellion. For the next fifteen minutes, Peter manoeuvred the food and Sandra chewed - each eyeing the other in an attempt to read thoughts.

Peter’s free hand had not been idle during the meal, and somehow the zips in the front of the suit had come open, allowing the tight material to squeeze her beautiful breasts out into the open. As a result, the nipple of her left breast now resided between two of his fingers. By the feel of it, the same two fingers he rolled his cigarettes with. - At the end of the meal Sandra’s pussy was decidedly sticky again as the dildo’s and the tight restraints added their sensations to those of his manipulating fingers.

For a while Peter allowed her to remain ungagged, and taking the opportunity of this apparent relaxation of his strict control, she began to use her considerable female talents of persuasion in an attempt to drive a wedge into this small crack in his defences. But Peter rapidly sensed the danger, and without further ado, jammed a massive, jaw jacking plug back into her sensuous mouth. She watched with alarm as he gathered up a nearby extension lead and connected the two pin plug into the base of her chair, then her eyes followed him as the other end was run to a nearby wall socket. There was no time to ponder the technicalities of this turn of events, for no sooner was the plug inserted, than Peter flipped the switch.

A wail of muffled despair seeped around the gag.

Sandra squirmed madly as two deeply buried masterpieces of electronic miniaturisation burst into life in her lower body. Not the simple vibrator for a man like Peter. These little wonders sported two or three other technical innovations.

Apart from the overzealous vibrating mode,Sandra now felt her orifices becoming fuller by the second.

It was an insidious growth in girth, almost unnoticed at first, and even then it was put down to a figment of her imagination. Several minutes later, it was obvious to the aroused Sandra that she was steadily being filled by slowly expanding vibrators.

Her eyes sought those of her captor as she pleaded for release, but the self satisfied smirk on his face was sufficient to quell any thoughts of help in that quarter. The dildos ballooned outward, never ceasing the constant vibrating massage that sent undeniable waves of erotic power pulsing through her invaded lower body.

Sandra gasped into the gag. The feeling was exquisitely pleasurable, and although she desperately wanted to avoid any show of weakness to the watching Peter, she was unable to control the demons of lust now rampaging through her fettered form. The expansion continued, but now her overstressed openings were beginning to rebel.

The pleasure of being filled to the utmost would shortly be engulfed by the pain of tortured flesh as the elasticity of her openings reached a point of no return.

Sandra’s eyes begged for release, but Peter simply maintained his watchful smirk. Her heart sank.

She’d judged him wrong. The evil bastard was going to torture her for his own sadistic gratification.

She strained madly against the bands, frantically searching for a weakness that would allow her to escape the inevitable tearing as her openings gave way. It was this maniacal struggling that temporarily blinded her to a change of status. Only when she slumped breathlessly against her bonds did she realise that the intruders were in fact shrinking again. Her relief was short lived, for no sooner had the demon vibrators reduced to normal size, than they began to enlarge in another direction.

This time they were elongating, burrowing further and further into the deepest recesses of her body.

The panic rose again, and with it the renewed struggles for freedom as Peter watched with gleeful amusement.

It was so pleasing to watch the ultra animated form of the super bitch Sandra Darcy, and even more fun to actually know what was going on inside that squirming, superbly shaped rump. His chair design was no accident, as could now be seen. Split by the deeply dividing seat support, her jiggling nates were a sight that defied description.

As before, the dildos reached a point where Sandra was sure she was to be fatally impaled, then retreated with the same delicious sliding sloth. But there was more to come, and before she had time to adjust, a third cycle engineered both modes of expansion simultaneously. The struggles became frantic. Sandra felt her whole lower body exploding in slow motion as the dildos reached full size in all directions.

Once again they retreated, but this time Peter reached down and fiddled with something below.

“That was just the test run,” he informed her. “The pressure sensors have mapped out your limitations and now I've locked them in. Now the real fun starts.” He flipped a switch, and instantly, Sandra felt the demons below respond. No more the slow steady expansion. Now they were cycling at five seconds each mode - stretch wide - plunge in - explode in all directions! Her pussy and ass seemed to be doing aerobic exercises!

Suddenly her fear melted as she understood. The device was not intended to torture, at least not with pain. Its diabolical design was purely to wind her sexual spring to unprecedented levels. It was her undoing. With the moderating influence of fear gone, she could no longer control the massively erotic stimulus of this horrendous manipulation.

Within seconds her pubic gyrations were producing the wetly squelching noises redolent of excess lubrication. Her pussy had gone mad with desire and was literally flowing with the juices of arousal.

Peter moved in for the kill. With both breasts now exposed, he had a field day twiddling and fiddling with the rock hard kernels of her passion. Bloodshot pleading eyes rolled in his direction, part in desperation, and part pleading for him to end the agony of her waiting. Almost fearfully, she begged for release from the cataclysmic explosion of lust that must surely come. Her wait was short. Barely three minutes had elapsed since the hidden monsters had accelerated to full operational level, and already Sandra was arching and shuddering to the waves of shattering pleasure bursting upon her restrained and helpless body. The toe curling magnitude of the event went on for an eternity, then just when she was sure she would die from the sheer power of the feeling, Sandra felt the energy begin to ebb.

Slowly opening her eyes, she sought out her welcome tormentor, then snapping instantly back into the real world, she saw with a feeling of horror, that she was alone. He had left her to the mercy of the mindless arousal machine buried in her crotch.

This simple fact in itself was enough to trigger a second and even more powerful orgasmic response.

For two hours, Sandra Darcy was left to suffer. Her ice maiden demeanour steadily being shredded with mechanical efficiency as the pulsing monsters did their deliciously evil work. Then finally, when she was on the point of total collapse, the figure of her grinning captor reappeared in her blurred vision.

The invading poles of lustful torment shrank resentfully back to normal size, seemingly angry that they had been thwarted in their quest for total destruction of this helpless woman. Vaguely,Sandra registered Peter prising the bulk of the gag from her mouth then became aware that he was sitting on the table nearby. Concentrating the last vestiges of her conscious energy, she focussed on his face. It was a study of mixed emotions.

  THE PACKAGING   Asif making a decision, Peter looked her straight in the eye and started to speak hesitantly as he prised the gag out of her mouth.

“Sandra about the... eerrrr... the things I spoke of earlier... well, I've decided not to...“

“Decided not to do what, Peter?“

Peter jumped, startled by the intrusion. His heart sank. The unctuous tones of Petros Umkono were unmistakable.

“Surely you weren’t planning to renege on our agreement?“

The confident leer in Petros’ sarcasm was backed up by the big hand-guns wielded by a pair of dour, grim-faced torpedoes. He didn’t wait for Peter’s denial.

“I'm very sorry to hear that, Peter,” he continued, the room filling rapidly. Peter stood open mouthed, with Sandra straining to follow his gaze, unable to turn enough because of her tight bondage.

“You disappoint me! I made a deal, and expected you to honour it.” Again that cruel grin. “Trust is nice, but control is better... as my friend Josep Vissonarevich once said... so I kept an eye on you.“

Peter still hadn’t recovered his wits.

“Aha!I see you have my merchandise,” Petros said, walking over to the immobilised prisoner. Grasping her under the chin, he raised Sandra’s head up to look at him, squeezing her helpless face viciously so that her lips were forced into a pucker.

“Well... not to worry... I'm here now so I'll accept delivery. My aircraft is flying back tonight.“

Before Peter could protest, Petros’ henchmen grabbed him and tossed him into the barred cell - not at all what he had been expecting ten minutes earlier! They locked the door and handed the key to their boss who placed it on the small coffee table about fifteen feet away. He spoke to his men.

“Get the packaging equipment!“

Petros went over to Sandra and stood smiling ass he looked beseechingly at Peter for help. He away, crestfallen. Gagged and bound, she could do nothing to help herself.

Her struggles were frantic, but useless against the steel and leather of her fetters. Her futile, gagged screams changed to muffled, sobbing moans as she witnessed the arrival of an ominous stream of equipment, all somehow designed with her misery in mind. Unable to exactly decipher her fate from what she saw, she stared wide eyed as an aluminium hogshead, 40 gallon beer barrel completed the collection.

The first items were standard binding straps, but these were followed by six large rolls of three inch wide uncured, vulcanising rubber tape. The next items bought a howl of fear from Sandra, as she recognised them for what they were. She had sold plenty of them in her engineering sales career and had seen them in use. In appearance they resembled small black balls with large holes through their centres and a wire running out from one side. There were two larger ones about three inches in diameter and one slightly smaller at about two inches. Peter also recognised them, and knowing what they were designed for, he guessed by the number on the table and the sizes chosen, the only possible use for them.

Sandra, likewise, had figured it out, and struggled desperately. They were in fact, industrial resonators, normally used to speed the flow of high viscosity liquids through pipes. When, by sliding them over the pipes and switching on, they sent out extremely strong vibrations.

Sandra was twisting hysterically and that annoyed Petros.

“Start with her mouth!“

While Achmed chose a monstrous resonator, Ibrahim plucked the rubber plug from Sandra’s mouth. There were a few moments of hoarse, terrified screaming before the heart-breaking sound was replaced by the mmmmph!!!! mmmmmph!!!! of a thoroughly gagged mouth!

As they moved away Peter could see Sandra’s strained face with its great gaping lips, forced open to tearing point by the resonator rammed deeply into her mouth. ' Frantically Sandra shook her head in an attempt to dislodge the intrusion, but hadn’t succeed by the time Achmed came back with a roll of surgical tape and a length of hose. Whilst Ibrahim held her head, his colleague pushed the hose into the hole in the centre of the resonator, then used several layers of tightly wound tape to secure both the ball and the protruding pipe in place.

Sandra was released from the chair, and held by the throat, her catsuit was ripped away. They held her struggling body down while she was secured hand and foot with the heavy leather straps. Then they forced her head down to her knees and buckled a thick, excruciatingly tight strap right around her body, fastening her in a doubled over position.

Ibrahim picked her doubled form up as easily as if she were a cushion, and placed her kneeling on the table, with her head hanging over the side and ass stuck up in the air. Petros lent a hand, holding her legs while Achmed kept her body in that vertical position. Seeing the opportunity, Petros gripped the prodding nodule of her defenceless clitoris and pulled it sharply, drawing a terrified shudder of despair from the feebly struggling woman.

As soon as they had her under control, the remaining larger resonator was forced into her offered pussy until it had disappeared from sight, leaving only the wire trailing from the between the lips of her mound. Satisfied with its placement they now took the smaller ball and stuffed it up her tight, protesting bottom hole. Being tighter, this proved altogether more difficult. However, brute force eventually overcame her sphincter muscles, and in it went despite the frantic, futile clenching of her violated nates.

Her doubled body was now bent again at the knees until her plugged rump rested on her ankles, where her ankle straps and those on her wrists were joined, leaving her as a tight, snug bundle.

Next came the vulcanising tape.

Sandra was balanced on the table, wobbling slightly on her butt and feet; knees drawn up, head pulled down onto them, and arms tight against her back.

Meanwhile, Peter looked on helplessly asher pleading eyes peered over the tight cinching tape now holding the resonator in her mouth. The tension with which the tape had been applied caused her cheeks to bulge over the top like suffused peaches.

As they moved over to her with the next items of her bondage, her eyes widened in panic, her muted cries for mercy bouncing continuously off the walls of the dungeon.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmph!!! Mmmmmmmmmmph!!!

They were the only sounds to escape the huge object in her mouth and seep through the surgical tape.

The rubber tape started to go on. Starting at her ankles they wound it round and round her doubled form, slowly working their way up to her head.

Petro stopped them and spoke in his native tongue.

Achmed nodded, this time stretching the rubber considerably before winding it round.

Upon reaching her head, they inserted a small microphone in her ear before her head also disappeared under the tape. Two full layers were wound on before they turned her on her side and commenced to bind her length-ways, the pressure of the tape crushing her head down even further.

Petros walked over to Peter as they were doing this and started to explain as they watched the beautiful Sandra slowly vanishing from view beneath a layer of rubber.

“The rubber they are using is uncured so that it vulcanises to itself.“

He stopped and instructed his henchmen to use all the rolls. As he did so, Peter noticed that they had already put seven layers onto Sandra’s body and there were still three rolls of the original six left.

The gorillas returned to work with relish and stretched the remaining rolls ever tighter. Peter and Petros watched in silence. Peter in anguish, Petros with sadistic glee.

Eventually the henchmen stepped back, their task complete. Sandra’s final resting position appeared to be the same as when they started, although it was only possible to tell by the tube and wires sticking out from their respective ends. ; Peter looked on as Petros walked over to the glistening, egg shaped object on the table, and after walking round it several times nodded his approval.

He prodded it with his finger. The egg toppled over and lay rocking on the table as the momentum of its roll seeped away. No movement showed in its surface to give a clue to the trussed, plugged and compressed woman inside. The only sign of life within was the faint, pitiful mewing sounds seeping through the writhing tube emanating from somewhere near the top of the egg.

Peter was aghast at the tremendous reduction in size as the mounting pressure of the layers of rubber had squeezed Sandra down. He watched in silence as the barrel was rolled into place. Protest, he knew, was futile and could only worsen Sandra's fate... if that was possible! He watched in impotent fury as Petros toyed with the pathetically contained woman, prodding at her encapsulated form, and laughing as she wobbled around - an egg on a tabletop.

They stood the barrel on end, and while Achmed gripped it low down, Ibrahim grasped the upper rim and turned. To Peter’s amazement, the top half of the barrel started to unscrew at the thick band running around its mid-line.

While Ibrahim unscrewed the barrel. the barrel, Achmed went outside, returning a few minutes later with two bags marked Moulding Plaster.

Slitting open one of the bags, the grinning henchmen mixed a large quantity of the powder with water in an old galvanised wash basin, conveniently left lying in the farm yard. Having mixed the plaster to a creamy texture, they filled the lower half of the barrel to within three inches of its top.

Sandra’s compressed form was carried over and lowered into the wet plaster until the lower end of the human egg was a couple of inches from the bottom of the barrel. The plaster displaced by her insertion rose to the very lip of the half barrel. She was held there for a few minutes as the plaster rapidly set. Satisfied they released their grip. Her trussed body remained as it was, like a monstrous black cherry pushed into the icing on a cake!

Petros tested the plaster by rapping it with a spoon taken from the table and upon hearing the resulting sharp rapping sound, motioned for the other half of the barrel to be brought over. This was held over the lower half, while Petros connectet the hose from Sandra’s mouth to a tube projecting from the centre of the inner top surface. Having seated the tube to his satisfaction, he the collected together the wires from the Resonators and the Microphone in Sandra's ear and threaded them through a larger bung hole in the same surface.

The gorillas lowered the half barrel, and after locating the thread, proceeded to screw the top half firmly down. The thread was locked tight and the joint between the two halves barely visible as they began to mix another batch of plaster. While they were doing this, Petros busied himself by connecting a round multi-pin Plessey type socket to the wires running out of the bung hole. He finished at the same time as the next batch of plaster was completed.

Holding the socket clear and leaving only the wires to one side of the hole, the efficient team inserted a funnel and began to fill the top half of the barrel with the liquid plaster.

The level of plaster soon reached the lower edge of the bung hole, at which point, Petros removed the funnel and fed in the trailing wires until he was able to slide the socket into the hole and bed it in the setting plaster, pausing for a few minutes before testing its firmness in the already solid mix.

Having assured himself of the fixing, Petros screwed a standard barrel cap into the hole above it.

For Peter, it was hard to believe that Sandra was still in the room as he stared at the silent object standing in the middle of the floor. The smooth metal exterior of the barrel gave no clue as to the screaming torment contained within its cold impassive exterior.

Inside her circular prison, Sandra was enduring the slight shrinking of the curing plaster, coupled with the heat of its chemical reaction. Her only connection with the outside world was an air pipe and a collection of ominous wires from the resonators implanted in her. Movement, any movement, was impossible. The compression and containment of her body was complete. There was no escape.

A curt order from Petros and the barrel was tipped roughly on its side and rolled out into the passage, the contents rotating helplessly like a chicken on a spit.

As the sound of the barrel bumping up the stairs reached their ears, Petros returned his attention to Peter, unmindful of the effects being transmitted to the occupant of the barrel with each jarring shock.

“I could kill you, Peter, but that would put an end to your misery. And I'm not a charitable man!I will enjoy the knowledge that I have robbed you of something very precious - almost as much as T will enjoy plundering Miss Darcy’s charms.“

Petros wasn’t quite finished. One last jab of malice remained to be added to Peter’s torment.

“The key is over there,” Petros said, pointing to the table. “By the time you reach it, your delectable Sandra will be airborne.“

Peter was desperate!

“You'll never get her out,” he screamed, his face suffused with rage. “They’ll find her and arrest you.

Petros smiled as he spoke.

“Our gift wrapped lady is just one of forty casks on the back of a lorry heading down the M4. On arrival at a regular, commercial terminal those forty casks will be passed as usual and marked as a regular monthly shipment of your excellent English beer.

They will be loaded six at a time by fork-lift truck into my aircraft. I doubt very much if anyone is going to carefully check each individual barrel on the off chance that it contains a kidnapped woman.

Only I know the special mark on that barrel.“

Peter raged and screamed impotently at Petros’ departing back.

By the time Petros arrived at the aircraft, the barrels were already being loaded, and as he mounted the steps into the cabin, he was met at the top by a tall, curvaceous negress.

He greeted Sharna with kiss. They watched the loading together, and it wasn’t long before their faces betrayed their obvious arousal.

“You got her!” Sharna exclaimed eagerly, eyes shining with anticipation.

A generous leer crossed Petros’ face.

“Of course, my dear! Don’t I always get what I want? In fact, if you look now you can watch her being loaded.” He pointed to the fork lift as it approached with another load. Following his finger, Sharna stared intently at the collection of barrels on the pallet.

“Which one? Which one is she in?” she asked breathlessly. Petros studied the barrels before answering.

“That one balanced precariously on the edge of the pallet, It's the only one with an old Airline sticker on it.“

Sharna’s eyes located the barrel in question and riveted themselves to it as if trying to see through the outer layers and down to Sandra’s cruelly bound body within. It thrilled her to note that the awesome containment of the captured women was wobbling dangerously, and liable to fall at any second. For some reason it enhanced the image of the complete helplessness of the contents. The forklift jolted, and Sharna’s eye shone as the barrel teetered, undecided, before settling back onto the pallet. It would have been so nice to watch the heavy barrel hit the concrete and imagine its salutary effect on the contents.

“You are going to keep your promise?” she asked tentatively. “You did say I could have her.“

“___________F course, my lovely. In fact, as soon as we take off you can start avenging the humiliation she gave me. And don’t forget - she insulted you too! Black slut, 1 think, was the term used.“

The cargo hatch closed and Petros and Sharna made their way to the private lounge and bedroom built in to the main cabin. They belted up ready for take-off.

The departure was not delayed, and within ten minutes Petros’ private jet lifted cleanly off the runway into the night sky with its compressed human cargo safely stowed in the hold. The pilot had barely time to reduce from take off power before Sharna called for one of the bodyguards.

“Ibrahim, bring up the barrel,” she ordered, while Petros poured them drinks from the bar.

They were halfway through their drinks when a rumbling noise heralded the approach of the embarreled Sandra. The cabin door opened and Ibrahim appeared rolling the marked barrel. It was hard to believe that this trundling, solid sounding object contained such an incredibly desirable, vibrant living object. Sharna felt a hot flush in her crotch as she envisaged the rotating female embryo within.

  RETRIBUTION   Ibrahim looked questioningly at Petros who indicated for him to stand it on the low table at the end of the bed. He grunted and strained as he struggled to lift the combined weight of sixty kilos of plaster, and one super trussed, condensed female sex toy.


“It’s upside down, you moron,” Sharna admonished scornfully. A snarl of sullen resentment flashed across Ibrahim’s blocky face. He gripped the barrel and none to carefully tipped it over, letting it to thump back onto the cabin floor from the height of the low table. After dropping it twice more, he finally managed to wrestle the barrel back onto the table in its correct inclination. Sharna dismissed him with sneer of complete contempt.

Petros just shook his head. You could always count on Sharna to offend everybody.

Moving over to the barrel, Sharna pressed her ear to the cool metal surface and listened intently, a look of alarm spreading slowly over her face.

“Are you sure this is the one? I can't hear anything.“

“I'm sure,” returned Petros, “Listen in at the small breather hole in the top.” Sharna did as she was bid, a slow smile of satisfaction spreading over her face as she heard the faint, pitiful sounds from within.

The recent rough handling had done little to ease Sandra’s comfort. That, coupled to the giddying sensation of seemingly endless rolling since she had been incarcerated, had combined to produce a total disorientation.

Sharna listened for some time, her hands lovingly stroking the barrel’s hard outer surface. Cheeks flushed beneath the dark pigment of her skin as she visualised Sandra buried in plaster and stuffed with those horrific resonators, and yet unable to perform even the smallest twitch in defence of her body.

Petros watched her gloat for several minutes before taking charge of the situation. In his hand he held a small black box which had several switches and a microphone mounted in its front. From one end trailed a long lead with a Plessey plug attached.

Sharna watched him unscrew the large bung and inserted the plug into the socket nestling within. He stretched the lead out until it reached the bed. A broad smile creased Petros’ face. A nod was all Sharna needed to disrobe, and as soon as that was done she helped her boss undress as well. They lay down, anticipating the coming sport.

Petros glanced at Sharna as he picked up the box, then flipping a switch, spoke into the mike. His voice was immediately relayed through to the small earpiece in Sandra‘ shocked ear.

“Hello again,” I trust you're enjoying your new accommodation, Miss Darcy - although a little cramped I suspect. However, you seem to like it as we’ve heard no complaints,” he added mockingly, then paused, knowing that Sandra must be attempting to communicate now that she knew he was there.

Even though Sandra was attempting to scream insults at him, the barrel remained rock steady and silent. Petros continued “I've been waiting a long time for this,” he said in measured tones. “You dared to insult me in public.

Now you pay the price! You will pray for death in your shame and humiliation, but it will never come.

Don’t bother to try a play for sympathy, because as a human being, you have ceased to exist. You are an object without feelings; to be used for our pleasure.“

He then went on to describe her confinement, taking great pleasure from the claustrophobic hoe-- tor it must be generating in his captive’s mind as he revealed the full details of her confinement and the hopeless realisation that such knowledge would impart. A sweating, panting Sharna nudged his arm and indicated the mike. Petros smiled at her impatience and noting her arousal, he spoke to Sandra again.

“You may remember my friend. Well! You should know that I have given you to her as a gift, and now she would like to talk to her new toy.” With that he handed the mike to Sharna.

Taking her time, Sharna propped herself up on the pillows and made herself comfortable facing the barrel before starting to speak.

“Hello you sweet little thing. This is the Black Slut!“

She paused to let this revelation sink in. “Do you know what’s in my hand darling?“

Sharna purred.

“Well, I'll tell you. I have my hand on the control box for those cute resonators you're hiding. Sandra felt the hard balls within her lower body swell to incredible proportions in her mind . She couldn’t move a muscle, let alone take them out, and at any time the crazy black bitch could start them up.

Sharna continued her malevolent torment.

“By the way, I designed everything you are wearing at the moment, including your packaging. You see, | wanted to be sure you wouldn't get damaged before delivery.“

Sandra squirmed with humiliation at the knowledge that her present bondage, the brutal stuffing of her body, the awesome, agonising gag in her mouth, the rubber and plaster compressing her into a meaningless shape - all had been the brainchild of this sadistic bitch, whom she loathed so much. The same woman who lounged comfortably in front of her prison, unseen, but with the power to unleash terrible retribution on her. Sharna’s voice sounded in her ear again.

“Petros and I are going to enjoy ourselves now, so we thought it only fair that you should too, so I'll leave you in peace while you experience those resonators. The earpiece went dead and Sandra fought her cocoon with maniacal ferocity as the spectre of the resonators loomed large.

Placing the mike on the bed, Sharna flipped the switch marked ‘Anus’, deliberately leaving the mike switched on so that the barrel’s occupant could hear their pleasurable games. The effect of energising that first resonator within the confines of the barrel were shattering. Sandra felt the tender sensitive tube of her back passage begin to vibrate with a mind bending ferocity, shaking her insides and sending shock waves racing along her spine. It was unbearable. She screamed into the gag, her body straining against the rubber in a frantic, futile attempt to escape the pulsing horror within her. But the resonator raged on, tearing at her tender puckered opening, sending rippling waves of power through her buttocks until they quivered like two huge jellies.

Sharna looked on with delight as the barrel appeared to vibrate almost imperceptibly against the table top. She smiled and massaged her swollen pubic lips, now leaking a considerable quantity of fluid, then with her free hand threw the switch marked ‘Pussy’. The barrel’s vibrations increased considerably as Sharna put down the controller and began to caress a tingling breast as well. As she watched the barrel, she could only guess at the agonisingly violent arousal it concealed. Writhing in the grip of her sadistic lust, she turned to Petros, who had a massive erection, courtesy of Sandra’s punishment, and his colleague’s excitement!

Moving over the recumbent and waiting Sharna, he thrust his aching tool into her wet and distended pussy, feeling a greedy clutching orifice surround his stretched skin as he drove on into its depths. As his penis reached full insertion, Sharna’s hand snaked out and flipped the remaining switch on the box, the increased and now strong vibrations from the barrel pushing her to new heights of pleasure.

Inside the barrel, Sandra was experiencing new heights of hell. The starting of the resonator in her love tube had shattered her completely. Adding its power to the one in her ass, they had seemed to synchronise, so that her whole body was pulsing with energy. Total loss of control inevitably followed as the resonator in her front passage churned the unwanted release of fluids to foam. There followed orgasm after horribly unwanted orgasm, blending into one huge paroxysm of vaginal convulsion.

Then, without warning, the device in her mouth added its own terrible vibrations to her screaming, throbbing body. Against the combined power of the resonators her muscles were useless.

Through all this, Sandra could only think of Petros and Sharna. Laughing as they made love only a few feet away. She could hear the explosive exertions of their coupling being fuelled by her own torment.

They were feeding their inferno of lust from her own imprisoned suffering, maliciously oblivious to the torment they were pouring into her captive body. She prayed for them to reach climax and switch her off; knowing that it was a forlorn hope.

Her encapsulated torment would ensure they enjoyed a prolonged and appetising feast.

Sandra vibrated on, squirming, writhing, screaming, as the resonators remorselessly continued. Her breasts swelling and tightening, the lips of her labial mound frothing freely inside their rubber covering. Her whole body began to pulse in gigantic muscle contractions. Her trussed form emitted pleading, mewing sounds through the massive gag stretching her lips to tearing point - sounds so powerful that even the crushing surgical tape and rubber over sheath could not prevent the muffled emissions of her trauma escaping into the constricting mass of plaster she was entombed in.

’Mmmmmmmmmmmmph!“

“Mmmmmph!“

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmph!“

Her muted screams for mercy went unheeded, absorbed by the all enveloping mass of her confinement.

Orgasm after orgasm, smashed into her body, draining vital resources, until an eternity later the pulsing parcel of torment was claimed by a merciful oblivion as the last remnants of her strength and fighting spirit were torn away. Scant yards distant, her tormentors pumped vigorously away at their fifth orgasmic eruption, the viscously vibrating barrel and its contents completely forgotten as a living entity - now relegated to a mere resonating background libido enhancer .

When consciousness returned, Sandra found that the resonators had stopped. Sharna and Petros, having had the screw of a lifetime, had switched her off and were now eating snacks at the bar.

Her punishment, however, was far from over. Many times during the flight the sadistic voice of Sharna had announced her next instalment. Of which there were a few extras, due to a technical delay whilst refuelling en-route. Sharna had decided to exercise her new toy whilst they waited, and sat calmly sipping her drink as she watched the barrel being rolled around outside on the hanger floor. For an hour, the barrel rumbled around as successive goons took turns on duty, and a portable power supply ensured that Sandra’s aching, abused openings were not ignored as the resonators rattled on.

It was a rude awakening to the inescapable fact that she was in the hands of a sadistic, vengeful harpy.

An owner who was dedicated to ensuring that she suffered torment for every minute of every day!

As a result of that delay, the plane arrived at its destination past mid-day on Saturday, and to Sharna’s dismay, they found out that the cargo had to be taken to a Customs holding shed for the weekend as the clearing department was closed.

Fuming, she asked Petros to use his influence to secure the release of her toy. She had been looking forward to a week-end of fun. But Petros refused in case it brought unwanted attention to Sandra’s prison. He consoled Sharna with the thought that Sandra wasn't going anywhere. Plus the fact that it would give her time to plan the next ordeal for her.

Not convinced, Sharna reluctantly left the airport.

Meanwhile, in a hot and humid warehouse not far away, a stack of barrels'sweltered in silence - sharing their solitude with crates, boxes and cold steel pieces of machinery from all over the world, patiently waiting to be sent to their destinations.

Small sounds of the building’s expansion and movement filtered through the quiet, unheard during the normal bustle of human activity. But now, devoid of life, the warehouse voice whispered on.

But wait! A foreign sound intruded on its oratory.

A faint, oh so faint heart beat, accompanied by a muffled, mewing sound - emanating from the stack of barrels.

In their midst a small rubber wrapped parcel begged for release - or at least to be stacked right way up. But alas, there was no-one to hear this embryo of eroticism in its cocoon of rubber and unyielding plaster and steel. Sandra vibrated on, unaware that the concealed mobile power unit fitted into her barrel would maintain her electro-mechanical torment until well into the next day. Already, the frothing emissions from her churning love nest had permeated over the entire surface of her body. She was doomed to a weekend of marinating in her own copious love juices as her squirming, super aroused body slithered and pulsed inside that crushing rubber cocoon - coated liberally with the orgasmic lava flow seeping from the erupting volcanic cone of her pulsing pussy!

  EPISODE TWO   THE BONDAGE TOY   THE UNPACKING   Monday morning started as many other mornings in the Sudan - hot, humid and sticky, whilst in the large mansion on the outskirts of town, things were slightly more lively than normal.

Staring out of the window over the trim green lawns, Sharna snapped irritably at the young servant girl who was trying her best to dress the restless body of her beautiful mistress. The girl knew that something had gone wrong with Sharna’s trip to England, but her mistress was unlikely to discuss any details with a mere servant girl.

Sharna’s thoughts returned from that fabulous barrel, so near and yet so far; and looking at her watch for the tenth time in five minutes she saw that it was now 9.30 am. The temptation had been to rush to the airport early so as to obtain the release of the shipment of beer; and with it her special barrel. But Petros had warned her not to go before 10 am to avoid undue attention being brought down on that shipment. Unable to contain her impatience any more, Sharna decided to leave now and take a slow drive down to the customs shed.

She arrived at five minutes to ten and was just in time to see the lorry from Petros’ factory load the shipment. Sharna watched as they ticked off the number of barrels being loaded, heart-in-mouth as one particular barrel became the seat for a yawning customs official. His hand rested on the lip of the barrel as he smoked his cigarette, whilst not three inches below his fingers, she could see the tell-tale airline sticker indicating Sandra’s confinement.

“The oaf!” she mused quietly. He would never know that less than twelve inches from his backside was a beautiful woman, compressed into a tight ball by layer upon layer of rubber tape - buried in a solid mass of plaster. Her only link with the outside world a small breathing tube, which at present was 50 underneath the barrel in its upside down position, and therefore out of sight; destroying any small chance of its detection saving the occupant from the fate in store for her.

Having checked all the barrels onto the lorry, Sharna signed the acceptance forms and grudgingly put some money into the scruffy official’s hand - as was the custom - to avoid delays. Climbing into her car, she started the motor and with a screech of tyres, drove eagerly after the departing truck.

To the impatient Sharna, the lorry seemed to take for ever to reach the mansion. But eventually they arrived, whereupon she immediately instructed the nearest servants to unload the marked barrel and take it to the private cellars under her rooms.

Petros and Sharna stood side by side watching as the slow job of removing Sandra’s outer casing began. It took nearly an hour to break the top half of the barrel free from the grip of the plaster inside; and a further half an hour of careful chipping before the first sign of the cocooned Sandra appeared.

As soon as the plaster was down far enough, the black egg shaped object was lifted out and put on!

the floor, then after locating the vulcanised end of the rubber, they began to tear off the final coating.

A look of shock spread over Sharna’s face as the white, emaciated object within was slowly revealed.

Still trussed tightly into a ball by the heavy straps, the wires from the terrible resonators hanging from her orifices, Sandra lay unmoving. Her bloodshot eyes slowly opened and focussed on the watching group of people as the servant girls moved forward and began to remove the straps and resonators.

Finally, more dead than alive, Sandra lay unfettered and inert on the floor; her body frozen into a foetal position by its long incarceration within the barrel.

Sandra’s eyes moved and sought those around her - the croaking noises issuing from her throat slowly rising to a wail, then progressing to a scream as the blood began to rush into her rapidly expanding limbs. The pressure now off and nothing to stop that long, oh so long awaited relief, she endured the terrible torment of returning circulation.

Slowly, agonisingly, they pulled her out straight and waited for her revival. The punishment for her insult to Petros had indeed been severe.

Sharna called forward the four young black girls she had specially chosen as Sandra’s guardians.

“Take her to her quarters and look after her,” she ordered. “And remember, you have until Friday to get her back to normal. I want her ready for the banquet on Friday night. “Fail me, and you all join her on the sprinklers.“

Fearfully, the girls picked up the shattered body of Sandra and carried her out, their terror at the mention of the sprinklers penetrating even Sandra’s befuddled brain, as with dread, she registered the words ‘and you all join her’. It was obvious that what ever the sprinklers were, she was already booked for the event.

For her first few days at the mansion, Sandra’s life was a mixture of pain and pleasure with her four keepers battling to return her body to its former glory. Her emaciated body was immersed in a Jacuzzi, massaged with oils, steamed in a sauna, exercised and gradually coaxed back to life. During this time, Sandra did not see Sharna or Petros, except for the second day when, realising that she was now mobile, although a little stiff, Sharna had appeared with one of the guards and fitted a polished steel collar to her toy. This, in turn, was connected by a long thin chain to a ring-bolt in the floor. It was an arrangement which allowed Sandra total freedom within the confines of her quarters, but ruled out any chance of escape. By Thursday, Sandra had almost fully recovered and was relaxing under a sun lamp when two goons put in an appearance.

Without saying a word, they pulled her naked form out from under the Sun lamp and stood her up.

With considerable force, they bent her resisting arms behind her and shackled them high up in the middle of her back, where they were held by one of her tormentors, whilst the other released her collar from the long chain.

The collar was now re-connected to her wrist shackles by a shorter chain so that any attempt to lower her arms transferred strain to the collar. Grasping her hair, they proceeded to plait it into a long pigtail before strapping a gag across her protesting mouth and finishing off her restraints with the addition of ankle cuffs connected by a strong hobble chain.

Without further ado, she was led awkwardly into the passageway, the stringency of her arm bondage causing her to walk with her back arched and buttocks thrust out, whilst the ankle chain further hampered her movements as it chinked along the floor with each step.

Once outside the door, her captors halted and positioned her under a pair of hanging shackles which Sandra noticed were connected to a strange rail affair running along the ceiling, that disappeared round the corner at the end of the passageway.

She was not allowed to ponder this as her arms were raised up high behind her and the hanging shackles attached to her upper arms just above the elbow. The strain was severe and in an attempt to ease the pull on her shoulders, Sandra found herself standing on her toes. Teetering precariously, she felt the pigtail being pulled up and fastened to the same ring supporting her elbow shackles. With a leer, one of the goons pinched her jutting backside before throwing a switch on the wall.

Sandra, feeling a tug on her arms and hair, found that she had to walk forward to prevent herself from falling and dislocating her shoulder joints against the pull of the elbow shackles. Slowly the pull increased so that she found herself being forced to move faster and faster. Down the hallway she went, almost up to a jog as the overhead rail dragged her around the first corner and on toward the stairs.

Helplessly, Sandra tried to fight the pull as the stairs approached, but was urged remorselessly onward by the strain on her arms, reaching the first step at a slow run. A muffled scream of fear escaped her gagged mouth as she concentrated on not missing a step on her way down the flight. Negotiating the stairs with great difficulty, chains rapping furiously against each step she reached the bottom, her enforced movement continuing along the lower hallway and out into the blinding glare of the morning Sun.

Still the pace of the rail didn't slackened as she was dragged through the extensive grounds of the mansion.

Breasts heaving, Sandra ran on, rivulets of sweat beginning to course down her naked body as the heat and exertion worked on in unison on her labouring form.

Winding lazily through the grounds, the rail eventually worked its way round to the rear of the house   THE BONDAGE TOY   and into the servants entrance. Along the servants hall she sped, conscious of the laughing faces appearing in numerous doorways as they watched her enforced physical fitness program.

The passage ended in a flight of steps and Sandra valiantly struggled up the long stairway to the landing where she had started from before the overhead rail began another lap, watched by Sharna, as she raced out of the house again and was swept past into the grounds.

Round and round she went - was it seven or eight laps? Sandra had lost count as she fought to keep up with her mindless mechanical tormentor. Her body was racked with fatigue, each breath laboured and ragged in her throat as her lungs gulped in air, until, convinced that she would surely collapse and wrench her shoulder joints out, she felt the rail begin to slacken pace until it was down to a fast walk. The backward tug on her hair heralded the rail coming to a stop directly in front of a grinning Sharna, but before she could be taunted further, Sandra felt herself sliding into oblivion. Legs starting to buckle and the chains on her elbows beginning to take the weight, Sandra hung limp as a blackness descended over her.

Sometime later, as her senses returned, she became aware of her personal maids fussing over her as she lay on her bed, concerned looks furrowing their faces as they soothed her weary body with balms and oils.

For the rest of the day, she was left alone. Sharna, fearful that she had pushed her toy too far, didn’t want to risk her not being ready for the party.

As it was, Friday lunch time came all to quickly, and Sandra now fully recovered, was enduring a little light enforced exercise, strapped to a motorised gymnasium bicycle when Sharna put in her second appearance. Silently she watched as Sandra pedalled away, obviously satisfied at what she saw.

The cycling toy had no option but to obey or suffer painful shocks through her nipples. A rev counter hovered dangerously near the limit set for retribution, but Sandra was managing to stay ahead; so far.

Sandra opened her mouth to speak, but before the first word had been completed, received the back of Sharna’s hand full across her face in a stinging slap.

Her head ringing from the force of the blow, Sandra listened as Sharna spoke.

“Don’t ever speak again unless I order it! You're just a toy - an inanimate object. Something I own. If you speak again I'll have your vocal cords removed.“

Sharna’s eyes glittered dangerously as she waited for Sandra to challenge her wishes, but was rewarded only with the silent continuation of exercise, as Sandra sensed that she meant it. But the score against this woman was building up. One day! One day there would be a reckoning! She watched Sharna’s back as the woman left to start her preparations for the banquet that night, her eyes spitting venom as she studied the departing figure. Sandra attempted to find out more about her surroundings and the surprises Sharna had planned for her by questioning her unwilling servant girls, but gained very little. They were terrified of incurring Sharna’s wrath - a fact that played ominously on Sandra’s mind.

  HUMILIATION   That afternoon, Sandra’s life became a little more interesting. Around teatime, two of the guards came in, and after hand-cuffing her hands behind her back, released the collar and led her out, followed by her handmaidens.

She was taken to a small bathroom with a special toilet situated directly in the centre of the room, where after being stripped of her meagre gym-slip covering, she was forced to sit. The guards ensured her immobility by using the many straps attached to the commode, which soon held her firmly down, leaving her no room for objection other than to curse and insult the goons.

Grinning widely, one of them immediately quelled this abuse as he rammed a large ball-gag into her mouth and after cinching it tight behind her neck, locked it in place with its attendant snap lock. The girls gathered round her carrying some strange equipment.

“Sorry, lady,” Celine apologised. “But we have orders to prepare you for this evening.“

With that, they proceeded to insert a tube into Sandra’s squirming bottom hole, and after check- - in gits full penetration, connected it to a hand pump arrangement. The pump handle was depressed, and Sandra felt her insides expanding as a warm, soapy liquid gushed into her. They pumped more and more, until Sandra was sure she would burst, then removed the pipe.

Sandra battled against the rising urge to evacuate her bowel as the potent laxative enema went to work. But to no avail. After a couple of minutes her anus opened, and there exploded from her rear all the contents of her body, leaving her crying with the humiliation of it as the girls watched her convulsive evacuations. Satisfied that she had finished they pumped her up anew.

This continued again and again, until on the fifth wash-out, the liquid from Sandra’s pouting, overworked waste disposal ring was clear. Washing her down with scented water, the girls then left the sobbing woman, perched on her humiliating throne in the middle of the room.

Some two hours later the men returned carrying what looked like a thick, reinforced rubber straight jacket with a built-in hood. Taking their time, they removed her from her pedestal perch, laughing as they commented on her predicament. But then to work. After unstrapping and standing her up, they proceeded to fit her into the jacket. This took some time as the jacket was very tight, designed to become a second skin as they laced up the back.

As they worked behind her, Sandra looked at the sleeves of the jacket. Her hands were sticking out at the wrists where the jacket had a glove attachment with laces and a steel ring. The material, although rubber, had some sort of nylon cord buried in its layers, which Sandra presumed would be almost impossible to tear.

Having finished the lacing behind, they pulled the tight sleeves down, forcing her hands into the incredibly small gloves, before these too were laced up. The hood hanging under her chin was pulled over her head, and Sandra found that its interior had a huge plug gag attached. This was forced into her mouth and fixed immovably by the hood as it tightened remorselessly around her head, drawn ever tighter by the lacing being done up behind.

Finally, they tightened the wide belt built into the bottom of the jacket so that it cinched her waist down tight. Snapping a length of chain onto the rings in her gloves, they led her out.

She was taken to a large hall with a long ‘U’ shaped table layout, large enough to seat eighty people.

Alongside a strange looking tube arrangement at the centre of the ‘U’ and dominating the open space, stood Sharna and the four girls.

Sandra was led forward and stood still as Sharna inspected her, the girls meanwhile busying themselves putting hold-up stockings on her legs and high heel shoes on her feet. Sandra was taken to the tube arrangement and turned upside down, Marta holding her in this inverted position, while Celine began fastening her arms to the cross bars of this device so that they stretched out either side of her head. The top central pole running vertically up from the floor located in a socket mounted on the front of her waist belt, whilst below, her gag helmet ‘was fastened by a ring to the base of this same pole.

They bent her at the waist and secured her ankles to the other bar, sticking out at right angles to the cross bar holding her arms. A large, flexible steel belt secured around her entire doubled body ensured her continued contorted positioning on the device.

Having carried out their allotted task the men left, and Sharna’s team of girls moved over to the rig to complete Sandra's bondage. The rings in her gloves were connected to screw adjusters at each end of the bar holding her outstretched arms. With obvious pleasure, Sharna personally oversaw the tensioning of these items, screwing them out and stretching Sandra’s arms until they were bar taught from finger tip to finger tip. Satisfied, Sharna instructed the girls to pull down the other steel fastening bands holding her elbows and wrists, before turning her attention to the wide band around Sandra’s body.

This item also had a large tensioner situated in the centre of the belt behind Sandra’s knees. The handle was turned and the doubled over, powerfully trussed Sandra felt her body being compressed more and more as her knees pressed terribly into her breasts. Sharna watched with shining eyes as the turning handle squeezed Sandra’s presented buttocks up further and further; slowly mushrooming them into an exquisite edifice of eroticism.

Soon, Sandra had reached the desired shape and, grinning widely, Sharna revelled in the spectacle before her.

Sandra could only imagine what it looked like to others. She knew that movement was impossible and was acutely conscious of her stretched and offered buttocks, surrounding the tender and now displayed orifices of her pussy and neat, tight ring of her puckered, nervously twitching rear entrance.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the arrival of more people, summoned by Sharna. Turning, Sharna beckoned a man forward.

“Shave it!” she said pointing to the bush of Sandra’s pubic hair on the helplessly offered mons in front of them.

The barber set to work, and after vigorously working up a lather of foam in Sandra’s bush, began to shave her with an open razor. Sandra endured the ordeal in total shame as her sex lips were denuded of their last vestige of privacy, leaving them blatantly exhibited for all to see. The lathering had been bad enough as the barber's busy brush brought her gasping and panting to the brink of a cataclysmic orgasm, but the smooth sliding burn of the razor had her tensed and desperately trying to avoid a squirming eruption that would result in a painfully nicked pussy.

Having completed his work the barber stepped back, his movement allowing a cool breeze from the fan to play over Sandra’s bare and vulnerable love lips, enhancing the sensation of their nudity as Sharna called over two women. They were the make up girls. Sandra listened with dread as her captor explained her requirements. After giving her instructions, Sharna spoke to the object of her attentions.

“This is the face you will be presenting to the public from now on, so we must make sure it has make up on, don't you think?” She paused as Sandra groaned a reply, then receiving no further comment continued her sadistic baiting of her captive. “I have arrangements to make now, and the staff have to lay out the hall, so I'll leave you in capable hands - see you later.“

With that she left, and the cosmeticians started work.

Sandra could feel their cool hands as they started by applying a foundation cream to her whole rear end from waist belt to her stocking tops, working methodically from both sides.

They applied eye shade around her pussy and the ring of her embarrassingly presented bottom hole, carefully blending the shades so that her openings were highlighted by the subtle blue shades. To further enhance their availability, they added lipstick to the lips of her pussy and the tight rosebud of her pouting sphincter - finishing off with a light face powder and blusher before leaving their creation to her fate.

Alone in the silent hall, Sandra tested her bonds anxiously as her impending exhibition drew closer, fear fuelling her struggles as the cane on the end of her stand, swung gently to and fro in front of her eyes. The mental vision of her rear end refused to be laid. Her most private region was all neatly parcelled up, gift wrapped, cinched and extruded into a pair of swelling monstrous peaches, and tarted up like a cheap whore. The fact that it was offered so temptingly to anyone who cared to abuse it, all added fuel to her trepidation and humiliation.

Herculean efforts to resolve the problem by escape went unrewarded as her restraints relentlessly maintained their grip, squeezing, sculpting, shaping; rigidly holding her in place. The huge expanse of the hall dwarfed the exhibit at its centre, with its rubber encased torso and head, arms stretched taught and useless, as was the encapsulated head with its plugged and covered mouth. Behind were a pair of -shapely calves, fettered in steel at the ankles. But all this faded into obscurity-under the pillar of tethered, stretched and displayed eroticism rising from the huge crushing steel strap at its centre. Like a pale peach, its smooth surface divided equally by the gentle cleft of taught stretched skin separating the two rounded lobes, her offered rump waited. Immovably presented, the awesome object quivered with futile struggles to escape. It was an edifice of unparalleled lust just waiting to be abused. Sandra wept as she visualised her intimate openings thrust up in open display and highlighted with bright red lipstick.

Soon she was surrounded by the bustle of staff as the huge tables were laid out. She could hear the laughs of the butlers and the sniggers of the serving waitresses as they worked around her exhibited form waiting silently on its pedestal for the return and entertainment of her tormentress. Her long wait was finally rewarded, when Sharna eventually reappeared, dressed in a stunning, cling-fit evening gown.

Along with her guard, they went over to Sandra who from her inverted position could just make out a brass plaque which Sharna now read out to her captive audience.

“I thought that we would complete your humiliation by letting our guests know who and what you were. After all, you could be anyone inside that helmet, so we'll just attach this plate to let them know. It says, Sandra Darcy, Former Sales Director Intermec Incorporated. To be Disciplined for Disrespect.

“I think that should tell them all they need to know, and anyway, your old chairman will be here tonight, so he can explain to anyone who h?s questions.“

Laughing, she backed away as the guard screwed" the plate onto the pedestal base of Sandra’s supporting tubular restraints, grinning into Sandra’s inverted eyes as she watched with sinking heart the removal of her last hope of anonymity. Now everyone would be able to put a face to the display above her, and worst of all, that treacherous bastard would be mocking her demise.

  DISPLAYED AND PUNISHED   The guests began to arrive, all eager to get formal introductions over so that they could move over to the central exhibit. The attendant girl threw a switch on the base of Sandra’s exhibition and stood back as the arrangement and its human exhibit began to slowly rotate like a shop window display.

The hall throbbed with the sound of voices as the guests filled the tables to capacity. No-one had declined the invitation having been told of the special attraction Sharna had returned with from England. None were disappointed as they sat and discussed the slowly rotating, erotically displayed object before them. The hubbub died away as Petros stood up at the head of the table, the silence broken only by the gentle whirring of the drive motor three feet below the turning stretched buttocks of Sandra Darcy. Petros waited until the last guests were seated, then rose and put his hand up for quiet. The hubbub dwindled into silence.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you for coming to this celebration. As you may have noticed, we have a rather strange object in our midst.” He paused as the laughter swelled and then died down. “That object is my gift to Sharna for her birthday, and with it goes the delight of witnessing Sharna avenge the insults of the past.“

Sharna stood as Petros relinquished the stage, her alluring presence greeted by clapping and cheers as she beamed at the audience.

“Thank you, you wonderful people, I know you're all anxious for the main event, so I won’t bore you with a speech. Instead, I'll entertain you with my new toy over there, then we shall be served dinner, after which you may do with her as you wish!“

Sharna moved around the table, and as the. clapping died away, Sandra could hear the ominous clicking approach of her stiletto heels in the expectant silence, then nylon clad legs appeared in the restricted field of vision below her shackled ankles and stood facing Sandra’s offered rotating buttocks.

Slowly and deliberately, Sharna picked up the thin cane from its hook at the end of Sandra's leg tube and reaching down she switched off the motor so that the table on her left had a full view of Sandra’s new public face.

Sandra waited with dread, her stretched buttocks quivering with anticipation of the coming ordeal, the tight ring of her ass, expanding and contracting with involuntary spasms of fear. Unable to expel anything from an already washed out interior, the ring continued its movements, looking with its single round lips ticked lip, like a pouting, inviting mouth. Sharna dragged out her triumph, savouring her power over this woman in as she caressed Sandra’s naked charms with the tip of the cane.

The atmosphere was electric. Every eye in the room fixed on the humiliated and helpless exhibit which had once been a proud and successful woman, and now awaiting her final painful and unavoidable public abuse.

Trembling with fear, Sandra saw the legs move - round her as Sharna positioned herself for the retribution. Her terror complete, she was unable to control the loud fart which now escaped her tautly offered anus. The crowd roared its approval at this bonus of humiliation as drawing back her arm, Sharna commenced the show, bringing the cane down with commanding force on the tight stretched skin of her captive’s offered rear end.

A line of fire burned across the lobes of Sandra'’s buttocks as the cane sliced down, pain spreading in a shock wave through her writhing struggling body, effortlessly held by the jacket as the blows rained ‘down, filling the room with her muffled screams and the creaks and groans of stress from restraining straps and tubes as they absorbed her frantic efforts.

Her buttock muscles rippled with effort and pain as the cane left more angry red signatures on their surface, until, twelve terrible blows later, Sharna stayed the lashing cane, and switching on the motor turned the sobbing mounted parcel of pain until it presented its scarlet face to the next side of the ‘U’ shaped layout.

Sandra through her pain realised that Sharna in- ‘tended to give each row of tables the same show, which meant that she had another twenty-four unbelievably painful strokes to come. She didn’t’ think she could take that. But what choice did she have? There was no escape. Whatever she thought, her backside was immovably held above her, perfectly presented and open to as many strokes as Sharna wanted to give.

The turning stopped and Sandra screamed into the gag as the cane began her punishment again, amidst roars of laughter and jibes from the entranced audience.

“They said she was a smart ass. I bet it’s smarting now.“

And so it went on, until the full thirty-six blows had left their mark, and Sandra, in spite of her straining, jerking and thrashing, remained exactly as she was.

Not an inch of movement had occurred in the offered spectacle of her now reddened and striped buttocks.

Hanging the cane back on its hook, Sharna turned to her audience, acknowledging the continuous clapping from their ranks, her face glowing with her obvious arousal at Sandra’s punishment as she raised her hand for silence.

“And now for your further enjoyment as we eat, a specialist will entertain you.” The clapping started again as a small Chinese figure entered the room, -and upon reaching Sandra’s mounted form, turned and bowed to the audience.

Taking off his outer robe the Chinaman took out a small and very thin cane, then reaching for a chair, positioned himself behind Sandra’s back so that he was looking over her upturned display. Enthralled, the crowd watched as with tiny strokes, he began to whip the lips of her pubic mound.

Sandra bucked and strained as the pain in her crotch started to increase The cane continued, same speed, same strength, monotonously descending on her helpless displayed pussy. Now a more ominous reaction began to steal through Sandra's body at her repeated blows fuelled her latent masochistic instincts. Her breath became laboured as a warm pulsing glow began to suffuse itself through her aching crotch, the offered pubic lips expanding as they engorged with the rush of blood heralding an imminent orgasm. The initial pain had somehow transmuted into pleasure, each tiny blow sending shafts of searing orgasmic energy pulsing into her engorged labial lips.

  ORGASMIC TOY   Sandra fought to control the rising lust, devastated at the thought of performing her most private act to the packed and hushed audience as the unstoppable tide of feeling boiled within her helpless form. Her unsuccessful efforts to control these emotions adding fuel to the furnace within, as the little cane steadily but surely bought her arousal to its inevitable conclusion.

Her wriggling, straining form stiffened as the all engulfing tide of a massive orgasm smashed down her final defence, a long drawn out muffled scream of ecstasy filtering through the gag as she became a thrashing pillar of encapsulated orgasmic pleasure.

Muscles rippling and writhing in their restraint as the pouting lips of her pubic mound throbbed and pulsed in an attempt to touch something, anything, and bring this torment to an end.

Copious rivers of unwanted love liquid oozed from her cleft and trickled in hot streams down the taut flesh of her sculpted thighs. Hushed in awe, the watching crowd drank in this spectacle of pure eroticism being enacted for their entertainment, each with their own silent thoughts. Some wishing they held the cane, and others, longing to take Sandra’s place as the orgasm continued to ravish her body in a symphony of creaking steel bonds and sighing nylon.

Sandra thrashed impotently in its powerful embrace; her screams of ecstasy changing to pitiful mewing moans as she begged for that final touch to end her ordeal. But her pleas were in vain as Ming Lee stopped his magical cane just short of her second and most powerful orgasm, leaving her pussy to pump and pout in desperation. Then, as the orgasm finally began to subside, he patiently began again, oblivious to Sandra’s shame and humiliation as once again she began to climb the orgasmic spiral.

Throughout the meal, Ming Lee never missed a beat, his steady onslaught building the pain and pleasure to unbearable proportions in those tender lips. The writhing and muffled screams for mercy from the object of his attentions falling on the deaf ears of a master craftsman practising his ancient profession in pain and pleasure, so that by the end of the meal, the effects had become obvious. Sandra's mound and pubic lips had swollen to resemble two small half melons sticking out from her hind quarters, partly as a result of his cane, but mainly due to the massive infusion of blood pumped in by her uncontrollable lust.

Ignoring the terrible suffering of carefully orchestrated denial that she was enduring, the Chinaman unhurriedly finished his task and bowed his way out. As he left Sandra's squirming, distended, form, he switched on the motor leaving her rotating hind quarters for all to see. The pumping unfulfilled pussy unashamedly begged for attention as it scanned the silent awe struck audience, searching in vain for a benevolent onlooker who would touch and release the awesome volcanic sexual energy that had been pumped into her offered charms. It seemed incredible that despite having been allowed fulfilment on several occasions, this fettered tormented woman was still begging for more.

None could fully grasp the fact that this blatant display of rampant undeniable lust actually belonged to a previously smart arrogant high-flying business woman.

Their meal finished, the guests moved over and gathered around the orbiting red globes of Sandra’s mushrooming buttocks, discussing the intimate details of her nether regions with detachment as they sipped their aperitifs. Fingers probed her swollen lips and stroked the raised weals left by Sharna’s cane across her taught flesh as the women sniggered and passed comments on how her love-lips had twitched, or how vulnerable a woman looked with her ass stuck up like this. One even tested the handle on the tightening mechanism, and drew squeals of delight from her friends as Sandra’s buttocks bloomed even further with the increased constriction around her body. Four extra clicks had increased the tension on her taught skin to breaking point, forcing her swollen lips out even further.

“I loved it when she farted,” remarked one young debutant, as she ran her gloved finger over the rosebud of Sandra’s anal opening. “I wonder if we can make her do it again?“

Her young male escort soon came up with an idea to promote the required effect and Sharna looked on with amusement as he fetched a full bottle of champagne; and after carefully removing the cork, placed his finger over the neck and shook it vigorously, before up ending the bottle and inserting its neck into the ring of Sandra’s anus, removing his finger from at the instant of entry, and holding the bottle in as the pressurised contents jetted into Sandra’s insides.

Removing the empty bottle he jumped back as a fountain of Champagne erupted from the captive Sandra’s anus in a sputtering, prolonged fart of immense proportions. The watchers were thrilled, and within a very short time Sandra felt the contents of two bottles pumping up her body, introduced by way of both of her presented openings.

The crowd rocked with laughter at the duet her orifices struck up,champagne roaring out like miniature erupting volcanoes.

Sandra cried, her degradation and humiliation complete as the next two bottles entered her body, this time to have their exit blocked by the deep plugging of her protesting bottom hole with a banana, and the massive plugging of her pussy with a cucumber.

The crowd hushed in expectancy as the pressure within slowly started to force out the plugs.

The cucumber giving up the battle first as it flopped out, releasing a cascade of champagne from the fluttering lips of her love nest, but the banana resisted, helped by the higher friction of her tight clamped anus around it.

Slowly the banana inched out; watched by dozens of fascinated eyes, until a tlast, unable to contain the pressure within, released a second fountain as it shot three feet into the air propelled by the expanding gasses of the Champagne.

The evening wore on, with the bound edifice of Sandra’s rear end suffering more and more ideas. A game of bite the apple had been a favourite, where people had to bite an apple, suspended on a string without the use of their hands, the difference being that instead of dangling on a string, the apple had been thrust into her swollen abused love channel.

Sandra endured as noses and teeth invaded her swollen pubic lips, probing and nipping as they sought to gain a grip on the apple, its surface now slippery with the juices of her sex mixed with the saliva of many tongues. : But soon the crowd tired of this sport and began to discuss other games that could be played with the toy in their midst.

  MECHANISATION   The next game was a pure spectator sport supplied by Sharna, the crowd hushed and looked on as two of her goons entered with a box full of equipment and approached the bound form of Sandra.

The box contained a selection of mechanical items, all of which were a mystery to the onlookers, who stood silently as tubes and motors were bolted to the frame supporting the incredibly bound edifice.

Within minutes, an additional frame work had been constructed around the helpless rear end, the tubes of which supported several small motors not unlike wiper motors, but with strange gearboxes attached.

To the shafts sticking out of two of these gearboxes, they now attached what appeared to be large vibrating dildos; each in turn being adjusted so that its tip was directly in line with one of Sandra’s vulnerable openings. After carefully checking the alignment of each, they added the final equipment in the form of two thin canes which were clamped to shafts on the gearboxes mounted at each side of her buttocks. Their task completed, the goons handed Sharna a small control unit.

Making sure that the hand holding the unit was within Sandra’s limited field of vision, Sharna caressed the button with her gloved thumb, gloating at the look of apprehension in the eyes of her captive, then having toyed with the helpless woman enough, slowly pressed her thumb down.

A muffled cry of anguish sounded from the bound woman, drowned immediately by the roar of the crowd as the motors started up.

Simultaneously the two dildos were thrust powerfully into the defenceless orifices, the buzzing of their internal vibrator motors subsiding as they ponderously vanished into Sandra’s body before swelling once again in volume as the reciprocating gearboxes withdrew them. Sandra strained and writhed as she felther body being violated over and over again by this mechanical rapist, her lust rising rapidly as a cleverly shaped, padded hook arrangement on the larger dildo assaulting her frontal opening, slid over her clitoris with each powerful inward thrust.

For the onlookers, the display defied description.

The motors, one running slightly faster than the other were now out of synchronisation, with the result that the dildos were entering Sandra alternately giving endless delight to the onlookers as they studied at close quarters her openings being stretched and invaded. It was marvellous to watch each opening stretching and distorting, the tightly resisting flesh being bulldozed aside. In addition, Sandra’s desperate efforts to resist produced a sur ' face friction that had each tunnel mouth indenting and then erupting with each and every reverse of direction.

The shafts disappeared with monotonous regularity into the depths of Sandra’s body, sliding in like the oiled shafts of a piston engine then drawing out gleaming and wet as her openings shrank back into shape in preparation for the next assault on the elasticity of those slick tight holes. It was magical to watch, especially when the object of this lustful demonstration couldn’t move a muscle to prevent it.

After a few minutes delay, the other two motors on the frame whirred into action drawing gasps of awe from the crowd as the two canes began to rise and fall with stinging blows on the taught stretched lobes of Sandra’s buttocks.

The exhibit rippled and squirmed as this combined assault of pain, humiliation and pleasure broke down her defences and released the beast within.

The orgasmic gyrations of uncontrollable lust continually re-sculpting her body as she pulsed with erotic energy.

Of the watching women in the audience, some stood with undisguised glee whilst others were uncomfortable; fidgeting, blushing as they furtively massaged their own throbbing love mounds. But all were unable to take their eyes from this scene of exploding unbridled lust by one of their own.

One girl, however, was not impressed. The young woman who had previously encouraged her escort to induce a further farting session from Sandra’s bound form.

Aware that Sandra was now the centre of attraction and that no-one was listening to her witty comments any more, the woman began to get bitchy.

“I could have a better orgasm than that standing on my head,” she intoned for anyone who cared to listen. “I thought this woman was supposed to be something special.“

Her escort, enthralled by the lustful spectacle of Sandra’s demise, overheard the remark, and in view of the fact that of late she had been a pain in the ass, had a brainwave. He attracted Sharna’s attention and as she moved over, began a long whispered conversation in her ear. Sharna listened and gave the occasional enthusiastic nod, before turning and leaving the room.

Although it was difficult to separate the end of one orgasm from the beginning of the next, it could be said that Sandra was well into her sixth when three goons pushed their way into the throng surrounding her, where, without further ado, they caught hold of the foolishly naive girl and frogmarched her struggling, complaining figure out of the room, leaving behind a horde of incredulous guests and a smirking escort.

The hubbub rose to a roar as they discussed this turn of events and its implications. Speculation had barely died away some fifteen minutes later when the woman reappeared.

  TWO'S COMPANY   EIGHTEEN IS BETTER!

  The bitch’s re-entrance was somewhat less pompous than her original entrance as she was now trussed and gagged in identical equipment to Sandra.

Her muted screams of protest filled the room as she was mounted on her own stand alongside Sandra.

The guests, now realising that this equipment was available on request, inundated the amazed Sharna with requests. Many of these requests were secretive whispers by husbands followed by the screaming protesting removal of their wives by the goons.

Two such requests were by women, whose masochistic tendencies could be no longer denied. A fact attested to by their willingly following the goons when their turn came to be mounted. One by one the mounted and trussed exhibits were returned to the room until soon a row of eighteen pairs of taught, bound buttocks jutted upwards in the space between the tables.

All were wriggling madly as they attempted to escape the humiliation of their predicament and the pain soon to be vented on their helpless forms.

All, that is. except the two volunteers who now delighted the watching audience by going into orgasms inspired solely by their bondage and public display.

Meanwhile Sandra, now almost completely ignored after this unexpected turn of events, mewed pitifully into her gag, begging for release from her mechanical torment as she surged once more into orgasmic contortions.

One by one the offered clefts of eroticism were shaved and made up, the colours of the make up, subdued by the blotched suffused pink of each set of buttocks as their owners blushed profusely at the blatant exhibiting of their most private regions; each feeling the exploring eyes of the scornful women left unfettered, who exercised enough control over their husbands to prevent their own demise.

Groans and muffled sobs filled the air as one of these baleful women travelled along the line tightening the wide steel bands and forcing their buttocks upward and outward in total submission “Mmmmmmmmph!“

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmph!“

“Mmmmlp! Mmmm! Mmmoooooooocoowwww!“

" " Mmmmmmmmeeeeeees!

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmnmmmmmmmphhh!“

“MmmmmmmmmIllppp!“

The gagged pleas for mercy rose in volume as each in turn was squeezed into a pillar of helplessness and then turned on her base, until at last all eighteen, including Sandra, faced the same way.

A hush fell over the crowd as they stared at this unparalleled vision of presented female sexual organs and squirming buttocks. Then the spell broke, when one of the struggling forms, her sphincter muscles already under tremendous strain from the severity of her position, lost control, the fear of her impending torture loosening the opening with involuntary muscle flutters.

A loud prolonged fart issued from the puckered lips of her anus, the enormity of this final, public humiliation causing her to die inwardly as the crowd roared with laughter, who then as a single body, moved forward to the waiting bound and gagged women.

The room became a sea of rotating, abused female sexual organs as the party gathered momentum.

Gagged and stifled screams of the tormented mixing with the laughter of the men as new and more humiliating schemes were tried out on their wives upturned rear ends.

Sandra was ignored as the other women suffered the indignities of being coated with a whole range of liquids, stuffed and pumped up with creams, foams and fruit, whipped and caned and brought repeatedly to orgasm by a multitude of vibrators and exploring fingers. The two women masochists soon resembling pin cushions as their buttocks absorbed more than a thousand pins each and became glistening rotating globes of abused flesh.

Their pubic lips had been clipped with several nipple clamps and then stretched widely apart before being fastened in this manner, leaving pink interiors hugely displayed. But of all those suffering, the sometime bitch, Angela, suffered the most, her struggles and screams ignored as she was whipped by almost everyone. The securing clamps tightened many times, until her offered buttocks were squeezed upwards in outrageous display leaving her delightful backside stretched taught as a drum-skin.

But is was becoming late and eventually Petros indicated that it was time to wind things up. So, having made their last jibes, and had their last probes, the guests left one by one after first releasing their respective spouses, now sobbing, humiliated and cowed parody’s of the once proud and assertive females who had entered the great hall earlier.

The two masochists were removed by the goons, still mounted on their instruments of torment, to be delivered home as they were for display in their front gardens at the request of their husbands.

Their wishes concerning their prolonged bondage were not asked for. They had given up their right of choice when they revealed their secret desires.

  SCULPTURED BITCH   For Angela, relief was not at hand, for at Sharna’s request her escort had agreed to leave her for further training. He now stood watching with interest as a large wooden box was assembled around the doubled form of his sobbing escort, and was entranced as the goons commenced to in liquid plaster of Paris after first fitting her with a snorkel arrangement.

Soon the box was full to its brim so that only her upturned buttocks remained visible. Several minutes later the plaster had set rock hard and the outer wooden casing was removed leaving a snow white .

solid cube pedestal surmounted with a beautifully stretched set of buttocks. The block was silent, no sound escaped when as a test, Sharna delivered several heavy cuts with the cane to this exhibit, and seemingly satisfied, she then proceeded to insert huge vibrators into each of the offered orifices before switching them on and ordering her goons - to remove the exhibit to the cellars for the night.

The escort looked on with obvious arousal as the block and its protruding womanhood were picked up with a sack truck and wheeled away, the loud buzzing of the vibrators diminishing as it vanished down the passageway.

My God! He thought, she’s going to be one hot bitch by morning. As if reading his thoughts Sharna spoke to him, “Come back at 9 am to watch her whipping and then you can shaft her as she is. After which we can have some cool drinks and watch my personal guards, all twenty four of them, fuck a little humility into her.

“We'll run the whole lot through her before lunch and then she can service them again after lunch with that neat little ass of hers. That, followed by a couple more whippings and I think by this time tomorrow we can chip her out and see if she’s been converted. If not, we re-cast her and give her the same treatment for another twenty-four hours; only next time we leave her nose and mouth showing and jack open her mouth before we cast - that way she can be serviced at both ends at the same time.“

The man walked away, agog at the thought of his girl's lonely vigil in the cellars, and her coming ordeal as she struggled inside her stone prison. Her bitchy mouth filled, stretched and sealed with rubber and steel. Five hundred weight of plaster surrounding her sexy little body, for so long denied to him - it was a dream come true. She was helplessly offered by its rigid entombment, and now being driven crazy by the endless stimulation of the vibrators, her taught stretched orifices beckoning the multitude of hard meaty shafts which would thrust into them in the coming day.

The host had converted her into a pedestal of pleasure; a living ornament; a monument to Sharna’s exquisite bondage design talents.

At this moment, Angela was considering her hopeless plight, the humiliation made all the worse for knowing that a woman had designed her predicament, and that Sharna would be feeling her demise as no other could. Only another woman could know. Only another woman could design this, the ultimate horror, and then bring her fears to life in another person. Angela knew that she had become Sharna’s personal nightmare. In the silence of the cellar her lonely buttocks squirmed on, juices trickling from the cleft of her pubic lips as they sucked on the vibrating monster within; whilst an inch away a set of anal lips, stretched tight and shiny circled a second shaft and were mute and gagged by its intrusion.

At this moment, only a mile away, her boy friend struggled to keep his car on the road as a massive orgasm racked his body, triggered by the lasting image of her upthrust pubic lips and their attendant fur covered mounds, stretched tautly around the shaft of the vibrator, pulsing and twitching with torment so that they looked like a child sucking a lollipop, the mounds swelling and reddening as her helpless arousal caused them to engorge with blood.

The vibrators buried in the object of his arousal, were now connected to a mains socket transformer, and buzzed happily on in their warm smooth fleshy sheaths, oblivious to the continual squeezing contractions on their hard outer surfaces. Guaranteed an inexhaustible supply of power, they ignored the faint mewing cries from deep within the pedestal as they pounded their captive orifices remorselessly.

Only Sharna and Sandra remained in the banquet room apart from the staff who were now busily clearing the tables. Sandra’s mechanical rapist had been dismantled before being left, at Sharna’s request, as she had started the evening, She eyed the still rotating Sandra with complete satisfaction, her gift was perfect. Never had she enjoyed a birthday so much. Sandra’s humiliation at the hands of her guests had exceeded her wildest dreams. Idly she watched the burning cigarette, thrust into her exhibit’s anus by a departing guest, slowly burning closer to the tight ring of lipstick coated flesh gripping its base.

Sandra tensed as the heat on her tender ring increased with the approach of the glowing tip, her dilemma complete as she realised that to expel the butt, even if she could, risked its dropping into the cleft of her wide open pussy.

To leave it was to endure sure and excruciating pain as it entered the tight grip of her abused bottom.

Sharna watched with interest as Sandra’s trussed form increased it’s struggles, the tiny movements achieved by the taught round globes of her buttocks, mute testament to the total bondage enforced by her mounting. The sadistic onlooker observing, not a woman in restraint, but an object to be used; a beautifully animated piece of living sculpture capable of intensely satisfying writhing and rippling movements. At the same time sharing its total humiliation and impossibly displayed secrets with the new owner. ; Sharna leaned forward and removed the cigarette butt as the skin of Sandra’s lipstick coated ring started to redden under the crippling onslaught of heat. She didn't want her sculpture damaged. Turning to the now present girls she gave her orders.

“Remove it,” she said, gesturing towards the still form on the stand, and make sure its ready for the sprinkler in the morning.“

  HOPE SPRINGS ETERNAL   Sandra’s abused and exhausted body was carefully removed from the display stand by the girl attendants, their hands were gentle and understanding, showing concern for the woman they had watched suffer hell for the last four hours. Lifting together, they removed Sandra’s unfettered body from the frame and laid her on the floor, peeling of her rubber strait jacket before shackling her hands behind her.

As soon as she had recovered sufficiently, the girls coaxed her stumbling figure back to her quarters, where once more they began the task of restoring her to normality as they set to work with balms and oils, massaging them into Sandra’s swollen pubic mound and soothing the ugly red weals on her buttocks; their gentle expert fingers manipulating the tormented flesh as the balms went to work reducing the swelling and pain.

After two hours work they bathed their prisoner and put her to bed. Sandra thanked them for their care and then asked about the sprinkler. The girls dropped their eyes to the floor, unable to look her in the face.

“It’s best you don’t know, Lady,” said Celine as they awkwardly retreated to their rooms. Sandra’s mind worked overtime on the terrifying combinations the word sprinkler conjured up, but eventually her exhausted body overrode her imagination and swept her into a troubled sleep. No sooner had she seemed to drift off, when she was awakened by a tapping noise.

At first she was unable to locate its source, then as it repeated, realised that the noise was coming from the barred window. Stiffly, Sandra rose from the bed, and dragging her collar chain with her, moved over to the window and drew back the curtain. She recoiled at the blackened face confronting her through the window and stood petrified with shock as a voice she knew whispered to her through the bars.

“It's me, Peter, I've come to get you out!“

Relief flooded into Sandra’s body as she moved back to the window.

“Thank God! your alive, I thought they’d killed you, I thought I was alone. I thought!” Her words were cut short as a shout rang out from the courtyard below, followed by more as the alarm was raised. Peter’s shadowy form had been spotted.

“I'll be back! Hang in there!” Then he was gone; melting into the shadows as pounding footsteps heralded the approach of the gun toting heavy gang. Heart in mouth, Sandra watched as the shadowy form sprinted for cover in the bushes on the opposite side of the lawn, but then lost sight of him around the corner of the house. Bursts of machine gun fire ripped the peace of the night to shreds.

Shouts of triumph and more shots followed as the pursuing guards also disappeared from view. Fora long time Sandra listened and watched, but could learn nothing as to Peter’s fate. That is, until Sharna came into the room.’ “Sorry to disappoint you, my dear, but I'm afraid your dashing knight won’t be rescuing you after all. The guards inform me that they hit whoever was at the window. Petros thinks it was Peter, and although they haven’t found him yet, it won't be long before they do. He’s losing a lot of blood, so its obviously a serious wound.“

With a gloating smile, she turned and left, leaving behind her a woman in total despair as Sandra’s hopes of escape lay in ruins along with the man who had stolen her heart.

Her body racked by the uncontrollable sobbing welling up within her, she threw herself on the bed, pressing her tear soaked face into the pillows, where after a long time, sleep finally brought relief from her grief.

Sandra’s problems seemed trivial at the moment to the blood stained Peter as he sat high up in an Acacia tree at the edge of the lawn. Below him the gardens were swarming with armed guards, each one keen to earn the bonus offered by Petros for him - Dead or Alive!

After nearly an hour, the search died down allowing him to relax and take stock of his situation. On his sprint across the lawn, the bullets had hummed around him like a swarm of bees. He’d swerved and jinked to put off the guards aim, and then as he was two thirds home, his shins had found Sharna’s metal-framed sun bed.

Pitching forward as the metal sliced into his flesh, he fell to the ground; a smashing blow hammering into his chest as he dropped.

The impact spinning him round, Peter hit the ground and lay still as he tried to assess the damage, then spurred on by the approaching hoard, he gritted his teeth and forced himself up and on towards the safety of the trees. Having reached them and the concealing low bushes without collecting further lead passengers, he had immediately turned to the left and moved quickly along the edge of the lawn, his reversed passage hidden from the approaching guards by the concealing bushes.

The tactic had paid off, they’d assumed he’d gone straight on after entering the bushes, and wasted several minutes searching before they realised that he’d slipped them.

Peter used those vital minutes to find a tree with heavy foliage before shinning up and vanishing into its concealing mass. Peeling his shirt carefully back, Peter’s fingers gingerly explored the long gash across his rib cage, until suddenly at the end of the furrow his fingertips encountered a jagged piece of steel buried half into his flesh.

He braced himself and with hissing breath, pulled the metal slowly out. Studying it in the bright moonlight filtering through the gaps in the leaves, Peter realised that it was a piece from the sun-bed, sheared off by a high velocity slug and rammed into his chest.

Careful not to drop it to the ground, he wedged it into a crevice in the tree, then listening intently, checked for prowling guards before carefully wriggling out of his rucksack harness and bringing it round in front of him. His commando training years before had taught him to prepare for mishaps, and so with relief he found one of the field dressings he’d packed and proceeded to bind up the still seeping wound in his chest. Having done this, he now settled down for a long wait, wedging his body into the fork of the tree before closing his eyes and drifting into a fitful sleep.

Bright sunlight shining on to her face aroused Sandra from her sleep, her senses slowly returning as she blinked in its fierce glare, the nights events flooding back like a black cloud to drown her in despair. She thought of Peter, out there dead or dying, hunted like an animal by Petros and his killer friends. ; As she lay thinking, the girls came in with her breakfast and urged her to get up. Sandra, not wanting to bring down the wrath of Sharna on their heads, wearily got up and allowed them to perform their morning preparations on her. Vaguely, it registered that the amazing balm had reduced her swollen pussy to normal size, although it was still tender. The welts on her backside had almost vanished, leaving only faint marks as testament to her previous day’s ordeal.

She pecked at her breakfast until Celine warned her that Sharna’s guards were on their way, bringing back with a rush, her dread of this device called The Sprinkler.

  THE MOUNTING   Entering the room, the grinning goons shackled her hands behind her and after unfastening the neck chain led her out of the room.

They went deep down into the house to the private cellar where she had been unpacked from the barrel, and there lying on the floor, Sandra saw for the first time the dreaded sprinkler’ or at least she presumed so as it was the only pile of equipment visible.

Without giving her time for further thought, the goons got to work. Holding her roughly, they unfastened her wrist shackles, but instead of releasing her, forced her hands up behind her shoulder blades, until her palms met in a back prayer position.

Pressing her wrists together they reconnected her cuffs, at the same time connecting a snap link bet we here cuffs and the steel collar. Sandra gasped as the strain on her shoulders took effect. Fortunately being an avid aerobics fan, she had very flexible joints, something she was to be very glad of in the near future.

She studied the other equipment, trying to take her mind off the pain in her shoulders as a stiff cowhide arm-sheath was added to her secured arms, but as the laces drew her arms in tighter and tighter, she found concentration impossible and gave up trying to figure out her final position on this odd collection of tubes, plastic and leather.

Forcing her mouth open, they now inserted a large hard rubber pear into its interior, then turning the screw on the outside, expanded its two halves until Sandra’s jaw was jacked open wide, the pear halves filling her mouth from roof to compressed tongue.

Her head was now encased in a stiff, thick preformed vinyl plastic helmet, which when laced at the back squeezed her head, forcing her cheeks to bulge over the edge of the opening at its front. With her upper body now fully secured, Sandra was forcibly led over to a strange tube affair.

It consisted of a large flat steel disk, with three tubes welded to the upper surface so that two stuck out horizontally opposite each other, and the third vertically upwards; all had several adjustable steel manacles of varying sizes welded to their surfaces.

She was placed over the disk and forced to sit on its centre, so that her buttocks pressed through the opening formed by the ring and touched the cold stone floor. Her back rested against the vertical pole as flexible steel straps were now passed around her body and tightened until her upper body was rigidly pressed against it, the sculptured shape, forcing her to arch her spine.

With horror, Sandra suddenly realised what the other two tubes either side of her were for as they grasped an ankle each and drew her legs apart forming a straight line with her nylon clad limbs.

Holding them into the clamps, they snapped shut the fasteners and screwed down viciously on the adjusters until her flesh was savagely cinched in their grip.

A highly unstable Sandra wobbled precariously as she was forced to rely solely on the ring and her wide stretched pubic lips for balance. Grasping her wobbling form the goons lowered her on to her breasts before adding the finishing touches.

This consisted of abroad steel strap, placed over the outside of the hood and across her mouth, which when tightened, bit into the plastic, compressing the pear further into her mouth. The whole helmet was now pulled back and secured to her back tube.

Then checking all her fastenings once more, they hoisted her by the ankles and rested her stiff outstretched legs on their shoulders; her torso hanging down and wide stretched orifices peering at the ceiling through the centre of the ring. Adjusting the load on their shoulders they carried her out, along the corridors and past the giggling staff like a pig on its way to be roasted.

Sandra felt the heat of the Sun on her still sore buttocks as they left the cool of the mansion and carried her out on to the wide veranda running along the front of the house. But as they made their way towards the stone steps leading down to the lawn, they were called by another guard further along the veranda struggling with a large crate and seeing that he needed assistance, the guards carrying Sandra looked for somewhere to rest their burden.

Two stone balustrades at either side of the top of the steps provided the answer. Swinging her down from their shoulders, they rested her outstretched ankles on top of the stonework, leaving her torso hanging between.

Aching all over, Sandra swung gently on rigid trussed limbs, her face barely clearing the ground, allowed a view restricted to only a couple of paving stones.

So far the sprinkler didn't seem so bad. Painful in its tortuous and gruesome embrace, but thanks to her flexibility, just bearable. The humiliation was something else, for as she swung there like some erotic garden ornament, Sandra could feel the eye’s of the house staff on her hugely displayed pussy as they watched from the windows above; eager to see her test a device only used with test dummies before.

The hot Sun began to work on her exposed and sensitive pussy with a vengeance.

Fifteen minutes later, the goons returned to their slowly frying burden, and Sandra resumed her journey to an unknown fate as they carried her to the middle of the lawn, setting their human parcel down as a scruffy looking gardener approached them with another piece of equipment.

Sandra could just see the object in his hand, and recognising a similar disk to the one she was mounted on, guessed that this piece belonged to her coming ordeal. The gardener set the device down so that she could now see that it stood flat atop three legs with it’s ring some twelve inches off the ground.

This disk appeared to have four bearing wheels protruding through its upper surface, and a long thick curly spike pointing straight up from the centre.

It was obvious that the two rings; the one on the lawn, and the one she was mounted on; were designed to fit together. With a dawning horror, Sandra realised that if this was the case, there was only one place left for that chrome plated curly spike to fit as it jutted ominously upward.

Moving over to her, the guards picked up the straining, moulded form of Sandra’s ‘T’ shaped body, and holding her head upwards lowered her onto the disk on the ground. The gardener flushed and panting watched entranced as the curly spike entered her body, its girth stretching her awesomely spread pussy further and further, until reaching the end of its taper, the shaft began to slide inexorable into the dark warm recess of her offered charms.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmph!“

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmph!“

“Nnnnnnnnnnnnnwww!“

“Mmmmmmmmmmmph! Mmmmmmmmmmmph!“

Sandra’s desperate, muted screams reached the onlookers in the house as her pubic lips stretched around the advancing dildo.

Wailing into the gag packing her mouth, Sandra struggled against the impassive strength of the steel former she was mounted on, her efforts growing in intensity as the shaft penetrated deeper and deeper into her still sore vaginal hole; then just when she felt that it would surely burst through into her stomach, the two disks made contact. The goons stood back, laughing at her skewered and helpless plight as Sandra tried to adjust to the cold intrusion in her stretched orifice, then seeing Sharna approaching from the house, they departed leaving only the gardener standing gasping with lust; his hand rubbing the huge bulge in his trousers.

It was his day! He couldn’t believe his luck when Sharna had told him he would have the use of this beautiful white woman for the day; and better still, she would be trussed and helpless to repel his any desire as he vented his sadistic cravings on her.

Disgust registered on Sandra’s face as a large wet stain spread slowly across his trousers. Then the sharp voice of Sharna snapped him out of his slobbering fantasies.

“Connect her up,” came the command as she arrived.

The gardener rushed off to his shed as she turned to her captive audience.

“You'll just love this arrangement Miss Darcy,” she said in a purring voice. “Let me explain how it works, so that you can appreciate by brilliance of design.” There was another pause as Sharna savoured the moment. “The spike you are hiding in your pussy is hollow. That, and the sprinklers on your leg tubes are connected together so that when my gardener connects the hose, the water will come through the pipe beneath you and into the spiral dildo as I call it.” Sharna paused to let this information sink in. “I've arranged it so that only a third of the water goes through the dildo, the rest is diverted to the sprinklers.

“Now comes the best bit,” she said, a gloating tone creeping into her voice. “The force of those sprinklers will cause you to rotate.” She paused again to let the consequences of these further revelations register in Sandra’s fearful brain. “Yes my little toy, you're going to be rotating on that nice big spiral dildo . But don’t worry, the water going through the dildo into your pussy will lubricate you nicely.“

Sharna noted with pleasure the mute pleading look in Sandra’s eyes before giving her parting line.

“Well I must dash, I have an appointment at the hair-dresser’s, so I'll see you later.“

With that she turned and left the silent, mounted woman to the mercy of the returning gardener.

  THE HUMAN SPRINKLER   Sandra watched with fearful eyes as he connected the hose beneath her, feeling the slight metal on metal vibrations through the spike within as the hose connection was screwed up tight. Suffering in silence as his fingers invaded her anus and pulled cruelly on her jutting clitoris, her eyes followed him as he rolled out the connected hose to a nearby tap and screwed home the other connection. The gardener turned, and savouring the moment, reached out to the tap with a trembling hand.

Slowly he turned the handle; the resurrected bulge in his trousers now threatening to burst from its cloth confines, whilst frantic straining and writhing from the mounted Sandra at the other end of the pipe accompanied by the Mmmmmmmmmmmmrr!

of her steel sealed mouth prompted him to open the tap further and increase her straining helpless torment.

As she strained and bucked against her bonds, Sandra watched with fearful eyes. Her arms and legs rippling with futile muscle effort, fingers stretching and clenching inside their rubber prison.

Only her gagged screams and the creak of straining rubber and steel bonds broke the spell of the moment; joined by the steady hiss of water as it pressurised the ominous hose connecting the tap to her waiting, skewered and stretched pussy.

The long hose twitched and moved like an awakening snake, heralding the approach of the water as air, forced out by its advance, blasted into her interior in a cold jet, pumping her up like a party balloon, then finding an escape path down the side of the dildo, it burst from her pubic lips in a continuous farting symphony; rising to a high pitch as the advancing water impatiently pushed faster and faster towards her stretched and helpless orifice.

In triumph, the cold water burst into her insides, searching out all the available spaces within before pressurising her vaginal recess and then bursting from her pubic lips in a spluttering stream. At the same time, its partner stream of water coursed into the spray jets and cascaded out on to the lawn.

Slowly at first, then gently gathering momentum, Sandra felt herself begin to rotate on the spiral of the dildo. Faster and faster she turned, the grounds and house passing her wide terrified eyes in one continuous mural of shapes and colours as the monster within remorselessly began to screw her savagely cinched and helpless body with mechanical efficiency.

Within seconds, her masochistic instincts had succumbed to this relentless and powerful stimulus; the bonds holding her and the humiliation of the watching gardener, able to control her at the turn of a tap, all adding to the rising surge of lust in her tormented mound.

The true horror of her torment slowly dawned on Sandra, as she realised that all her area’s of stimulus were unable to contact anything. Her pubic mound was so widely stretched that the sensitive outer lips were not even in contact with the dildo, and her pelvic bone with its protruding fleshy clitoris was stuck out on display by the stretch of her legs and arch of her back.

Tingling, rock hard nipples mounted on upthrust breasts stood out from her chest, impotent turrets of passion without the touch of a hand or the caress of something to release their craving. To the gardener’s infinite delight, her writhing and rippling body increased its erotic performance, desperate to release the building forces within as she whirled on her carousel of torment.

Openly, the gardener enthralled at her torment, wanked himself in front of her, his reciprocating hand taunting her passion racked body as the image flashed past her rotating face, her whole being willing that hand to rub her blubbering sex lips as they poured out their torrent of spent water For an hour Sandra whirled on, a rotating, squirming, moaning, rigidly displayed mass of violated womanhood; an unexploded orgasm, wound up and down by the gardener as he varied the water pressure at will, until vaguely, Sandra heard Sharna’s voice order the gardener to switch off and felt the pressure within subside as she slowly spun to a halt.

Sharna stood in front of her and studied her heaving chest, the twitching lips of her pussy and the haunting look of unfulfilled lust in Sandra’s pleading eyes. She was well pleased with her invention.

This torment far surpassed anything which could be achieved by pain.

Walking around to the rear of her victim, Sharna could see the distorted buttock muscles clenching and releasing in a vain attempt to grip the shaft of that devilish intrusion as they fought against the gross spreading of thighs by the restraining bars.

Returning to Sandra’s front she ordered the gardener to continue, and as he walked to the tap she spoke to Sandra.

“There’s a lot of lawn to water, so I expect you to finish around 6 o-clock tonight,” she said, enjoying the look of hopeless defeat in Sandra’s eyes at the nine hour sentence of frustration she now faced. “1 think I'll do some sun-bathing over here where I can watch you work,” she added sarcastically, as the pulsing water began Sandra’s torment all over again.

Soon up to operating speed again, the sprinkler once more pumped Sandra’s lust to unbearable levels of unfulfilled craving, and yet somehow, this time it was different. The gloating presence of Sharna adding to her feeling of bondage and total control by another.

For half an hour she struggled to find a way to release the passion within, until at last, desperation lent power to her pulsing muscles as the neck of her frantic lust engorged love shaft managed to learn the control necessary and clamped onto the spiralling intruder within.

The water, denied a way out, built up pressure until, unable to contain it longer; her quivering muscles released it in a burst, producing a strange Phut! noise as the water jetted out. The pressure released, her muscles once again exerted their power causing a repeat cycle, the sound of her struggles reaching Sharna, who rising from the sun bed, came to investigate the strange noise.

Like a small lawn mower engine ticking over with a steady Phut! Phut! Phut! the sound continued as she approached. At first she couldn’t understand the reason for this phenomenon as she watched Sandra’s pubic antics, then realising the cause and her captives longing for pressure on her pubic mound, Sharna sadistically stood before her rubbing her own nylon swimsuit covered crotch in slow deliberate movements, ecstatic at the longing in Sandra’s eyes as she whirled past with her rhythmically exhausting sex mouth.

This last torment was to much. The power of her lust gathered momentum as Sandra’s twitching mons, in a desperate titanic effort, gripped the shaft with tremendous force, closing the escaping water path with commanding power. The pressure rose, expanding her lower body, forcing her love-lips down with its pressurised expansion. At the same time the grip on the shaft caused the insides of her vaginal tube to alternately stretch and contract as it rode the hills and valleys of the spiral threads of the dildo, drawing her elastic tubular membrane down with the thread’s screw effect, until at last, at last, her pulsing lips touched the base of its mounting and pressed the trigger of her orgasm as her clitoris squeezed against the metal.

Sharna looked on in dismay as Sandra’s body exploded into unbridled fury, pumping, squirming, rippling, breasts heaving and bouncing with the release of the of a gigantic orgasm. Her eyes rolled upward behind half closed fluttering lids as the pent up pressurised water in her love tube exploded from the spasming lips greedily sucking on the whirling chrome shaft of the dildo. Her lower body muscles now in total spasm, released a long resonant fart, which rose and fell in volume as its source whirled first towards and then away from the watching Sharna and an open mouthed gardener.

For a full minute, this pulsating pirouette of pleasure rotated before Sharna’s disappointed eyes, until with the orgasm subsiding, she saw the triumphant look as Sandra serenely sailed past. A look of challenge at having defeated Sharna’s exquisite torture machine suffused her face.

In her fury at being cheated of the pleasure of watching Sandra’s torment, Sharna threw her book at the gardener and stormed off to the house to devise a new and more foolproof torment for this woman, leaving Sandra, condemned to a day at the mercy of the gardener as she continued her whirling torment.

Several times during the day, Sandra was moved by the gardener to a new location, an excuse most of the time to allow his grubby, pawing fingers to explore intimate openings as he re-assembled her apparatus each time.

It was during one of these interludes that there was an interruption, as Sharna, still furious, vented her wrath on one of Sandra’s keeper girls, no doubt for some minor mistake. Sandra couldn’t see what was going on as she was facing the trees; but she could hear the girls terrified whimpers and screams as they secured her to another of Sharna’s gadgets.

As the girls restraints were applied, Sandra’s eye’s wandered to the overhanging Acacia tree now giving her body welcome shade. Her gaze travelling up its foliage, was arrested by a pale pink oval amongst the top most branches. She concentrated as her eyes focussed on this foreign colour in the midst of the mass of green; narrowing her eyes against the harsh sunlight filtering around the edges of the tree, until gradually she was able to make out the nature of this anomaly.

  RETURN OF THE WHITE KNIGHT   Her heart leapt as an unbelieving brain registered Peter’s grinning face. She thought of his injuries, and the look of concern on her face was rewarded by an answering thumbs-up It was then Sandra’s turn to see a look of concern on his face, as he studied her awesome bondage.

Throughout the morning he had seen the odd shaped sprinkler and its attendant gardener working on the far side of the huge garden, but the distance had been to great for him to make out details. Only now did he realise that he had been watching the mechanical rape of his lovely Sandra.

Peter mouthed words silently to Sandra.

“Are you all right?” Instantly cursing his foolishness as he realised that she was hardly in a position to answer. Giving the only reassurance she could, Sandra gave him a slow deliberate wink.

They stared at each other in frustration, each hampered by things beyond their control. Peter by the large number of guards visible, and Sandra by her enforced immobility. A warm glow spread through her as she realised that Peter would shortly be treated to the spectacle of her unstoppable arousal and ultimate cataclysmic orgasms as the sprinkler violated her trussed body.

Sandra watched his face, and felt the heat rising again in her crotch as she saw his eyes studying her bondage, taking in every detail of her hideously displayed form; flitting from her jutting, out-thrust breasts to the huge spread of her legs and their attendant steel banding. Their eyes met as he looked at her tightly encapsulated head and the crushing steel strap across her mouth that caused her cheeks to bulge out of the opening in its front. If only it was his hand on the tap. Her thoughts betrayed her as she squirmed and pumped helplessly on the spiral, her efforts pitifully restricted by the crushing bondage she endured.

Sandra frantically tried to release the rising storm of lust boiling in her tethered body, begging, pleading for that first rush of pressure in her delicate frontal cavity that would signal the start of her next performance for the watching Peter.

Her desires were fuelled to new heights by the thought of what the vision of her bondage was doing to him, and she longed for the insertion of what must by now be a massive erection into her aching orifice.

Her waiting was ultimately rewarded as the water pulsed into her longing crotch, starting her next revolving rape as the steel dildo shafted her bound form into oblivion. Sandra’s thoughts were monetarily interrupted, as the cruelly restrained figure of the unfortunate servant girl came into view.

She was suspended two feet off the ground, skewered on one of Sharna’s double pronged, dildo mounting poles. its twin probes buried deep into her crotch orifices and the ridged top cross piece pressing painfully into the tender region separating the two plugged holes.

Her continued presence on its painful plugs was guaranteed by a savagely applied cocoon of cheese wire, bound around her body from neck to ankles, the bite of its coils causing her flesh to bulge obscenely through the gaps in the tight cinches.

She looked more like a rolled joint ready for the oven. But Sharna, not content with this horror of restraint, had added her own special touch by painting the girl’s entire body with treacle, thus ensuring the undivided attention of any passing insects or ants.

Sandra felt guilty as she flashed past. The girl’s punishment was obviously a backlash of Sharna’s anger at her own release from the intended torment of a whole days unfulfilled arousal. Her guilt was soon forgotten as the rising heat in her crotch was stoked up to a furnace by the ravishment of her offered charms below, each rotation cyclically altering the angle of the steel intrusion so that her pussy endured alternate stretching and release, the enormous, girth of the dildo stretching her pubic lips so that they endlessly orbited its chromium shaft like Saturn’s rings. The spiral flutes of the intruder were reshaping her internal passage and massaging the surrounding muscles at each fraction of a turn, pumping up her lust with mechanical efficiency.

Sandra became terrified as the orgasm built to huge proportions. She knew that this one was to be something special; something that could kill her with its sheer intensity. Her body seemed to be swelling, bulging past the restraining straps, breasts and nipples, rock hard with the pressure of a crazily pumping heart, jerking up and down with heaving lungs desperately drawing air in short panic laden breaths. She became a pillar of frantic struggles as the mindless steel key inserted into her body wound her sexual spring tighter and tighter, oblivious to the swelling and greedily grasping lips of her straining pussy and rapidly clenching, flexing buttocks as it bored on and on.

Suddenly, her insanely struggling body became rigid and vibrating with tension as the orgasm to end all orgasm’s smashed into her. To any watchers it appeared as if Sandra was suffering a powerful electric shock, quivering with tension, whilst inside that stiffened pillar of torment Sandra had lost all control. Her lungs froze after taking in a huge gasp of air and her muscles became possessed of a will of their own. Loud farts burst from her whirling anus and a stream of urine joined the exhausting waterramped limbs befpulsing mound. Sandra felt herself flying apart in a kaleidoscope of whirling coloured fragments, an exploding star in a sea of endless space, remote from the tormented body so viciously bound gagged and skewered by the unyielding steel fetters and tubes of the sprinkler.

And yet she was held in this limbo of pain and pleasure by some nebulous connection to this pillar of whirling flesh; doomed to be ravaged and tormented by the lust continuously being pumped into her helplessly offered mons as the dildo bored on.

For an eternity Sandra quivered on, her eyes wide and staring, frozen into immobility by her own titanic lust, until, unable to compete with her minds capacity for pleasure, the body admitted defeat as she sank into a deep exhausted faint.

The return of her consciousness some several minutes later gave her no relief, finding that even in her unconscious state, the tireless dildo had continued its devilish work as she awoke to the rising surge of her next all consuming orgasm.

Her endless pulsing, mind-bending orgasms became a continuous source of entertainment to the watching Peter as the afternoon dragged on and a source of increasing anger to the distant Sharna. He watched entranced at the spectacle below him, his eyes drinking in the cruel securing steel straps, biting into her flesh holding her motionless and distorted form effortlessly in total surrender to the invading steel shaft as endlessly screwing her tormented body.

The encapsulated head, savagely silenced mouth and pitifully pleading eyes, mute testament to her torment as glistening arches of water from her leg tubes wavering in flight with each new orgasm straining her pulsing body. The shaking of the sprinkler showering droplets from her out-thrust heaving breasts as violent paroxysms of pleasure racked her form. Buttocks, sculptured to anew and exquisite shape by her hugely spread legs, rippled and tensed with her muscle contractions then quivered sensuously as each orgasm shattered her control.

On and on she spun, a rotating parcel of thoroughly screwed womanhood at the mercy of a sadistic gardener and his impassive machine; a straining, screaming mass of totally bound and gagged female. - Reduced to an erotic spinning statue of pleasure pain and ecstasy, her emotions were as easily controlled as a gas flame, her lust being regulated by a grubby hand on a garden tap; doomed to endure her unspeakable bondage for as long as her suffering pleased the lusting gardener.

  DAY-DREAMS   Looking down at her spinning body, Peter had already decided that if they managed to escape the clutches of Petros and Sharna, Sandra would be escaping to a life as his bondage Slave with the certain knowledge that her trussed and gagged body would once again grace a sprinkler - but with his hand on the tap and a few modifications. A larger vibrating spiral dildo, more filling for her mouth, more steel straps and some nice nipple clamps with weights swinging from them were amongst the first to come to mind. Peter daydreamed on, his mind forming new idea’s and additions for Sandra’s sprinkler. Seeing the possibility to design an oscillating model which not only spun around, but moved up and down a sit rotated, so that she was pumped and screwed at the same time. Rings through her pubic lips and clitoris could be connected to the non oscillating base so that these tender areas would be continually stretched and released a her body rose and fell.

A large vibrating anal plug was another possibility, inserted after she had been mounted and gagged; - ignorant of the impending violation of her tight little anus, as the tightening of the steel straps steadily reduced her to a inanimate object with each addition adding its restraint. Sandra would be powerless to prevent its forceful insertion in her asshole as she squirmed and wailed, helpless in the grip of her powerful, sculpturing, steel restraints.

Of course, a device to whip her distorted rump as she rotated couldn’t be ruled out.

Sandra endured yet another orgasm, as Peter imagined her body spinning on his modified creation, mercilessly pumping up and down at the same time, her buttocks jerking and reddening under the mechanical onslaught of motorised canes; nipples stretched out with the influence of the centrifugal force acting on their attendant weights, whilst her ample breasts bounced in time to the rhythmic pumping-screwing motion as she rotated, plunging up and down on her huge steel vibrating pivot.

Destined to remain a whirling pillar of unrivalled female beauty and eroticism, tormented and punished for as long as he chose to keep her that way; to endure with no hope of release when he left for the office, the thoughts of her lonely ordeal guaranteed to keep him hard all day until his return in the evening.

If in the mood, he would turn off the tap and let her slow to a halt, making sure that her final resting position was on the upstroke, her steel dildo only partially inserted. The all important pubic bone and her twitching clitoris tantalisingly close, yet unable to touch the base of its mounting, leaving just the tireless vibrator to keep her on the boil for the night, a wriggling, squirming, pleading, begging, column of trussed and silenced lust, left to squirm as her greedy pubic lips sucked uselessly on their pivot, acutely conscious of the huge intrusion in her pretty little ass. As she awaited his return, her mind imagining the vision it presented to Peter as its shaft disappeared into her body, surrounded by the shiny, tight stretched skin of her enormously expanded anal ring. This tender and most private of openings left plugged and gagged, incapable of movement or sound as it sucked helplessly on the invading shaft - a replica of her stretched and filled oral orifice at the other end of her tormented form.

The muscles of both openings denied the relief of resuming their normal shape by the monsters inserted in them. Peter sighed in contentment, as once more the whirling figure below began it restrained orgasmic gyrations, the creaking of overstrained bindings and muted pleas for help adding unbearable strain to the already over stretched skin of his massively erect organ.

The Guards had disappeared and the garden was now empty save for the furiously wanking gardener, and Peter knew that he could easily have overcome him and affected Sandra’s release. But what the hell!, Why not stick to his timetable, after all she only had another six to eight hours before they took her off the sprinkler, and she did look so nice down there; - anyway, this was the only way to keep a sophisticated, stunningly beautiful woman like Sandra Darcy; as a securely bound, pleading, helpless slave to her own desires. Any other way would be to ensure his own subservience to her.

Looking down to her pleading eyes, Peter smiled and shook his head, thrilling at the look of horror which came into her gaze as Sandra realised that he intended to leave her to the mercy of the gardener and his machine. - A look which swiftly turned to desperation as the gardener once more increased the pressure in the hose. Occasionally Peter’s attention was drawn to the pitiful wriggling column of insects and ants nearby, unrecognisable as a pretty young black girl beneath that seething living mass of entomology now covering her savagely cinched flesh.

Pleading mewing sounds issued from the insect covered sphere on top of this column of distress as the girl’s stuffed mouth begged for release from this indescribable horror of nature. Eventually evening drew near as the Sun lost its baking heat and sank to the horizon; giving up the vicious attempt to bake a now silent and still oven ready mass of insect bitten torment. The insects, their feast over the, treacle gone, now prepared to desert the suffering form in search of other sources of food. Columns of soldier ants marched down her stiffened bound legs with precision, whilst the flying insects gathered on a puffed and swollen face they intended to use as their take off point.

Sandra had been spared the girls torture; protected by the cooling spray from insects and Sun alike, and as the Gardener closed the tap for the last time she found herself climbing towards another climax - only to be thwarted by the slowing of her rotation and left gasping for fulfilment. She came to rest facing Peter’s hide out, and during the gardener’s absence as he returned the coiled hose to his shed, Peter whispered down the words that Sandra had dreamt of hearing since her confinement in the barrel.

“Tonight, after midnight, I'll be coming for you.“

Then he watched in rage as the goons returned to remove the two women - Sandra’s removal being a particularly painful one as the taller of the oafish pigs went round behind her, and wrapping one arm around her neck, thrust his crooked finger into her anus and lifted.

Her wet and clutching pubic lips emitted a curious sucking noise as they released their day long grip on that terrible shaft, reluctant to leave its embrace as the last unfulfilled orgasm lingered on.

The goon’s, seeing her grasping twitching fanny, realised her dilemma and balanced her on her head with each supporting an ankle, and proceeded to torment her upthrust pussy by stroking the stretched flesh all around it. They were careful not to touch any areas liable to give Sandra the release she so desperately craved. For half an hour they revelled in her torment, reducing her to a pitifully sobbing, squirming pillar of inverted lust, topped by a hungry pulsing mons that pumped and pouted its lips in pleading helplessness; - begging for the merest touch on its trigger, a turgid and blood engorged clitoris pointing uselessly to the sky.

Eventually they tired of their sport, and as Peter watched silently, Sandra was carried back to the house, her anus once more playing host to an uninvited guest, impaled on the exploring finger of 86 the goon. She was helpless to avoid the tearing pain as he deliberately stretched her tender orifice and revelled in the slight movement in her body as she fought her bonds.

“That bastard will pay for that,” vowed the watching Peter.

  ANGELA PAYS THE PRICE   Sharna, furious at Sandra’s failure to suffer a day’s frustration on the sprinkler, turned her attentions to the beautiful woman, at present half buried in a block of plaster in the cellar, much to Angela’s helpless dismay. After a little coaxing by Sharna, her boyfriend had agreed initially to her being trained for a few days, but he had now enthusiastically agreed to an extension of the training period which would last for six months. His change of heart had been without any apparent effort after he had attended Sharna’s first lesson, whereafter whipping the plaster encased Angela’s upturned buttocks, he had removed her virginity with gay abandon.

Heedless to the helpless wriggling and writhing motions indicating the displeasure of the occupant of the block, he speared the tempting pussy on offer with his thrusting manhood. He then stood by and witnessed the unfortunate woman'’s gang rape by Sharna’s personal guard, numbering some twenty-four hard and aching male tools, each thrust in turn into the recently deflowered and sore pussy so helplessly presented to them. After a short recession, the same twenty-four appendages had deflowered an even tighter hole as they plunged into her upturned asshole and pumped gleefully in that hot forbidden recess. A sobbing and broken Angela was then left as she was to consider her future role in Sharna’s plan of the action regarding her training. It was a silent and still sexual edifice that confronted Sharna as she approached the block of plaster. Thoughtfully she studied the obscenely displayed and well used lips of Angela’s pussy, thrilling at the fact that the girl probably didn't even know that her most private openings were at this moment being studied so carefully.

Reaching out, Sharna made the girl aware of her presence as she prised open her pubic lips with two of her gloved fingers and then proceeded to thrust the fingers deep into the opening. A slight squirming rippled across the taught buttocks as the helpless woman tried to resist the intrusion, but Sharna ignored her obvious disapproval and toyed with the inside of her passage. Angela’s efforts were fruitless, and Sharna, deep in thought, gave no indication of her awareness of the woman'’s discomfort as she idly wriggled her fingers in the warm smooth sex-socket.

Reaching a decision, she called the guards and instructed them to bring in the ringing tools. Her wet fingers now withdrawn, stroked the resilient fleshy mounds on each side of the orifice as the surgical trays with their instruments were laid out.

Sharna waved the guards away and reached for a cotton swab and a bottle of antiseptic, then turning back to the pubic display, she carefully gripped the fleshy nodule of Angela’s clitoris and proceeded to sterilise its whole surface, ignoring the fact that the alcohol based antiseptic was excruciatingly cold to the jutting protrusion of Angela’s sex trigger. Satisfied that the job was well done, she casually selected a large piercing needle, and gripping the clitoris firmly, stretched it to extremes and began to pierce the nodule at its base. Faint mewing sounds filtered out of the breathing tubes at the base of the block as the flesh of Angela’s buttocks tensed beneath her forearms, followed by a pitiful squirming.

The fingers held rigidly out in their leather mittens attempted to curl, but all was in vain, Angela's bondage held her firm and unrelenting as Sharna proceeded to thread a large self locking gold ring into the recently perforated clitoris. A faint click heralded the arrival of Angela’s slave status as the ring snapped shut. Well pleased with her efforts, Sharna swabbed the area with antiseptic again for good measure, then stood back and motioned the guards forward.

“Chip her out,” she ordered, “and then prepare her | and the Darcy woman for transport to Mirear tonight.

We're leaving early in the morning!“

  TRAVEL ARRANGEMENTS   Mirear was a small Island off the Nubian coast recently purchased by Petros and now converted into a holiday home complete with its own lagoon and marina.

The Island was also venue to a mini sports gathering held once yearly and patronised by most of Sharna’s dubious friends - and as luck would have it, Sandra’s arrival at the mansion had coincided nicely with the coming week of festivity. The guards carried out Sharna’s instructions without hesitation, and as a result, an exhausted Sandra was rudely awakened when she was hauled out of her bed a short time later. The arrangements for her transport and that of the now released Angela, were fairly simple by Sharna’s standards. Both women were stripped naked and gagged with large ball gags before being hogtied with a chain arrangement.

Their trussed forms were carried to the truck carrying the sports equipment for the events, where they were hung with a trapeze bar under their forcibly bent knees from the roof of the truck’s steel framed canopy.

This is how they endured the seven hundred mile journey to the sea. Each jolt and bump in the crude roads causing their suspended bodies to swing violently, increasing the cruel pressure on the backs of their knees to unbearable levels. It was with great relief therefore that the chained women felt the truck finally grind to a halt on a small jetty some twelve hours later; - and even greater relief as their sore and stiff forms were hoisted down and carried to a waiting boat along with the rest of the equipment.

Dumped unceremoniously onto the growing pile of sports equipment cluttering the afterdeck of the large motor yacht, they were given scant attention by a burly looking crew, obviously used to Sharna’s strange tastes in sports and the never ending procession of abducted females.

A half hour later all was loaded and the Amanda slipped her moorings, proceeding to sea with its unwilling passengers still immobilised on the deck.

The sea passage to the island only took about an hour due to the thrust of the Amanda’s twin four hundred horse power diesels. She was the fastest boat on the Red Sea, a fact that had often saved Petros and Sharna from certain imprisonment when out-running officials of one sort or another during their many shady operations. The motion of the 88 boat became more gentle as the headland of the island was reached and her bows nosed gently into the entrance to the lagoon. For the two bound woman this was something of a relief, as both were beginning to feel the effects of motion sickness, made all the worse by the fact that their mouths were full of dry high density sponge in the shape of ball gags.

Straining her head upwards from the pile of equipment stacked on and around them, Sandra was able to see the shoreline illuminated by the golden glow of an early morning Sun. Close to the shoreline she could see a large mansion surrounded by stables and the white rails of paddocks and tracks, and although Sharna had not enlightened them as to their future part in the coming sports week, Sandra had a feeling that these tracks were going to figure in their discomfort and torment somewhere. As she studied her future prison, Sandra’s mind wandered back to the mansion they had left the night before in the Sudan, imagining the despair on Peter’s face when he found the place deserted as he carried out his planned rescue mission the previous night. In fact despair was hardly the word for what Peter had felt.

Adrenalin at a high level, armaments and equipment checked, Peter had burst into the mansion like a tornado, his faithful L43A silenced Stirling at the ready, M29 Smith & Wesson .44 Magnum in holster, and a whole range of stun and frag grenades swinging on his belt.

His entrance didn’t go unnoticed, and was challenged by the one remaining caretaker guard, a .45 Colt Auto in hand. He died instantly in a hail of 9mm slugs as the Stirling stuttered briefly. Even before the bullet riddled body reached the floor, Peter’s fast moving form had entered the next room. He didn‘t need to check for life as three of the slugs had punched neat round holes across the gorillas forehead and exited in an explosion of pulverised brain that spattered the wall. Cool eyes sweeping the interior of the room for any possible objections to his entrance, his hand moved up and yanked out the half spent mag from the Stirling. But as he reached to his belt for a spare, a slight movement on his right caught his eye. The hand altered course in mid stroke and closed on the cool butt of the cannon nestling on his hip, lifting it out of the holster in a single practiced smooth movement, his body dropped to a crouch as he spun towards the new threat. Over the sights of the now aligned .44, Peter saw the wide terrified eyes of a young servant girl, frozen by the fear of her imminent death as she waited for the huge barrel of his hand-gun to belch flame and lead. Freezing his already moving trigger finger, Peter kept her covered as he scanned the room, then satisfied that she was alone, he allowed the hammer to slowly return to the rest position against its hammer block. Moving over to the girl, he grabbed her by the hair and began to question her. It was not long before he was aware that his beloved Sandra was no longer there. Nor were his hated enemies Petros and Sharna. Apart from the deceased guard in the hallway, there was only one other servant girl there besides herself, and she was in the kitchen.

Waving the gun menacingly, Peter motioned for her to lead the way to the kitchen, where on arrival, they found the other girl as expected. Unable to resist his bondage urges, even in such traumatic circumstances as these, Peter ordered the girls to strip, then removing several lengths of rope and leather straps from his back pack, he trussed up the two frightened girls. Leaning back from his labours, Peter reassured the girls that he meant them no harm. His quarrel was not with the hired help, but with their evil employers. His efforts were rewarded by the obvious relaxing of the girl’s tense bodies, and taking advantage of their warming towards him, he pressed for details on the present location of his Sandra. The bound girls needed no further urging, and poured out a torrent of information.

Peter soon had all he needed to continue the pursuit, and after making sure that others would be coming in to work in the morning, he firmly gagged the two girls.

“It’s for your own good,” he told them. “If Sharna thinks you had any part in all this your lives wouldn’t be worth a plugged nickel.” With that he left, his camouflaged and face blackened figure melting into the tropical night as he cleared the lit veranda.

Sandra’s thoughts were jerked back to the present as the voice of Sharna drifted through the open cabin widow.

“Well, we may as well mark the course today ready for the races tomorrow. It'll save time in the morning.“

The rest of the conversation became unintelligible to Sandra as Sharna turned away from the window and continued her conversation with someone else in the cabin. The two woman lay quietly in their bonds. Escape was impossible ,as they had already found out. Angela kept as still as possible to try and relieve the soreness of her recently ringed clitoris - now rubbing painfully against the chain running between her pubic lips, linking her waist cinching belt to the joined ankles and wrists behind her.

  THE BUOYS   A shadow fell across the trussed women causing them to look up from their somewhat lowly position, and as their eyes grew accustomed to the glare, they perceived the silhouette of Sharma against the red orb of the Sun. She noted the evil smile on Sharna’s face. Oh shit! Fun and games time again!

“Hello slaves,” she ground out. “Time for you to get to work. We can't afford to have two useful, able bodied slaves lying around in the sun all day when we need a couple of buoy’s for the coming sports.“

Boys? Sandra looked at her captor with disbelieving eyes. The bitch has turned lesbian she thought, imagining herself in some intricate bondage, servicing Sharna with a large strap-on dildo. There was no time for further reflection on the issue as the guards appeared on deck carrying a pile of equipment.

Released from their hogtie chains, the two women were given no time to stretch their cramped limbs before being rapidly inserted into some type of full body binders made from the same type of neoprene used for skin diving wet suits. These were accompanied by arm sheaths and helmets, also from the same material.

Less than five minutes had elapsed since their release, before the two women were balanced precariously on the moving deck, held stiff and straight by the rubber sheaths and their attendant strapping.

The sponge rubber gags had remained in their mouths and were now covered by the rubber helmets, but although this silenced them effectively, it didn’t appear to be enough for the watching Sharna who had now been joined by Petros.

Strange steel head-cages, shaped to fit tightly had been made for each woman; and as they were fitted, Sandra could see by looking at her companion, that they were fitted with a weird tube frame arrangement on top of the head, surmounted by what appeared to be a flashing strobe type light and nickel cadmium battery; - the sort of item seen on top of Police cars. This headgear also seemed to have a disk type steel collar which fastened around the neck the purpose of which was as yet a mystery to the two women.

The steel frames were bolted and locked on causing both girls to gasp at the tightness of fit as their heads were secured in a vice like grip. As they shook their heads in an attempt to dislodge these awful devices, a crew member steadied each as similar disc arrangements were bolted around their ankles.

These disks also had attachments in the form of steel high heeled shoes which the girls feet were forced into and clamped into place. This however, did not complete their bondage, for now, strange loose, sack-like tubes were passed over their bound bodies, which appeared to be double skinned and manufactured from some sort of heavy rubberised canvas, the outer surface of which had several flexible stainless steel bands attached along its length. These tubes were now secured to the mummified women by clamping their open ends on to the disks at neck and ankles. This was done by means of a shining steel ring which bolted to each disk, trapping the pre-shaped round opening of the sacks and forming a water tight seal.

The women wriggled as they tested their bonds, conscious of a smirking Petros looking down at them as Sharna supervised the final touches now being added. Sandra felt something being attached near her feet, but couldn’t see the air hose that had been plugged into her sack-like outer cocoon.

“Inflate them,” came Sharna’s order; followed by a loud hissing noise close by. The sack like covering stirred and shifted and it was only then that Sandra realised that air was being pumped into the space between the double layer.

She struggled helplessly as the sack began to balloon out and take shape, but it was pointless. Soon the awakening rubber beast had expanded outwards to the limit of the restraining steel straps fastened to its outer surface. Not to be cheated, it now pushed the ends outward and with them, the steel disks mounted at the women'’s extremities, steadily stretching out the resisting bodies of the occupants until they were taut with tension.

Sharna kept inflating until the outer skins of the sacks were fully expanded and quite hard to the touch. The pressure and stretching forces on Sandra and Angela were now horrendous as like two huge sausages, their' pneumatic prisons rolled gently to and fro with the movement of the boat.

“Excellent,” remarked Sharna, well pleased with her invention. “Now connect the sinkers.“

Sandra once more felt movement at her feet, but was now in no position to attempt to watch developments.

They were obviously attaching chains to ring-bolts welded to the ankle disk, that much she gleaned from the clinking noises. Had she known what the other end of the chain was attached to she would now have been screaming for mercy. The two heavy chains now attached, were in fact connected to a coil of steel wire rope which in turn was attached to a half ton sinker, at present hanging from a slip-shackle on the starboard boat davit.

Angela was similarly connected to another such arrangement hanging from the port davit. The connections were no sooner finished than the skipper’s head appeared at the wheel house window and addressing Sharna, he reported.

“In position for number one, Madame.“

Sharna turned and eyed the two torpedo shaped objects at her feet, then satisfied that all was in order, shouted to the crewman at the after end of the boat.

“Slip number one.” The crewman moved to the port davit, and measuring his distance, swung a large sledge hammer at the slip-shackle.

With a crash the slip flew open releasing the half ton of concrete and steel hanging from it. The sinker rocketed downward and disappeared into the water with a huge splash, dragging the uncoiling wire rope with it. Petros and Sharna stood back and watched as the wire uncoiling like a released clock spring, disappeared over the side with the fury of an enraged steel snake; - whilst at its other end, an unsuspecting Angela, stretched tight in her pneumatic cocoon, listened to the approach of her ordeal and wondered what was going on.

The last coil vanished over the side and the wire snapped taut as it jerked the chains on Angela’s ankles out to their limit. The force and speed of the pull so ferocious that her containment leapt from the deck and was dragged through the air before crashing down again and commencing to bounce rapidly towards the gap in the stern guardrail.

Sharna revelled in the terrified look in the girls eyes as she flashed past on her way to the unknown, whilst Sandra, her face turned away from the unfortunate Angela, was unable to see her vanishing act or to guess at her demise. All she heard was the Hammett! of breath through a gagged set of lips as the shock of the snatch hit Angela - followed by the receding sound of her bouncing exit and receding gagged wails of fear.

Sandra was left on her own for a while as Petros and Sharna attended to something in the water, then as they returned, she felt the tremble of powerful engines again as the Amanda got under way. For five minutes the engines kept up their tingling vibration through her vibrating rubber prison, until the voice of the skipper rang out once more.

“In position for number two!“

Sharna reappeared in her vision and looked down at the straining sausage on the deck, taking pleasure from the slight bending Sandra’s struggles managed to achieve.

“Like a giant phallic symbol,” she mused. “Time to launch our next buoy,” she said as she smirked at Sandra’s encapsulated head. There it was again.

Boy? What the hell was she on about wondered Sandra.

“Slip number two came the shout.” Sandra tensed.

Whatever was to happen, had happened to Angela shortly after that order. She struggled against her resilient bonds as the sound of the flailing wire rope reached her ears, veins standing out on her temples, she exerted all her strength against the crushing, stretching embrace of her prison, but the only result was to give Sharna her kicks as she watched the flexing frankfurter perform its erotic bending, only to spring back into a straight line after each mmmmmmmmmphing effort.

A bone shaking jerk shook Sandra’s body as she suddenly felt herself pulled from the feet with tremendous force, her stiffened form accelerating along the deck as her inflated surround bounced on the end of its leash, the compressed air within reverberating like a silent gong against her helpless body.

Suddenly the flashing images of passing guardrail sand cab insides vanished and a floating weightless feeling made itself felt. In terror, Sandra realised that she had been pulled straight off the boat and was now flying towards the water.

With a reverberating thud, the rubber cocoon made contact, and Sandra found herself floating horizontally on the water. A moments relief flashed into her mind as she realised that her prison would " float. But the relief was short lived as the still descending sinker suddenly yanked at her feet and began to pull her vertically down into the depths.

Total panic welled inside her straining rubber trussed body as the spectre of a watery death seemed imminent, her frantic efforts causing the rubber sausage to bend and flex madly as it sank lower into the water, watched by an entranced Petros and Sharna.

“Like a worm being pulled down into a mole hole,“

remarked Petros.

It was some seconds before Sandra realised that her downward movement had ceased and opening her screwed shut eyes, she found that the top twelve inches of her rubber containment was still above water. Thank God! The sinker had reached bottom.

The strain on her body had increased as the massive bulk pitted its strength against the buoyancy of her submerged bottom half, the sinker pulling down on her ankles, and the inflated cocoon pulling up against the disk around her neck.

Sandra bobbed on her wire tether as the boat circled and began to approach, then as it bumped against the rubber, a boat-hook connected with a ring-bolt on her steel head frame and held the two floating objects together.

Momentarily, Sandra caught a glimpse of Sharna bending over the side with a small flag on a pole, and felt the flag being inserted into a socket on top of her head.

Of course! The light dawned in Sandra’s struggling brain. Not a Boy! A buoy!

The temporary euphoria at working out this puzzle quickly waned as Sandra thought about what it meant to be an inanimate floating object. Trussed!

Gagged!Rubberised! Inflated! Squeezed! Stretched!

And then anchored by half a ton of concrete!

Sandra was still contemplating the humiliation of her position, when a rasping sensation vibrated her steel headgear, and as the current slowly spun her bobbing form, she saw that they had run ropes through the ring bolts on her headgear and secured the boat to their newly launched buoy.

On the Amanda’s deck, Sharna waved to the tethered object in the water before disappearing below, leaving Sandra to her lonely vigil, stretched taut between the constantly battling forces of buoyancy and negative buoyancy. Idly the buoy’s flag fluttered in the light breeze as the water activated light on top began to flash its warning to passers by.

  EPISODE THREE   THE SPORT OF KINGS   A DAY AT THE RACES   For Sandra and Angela, the day passed slowly as they bobbed on their moorings. The boredom and strain their only companions save for the occasional passing boats; some of which stopped so that their crew might laugh and jeer at the two once proud females, now reduced to mere marker buoys; tethered to the sea-bed like monstrous sausages, frozen into inanimate objects by the cruel pressure of the air filled cocoons surrounding them.

Sharna put in an appearance only twice during the whole time and hadn’t even bothered to check on her two bound creations, seemingly too preoccupied by arrangements for the coming sports-week.

Certainly not interested enough to notice that Sandra, the nearest buoy, seemed to be sinking into the water. Sandra’s frantic wriggling and Mmmmmphing! through her gag was in vain as Sharna disappeared below again without even glancing towards her.

For several hours now Sandra had noticed an increasing strain on her ankles and had been at a loss to explain it; - that is, until the water had started to lap over the top edge of her rubber prison.

My God! The tide! The tide was coming in. Her thoughts raced as she realised that her puny buoyancy could not hope to lift the half ton sinker from the bottom; - the realisation that she would be dragged inexorably below the surface adding a terrible fear to her dilemma. Uncontrollable panic welled up in her captive body as she struggled for release, knowing that it was wasted effort, but at the same time, feeling that she had to do something.

As dusk fell the two buoy’s rubber air bags had disappeared completely, and the water was now lapping at the girls chins; heads held rigid and immovable in their steel frameworks as the water continued its relentless rise.

Soon the small waves scudding across the bay were breaking over Sandra’s head as the mean water height reached a point about one inch below her nose. In the distance, Angela was faring slightly better due to the fact that her sinker had come to rest a few inches higher than Sandra’s, so that the water was about level with her mouth.

Both girls struggled to survive, snatching breath between waves as they were held rigidly out on offer to the elements by their awesome containment.

The submerged sausages were now still and stiff and totally unyielding, partly through the increased pull on the their bodies and partly because neither could afford to waste energy on fruitless struggles for release.

An hour passed and still they clung tenuously to life, gulping down life giving air each time their noses were free of the water, until it dawned at last that the water was no longer rising. The tide was turning. If they could only hang on for a while longer. Summoning up inner reserves, the girls steeled themselves for that vital struggle.

The next hour seemed endless as their bodies struggled to stretch upwards in the awesome grip of the air bags, each trying to gain a fraction more height for their almost submerged noses as they tried to prolong the seemingly inevitable conclusion of a one sided battle. Eventually their struggles bore fruit. - The waves breaking over them lessening and the tops of their prisons slowly began to show in the bright moonlight as the sea reluctantly gave up the battle for these two offerings. Grudgingly the water retreated to re-group for the next attempt; leaving behind two exhausted females, their lights blinking steadily across the darkened waters.

Dawn arrived and with it came Sharna, taunting her captives as she sat on the after-deck eating a hearty breakfast. Then having satisfied her hunger, she threw the remaining scraps from the plate to land on the water close to a ravenously hungry Sandra, jerking up and down on her tether in the choppy waters. Feasting seagulls arrived shortly thereafter, adding to her humiliation and frustration as they used her conveniently situated head as a resting place, and regularly unloaded jets of white guano over the rubberised features of the helpless woman.

Sports week started with a bang! To be precise the bang of a starting gun as the power-boat racing got under way, heralding the start of a new nightmare as the next seven hours became an endless ordeal of fear for the two captives.

Sandra and Angela were continually submerged by the passing wakes of high speed boats as they swooped around the two human buoys. Sometimes the mummified women would helplessly watch in fear as a boat, - its owner that bit more daring, would appear to head directly for them, only to skim by with inches to spare as they made their turn. Powerful shock waves from the boats prop-wash pummelled their pneumatic prisons, vibrating the girls within with a mindless ferocity.

Meanwhile, Petros and Sharna watched from a safe distance having moved the yacht prior to the races.

They didn’t wish to be too close to the lunatics who raced these boats; a consideration not extended to the marker buoys.

It was during a break between races, that Sandra found the current turning her prison; swinging it slowly around until she faced out to sea, so that in the distance she could see a decrepit old trading dhow as it chugged slowly towards the harbour entrance, its patched grubby sail listless and hanging, adding no visible effort to the boat’s forward passage as it nosed through the choppy water.

For some time Sandra watched its approach, glad of something to break her boring task and take her mind off the rigours of her bondage. Then as the fickle current changed once more, Sandra heard the roar of powerful engines and as her containment pivoted on its anchor, she could see the hoard of creaming bow waves as the next race headed for the first turn.

The roar of engines carried past the lonely buoy and reached the ears of those watching from the deck of the old dhow, most of whom watched the speed boats with enthusiasm. All except one!

A prone figure lying on the deck scanned the lagoon with powerful binoculars.

“I don’t get it.” Peter muttered to himself. “Where the hell is Sandra? I can’t see Sharna passing up a public meeting like this without humiliating Sandra in some way.“

His glasses swept to and fro, locating Sharna and Petros, but no sign of Sandra as he searched for a clue to her whereabouts. All afternoon, Peter kept up his vigil, dismissed by the crew of the dhow as.

some sort of Infidel nut case as he endlessly scanned the lagoon and its shore line in his fruitless search Hours passed. Dusk began to fall, and with the gathering gloom came the end of the days racing. A disinterested Peter watched as Sharna’s boat moved over to the marker buoy nearest and prepared to retrieve it from the sea. Putting the glasses down he wiped his hand across strained eyes as his mind ran over events in an attempt to figure out Sandra’s whereabouts.

Suddenly, as if a fog had cleared, he froze. What would Sharna be doing retrieving buoys? She would leave a task like that to one of the small service boats dotted around the harbour.

Snatching up the binoculars he focussed on the buoy they were approaching and strained to make out details, but unable to get close enough with the 8x50binoculars, he threw them aside and snatched the dhow captain’s ancient but powerful telescope.

His impatient fingers rapidly focussing on the distant object, he twisted the bevelled focussing ring until the furry image of the buoy suddenly sharpened and leapt at him through the eye piece.

A cold seething anger boiled in Peter as he stared at the strained and frightened face of his beloved Sandra, her features cruelly squeezed in the grip of the steel frame around her rubber covered head.

“You lousy fucking bastards!” He breathed as he watched a diver disappear below Sandra's bobbing form, “You'll pay for this you assholes, by god! And how you will pay!“

Peter struggled with his almost overpowering urge to rush to Sandra’s rescue and watched impotently as the rubber prison leapt upwards in the water; released from its tether by the diver so that it now floated horizontally on the surface. Petros reached over and attached a line to the end by Sandra’s feet whilst Sharna clambered into to a speed boat alongside the yacht and taking the other end of the line made it fast to a cleat in the stern.

The boat’s engines roared, and Peter watched in helpless fury as the rubber sausage containing his woman jerked viciously around and was dragged bouncing and bounding over the wave tops towards the far distant buoy, which obviously contained the other woman the servant girls had told him about.

The other buoy retrieved, the boat now turned towards the shore line and surged to full speed with the two bouncing sausages in tow.

For Sandra, her release from the sinker brought a surge of relief as she shot upwards out of the once more rising waters. She was however, totally unprepared for the terrors of her trip to the shore. It was the final horror as her rubber confinement was bounced from wave tops, alternately crashing into the inflated shape of Angela as she too was buffeted and submerged. Tow ropes jerked savagely on their ankle plates as the speed boat urged their inefficient shapes faster through the water, until with the rush of sudden deceleration, they were temporarily submerged by the following wake as they arrived at their destination.

Two semi-conscious woman were eventually rolled up the beach to the boat house, where an ecstatic Sharna oversaw their release from the claustrophobic containers they had spent so long in.

“Feed and bed them,” she instructed the servants.

Then, turning to the groaning women on the floor, she gave them thought for the coming day.

“Tomorrow will be a little more interesting,” she sneered “You can actually take part in the event, in fact, you will be the event.” With a chuckle, Sharna left them to the servants as with a hopeless resignation, the women allowed the servants to shackle their wrists behind them and lead them staggering to their quarters.

Close by a frustrated Peter studied the security arrangements surrounding the mansion, his heart sinking as he took in the task ahead.

“Shit! This one is worse than the other,” he muttered, noting the surveillance cameras and patrols with their dogs. Sorry Sandra, it’s going to take a couple of days to get you out of this place!.

  BEASTS OF BURDEN   The second day of the sports-week was a wash-out as a tropical monsoon struck the island and lashed the arena with torrential rain; which although of short duration, left the ground under several inches of water. For Sandra and Angela this intervention by nature proved to be a God sent relief as they were left for the day, chained to their beds by steel collars and tended by their servant girls. Sharna it would appear, was too busy trying to re-schedule the forthcoming events to bother about tormenting her two unwilling guests.

The time was well spent by the two women, who for the first time since they had met were ungagged and able to discuss their present plight, including the events leading up to their demise. Angela was exceedingly interested in the possibility that Peter may be able to extricate them from the clutches of Petros and Sharna, but seemed dubious that one man would be able to overcome Sharna’s private army of goons “You haven’t met Peter,” retorted Sandra; the memory of his inventive genius still fresh in her mind as she recalled her kidnapping and subsequent transport arrangements - wired up to respond to his every wish and rigged to explode at the push of a button. The memories flooded back, and with them came the thoughts of the first awareness of her masochistic tendencies and the repeated orgasms she had endured as Peter had controlled her every move. Sandra squirmed and squeezed her thighs together, then noticing Angela’s puzzled look tried to steer the conversation away from such erotic thoughts as she strove to ignore the warm tingling sensation suffusing itself through her crotch.

They languished the day away, revelling in the luxury of being able to stretch their limbs and talked of all possible ways to effect their release. But in the end it all came down to the intrepid Peter.

Rambo! where the hell are you, thought Sandra, her mind running wild at the possibilities in Sharna’s loaded statement the day before, - “You ARE the event’ Both women slept a fitful sleep that night, each listening for the sounds that would announce the arrival of their saviour, and both thinking of the coming day.

At the crack of dawn the goons arrived and without ceremony dragged them from their beds. Shackling their hands behind them, they led them down to the stables behind the house, their humiliation complete as they were urged forward by the chains connected to their collars, naked save for the restraints on their wrists and ‘ogled” by dozens of early bird sports fans who had turned out especially to watch the preparation of these two captives for their next ordeal.

The stables were no better, as upon entry into the cool interior, Sandra saw Sharna already waiting, in addition were the servant girls and half a dozen goons. Sharna eyed them with relish, and without speaking, motioned them forward to prepare them for whatever fate her evil mind had concocted.

It was pointless attempting to struggle against such odds, so the women stood stoically as they were prepared. Their hands were released in order to facilitate the fitting of the first item of their wardrobe which appeared to be a rigid fibre glass corset.

The difference being that it continued up over their breasts, past the neck and eventually terminated in a helmet with an open front.

After much squeezing and manoeuvring, the two halves of the corset were snapped shut and the fasteners locked into position leaving the women rigidly encased from the waist up and sculptured into an exquisite hour-glass shape.

As they tested their confinement, the women now realised what the careful measurements and moulds had all been about before their departure from the mansion in the Sudan. These garments were obviously made to measure with a vengeance, and for some strange reason, the fact that the top half of their bodies was covered and the bottom half naked made them feel even more exhibited and exposed than before. A feeling further enhanced by the openings at the front of the corset that allowed their breasts to stick out like half melons.

A sound behind them caused the women to twist their bodies at the hips in an attempt to locate the source of the interruption. The objects of everyone’s attention appeared to be a pair of strange looking pony-carts.

From the shafts to the large spoked wheels they looked normal, but from there back they took on a weird configuration. The jockey seat was low down and well behind the main suspension wheels, and this appeared to have a third smaller wheel behind it which was obviously free floating and adjustable in height.

With a sinking feeling, Sandra noted that the shafts were far too narrow for the body of a pony, whereas, they looked about right for the girth of a woman.

Silently she thought over the connotations of this revelation, scarcely noticing as her arms were drawn behind her and folded in the small of her back, before being fixed rigidly to mouldings built into the corset. She watched deep in thought as Angela was preparad the same way, unaware of Sharna’s stare as she waited for her reaction to what had by now become apparent. They were to be used as ponies - beasts of burden!

Sandra felt herself pushed forward toward one of the carts and positioned between its shafts - the snap as the two swivel mounts at the base of her corset located into self locking sockets on the cart bringing home to her the humiliation she was about to endure. She was however totally unprepared for the enormity of her exposure as with great force her resisting body was pushed forward and down so that she was forced to swivel on the pivot at her waist. Another snap sounded and Sandra found that she was held in a bent over posture; the upper swivel mount sticking out from just below her armpit now engaged with the forward end of the shafts.

The goons busied themselves adding the final touches to herself and Angela, who was also now affixed to a cart. Sandra felt something pushed against her teeth and automatically opening her mouth to protest, found the words instantly stifled to an unintelligible gurgle as a horse’s bit was pushed between her teeth and fastened in place by a bridle arrangement.

Reins were led back to the jockey’s position before they added her final degrading addition. Hands on her rearward thrusting buttocks pulled her cheeks apart and a sharp pain caused the involuntary contraction of her anal muscle. She jerked and fought her bridle and corset harnessing but was held still by a goon while some sort of dildo was thrust into her resisting ass. The dildo, once fully inserted in her squirming backside, was now secured in place by a thin strap running up the crease between the rounded cheeks of her nates and fastened to a ring at the base of the corset.

Sandra wiggled her backside furiously trying to dislodge this intruder but stopped dead in her endeavours as she caught sight of the rear view of Angela who had also been fitted with a dildo. The object inserted had been fashioned to be a socket for an imitation pony-tail, so that Angela for all the world appeared to be growing a tail from the cleft of her buttocks, a tail that flicked realistically with every frenzied attempt to dislodge it.

Reddening and cringing with humiliation, she thought of her own rear end similarly attired and displayed to Sharna and her cronies. The feeling was further enhanced as she felt a thin chain being attached to the other side of the device and positioned between the lips of her pussy before being cinched tight to the front of the corset below her.

As they struggled to come to terms with their descent into the world of animals, their feet were lifted in turn and fitted with special patent leather boots. Special in that their feet once inside this footwear was in fact shaped to be a ballerina’s foot, standing on tiptoe and held there by the steel formers built into the boot,- whilst on the outside, the boots ended in a petite facsimile of a horse’s hoof.

Ostrich plumes were now added to their headgear before they were led awkwardly out into the stable yard, the carts trundling smoothly along behind their undulating buttocks, the bent forward posture and the special boots causing them to strut with semi stiff legs as they moved forward, exaggerating the lustful rolling of their exposed love mounds, and mincing their buttocks in a most provocative fashion.

The goons brought them to a halt in the centre of the yard where Petros and Sharna awaited their transport.

Their two captors walked around the harnessed women savouring their predicament; - then having had their fill of looking, they mounted the carts, Petros on Angela’s and Sharna with her own personal Sandra. Sharna’s voice reached both ponies as they slavered on their bits.

“1 think first we teach them to walk before we try anything too energetic, don’t you darling?” she inquired of Petros, and on receiving his nod of consent, turned once more to her pony.

A flick of the reins tugged at her bit, and Sandra felt her highly vulnerable rump prodded with a coach whip.

“Let’s go,Miss Darcy, time for walkies,” purred the sarcastic voice of her jockey.

“Huck off!” came the garbled retort from Sandra, the words distorted by the steel bit. Seconds later a line of fire burned across her buttocks as Sharna applied a little more persuasion in the form of the coachwhip laid on hard.

“I said walk, Miss Darcy!“

Sandra writhing with the burn of the welt on her backside, saw no other option than to do as instructed if she wanted to avoid more of the same.

Awkwardly, she leaned against her harness and began to walk in the direction indicated by constant commands fed via the bit, acutely aware of the fact that she was providing an awesomely humiliating and erotic display to the watchful Sharna with her exposed rear end. Behind her Angela followed suit and fell in line ahead as they left the confines of the yard and ventured out on to the turf of the race track.

Steadily Sandra walked around the course, slowly getting used to the feel of walking in such a strange position, and at the same time gaining confidence as she realised that it was not possible to fall on her face due to the fact that the shafts supported her completely; counter-balanced by Sharna’s weight at the rear.

For the moment it seemed that Sharna was quite content to sit and watch the awesome lobes of Sandra's buttocks perform their exaggerated swagger in front of her; - each stride causing the ponytail to swing and uncover the exhibited pussy and its attendant bisecting chain which she could see working against Sandra’s love lips with the movement of her legs. Under the belly of her reluctant Pony, protruding root cinched breasts swung pendulously to and fro with the motion, and Sharna was pleased as she realised that this motion would be accelerated to painful levels as these fulsome orbs reacted to a full gallop. Oh! What joy to have such power over this woman she thought, the images of Sandra’s humiliation flooding her own pubic orifice with hot fluids as she drank in the heady image in front. And to think that only weeks before, that mincing publicly presented pussy had been the sole preserve of a privileged few. Sharna sat back and savoured the show as the fleshy well formed love lips were massaged and squeezed by Sandra’s meshing nylon clad thighs. Half way around, she took to describing the rear view in detail to the harnessed woman, even to the point of giving a graphic blow by blow account of what her inner sanctum looked like as it pouted and pursed with the continuing enforced motion. Shamefully Sandra felt the hot trickle of arousal leaking from her exposed love nest as her masochistic instincts fed on the verbal description of her most private parts.


Two circuits of the course and Sharna had indulged herself fully and was impatient to move on to greater revelations - which roughly translated, meant greater effort and even more trauma and humiliation for the prancing ex sales director.

“Lets try a trot now, Miss Darcy. No! I think from now on it will be, let me see, hmmmm! How about, Pretty Pussy? Yes that’s it;- it suits you perfectly.

Now trot, Pretty Pussy!“

The whip burned another line on Sandra’s cavorting backside, and she began to speed up her movement until they were moving at a brisk pace, followed by Petros and the sweating Angela. On and on they went, neither daring to slacken pace for fear of the whip as they concentrated on pulling their burdens. Three circuits at the trot and both ponies were beginning to feel the effects of running in such an unusual position, and so it was with some relief that they both felt the tug on their bits as they were reined in after the third lap.

As they stood slavering and panting, their jockeys discussed their performance and seemed to be in some disagreement over which pony showed the best form.

“Well, let’s settle it now,” suggested Sharna. “I challenge you to a race of three laps - loser buys the first drinks at the club.“

Petros accepted and the two ponies were driven to the start line, where Angela, unable to accept her predicament, started to throw a tantrum and couldn’t be brought into line. Petros laid on a few strokes with the whip and seeing the hopelessness of her position, she allowed herself to be positioned on the start line. Sharna meanwhile had taken advantage of the interruption to whisper a few words of warning in the ear of her pony.

“You had better win this, Pretty Pussy, or I'll have you over a whipping horse for an hour tonight and your pussy won’t be so pretty afterwards. Do you understand?” The voice was a venomous hiss.

Sandra nodded her bridled head, the buckles and brasses chinking with the movement, emphasising the fact that she was little more than a draft animal Now.

Carts lined up, Petros and Sharna waited for the goon at the side of the track to drop his flag. Sandra watched with dread as his arm dropped and felt the stinging bite of Sharna’s whip as she urged her pony into motion.

Muscles straining the women put everything they had into getting the carts moving as the whip's sang their tune - line after line burning across their straining buttocks as they powered forward. Using every ounce of effort they could muster, the girls had passed the trot by they time they reached the first bend and were galloping at full speed as they came into the back straight. Sharna urged her pony to greater effort, whilst Petros who had become mesmerised by the vision before him; seemed 106 unmindful of the race or anything else for that matter as he watched Angela’s magnificent rear end perform.

The long lithe legs pistoned away as Angela strove to catch Sharna’s cart, now slightly in front, her buttocks rising and falling alternately with each stride, nates juddering as each foot struck the ground, the left side rising and stretching taught as her left leg went forward; the right lowering and rounding out with the backward travel of her right leg, then reversing with the next stride. In between these mounds of animated nubile womanhood worked a provocatively thrust back pair of pubic lips, wet with arousal as the chain did its devilish work. The swaying tail now flowing back in the breeze of their forward speed, exposed a stretched neat anal ring as it suckled on the huge girth of the invading dildo plug, looking for all the world like a neatly gagged mouth trying to rid itself of the invader as the vibrating, gyrating buttocks squeezed and pumped at its roundness in their efforts to drive the cart forward at an ever increasing pace.

Further forward, fully developed breasts jounced and jostled joyously. Joyously for the beholder, but not quite so pleasant for the owner of these painfully animated orbs. Petros’ eyes switched back to the invaded sensuously working bottom ring, and after long consideration, perfected a mental design that would allow him to relax in a reclined position whilst he lodged his lusting pole in that very same orifice. Angela of course, would be working hard on the training conveyor whilst he took his pleasure.

It would be so nice to adjust the rate of suction and manipulation simply by varying the speed of her torment.

My God! He thought, what perfect ponies women make. Sharna has certainly excelled herself this time. This recently deflowered debutant was certainly a rare and valuable addition to the fold. He lashed the labouring vision of eroticism before him as Angela began to flag, the pain of the whip’s bite drawing on extra reserves of energy from the trussed woman in front as she began to make up ground on the struggling Sandra; the muscles in her pulsing thighs standing out in stark relief with each forward thrust of her long graceful legs, calves shaped to perfection inside the boots by the enforced tiptoe shaping of the hoof foot.

Sharna, seeing Petros draw alongside, drew back her whip hand and drove Sandra on. Neck and neck the two carts flew around the course until, still level, they entered the final straight. Foam speckled their chins below the slavering bitted mouths as two pairs of flashing working buttocks ran side by side, the pubic lips between each, dripping with the unwelcome juices of masochistic arousal.

Driven by these newly discovered submissive instincts and the humiliation of their plight, they struggled to win a race against a rising tide of lust fuelled by the chain’s tantalising friction on their exhibited clitorises and flexing fanny’s. Behind them, their jockeys revelled in the sight of the flying droplets of lust and the three-toed pattern their whips were painting on the creamy smooth canvas of those juddering, offered bottoms.

Both girls in some perverse way were excited at their use as ponies and the thought of their out thrust rumps animated exhibition as they powered their carts towards the finish line was almost causing them to swoon with the heat of arousal. Breasts swinging, hips gyrating, heads held rigidly looking forward, displaying their bitted mouths and foam covered lips, they sped over the line - not a nipple in it as the race was declared a draw, then reined in savagely, they stood on weak trembling legs amid the clapping onlookers as each experienced a horribly unwanted public orgasm.

Sharna called over a goon.

“Park them in the saddling enclosure until after lunch so that everyone can have a look at them, then after lunch take them to the training room, they're going to need a lot of work before the big race on Friday.“

Stumbling forward, still in the grip of their lingering orgasms, the ponies were led through an admiring crowd to an enclosure nearby, where after collecting some equipment the goons, parked them for exhibition. The parking was in itself a traumatic affair, as first the adjustable wheels at the back of the carts were raised to maximum, forcing the women to bend forward and downward even more as the shafts descended. Steel tubes were attached from the shafts to mountings on the front of their ‘boots, ensuring their immobility and straight legged posture.

For three hours the ponies stood exhibited, unable to move as numerous fingers inspected private places and spread lips to check teeth. They stood silently as their assets and form were discussed.

“This Filly would make good breeding stock,” remarked one as he inspected Sandra’s teeth before moving to her offered rear end and carrying out the same inspection on her pussy. Hands squeezed and stroked her pendulously exposed breasts, whilst next to her, Angela stood trembling as she felt the 108 light touch of a woman'’s finger idly tracing a line around the dildo stretched skin of her taut stretched bum hole. Her sensitive ring puckered involuntarily at this unaccustomed attention, but at the same time, Angela felt the thrill of a new sensation race through her body.

“Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing?” The woman purred moving round to her head to inspect the bit and halter. Her fingers prised open Angela’s lips and tested the tightness of the bit, a glow suffusing itself in the woman'’s face as she studied the helpless woman before her.

“I'll have to ask Sharna if I can borrow you for the weekend, my lovely one.” She laughed at the look of horror appearing on Angela’s face at the thought.

“Yes! I know, dear. It must be so humiliating to be harnessed like you are and raced like a horse, but that’s what makes it so much fun for us, don’t you see?” She had moved to Angela’s side, and as she spoke her gloved hands wandered across her presented rump, stroking and petting; occasionally sliding into her helplessly presented cleft and fingering the parted lips of her pussy; the woman’s own arousal was excited by the shudders running through Angela’s fettered form as her body betrayed her and unsolicited lust gained control once more. It was a strange conflict of emotions that cluttered Angela’s confused thoughts. She resented the way she was being used and addressed as an animal, and yet could not divorce herself from the magnificently pleasant feelings of the flesh. Her female intuition told her that this was not a vicious sadistic tormentor, more a kindly person who was simply taking advantage of a God given opportunity to tease another helpless woman. As it was to turn out at a later date, her intuition would prove to be astoundingly accurate.

The woman hummed quietly to herself as she continued to work on her captive plaything, teasing her nipples, stroking breasts, until Angela was a writhing mass of tethered arousal on the point of orgasm. Whoever she was, the woman was an expert. She seemed endowed with an uncanny knack of knowing just where, when and how to touch, and as a result, Angela swiftly surrendered her mental defences to the pleasures of the flesh.

“Well I'll leave you for now, my sweet one. My! You are a hot little bitch on heat,” she added as Angela arched her back and thrust out her rear in wanton lust. “Now, just you be patient my little filly; we'll meet again soon, and then when I have you all to myself we’ll see just how hot you can get.“

With a parting slap on the rump, the woman walked away from the out-thrust mincing and clenching buttocks of the moaning, wailing, unfulfilled pony girl in her harnessed torment as she tried to complete the boiling orgasm within.

110 THE TRAINING CONVEYORS The finishing of lunch was signalled by the approach of the goons; in itself a kind of relief to the two ponies who had now endured the attentions of an inquisitive public for three hours as they stood harnessed and parked in the saddling enclosure.

Released from the carts, they straightened their stiff bodies for the first time in hours, albeit still rigidly encased in the form fitting corset harnesses. Taking their reins the goons led them to the room in part of the main stable block set aside and equipped by Sharna especially for the training of her new ponies.

As they entered the coolness of the room, the women twisted their bodies in order to scan the mass of steel and leather equipment inside, but were not given time to work out its use as a tug on the reins forced them over to what looked like a row of floor mounted conveyers with shiny rails running along each side.

Each in turn were guided by their bridles onto a conveyor, then as before,- when shackled to the carts, they were forcibly bent at the hips. The mountings on their corset harnesses were now connected to the rails on each side of them, leaving them in exactly the same posture as they had recently endured harnessed to the carts. The goons after some final alterations behind them, left as Sharna entered, leaving the girls watching her approach with apprehension in the large mirrors mounted on walls in front and behind their tethered and presented forms. For the first time they were able to see the full unhindered rear view they presented to anyone who cared to look.

Both cringed in embarrassment as they surveyed their offered charms, the pony tails having been removed leaving nothing to hide the huge dildo holders stretching their sphincters into large round ‘O’ shaped lips. Below that was the chain bisecting their pubic mounds; forcing aside those resilient lips like a vertical chain gagged mouth. Although horrified at the sight, both girls felt a tingling excitement at the erotic image they were presenting to the public.

Sharna, satisfied with her pony’s training arrangements, came round to their front and spoke.

“Time for you to start building some stamina, my little fillies, but first let me explain about the trainer ————————— THE SPORT OF KINGS - a brilliant device, my own design, of course,” she added with smug satisfaction.

“The belts you're standing on are motorised - the speed of which I control from here.” Her hands moved to touch the control dials at the front of each shackled woman, pausing to allow this information to sink in before continuing with the description of their coming ordeal.

“As you may of noticed, your harnesses are fastened by sliders to the side rails, which means that as you run you can move backwards or forwards on the conveyor. I would advise however that you maintain enough speed to stay forward, otherwise your deliciously presented rear ends are going to come into contact with two prods mounted behind you. Electrically charged prods I might add, which I am sure will re-kindle the urge for you to try harder.“

Studying their bridled faces as this information was absorbed, Sharna saw their fearful eyes follow her hands to the two controllers. Sandra felt the belt begin to move carrying her backwards towards the waiting prods and automatically found herself walking forwards to put distance between the tender lobes of her undulating rear and that fearful goad The steady clip-clop of shod feet alongside her indicated a similar feeling in her partner as Sharna’s hands moved the controls slowly round, forcing them to respond, their legs breaking into a trot as the speed increased.

Soon it was a fast trot, hoofed boots rapping out a steady clip-clopping against the belt. The pace set appeared to be to Sharna’s satisfaction as she left the controls and moved behind them.

Angela felt some adjustments being made as she struggled to maintain her distance from the prods, but steadily became aware of an increasing drag pulling her back towards these gleaming metal goads.

As she battled against the pull, she saw Sharna moving over and adjusting Sandra’s trainer in the mirror, and realised her intent. She was increasing the screw tensioners on two large springs attached to each side of the rail sliders, thus giving the same effect as the weight of a cart.

Apparently satisfied with the effort her ponies were now forced to expend, Sharna made a few parting taunts and left the room. Locking the door behind her, she left the two straining pony girls trotting rapidly on their trainers.

A half hour passed as the endless road they trod rolled remorselessly onward, mouths slavering past foam covered bits, bosoms heaving, the ponies struggled on against flagging reserves, until at last, with loss of concentration, Sandra’s flexing buttocks made contact with the electrodes. She jerked violently as the bolt of energy lashed her straining lobes. Staggering, she lost her footing and stumbled, the belt carrying her back along the sliders and back onto the prods. Again the bolt of pain lashed her rear, as with her last reserves, she hurled herself forward on failing legs.

As she battled to stay away from the prods, garbled cries of despair sounded from Angela, her flagging efforts carrying her back to the punishing prods for the fourth time. Sandra fought on, oblivious to her surroundings as she concentrated on her task; - almost running into the end stops as the belt slackened speed without warning. Sharna had returned!.

“Not bad, not bad at all,” she remarked as she watched the two ponies, now motionless save for heaving bosoms as their lungs dragged oxygen into their starved bodies. “But not good enough for Friday’s race.“

The girls were left to rest for an hour, hanging limply in their harnesses, until the return of Sharna with cohort Petros heralded the start of their next trial. Both girls watched the mirrors with sinking hearts as the evil pair made themselves comfortable in chairs behind their offered hind quarters, each with a stopwatch and clipboard.

“Right then, warm them up,” came the voice of Petros, followed shortly after by the belts beginning to move as they were taken up to a fast walk; apace they were to be maintained at for ten minutes as the watching jockey’s made notes.

“Okay! they should be warmed up by now so set the distance recorders and see what they can do.

Oh! Don't forget to increase the voltage on the prods,” Petros instructed as Sharna moved to the controls.

Slowly the ponies were wound up to a fast gallop, then at the confirmation from Petros that everything was set, Sharna turned the speed control up further. With a whine, the belt drive motor increased to high speed as the ponies raced madly to stay away from the now extremely painful prods awaiting their tiring bottoms. On and on they flew, every sinew, every muscle straining to maximum as they pounded along the training belt; whilst behind them, their tormentors sat calmly, stopwatches running as they watched the erotic performance before them. Petros almost forgot to stop the watch as the distance indicator reached the magic mile, so intense was his study of those flying hind quarters and madly flexing pubic lips, reddened by the chafing chain and dripping with masochistic desire as the belts slowly wound down.

The exhausted pony-girls slumped against their harnesses and were carried gently back to the now inactive prods.

“A mile in four point nine minutes. That's pretty good for trainees,” remarked Sharna, motioning to the entering goons to remove the girls to their stables for the night. “After tomorrow’s session, I think they should be ready.“

112 NIGHT VISITOR Upon their return to the stables, both girls were stripped of their corset harnesses and chained by the neck in separate stalls. Here they were fed, watered and allowed to relax for the rest of the day and into the evening. The night however was not destined to be so restful as Sharna had other plans for their sleeping arrangements.

Neither woman had taken much interest in their surroundings, preferring to lie exhausted and dozing on their beds of straw. Had they taken the trouble to inspect the stalls they would have noticed some strange holes in the heavy wooden planks at the end of each. However, it would have been unlikely for them to have associated these holes with their planned sleeping arrangements.

It was roughly ten-o-clock when the goons returned, and dragging the girls resisting bodies upright, they forced huge ball gags into their protesting mouths locking them into place with self lock fastenings. They then lifted the heavy boards out of their respective slots one by one until only the bottom plank remained with three half circles in its top edge. Into these depressions were forced the necks and wrists of the girls in a face down position before the second plank up was replaced, its own half circles completing the holes so that the girls were now fixed in a pillory twelve inches from the floor.

Two more plain planks were then replaced before a third with two widely spaced half circles went on top. Into these they now lifted the girls ankles, bowing their bodies upwards and backwards before replacing the top plank and locking the whole assembly into place with strong padlocks on each side. The end result was that the naked girls were pilloried by neck, wrists and ankles in a spreadeagle position whilst painfully bowed and inverted.

Muffled pleas for mercy fell on the deaf ears of the departing goons as they were left for the night, their pitiful struggles useless against the strength of the oak planks securing them.

For two hours the silence of the stables was punctuated by gurgling groans and the creaking of wood as each girl desperately tried to adjust her position and glean some small comfort from the rigours of their position. But suddenly, both were still. They had felt rather than heard another presence in the stables. They listened intently, ears tuned for the slightest sound which would identify the source of their attention. Sandra strained her ears, then suddenly started in her restraints as a shadowy figure moved out of the gloom towards her. Frozen with fear, she strained to look up to the blackened face before her, emotions welling in her throat as she recognised the face behind the camouflage and tried to speak.

“Qoaarh! eter, ees, ees elph us!” came the stifled words from the filled mouth as he crouched, cradling her chin gently. His other hand stroked her hair as he tried to soothe the struggling body of a woman impatient for release from her torment.

Angela watched silently in awe of this potential saviour, unable to see more than a pair of booted ankles. But she liked the sound of his voice. So this was the Rambo of the night who had come to rescue them in their hour of need.

“Sandra, I can’t... I can’t help you yet!“

The words sounded like a death knell in their disbelieving ears as a feeling of total despair descended on the captive women.

“Tyy! Iyy ot? oh ees, eeees, elph us.” Peter waited for her pleading to stop before answering as he calmed her with gentle caresses to her partially upturned face.

“Because it’s simple enough to get you out of here, but then we would never get off the Island alive. It's like a fortress, and anyway, Sharna has all the fastest boats and they’re guarded with a vengeance by her drug smuggling crews. There’s only one way and that is to wait until you're both back on the mainland on Friday or Saturday. That's when I'll strike!” He paused as Sandra sobbed into her gag, joined by the anguished groans from her partner in the next stall.

“Listen, I've overheard Sharna and Petros discussing the return after the big race, what ever that s, on Friday evening. They’re going to take you and Angela on ahead, the goons are to follow later in another boat with all the equipment. Don’t you see?

For the first time I'll have them separated. I can deal with the goons without fear of you getting hurt, then I can come after you with only Petros and Sharna to tackle.” He soothed Sandra’s brow as she continued to sob, but at the same time indicated that she accepted his logic by a slow nod of her head. Peter stood up and studied the locks securing the girls before slowly crouching down again.

“I'm sorry, my lovelies, I can’t even give you relief for the night without giving the game away; those padlocks are Chubb security locks, I'd have to smash them to unlock them without the keys.” He grinned down at her. “But maybe I can make the time pass a little more pleasantly until dawn.“

With that he disappeared from her view and she heard him move into the stall where her inverted pilloried body bowed out in helpless surrender.

Sandra hung in expectation, and was not disappointed when she felt his hands begin to caress her body. Then as they explored the stretched skin of her widely spread inner thighs, she heard him speak to Angela.

“Hold on, young lady, you're next.” With those comforting words he bent his mouth to the offered love lips of his woman, presented like a succulent juicy meal; ripe, ready, and there for the taking.

It was a long night for Peter, he had spent the entire time easing the girls torment, turn and turn about, so that his fingers ached with fatigue, and his tongue felt as if someone had tried to tear it out as he had reached deeper and deeper into the warm depths of the girls syrupy, twitching love nests as each rose to orgasm time after time.

As he bade them goodbye, the first streaks of dawn were piercing the dark sky, and giving them one last affectionate fondle he saw the anguished look in their eyes mixed with a contentment of fulfilled womanhood as they hung in their bonds. It was an act of supreme willpower to turn away from those hungry sexual lips. Even a full night's attention had failed to slake the insatiable appetite that recent events had brought to the fore.

Peter walked to the window through which he had entered, and with a last assurance of their deliverance from Sharna and his return at nightfall, he was gone, as the girls continued to stare at the window for several minutes, with tears of happiness streaking their faces.

A LITTLE SKULLDUGGERY

The tears, still on the girls faces when Sharna entered a half hour later brought a smile to her lips.

Good! they had suffered in their bondage, and now they would suffer some more on the trainers. But for some reason the day’s enforced training didn’t seem tohave the same effect as their introduction to these fearsome machines had the day previously.

Granted they were pushed to the limits and endured many jolts as they connected with the prods, but somehow, something had changed and Sharna couldn’t put her finger on it.

It was almost as if they were enjoying the experience.

In fact they seemed to be perpetually in orgasm as they ran to the point of collapse, their gyrating buttocks had a jaunty wiggle to them as they pounded the belt; as if taunting her with some secret.

Sandra and Angela could have told her the reason in an instant if they hadn’t been bitted; assuming of course they had wanted to, which they didn't. The reason was hope! Gone was the despair of yesterday; replaced by the hope of freedom from Sharna’s clutches. Not to mention the thought of another night pilloried, and at the mercy of that invading tongue as their personal Don Juan caressed their helpless bodies. The mere thought of his skilful tongue licking out their wide spread pubic lips was enough to make the day’s pain and torment melt into insignificance. Soon they would each be listening to the others arousal and fulfilment in anticipation of their turn to come. The sounds of creaking pillory-boards and gagged groans of pleasure as the other thrust out her bowed body, pushing her pulsing pubic lips against his mouth in total surrender to their lust would feed their own building desire as they waited impatiently, helplessly; to be serviced.

Sharna’s attempts to break this rebellious spirit only served to fuel their planning and ideas for retribution when Peter reversed the situation in the very near future.

The long day over, fed and rested, they were returned to those welcoming pillories waiting in their stalls, whilst a smirking unsuspecting Sharna watched gleefully, remembering and misinterpreting the tears she had seen that morning.

“Perhaps you won’t be so cocky after another night like that,” she taunted before leaving for her comfortable bed in the mansion. Sandra attempted to blow a raspberry at the departing bitch with her gagged mouth, the result being a somewhat gargled splutter which set Angela giggling uncontrollably as she thought of the coming night and its attractions.

The girls waited impatiently, their sexual arousal already working at full power, until at last; at long last, with a longing anticipatory tingling in their upturned pussies, they heard the creak of the window and caught the heavy male scent of their nocturnal visitor as he moved towards them.

Peter smiled to himself as he looked at the pilloried and displayed women, their wet trickles of anticipation glistening in the moonlight as expectant pubic lips leaked fluid. Each attempting to entice him to service them first; thrusting out their offered charms to their unseen benefactor, bowing their bodies to impossible shapes in order to try and influence his decision. Their hips pumped madly so that their pubic mounds undulated invitingly in front of him, their soft sensuously gagged pleading moans sending the blood coursing into his rapidly hardening manhood and pounding the veins in his temples.

He looked at Sandra’s squirming body, her upturned and already soaked denuded mound beckoning to him with her movements. Could this really be the aloof ice-maiden, Sandra Darcy, who only two months ago had been a company director?

Could that drooling superheated sex starved pussy actually be part of the same super bitch who had controlled him so easily with her power and position?

Peter stood for a while as he studied each woman's attempts to gain attention, but unable to decide, he moved round to the other side of the pillories and addressed the disembodied heads.

“Well, ladies, there’s only one way to settle this. I'll toss a coin.” The girls moaned and then listened as the chink of the coin reached their ears.

“Heads, you're first Sandra, tails you get the honours, Angela.” The coin whirred in the air followed by a slap as it was captured against the back of his hand. A pregnant silence hung in the air as they heard him move back to the stalls, each waiting for the verdict, until Sandra heard a moan of pleasure from Angela and Peter’s voice.

“Sorry Sandra, it was tails.” She could have been mistaken, but the voice seemed tinged with undertones of glee that she would have to wait unfulfilled and be forced to listen to every gasping groan as her cell mate was serviced first. The mere thought that Peter was deliberately exercising his new found power sent her pussy into a frenzy of masochistic salivation.

The night passed quickly as between the girls orgasms, Peter held a one sided conversation with his two gagged and offered playthings. Each woman listening closely as he explained his plans for the goons and for Petros and Sharna at a later stage. He also confirmed that they would indeed be leaving for the mainland directly after the race and not on Saturday as had been Sharna’s original plan.

“And speaking of the big race, I hear that you two are the prize ponies, in fact the only ponies.” His information was confirmed by a chorus of aaaarrhhs!

and a nodding of the two heads stuck through the pillories.

“This is interesting ,” he mused. “How about putting a little personal interest into the race for yourselves?“

A questioning silence from the girls urged him to continue. ' “I thought that the winner of the race should have first shot at revenge on Sharna and Petros as soon as we reverse the situation. Remember, they'll be alone in that huge mansion of theirs with all that lovely equipment they built for you. There’s no rush, you could have them for a week if you wish, there will be no goons to interfere. Petros has taken three weeks leave so he won’t be missed either.“

After a few seconds thought, the two girls heads began to nod in acceptance of the idea, at which, Peter ventured further with his scheme.

“Now, if you really want to piss those two off, here’s how to do it. You go all the way, behave like ponies, neigh, whinny, stomp, strut, the whole scene. Don’t hold back! That’s what they want you to do so that they can enjoy whipping you in public and forcing you to do it.“

He paused as they considered his suggestions, and then his heart leapt for joy as both indicated they liked the idea, Wow! This was promising to be some spectacle he thought as he stared at their helpless, shapely bodies.

“Oh! Well, back to work,” he murmured as he moved towards Sandra and began to tease her clitoris. “And don’t forget, I'll be in the crowd, so how about a few wiggles of those backsides out there? Just for me! ‘I.F Peter looked over the top of their pillories and seeing nodding assent from the two heads, decided that this may not be the time to tell them that he had found a spare set of keys to their pillories and gags, hanging at the end of the stalls. After all, they might want him to release them and that would never do.

They looked so exquisitely vulnerable in this format.

THE GREAT RACE

The final day of the sports week dawned and Sharna; eager to show her new acquisitions to the full assembly, arrived early at the stables to supervise the preparation of her charges. Again she was mystified as the two ponies seemed to be in a buoyant mood, even after spending their second night in the pillories More than once she caught them exchanging knowing looks as if they shared some common secret. Well there would be time ample to sort that nonsense out once she had them back at the mansion. For the time being the race was of paramount importance.

The girls were corsetted, harnessed, bitted, fitted to their carts and stuffed with the tail dildo’s; the next hour being spent by polishing and burnishing their trappings and oiling the exposed area’s of their anatomy in preparation for their debut. Special attention was paid to the denuded neat fleshy mounds of their love lips, thrust backward in blatant display as a randy goon oiled and polished them with fervour. He was not satisfied until the rubbery lips shone and glistened in the sunlight streaming through the door. His rabbit-fur burnishing cloth caused the girls to mince and moan as their copious juices added to the shine of their helplessly offered mounds. But today was special, and somewhat painfully, each girl endured as small bows and bells were affixed alternately in rows down both lips of their offered love mounds. The method of fixing was both simple and effective.

Each tiny bow was mounted on a small chromium crocodile clip that clamped tenaciously to the tender lobes of their pussies. Then as a final insult a much larger and heavier cow-bell was affixed to each dangling clitoris by means of an excruciatingly tight wire noose.

The polishing and preening had barely finished when a fanfare of trumpets sounded in the arena.

The time for the eagerly awaited star event had arrived as the announcer’s voice could be heard priming the crowd for the big entrance.

Petros and Sharna, dressed in their finest silk jockey outfits, climbed aboard the carts; - Sharna with a puzzled look on her face as she settled into the seat.

She could swear that these ponies were impatient to get out there. They even appeared to be enjoying themselves. She shook her head and dismissed it as a trick of the imagination After all, how could any woman want to endure the humiliation they would shortly be experiencing?

With a flick of the reins the two carts were urged into motion; down the passage between the stalls, hooves clicking on the stone floor, tinkling bells informing both helpless girls that their pussies were well animated and performing as required.

The two carts in line ahead moved towards the bright opening of the doorway and out into the arena. Resplendent in their regalia, skin glistening, whips flicking their rumps, they responded without further coercion and speeded up to a trot, pussy bells jingling and bows fluttering gaily to enhance the vision of their available charms.

A roar of approval rose from the crowd as they saw the two rigs. Never before, had anyone seen such harnessed eroticism as they cantered around the inner track on a demonstration lap, their jaunty gait setting the brasses and buckles of their rigs jingling and flashing in the bright sunlight, breasts bouncing and swinging, buttocks and hips rolling delightfully as they powered forward. Sharna and Petros acknowledged the applause with waves to the crowd then astounded, they turned back to their respective ponies as they whinnied and neighed their appreciation with heads tossing.

Like two young spirited thoroughbred fillies they trotted with a sprightly step, occasionally one or the other would jump and allowing their weight to be taken by the shafts, lash backward with both hoofed feet as they frolicked around the arena.

Sharna cast an angry look over at Petros as he came alongside. This wasn’t going as planned at all, and she had so looked forward to humiliating these women and forcing them to perform.

Having completed the demonstration lap, the ponies were reined back in front of the grandstand allowing the dignitaries along lecherous look at the two harnessed girls; then after several minutes, the ponies felt the bits urging them to turn away and head for the main track.

The carts swung round, and then before either jockey realised what was happening, they came to a stop with the ponies hindquarters towards the stand. Open mouthed, Petros and Sharna watched as the girls stood to attention, legs together and slowly, provocatively, rolled their shapely backsides from side to side; - whilst in the crowd a pale looking Arab watched from beneath a pulled down burnous and chuckled to himself as the girls honoured his request in a most satisfying manner.

Sharna was besides herself with rage as she stood up in the cart and lashed Sandra into motion.

“Move, you fucking whore!” She screamed, her fury at having the show stolen from her by her pony’s performance lending strength to her arm.

And as Petros matched her wrath on the unfortunate Angela, Peter winced as he saw the blows raining on the two girls buttocks.

“Qoops! I forgot to mention that Sharna might take it badly,” he muttered to himself as the ponies trotted out on to the course, their striped hindquarters clearly visible to the watching crowd. They approached the line, and drawn back to a slow walk as they moved forward, both girls exaggerated the rolling swing of their hips. Mincing nates and pouting pussies in slow motion soon had the male sections of the crowd hiding reddening faces as they stained their clothing and frantically tried to hide their arousal from angry jealous wives.

Finally they were lined up at the start; Petros being the last to come into line as he wrestled with both the problem of guiding his pony and trying to hide a massive erection in the flimsy silk jockey trousers.

Sharna glared angrily at him, scornful of the weakness of the male who could be so easily distracted from the task in hand. It was easy for her he thought.

She didn’t get a reaction from watching Angela’s heavy cow bell bouncing and pogoing on a tormented clit. It was as if her most intimate nodule had been endowed with all the properties of an elastic band.

The ponies snorted and stomped as they prepared for battle, and an appreciative crowd stirred restlessly with a flurry of activity as last minute bets were made. In the main, all were impatient to see these magnificent beasts at full speed.

Currently the odds were, Pretty Pussy at 2:1 Favourite; Red Rump at 5:1 the outsider.

A hush full on the arena as the starter raised his arm and the harnessed women stood poised fora power start, each determined to win the promised prize.

The flag dropped and the crowd came to its feet with a roar as both Petros and Sharna were thrown back into their seats by the surge of speed off the line. Neither even had a chance to use the whip as the carts raced to the first bend, the ponies jostling and crowding to gain the inside line. Around the first bend they went, Pretty Pussy in the lead by a short head as they sprinted down the back straight, legs blurring with speed, tails flowing back they hurtled toward the next bend, Red Rump now closing the gap so that they entered the next bend neck and neck. It was a staggering sight of flashing chromed wheels and rippling feminine curves.

The jockeys hung on for dear life as the carts rocked and weaved around the bend; the wheels of each, clashing several times as the ponies fought for supremacy, and as they left the bend Red Rump had taken the lead. Down past the grandstand they went, the crowd enthralled at the spectacle of their swinging boobs and flashing buttocks as they streaked past and on into the second lap. But the blistering pace beginning to tell now as both carts slowed slightly, their ponies struggling for breath.

Now able to relax their grip on the side of the carts, the jockeys started to use their whips on the flagging nates before them, the excitement of the race blinding them to the uncharacteristic behaviour of their captive pony-girls as they lashed the girls unmercifully around the second lap. The crack of the whips as they sliced across hard working rumps was drowned by the voice of an excited commentator, his voice now at a high pitch and words tumbling out in a torrent as he tried to keep up with the furious pace the girls were setting.

Sandra winced as the lash bit into her and forced her body to greater effort.

“Go on, whip me more you bitch, force me to win, drive me harder, harder, I want the first piece of your ass!” She ground out in an unintelligible gurgle.

“Arrrg!” Sandra almost staggered as a lucky shot with the whip blazed fire across the tender lobes of her mons, the vicious tip wresting a clinging ribbon clip painfully from its biting grip. But through it all she couldn’t blank out the frenzied jingling of bells that painted a vivid mental picture of her slavering sex mouth, mincing and pouting like a demented village idiot, and the constantly bouncing cow-bell left little doubt that her tormented clitoris was providing a magnificently animated spectacle.

The mere thought resulted in a renewed hot spattering of love juice on her thrusting inner thighs.

Powerful lustful urges robbed her body of energy, but the searching whip with its kiss of fire continuously re-kindled the driving force as a lucky strike curled the fiery tip deep into her slick channel.

Each pony had similar thoughts and weaknesses as they pounded onward, conscious of the hot fluids trickling from their exposed and flexing pubic lips as their arousal at the abuse mounted, each could feel the crowds eyes on their plugged bottoms and jerking buttocks; - but this was of no account. They were putting on a show for the man who had helped them through the long nights, and now stood watching from the crowd. But above all else, they were competing for the prize of first retribution on their tormentors.

Exhausted they rounded the last curve for the third time and began the sprint for home. Neck and neck they powered towards the line, neither willing to give up the goal of first revenge on the two whip wielding jockeys behind them. Then, Sandra drew on impossible reserves of energy, released by her memories of incarceration in the barrel; set for days in a solid block of plaster. But still the lithe legged pony beside was matching her sprint. Then Sharna intervened in this stalemate with a secret weapon of her own. Using an underarm flick, she sent the whispering whip snaking under her pony’s belly, the main body of that leather snake searching out and coiling viciously around a pendulously swinging tit. Like a striking cobra, the triple tongued tip lashed the opposite nipple twice as it coiled, and then bit painfully into the turgid turret of the boob it had entwined. The cart surged powerfully as Sandra screamed into the bit and drove her tiring limbs to destruction. She began to pull ahead, whilst Angela watched with despairing eyes. Knowing - that she couldn’t match this spurt, she reconciled herself to having what was left of Petros and Sharna, once Sandra had finished with them. Again and again, the whip searched out and punished her tender swinging orbs, and then, without warning, Sandra experienced her first orgasm at the run.

Immense power surged through her body; it was almost superhuman inits intensity. Not really knowing what was happening, Sandra found that the colossal force of her spasming body was being converted into tractive co-ordinated effort. The crowd exploded with her as they watched the gap suddenly widen to more than two carts lengths as the stunning filly stamped a commanding unbeatable lead on the race. Behind the flashing flanks, Sharna prayed that her pony knew the way home, for she was virtually blinded by the hot stinging droplets of love juice flying from those wildly juddering loins in front.

With a triumphant whinny, Sandra sped across the line, her mind already working on the first of many ordeals for her jockey and captor.

A SCORE IS SETTLED The ponies were unbridled and the harnesses removed after a long and tiring day. Neither had much opportunity to rest after the race as first they were paraded around the stable yards to be inspected by all, and then Petros had the idea of allowing the public to sample the erotic delights of actually driving a pony-girl.

This had been the most humiliating experience, as it seemed to be in vogue to ream out their offered pussies with the end of the whip in preference to laying it across their rumps. Others less versed in the art of driving a filly jerked savagely on the reins bringing tears to their eyes as the steel bits dug into their tender mouths. But now it was at an end, the crowds were departing and Petros and Sharna were getting ready to return to the mainland. Turning Sharna glared at the released girls.

“Hogtie and crate them!” she ordered, her eyes glittering dangerously. “And tell the crew to load the crates on to the roof rack when we get to the other side.” ' Walking over, she glowered at the Sandra and Angela, before addressing them in a menacing tone.

“And when we get back I'll be wanting to know what your little show was all about this afternoon -and I'm going to enjoy making you tell.” With that she flounced off after the departing Petros, leaving the girls to the mercy of the goons as they roughly bound and gagged them with the copious amounts of nylon rope lying around the stables.

As the crated girls were being loaded aboard Sharna’s yacht, the grubby looking trading dhow was making its way towards the lagoon entrance, a departure unnoticed by anyone. The knackered old engine belched oily fumes from the exhaust in lazy puffs as it headed out to sea. Whilst on its deck, a seemingly disinterested Arab leaned on the rail, watching as the crates were lashed down on the deck of Sharna’s yacht for the voyage to the mainland.

An hour later, the motor-yacht Amanda slipped her moorings and with a throb of powerful diesels, moved away from the jetty, her bows swinging toward the distant shoreline of Africa as the engines took on a deeper note, pushing it ever faster through the warm tropical seas.

Within twenty minutes the yacht had caught up with the old dhow, and as it roared past the bow wave spread out and rocked the ancient vessel with contempt as it ploughed on toward the African continent.

Peter stood and watched for a long time as the yacht with its precious cargo disappeared over the horizon, then turning cast searching eyes to the smudge coming up fast over the horizon behind. The goons have arrived, he thought as he looked at his watch, and right on time too. He concentrated on his watch, his lips counting silently as he inwardly prayed that his make-shift limpet mine would function as intended. The timer had been activated by the rush of water on a pressure switch when the boat had accelerated past five knots. This way, he had avoided any premature detonation whilst a delayed boat was still in harbour. That would have been disastrous. In no time at all, the shore radio would have informed the departed Sharna of the event.

The intended time for its detonation arrived and Peter watched the distant boat anxiously as minutes dragged by, the creaming bow wave rapidly narrowing the distance between the two craft.

Steadily the gap closed; the boat was now only two hundred yards away, and Peter could make out the features of a goon on the boat’s flying bridge. It was the one who had lifted Sandra from her skewered mounting on the sprinkler, in fact he was still wearing the same yellow chequered shirt.

“Damn it, what the Hell went wro...!” His whispered curse was interrupted as a blinding flash hid the approaching vessel from view, then seconds later the shock wave of the violent explosion battered his ears. Peter grinned to himself as the maelstrom of flying debris and atomised water spiralled slowly back to earth. The smile increased as he remembered his old instructors words.

Williams! You tend to be a bit extravagant with your use of explosives!

He narrowed his eyes against the glare of the exploding fuel tanks and saw amongst the falling wreckage, the fluttering chequered shirt on a broken rag doll as it plunged into the sea. Slowly the seething water settled to reveal only a huge oil slick from the boat’s tanks and small pieces of debris to mark its grave.

“Scratch the pig team,” he muttered as the dhow’s captain hurried along the deck towards him. “That'll teach the bastards to stick their grubby fingers up my girl’s ass!“

The captain’s excited chatter interrupted his thoughts.

“Iss Gas- cylinder, him go boom. I see many times when fools not take care,” he added in broken English. Peter nodded in agreement at his wisdom and knowledge of these matters, whilst on another boat now well beyond the horizon, Sharna and Petros looked back as the flash lit the evening sky and a dull rumbling noise rolled across the water.

“Looks like there’s a storm brewing,” remarked Petros as he sipped his gin and tonic; his seat, one of the crates containing the girls.

Inside their stifling crates the two trussed girls heard the rumble and recognising it for part of the Peter’s plan, felt a surge of elation at the demise of the brutal goon squad who had tested their endurance to such lengths. Their present discomfort diminished in the knowledge that the hour of reckoning was rapidly approaching for Sharna and Petros.

Impatient for stage two of the plan they waited helplessly, the nylon cords cinching their soft sensitive flesh with impassive strength; holding them in their doubled, cramped position as they sweltered.

It was late evening when the yacht reached shore, and after a lengthy wait as the Amanda docked, the crated girls were roughly unloaded by the crew before being lashed to the roof rack of Sharna’s Mercedes estate car. - She had thought it fitting that the slaves travelled as baggage, and besides, the heat and dust filtering into those exposed crates would be a salutary lesson, and an indicator of things to come.

Although long, hot and dusty for the incarcerated girls, the journey to the mansion was uneventful.

But on arrival, they were met at the gates by the local Inspector of Police with bad news. It appeared that in their absence, a burglar had broken into the house and killed Sharna’s guard before tying up the two maids and ransacking the house for valuables.

The maids had been found unharmed the next day and made statements, but since then had not been seen, leaving the house unattended. Obviously they had feared Sharna’s wrath and decided to leave the area.

In a foul mood at this news, Petros and Sharna decided to have some supper before checking to see what had been taken; after which they would then unload the crates and decide how to repay the slaves for their show of disobedience at the race track.

Refreshed and fed, Sharna now stood watching as the crates were brought in by Petros on a sack truck, then leaving Sharna to remove the tops he hurried off to check his safe and contents. It took only minutes for Sharna to remove the crate tops and reveal the tightly bound and hogtied contents.

“Time for some lessons in obedience, my disobedient little slaves.“

“How right you are Sharna,” came a voice from the doorway.

Sharna spun round and was confronted by Petros as he was pushed through the door, his hands bound behind him and a wad of cloth rammed into his mouth. The item doing the pushing gained Sharna’s full attention as she stared at the dull business like snout on the end of the Stirling’s silencer.

Peter moved into view and stood smiling grimly at the shocked and speechless Sharna. He had in fact arrived at the mansion before them; making up for the slowness of the dhow by hiring a helicopter for the overland trip. With a bravado that she didn’t feel Sharna attempted to bluster her way through.

“You fool, you haven't got a chance. My guards will be here anytime and then you can join these two.“

She gestured contemptuously towards the two bound girls. Again Peter smiled.

“Sorry to disappoint you my dear, but your goons are fish bait.” He hesitated as he saw the realisation hit Sharna. Her mind racing as she assembled the facts.

“That wasn’t thunder, it was an explosion!” She mumbled incredulously as Peter jabbed Petros in the back viciously.

“Over there asshole, and be quiet while your slut unties my ladies.” He turned the barrel towards a hesitating Sharna.

“Move, or die right now!“

His voice was cold and menacing, challenging her to give him a reason to end it now. A frightened Sharna began to untie Sandra and Angela. Soon they stood rubbing their wrists and stretching their aching limbs, unfettered for the first time in weeks, and looks of anticipation on their faces as they moved toward the terrified Sharna.

“Have fun girls!” Peter invited as he watched their advance on their former captor.

“Oh! By the way, thanks for the fantastic show this afternoon!“

“It was a pleasure,” was Angela’s reply. “Perhaps we can doit again for you sometime, with you in the driving seat. In fact, how about a twin pony racer?“

Sandra glanced across at her new partner and nodded her agreement.

“Hmmm! Yes I think I like the sound of that,” she added.

Sharna screamed as her arms were twisted behind her and they began to frog-march her to the cellars.

“No! Please! Petros help me, don’t let them do this to me pleeeeease help me, someone help meeee!” Peter smiled as they bundled the protesting woman through the doorway, her pleas fading as she was marched down the passageway. Turning grimly to face Petros, he motioned with the barrel of the gun.

“You too, shithead!”

HELL HATH NO FURY...

Peter prodded Petros in the opposite direction to the disappearing trio, and instead, headed him toward the study.

“Time to take a little look in that splendid safe of yours my friend, after all I think Sandra and I have earned a little compensation for our trouble.” Petros glared at him, then moved a little quicker as the hard round snout of the silencer nudged him purposefully between the shoulder blades. He knew he would have to wait for his chance; - that is if one ever came, for to challenge Peter now with his hands bound and thirty-two rounds of magazine fed 9mm ammunition looking at his spine would be the ultimate stupidity.

Stumbling forward, he led on into the study and across to the safe, then half turning, he awkwardly offered his bound hands to Peter for release. Ignoring the offered hands, Peter pulled out the gag and demanded the combination.

“That’s not enough,” growled Petros. “If you look you can see it has a scanner which will only release with my palm scan.” Grudgingly, Peter conceded the need for his release, and with a stern warning emphasised by the grinding of the silencer into the soft underneath of Petros’ chin, he turned him round and began to untie his hands.

Stepping back, Peter levelled the Stirling as Petros rubbed his wrists, and after several seconds massage turned scowling to the safe. Spinning the dial, he set the combination, then upon a beeped demand signal, Petros placed his hand on the scanner panel. A second more elapsed before a loud click sounded, and he swung open the door. Peter stood aghast as he stared at the neatly stacked piles of American dollars filling the huge safe.

“There must be millions in there,” he muttered incredulously as Petros started to pass out bundles of hundred dollar bills.

“Seven and a half million to be precise,” informed Petros. “But you'll never live to spend it.” Peter contemptuously brushed aside the threat and ordered Petros to start clearing the safe.

Steadily the safe was emptied as a mountain of money rose on the table, Peter conveying it from Petros with one hand as his other cradled the Stirling to his body, alert for any tricks on the part of his captive. Petros on the other hand felt that it was now or never as the dwindling wall of cash in the safe steadily revealed the butt of a loaded Berretta at the back of the safe, and as Peter half turned with the last handful of notes, he made his move. Grabbing the gun he started to turn towards Peter.

Maybe it was a sixth sense, or his forces training which saved the day, but as he transferred the last bundle to the table, Peter knew that Petros was going to try for freedom. That certain knowledge had already prompted his hand to start the swing of the Stirling back to cover Petros, his right hand sweeping up to the trigger guard as Petros began his turn.

The searching finger curled around the trigger and sent a stream of slugs into the plaster above the safe as a warning. But as Petros jumped with the concussion of the Stirling’s muzzle pressure, his finger jerked the trigger of the Berretta.

With a stunning detonation in the confined space of the safe, the gun belched lead, the slug ricocheting around the inside of the safe before its badly deformed shape tried to escape the confining steel and found its exit path blocked by the crouching Petros. Humming like an angry bee, the flattened slug tore into his chest, pulping the delicate organs within before bursting from his back in a shower of splintered rib and pulverised tissue; narrowly missing Peter as it sped on to bury itself in the ceiling above his head.

Without feelings of remorse, Peter watched as the dying body of Petros fell slowly forward into the safe and lay still in a gathering pool of blood. After a few seconds thought, he kicked the trailing legs in after the body and closed the door of the safe before spinning the dial on Petros’ five ton coffin.

For the next half hour, Peter worked steadily until all the cash was bagged and had been stashed in the boot of Sharna’s Merc’ ready for their departure, then as he slammed the boot lid, his thoughts went back to the two girls and their captive Sharna.

I'd better go and see what the terrible twins are doing to poor Sharna, he mused, a smile shaping his lips as he tried to imagine her present status at the hands of her two former, and very vengeful captives.

As he descended the steps to the cellars beneath the mansion, muted groans drifted up to him from the room at the far end, and entering through the open door he came to a sudden stop as his eyes took in the view within.

The two girls, now clad in some skin tight rubber garments they had filched from Sharna’s kinky wardrobe, sat smoking cigarettes and discussing their captive as she endured their first attempt at reprisal. Peter walked slowly around the captive Sharna, nodding his head in approval as he noted the professionalism of the girls work. There was no doubt, women had a sixth sense when it came to dishing out the ultimate in retribution. The pleading eyes of the stringently trussed and gagged Sharna bore mute testament to that fact.

The girls had stripped Sharna and placed her in a type of kneeling bondage, the difference being that her kneeling position was some twelve inches off the ground with her neck securely locked into a pillory-stool, and her legs savagely doubled and spread, before they too had been bound to the bars of the specially constructed punishment stool.

This in itself would been sufficient for Peter, but then he did not have the female intuition for humiliating another female.

Sharna had been completely denuded of all body hair, her pubic mound shaved and smooth, eyebrows also shaved; and finally her crowning glory had been forfeit as the girls first clipped and then shaved her head. The final "coup-de-gras” had been achieved by placing a large mirror in front of her so that she could see the full scope of her demise. The girls had gagged her with the largest ball gag they could find, before inserting two massive dildos into her defenceless orifices below.

“What do you think Peter? Do you think she’ll be comfortable for the night?” Sandra grinned impishly as Angela chuckled in the background, her sounds of mirth being drowned by the groan of despair from the source of their enjoyment as the discomfort of her bondage seemed to swell ten fold with the announcement of her sleeping arrangements.

Sandra’s wrist flicked, and the whip she held snaked out and waspishly bit into the spread mons of the captive sending her into paroxysms of futile struggles.

“Quiet, bitch! No-one asked for your comment.“

An unconcerned Sandra looked back to Peter for her answer.

“Oh!1should think it will be very therapeutic.” He replied as he studied the bound woman with obvious arousal. Sharna’s pleading filtered through the gag, and echoed around the cellar, earning her a half dozen more pussy lashes before her captors disappeared through the doorway, the great steel sheathed door swinging shut behind their departing backs as she was left to consider this unexpected reversal of roles, and the burning throb of her abused mons.

VENGEANCE IS SWEET!

Peter the white-knight and his rescued damsels in distress, enjoyed a hearty meal that evening after raiding Sharna’s well stocked larder, and Peter was pleased to find that both women, in addition to being exceptionally beautiful, were also world class cooks.

Filled to bursting with exquisitely flavoured food Peter leaned back and savoured the honeymoon mood of his newly released charges, who in a feeling of gratitude at their deliverance from the clutches of Sharna and Co, seemed hell bent on giving him the night of his life.

Suddenly as they sat beside him, pressing their nubile bodies against his, Sandra remembered the other half of the deadly duo.

“What have you done with Petros?” She asked, her big brown eyes looking questioningly into his own.

Peter decided not to give the graphic details for fear .of spoiling the mood, but instead gave a somewhat sparse description of events leading to his demise.

“He was er! playing with a gun and he accidentally shot himself.” Sandra’s eyes opened wide.

“Is he dead?” she asked.

“Yes, I'm afraid he is,” replied Peter doing his best to put some sort of remorse into his tone of voice, but at heart feeling that the world had definitely improved with the loss of one Petros Umkono.

“It also means that we shall have to leave in the morning, we can’t risk getting caught here with his body,” he added.

For a few minutes there was silence as the two girls absorbed this new turn of events; until at last, Angela broke the spell.

“Shit! I was really looking forward to hanging that bastard up by the balls and toasting him over a slow fire; and that bitch in the cellar !“

She left the rest unsaid.

For a second a shocked silence prevailed, then as one, Sandra and Peter burst into paroxysms of laughter at this outburst from the normally demure and correct society debutant, whilst Angela looked on, not sure of the reason for this mirth. With a slowing dawning smile she finally joined them in their laughter. The tension built up over the last few days poured out in one glorious bout of gut busting laughter.

As they sprawled on the coach, exhausted by their laughter, Peter felt Sandra’s hand snake over his thigh and begin to unfasten his trousers. Relaxing, he allowed her to continue and was aware of Angela’s approach from the other side, her moist lips brushing him as she whispered silkily into his ear.

“It’s time for a little repayment, my big hulking Sir Galahad.” Angela’s voice trailed off into a sigh as she slid her hands down to the remaining Y-fronts left by Sandra and pushing aside the elastic top, slid her exploring fingers down to his rapidly expanding manhood. She gripped the shaft firmly by its root and squeezed hard as Sandra slid the final barrier of the underpants down under his buttocks and off his legs. Turning her attention to the rampant liberated column of flesh in Angela’s grasp, she opened her sensuous lips and proceeded to swallow its entire length as Angela relinquished her hold.

“Sharna’s training with dildo gags has its advantages.“

Angela purred as her hand caressed his tight balls, at present being gently squeezed by Sandra’s bobbing chin.

“We've been saving this night just for you - you earned it in the stables.“

Peter sank into seventh heaven as the two sensuous bodies writhed against him, their hands seemingly everywhere at once soothing, tantalising, teasing, Sandra’s tongue slithering around his sensitive, bar stiff shaft, darting back and forth as it teased the shiny engorged head of his pride. Each time as he neared a climax they reduced their stimulation and allowed the surge to subside, skilfully prolonging his enjoyment, until, with a burst of activity, they poured fuel on his lust, Sandra’s lips closing tight around the base of his shaft as she tried to suck him inside out, whilst Angela’s hands massaged his entire body in silky, gliding movements until, to be denied no longer, the spasm of orgasm rippled his muscular frame drawing groans of pleasure from his lips before he sagged against the cushions spent and exhausted. He hardly noticing as the girls swung him round to lie full length on sofa, their hands pulling his arms up above his head as they continued to gently caress his body.

Loud clicks and the harsh touch of metal on his wrists and ankles brought him back to earth with a crash, and opening his eyes he saw the two girls standing above him smiling.

In a panic Peter pulled at his wrists; a sharp cutting sensation shooting down his arms as he looked up to see his hands firmly handcuffed to the end of the heavy couch. A similar feeling at the other end confirmed his suspicions. He was stretched and handcuffed to the two ends of the couch, and at the mercy of the women, one of whom, he had initially kidnapped and caused some considerable anxiety with his radio controlled devices. Angel a bent down and stroked the underneath of his chin with her long delicate fingers, “Yes you bastard, and now it’s your turn.” She paused for effect as the possible reasons for his restraint crowded his mind and meaningfully impressed his vulnerability upon him as she reached down and juggled his balls.

“I can’t let you free you said, no spare keys,” she mimicked flicking his left ball with a stinging sharp finger nail. “Then you drove us crazy all night in that bloody stable, shackled up like pigs, upside down and with our fannies stuck out like a couple of melons on a grocers stall.” The right ball received an even harder flick. Angela then grabbed both nuts in a very tight grasp and looked at him challengingly as he struggled for an answer.

“But its true, you know I couldn’t break the lock without giving the game away.” Peter tugged at his wrists again as he eyed the smirking Sandra standing hands on hips and now stark naked as she narrowed her eyes at him in disbelief. Angela released her grip on his balls and took hold of his manhood, lifting him up into an arch with his pride and joy.

Panic welling up within as he contemplated his manhood starkly exposed and vulnerable to attack, a convenient handle for the girls to avail themselves of. Angela dropped him like a sack of potatoes, and waited for the gasp of relief to subside before she spoke.

“Then what the hell were those keys hanging in full view at the end of the stable?” Angela gripped and yanked him up again as his mouth dropped open.

“Yes,I'm afraid your little scam was revealed when they broke the key in Sandra’s lock just after they had released me. I saw them fetch the spares from the end of the stable.” The girls stood waiting as Peters brain ran flat out.

“But I didn't see it - it was dark.” He screeched unconvincingly as he imitated the arch of a bridge and pulled ineffectually at the manacles.

“Well, that’s just tough luck then Rambo, because tonight we even the score.“

With that Angela dropped him again and swinging her shapely leg over, straddled his body facing towards his head. Sandra clambered over the other end and sat on his stomach.

“Ah! come on girls it was only a jo... mmmmph!

mmmmph!” His excuses were cut short as Angela rammed a large ball gag into his mouth and strapped it behind his neck, then gripping his head between her thighs she spoke over her shoulder to Sandra.

“Okay girl, he’s all yours.” As she spoke, she slid her hips forward and placed his nose firmly into the cleft of her pussy.

Peter stiffened as latex gloved hands began to work on his shaft, slipping and sliding along its rapidly returning length as she worked some type of lotion into its surface, building the strength and rigidity with each flowing moment, until, as it stood like flag-pole. He felt her shift her body and sensed the warm smooth touch of her pubic lips against the hard bell end.

Sandra eased herself down onto his pulsing manhood, the silky walls of her interior sending waves of pleasure through his body as she sank lower and lower, greedily devouring his manhood with her hungry pubic mouth; until with increasing pressure, her nates flattened against his hips and she was still. Not moving her hips, she gripped his shaft with a strength and skill learned at great expense on the sprinkler, and began to crush his throbbing pole in a grip of iron as her pubic muscles responded to her every demand - rhythmic ripples of perfectly controlled spasms raped his aching tool, kneading the hard surface with contemptuous ease as she began to milk him like a tethered cow.

Looking down at his face, Angela smiled as the look of surprise furrowed his features. She tensed her lithe powerful buttock muscles and squeezed his face in a sensuous vice of smooth female bottom.

“Relax, big boy, when she’s finished with you it's my turn - and after that, Sandra comes back for the next shift We’re going to suck you dry. By morning those nice full nuts are going to be a couple of shrivelled sultanas. The best you’ll manage for a week after is a puff of dust, and the sight of a pussy will have you begging for mercy.“

The girls both laughed as a groan escaped their captive’s gagged lips. It was going to be along hard night, and as the song said “girls just wanna have fun’.

130 PAYMENT IN FULL Peter awoke to the sun streaming into his eyes through the lounge window, and putting his hand up to shade his eyes, realised that the handcuffs were gone. With a groan, the nights events flooded back as a dull ache in his groin reminded him of the marathon his tool had run. He looked down at the shrivelled wreck that only a few hours previously had stood firm and proud, beckoning all comer’s in contemptuous bravado.

Now it lay smashed and humbled. Destroyed by the insatiable appetite of his girls hungry pussies and manipulating hands, and as he pulled on his discarded underpants he couldn’t help wondering if it would ever recover from the night’s events. He needn’t have worried for as he began to dress, clicking heels heralded the approach of one of the girls. It was Angela, and was she a sight for sore eyes. Peter felt his wrecked cock twitch and begin to stir as he studied her costume; an all latex French maid's outfit; what there was of it. And very revealing too he found as she turned her back and bent over to put his breakfast tray on the coffee table.

Beneath the almost non-existent skirt was a rubber rump-rounding girdle affair, specifically designed to squeeze and enhance the voluptuous curvature of the bottom, and extrude it outward in two outrageous melon like protrusions, which the delectable Angela managed to animate to devastating effect.

His rod quivered with tension and threatened to split the over stretched skin of its sheath.

“Morning, sir.” Angela wiggled her peach smooth backside provocatively as she unloaded the tray onto the table.

“Anything else I can do for you?” she asked with a smirk as she straightened and turned towards him.

Peter considered the throbbing monster in his pants, but on feeling the soreness as it rubbed against his clothing decided that a rest may in this case be as good as a cure.

“Not this morning you little rat. And speaking of rats, where’s that other hell-cat?” Angela pouted her lips as she surveyed the growing bulge in his Y-fronts before sulkily answering.

“She’s down in the cellar with Sharna. She said she had to prepare something special for the day.“

Peter digested this as he sipped at his coffee, slight feelings of pity for the captive Sudanese beauty crossed his mind as he contemplated the ordeal she was going to face at the hands of her former captives.

“Well, I suppose I'd better get down there while there’s still something left of her,” he mumbled.

Rising he pulled on his trousers and slipped his feet into the trainers by the couch.

“Come on you, let’s go,” he said, slapping Angela on the rump and turning towards the door.

They arrived in the cellar in time to see Sandra forcing the last remnants of Sharna’s first meal in captivity down her protesting throat. Cat food had not until now been part of her diet and she was definitely not impressed with the flavour. Sandra had overcome this slight aversion by simply inflating the two dildo’s buried in her body to immense proportions, stretching her tender holes to unbelievable dimensions until an open mouth indicated that she was ready to concede defeat.

“Morning, Peter. Have a good night did you?” A huge ball gag was rammed hurriedly into Sharna’s mouth, stifling her pleading for the dildos to be deflated. Sandra knew what she wanted, but chose to leave her fully stretched for a while, then as an afterthought, pumped the implanted monoliths until Sharna’s eyes were bulging fit to pop. Seemingly satisfied that her unwilling guest was comfortable, she turned to face the new arrivals. She grinned as Peter’s glare conveyed his displeasure at the previous night’s events, sensing that his animosity was engineered rather than actual. As a consolation prize for his somewhat dented pride, she offered to allow him to reap his revenge later in the day. A soft sighing moan from Angela behind indicating that she felt he should also take revenge on her.

Peter’s frown softened as the two girls sandwiched him between them, squirming provocatively, their young firm bodies and jutting breasts raising a another rock hard erection in micro seconds, that was instantly pounced upon as Sandra gripped his shaft through the thin fabric of his shorts.

“Yes, well, I'm sure something can be arranged as punishment for your disgusting behaviour,” he mumbled, the words coming out almost as a groan.

“But in the meantime, what have you got planned for this tart?“

He nodded towards the cheek bulged, eye bugging Sharna. Sandra released her hold on him and moved over to the trussed form secured in the pillory stool.

Cupping Sharna’s chin in her hand and lifted her head so that their eyes met.

132 “Oh! We have something very special to keep this bitch busy for the day, haven’t we you black slut?“

Angela now came forward carrying a surgical tray littered with instruments and rings, her approach wringing a stifled wail of fear from the struggling Sharna as Sandra prised the ball gag out of her mouth.

“No, Please Noo-mmmmmmph!“

Sandra had seized on the opportunity and non to gently, rammed a large expanding pear gag into her protesting mouth, and rapidly wound the handle until Sharna’s face was a couple of millimetres away from splitting. Standing in front of her, Angela fingered the gleaming ring hanging from her clitoris.

“Remember this, cow? Remember my butt sticking out of that plaster block? Well, now it’s your turn.“

With that she placed the tray alongside Sharna’s head and selecting a pair of piercing pliers gripped her left nipple firmly. Sharna’s struggles became frenzied as she positioned the pliers on her nipple and with a look of triumph slowly squeezed the handles.

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmrrrrrgh!“

Sharna’s gagged protest rang around the cellar as the needle sharp piercing tip slid through her tender nipple, her garbled cries becoming sobs as the pliers withdrew and a ring began to feed through the hole. With a click, the self locking ring became a fixture.

“How’s that grab you, asshole? Lots of fun, isn't it?“

Angela savoured the moment as she re-positioned the pliers on the right nipple and with obvious pleasure proceeded to fit the second ring. They all stood back and surveyed the fallen Sharna, heavy gold rings now swinging from her ample breasts as her chest rose up and down with her sobs.

“Nice work Angela, very nice work,” commented Peter as he appraised the accurate alignment of the rings. “Now what have you in mind, surely you're not leaving it at that?“

Sandra answered his question in a gloating voice, “Oh no! We have something very special for dear Sharna now. In fact, it’s the very apparatus she intended for us had you not intervened.“

Sharna’s eyes opened wide in terror as she realised what they intended and began to struggle and plead as they started to remove her from the pillory- stool.

“Can you manage her on your own for a while?“

inquired Peter. “I have some things to attend to before we depart.“

“No problem,” answered the girls in unison as they lifted Sharna’s still manacled form clear of the stool.

“We'll be busy for at least an hour setting her up, so there’s no rush,” added Sandra.

Peter grunted and left the room, annoyed that he had to miss part of Sharna’s demise, but mindful of the boot full of dollars, the transport of which was going to present a problem if its presence was known on the vessel he had arranged to take them out of the country.

Sandra and Angela now turned their full attention towards the trembling Sharna, and each hooking a finger through her new nipple decorations, led her obedient and protesting figure towards the equipment Sandra had assembled at the far end of the cellar. Angela pushed Sharna’s resisting form towards the ominous looking moulding perched on a strong pivoted base.

“Come on, bitch! You know what’s required, you built it,” she said as Sharna pretended to be ignorant of her forthcoming mounting.

Gasping she eased herself into the moulded leg section and urged onward by the impatient Sandra, Sharna was manoeuvred into position with the help of her new nipple rings. Holding her there, Sandra watched as Angela began to strap her legs into the device. Soon Sharna was immovable welded to the lower half of the frame by a network of flexible steel bands as a further tug on her nipples pulled her forward, bending her at the hips until she lay face down in the mould. More straps encircled her torso and were cinched tight as Angela released her arms and began to force them into a leather arm pouch behind her back.

Sharna’s struggles were easily overcome, the freedom of her arms proving to be of little use with the rest of her body trussed so tightly, and as Angela completed her arm sheath restraints, Sandra snapped shut the neck clamp at the top of the frame before passing the remaining straps over Sharna’s shoulders. - Whereupon Angela immediately connected them to the sheath and cinched down tight, completing Sharna’s totally inescapable bondage.

For effect, Sandra added a tight fitting skull cap with built in pony-tail to Sharna’s shaved head, ignoring her futile head shaking as the rigid steel neck clamp held her firmly in position. The girls checked over her restraints, and satisfied that nothing could be tightened further without breaking bones, they removed the huge pear gag from her aching mouth.

Sharna frantically worked her jaw trying to ease the stiffness and plead for mercy before they completed the remaining fitments to a device whose purpose she knew only too well.

“Please, for Gods sake; please don't do this to me, I'll do anything you want, but please not this.” Her captors appeared to consider for a moment before Sandra spoke venomously to her; her face only inches from her former antagonist.

“You ask for mercy? You fucking bitch! What mercy did you show me when you had me set in a barrel of plaster with those damned industrial resonators stuffed into me, or Angela when you had her gang raped and sodomised by a couple of dozen of your cruddy guards?“

Unable to find an answer, Sharna wailed miserably as Sandra connected her tender ringed nipples to a vertical bar in front of the stand using strong steel chains, the weight of which in itself was enough to send sharp pains through her breasts. The thought of the inevitability of their designed purpose forced even louder pleading from Sharna’s lips.

“Open wide, bitch!” ordered Sandra offering a wooden dowel-gag to her face, the dowel being connected to the same pole as her nipple rings, although on a shorter chain. Sharna clamped her jaw shut in refusal, immediately opening it again as Sandra twisted the ring in her left nipple. The dowel went in and a further twist convinced Sharna to grip it with her teeth.

Angela had been busy behind the tearful Sharna, connecting another chain to the steel band holding her arms heath tight to the body. This chain was run over a pulley and its free end used to suspend a large drum, the open top of the drum being directly under a tap sticking out from the wall.

“We're ready?” She announced as this was completed.

Sandra confirmed that she too had completed preparations. “Okay! You steady her while I take out the locking pin.“

Sandra grasped the mounting frame and eased it slightly forward as Angela removed a large pin from the pivotin its base allowing the frame and the trussed Sharna to now move freely forward and backward. Seeing that the pin was out, Sandra slowly eased Sharna back until the chain on the gag drew tight, before releasing her hold.

Sharna’s body weight and the fact that the pivot was slightly offset, ensured that her trussed form would try to move backward, the only thing preventing her from falling completely over backwards being her grip on the dowel gag.

“Jeez! You girls really mean to get your pound of flesh.” The girls looked round to see a beaming Peter leaning against the door post surveying Sharna’s terrible situation.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet!” retorted Angela in an improvised street slang as she lined up a huge rough surfaced dildo at the target provided by Sharna’s presented anal opening. Satisfied with the alignment, she clamped it in place and reached for a jar of Vaseline to coat the awesome shaft with, thus ensuring its swift and certain penetration when the time came. Sandra restrained her arm, and removing the jar of Vaseline, placed another in her hand.

“Use that, Angie, thats hould warm her up!” Angela looked down at the jar, a smile shaping her lips as she read the label out loud.

“Deep heat thermal cream, not for internal use. Oh yes! Wow! That should really give her abuzz when it gets to that nice tender skin in there.“

Peter chuckled loudly as Angela liberally coated the waiting shaft, careful not to graze her fingers on the sandpaper-like surface of the dildo, and at the same time trying to imagine what the cream would do as it was ground into the tiny chafes caused by the shafts forcible introduction into Sharna’s tight virginal anus.

Satisfied that the shaft would hold no more, Angela stepped back, and in awe, they all walked around the whimpering woman of their attentions as she accepted her fate. Sandra moved over to the wall and carefully turned on the tap until a steady drip began to ping on the bottom of the drum, then satisfied with the rate of dripping, she returned to Sharna.

“Have fun, bitch! Sorry we can’t stop for the finale but we have a timetable to keep. Maybe if you scream loud enough we'll hear you.” She slapped Sharna’s rump a stinging slap as they all turned for the door, their departing backs ignoring her distorted pleading as she struggled to hold the dowel.

Sharna listened to their receding footsteps as they climbed the cellar stairs, and after a few minutes heard the faint sounds of her Mercedes as it roared out of the garage. The silence of the cellar was broken only by the groans of anguish escaping her tight clamped jaw, struggling to maintain a hold on the bit against the rising drag. Behind her, the steady drip of the tap relentlessly increased the tension as it slowly filled the tank. In her heart she knew that eventually the battle would be lost as she fearfully contemplated the awesome shaft aimed at her anus and the strong chains on her nipples.

Sandra’s revenge was going to be very painful.

The Mercedes rocketed down the road to the coast, its occupants laughing loudly, when suddenly, Sandra called for Peter to stop at a post box by the side of the road. As the car ground to a halt, she jumped out and slipped a letter into its slot.

“What was that all about?” inquired Peter as they pulled away again, his eyes locating those of Sandra in the rear view mirror.

“Oh!It's just a little note to the Chief of Police telling him where to find Sharna, after all, she could die down there before anyone found her, and no matter what she did, I'm not a murderer.” The others nodded agreement and Peter voiced his next question.

“How long does local mail take here?” asked Peter looking back in the mirror again. Sandra giggled loudly as she replied.

“Around three days!” A long silence ensued as they all formed images of the arch-bitch impaled on that burning shaft, wriggling and wailing as her boobs stretched out to impossible lengths for at least three days, each estimating that Sharna’s struggle to avoid impalement would end around tea time as the drum nearing overfill, weighed in at about 80 Ibs.

“Wow! I hope she never catches up with us or else we're in deep shit!” chortled Peter.

Smiling to themselves the girls cuddled up to each other on the back seat and settled down for the seven hundred mile trip to the coast, whilst Peter, adjusting his mirror carefully to take in as much of their delightful bodies as possible, looked on at his charges; marvelling at the incredible series of events that had changed his hum-drum life for ever. It seemed almost impossible to contemplate that somehow, these two desirable females were now virtually his to do with as he wished. They would willingly allow him to truss them up in any position and plunder those tight luscious love nests for as long as he desired. He adjusted the mirror again, centring on the tight revealing rubber that clung to those two magical firm mounds of heaven nestling between the thighs of these beautiful women. If ever there was such a thing as pre-packed heaven, he was looking at two prime samples. The rubberised mounds seemed to swell and stretch the rubber invitingly as he watched, but then imagination is a powerful thing.

The car steadily ate up the miles as the Sun dipped toward the horizon, and Peter glancing down at the 135 SANDRA (V0! UM | ) clock on the dash, realised that it was almost 7 o clock.

“I should think our friend Sharna is about to take the plunge by now,” he called back to the girls, who stretching and yawning, aroused themselves from a half sleep as they all thought of Sharna’s plight.

The bucket had been over-filling and dripping to the floor for half an hour now, and Sharna, desperately hoping for a miracle rescue had doggedly clung to the dowel with her aching jaw. Hope was now fading as the dowel steadily began to slide from her teeth, her protesting jaw muscles in cramp, resisted all efforts to increase their grip. Desperate screams for help escaped past the dowel and echoed around the cellar as she faced her imminent impaling, until with sheer terror, she felt the dowel pulled from her mouth by the tremendous drag of the bucket.

Slowly at first and then gathering momentum, her mounting swung backwards over the pivot, the screams from a vacated mouth piercing the still night air, audible even through the thick walls; - had anyone been around to hear.

The nipple chains jerked taught sending searing pain through her abused flesh as they dragged out her breasts. But the tender flesh was unable to restrain her retreating body, and her breasts were pulled out further and further as she moved away from the anchor point, the rapidly swinging frame rushing her clenching anus towards the waiting dildo, until with irresistible force it impaled its human cargo on the abrasive shaft.

Smashing aside resisting muscles it bored forcefully inwards, scraping the tender lining and smearing heating balm on raw surfaces. With a thud, Sharna came to rest, the cleft of her buttocks against the dildo’s vertical support, its monstrous shaft buried fully into her straining orifice and her quivering nates clenched tightly to the pole.

Eventually the screams of pain subsided as her muscles were forced to accept this terrible stretching, whilst in front, Sharna stared with disbelieving eyes at the incredible distension of her breasts.

They were stretched a full seven inches further than their normal position, held by rigid unyielding chains in unending torment.

Minutes passed and Sharna struggled to come to terms with her plight, only to feel with helpless fury, the burning sensation in her tender, stretched ass as the cream began to react with the scoured insides.

Twisting and struggling she fought her bonds, screaming for help as the heat increased, then her struggles she saw the discarded jar, its label mocking her staring eyes as the full impact of Sandra’s retribution became clear; an image of recent events forming in her mind, of the lit cigarette she had watched scorching Sandra’s tender ring whilst she had savoured her struggles on the display stand.

ESCAPE TO SLAVERY

Two days had passed, and the trio were getting nervous. The ship had been delayed in sailing due to some bureaucratic cock up, and each could not keep their mind off that letter sent to the Police.

The crate containing the money had been loaded the day before and resided in the hold marked as paint. They in turn had been allocated their cabins, although cabin was rather stretching the use of the word when considering the dank rat infested cubicles they were at present occupying. But then anything seemed like paradise when they contemplated Sharna’s release and the ensuing man-hunt as a result.

It was therefore somewhat of a relief, when on the fourth day, the ship’s head and stern warps splashed into the harbour and a clanging of telegraphs signalled their imminent departure. Had they known how close they had come to disaster they wouldn’t have been so cheerful, for at the precise moment the warps hit the water, Sharna turned her pain racked, tear-streaked face towards the opening door of the cellar and saw the ugly leering face of her crooked Chief of Police.

Sharna had come close to breaking completely.

Ignorant of the letter that Sandra had posted, she had resigned herself to a lingering death as dehydration slowly sapped her will to live. It had been a full twenty-four hours now since she had been able to wet her lips with saliva and her mouth felt like dried parchment. The burning sensation in her violated ass had gradually reduced over the first two days until it was no more than a dull throb, her main discomfort being the hugely stretched breasts and the bite of her steel restraints which had defied all efforts to dislodge them.

She cursed herself for designing everything so strong; her will to survive pinned on the forlorn hope that someone would hear her shouts and that she would be rescued to wreak vengeance on her tormentors. The fact that she had been their tormentor to begin with, and that the suffering she now endured had been designed by herself for their discomfort didn’t even enter her mind.

Now as her liberator began to release the steel bands that had held her so rigid and unmoving, she began to plan revenge. her evil mind conjured up many visions of retribution she would use once she had those three in her clutches. Slowly straightening from the frame, helped by the Chief, her thoughts went to Petros. Where the hell was he, what had they done to him? The answer to this question was to evade her for another two days, when upon opening the safe, the stiff folded body of Petros would fall at her feet, his hand still gripping the instrument of his own demise.

Peter and his girls were in high spirits as the freighter ploughed North towards the Suez canal. Some two days had passed since the deadline for delivery of the letter, and there were no signs of pursuit. They had eased the boredom of ship life by playing their many and varied bondage games, the ships structural beams and bulkhead stanchions lending themselves admirably to the sport with their many fixing points. The old style hammocks from a cabin locker had provided a novel source of enjoyment, and Peter had enjoyed lashing the two girls tightly together in a face to face format. The gyrations of that swinging cavorting female sausage had been most pleasing to watch. Now after securing his two ladies to a bulkhead in their cabin, Peter had left them to sweat, encased in tight fitting thick rubber catsuits plundered from the ample wardrobes of Sharna’s mansion. Humming to himself, Peter completed his shave and wiping his face with the towel, turned to reach for some after-shave. It was then that he realised that the constant thump of the old reciprocating engines had stopped.

“Huh! Sounds like the old rust bucket broke down again,” he murmured to himself. He threw the towel onto the bunk and reached for a comb.

With a crash, the cabin door flew open as two swarthy Greek seamen burst into the room. Instinctively, Peter lunged for his revolver lying on the bedside table beyond the open bathroom door, but was brought up short as the larger of the two gorillas rammed him in the stomach with the ugly snout of an Uzi machine pistol. Gasping for breath Peter slumped against the bulkhead as the two stood back covering him, then hearing a sound, he looked to the cabin door as the ship’s captain entered.

Cheroot dangling from his lip, Carlos studied Peter before speaking.

“Well, Mr Peter...?” He hesitated looking at the passport in his hand “Williams, “ he continued. “It would appear that you're not as smart as you think.

Did it not occur to you what PU Freight stood for when you booked passage?” He paused as Peter looked puzzled.

Still don’t get it, heh! Well, that’s Petros Unkomo!

You booked passage on one of Petros’ ships!“

Carlos paused as a look of despair came over Peter’s face, the enormity of his blunder still not fully realised as he thought of possible ways to rectify the situation. Carlos dragged a crumpled radio room message form from his pocket, and taking another puff on his cheroot he smoothed it out.

“It would appear that you've upset Sharna somewhat, she really wants to see you urgently, in fact she’s on her way now in a helicopter.“

Carlos looked up, studying Peters face as the blood drained down leaving him ashen faced and sweating.

“Yes, I thought you'd be pleased about that, you see Sharna guessed when all road blocks turned up empty that you'd taken the only other way out, which just happened to be this ship; the only one to leave port in a week.“

Peter hung his head, slowly shaking it from side to side as his stupidity became apparent.

“The other interesting part here,” continued Carlos, “is the fact that they found Petros dead, and seven and a half million dollars missing. Youerr! wouldn’t know anything about that would you?” Peter shook his head and said nothing, unable to look Carlos in the eye for fear of giving away his knowledge of its whereabouts.

“Why do I get the feeling you're not telling all my friend?” drawled Carlos as he motioned a seamen forward with a pair of handcuffs. Peter stood still, unable to do anything with the threat of the Uzi as his hands were manacled behind him. Seeing that he was secure, Carlos came closer.

“1 think we’ll soon have the truth, and I'll enjoy getting it out of you.“

A commotion in the passage caused the mall to turn to the door, and heart-in-mouth, Peter watched as the struggling, bound form of Sandra was carried past by another two seamen.

“Leave her alone, she knows nothing,” fumed Peter as he struggled against the grip of the two gorillas behind him. Carlos turned, and smirking with pleasure, blew smoke into Peter’s face.

“Your choice my friend, the money - or watch her suffer!” Again, he motioned with his hand.

“Take him to the engine room and let’s see how much he knows.“

With that, Peter was bundled unceremoniously into the passageway and pushed towards the engine room access hatch.

138 THE INTERROGATION Peter was pushed through the hatch-way into the humid, oil laden air of the dimly lit engine room.

Eyes adjusting to the gloom he looked around taking in the gauges, girders and masses of pipework that cluttered the compartment. Eventually his attention was drawn to the neat row of massive pistons belonging to the ancient reciprocating engine; their gleaming polished rods stretching out into the gloom at the far end of the engine room like a row of metal soldiers.

With a start, his appraisal was arrested by the figure of a woman apparently standing facing the third great rod. Closer inspection from the nearby catwalk confirmed his fears. It was Sandra, She had been attached to the shaft by the neck and was held there by the thick steel clamps which encircled her neck and the shaft; her head completely encased in a heavily stitched canvas form-fitting hood, leaving only her nose visible. Like-wise her arms were also enclosed in canvas, in the shape of a tight arm sheath. Both the hood and the arm sheath were attached to an overhead beam by springs, whilst her feet were immovably fastened to the steel beam providing her perch by heavy steel chains and welded brackets.

Her modesty was somewhat compromised by the large holes cut in the catsuit which allowed her ample breasts to jut from openings in the front.

Behind, an even larger hole framed the firm rounded lobes of her behind and the dusky inviting cleavage between. Peter turned to the Captain who had followed him along the catwalk, and now stood smirking with obvious pleasure at his concern over the woman.

“Perhaps, now you will tell us where the money is and save your lady here some grief.“

Peter didn't answer. He needed time to think. Once they had the money, his life and that of the nearby helpless woman, weren’t worth a plugged nickel.

“Get stuffed!” snarled Peter, his mind desperately computing the options. Sandra could stand this bondage after what she'd been through with Sharna.

“I'm glad to hear you say that in a way,” sneered Carlos. “My crew have been looking forward to a little show.” The smirk increased as he turned to the phone on the bulkhead and contacted the bridge.

“Slow ahead, Mr Mate, let’s give the lads some fun.“

In horror, Peter realised his intentions as the engine room telegraph tinkled below on the plates. He looked back to the proud and erect figure of Sandra’s secured body as she tried to turn her blinded and silenced face towards Carlos’ voice; head held erect and defiant. She was challenging him to do what ever he could to try to tame her; not knowing the awesome test she was about to face. Peter lowered his eyes in the certain knowledge that this pathetic display of bravado was useless, and that by the time Sandra was released from her present bondage she would be a broken grovelling slave, begging to perform any degrading act Carlos could think of sooner than be returned to her present bondage.

Steam roared into the cylinders as the great engine started to turn, slowly at first then gradually gathering momentum, heedless of the frail terrified figure accelerating with it, the monster moved onward.

Peter watched Sandra’s struggling figure as it was forcibly bent at the hips by the descending piston rod, carrying her captive neck with it as it slid powerfully downwards. The springs stretched slightly, but because of their strength most of the movementdown away from the anchor point above was absorbed by Sandra’s body as her head pulled sharply back and her cocooned arms were drawn high up on her back; exposing her backward thrusting bare rump and spreading pubic lips The piston having completed its stroke reversed direction and slid smoothly upward, dragging her doubled body out into a straight line; her toes barely on the girder, when it once again began to compress the impudent human spring attached to its irresistible shaft.

Steadily the engine increased speed, building to 10 revolutions a minute. Confident of its supremacy over her pathetic efforts to stop it, the engine roared a challenge before settling to a steady pulsing hiss as it began Sandra’s journey into slavery.

Cheering came from the men on the plates as her buttocks performed their provocative display once every six seconds, whilst Peter, torn between Sandra’s predicament and the pure erotic delight of watching the relentless bending and stretching, watched her struggles to resist; pitifully puny against the might of her tormentor, her efforts were contemptuously ignored by the unfeeling steel task master.

“The money if you please!” Jerked from his thoughts by the captain’s voice, Peter half turned, then as if undecided, looked back to Sandra’s flexing form.

She could stand that for a short while if only he could get these damned cuffs off. Impatiently, the captain picked up the phone again, then hesitated at Peter’s shout.

“No! You'll kill her!” The captain cast an inquiring look at Peter, and seeing his indecision, turned back to the phone.

“Mr Mate, half speed ahead, twenty revolutions if you please.“

The bells tinkled and Peter watched as the human marionette speeded up its erotic performance. Soon Sandra was jerking quickly up and down, her muscles groaning with the strain of her exotic dance, her body a mass of sweat inside the clinging suit.

Whatever it was she was fastened to, she knew she couldn’t fight it. Peter watched, and knowing that she couldn’t take much more he turned to the captain.

“Allright, I'll tell you. It's in the crate marked paint in Number 2 hold.” Carlos smiled.

“Thank you,” he said, turning to the phone. “Mr Mate, I want thirty revolutions for five minutes then return to twenty revolutions for one hour.

When the hour’s up, call me.“

“Why...?"” protested Peter as the seaman fastened his handcuffed wrists to the rail. A sneering, Carlos turned to answer.

“The first five minutes are to teach her not to scratch my face in future, the following hour is a treat for my men. After that, we’ll see. It depends what mood I'm in. Enjoy your display, my stupid friend.“

With that they turned and left, leaving Peter to watch helplessly as Sandra pumped endlessly on before him. Tinkling Bells were followed by the increasing revs on the great crankshaft below, and Sandra’s chained figure accelerated until it was jerking and pumping 30 times a minute. The massive impassive shaft bending and stretching her like a piece of captive elastic; oblivious to her muted screaming pleas for mercy as her extending buttocks and bouncing breasts raised rock hard erections amongst the crew on the plates. On and on she jerked, until after a seeming age the tinkle of bells signalled the slowing of her helpless dance to a manageable but tiring 20 shows of her spreading buttocks and stretched pubic lips a minute.

Peter, powerless to do anything, watched the endlessly cycling display. Guilt troubled his thoughts as he himself developed a massive erection. He wanted that shaft to go on for ever; perhaps a little faster, 40 revs maybe. If only his hand was on the steam valve, she would never know it was him, encased as she was in a helmet of canvas.

The hour dragged on as the tormented marionette continued its erotic monotonous jerking dance, the wailing screams for mercy now replaced by a muffled sobbing from within the tight confines of the helmet. Two thousand or more squatting contortions later Peter was unshackled and led away as the puppet slowed to a halt, coming to rest in a distorted compressed position as the piston finished its stroke at the bottom.

Exhausted and soaked in sweat, Sandra froze as she heard the voice of Carlos the captain.

“Well, my sweet thing, I don’t think you will be scratching my face again, will you?” The pointed toe of his hand made leather shoe caressed the lips of her forcibly displayed pubic mound and pushed gently against the rosebud of her offered anal ring as he savoured her helplessness and availability.

Held in that compressed squat by the piston, she was powerless to avoid the assault on her thrusting presented openings.

Sandra remained unmoving and silent. She refused to crawl to this grease-ball. Carlos asked again, and receiving the same silence, picked up the phone.

“Five minutes, forty-five revs, Mr Mate.“

Too late Sandra tried to answer as her body began to move, propelled by its steel master as Carlos lit a cheroot and stood calmly smoking as he watched Sandra’s wildly jerking body put through its fastest movements yet. Her muffled cries and screams sounding strangely odd as her head moved rapidly up and down, the ankle chains chinking out a rapid tattoo as they jerked against the welded eye bolts on the girder. She would learn mused Carlos; just as many had done before. He amused himself with the vision of her wildly flailing breasts and tried to imagine the torment being endured by those gorgeously bulbous inviting titties. Meanwhile, the engine room crew stared up bug eyed and slack mouthed as Sandra’s blossoming butt repeatedly zoomed down towards them and performed a buttock splitting, pussy spreading dance that resulted in taut shiny moons of delectable female ass. Given that they were all a swarthy unattractive bunch, it was highly unlikely that they had ever witnessed such a cock raising display of forcibly displayed quality ass before. For them it was the well used slack ageing butts of time served prostitutes, captured by Carlos, and forcibly exercised so as to get them into some sort of saleable shape. These smooth peach-like youthful firm mounds of Sandra Darcy were in a class of their own. And what a superb pussy that dancing tethered marionette had!

Sandra’s jerking body slowed to a stop, this time at full stretch. Her pummelled breasts heaving, muscles quivering; she stood rigid as Carlos asked his question again. Without hesitation, Sandra shook her head. Carlos, pleased with the progress, pushed on with her training.

“You will also enjoy making love to me, won't you?” Sandra stood in silent shock at the idea of his body touching hers. Her thoughts shattered by the next words he spoke.

“Full ahead, Mr Mate, fifty Revolutions. I think ten minutes should complete the training.“

Shaking her head and making pleading noises through her gag, Sandra once more started her crazy gyrations to the appreciative crewman below and the impassive Carlos.

For ten long minutes, her chained and strapped figure thrashed up and down, breasts bouncing wildly, painfully with each violent change in direction, her head and arms being yanked upward with each enforced squat as the blooming buttocks behind thrust outwards in surrender to the titanic forces of the piston with each compression. The lips of her performing vagina became drenched with the fluid of her masochistic arousal sending a flurry of droplets to wet the plates with each squat, and trailing streamers of viscous fluid stretched and broke as the piston jerked her upward again.

The piston reached full speed, and what had been Sandra Darcy became a blurred mass of flashing, bouncing eroticism; an image of intense pleasure to the watching Carlos, seemingly immune to the muscle tearing torment she was being subjected to.

Below on the plates, the crew stood in open-mouthed fascination, their legs weak and hearts pounding as their sadistic tendencies drank in the scene being enacted above them. The sight of that overhead sex tube zooming backward and forward, and the looming taut stretching buttocks caused many to dampen his trousers.

Tempted to order the increasing of the duration of this torment, Carlos watched somewhat dejectedly as the ten minutes expired and the piston began to slow. Eventually the puppet stopped, its steel strings silent and waiting.

“Your answer, I'm waiting, Next time it's twenty minutes,” threatened her tormentor.

A defeated Sandra nodded her head. She could take no more she thought as she sagged against the support of the collar. His total ability to subdue her trussed and helpless body being savagely impressed upon her with his next words.

“Half ahead, Mr Mate, thirty revs for half an hour.

She should be ready to answer first time by then.“

Sandra did all she could from her containment, muffled begging and pleading noises emanating from her encapsulated head, but knowing that it didn’t matter what her answers were, she was going to remain as a pumping, flexing ornament for as long as her torment pleased him. She heard him issue orders, but was unaware of the nature of the command until it actually arrived. Oblivious to the impending addition to her torment, she was shattered as her next enforced squat speared her presented bottom hole on a pedestal mounted chrome plated dildo of immense proportions. Carlos laughed as she repeatedly shafted herself, and bending down he adjusted the plunging beast to achieve maximum effect. With a final jeering taunt turned to leave.

Walking to the hatch-way, Carlos glanced back at the accelerating, stretching and jack-knifing figure on the piston, torn between staying to watch, and the infinite feeling of power it gave him to walk away and leave her helpless trussed and chained body at the mercy of a mindless unfeeling machine.

It was pleasing to watch her continually pumping up and down on that massive phallic column. Each enforced squatting thrust seemed to bring a fresh outbreak of squirming from that delightfully flexing tormented bottom. But it was better this way.

She would learn faster with the despair of being left alone. Alone with the knowledge of what she was fastened to, and the fact that he could adjust her cyclic training on the slightest whim; from a slow and provocative bending and stretching to a muscle tearing frantic pillar of alternately compressed and stretched female eroticism. And all with a simple phone call from his cabin.

Yes! That was it. He would retire to his cabin and train her by remote control. He could imagine her ordeal from there with every change of speed he ordered; just a few words into mouth piece and he could turn her into a blur of erotic flexing sinew for the enjoyment of his men. He was going to break this high and mighty bitch, but in the meantime he would think up some questions that she would hesitate to answer. He lingered a while longer, unable to tear his eyes from the spectacle of that gorgeous woman being forcible jerked up and down on the phallic monster. It was delightfully uplifting to watch her jerk down from full stretch and unerringly swallow the beast into her body with each stroke.

Four hours later, a semi-conscious grovelling woman was carried into his cabin. Sandra’s release had been costly. Her resistance to training born out by the livid bruising of her neck below the still silent and encased head.

Carlos, in an attempt to prolong her merciless contortions had kept the revolutions down to 30 and made them longer periods instead. It had been made worse by her knowledge that the man controlling her fate was several decks away, unable to see the punishing effects and possibly take pity on her. Now a broken sore bottomed Sandra awaited his next demands. She would do anything sooner than face the piston again. Carlos, on the other hand was sad that he had run out of questions she refused to answer. It was most enjoyable going down to the engine room to watch her. He had also approved the engineers idea to put three powerful spotlights on her rhythmically pulsing body so that she stood out in stark relief to the watching men; who had by then arranged a semi circle of chairs on the engine room plates and sat drinking coffee as they watched Sandra learning the art of total obedience.

Never mind, she may yet incur his wrath and be carried screaming and struggling to her steel master.

And this time he would see what she looked like at 60 revolutions with a double dildo below her. Sadly, it would be a few days before her promises were tested. The wreck now propped between the two seaman who had transported her would be doing nothing until she recovered.

“Put her on her bunk,” he ordered, “and leave the restraints. In fact, strap her face down, and tight.“

An after thought had entered his mind. He wanted Sandra’s superb bottom freely available should he choose to visit her and indulge in a little butt mauling.

As they carried her out Carlos turned his attention to the new training idea’s his carpenter and chief engineer had proposed. They looked promising, and as luck would have it, he still had another unbroken woman to try them on.

Sitting quietly in his cabin, Carlos pondered the day’s events. With Petros gone, the sole surviving partners in the shipping line and slave business were himself and Sharna. He also now had several million dollars in his grasp; although the bitch Sharna was on her way to relieve him of both the money and his delightful playthings. He had always fancied a piece of that Sharna and the thoughts of losing his newly acquired wealth and toys to her, somehow didn’t seem right. Gradually a plan of action formed in his mind and reaching for the phone he called the first officer to his cabin.

As the tall strong South African officer came in, Carlos swivelled his chair and looked thoughtfully at him. He was an ambitious person, and one whom Carlos felt could be relied upon if the rewards were great enough to satisfy his greed.

“Interested in making half a million dollars for five minutes work?” he asked. The officer’s eyebrows shot up as he nodded.

“Sure skipper, who do you want dead?” Carlos smiled, he’d judged him correctly.

“I want you to set up the machine gun under the cover of the boat deck so that it covers the heli-deck, then when the chopper arrives, let them lower the woman. As soon as she’s clear and the chopper moves from directly over the ship, shoot it down.“

A look of total amazement appeared on the officer’s face.

“But skipper, that’s the boss’s chopper.“

“I know that,” retorted Carlos.” But if you want your half million and a part of the business, do as I say.” As doubt crept into the first officer’s face, Carlos pressed on.

“Look, Henny, you've got to trust me! I know what I'm doing!” Henny appeared to accept the situation, and turned to leave with a shrug, halting as Carlos called him back.

“Henny, send Jimmy down, I need him Henny nodded and disappeared.

Jimmy, the wireless operator, appeared some minutes later; and when offered the same terms as Henny, became very interested in his part in the scheme as Carlos outlined his requirements. Jimmy listened intently.

“I want you to listen in on all transmissions from that chopper. You say they’ve made none since leaving the coast? Jimmy shook his head.

“Well, that’s good. The moment Henny take sit out, I want you to start transmitting distress calls as if they’re going down before reaching us, then as soon as you're acknowledged, end the massage abruptly.“

Jimmy, unlike Henny, had no reservations and hurried away as Carlos leaned back, his mind going over the plan in detail. He sat deep in thought for along time and was only interrupted as the thud thud of the approaching chopper’s down-wash made itself felt thought the hull.

Reaching for the phone he ordered five knots and a turn into the wind before levering himself out of the chair and heading for the bridge. As Carlos arrived on the bridge, he saw that the chopper was already manoeuvring over the pad, and dangling from the hoist wire he could see the trim figure of Sharna as she prepared to board.

A quick glance over the bridge wing revealed the M60 machine gun mounted and ready, its ugly snout peering out from under the boat deck following the chopper’s every move.

Nerves tingling, Carlos watched as Sharna was lowered and as her feet touched the gently rolling deck, she unclipped her harness. With a wave the chopper crew began to winch in the empty cable as they swung slowly away.

Short accurate bursts from the M60 sent a hail of lead tearing into the fuselage, smashing the winch operator back into the gloom of the cabin. The line of holes stitching a path upwards sent fragments of metal showering off the spinning rotor hub, until with a loud grinding and crashing the complete rotor assembly tore free from the helicopter.

Smoke pouring from the engine, the stricken chopper plunged down, its crew already dead from the stream of lead tearing through the thin hull skin.

With a huge splash it hit the water and lay rocking in the waves caused by its own entry. The wreck rapidly began to settle under the weight of water rushing into the gaping fuselage door.

Air escaping from the recently punched bullet holes sent geysers of spray high into the air as the chopper rolled over in its death throes and began the final plunge to the bottom 120 fathoms below.

Stunned by the speed of events, Sharna looked incredulously at the spreading oil patch as two seamen ran forward and grabbed her figure from behind. Her head turned to look up at the bridge as they forced her arms behind her and saw a triumphant Carlos looking down. Cupping his hands he shouted down to his men.

“Strip and tie her, then bring her up here!“

EPISODE FOUR

SLAVE FARMS THE MIGHTY ARE FALLEN

Carlos paced the bridge impatiently, his agitation obvious to the crew as he snapped out orders bringing the ship back to its northerly course.

With measured tread he continued to stalk the deck until the sounds of feet on the companionway halted him mid stride and Sharna, naked and tightly bound with thin rope from the waist up stumbled the last few steps onto the bridge, propelled by a hearty push in the back from the following seamen.

Carlos stared at her hairless body with bulging eyes. He hadn’t been told the details of her recent demise at the hands of her former captives. The wig she had adopted to cover her shorn head having been lost in the ensuing struggle as her new captors stripped her of all garments. Seething with rage she confronted her new captor and former associate.

“You bastard, what are you playing at? Get these damned ropes off before I...!

“Before you what?” interrupted Carlos. “1 give the orders now, you stuck-up bitch. As far as the rest of the world is concerned you went down with the chopper.” He jerked his thumb in the general direction of the spreading oil slick.

“Very sad! A terrible tragedy. We just couldn’t reach you in time.“

His voice was mocking as he studied the dawning realisation in Sharna’s eyes. A realisation that was tinged with a fear that changed to a blazing fury as she recognised the foolproof simplicity of his takeover bid.

With a screech of rage she launched her bound body at the grinning Carlos, kicking, biting and trying unsuccessfully to head butt him as the seamen grabbed her thrashing body and wrestled her to the deck. Eventually her outburst subdued, she lay still, pinioned under two burly bodies.

“You seem a little hot and bothered,” remarked Carlos rubbing a bruised shin. “Maybe we can do something to cool you off.” He motioned with his head as he addressed the seamen. “Cargo derrick I think! Usual arrangement.“

The seamen nodded, and lifting Sharna by the upper arms, frog-marched her out onto the deck, watched by Carlos from the bridge windows as the seamen prepared a struggling Sharna for her first taste of slave ship training methods.

Throwing her roughly face down on the deck, they bent her legs up until her heels touched her buttocks, then with more thin cord, roped her into a stringent hogtie. One completing the trussing, whilst the other disappeared below; returning after several minutes with a strong leather head harness.

Nodding his approval, the returning seaman surveyed the rope cocooned object lying arched and stiff on the deck, then reaching down, began to fit the device in his hands around Sharna'’s frantically bobbing head, her protesting movements growing less as the buckles were drawn tight.

The harness used was of a special type, its design being the brainchild of the watching Carlos, based on years of experience in the particular form of training about to be used.

A network of straps totally enclosed Sharna’s head, originating from a stiff broad collar around her neck. The strap crossing her mouth incorporated a large chrome ring, which when tightened, forced the ring between her teeth holding her mouth wide open, resisting any attempt to close. While at the crown of the harness, another heavy business-like ring was embedded securely in the leather. A final strap passed from the front of the collar, through her crotch and was drawn tight into the cleft of her buttocks by a large buckle on the rear of her neck harness.

The rattle of the steam winch caused the seamen to look up, and deftly catching the descending hook, they connected it to the crown of the harness.

With a signal to the operator, they steadied Sharna’s wriggling form as the derrick began to lift, continuing upward until her slowly rotating body was three feet above the deck, supported by the head harness alone as it ruthlessly stretched her neck out straight and pulled the crotch strap even tighter against the sensitive nodule of her clitoris. The taller of the two men reached forward and gripping one of the savagely cinched and protruding nipples, squeezed hard, grunting his satisfaction when barely a ripple showed in the glistening brown skinned bundle as the ropes contained Sharna’s frenzied efforts to escape the pain.

“That should hold her okay!” he remarked, as he signalled to the winch operator to continue.

With a creaking of salt encrusted bearings, the derrick swung its load over the guardrail and out across the water; - coming to a stop with Sharna about twenty feet from the ship’s side, where after allowing her to swing for a minute or two, it began to lower the trussed form down towards the foaming sea.

Straining desperately against the ropes. ‘Sharna saw the angry waves approaching, churned into froth by the blunt bow of the old coaster as they hissed a greeting below her descending body. Frantic with fear, her efforts redoubled in intensity, bringing joy to the hearts of the men watching as the brown bundle twitched and writhed sending tremors up the hoist rope. Her straining arms served only to increase the tension on encircling heavily cinched cords that squeezed breasts and nipples further out with each writhing movement. The leather encased head remained stiff and erect throughout her descent, held rigidly by the pull of her own body weight. A jolt ran through the packaged form as the winch brake arrested her plunge only feet above the creaming wake. Then as the ship rolled in the long swell, her body was engulfed in the waves.

The shock of contact made her gasp, drawing in a great gulp of water through her gaping mouth as she was dragged through the water by the ship’s forward passage. For an eternity the turbulent currents buffeted her body, turning and bouncing her during the submarine passage, until with bursting lungs, the return roll hoisted her glistening body high above the water, spinning like a top on the swivel hook, before dropping her once more into the waiting sea.

148 Carlos turned away from the window and walking out onto the bridge wing, shouted instructions to the seamen.

“Let her cool off for an hour, then haul her in and bring her up here.“

Waving an acknowledgment, the men turned back to watch their trussed former boss bouncing in the waves.

“Hope the sharks around her can’t make twelve knots or else she could be very attractive bait,“

remarked one seamen to his grinning mate.

THE TRAINING OF ANGELA

Still savouring his memories of Sandra’s recent ordeal, Carlos considered Angela’s training as he watched the bouncing bundle of his ex co-director ploughing through the water forty feet below his bridge. Memories of her waspish tongue flooded back as he relished her ordeal and visualised the torment and anger in that glistening tightly cinched body, at present arched savagely backwards in her stringent hogtie; spinning on her tether like an erotic fish lure as she plunged repeatedly into the waves.

How fickle life is he thought. Twenty minutes ago Sharna had been a raging tyrant, hell bent on revenge as she flew out to the ship. Now she was just a dancing puppet in the waves, a tightly parcelled bundle of gleaming ebony skinned womanhood dangling on a string and completely at the mercy of his whims.

Surges of feeling inflating his throbbing manhood as the bouncing object below, skipped across the tops of the smaller waves in a series of neck jarring jerks, writhing and squirming in flight like a hooked fish struggling to escape, before disappearing from sight into the wall of a larger roller. The helpless woman was led by an irresistible, demanding hoist rope, snaking and flailing, bringing the errant bundle of trussed womanhood immediately to heel with a jerk as the spreading wake tried to carry the tightly cinched and parcelled Sharna away from the ship. The unyielding steel cable spurned continuous attempts by the waves to gain control over its charge in a never ending battle of strength.

With a sigh, Carlos watched entranced as the brown skinned package bounced playfully across three wave tops, the out-thrust breasts ploughing furrows in their crests as he turned away. It was impossible trying to concentrate with Sharna’s image dancing before his eyes and he had a long list of alternative training methods to consider for the recalcitrant Angela.

He finally decided that Angela, the leggy blonde beauty would be the next to test an idea dreamed up by his inventive engineer. This statuesque, long haired maiden had a ferocious temper, and Carlos suspected that she was not going to be easily tamed.

A thought which brought further heat to his groin as he contemplated the punishment he had in mind for her first refusal.

Having returned to his cabin, and away from the temptation to watch Sharna, he was still working out the small details in his mind when a knock at the door announced the arrival of his intended pupil.

The door swung open and two seaman entered with a wildly thrashing column of bound and gagged womanhood supported by the ankles and shoulders.

Roughly they deposited their burden on the desk and stood back as Carlos signalled for them to stay.

Turning to the glaring Angela, he explained her future slave status and the duties she would be expected to carry out as such.

After a somewhat lengthy description of these highly personal and sexual duties, he removed her gag in order to ascertain the degree of acceptance.

His reward was a not unexpected torrent of scathing verbal abuse terminating in a face full of hot spittle as she spat in his face.

Straightening slowly, a satisfied grin on his face, Carlos motioned the men forward as he wiped his face.

“The shaft tunnel if you please, gentlemen, and take two extra hands with you. I think we'll need them when she sees her trainer.“

He paused monetarily as a glistening brown trussed bundle flashed past the porthole, then followed the men out.

Struggling violently, the cursing, screaming Angela was carried out, and down several decks into the bowels of the ship; where they entered a cold, dank compartment which stank of oil and rotting seaweed, and echoed with the sounds of dripping water.

Although she fought valiantly and put on a courageous face, Angela was desperately afraid. She had been told of the Sandra’s previous training and now regretted her own obstinacy as the five men gathered around and prepared equipment. Her eyes were drawn to the huge shaft which appeared through one bulkhead, and travelling the full length of the compartment before disappearing through the bulkhead at the far end. There was nothing else in there, except the filthy cold water sloshing in the bilges, rippling with the constant dripping seepage from the stern gland as it held the sea at bay beyond that far wall of steel. The spinning shaft suddenly slowed and gradually came to halt.

Suddenly the men were on her, two holding her down and the other two removing her ankle bindings.

Once freed, her legs were forced apart and fastened to a crude but effective leg spreader bar, leaving her naked charms open and inviting as they turned her face down and held her whilst removing her wrist bindings.

Soon her wrist were untied and pulled above her head. Her efforts to escape now her hands were free being effortlessly overcome by the four strong seaman.

As they re-bound her wrist’s, Angela could see the grinning face of Carlos watching her preparation for his training. In a desperate attempt to salvage the situation, she begged for mercy.

“No please, please, I'll do anything you say, Please!

NO!“

A hand grasped a hank of her hair and Angela opened her mouth to scream as her head was viciously jerked backward, only to have the unborn sound stifled into silence by the insertion of a huge tapered wooden peg into her wide mouth. Attendant straps were fastened tightly behind her head, these resisting all efforts to pushing out the choking plug which was now touching the back of her throat.

Before she realised their intent, her body had been lifted and passed over the guard rails to the waiting hands below. The shock of contact shaking her frame as she was laid on the cold steel of the propeller shaft.

Held down by two seamen, she fought madly as the other two scrambled below the huge shaft with the ropes connected to her wrist bindings and the centre of the leg spreader. Her struggles grew less, as the two ropes, now joined by a special tightening knot used for securing lashings on cargo, were pulled tighter and tighter, until eventually Angela was stretched taught in a back breaking bow around the curve of the shaft. The only movement left was her eyes as she pleaded to be released. Helplessly she squirmed as her hair was gathered into a pony tail and spliced with rope, before being connected to the spreader bar via a rope running around the shaft. This lashing also received the special tightening knot treatment.

Carlos, after studying the result, had another rope wound around her throat before it too joined the others on the bar. Barely able to twitch Angela listened in helpless despair as the footsteps of her departing tormentors clattered away into the distance, their final departure being emphasised by the clang of the closing entrance hatch.

Left alone and scared in the pitch dark of this hellhole, Angela awaited the Captain’s pleasure. It wasn’t long in coming. Carlos, arriving on the bridge, called for half speed ahead. Leaning non- 150 chalantly against the brass binnacle, he lit one of his foul cheroots as a faint vibration felt through the soles of his feet told him of the start of Angela’s training program. Two or three hours and I'll see if she’s started to soften up he thought.

In the darkness below, Angela felt a tremor run through the shaft beneath her, and then as she strained against the ropes, felt herself slowly being up-ended. Down and down she went until her body was face down under the shaft and starting the climb up the other side, the speed steadily building as her pitiful gurgling cries for help were drowned by the increasing roar of the monster she was fastened too.


Soon she was whirling around 30 times a minute, the centrifugal force pulling her ample breasts painfully out into cartoon size caricatures of their former selves. Angela already knew that she had met her master, her screams for release swallowed in the roar of machinery. She knew she must endure until Carlos decided to ask her again, and prayed that it was within the next few minutes. Had she been privy to the discussion on the bridge at this moment she would have lost all hope.

The engineering officer was expounding the theory of a new and excellent addition to her suffering, to the gleefully agreeing Captain.

“Well as you know, Sir, when the bilge pump broke down in the prop-shaft tunnel, the compartment filled to halfway up the shaft before it levelled out, and we steamed for three days like that without any problems. So I was just thinking, if we switched off the pump deliberately, our little trainee down there would be up to her little sweet little ass in water within fifteen minutes.“

Carlos was ecstatic.

“Doit!” he said, and watched with rampant anticipation as the chief walked to the rear of the bridge and threw a switch on the control panel.

The first thing Angela knew of her impending immersion came five minutes later as the nipples of her distended breasts brushed the icy cold water rising to meet her rotating body. At first she wasn’t sure what she’d felt, but then as the water continued its stealthy approach, her breasts began to plough furrows in the surface with each revolution.

Panic welled in her mind, her body increasing its frantic struggles for freedom as the vision of a sinking ship passed through her mind. Stretched and gagged, she couldn’t warn them. She would drown before they knew anything about her rotating, submerged body.
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Her gasping, struggling body rotated on; breathing agonisingly regulated by the speed of the shaft and the allowance of time it gave her above water. The concentration was staggering as she timed each breath so as not to breath water when her body plunged back under. Slowly through her terror, Angela realised that the water was rising no higher, and with came the realisation that her watery torment was connived and that Carlos had full knowledge of her new ordeal.

Three and a half hours later, an exhausted and dripping Angela kneeled at her masters feet and begged to please him instead of returning to the tunnel. A smugly smiling Carlos looked down at her, wondering if she was sincere, or should he just return her to the shaft for a while to make sure of her obedience. He turned as if undecided and studied the copper skinned Sharna as she endured her forth return to the derrick, jerking and bouncing like a beach ball as the waves played catch with her naked trussed body.

She had grovelled and pleaded after the first hour, but unfortunately for her, Carlos just liked the look of her bouncing in the wake, and with a feeling of immense pleasure had watched as the harness was refitted to her protesting head before she was once more consigned to the water below.

He allowed her an hourly break between ordeals, but this was mainly to slake his own lusting fantasies as she struggled in vain with the swinging out of the derrick. Watching the parcelled Sharna wriggling madly against her bonds as she was lowered slowly back to the torment below was so satisfying as memories of his embarrassment at her hands flooded back.

She had humiliated him during her reign as director in charge of their slave trading, delighting in bawling him out in front of the crew if things had gone wrong. As a result, her second rest period had consisted of hanging over the deck dripping and gasping. Carlos had denied her even the chance to plead for mercy as he ordered her left trussed and suspended, swinging directly in front of the bridge windows and in full view of the very officers who had witnessed his own humiliation..

On another occasion, they had left her hanging some two feet from the well deck, then having installed some of the African captive girls from the hold in Sharna’s pneumatic prison buoys, the crew had enjoyed a game of skittles on the well deck, - much to the dismay of the suspended Sharna as she cannoned into the helpless skittle-girls, sending them tumbling and rolling amidst roars of merriment from the crew.

His decision made, Carlos turned to the mate as he flicked a well chewed cheroot stub out of the bridge window.

“Swing out the port side derrick, Mr Mate, we have another customer.“

Angela begged for mercy as she was led along the boat deck, her eyes riveted to the porpoising cinched bundle that was Sharna. it wasn’t hard to envisage her own body soon to be performing the same manoeuvre on the opposite side of the ship; - dancing in the waves like a playful Dolphin on a leash as she bounded between the waves.

SHARNA IS MOUNTED

The fourth day of captivity aboard the slave ship, dawned hot and sticky for the two girls. Roped together, face to face, Sandra and Angela had endured a rather energetic night as they enjoyed the contact of each others bodies, grateful for the chance to forget their problems if only for a short time.

Whilst in the bows, Peter suffered the stifling heat locked in the paint locker. He’d pondered his apparent reprieve from certain death, wondering why Carlos had kept him alive. After all, he had the money and the girls, so why did he need a man - one who he must know was a threat as long as he remained alive? The logic defeated him as he resigned himself to a long wait, the boredom of the locker being interrupted once a day as the seamen brought him food.

For Sharna, things had been far from boring, as Carlos, tiring of watching her wave top antics had ordered her mounted on a special framework before being left in the crews quarters. The framework was specifically designed for one purpose, and that was to present her blatantly and hold her in position for a thorough screwing.

Thorough it had been, as strapped in a folded, bending position, her legs spread wide and rear end pointing invitingly backwards, she had tempted the whole crew with her offered charms, all of whom had shafted either one hole or the other at least three times daily. Her introduction to the role of crew entertainment was a somewhat painful experience as her first customer, a huge Nubian deck-hand had unveiled his colossal rampant manhood and proceeded to insert it into her offered pussy. Sharna’s mouth opened wide giving vent to an ear-splitting scream as the huge wedge driving into her threatened to slit her in two. But it was a scream destined to be stifled almost immediately.

The scream degenerated into a gurgling splutter as another took advantage of her open mouth, thrusting his own bar stiff tool deep into her throat and feeding his balls between her gaping lips.

Eyes bulging; filled to bursting point from both ends, Sharna writhed and strained as their combined thrusts compressed her from two directions, squeezing her like an erotic concertina between their hot sweaty bodies, stretching and plundering her helpless form, until finally with powerful thrusts, they emptied their hot liquid into her beleaguered body and sagged against her as the muffled, woofing’ protests continued to seep from a tightly packed mouth.

So it had been for the last three days, her framework only being turned upright for feeding or potty evolutions, before she was once more being turned to face the floor when a crew member felt in need of relief. She’d threatened and pleaded during moments of oral unpacking, but all efforts to gain release had been wasted on the jeering crew as they rammed their hard meaty shafts into her body. Any objections and pleas were effectively silenced into gurgles as other crew members used her mouth for their enjoyment.

This morning looked like being a little' different, when, as approaching the coast, Carlos hailed a large Dhow, the master of which he appeared to know and an hour of bargaining took place as the two vessels rolled together in the gentle swell.

Sharna, still mounted on her frame had been brought  up on deck and securely gagged as the master of the Dhow studied her helpless form, probing and squeezing as the bargaining continued. But at last the haggling was complete and for the princely sum of two cases of contraband Whisky and a box of ancient Cuban cigars, Sharna changed owners.

Sandra and Angela, released from their overnight bondage were being exercised, and watched her frame mounted form as it was winched into the air and lowered to the multitude of eager hands on the Dhow’s deck. Instantly her bound form disappeared under a sea of grasping crewmen as each claimed first honours. The Dhow captain laughed.

Shaking hands with Carlos, he swung himself over the rail and descended to his boat, arriving on deck just in time to see Sharna being carried shoulder high to the crews accommodation, still mounted on her frame..

Carlos watched Sharna’s disappearing form with mixed feelings. He had considered adding her to his newly acquired collection, but had felt that given her dangerous and devious mind, she would eventually have become a serious threat. Killing her had been another option, but one which Carlos could not find in himself to carry out. Men, he could kill without a second thought; - but when it came to women there was a mental block against committing any permanent injury. A little discomfort and general mayhem was all in the game, but one had to draw the line somewhere.

Wistfully, he turned away from the ship’s side, the vision of Sharna’s curvaceous body in such lustful, unrefined hands proving too much for him to watch.

Turning its bows towards the distant coastline, the Dhow drew slowly away from the coaster. Carlos watched as it dwindled into the distance, thoughts of Sharna's vicious nature helping to quell any thoughts of compassion. He moved over to the girls and voiced his thoughts.

“It may please you to know that your dear friend Sharna is now owned by the largest brothel on the Red sea coast.” He chuckled to himself and then continued.

“I would say it’s the most popular around. Sharna will be spending the rest of her life chained to a bed and shafted by every smelly dirty seamen this side of Port Said. I've told the new owner she’s particularly good at Blow-Jobs!“

He chuckled again as the image of his former boss with her mouth stretched around a huge meaty shaft flashed into his mind. “It seemed appropriate that her poisonous little mouth should spend its days wrapped around a few thousand cocks after all the men she’s ruined in business.“

The girls looked after the disappearing dhow, and in spite of their torment at Sharna's hands, couldn’t help feeling pangs of sorrow for the demise of their beautiful former owner and the degradation she would know in her coming employment. Somehow Sandra got the feeling that this wasn’t the last they would see of Sharna, and with an involuntary shiver, she contemplated a future scenario in the hands of this super-bitch. After all, it was their actions that had led Sharna into the predicament she was now in - or at least, that’s how Sharna would interpret it.

She was not allowed to dwell on the thought as Carlos turned, and motioning for them to follow, walked towards the well deck.

Led by their collars, the two girls followed, unable to resist with their hands manacled and bodies sandwiched between two rancid smelling seamen as they were herded after Carlos.

For some unfathomable reason, Carlos had resisted the temptation to take advantage and screw their bodies. He'd also given strict instructions that they weren't to be molested by the crew. The answer to this puzzle had eluded the girls as they’d discussed events in the interludes between their sensuous cavorting the night before; but then they weren't privy to the convoluted thinking of Carlos. Had they been aware of his plan for them, it still wouldn’t have made sense.

156 ITEMS OF FURNITURE Carlos not only ran the ship and its slave trading, but had over the years syphoned off many slaves for his own personal use at a huge hacienda situated some twenty miles inland from Mecca. It was at this location that he indulged his private fantasy - that of woman as an object. They were ornaments to decorate his chambers and feed his lust. The strange fact was, that his ornaments had to be essentially unmolested, untouched by a crew he considered animals, and it was this consideration which now protected the girls from the lustful intent of their captors. His own abstention was simply an example to prevent jealousy. Had the girls known of their destiny as pieces of exotic furniture, they may well have opted for a good sound shafting from the crew.

In preparation for their future use, Carlos had designed a series of ordeals, designed to build up their stamina and prepare them for long hours as inanimate objects when they performed various functions within his household. It was to the first of these training exercises that the girls were now led.

With some trepidation, they approached the broad expanse of number three hatch cover and noted a collection of sinister items cluttering the surface.

Straps and clamps hanging from several pieces of equipment giving away its bondage function as Carlos indicated they come closer.

“Who's going to be the chair and who the table?” he asked.

The girls didn't answer. Neither proposition seemed comfortable, and in any case, they weren’t sure as to the meaning of his question. Receiving no answer, Carlos turned them round and studied their naked backsides.

“I think you for the chair, Miss Darcy, you seem to have a little more padding to add to my comfort.“

He pointed to Sandra who was immediately grabbed by the seamen and held down as they prepared her for assembly. Angela watched with wide eyes as her bunk-mate was turned upside down and doubled before being strapped to a steel tube framework on the hatch cover.

Their work completed, the seamen stepped back revealing a sun-lounger chair of extra ordinary beauty. Sandra’s backside and the expanse of the backs of her thighs formed a resilient seat, whilst her calves and ankles doubled as a back rest. The remaining torso being superfluous, was folded neatly beneath the seat, whilst her arms were drawn up and secured as arm rests. Angela couldn’t help but admit, the design was brilliant, although she had doubts as to Sandra’s approval as Carlos tested his chair. The increasing weight as he lowered his bulk drawing groans from the folded woman beneath.

“The table now gentlemen,” he requested. Obviously he was satisfied with the comfort of his lounger, which he tested fully with a few bouncing movements that wrung gasps of dismay from the cushion. Angela sulkily moved forward with the tug on her lead. Resistance she knew was futile.

The seamen worked busily, bending and shaping her body as they banded her into a stiff hogtied column, then balancing her on her knees whilst they attached a tubular framework that held her vertical and rigid. Her final attachment turned out to be a two piece circular glass disk, which when assembled, fitted snugly around her neck forming a large round table top. The seamen retired and Carlos relaxed as the steward brought his drink.

Taking a sip, he placed the glass down in front of Angela’s gagged head protruding through the top, then lighting a cheroot he addressed his furniture.

“This is your first lesson in your new jobs,” he explained. “The rules are simple. Furniture doesn't move or make noises.” He chuckled at a private joke. “Er! you may creak occasionally, Miss Darcy, but that’s all.” Taking a long draw at the cheroot, he continued.

“Any movement or noise not usually associated with furniture will be punished by a dip in the ocean on the derricks. First offence gets you one day. After that - well we'll see.“

Reaching down he operated a lever on Sandra’s mounting frame and reclined the lounger as her calves were forced down. Tipping his hat over his eyes, he settled back for a snooze in the hot sun. As he lounged, his fingers found their way between his thighs and began idly sliding in and out of Sandra’s offered pubic orifice, teasing, tantalising, daring her to respond and earn a trip to the derrick.

Angela struggled to suppress a cough as the smoke from his cheroot, now in the astray inches from her nose, drifted across her rigidly positioned face.

Only two minutes had passed and already she was on the brink of derrick training. Added to this was the insistent vibrators thrust into her nether regions, playfully pumping up her lust, her hungry pussy was already leaking streamers of fluid that slowly dripped into the gathering pool beneath her steel mounting,.

Sandra was faring no better as the weight on her thighs pressed her into the hard unyielding tubes of the framework and the probing fingers turned her lovenest into a slick sticky morass of hair and blood engorged organs.

Hours passed as the girls performed their utility tasks, not daring to move lest they earn a day’s torment at the end of a jerking cable. Sandra, although never having experienced it herself, was left in no doubt as to its effectiveness by the description Angela had given.

At first Sandra felt she had the raw end of the deal as she endured the burden of Carlos, but then lunch time came around and the steward re-appeared and began to lay the table. The final decor proving to be of considerable discomfort to Angela, when after connecting a strap to the upper part of her harness, he pulled her head way back and secured it to a ring in the table top. Removing the gag, he inserted a long tube into her mouth and carefully slid it down her protesting throat, ignoring the choking sounds as it violated her gullet.

Angela struggled to overcome the suffocating sensation and urge to throw up as the widening bell came to rest against her teeth. Her throat gradually accepting the foreign object settled down, the nauseous sensation finally subsiding as the steward arranged flowers in the vase of her throat.

Aroused from his slumber, Carlos first checked with the mate to ensure that the ship was on course, then settled down to his meal, seemingly oblivious to the discomfort of his furniture maidens.

Finishing his meal, Carlos settled back and summoning a crew member, instructed him to fetch Peter from the locker. As he waited, Carlos picked up a left-over sausage from his plate and parting his legs, he leaned forward and inserted it into Sandra's pulsing fanny. The chair twitched and squirmed uncontrollably, but Carlos decided to overlook this perfectly natural reaction to the sliding pork invader.

The girls had overheard his orders, and with rising spirits realised that Peter was still alive. Both felt that with him around they stood a chance of reversing their fortunes.

A dirty sweat streaked Peter eventually appeared, squinting against the unaccustomed glare of the sun as he shambled across to the table, his chains _chinking on the steel hatch cover. Then, seeing the nature of the deck furniture, he lunged at Carlos, 157 R R R T S e e SLAVE FARMS only to be brought up short by a savage jerk on his neck chain.

“Calm down, my friend,” chided Carlos. “Your ladies are in good health, although maybe a little stiff at present. But they’ll survive, they’re strong girls.“

He worked the sausage vigorously in Sandra’s salivating love nest, and enjoyed the look of pure venom directed at him by the restrained boyfriend.

Peter stood still, his hands shaking with rage as Carlos reached under the table and squeezed Angela’s breast, then withdrawing his hand, he parted his legs and sliding his hand down, gripped the still visible end of the sausage again, and began to work it in and out of his squirming seat.

Neither action drew any response from the girls, each terrified of giving him an excuse to hang them from the derrick. However, Sandra’s pussy was by now releasing some rather interesting wet squelching noises that did little to hide the fact that the animated pork banger was a good substitute for the real thing.

“They're learning very quickly,” Carlos observed.

“I wonder if you will be as fast?” His dialogue halted as a strange gurgling noise emanated from the table. Pepper, spilt during the recent meal had blown across the unfortunate Angela’s upturned nostrils, and after fighting the urge for several minutes, the sneeze would no longer be denied.

With an explosive whoosh! the vase and its flowers shot into the air propelled by a burst of air from Angela’s throat. The launched vase turned over in flight spilling the water over Carlos’ lap; bounced off the table top, knocking his lit cheroot out of the ash tray and caromed onto Sandra’s exposed thigh before rolling to the deck.

The sharp burning sensation caused Sandra to jump involuntarily, bucking her burden into the bargain as an uncontrollable muscle spasm pulsed into the lips of her labia, snatching the sausage from Carlos’ fingers and swallowing it from sight, her pubic lips closing around the disappearing end with a slight sucking sound.

Carlos stood up, shaking his head and staring with disbelief at the innocent looking mound that had devoured his sausage. But although the offered pussy displayed only minute twitches and surface movements, it was apparent that there was a devastating eruption bubbling in its secret depths. The hidden sausage was being pulverised by the titanic muscle contractions of a massive orgasm.

“Mr Mate, swing out the port and starboard derricks,“

he bellowed to the figure on the bridge.

Ten minutes later, Peter watched helplessly as he looked down at the tightly parcelled Sandra cavorting in the water, noting her pleading eyes and gasping breath as each time she appeared above the foaming wake and spun around, water streaming from her nubile body, before she ploughed back into the waves. A jerk on his collar turned his attentions to the other derrick as Angela disappeared below the rail on her way to further training, and Carlos, satisfied that they were both performing as intended, turned back to Peter.

“As I was about to say before we were interrupted.

I have a task for you, an unusual request in fact from a rich woman in Saudi Arabia - not in our normal line. To be honest, I was about to turn her down when you arrived.” Peter listened, his attention repeatedly being drawn back to the jerking derrick ropes with their out-of-sight burdens.

Slowly blowing out a cloud of smoke and tapping the ash from his cheroot, Carlos continued.

“It would appear that she needs a stud pony for breeding purposes - and from the performance you have put up with those two, I think you would fill the bill,” he said, glancing down as the tightly trussed form of Angela rose streaming and twirling into view before disappearing into another roller.

Saying nothing, Peter bit back his anger as he considered his own future. On the face of it, the proposition appeared to be a male chauvinist dream.

But it was the pony aspect that bothered him. Not to mention the fate of the two human porpoises dragging alongside. Carlos waited as he chewed it over, then impatient for a reply added further comment. ' “Listen! You can do it willingly, in which case your training will be far more pleasant, or you can resist.

Either way you will become a pony, but I wouldn’t advise the hard way.“

“What about my girls?” asked Peter, nodding towards the jerking derrick ropes.

“Your girls!” queried Carlos. “My friend, they are my girls now! But in any case you needn’t worry, they will be looked after. Okay, the training will be tough, but once they get the idea, it gets much easier.“

Peter considered his options and deciding that he would be more able to plan an escape as a willing recruit, he offered to go along with the suggestion.

“One condition though, the girls are brought in „

Now.
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“You're not in a bargaining position. However,I'm feeling generous today, so I'll reduce their training to two hours this time, and my conditions are thus.

You'll be taken off tonight by boat and delivered to the customer’s yacht. The girls go with me to Mecca.

If I hear that you are not performing properly, they go back over the side, or if we're at the ranch, they suffer something similar.“

Resigned to his fate, Peter shrugged and agreed. At least he’d managed to shorten the girls suffering by several hours. Carlos called a deckhand forward.

“Chain him to the rail above the one over there” he ordered pointing towards the side where Sandra was suspended.

“You can watch her for the two hours and reflect on what your obstinacy could bring about.“

Peter watched him walk away as his handcuffed wrists were locked onto the steel rail, then left alone, he looked down to the gyrating rope encased form of his Sandra as she pirouetted wildly on her tether before dipping back into the waves. Spreading ridged waves from the blunt bow constantly tried to steal her away from the ship. The tether of the hoist rope mischievously allowing her to wander before gleefully snatching her back in a series of bouncing jerks.

For Sandra, the torment was horrendous, not so much, painful, more a lonely, endless, hopeless ordeal. Occasionally the turbulent waters would throw her trussed form face upwards allowing a view of the ship for a fleeting instant, and it was at these times that she felt so helpless and forgotten as her eyes scanned a deserted guard rail, denied by the leash on her head from seeing further back along the wall of steel. Had she been able, it would have been some relief to have seen a concerned face peering down from the after end of the deck.

Movement was impossible, a fact already established by her frenzied struggles as they lowered her to the angry waters. This, and the continuous tossing she endured had swiftly convinced her that to remain still and unmoving when imitating items of furniture was an infinitely more desirable torment.

The fact that she had no way of revealing her change of mind to Carlos, made the ordeal even more traumatic. A whole day of this anguish lay ahead before she would even be in a position to beg for release. The knowledge that she was not alone, and joined in her predicament by the bouncing form of Angela on the other side of the ship did little to comfort her. She couldn’t know, and Peter had no way of letting her know, that her ordeal was to last only for another one and a half hours.

The time passed slowly, but as the Sun began to dip towards the horizon, Carlos ordered the girls winched in and Peter stood silently as they were deposited at his feet. Water trickled from their gaping, ring-spread mouths as they looked up and actually were able to see for the first time since their incarceration aboard ship, the man who had delivered them from the clutches of Petros and Sharna.

Left alone for a few minutes as the crew secured the flailing derrick ropes, Peter briefly explained the current events. The girls made soft moaning noises as he came to the point of his departure.

“Don’t give up, you must have hope. I know where you're being taken and as soon as I can get free from this cow who bought me I'll be coming for you.“

Further conversation was impossible as the crew returned, and lifting the two girls, they removed their harnesses, jumping back as a warm steaming well marinated sausage slid purposefully out of Sandra’s labia when her crotch strap was removed.

Laughing they carried them below, leaving an anxious Peter still chained to the rail.

A half hour passed; then with the squeaking of davits, Peter heard the boat being swung out, followed by a cessation of the vibrations through his feet as the ship slowed to a halt. With the resignation of a man who has no control over his destiny, Peter meekly allowed himself to be released from the rail and loaded into the boat still handcuffed and hobbled.

The lights of the ship grew fainter as the chugging of the boat’s diesel steadily increased the distance between himself and his beloved Sandra, not to mention the insatiable Angela. The gathering darkness hid the solitary tear rolling down his face as he contemplated the rigours they would have to endure before he could return to take them from their captivity. Inwardly he cursed his stupidity for allowing this to happen, still not believing that he had actually chosen one of Sharna’s vessels to escape her clutches.

As Peter’s boat neared the distant shore, his girls aboard ship were led into the night cabin of their owner for the first time. They had been showered, fed and toileted, before being led to the cabin for their next training session.

The cabin was luxurious and sported amongst other things, a huge four poster bed, towards which they were now led, fully expecting to be entrusted with the task of servicing Carlos later in the evening.

They couldn’t have been more wrong, as with deft hands, obviously practiced with this equipment, their attendant seamen fitted them into form fitting steel cages after first installing both with the seemingly obligatory orifice decorations. Squeezing their naked bodies, the installation team eventually managed to close the two halves. Stout locks were snapped shut ensuring their continued occupation as they bulged through the gaps in the strong steel strips forming their inescapable prisons. Left leaning against a wall, they stared in amazement as the two nearest pillars at the foot of the bed were removed, and then with sinking hearts watched as the seamen returned. Picking up a cage each, the men carried them over to the bed, placing each in the position vacated by the pillars before twisting special fixings and securing the cages in their place.

As the men finished the fastenings, Carlos put in an appearance and approached the two secured women.

“ A nice easy one for you to relax, ladies,” he smirked.

“ And just to show you how considerate I am, I'll leave you ungagged to chat for an hour or two. I won'’t be turning in until 10-o-clock, so you have until then.“

With that he left, closing the door behind him and leaving the two human bedposts looking help- les sly at each other, both feeling the urge to caress the others body, helplessly displayed and yet so far away, their libido being unmercifully fuelled by the relentless buzzing from the deeply buried vibrators within.

“No point in trying to escape,” remarked Sandra as -she studied the thick steel straps surrounding Angela’s body. Looks like we're her for the night.“

Angela nodded her agreement, instantly regretting the act asher head clanged against the steel. “If this, and the table and chair routine are anything to go by, I'm not looking forward to being a kitchen stove.“

Sandra burst out laughing at the notion and was joined by Angela as they relieved the tension in their bodies.

“How does a bedpost have a pee?” queried Sandra, adding to the mirth. The jokes flew back and forth as the undaunted spirit of the girls rose above the crushing realisation of their predicament.

“Peter will look so sweet in one of those Pony Carts, I wonder if they’ll give him a bra for his balls?“

remarked Angela.

Peels of laughter brought Carlos to investigate, and loathe though they were to converse with him, they 162 eventually managed between bursts of laughter to convey their thoughts. ' Carlos tried to look stern as he swung the steel gag straps shut, but a twinkle of mirth in the corner of his eye could not conceal low n amusement at the vision.

“You two will have to learn to be quiet. I said you could talk, not wake up the whole ship.“

With that he turned the two pivoted bedposts so that they faced in opposite directions, then reaching below the bed, produced some strange cup shaped devices with attached tubes which he proceeded to place over their protruding and defenceless breasts.

Each cup was fastened in place by clips on the framework leaving their boobs squeezed into the half melon shape of the cups. With a smirk, Carlos reached below the bed and threw a switch, stepping back as a low hum filled the cabin.

Almost at once, both girls felt an exquisite pulsing suction on their breasts and a pull on their nipples as the vacuum pump below tried to suck these delicate nodules down the pipes in mind bending pulses of feeling. They tried to resist this double onslaught as both their pussy’s and breasts were mechanically stimulated, desperate not to show their arousal to the watching Carlos. But both failed miserably as the forces within began to sculpture their bodies in a never ending series of squirming muscle movements.

Carlos watched with a detached interest as each red faced woman eventually lost the battle and succumbed to the all powerful orgasms which began to wrack their bodies. Then on an impulse he turned their forms once more so that each could see the others demise and reflect on how she herself looked to the other as she writhed and squirmed with ecstasy.

Before returning to the bridge, Carlos switched the vacuum pump to timed intervals and left the girls to the mercy of the machine.

Silent and rigid the two girls became engrossed in their own thoughts; - each in their own way rating Carlos as a slight improvement as owners go. For some reason neither could put their fingers on, Carlos didn’t seem to generate the same aura of menace and potential fearsome intent as their previous owners. His return later enhanced this feeling.

It was something of a surprise to find that instead of releasing one or both of them to grace his bed, he simply caressed and fondled their captive bodies before retiring for the night. As he reached out to put out the light, he spoke to his silent rigid bedposts.

“Tomorrow we dock at Jiddah, but you two will be prepared slightly before we dock, so be ready for an early start.“

With that, the cabin plunged into darkness leaving them pondering the coming mornings events.

Unlikely as it would seem, the girls slept reasonably well in their steel cages. In fact Sandra was so soundly asleep that her cage was already half undone before the light of dawn permeated her slowly opening eyes. As the realisation of her situation returned, she turned her now freed head to look at Angela, only to see an empty cage swinging with the roll of the ship. Her eyes scanned the cabin and came to rest on the figure of Carlos as he shaved in a small basin to one side, who seeing her now awake, turned towards her and anticipating her question spoke before she had a chance.

“You were sleeping so soundly I didn’t want to disturb you,so I had Angela prepared first.” Sandra absorbed this information, at the same time wondering how a person who could dangle her in the sea for hours on end or leave her clamped to part of the engine even consider such niceties. Carlos was a puzzle. A dangerous puzzle who needed careful handling.

Finishing his shaving, Carlos walked over as the last clamps were removed and Sandra stiffly stepped out of her cage. She stood silent as he wiped the remaining traces of shaving cream from his face, his eyes on the woman before him.

“I'm afraid your disembarking has to be a somewhat uncomfortable arrangement, but I can’t afford your being found by customs. It won’t be for long so don’t worry.” With that he motioned to the crewmen to remove her and turned back to the basin, then half turned as an afterthought occurred to him. ; “By the way, just in case you had any thoughts of enlisting Customs help by alerting them to your presence, I should warn you that you will be held in one of the local jails whilst they make inquiries.

That can take anything up to a year, and in your case, probably longer. Arab jails are not pleasant places for women like you, so be warned.“

Sandra, felt her upper arms gripped tightly as she was turned towards the door. Carlos” warning was taken very seriously and as she walked out into the passage with her persuasive escorts, she felt that it was a case of better the devil you know.

164 NEW PROFESSIONS They descended several ladders before eventually entering the huge number two hold; where an in depth study of its contents informed Sandra that the ship’s main cargo appeared to be gas cylinders as she viewed thousands upon thousands of them stacked horizontally on pallets. In the centre of the hold there were two odd ones. One standing up and about to be removed by the seamen, and another which seemed to have its top broken off.

Sandra stood still as once more her body was cinched in rope; but the novelty of bondage having worn off, she scarcely noticed as she looked around in vain for signs of Angela.

The trussing complete, they picked her up and carried her across to the broken gas bottle. It was only then, as they began to feed her roped ankles into the open end that Sandra realised that it wasn’t broken, but in fact cut off and threaded at the end.

Sliding into the cylinder, her naked body gently rubbed against the sides, which much to her surprise were heavily padded and lined with some sort of velvet cloth that now brushed her skin gently as she stood fully enclosed by the bottle.

Only her head was showing as the crewmen pushed a mouth piece between her lips and strapped it into place. Then, bending down they picked up the top and began to lower it over her. In an instant, it dawned on her that the bottle being carried away as she had entered already contained Angela.

The top settled over her and began to rotate, slight scraping noises of the thread were magnified by her steel tomb and bounced from her ears as the darkness became a solid wall. Uncontrollable feelings of claustrophobia welled up, but were quickly quelled as she felt the cool unhampered flow of air through the mouth piece. The cylinder tilted as they carried her away and Sandra couldn’t help comparing this mode of transport with the horror of Sharna’s beer barrel. A definite improvement she thought as the heavy padding held her snugly in place.

A rustling of steel on the outside of her confinement told her that the cylinder was being banded to a pallet along with many others, and she couldn’t help wondering if Angela was her next-door neighbour.

For what seemed like hours, the girls lay undisturbed in their cylinders, until the bustle of stevedores aroused them from a dozing state brought on by the snug comfort of their enclosures. Both listened to the clank and rattle of chains and winches, until with a jerk, the pallet they were banded too, lifted out of the dark shadow of the hold and into the heat of the tropical morning. Instantly, both felt the insides of the cylinders begin to warm as the sun heated the steel outsides. Steadily it got hotter as they were bumped and jostled by the loaders, until with a thump, the pallet was deposited on the bed of a truck.

Still the heat rose as the sweat began to stream from their bodies. Feeling sure they would be slowly cooked, it was a welcome relief when a noticeable cooling seemed to drop the temperature rapidly.

Carlos had foreseen the problem and arranged for the pallet with them on to be loaded below the others and shielded from the sun’s baking heat. The rapid cooling had been a carelessly aimed hose pipe as the truck driver cleaned his truck whilst awaiting customs clearance. A hundred dollar bill from Carlos had ensured his continued carelessness.

An hour later, clearance was given and the girls felt their transport begin to vibrate as the truck left the docks.

At this moment some 600 miles away, Peter squirmed with embarrassment as he was fitted to a Pony-cart of identical construction to the ones Sandra and Angela had pulled at Sharna’s sports day. Had he known, the woman overseeing the harnessing was in fact the very same woman who had toyed with Angela at that meeting.

Harnessing complete, the woman walked over, her breath short and panting as she stroked his powerful thighs and slid a gloved hand down to fondle the strap encircled balls hanging between his legs, - supported by the network of his ball halter. His manhood encased in a leather sheath, was pulled tight and stiff by the ring in the end and fastened to the front of his collar. Peter gasped past the bit as a dildo pony-tail entered his ass and was strapped into place. Only now did he understand the girls humiliation at the hands of Sharna, and yet in some strange way, it enhanced the feeling he knew he would experience once he reversed the situation and had the girls back in harness. In the meantime, he endured as the woman climbed into the carriage and with a flick of the whip, drove him out to the yard.

166 As he powered forward into the light, Peter could hear the sniggers of pony-girls, who although harnessed and reduced to ponies themselves, still found it amusing to see a man in servitude.

“Pay no attention,” came the words from his driver.

“Soon you will be the one laughing when you service those fillies in a breeding frame.” Peter felt his balls swelling into the tight embrace of the halter and his hardening shaft begin to strain at its leather case as he envisaged the scene, but was returned swiftly to earth as the whip sliced across his buttocks.

“But first things first young man, you have to be a pony before you can service one.“

With that admonishment, she drove him out on to the track and worked him up to full speed. Bella was exhilarated by the power of this stud-pony as he charged around the track, his lithe fit body pulling the cart with effortless ease, firm powerful muscles rippling his thighs delightfully for the watching owner, who compared this new pony to the raw power of a powerful sports car when matched against the more refined and gentle pull of \ her fillies.

Peter was glad of the harness supporting his balls, which by now would have been swinging painfully backwards and forwards were it not for the surrounding leather straps. This woman certainly understood the subject of pony-carts he thought as he completed the fifth lap and felt the bit pulling against his mouth as she reined him back.

“Very good, young man. I can see you'll be a treasure,” she purred as she drove him back into the yard. “Now let’s see how good you are at dressage.“

For Peter, this was the most humiliating part of his training. He was unable to mentally balance the humiliation of his descent to performing pony with the show of masculine power and strength required for racing. Being forced to prance and pose under the amused gaze of several pony-girls resting in the yard was a humiliation that was hard to bear.

Their unbitted mouths chatting merrily as they discussed his anatomy and in particular his trussed balls and the straight-jacketed shaft held rigidly along his stomach by the securing chain. Peter prayed that no-one took photographs lest they should fall into the hands of his girls.

The training continued all day with only a short break for feeding at lunch time. His new owner, conscious of the massive changes in status he was T R e e SLAVE FARMIS enduring, appeared to try and compensate by having him spreadeagled naked against a wall and then fed by two well rounded young fillies. Events following the completion of the meal came as a complete surprise, when the young girls after cleaning him up, proceeded to give him a mind bending blow job. Their hands were everywhere, as taking it in turns they sucked powerfully on his released shaft; now hard and vibrating with the removal of the sheath. Finally, having relieved him of some several ounces of body fluids, they waited patiently as their manipulating hands once more aroused his recovering manhood. Soon, rigidly standing out like a forth of July flag pole, his weapon was ready for action once more. Peter watched with gaping mouth as one girl grasped his shaft and aimed it at the reversing vision before him, steadily drawing closer in a shuffling, bent over position calculated to enhance the inevitability of her coming impalement as she grinned over her shoulder at him.

A gasp escaped his lips as the girl holding his shaft located its tip in the offered tight ring of her asshole, holding it steady as the sphincter muscles slowly gave way under the girls own backward thrusting, until with a sudden rush she surged backwards to the base of his manhood. Peter groaned as the heat of her rectal rosebud clenched super tight onto his engulfed shaft.

Working quickly, the other girl rapidly strapped the panting impaled girl into a pre-prepared harness that held her helplessly and immovably skewered on his pole, bent forward in her offered position. A large ball gag finishing the girls restraints.

Thus he was left for the lunch hour as the girl deliberately squirmed and wriggled provocatively on her mounting shaft. Peter was blushing profusely when the middle aged woman who owned him, returned and took great delight in ordering the pinioned girl to increase her squirming and bucking on his bursting manhood. With complete loss of control, he jerked convulsively as he rammed savagely into her tightly gripping ring and jetted hot fluid into her body. The power of his thrusts drew gasps from the girl as he jerked her lightweight body like a rag doll, lifting her feet from the floor and bouncing her against the restraining harness which held her tightly impaled as she hung on his pulsing shaft.

The woman was ecstatic, patting the trussed girl in appreciation for her efforts and stroking Peter’s sweating body as he hung limply from his shackles.

As she chatted to the other girl, Peter could not help but notice that although the regime, was strict, and the girls endured stringent and sometimes arduous bondage, they all appeared to be treated well and rewarded for effort. With these thoughts came the dawning realisation that she, ‘his owner’ had ordered his lunch break entertainment.

The girl was released, and with a long drawn out sigh, slid off his still hard member. Eyes bright and sparkling, she kissed him full on the lips.

“See you soon, big boy, I'm first on the breeding frame, so hurry up with your training.“

With that, she turned, and allowing a stable hand to replace her pony-harness, was led away; swelling hips and rounded buttocks wiggling with delightful exaggeration for the benefit of the watching Peter.

His owner whom he now knew to be a Miss Bella, turned back to him with a smile. “You had better learn quickly, Big Boy, she’s due to be on heat next week.“

Peter discovered on heat meant at optimum receptive cycle for conceiving. Her recent withdrawal of birth control pills enhancing her receptive qualities, and the chances of a successful mating.

“After all,” Bella continued, “I wouldn’t want to have to pay stud fees when I have my own stud.“

Peter’s efforts to master all aspects of being a pony increased dramatically, and although his mind was never far from his two ladies, now in the hands of Petros, he looked forward to Monday with enthusiasm as Miss Bella certified him as a fully trained pony on the Friday evening.

For some reason, he too felt that Carlos was not what he seemed, and had a feeling that his girls, although used in many ways, would come to no real harm in the short term. With these thoughts fresh in his mind, he was therefore able to enjoy fully the sensations felt on the warm Monday morning as five pony-girls fussed around his harnessed body, preparing him for the coming task.

Miss Bella insisted he looked his best for the occasion, and as a result, he stood trembling with anticipation as his body was oiled and massaged, leathers polished and brasses burnished by the smooth sensuous touch of the girls hands.

Tracy, the girl he was to service, had already been prepared, her preparation having been somewhat traumatic affair requiring her enforced mounting and preparation. At the last minute she had become nervous, it being her first experience of being used for breeding, and the forthcoming change of status from filly to mare being hard to accept.
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The whole interior was bright and freshly painted, rails and hitching posts all padded and leather covered, new shiny chains hanging from ring-bolts and even fresh sweet smelling straw on the floor. It was unlike anything he’d seen at Sharna’s Mansion, in fact the whole atmosphere was that of caring, as if the forthcoming fertilisation of Tracy was a special event.

Tracy was positioned centrally in the room, mounted on her frame and ready for his attentions.

Aghast, Peter was led around her shackled form, her image sending powerful awakening messages to the stirring monster dangling in its leather sheath.

Stirrings that didn’t go unnoticed by the proud Miss Bella as she showed off her prize filly. No description could have prepared him for this, he thought looking down at his tethered target.

Tracy was heavily strapped in a kneeling position, leaning forward so that her rump pointed to the ceiling. Straps and clamps held every inch of her in tight control. Head and wrists locked into a stocks affair ensured their positioning close to the floor, whilst her head was totally encased in a tight fitting helmet. Behind, her thighs and calves were spread as wide as possible in their shackled captivity, a wide band across the waist pulling her midriff down tight to the curved base so that her back was arched and buttocks rearing and offered.

Everything about this device had been carefully designed to present the female form in the most provocative manner possible. Each strap and curved mounting emphasised femininity in its most vulnerable state, thrusting the graceful rounded curves and inviting flared buttocks into the admiring male mind with undeniably visual impact. Refusal was an impossible dream when confronted with such temptation..

Any misgivings Tracy may have been having were now totally irrelevant. There was no escape now.

The breeding frame had reduced her to a receptacle for his seed. She had no more choice in the matter.

Tracy had become a human incubator, and was ready for use. : Turning to Bella, Peter nodded slowly and with an exaggerated shaping of his mouth voiced a loud wooooow! of approval. His owner flushed with pride at his appreciation of her design.

Looking back he saw that the helmet appeared to have a large tube connected to the mouth area, the other end of which was connected to a machine nearby.

“ Automatic feeding and watering,” informed Miss Bella seeing his look towards the device. A further study of the frame revealed large hinges in the base, just below Tracy’s knees, and on querying their use, Peter was given a demonstration by the girls as Bella explained.

“You see, Tracy has to remain as she is for seven days, the angle of her mounting being important to ensure proper fertilisation. So you see we have to provide for toilet facilities without having to remove her.“

Peter watched as a large trapdoor was lifted, leaving the hinges showing at the very edge of the hole, whilst below he could see a wide bowled toilet arrangement designed to catch anything falling through the trap. Gripping handles on Tracy’s frame, two of the girls now lifted and allowed the frame to pivot upwards until Tracy’s rear end pointed down towards the hole, before lowering her back down to the servicing position.

“Ingenious,” muttered Peter, somewhat embarrassed by the now straining pole between his legs, prevented from fully rising by the sheath connected to his ankle cuffs. The upward straining force grew stronger as he contemplated the helpless Tracy, held in offered splendour for a whole week, “Well we'd better get you prepared,” offered Bella.

“You look as if you're about ready.” She tapped the quivering leather sheath meaningfully with her crop.

The girls moved out of the way as a large frame device was trundled into the room, then pulling Peter closer, turned him and proceeded to fasten him to the frame. He’d not been told how the mating was to take place, and so watched with interest as they began to strap him down.

Soon he was tightly secured and fastened in a back bending hogtie position, the frame holding him rigidly in position as they fitted a helmet similar to Tracy’s, over his worried looking face. The lacing behind drew it tight and secure as a large rubber covered tube was forced between his lips.

Satisfied that he was ready, Bella had the device, and a somewhat disorientated Peter wheeled over behind Tracy’s waiting form. A hissing sound penetrated Peter’s covered ears and with some alarm he found himself being tilted forward. The movement stopped and Peter felt hands removing his penis sheath, allowing the blood inflated shaft to spring forward in all its rampant glory. Cool devastatingly sensuous female fingers manipulated his pride and joy as Bella busied herself with alignment.

It was essential that his bar stiff member connected perfectly with the offered orifice between Tracy’s spread thighs. At last all was ready, and Bella straightened and began to explain.

“Everything’s mechanised these days, young man, even servicing young fillies. From now on it’s all automatic. Three times a day, the machine will arouse you, lubricate your penis, and then insert it and service Tracy. The normal functions of movement are taken care of by a hydraulic ram which ensures perfectly aligned penetration. There’s no risk of damage to this valuable filly by a clumsy fumbling male.“

“Unlike Tracy, you can be released at nightfall and carry out your normal toilet routine. We remount you each morning. Another thing! Normally, we leave you in private, but the girls have asked if they can watch the first time. So, off you go. Let’s see my latest very expensive addition at work.“

With that she pressed a button on his frame, and Peter felt the stimulators begin to work, although this time, they were hardly necessary.

For ten minutes his balls were vibrated with a soft tingling sensation and his rampant tool stroked with what felt like oiled rubber. A fine spray of warm oil played over his manhood, before the hissing of the ram signalled his forward move into ecstasy.

He heard the girls giggle as the tip of his shaft prodded Tracy’s pubic lips. Then, as the ram urged him forward, he felt his oiled shaft enter her offered body. Down and down it went, boring into her squirming tunnel as she tried to resist her forcible fertilisation. She was tight, incredibly so, and unbeknown to Peter, his shaft was the first to explore the hidden depths of Tracy’s virginity. Her offering of the rear passage in the stable hadn’t been a whim.

She had been saving her succulent pussy for this great event, With a click the machine sensed full penetration, signalled by a preset sensor, and switching to another mode, began to slowly move him backwards and forwards so that his tool slid smoothly in and out of her warm embrace.

Steadily the tempo increased, building his arousal with steady precision as he was thrust forcibly into the now receptive and sexually awakened woman.

The girls chatter became hushed as the moment approached, then as his body began to jerk with the spasmodic ejections they cheered. The cheering rose to a crescendo as Tracy writhed and strained in the grip of a massive orgasm, her uncontrollable efforts causing the breeding frame to groan and creak as it absorbed the power of her writhings.

The machine continued remorselessly for several minutes, ensuring that his throbbing shaft was milked of every last precious drop of his stud fluid; squeezed out by the pulsing orifice of Tracy’s pussy as the lingering orgasm engineered powerful muscle contractions in her slick warm passage.

Abruptly, the movement stopped, and with a hiss he was drawn out of her body and placed in the storage position to recover for the next cycle. A further hissing which he could not understand sounded close by, and had he not been helmeted, he would have seen Tracy being tilted up until she was fully upside down as the machine placed her in a receiving mode, thus ensuring that his seed ran deep into her tightly trussed body. There she was to stay for two hours; a living, breathing funnel channelling his fluids directly to the awaiting egg, until eventually the machine would position her for the next penetration.

Later that evening after his third mating, Peter, now released, was allowed a few minutes alone with Tracy, and as he stroked her petite and shapely form, he was mesmerised by the pure eroticism of her enforced fertilisation. The present up-ended position was truly a masterpiece of controlled usage as she absorbed his last injection of fluid. Tracy was denied the slightest possibility of allowing it to run out of her glistening flushed orifice.

Two hours from now, she would be temporarily plugged as the machine inserted a large sterile dildo, and then reversed for a half hour to be toileted, before being fed watered and lowered to the mating position for the night. Peter ran his fingers lightly over the lips of her womanhood, feeling a slight flutter at his touch. Almost absent mindedly, his brain calculating that if he still had eighteen mating sessions to go at approximately seventy-five thrusts a session, his tool would be sliding in and out of this delightful opening some one thousand three hundred and fifty times more during the coming week. A sobering and delightful thought.

He voiced his calculations to the silent hooded girl and felt her body shudder as she contemplated her offered vagina and the marathon she had no way of avoiding. Their somewhat one sided post-coital flirting came to an end as Peter was collected by the pony-girls and taken to be cleaned up. This evening he had apparently been summoned to Bella’s, presence, for what reason, he had no idea.

Fed, bathed, and generally treated like a King by the pony-girls he would sooner or later be servicing, Peter was in good spirits as he was led to the house by two trustee stable girls, formerly ponies, but who had now passed their prime for the more physically demanding work pulling carts.

Entering the house, he was led into a large study and shackled to a hitching post situated at its centre, which strangely did not look out of place, given the activities of the farm. Behind a large desk sat Bella, who waiting until his charges had left, addressed the attentive Peter. : “What is this ?” she demanded, holding up a roughly sketched map of the farm’s layout. Peter guiltily recognised it as the map he had compiled over several days in preparation for his escape. Bella waited and then receiving no reply, answered her own question.

“This is an escape map, we found it in your stable!“

Peter shrugged, denial was useless. His eyes followed Bella as she rounded the desk and stood face to face.

“The agreement was that you stayed here voluntarily in return for reasonable treatment. That you have had, and now you betray me.“

Bella’s face was red with anger, and throwing the crumpled map at his face, she returned to the desk and began to dial a number on the mock Edwardian telephone gracing the polished walnut top. As the number dialled out, she spoke to Peter again.

“Well, you know the rules. Now your little sweethearts suffer for your treachery.“

“No please! It's not their fault.” begged Peter, tugging at his shackles. Bella ignored him as the phone was answered.

“Hello Carlos, how nice to speak to you again.” She paused as Carlos was speaking. “Yes, he arrived safely and we’ve already completed training and served the first filly.” Again a pause, “Yes, of course you have first option on the foal, but the price will be high. Remember, she’s thoroughbred stock. But 172 of course you know that, you supplied her, remember?

The special order? Princess Tracy. Yes, that's the one.“

The conversation continued, until with sinking heart, Peter heard Bella interrupt.

“Yes, well the reason I'm ringing is that our stud has been planning to leave us, and if you remember, you said we could prevent such thoughts with a little persuasion from your end.“

Bella listened, nodding and making noises of agreement.

“That should do fine, can you video the events and let me have the copies for our viewing? Good!

That's fine then. I'll look forward to receiving them this week.“

Bella said her goodbyes and turned back to Peter.

“Happy now. are you?” she inquired. “Sandra is going to be put on the exerciser and Angela will be rolling the lawn for a while thanks to your little bit of treachery.“

Peter looked at the floor, unable to comment without knowing the details of his girls pending ordeals.

Bella rang the bell on her desk summoning the stable girls, and he stood silently as she outlined his own punishment to their attentive ears.

“Take him back to the farrowing stables, mount him and set the machine for twenty-four hour cycle. And he stays there for the rest of the week!“

Open mouthed, Peter was led out, the enormity of his coming exertions still not fully appreciated. In fact, it was not until his sore and ravaged shaft was plunging into Tracy’s waiting pussy for the eighth time at 4 am in the morning that the full impact hit him Six hundred miles away, Sandra and Angela stood crestfallen in front of Carlos as he explained how Peter’s carelessness was going to become their problem.

Neither attached any blame to their would be rescuer. After all, he was attempting to break out in order to release them. This fact however didn't help much in lessening the ordeals Carlos outlined for both of them. In fact for the previous week they had been treated well, and although some of their training had been arduous, it had been carried out sympathetically as they had struggled to complete the hard tasks set. : “So,I'm afraid that you Sandra will have to go to the exerciser, and you for gardening work.” Carlos said, looking at Angela. He motioned for their handlers to remove them to their quarters and with a slight sadness, picked up the internal phone as they were led out.

“Sandra and Angela, make sure they’re drugged tonight. They're not to know, understand?“

Replacing the phone, Carlos sat down deep in thought. He hadn’t mentioned to the girls, that both ordeals required their being pierced and fitted with rings in nose, nipples and clitoris.

In the case of Angela, the latter was no longer necessary thanks to Sharna. Although troubled that he would actually have to do this, he consoled himself that it would have been inevitable eventually, and at least this way, the girls would feel nothing as they slept a deep drugged sleep.

As the next morning dawned, the girls awoke to a soreness in various parts and with shocked faces looked a teach other as they discovered their ringed bodies, both at a loss for words as they tenderly fingered the new additions adorning their bodies.

They were still in a state of shock when Carlos arrived and explained why he’d not told them. His concern was obvious; although he tried to bluster through with a tough attitude. But both girls knew it was false. There had been no need to drug them, or even explain had he been the tough slave master he made out to be.

Carlos gave them two days for their piercings to heal, warning them that by then, he must honour his pledge to Bella. A pledge he couldn’t fake now that she had asked for the events to be filmed. Ashe was leaving the room, another owner was approaching her exhausted charge some six hundred miles away.

Bella studied the hooded figure of Peter strapped to his frame, his last penetration of the offered Tracy having been completed only minutes before. Reaching forward, Bella removed the hood and waited as Peter’s eyes became accustomed to the light.

“Good Morning, Peter,” she greeted, waiting patiently as he made up his mind to answer. “I'm sorry about ordering the girls punished, but you don’t understand.“

She struggled for words, unsure how to approach her subject.

“I would stop it if I could, but the lines are down and I can’t get through to Carlos.“

She waited for his reply, her eyes cast downward as he silently waited He was conscious of her need to say more as she struggled with her inner self and hesitantly began to speak again.

“1 didn’t want you as a slave. I bought you for something very special. I needed someone I could trust. L..!I“

174 Her words tailed off as she looked into his eyes, pleading for help in her difficult task. Peter felt his resolve softening towards her, something told him that she could be an friend instead of an enemy.

“What's troubling you Bella, spit it out, maybe I can help.“

Bella looked at him long and hard, trying to detect any mocking tone in his voice, but sensing his sincerity, she moved over and locked the door, then looking at the upturned and recently serviced Tracy, she decided that she would hear little if anything through the thick helmet. Bella drew close and speaking in soft tones began to confide in Peter.

“All this, the girls, the ranch, everything - its all part of a dream. My dream! A dream almost complete, except for one small addition. You! You are the final piece in the jigsaw. Everything falls into place with you.“

She stopped, her revelations halted by the disbelieving look on Peter’s face.

“It may be your dream,” he said scornfully, “but what about the dreams of others? What about all these girls whose lives you've destroyed by making them slaves, turning them into pony-girls, forcibly impregnating them?” He nodded towards the trussed figure of Tracy, at the same time conveniently forgetting his own aspirations and skulduggery in the kidnap and enslavement scene.

A look of surprise spread over Bella’s face as she absorbed his scathing rebuke.

“Oh! You poor boy! You don’t understand do you?

The girls haven’t told you. Oh! My God. Peter, all the girls are here of their own choosing! They all want to be here.“

Peter looked dumbfounded as his mind struggled to understand. Then a look of disbelief replaced the incredulous frown.

“What about Tracy? I heard you talking to Carlos about her abduction. How can she be here of her own free will?“

Bella smiled, and stroking Tracy’s buttocks affectionately, answered his question.

“The whole thing was planned. Even Carlos doesn’t know the full facts. You see, Tracy is of royal descent, we couldn’t risk her secret desires becoming public knowledge, but to be kidnapped and used as a slave is completely different. If things had gone wrong and the location of this farm revealed, she would be to all intents and purposes be being rescued.“

Peter was silent as the pieces of the puzzle started to come together, then with carefully chosen words, he challenged her statements.

“But what about me? I'm not here of my own free will, how do I fit in to your grand scheme.” Bella hung her head as she prepared her answer.

“True, you were bought. Abducted so to speak, but if I hadn’t intervened, Carlos would have killed you and that would have been such a waste. The man I have waited and planned for all these years, destroyed over a principal.“

Peter thought about this, his deliverance from death being an important factor in the softening of his tone as he asked his next question.

“Why me? Why am I so important to you?” There was no hesitation from Bella as she answered.

“Because of what you did, and what you are. You risked all to rescue those two women, although they were helpless and in your power many times, you never harmed them. You played with them, gave them pleasure. All this plus strong young and virile to-boot. You were perfect and offered on a plate.“

Peter shifted against the restraining straps as Bella’s hand reached out and took hold of his manhood, caressing it as if it were a priceless delicate artefact; waiting as he digested this flood of information.

“But I'm still not sure what you want of me that a hundred other randy males couldn’t willingly give without being kidnapped.“

Gripping his shaft tightly Bella looked up and answered.

“You can give security, safety. You can be trusted.“

She hesitated, plucking up courage for some final revelation, and Peter knew that her next words would supply the final piece of the jigsaw.

“My dream. This place, it’s not just for the girls,“

she paused drawing a deep breath. “Don’t you see?

It’s for me. I want to be like her,” she said pointing to Tracy.

“Like all the other girls, I want to be serviced! Used as a pony, and by a strong benevolent master. Yes!

You! I want you to have me on that thing, that’s my dream. All this, this frame you're on, Tracy’s frame, I designed it for myself. Since you arrived I've spent every night dreaming of you driving me as a pony girl.

Just the thought of your whip touching my naked backside drives me over the edge. I would die to replace Tracy right now and have you driven into my pussy, safe in the knowledge that you’d look after me whilst you were free, sure that you would honour my desires and keep me trussed up for breeding for a whole week. Just knowing as those shackles closed around me that my bridges are burning. There’s no hope of going back.“

Peter was silent, stunned by the intensity of her revelations. At a loss for words, lamely he answered back.

“I can’t forgive you for what you’ve done to my ladies. If what you say is true, how could you do such a thing?“

Anger flared in Bella. She had bared her soul, trusted him with secrets known by no-one but herself, and still he was not won over.

“Damn you! Damn you! I've already explained, it was a mistake, one that I can’t undo!“

She flung his half aroused tool aside and unlocking the door, shouted for the girls.

“Hood him, and start him up again.“

Turning to Peter, she spoke quietly into his face.

“Suffer! Learn the hard way. I will have you, one way or the other.“

Peter was silent as the hood was replaced, cursing himself for his clumsy handling of this volatile woman. Then listening, he heard them all leaving the stable as a hiss sounded nearby. Tracy was descending into the servicing position, and a moment later vibrations on his already tight balls completed the arousal started by Bella; ending in another hiss as he was thrust forcibly into the depths of Tracy. Her overworked pussy now steadily filling with his constant additions, unable to drain as she reverted to her vertical position after each coupling. Held motionless like a vase full of water, she waited helplessly as his seed filtered deep into her body.

‘Without doubt the Princess would be bearing his foal’

THE EXERCISER

Sandra somewhat unwillingly, stood silently as the preparations for her punishment were carried out; unaware of the plight of Peter who had brought this about. Encased from head to foot in a shining black rubber suit, she studied her image in a nearby mirror, noting with a strange feeling of excitement her ringed nipples displayed by the openings in the suit. Then as a latex helmet slid over her head and robbed her of sight, she wondered what torment these small additions would add to the ordeal Carlos had scheduled her for.

The strain of her stringent back-prayer arm bondage was already beginning to make itself felt as the helmet was smoothed down and fastened. She worked her jaw trying to gain some respite from the huge plug filling her mouth, then flinching slightly, she attempted to bring her thighs together as a chain was clipped to the ring in her still sore clitoris.

Unseen by Sandra her final equipment was added in the form of a strange metal collar with long arms welded to its surface, which after fitting, stuck out either side of her neck.

Blind and helpless, Sandra was led out into the yard, the warmth of the sun being absorbed by the skin tight black rubber suit, heating her encapsulated form so that beads of sweat began to form on her skin causing the suit to slither and slide as she was led along. Its caress excited her in spite of her stringent bondage and the fear of a forthcoming unknown ordeal.

As she was led out, Sandra was unaware of a watching Carlos, some trepidation showing on his face as he watched her being led to the exerciser. It had never been in his planning for this particular woman to undergo the rigours of this equipment.

Her pending ordeal only becoming a fact due to a promise. For all his faults, he liked to think of himself as a man of honour, and yet despite his reservations, he knew that he would enjoy the spectacle of Sandra on the exerciser although he wished her no harm.

Sandra had heard the exerciser being discussed in hushed tones by other captives at the stables, but had never been able to visualise its construction.

A tug on the clitoris chain urged her forward, and as she complied with its demand, she could hear the sounds of others nearby, obviously in a similar state of helplessness. The muffled gasps and groans 176 of gagged suffering filtered through her helmet and bore mute testament to the fact that she would not be enduring alone.

After walking for several yards, Sandra was brought to a halt and stood quietly as preparations were made outside her rubber world. First the clink of chain, and then slight vibrations as the shaft attached to her collar was connected to some unseen object.

She sensed fingers on her face and with a click felt a chain snap on to the ring in her still sore nose. The fingers moved to her breasts as two more clicks were followed by the sudden pull of weights attached to her nipple rings.

For several minutes Sandra stood, her ears straining to hear through the thick rubber helmet as similar connections were made to her unseen companions in captivity, until somewhere nearby a voice called out.

“Okay, take them up!“

Sandra felt a jerk on her collar, at the same time feeling her nose ring being pulled upward, until, certain that she would be lifted off the floor, felt the movement stop leaving her balanced precariously on tiptoe.

Carlos stood back and studied the women as they stood stiffly to attention and fought to remain still so as to ease the pull on their nose rings. A chorus of muted groans and muffled pleas echoing around the yard adding to his enjoyment as he walked around the circle. He was pleased with his modification to the exerciser. It was an alteration that allowed all the spider like arms to be raised up at the push of a button. That not only made the next stage of preparation so much easier, but provided an unparalleled sight of exquisite beauty as the two dozen nubile women teetered on their toes. Twenty-four glistening writhing columns of shiny black rubber; - for this was how Carlos viewed them.

Once ensconced and sculpted by the enforced posture control, they ceased to be real woman and merely served as delightfully animated latex cocoons filled with helpless womanhood. The girls themselves, their feelings and emotions were irrelevant.

They were just packing to fill out and shape the suit - and he was the taxidermist.

The one concession he allowed to break the smooth line of the latex was their uncovered breasts. These quivering taut stretched orbs were the exception to the rule. Thrust out in abject surrender by the tight cinch of the suits, the stretched circle of rubber at their base served to balloon them into provocative pink spheres; effectively restricting the circulation so that they became hard to the touch, and painful to the owners. The nipples, tumescent and rigid, stood out like arrogant jutting prods as the rings in their base supported the attached weights. The stringent back-prayer bondage on the arms further enhanced these feminine projections, pushing them up and out, helplessly offered and tantalisingly available.

Carlos smiled as he contemplated the coming scene when these tender abused orbs began to bounce and jerk in time with the girls own movement.

The stable hands now began to turn the girls into line and attach chains to the ringed clitoris of each, so that when completed, each would be fastened to the one in front and also to the girl following.

Carlos walked around the circle as their total enslavement was carried out, until upon reaching Sandra he halted and approached her stiffened form.

“Well, Miss Darcy, you're in varied company today, I see. We have here two politicians, a prostitute, an English lady, a princess, four housewives, a policewoman, and even a vet. Plus, of course, our prize acquisition, a woman’s lib campaigner. But from where I stand. there is no difference now.

“You may be interested to know that you are connected to a prostitute in front and you will be leading a princess with that nice little clitty chain.“

Sandra groaned in disbelief. My! God they were going to be walked like this. The thought of the coming ordeal sent shudders through her body as she contemplated the chain between her legs, its weight dragging at her clitoris, and the vibrations of others on its end being transmitted to that sensitive nodule. The shudders were both fear, and a tingling sensation of undeniable pleasure at the thought.

The stable hands finished their work and stood back as Carlos turned away from the blinded Sandra and addressed all of his charges as a group.

“Well, ladies, time to start, but first for the newcomers a few words of instruction. The rig will lower you a couple of inches as it starts to move - that is enough to allow you to walk but high enough to ensure you assume the correct posture. Anyone who doesn’t get their knees high enough will be responsible for the exerciser being speeded up until we get the standard required.“

Carlos chuckled.

“Obviously, you will all suffer for the one.“

178 He spoke to the stable-hand.

“Three hour walks I think, with half hour rests, and take them up during the rest period. Oh! This evening,.to save rigging them again in the morning, just take them up and put ankle cuffs on them for the night, they can stay on the exerciser until morning, and the Darcy woman, Number Eighteen - we’ve been asked to put extra nipple weights on for the night, and one on the clit chain. See to it, will you?“

Carlos walked away as the motor in the base of the exerciser whirred into motion and each girl simultaneously felt the pull on their noses, necks, and of course those tender crotch mounted nodules of super sensitive pierced flesh.

“Left! Left! Left - Right - Left!” The voice of the trainer rang out as they all began to move in unison, slight hesitations by some causing clitoris chains to send a ripple of jerks travelling through the ring of women as each in term reacted to the pain in her crotch.

Soon, under the watchful eye of the trainer, the whole circle of women were prancing helplessly around in perfect unison, legs raising high, rubber stretching” impossibly taut around curving buttocks.

On and on they strutted, blindly steered by the nose chains and urged onward by the threat of pain in the clitoris if they stumbled. The hours passed as they sweated and strained in their rubber prisons, unaware that the trainer had long since left them to the mercy of an unfeeling machine as the exerciser forced them onward.

To the watching guests on the patio sipping their cool drinks, they provided an endlessly pleasurable sight as their glistening nubile forms strutted past, their mincing pussy’s blatantly displayed in sensuous magnificence, bisected and chafed by the taut chain between its lips as they endlessly circled.

Reduced to erotic latex robots, their only visible human attributes the cruelly sculpted and abused orbs of femininity jutting from the hole in the suits, tormented breasts and nipples, painfully bouncing and stretching as the weights swung wildly to and fro, powered by the girls own enforced movement, whilst to the watching women amongst the guests, the torment and humiliation of these rubberised and exhibited captives had an even greater impact as they viewed the bouncing breasts and jerking clitorises with an intimate female knowledge of the effect on the strutting bound, gagged and encapsulated marionettes which had once been proud and free women.

s SLAVE FARMS Of special interest to the onlookers was Number Seven, who was now experiencing her fourth day on the exerciser, for she had been an outspoken and highly active women'’s rights campaigner. Now, that very same woman endured in the tightest suit that could be found - of triple strength latex, her nipples weighted with the largest weights by far and her waist cinched to incredible tightness by the steel belt.

Her protesting mouth had been packed to bursting point with wadding before the helmet engulfed her head; whilst she alone concealed in her two most private orifices, two huge battery powered vibrators stretching her tender openings to immense proportions. They were held in place by the same chain connecting her clitoris, which also ran through rings on their ends and transmitted any jerks on the chain deep within her body. Their insistent buzzing and the resultant orgasms she endured adding to her plight as she strove to concentrate on the rhythm of the circle. It was a far cry from her former glory. Within a few weeks the conversion from outspoken feminist had been complete. A helpless rubber sheathed puppet, she danced on her chain, the humiliation of her predicament burning into her soul as she continued her erotic performance; fully aware of the fact that acquaintances and colleagues were amongst the watching crowd, enjoying her descent into slavery and lusting after her cavorting body.

Carlos was certainly taking great delight in crushing her rebellious spirit and had made sure that her identity was known in a public broadcast to his guests. The numbers on the arms of the exerciser ensured that their attention was directed at the correct rubberised robot, now reduced to a jouncing posturing collection of shiny female bulges and curves to the delight of all who surveyed her downfall.

Rest breaks were no easier for the dehumanised marionettes, as stretched up on tiptoe, the chained forms were approached and tormented by the guests. Chains were jerked, breasts squeezed and fingers thrust into the hot wet pussies by uncaring revellers. Number Seven seemed to attract the lion’s share of bottom squeezing, tit mauling attention.

But despite her obvious discontent, there was little she could do to prevent her teetering form being used for groper sport.

Each restart was seemingly worse than the last as they were forced to perform faster or some different goose-step at the request of a spectator. The laughter and jibes as one or the other faltered and jerked a clitoris chain bit deep into the humiliated girls souls as they struggled to please. Sweating and toiling inside their suits, their condition was hidden from the watching eyes by the smooth outer layer of Latex as it rippled and stretched with their movement, enhancing and displaying slightest indent or curve for all to see. An additional function was the inherent stripping of any modesty as they cavorted and suffered; and indeed seeming enhancement of all those parts the girls would prefer to keep private. They longed for an end to it all, but knowing that the day was still young, realistically they knew that they were destined to perform their unwilling dance for many long hours yet. To be followed by an even longer night before it all began again.

Round and round they paraded with no hope of release from the torment until their will was broken and they became subservient and docile puppets on a revolving machine. The sobs and muffled pleas for mercy went unheeded by the entranced audience as the heat of the midday sun heated the black latex suits and the sweat soaked women within, steadily eroding their will to resist as they were reduced to the ultimate toys for the man who now controlled every fibre of their being.

Carlos meanwhile had been called away on urgent business, and it was with some annoyance as his limousine swept out of the yard and past the exerciser that he realised that he had not given instructions to the staff on when to terminate the training session. With a shrug he continued on his way.

After all he would be back in a few days, by which * time they should all be a little easier to handle.

He smiled as looking in the rear view mirror he was just in time to see number eighteen strutting past before the cloud of dust thrown up by his passage blotted out the torment of the exerciser.

The big Lincoln swept down the drive towards the road, and by raising his head slightly, Carlos was able to see over the neatly trimmed hedge and out onto his rolling green lawn, where in the distance a lawn tractor moved quickly across his vision, the grass roller in tow, bumping slightly as it trundled behind. - His grin widened as he took in the odd shaped ends of the roller and he thought of Angela’s punishment.

Angela had struggled valiantly as they stripped her naked. Manacling her wrists behind her, she was held still as strange discs were fastened around her neck and ankles, then laying her down, her tormentors left to fetch more equipment. Fear began to creep insidiously into her mind as Carlos’ workers returned with a large steel tube and a mound of smaller odd shaped tubes and bulging sacks.

The large steel tube was fed over her wriggling form leaving her body fully enclosed and her feet and head sticking out of each end. These protruding items then being clamped by steel bands with welded disks. The disks were secured by means of dozens of bolts to each end of her steel encasement leaving Angela stretched and suspended inside the tube. The disks apparently had some sort of bearing surface built into them, to which the small shaped tubes were now attached to form a tow bar.

Angela tested her confinement as the gardener opened a small access flap at the end of the main tube, but as she had expected, there was no escape.

Lifting one of the heavy sacks, the gardener proceeded to pour its contents into the steel cylinder. A loud rattling noise deafened Angela as what appeared to be ball bearings began to fill the tube. He continued to add more to this until the tube was about a quarter full, then putting down a half empty sack, closed and fastened the access door.

Unable to see from her position, Angela listened as she heard the approach of a small garden tractor, and lay still as slight movements rocked the cylinder.

With a jerk, Angela suddenly felt herself begin to rotate, her body pivoting around the two clamps at either end of her trussed form as the bearings of the tow bar grated against the metal bands. As she turned, the torment of the ordeal became apparent when ball bearings carried around by the cylinder’s turning reached a point directly above her rotating body and cascaded from the internal paddles, pummelling her flesh in an endless stream.

It was not painful, more a sort of over zealous massage. The small weights that had been attached to her newly fitted rings were another matter as they swung and bounced with her movement.

The tractor accelerated until Angela was bouncing and rolling rapidly across the lawn, her body continually pummelled by streams of steel balls as they ricocheted around the inside of the tube. The full magnitude of her ordeal only being realised as she remembered Carlos’ remark about having seven acres of lawn to roll.

At first the cascading ball bearings appeared to be merely irritating, but it soon became apparent that this assault on her helpless body would reach distressing levels within a very short time.

A JOINING OF FORCES Thursday evening drew to a close, and in the silence of the stable, Peter laboured on. He and Tracy had not been disturbed since his talk with Bella.

They had been left to the mercy of the machine.

Toileting and re-coupling at two hour intervals became the perceived program for these two helpless participants. Now for the forty-eighth time, Peter found himself plunging in and out of Tracy’s overflowing pussy. His explosive ejection over, Peter waited as the machine milked him dry in her grasping lips, at the same time conscious that something was different. He felt a presence, his uncanny sixth sense could feel someone watching, and for some reason he knew that Bella had returned.

With a hiss he was dragged out of Tracy and parked in the upright position. A further hiss sounded as his receptacle was inverted once more. Then in the ensuing silence, he heard Bella approach. There was a pause, and then feminine fingers began to remove the hood, until finally as his eyes adjusted, he saw his owner standing before him.

“I'm sor...!“

“It was...!“

They both began to speak together, then Bella, indicating that he should speak remained silent.

Hesitating, Peter chose his words carefully, mindful of this woman’s explosive tempera s he began to speak.

“I’'m sorry about the other night. I know you were sincere when you said you had tried to reverse the girls punishment. L..! 1”’ Bella stopped him with a raised hand, smiling as she came closer.

“I'm sorry too. I should have realised how you felt about those two after all you've been through together.

I just that I get so damned angry when I'm so close to fulfilling my dream and then have it snatched away.” She stopped, sighing quietly as she fondled his still wet and erect penis, her cool hands nurturing the beast with a longing which showed in her eyes as she looked up and continued.

“I know I can’t keep you. It would never work unless you wanted to stay. I just hoped that somehow I could bring you round. But now...!"„

She stopped as Peter spoke.

m SLAVE FARMS “Bella, don’t give up. I think there may be a way. I had a lot of time to think over the past couple of days, and I think I know how we can both get what we want.“

He paused, looking for her reaction and saw the dawning sparkle of hope born in her eyes, and sensing her eagerness for him to continue, he outlined his plan.

“If we could rescue Sandra and Angela, and deal with Carlos together, I'm sure that the girls would enjoy staying here at the ranch. In fact I'm almost certain they’d insist on it. Once here and safe, I see no reason why your dreams can’t come true.“

He gasped as her grip on his shaft became like a vice, her slim fingers biting into its surface with the tension.

“You mean it, you really mean it?” Bella asked looking at him with pleading eyes; her hand tug- gong at his man hood with enthusiasm. “You would do that for us, be our master, look after us and everything?“

Peter nodded, unable to speak coherently as she emphasised each urgent question with a jerk on his bursting rod. He knew that his task would be strenuous, but nonetheless, extremely pleasant. He could live with that small down-side.

“We’d better get you released and start planning,“

gushed an excited Bella beginning to tear at the buckles and clamps securing him to the frame.

“No!” Bella looked up with surprise.

“You can’t release me now, that wouldn’t be fair on Tracy, her fantasy was for the week just like yours.

We can’t deny her that after coming so far.“

Peter knew he shouldn’t have offered as the soreness of his marathon stud session made its self felt under Bella’s fingers. But as he contemplated Tracy’s reddened and abused pussy before him, he thought ‘what the hell! .. If she can take it, so can L.

Bella ceased her activities and considered this, also noting the soreness of Tracy’s pubic lips. Then as if finding the answer, she nodded her agreement, and turning called the girls.

Peter was re-hooded, and in his blinded state felt the girls adjusting his mounting frame. Bella was up to something. He could feel her excited mirth as she plotted some sort of surprise. Footsteps receded as the room was emptied and a hiss heralded Tracy’s return to the servicing position once more.

Again the vibrator tingled against his crutch, then finishing its task left him to the mercy of the ram as it moved him forward.

This time it was different, he felt himself moving much slower than before; the travel towards his offered filly taking and age before he felt the first contact. Panic gripped him as he felt his hard shaft beginning to buckle and bend; denied entrance by a now tight and resisting orifice as the ram remorselessly thrust him forward. The heavily oiled shaft began to penetrate, then with a rush he felt the resistance give way as he slid into an ultra tight grasping hole.

Bella you devious bastard he thought as the realisation came that he had been aimed at Tracy’s neat little asshole. He felt the trussed form below straining against her bonds as Tracy, unable to comprehend her continuous use, rebelled at this new attack on her captive form. No-one had told her of her use as an object of punishment as with a growing alarm she had felt herself being filled to the brim by Peter’s two hourly insertions, only to be inverted once more and left to struggle after each session.

Now, with her pussy full and neatly plugged, she was going to be filled elsewhere.

The ram continued his plunging descent into her rear passage. Then, having buried him deeply, began its reciprocating movements with infinitely slower movements. Each stroke took as much as two minutes to complete, but the exquisite delight was so gentle that Peter found had complete control over his arousal.

If he’d thought that this was the limit of Bella’s skulduggery, he was sadly mistaken, for unbeknown to either Tracy or himself, the machine was set for continuous operation.

When Bella returned some eighteen hours later and removed his hood, Peter was still sliding gently in and out of the squirming Tracy. Looking up at the sublime tranquillity on Peter’s face she asked.

“Am I forgiven?“

Peter, eyes closed in ecstasy as he was squeezed against the resilient softness of Tracy’s curving buttocks for the zillionth time, nodded a slow smiling nod.

Both himself and Tracy, released from their frames were taken to be bathed and cosseted by a bevy of chattering pony-girls, all eager to learn first hand what it was like to be on the breeding frame.

The days passed, and Tracy, now a serviced filly was treated with tenderness by her stable hands, all who had once been ponies and understood her needs. The frame was removed from her stable as it was re-organised for the long nine month wait.

Tracy, although tethered most of the time by a collar and long chain, was unencumbered by the more demanding pony-girl outfits, and generally chose to wear a simple leather body harness and halter.

Peter although visiting her regularly and spending lots of time cuddling and caressing his new mate, became more and more involved with Bella as they planned the assault on Carlos’ estate. The arrival of the video showing his girls punishment had not only spurred Peter to greater effort, but at the same time given assurance that although enduring rigorous punishment, they were in good health. A further unexpected bonus was that it gave a good account of the layout of Carlos’ ranch. But then, he had hardly been expecting it to be used to plan an attack on him.

Peter had offered to fulfil Bella’s dream as soon as his manhood returned to normal, but his offer had been refused. Bella considered the release of Sandra and Angela more important now, and felt that once accomplished, her master would fall wholeheartedly into the task she demanded of him.

A week passed. On the Monday morning, planning was complete. All the equipment was ready and his army trained and prepared. Peter walked out to the mini-bus and inspected his troops. He chuckled as he surveyed the ten grinning girls. How the hell could any man stand up to this show of strength.

Each girl had chosen the slinkiest, most revealing costume she could find, then having donned these garments, had made themselves up with cosmetics until they became irresistible. Peter tried to imagine how he would feel as a guard given the task of repelling these females, and knew that for him it would be a case of fuck the war as he threw down his weapons and prepared to die the slow way.

“Okay troops, mount up,” he said, chuckling heartily as the girls sprang to attention, thrusting their boobs far out, and in some cases sorely testing the tensile strength of the Playtex claim to fame. The jubilant supremely confident women turned and filed into the bus, their attempts at marching being deliberately crucified as they swung their hips in outrageous display, each with left hand on hip in a simulated gay-male display.

The trip North was a long dusty grind, the girls occupying their time by playing cards or with each other. Peter almost ran off the road several times, as with a loud squealing, a group of girls would leap onto one of their companions and strip her for action. His internal mirror adjusted to relay events provided endless enjoyment to break the monotony of the desert roads.

182 His greatest problems came when one of the girls, encouraged by her partners in crime had wheedled her way between his legs as he drove, and kneeling before him gave him several blow jobs. Fortunately, the brake and clutch pedals were rarely needed out here, so with his legs spread he was able to accommodate her between his open thighs asher toe kept the accelerator down. Bella seated alongside him was the worst culprit for thinking up ideas to keep him happy.

Since their day of understanding, she had radiated when ever he came near, and Peter, mindful of his eventual task regarding her fantasy, had begun to study her more closely.

Although she was approaching middle age, he could see that she was fit and trim. The loose fitting clothes she tended to favour, hid the fact that she was still very shapely and attractive. This being somewhat of a relief to Peter, in that he knew his libido would perform according to plan when offered her charms in the breeding stable.

Dusk was descending as the now grimy and dishevelled looking mini-bus entered the outskirts of Mecca, and swapping places with Bella, Peter allowed her to drive, crouching low to avoid being seen as they passed through the town, whilst behind them, the girls covered their head and shoulders with shawls and yashmaks of some holy order.

As a white male infidel in the Holy city, his chances of survival would have been somewhat reduced. The girls, as female none believers, would have little chance of avoiding the slave markets.

Leaving the fetid streets of lower Mecca behind, the bus began the climb out into the desert beyond, until with a feeling of relief they drew to a halt on the top of a hill some twenty miles beyond the city.

Peter climbed back up into the seat, and following Bella’s pointing finger, picked out a collection of buildings and a large house down by a distant oasis.

“That’s Carlos’ ranch,” she said as he swung up the binoculars.

Studying the grounds carefully, his gaze came to rest on the figure of Carlos as he reclined by the pool. His Sun-bed appeared to be of normal construction, as was the table supporting drinks. So where were the girls?. He knew they would be somewhere close. The glasses swung to and fro, sweeping the pool area, until with a grunt of satisfaction, Peter handed the glasses to Bella.

“The two mermaids at the end of the pool spouting water.” He directed as she levelled and focussed the binoculars. Bella studied the two beautiful mermaid statues, arched gracefully backward and leaning out over the pool; their arms out-spread and heads held back as if completing a swallow dive.

Sparkling clear water gushed from open mouths into the pool. Only by studying them carefully was she able to pick out the skilfully made moulding travelling up their backs and the attendant banding which secured them in position. A carefully hidden tube running over their shoulders came up below the chin and ended in a jet level with the lips of their open mouths, the result was to give the impression that the girls were actually the conduit carrying the fountain water.

Their lower torso and legs encased in a form fitting sheath ended in mock fish tails curving gracefully into the air. The whole assembly had been sprayed white, so that the naked girls looked as if carved from marble. Bella put down the glasses, and turning to Peter she smiled.

“I see why you want them back, and well worth the effort I should say.” Peter nodded, and grateful that his ladies were well, began to plan their dawn assault. ' THE RESCUE Shafts of early morning sunlight reflected in a white glare from the mermaid statues as they guarded the pool. The water turned off, their open mouths seemed unnatural without the torrent of water cascading into the blue pool below. Whilst further along the side paving, a sleepy guard lounged on Carlos’ unoccupied Sun-bed. His shift almost over, he was looking forward to the arrival of his relief.

Suddenly, jerking upright, he swung round to the sound of approaching footsteps. He was puzzled as what appeared to be one of the female guests came towards him. Stunned into immobility, he stared open-mouthed as a slim, provocatively clad woman in her early twenties sauntered towards him, her body sending out loud sexual messages as she neared his wanting body. His reaction as this beauty reached out and began to stroke the front of his bulging trousers was to stand stiffened with unbelieving shock. Recovering slightly, he allowed his rifle to swing down as he reached forward to wrap his arm around this inviting vision.

The thud of Peter’s cosh echoed around the pool, and lowering the unconscious body to the ground, he smiled as Wendy spoke.

“Like taking candy from a baby,” she intoned, supremely confident of her attraction for the opposite sex. Peter had never underestimated her appeal and was convinced he could have driven up behind the guard in a Chieftain tank without diverting his attention from the simpering Wendy.

Dragging him to a nearby changing room, they trussed him tight with the plasticuffs binders Peter produced from his jacket, and stuffing his mouth with a sponge, they taped it over before leaving him on the floor.

Passing the Mermaids, Peter looked down from the pool walkway, and seeing the wide staring eyes of the girls as they recognised him, he blew a kiss.

“Back shortly, ladies, don’t rush off.“

Out of sheer devilment, he turned the tap and left them gushing water as they moved off; almost stumbling over a second trussed and unconscious guard as they rounded the corner.

“Looks like Bella and Trish have been busy,” he remarked as they continued towards the house.

Several more slumbering and tightly bound guards e SLAVE FARMS littered the route taken by the rest of his team. The effectiveness of the girls Seduction Attacks being plainly demonstrated as the opposition casualties mounted.

Bursting into the sleeping quarters of Carlos’ guard fraternity, Peter and Wendy came to a stop as a heap of writhing trussed bodies confronted them.

Whilst in the far corner, the rest of the team stood watching as the final guard was rendered helpless.

“Nice work, girls!” beamed an enthusiastic Peter, mentally applauding the skills of the girls, who without a shot being fired had reduced Carlos’ twenty-four strong guard to helpless bundles in minutes. So much for the weaker sex he thought, mildly irritated that his own fighting skills had been largely excess baggage. He turned to Bella, who seeing the last guard incapacitated, lowered the .45 Colt Auto in her hand.

“Time to wake up Carlos, I think,” Peter said nodding towards the house as he carefully laid down the now redundant Stirling.

“But shouldn't we release Sandra and Angela first?“

asked a surprised Bella.

Peter grinned widely.

“No, not just yet, I have things to do before they’re let loose!“

‘Carlos stirred restlessly, and then as if sensing something was not right, sat bolt upright in bed.

His shocked brain tried to register as he stared at the ring of naked women facing him, women who should have been safely chained to walls in his stables or secured in various forms of bondage. A feeling of terrible foreboding descended on him as his took in the determined look on their faces.

Galvanised by fear, his hand shot beneath the pillow as the clothes were ripped from the bed by the women. His fist reappeared clutching a Walther PPK. Carlos froze mid movement as slender female fingers gripped and stretched his manhood, and cold steel slid across the taut skin. Lowering his eyes, he gulped with terror as Trish calmly used his dick like an open razor sharpening strop and expertly whisked the gleaming diver’s knife back and forth on his trembling skin.

The Walther dropped from nerveless fingers and was retrieved by someone behind him as Trish threw his flaccid manhood to one side and grabbing a handful of balls she lifted him upward as he yelped like a scalded puppy. With a shout of fear, he cowered as an avalanche of angry female bodies poured down onto him.

Outside the room, Bella and Peter listened to the turmoil within, until after a short silence. Carlos, strung like an ox on a pole, was shouldered out of the room, escorted by a ferocious crowd of feline she-devils, hell bent on extracting every last drop of revenge from their former master.

The day was a long one for the unfortunate Carlos, his body performing almost impossible contortions as he was tested on equipment designed for more flexible females, and it was with some relief that he found himself hanging naked, trussed and inverted - suspended by his ankles from the ceiling of his own lounge, a party balloon tied cheekily to his out-thrust penis, and a stick of celery sprouting from his asshole adding to his decorative role.

Carlos was hardly in a position to complain.

Below him, his former captives and Bella’s assault group chattered incessantly over their drinks. Meanwhile, a disgruntled Peter had been nominated as cook listened to the party from his place by the stove. When faced with this crowd of female rowdies, partly drunk with the proceeds of Carlos’ ransacked wine cellar, he had decided that retreat was the better part of valour, and donning the offered apron, had left for the kitchen where he spent the next hour cooking and muttering threats of revenge as the sounds of the party became louder and more unruly.

Bella had entered at one stage, and seeing his dejected look, had put her arm around his shoulders trying to console his dented ego.

“Let the girls have their fling. After all, they have been through a rough time, and anyway, most of them are coming back with us, so sooner or later you get your revenge.“

She turned to leave and then remembering something she turned back.

“What about the girls, aren’t you going to release them?” Peter swung round to answer, his dejected look vanishing and a glint of devilment in his eyes.

“After the meal. I'd like to have a little fun first, I owe them something,” he said, remembering his own downfall at their hands after they had sneakily handcuffed him to a sofa.

The meal ended, and leaving the hanging Carlos and a scene of total culinary devastation, they went out to the pool area, where Sandra and Angela began to make indignant noises through their open mouths as they saw all the other released girls, annoyed that he had liberated them first.

Peter switched off the water, and as the flow subsided, described to the gathered crowd, the night he had suffered as these two ‘mermaids”had abused his helpless body.

“I just thought you ladies would help me with a return match,” he said, pleased by the chorus of assent. He proceeded watch with amusement as the mob swarmed over his two helpless women, a multitude of tongues and fingers beginning to work feverishly on their offered bodies whilst Peter, dragging up a lounger, lay back to watch the fun.

Whoops of delight punctured the cool night air at regular intervals as one or the other of the captive mermaids went into unsolicited orgasmic gyrations, each pleading in turn for compassion from their tormentors, and receiving in return a resumption of the stimulation that neither could deny.

It was almost morning by the time the festivities were over and the group prepared to leave. The girls coming with them had loaded everything they wanted into three of the trucks at the ranch, whilst the a few others who had decided to go back and restart their lives, commandeered two of the cars.

The exhausted Sandra and Angela, after finally being released from the pool mountings, were looked after by the girls and carefully loaded into the bus, supported by willing hands as they staggered slightly. Their bodies had been drained by a virtually continuous orgasmic contraction lasting through the night. The team of expert tongues and fingers had worked in relays on their captive undulating forms.

Seeing Peter as they boarded, Sandra stopped and looking him straight in the eye spoke to her lover.

“You lousy shit! We’ll get you for that. Sooner or later we'll get you!“

The sentiment was seconded by Angela as she looked on, an impish twinkle in her eyes as she attempted to appear menacing. Peter felt a weakness in his knees and a hot flush in his groin as he contemplated their gaining the upper hand.

Everything was ready. The cars had left with the other girls on their way to the distant Port Said.

Only one thing remained.

“What do we do about Carlos?” asked Bella. “If we leave him he’ll rally his army and come after us.“

“Good point” conceded Peter. “What do we do?

We can’t kill him, although, I did have it in mind when I first met him. But lets face it, he’s never really hurt any of the girls. An evil, scheming, randy toe-rag he may be, but he doesn’t deserve killing.“

A silence descended as they all considered alternatives, until at last, Peter offered a way out.

“Why not take him with us? After all, it surely won't go against principal to abducts former Slaver?

“But what do we do with him?” asked Bella, unable to grasp Peter’s plan or envisage the use to which the former slaver could be put.

“The same as you intended to do with me,” he returned. “After all, I'm not Superman, and now I've got thirty-seven women to contend with, not to mention these two,” He said placing his hands on the shoulders of his slumbering former mermaids.

The women considered his plan.

“Well he is quite good looking in a rugged sort of way, and he’s still fairly young,” voiced one.

“It’s settled then,” decided Bella. “Go and fetch him and put him in the luggage space.“

Several minutes later, a frightened Carlos was carried from the house and roughly thrown, still bound, in amongst the cases and boxes full of looted spoils from his own house.

“Are they going to kill me?” he asked searching Peter’s face, his obvious fear showing clearly in his eyes.

“Sure they are,” Peter replied. “But it could take several years the way they’re going to do it!“

He chuckled as he made to close the door, his parting comment confounding the bound Carlos even further.

“The biggest problem will be the burial. I don’t know if they make coffins wide enough to take the grin you'll be wearing.“

Slamming the door to the luggage compartment, he boarded the bus, and checking that all were aboard he started the engine and drove out of the yard. The throaty roar of the three following trucks announcing the departure of his newly recruited female army as they fell in behind the bus with transport stolen from Carlos’ garages.

The journey South was uneventful, and as the convoy ground onwards, Carlos, was removed from the bus during a rest stop and shared alternatively by the girls in the back of each truck. The mounds of equipment looted from his stores being tested to the full on his tormented body as they repeated raped their former owner.

To most, the thought of women raping a male would seem an impossibility, but without the knowledge of these girls carnal expertise and insatiable appetites, this was forgivable. The arrival back at Bella’s ranch being the highlight of the trip, as with a crash, the tail gate of the last truck flew open and a naked unfettered Carlos flopped out into the dirt.

Groaning he lay on the floor, unable to rise as the buoyant, bouncing nymphs who had wrought such havoc on his beleaguered body, jumped lightly down and gathered around his shattered form.

Bloodshot, bleary eyes looked up at the arriving Peter as he begged for help, whilst two disappointed girls battled to raise the limp finger of flesh that had once been Carlos’ proudest possession.

“You could have left something for us,” voiced an angry Wendy, upset that she had been in the bus and unable to share in Carlos’ destruction. Looking down at the wrecked former slaver, Bella ordered the girls forward.

“Stable him for the night, and make sure he’s well secured. We'll resurrect him for a replay tomorrow.“

A groan of anguish escaped Carlos’ lips as he overheard this sentence of slow death, and with four girls holding a limb each, they carried his unresisting body into the stable block.

“Well that’s it, ladies, we did it. Tomorrow we can set about getting this place humming,” said Peter as he turned. Bella just smiled and looking back at him, burst his bubble of joy with a low sultry voice.

“Tomorrow you're busy. You have a bargain to keep, and its going to take all week.“

With that she turned, and allowing two of the stable girls to take her arms, was led towards the farrowing stable, a sublime look of bliss on her face as she walked towards her dream; leaving behind her, a deflated Peter as he faced up to the week ahead, praying that Carlos would soon be able to share the load. Had he known of Bella’s confidential instructions to the girls as they mounted her on the breeding- frame, he would have packed and slunk away into the darkness that night.

Bella emphasised her instructions with a wagging finger, “When he’s completed the full week, you leave him mounted on the Friday night. Put the machine to twenty-four cycle, make sure the food dispenser’s and water containers are full and leave us. No-one is to enter the stable until the following Friday!“

As she spoke Bella’s insides churned with anticipation at the fourteen day sentence of ravishment she - had awarded herself.

“Oh! by the way, you can tell Sandra and Angela that you've been primed on their little revenge plot, they'll just love it.“

With that the girls completed her mounting and with a last look at her trussed and offered form, they left her to await the fulfilment of her dreams.

For Peter the week was an exhausting albeit enjoyable one as he serviced Bella by day and attended to the girls by night. His breaks from the breeder during the day allowing him to manage the ranch and attend to Carlos’ pony training.

It was with some relief however that he allowed the girls to mount him for that final session on the Friday night. Then patiently waiting, fully secured and hooded, he heard the giggles of Sandra and Angela as they entered the room, and with a terrible feeling of helplessness, Peter heard Sandra’s voice through the helmet.

“Got you! You fink! Now it’s our turn. Okay girls, twenty-four hour cycle, seven days duration. Let’s see this rat-bag sucked dry.“

Sandra squeezed Bella’s buttocks gently as she descended into the servicing position.

“Thanks Bella, we owe you one. Have fun.“

The muted “Mmmrr! Mmr!” from Bella was drowned out by Peter’s muffled begging as the vibrators began working on his balls. Bella was having second thoughts, but her attention to detail in the design of her own restraints ensured that there was no going back on her plan. No matter how she strained in her bondage or screamed against the awesome gag, Bella remained firmly offered and completely incapable of influencing the fate to which she had consigned herself.

As they left the room Angela turned to Sandra her face flushed with arousal and excitement.

“Boy he’s really going to be pissed off when they release him, I dread to think what he’ll do to us when he gets the chance.“

“MMMMmmmm!” Sandra groaned, rubbing her crotch with one hand and cupping a breast with the other. “I suppose we’ll just have to be patient and wait until he gets around to it.“

Released from the breeder a week later, Peter raged and fumed at his two women His tool, sore and wrecked, lay in a cotton wool padded nest inside his shorts. They listened, feigning shocked innocence at prior knowledge of Bella’s planning and almost blatantly encouraged him with their attitude to seek revenge.

Peter refused to be drawn, and for the next few weeks retreated into a shell, surrounding himself with the running of the ranch and checking on the still somewhat dazed Bella who, resting in the next door stable to Tracy, seemed to live in a dreamworld of pleasure as she repeatedly relived the events of the previous two weeks.

Meanwhile Sandra and Angela were becoming nervous and jittery. They knew that Peter hadn't forgotten their little marathon revenge gig, and felt sure that he was planning a spectacular reprisal.

Angela was convinced that some of the other girls had been drawn into the plot, but a wall of silence surrounded any attempts to gain knowledge of his plans.

The nature of Peter’s revenge however, was to take a back seat with events of the following day due to the arrival of a new woman in the camp.

Four of the girls had been returning from a provisions trip to Jazir, when they saw five Arab youths apparently raping a black woman in the back of pick up. Seeing a vehicle approaching, the youth’s pick-up had made off at speed, one driving and the others holding the woman in the back. The girls gave chase and soon had closed the gap to fifty yards in their determination to rescue the unfortunate woman. It was a chase that was to almost end in disaster, when seeing that the girls couldn’t be outrun, the youth’s hurled the woman’s body from the pick-up.

Swerving violently, the girls’ vehicle left the road, narrowly missing the woman'’s flailing body as it rolled and bounced into a sand dune at the side of the road.

Fighting the bucking wheel, Wendy wrestled the station wagon to a stop, and piling, out they ran back to the prostrate form lying still in the soft sand.

She had survived the fall, her life being saved by ploughing into the sand - but the cost had been high in skin losses.

Gently they loaded her battered body into the car, noticing as they did her emaciated under-nourished state, and the many sores covering her body.

The woman’s eyes followed them, listless sunken and ringed, as they climbed back into the station wagon. The journey resumed, the strange woman with her head cradled on Trish’s lap during the trip as Trish commented that beneath the grime and neglect, there remained what had once been a beautiful woman.

Arriving at the ranch, the girls carried her into a bedroom as Peter and the girls were informed, then fetching water and towels they began to clean her up. Peter, followed by Sandra and Angela arrived several minutes later, out of breath having run from the far side of the ranch. Pushing through the throng surrounding the injured woman, he lifted her head looking down into her face, his eyes searching beneath the grime and lines of despair for a glimpse of the real woman beneath.

Stunned recognition shattered his composure as he studied the sun blistered and ravaged face on the pillow.

“Sharna!“

The half whispered name escaped his lips as the stared at Sandra and Angela who were right behind him, his body blocking from their view the blaze of pure venom as Sharna realised the identity of her rescuers.
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