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SANDRA (Volume 2) 

FOREWORD 

Dear followers of those roped and ravished lovelies we call bound ladies. Yet again we ask you to 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 a second mental blitzkreig of what is 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!

The three volumes, of which this is the second, 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 reedited 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 To further enhance the impact of the text, my own crude sketches have been replaced by the skilled work of the well known and highly accomplished artist, Benson.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 almost 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 that 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 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.

 Of course, that was written before I met the real life hellions Donna, Patricia, Loretta, Lisa, Theresa, and a host of other will-fully adventurous ladies who seem hell bent on outbondaging our indestructable fantasy woman Sandra Darcy.

But that's another story.

(Blanche Maynard S.B.I. to be precise.)

 So 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!

GORD

‘March 1996 & May 1997

— PROBLEMS IN PARADISE

Review

SANDRA

(Volume One)

At the outset of this thoroughly believable saga, Sandra Darcy, Sales Executive, is kidnapped by a colleague she out manoeuvred in the race to claim the vacated post of Sales Director. Peter, then a disgruntled underling, decides to take his revenge by converting her into a bound and gagged sex toy; .. first for his own use, and then later as the purchased possession of a rich African industrialist.

Unfortunately there are two glitches in this otherwise perfectly executed plan. In the first instance, Peter never dreamed he would fall in love with the staggeringly beautiful Sandra. And number two, Petros Umkono the industrialist, has foreseen the possibility of him having second thoughts on their deal. Accordingly he has moved the collection date forward. Peter in the midst of a session with a tightly bound Sandra is surprised and relieved of his captive.

Trussed, stuffed, gagged, and immersed in a sarcophagus of rapidly hardening plaster, Sandra is packed for export in a beer barrel and flown out of the UK.

On route she is tormented to distraction by Petros and his evil girlfriend Sharna, but miraculously survives, to arrive and be unpacked (more dead than alive) in a far off land, where she becomes Petros’ birthday gift to his girlfriend.

Sharna has an old score to settle with Sandra, and wastes no time in subjecting her to horrendous humiliation, whipping, and bondage in her quest to reduce the captive women to a grovelling bondage slave.

Peter, having escaped from a lingering death locked in his own dungeon, is soon in hot pursuit of his newly discovered love in life. After a shaky start at a rescue attempt, he doggedly follows his suffering lady, first to an island resort owned by Petros, and then back to her mainland prison at the Umkono mansion. During that time he is powerless to intervene as his woman is subjected to various excruciatingly tight and powerfully contorted bondage ordeals; used as a mooring buoy; trained and raced as a Pony; variously converted into an ornament or some other hideously humiliating display; to mention but a few of the diabolical plights conjured up by the evil Sharna.

But justice prevails at last, and with Petros meeting an untimely death, Sharna, the evil girlfriend finds herself a captive as the tables are turned.

Bound and left to suffer on one of her own devices, she can only watch impotently as her hated enemies leave her to face an excruciating retribution. Helplessly she struggles as a timed device runs down and inexorably propels her towards an apocalyptic introduction to the world of pain.

Meanwhile the scarpering escapees board a ship and head out of town. Unfortunately, Peter, with his usual ineptness at fucking up, books passage on a ship owned by the sadistic woman they left behind.

Sharna suffers the events they have left her to endure, then is rescued, and soon, she too, is in hot pursuit. A quick radio call to the ship delivers the captives back into her hands as she follows with vengeance in mind.

But things don’t turn out quite as she expected, when upon arrival by helicopter, Sharna finds she is dropping straight into a takeover bid by the Captain.

Shocked and powerless to alter the events, Sharna joins the former captives, who are now the property of the slave ship Captain.

The burgeoning clan of bound lovelies are split up, with Carlos the Captain taking Sandra and her new found friend Angela for his own personal pleasure, whilst Sharna is sold to a brothel.

The story progresses through many bondage ordeals for all concerned, and after several reversals of fortunes, none are aware that in the very near future their paths will cross again.

Sharna, after escaping the brothel and enduring some serious bondage harassment at the hands of Arabs, briefly regains the upper hand, and tries to sell the two captives to cannibals as her ultimate revenge, (after meeting out some very heavy punishment of course.) But as usual, plans go awry and she finds herself booked as the replacement delicacy on the menu whilst her former captives leg it into the sunset

Now read on as Volume Two reveals the ongoing fortunes of:

 

SANDRA

SANDRA (Volume 2)

EPISODE FIVE

PROBLEMS IN PARADISE

PROBLEMS

Sharna’s return complicated the idyllic life style that Peter and his girls had built up over the previous weeks. His first instincts were to have her removed to a hospital for her recovery, but subsequent thoughts on the matter ruled that out. His reasoning, was based on the fact that it was better to know her whereabouts than to have her appear at a later date, armed to the teeth and seeking revenge.

Sharna’s recovery was slow, and although Peter and his two girls kept away from her, they were appraised daily of her condition by the stable-girls tending her shattered body. As she slowly mended the serving girls gained her confidence and eventually the full story of events after being sold to the dhow Captain came out.

For three days she remained strapped to the frame and endured endless rape by the Captain and his crew. When not in use, which wasn’t very often, her frame was hauled up to swing from the mast where she endured the constant mocking of her humiliating plight. Below decks, all three openings in her body were used to the full, and sometimes simultaneously. This seemed at the time to be the ultimate degradation. She was just a collection of warm squirming holes to the crew. .. A blob of flesh secured in a convenient position for their enjoyment. .. A commodity to be prodded and skewered in their seemingly insatiable demands for relief. But that was nothing when compared with her ordeals at the hands of the brothel keeper.

Chained spread-eagled on a stinking bed, Sharna endured as a never ending queue of customers took advantage of her helpless body. Barely minutes passed between the violent insertion of one hard shaft and the next. The constant buffeting often continuing through the night when demand was heavy.

Even as she slept from sheer exhaustion, her body was bouncing to the thrusts of the next customer. Soon, the mattress beneath her shackled body became sticky and wet with the excesses of fluid draining from her various orifices. Some of it her own, but mainly that of her fetid, stinking customers. Her once faultless breasts grew sores from the effect of being savagely cinched and whipped as discerning customers vented long held fantasies of breast abuse on her helpless form.

Occasionally she endured the indignity of being released from the bed so that her body could be wound with thin cutting coils of wire, then inverted and suspended they would hang her over a card table as the prize to be gambled for. Cinched and stiffened into an agonized column of captive female flesh, Sharna choked behind her gag as clouds of stinking cigar smoke rose to engulf her body.

Then it was back to her strained spread-eagle on the bed as the victor claimed the pot, in this case her pussy and anything else they wanted.

For three weeks it continued as she passed into a semi conscious state, only vaguely aware that she had been turned over. Her pussy now raw and bleeding, they reversed her position and re-chained her body so that a block elevated her offered rear orifice. A further two weeks elapsed as she was brutally sodomised and whipped, depending on the clientels wishes. Two tautly stretched loops of hide around her upper thighs, drawn tight to either side of the bed ensured that her rounded butt and frantically clenching nates remained prised apart for any violation.

Sometimes two would climb over her spreadeagled form and while one reamed her rear end the other would lift her head and force his throbbing manhood down her throat.

The five weeks of horror ended as Sharna, by now almost in a coma, was removed from the bed and folded into a foetal position before being crammed into a tiny cage and carried down to a dingy cellar. Here she was hung with several others from the ceiling beams.

This was the recovery room, and as they hung dejectedly in their cages they were forced to eat by various methods in order to regain strength for their eventual return upstairs.

Sharna intended to refuse food and slowly allow herself to die. Her will to survive had been crushed by the ordeal she faced. The intended euthanasia however was not an uncommon reaction amongst the women so caged, and one that the brothel owners learned to deal with very effectively.

With bloodshot eyes, Sharna looked down from her cage as a small brazier with hot coals was carried in and placed directly below her cage, then after leering at her through the bars, her tormentors left.

At first the heat rising was pleasant and Sharna welcomed the warmth in her cold naked body. Despite the heat outside, the cellar was cold and fetid with slime covered walls. But as time went on, the true nature of the coercion began to make itself felt.

Steadily the bars of the cage became unbearably hot as they continued to absorb heat and Sharna found that she was having to shift her feet and buttocks in the cramped confines of the cage in order to relieve the burning heat on pressure points. Within an hour she was screaming for help as she frantically jostled in her confinement, her body slowly being barbecued by the rising heat. The other girls looked on with dull lifeless eyes. They had all been there themselves; so had little pity or time to consider the fate of another.

An hour later her owners returned and insisted that she eat the offered mush before removing the brazier. Sharna crammed the food into her mouth as she struggled to cope with the hot bars until finally the bowl was empty and the they laughingly removed the source of her torment.

Another week passed as the women swung miserably in their tiny barred cages.

Conversation was impossible as they all came from different corners of the globe and spoke widely differing languages. The stench from their own waste rising from the floor below caused permanent nausea due to the badly ventilated room as they crouched in their confinement.

That terrible week drew to a close as the women currently occupying the beds upstairs were beginning to become stale to the customers. Sharna was taken from the cage and placed on a treadmill in order to prepare her for the next session of work.

Day in day out for five days she was walked and run on the mill, this in itself a horror of torment as she struggled to perform whilst strapped excruciatingly tight by an upper body harness. In addition, she suffered the discomfort of having her pussy crammed full of herbs that would create shrinkage in the overused slackness of her labial tunnel; ..

customers demanded that the goods on offer were tight and fulfilling. No-one wanted to dip into a slack wet hole that accepted them easily; they wanted to feel the resistance of a tight pussy as they bored into her helpless body.

Her efforts on the treadmill were constantly encouraged by frequent use of the whip, until on the sixth day, a bed became vacant. The destroyed occupant, a young British holiday maker who had been taken in Algiers, was consigned to Sharna’s cage. Shackled and collared, Sharna was led upstairs and returned to the still warm and stinking bed.

She had almost given up hope, when on the third day, a client, deciding he wanted a handjob, released one wrist from its straps thus allowing her to manipulate his flagging penis.

Sharna managed to supply the relief he needed and as he flopped on top of her she allowed her arm to fall at the side of the bed.

Her fingers struck something hard as her arm fell on the man’s discarded trousers. Carefully, so as not to alarm the panting form lying across her, she began to slide her fingers into the trouser pocket. The searching hand located a cool smooth object and her fingers closed around the butt of a snubby .38 Special.

The disgusting pig lying on top of her grunted as something hard and cold dug into his temple, and opening his eyes he saw the brown hand of his recent screw holding his own gun to his head.

“Undo the other straps,” ordered Sharna, her voice cold and menacing, “Make one sound and you lose what few brains you have.“

Shaking with fear and moving very slowly so as not to alarm Sharna, he slid his hand up and began to release her other wrist.

An hour later the brothel keeper called time and throwing back the curtain, switched on the light. The scene revealed by the glare of the naked bulb took several seconds to register as he stared with disbelieving eyes at the naked spread-eagled man arching upwards from the bed, his mouth stuffed to bursting with his own socks and underpants as he strained at the restraining straps. Still in shock, the owner followed the wires connected to his toe and the one wound around a jerking quivering cock, eventually coming to rest as they ended in the light socket of one of the room lights. The realization of what was happening caused him to lunge for the light switch.

A mile away a ramshackle cart clattered its way through the streets, its driver completely unaware of the semi-naked disheveled woman crouching under his load of hides as he headed for the Tuareg trading camp some thirty miles south.

SALEABLE GOODS

Sharna’s discovery as the truck was unloaded was not without cost. Two of the Arabs who attempted to restrain her paid with their lives.

Before she could be overpowered Sharna managed to get off two shots from her last client’s revolver.

Within minutes the filthy clothes she managed to snatch on her escape were ripped from her body and Sharna once more found herself spread-eagled. Although this time, it was on the floor of a tent and stretched tightly between the four stakes which had been hurriedly embedded in the ground.

Throughout the day Sharna played host to a seemingly unending line of Tuaregs as her unwilling services were offered at a price to the many traders at present in the camp. Their demands upon her body were crude and short. Each seemed limited to ramming themselves into her dripping well used orifice before reaching a climax after a few brutal thrusts. Grunting, they collapsed on top of her pinioned body, only to be dragged off by the next smelly tribesman impatient to empty his disgusting load into her interior.

For two days Sharna endured. No longer caring whether she lived or died as her aching form was hammered unmercifully by the thrusting flesh poles.

Day three arrived and with it a temporary respite from her ordeal as her present owners, tiring of her body, sold her to a passing caravan of nomadic wanderers., These new keepers proved to be a refreshing change in some ways. Not content with a simple spread-eagle configuration, they experimented and bound Sharna into many powerfully contorted shapes as they thrust into her helpless body or alternatively enjoyed various sports of whipping and barbecuing her trussed form.

A visit from the local Police whilst near one town en-route proved to be a somewhat traumatic experience, as her keepers, upon seeing their approach concealed their prize in a most unusual and frightening way.

As the Police Landrover appeared in the distance, the tribesman frantically dug an eight foot hole in the sand at the side of the tent; then trussing Sharna tightly to a pole they lowered her into the hole and hammered its end until the three feet extending below her body was firmly embedded at the bottom of the pit.

Working swiftly they forced a steel tube between her lips before filling in the hole and burying Sharna with her head two feet below the surface. The tube between her teeth stuck out of the sand alongside the tent and to conceal its true purpose, they removed a tent peg and used the end of the tube as an anchor instead.

At the lower end of the tube a terrified claustrophobic Sharna found that with the cruel pressure of the compacted sand around her she was rigidly entombed in its hot embrace. Gulping air down the only link she had to life, she tried to subdue the panic and rationalise her mind as the hopelessness of her plight pressed upon her.

The Police stayed all day, welcoming the seemingly friendly attitude of the tribesmen who plied them with tea and food. Sitting in a circle under the awning of the tent they swapped stories and jokes whilst not three feet away, Sharna’s breathing tube stood silently marking her living grave.

With the departure of the Police late in the evening it was decided that their captive should remain where she was until morning in case they should return. Sharna was not included in the decision making, or even aware of the outcome till much later.

The vibrations of digging close-by awakened a despairing and semiconscious Sharna to the arrival of her release from the horrors of a live burial. Grasping hands soon clutched at her body and the supporting pole as she was dragged out of the pit and doused in the life giving water of the oasis. Dousing consisted of two men holding the pole at both ends and then swinging and launching her stiffened form far out into the water. Almost two minutes later her bound drowning body was lifted from the mud at the bottom and carried to shore.

Still trussed to the pole, she was fed and tormented as the caravan prepared to move on. Then as the final packing was completed her pole was lashed under the belly of a camel, there to swing as the beast began the long journey south.

Two weeks passed and still the beast trudged onward with its underslung burden. Sharna’s only break from the never ending motion being the evenings, when once more she would endure the attentions of her captors lust. And so it was that the caravan neared its destination, the port of Jadib on the southern coast of Arabia.

Sharna, covered in sores from the repeated chafing of ropes and diseases collected from her nightly visitors, squirmed miserably in her bonds as the flies laid their eggs in her open and festering wounds, whilst nearby, the tribesmen debated the future of her now unattractive and filthy body.

Weakly, Sharna registered their reaching a decision and resigned to her fate, did not resist as she was buried up to the neck close to the base of a giant ant hill. Mocking her disembodied head, the tribesman left her to a lingering death, then mounted their camels and disappeared from sight as they crested the dune.

Sharna accepted her fate, knowing that she could never escape from the pole she was secured to, and aware of the fact that the shrinking rawhide would only get tighter as the moisture was absorbed by the surrounding sand. Inside her lower body, an even greater threat made itself felt. A hard baked egg-shaped container fashioned from mud had been thrust into her protesting love channel. Crudely fashioned wooden pegs gripped and sealed her love lips, whilst from within, she could feel the first stirrings of an awakening nightmare. The egg of a desert lizard was incubating in the heat of her body.

Soon the voracious carnivore would hatch, and upon finding its egg was encased in hard mud, would first sound out the path of least resistance and start to eat its way out. The tribesmen had ensured by the construction of the egg that it went upwards, through her body.

The thought of the coming dawn brought feelings of terror as she contemplated the first tentative forays of the soldier ants when they began their daily search for food. It would be a race between the ants and the rapidly animating monster within as to who claimed her screaming form first.

Dawn arrived and the sun beat mercilessly down on the blackened seething object at the base of the ant hill, and as the object moved a few ants who had not yet found a firm foothold fell off. The soldier ants clung on with their vicious pincers deeply embedded in the flesh below, determined to reach the tender succulent flesh denied them so far by tightly shut eye-lids. Others ventured tentatively into the warm moist tunnels of Sharna’s nostrils, only to be defeated as blasts of air jettisoned their flying bodies back into the sand. But time and numbers were on their side as more black bodies detached themselves from the quest to breach her eye-lid defence and replaced their ejected brothers in Sharna’s nose. She screamed past the stick gag as the mud cloaked egg deep within her tender shaft began to crack under the onslaught of the frenzied lizard.

Sharna barely heard the whine of the engine as an ancient old pick-up drew up alongside her ant infested features and was unaware of human presence as the strangers approached her captive form. Hands brushed the marauders away and tentatively opening her eyes against the glare of the sun, Sharna was confronted with the grinning faces of a group of Arab youths. Barely minutes elapsed before her beleaguered body was once more under attack from hard meaty shafts as the pick-up bounced across the sand and back onto the nearby road. But at least she was free of the half emerged lizardling that had been pulled from her pussy in the knick of time. It was a temporary reprieve as the youths had already voiced the intention of replacing it with another egg before she was replanted. But first, they intended to take full measure of pleasure from her helpless form.

For half an hour, Sharna was repeated screwed by her rescuers, until suddenly, they became very agitated. Ignoring her body for the present, they seemed intent on some following vehicle, their excited chatter and worried looks heightening as the vehicle behind began to gain on the struggling, overloaded pick-up.

Sharna barely had time to react as rough hands seized her naked body and hurled her out onto the road.

The first bone shaking impact knocked the wind from her as cart-wheeling through the sand, she was pounded and twisted by the forces of deceleration and humps in the dune; unable to protect herself with her hands bound tightly behind her as she careered onward. A blackness descended as her tortured body came to rest in the hot gritty bank at the side of the road.

Slowly, not believing her own senses, Sharna came round, and opening her eyes found herself looking up into the concerned eyes of Trish as she cradled her head and tried to soothe her pain.

PETER’S REVENGE

Four weeks passed, and the antibiotic injections were winning the battle. Most of Sharna’s sores and wounds were almost healed, and the diseases collected during her enforced sexual activities were under control as the drugs began to take hold. The continuous attention by her Pony-girl keepers was beginning to show results.

Already Sharna’s hollow cheeks and sunken eyes were beginning to revert their normal splendor and the effect of good food was evident by her ability to move around on her own; .. albeit walking like an old woman as the soreness of her chafing pussy sent fiery reminders of the abuse racing through her crotch.

Peter insisted that she be kept collared and secured to the wall by a long chain and cautioned that no one should approach her alone. Bella tried to get him to be more lenient in his approach, but found Peter unmoving in his mistrust of Sharna. Sandra and Angela backed him fully in the many discussions about their unwelcome guest, and in fact they recommended that she was also cuffed.

This subject however was not forefront in their minds. With Sharna safely shackled to a wall and Carlos, when not in Pony-cart training, undergoing serious sexual harassment at the hands of his former captives, they had other matters to ponder. The girl’s instincts were telling them that Peter had resumed work on his plan to even the score; a feeling further enhanced by his daily disappearances into a rarely used workshop at the edge of the property.

Sandra was by now convinced that all the other girls were in on the plot as any mention of her thoughts brought sniggers and whispered responses from the others. Both of the girls ventured out to the workshop at some time or another, only to find the building securely locked and the windows covered from the inside. This fact alone added fuel to their fears that the devious Peter was planning something really spectacular.

Hours stretched into days and to the secretly watching women the growing mass of strange equipment disappearing into the building further confounded their attempts to unravel the mystery of their forthcoming demise.

Whatever it was would be a plumber’s nightmare, judging by all the pipes and fittings they had seen; and the two riveted tank like objects left them completely at a loss.

Suddenly, all activity stopped at the building and Peter became in evidence again all over the farm as he continued with the day to day running of things, seemingly oblivious to the nervous anticipation exhibited by the girls.

Sandra and Angela kept close together, their nearness giving each comfort as the axe of retribution hung poised and ready.

Whatever he had in mind for them, they knew he’d completed preparations and was now waiting for his chance to pounce. Each time he approached they steeled themselves for the coming doom, and each time they were disappointed as he deliberately avoided any mention of revenge.

“The rotten bastard,” raged Angela when they were alone. “He’s doing this deliberately to wind us up.“

Sandra agreed, and sitting down they discussed ways to turn the tables as they drank the coffee Peter had brought for them a few minutes before.

They were halfway through their cups when a sobering thought suddenly struck Angela.

“Sandra! - when was the last time Peter ever brought us a cup of coffee?“

Sandra froze, the cup half-way to her mouth.

“You don’t think?” she faltered as her tongue appeared to take on the consistency of rubber.

“Oh! shit, this is it, the sly fink has drugged us.“

Attempting to replace her cup on the table, Sandra found it slipping from her failing grasp as she watched the blurred outline of Angela attempt to rise and then slide gracefully to the floor. A singing sensation buzzed in her head as the cloud of blackness descended.

JOKERS ARE WILD

Time stood still for the two girls as Peter with the help of his Pony-girl accomplices carried the slumbering women to the remote building which had of late been of great interest to Sandra and Angela. Now the waiting was at an end; their curiosities to be indulged as they became part of the plan for revenge. Bella watched as they carried the women past her stable window and grinned widely to herself as she contemplated the outcome of the plot Peter had confided in her.

For the girls, consciousness returned slowly, and as they struggled back through the mists of consciousness they both became aware of a change in status. They could feel their nudity and the fact that they were secured in a doubled up sitting position, knees pressed into their boobs and ankles tightly snugged into folded buttocks.

As vision returned, they found themselves confronted by the grinning faces of Peter and several Pony-girls. Testing her bonds Sandra looked around. Her shock at what she saw evident as her eyes widened and took in the fact that they were both enclosed in the strange riveted tanks they had seen before.

Only their heads stuck out above the tapering top surface of these strong steel containers and as they tried to complain, both girls found scuba-divers mouth pieces being pushed into their mouths.

Frowning, they watched helplessly as dome shaped metal containers with perspex panels in their front were brought over. Then, as these were lowered over the protruding heads, both in unison began to shake their heads and make noises of disapproval when the domes were clamped into place on watertight seals around their necks.

The leering face of Peter peered in at them through the perspex windows and faintly they heard his voice.

“Whatever you do ladies, don’t let go of the breathing tubes.“

Then he was gone, leaving the girls to ponder what form their repayment would take. Their wait was short, as suddenly a sound of running water sounded close by. So close in fact that it only took seconds for both to realise that the sound was emanating from around their feet and in fact “inside’ their steel containers.

Frantically they struggled against their restraints as panic welled within them. Their efforts redoubling as the first tentative touch of liquid caressed their toes and began to creep slowly over their bound feet.

Peter’s face reappeared in the windows, grinning like a Cheshire cat as he watched their pleading, panic-stricken looks, the sounds of their struggles muted by the thick steel containers as the liquid steadily encroached on their struggling forms.

Soon the advancing water reached their necks, and as Peter watched, it appeared at the lower edge of the perspex windows and lapped at the chins of the women incarcerated within the tanks. Angela’s eyes opened wide when for the first time, the advancing liquid became visible. It wasn't water as she had imagined, but a bright blue dye. Sandra meanwhile was watching an emerald green tide as it crept up to the level of her nose.

Peter’s female accomplices giggled incessantly as they watched the two wide eyed women in the tanks slowly disappear below the level of the dye, their hair floating briefly onits rising surface before it too was engulfed in the coloured liquid.

The level reached an outlet pipe at the top of the tanks and Peter turned off the two supply valves, confident that the girls were now fully 6 inches below the surface and totally immersed. Bending, he threw a switch and adjusted a dial until it read 80 degrees F, then having completed this he set a built-in timer for 30 minutes.

“Well that’s it girls!” he said turning to the women crowding around. Each jostled for position in order to peer into the inky deeps of the tanks.

“We'll leave them to soak for a while until the temperature rises, then add the fixer and rinse them off.” He turned back to the tanks and laughed as muffled curses and threats seeped from the ends of the breathing tubes as the women within struggled helplessly.

Completely surrounded by the iridescent skin penetrating dye, they could do nothing as their colouring was inexorably changed.

Peter meanwhile took advantage of the plethora of heavenly bodies in the room and without too much of a fight, allowed them to work on his body. The image of his submerged charges fueled his lust as he imagined the dye slowly soaking into every single nook and cranny of their bodies. Ashe surrendered to the searching hands of his play-mates, he heard the circulation pump start up and begin the task of ensuring that the dye stayed consistent as it continuously moved around inside the tank.

The half hour passed quickly. Eagerly Peter and his entourage moved over to the warmed tanks; .. the cursing still emanating from the tubes as he opened a valve and added fixer to the mix. With this added the dye would remain indelible for at least six months. Time enough for the girls to plan their revenge on him he thought.

The ‘fixing’ complete, the tanks were drained before being refilled with water as the excess dye was washed away; .. and as the liquid within slowly cleared, Peter became ecstatic at the green and blue faces staring angrily out of the perspex windows.

They were perfectly coloured. Not a millimeter of pink skin showed; the only other colours visible were the white of eyes and shining white teeth as the girls within spat out their mouthpieces and let loose a tirade of abuse.

The tanks were opened, and still bound, the dripping girls were lifted out.

Released from the doubled bondage the coloured mannequins were stood up, their wrists still manacled as they sent withering looks towards the person of Peter, now rolled up with laughter on the floor as he surveyed the surreal rainbow tinted forms of his previous practical jokers.

Sandra glared at the girls who were also laughing. Her actions only brought even louder peels of mirth when her eyes widened in an attempt to convey wrath. This resulted in the enlarged whites of her eyes against a background of emerald green giving her the looks of a Venusian Minstrel.

Angela walked over to a mirror nearby and with a sense of shock looked at the strange image she beheld, then turning slowly she confronted the still chuckling Peter.

“Not bad asshole!, it looks like we'll really have to get the thinking caps on to better this little caper.“

Sandra made as if to add more to the comment, then stopped short as the girls grasped both of them tightly. Peter stood up and walking over, he spoke triumphantly to the two girls.

“So you think that’s it do you? .. Boy! have we got a surprise for you.“

The girls struggled briefly as they were overwhelmed by the crowd of stable-hands.

Then resigning themselves to the inevitability of the fate Peter had in mind, they became still as special collars and ankle bands were fastened to their bodies. Next, the inside of their legs were liberally coated with a super glue before being pressed together and bonded from crotch to ankle; the ankle bands then being drawn tight to ensure total security.

The same procedure was also carried out on their arms from elbow to palms so that the glue supplemented their already manacled wrists and left them with arms painfully drawn back and breasts thrusting forward.

A special harness with a box attached at the small of their backs was added, and Sandra began to get the uneasy feeling that this setup was vaguely familiar as her mind went back to her initial kidnapping at the hands of Peter.

Wires were connected from collar and ankle bands to the ominous box, and a veritable sea of electrode pads, similar to those used for Slendertone machines, were glued to their bodies in various positions. Finally, large gags were forced between their lips; stretching their mouths wide open and stifling the torrent of verbal abuse now being directed at Peter.

Whooping laughter and incessant giggling sounded in the room as, lifting the two bound women, the stable girls carried their struggling forms shoulder high from the room.

Sandra and Angela could do nothing as they were placed face down on the grass in the paddock, their eyes scanning the area in an attempt to discover what form Peter’s revenge would take. As they searched around, the only things in sight were the freshly mown smooth lawn and the obviously new white line markers that appeared to stretch out across its surface forming two lanes which disappeared from view on the far side.

Hands grasped at their bodies, and each grunted disapproval as they were turned into line so that they now lay side by side and facing up between the lanes formed by the white lines.

As they lay helplessly waiting, the girls could hear the excited chatter of their fun loving captors and Peter’s baritone voice as bets were taken.

“Ten dollars on blue at 8 to 1; .. 15 bucks on greenat3 to 1“

The bets came fast and furious, and it was obvious to the two trussed girls that the references to colour included themselves somehow in the forthcoming event.

Peter’s voice sounded loudly above the others as he tried to bring some order to the event.

“Last bets please, any more bets girls? „

The hubbub slowly diminished as all bets were laid until finally with an expectant hush Peter's voice was heard again.

“OK! they're under starters orders, aaaannnnd! they’re OFF.“

Each bound woman felt the click of a switch on the boxes strapped to their backs, and at the same instant felt the surge of powerful electrical impulses through their bodies causing them involuntarily to hump their buttocks upward. A second later, the current reversed and they were forced out straight.

The sequence continued with unrelenting monotony. Each woman was powerless to prevent her body’s electrically induced muscle spasms as they found themselves slowly beginning to move forward like huge coloured caterpillars.

Amidst screams of delight from the watching crowd, the girls felt the tempo of the timed impulses increasing so that they were now madly wriggling forward. Each desperately fought against the remote control of the bodies, but found that all attempts were fruitless as the little box supplied impulses almost twice as strong as any natural neural signal. Although their minds were their own, the body they inhabited was owned and controlled by Peter and his cohorts.

The triumphant tormentor appeared before them, crouching at the end of the track and mocking their steady approach. As they wormed their way along the grass, their looks of fury only added to his enjoyment of their predicament when he watched their erotically flexing forms drawing nearer.

Sandra glared venomously at his face as her body wormed onward, ‘T'll get you for this you asshole’ she thought, as the image of her bright green provocatively gyrating form came into her mind; .. yet at the same time grudgingly admitting that his ingenuity in planning the revenge was a master stroke.

The giggles and laughter of the watching stable-girls rose to an all time high as the ‘Caterpillars’ wriggled across the line. Angela by a short head won the day, thanks to the long lithe legs powering her forward motion.

The boxes were switched off and a thankful pair of bound girls, feeling their bodies cease their mechanical contortions, sagged onto the grass; breasts heaving as they rested from the tiring exertions of such an unusual mode of travel.

Their relief was to be shortlived, as with more merriment in mind, Peter ordered them moved to another specially prepared track alongside the paddock.

The girls were positioned and lay wondering what new torment he had in mind as they stared ahead at a shallow pit full of liquid mud. Hands on their ankles indicated that new additions were being made to their restraints; .. followed by the click of switches as once more they were put under the control of the back mounted boxes and helplessly energized into forward motion. Flexing demoniacally, jutting tits acting like grapnels to haul them forward with each unavoidable body contraction, they squirmed forward.

Unable to resist, the two women found themselves wriggling toward the ominous pit, their gagged protests drawing whoops! of delight from the spectators as they approached the edge of this sea of mud.

With a frantic gurgling and pleading, the wriggling forms crested the lip of the pitand began to hump and slither down the slope into the cloying morass below.

Squelching and bubbling, the glistening forms, coated from head to foot, snaked forward through the ooze, until with a jerk, the rope the girls had attached to their ankles brought them to a stop at the center of the pit.

The boxes continued to feed impulses to their muscles and their flexing forms snubbed at the restraint in attempts to continue to the other side. The end result was that they slewed first one way and then the other on the end of their leashes like a pair of snared worms.

The pit was soon encircled by the a ring of squealing girls revelling in the sight of their helplessly cavorting bodies; .. now just shiny mud coated forms like huge wriggling chocolate bars. Sandra, having rolled face up, gave her bending flexing performance new meaning as her mud encrusted pubic lips were thrust continually upward in offered splendor with each new impulse; head below the mud, and two sensuously wobbling pyramids of thrusting breast marking the whereabouts of her heaving chest.

An ecstatic Peter looked on, satisfied that the debt was being paid in full as he saw Sandra’s body jackknife upward out of the mud, eyes open wide with the pure ecstasy of a strong orgasmic reaction to her masochistic fantasies and the continuing contortions she was being forced to perform. Angela similarly was experiencing powerful erotic pleasure, enhanced by the knowledge that Peter was going to keep them writhing and wriggling on the end of their strings for a long time yet.

Their artificially induced squirming carried the two women together and squeals of delight came from the watching tormentors as the two mud coated forms slithered and squirmed against each other like two gigantic worms locked in combat. Powerless to overcome the pulsing surges of energy controlling their bodies; both women gasping with the sheer eroticism of the other’s enforced contact, they rose simultaneously to a cataclysmic orgasm. .. Powerful orgasmic muscle contractions merely added to an already erotic performance.

It was late evening when the exhausted women were released from their tethers and allowed to slither out of the mud pit: .. their tired and sexually drained forms being released by the stable girls once the boxes were switched off. A further hour then elapsed before the showered and once more brightly coloured women entered the lounge and confronted a smirking Peter.

COLOURED CATS

Peter looked up from his newspaper as the two women entered the room, washed and free, save for the remaining manacles holding their arms behind them, and hobbles limiting the ankles to small tripping movements. A grin spread over his face as they advanced towards him. Grim determined looks showed on their faces, and body movements that betrayed their intent with loud sensuous messages sent shivers of both apprehension and excitement through his groin.

Revenge looked like being a tiring affair he thought, thankful that Sandra and Angela would be somewhat impeded by their shackles and prevented from fully gaining the upper hand.

With some annoyance, Sandra settled beside him and twisting her body, offered the steel encircled wrists for release. Peter shook his head then glanced towards Angela as she moved in for the kill and sat down on his left.

Effectively they were sandwiching him between their warm brightly coloured bodies.

He sat chuckling and stroking their thighs as both women pondered the problem of their restraints. Each was determined to exact revenge for the tiring, mind-bending exhibition they had been unable to prevent at the hands of his electronic gadgets.

Sandra solved the problem. Bending forward she gripped the tag of his fly zip in her teeth and began to tug the toggle downwards, assisted by Angela who gripped the waistband of his jeans and held them firm whilst Sandra completed the task.

Leaning back, his hands clasped behind his head, Peter sighed a contented sigh as his arousal began to take hold, enhanced by the vision of their rainbow tinted forms as they squirmed awkwardly for position and between them began to tug his trousers down.

He was confident that the confining shackles gave him the upper hand.

The button at the top of his jeans proved to be somewhat more difficult than the zip, but provided him with some interesting feelings and sights as they had battled to release this last remaining obstacle.

Soon his trousers lay around his ankles, joined shortly thereafter by a pair of underpants.

Now the real fun started as first Angela and then Sandra began to nuzzle his stirring shaft with their chins and tease his balls with their flashing tongues. Peter groaned as they chased his half erect manhood around in circles, pushing, prodding, nipping and generally teasing it into readiness for its imminent devouring by their hungry pubic mouths.

Within seconds the head of this previously flaccid column of flesh had become taut and purpled as the blood rushed in and inflated its elastic sheath to bursting point.

The girls studied this pillar of rampant manhood with lusting anticipation, each eyeing the other and calculating the chances of being first to straddle Peter’s torso and sink onto this beckoning column of quivering pleasure.

Sandra won by a short head, her long lithe leg sweeping aside Angela’s already moving body as she moved into position over a smirking, triumphant Peter.

Positioning herself with the tip of his quivering vertical shaft prodding the lips of her vulva, she looked down with bared teeth at her former tormentor.

“My turn now, shithead,” she ground out.

Savouring the momentary look of alarm in Peter’s eyes as he realised the vulnerability of his pride and joy, Sandra gave a shout of gleeful abandon, and dropped like a stone.

The speed of her fall almost caused his bursting shaft to buckle with the force of entry and impact as her buttocks slammed into his stomach, driving the wind from his body with a gasp.

Peter tried to push her off but was immediately subdued by the warm sensuous body of Angela as she dropped onto his chest and pinned him firmly to the sofa with her hot firm buttocks.

As he thrashed helplessly, Sandra raised herself allowing his juice-slickened rod to glide out of her interior. Then with even greater force, she dropped again drawing gasps of protest from the object of her attentions as she began to systematically smash his libido into ruins.

Sandra brought her hard earned vaginal muscular skills into play and with great force gripped his column in a vice like grip as she rose each time, stretching his flesh painfully and lifting both himself and the laughing Angela with each upward stroke.

No matter how much distress her actions caused, Peter was unable to deny the storm of a massive orgasm rising in his loins as Sandra steadily milked him to a climax.

Gauging the moment of explosion carefully, she threw herself backward with his powerfully gripped shaft as the surges of gjaculation pulsed through the monster within her.

Peter screamed in anguish as his pole was bent at 90 degrees and held by her powerful embrace. The pathway for his seed was blocked by the massive distortion of his bent shaft. Hot fluid pressurized the blocked channel within as following spasms pushed more and more liquid down his tiny urethral tube and sent shafts of pain lancing into his lower torso.

Grimly Sandra and Angela contained his struggles; .. waiting as the fury of the tornado they had unleashed raged below them with redoubled effort. Sandra was riding his bucking contortions of pain and pleasure with the skill of a practiced Rodeo-rider.

“Yippee! Hi Ho Silver and away.“

She was on a roll, and enjoying every second of her vengeance.

The massive surges of orgasmic muscle contractions subsided and Peter dimly registered a change of colour before his eyes as Angela replaced Sandra astride his lower torso and immediately swallowed his still erect tool into her greedy love tube.

With a practiced ease born of long hours of frustration at the hands of Sharna, she soon began to resurrect the waning splendor of his erection.

Her ministrations were not without success, and a despairing Peter resigned himself to the inevitable as he felt his manhood begin to swell into her orifice and stretch the tender membranes of her pubic channel.

Several hours passed before the girls tired of their sport, until with a final departing gesture, Sandra bent down and gripped his wrecked shaft between sharp teeth and dragged him fearfully from the sofa and across to the door.

She may have been manacled, but Peter was in no position to discuss superiority as she continued out into the hallway and on to the rest room full of laughing girls. He reached down to prise her loose, but a sharp increase in shearing force on the gripping teeth warned him not to try.

Many times Sandra paraded her unwilling captive around the room before releasing her grip, then straightening with a haughty toss of her head, she flounced out of the room, followed closely by her partner in crime.

WORST NIGHTMARE

Peter reached for the internal phone and upon contacting the stables, instructed that the girls were to remain shackled for the night. At the same time he ordered them gagged. Let them suffer aching jaws till morning. .. And better still, he thought, be prevented from gloating over their humiliation of himself in front of the other girls.

Unable to resist, Sandra and Angela reconciled themselves to a speechless, uncomfortable night as their gaolers reluctantly carried out Peter’s instructions, then left the room, leaving the two brightly dyed girls to manage as best they could with shackled hands and filled mouths.

As they turned to their beds of straw, both girls were halted by the sound of a sharp exclamation followed by a thud in the passage beyond the door. Each looked questioningly at the other, then, as one, they turned back to face the door as a key scraped in the lock.

They watched as the door creaked open, their eyes opening wide with disbelief and horror as their worst nightmare confronted them.

Sharna stood triumphant! Framed by the light from the passageway, she surveyed the two restrained and frightened women who were frozen with shock as the repercussions of her freedom seeped into their stunned minds.

Sharna broke the impasse as she moved towards them, tossing the broken end of the collar chain over her shoulder as she moved forward.

“Well now, how nice. Someone has left you both nicely fastened up ready for collection,“

she grated mockingly as the girls cowered back. Their cries for help were effectively muffled into obscurity by the huge gags Peter had ordered installed.

Reaching up to a hook in the wall, she selected two strong halter ropes from the mass of bridlery hanging ready for use, then grabbing a handful of Sandra’s hair she deftly snapped the link onto her collar.

As she unlocked their stable leashes Angela made a break for the door, but was instantly foiled by Sharna’s outstretched leg which sent her sprawling helplessly as she pitched forward.

“Not so fast bitch, I've a score to settle with you too.“

Halter connected, Angela was jerked roughly to her feet and stood shaking with fear next to her compatriot Sandra. Sharna, holding the ends of their halters, tentative poked her head round the door and checked to see if the coast was clear.

Satisfied that the corridor’s only occupant was the unconscious stable-girl, she jerked her charges forward and led then out into the night air.

As they walked towards the garage compound, her captives frantically searched the gloom for signs of anyone who might raise the alarm; .. their resistance to Sharna’s leading was instantly overcome by sharp painful jerks on the halters that chafed the steel slave-collars savagely against the tender skin of their throats.

Unchallenged, the trio reached the huddle of buildings housing the farm’s various transport vehicles, and Sharna, leading them towards a truck, fastened their halters to the loading hooks on its bed.

Sandra and Angela watched helplessly as she systematically visited each of the other vehicles and by a variety of methods, proceeded to disable them and rule out any hope of a rapid pursuit to rescue her captives.

Her task complete, she returned to the truck, and releasing the ropes from their anchor points, ordered her reluctant charges into the back.

Sandra attempted to resist, but was instantly convinced that obedience was the order of the day when she found a razor sharp knife resting threateningly against her cheek.

Awkwardly, and assisted none too gently by Sharna, they climbed up into the back.

Following them in, Sharna was delighted at the terrified looks on their faces as they realised that the truck contained mountains of bondage equipment; equipment looted during the sacking of Carlos” ranch, but since deemed too severe for Bella’s voluntary slave farm, and subsequently earmarked for disposal.

Bella’s rubbish was pure treasure to the ecstatic Sharna, who when faced with such a selection of stringent and painful devices for securing the unfortunate girls in her charge, seemed undecided on which piece would impart the most discomfort.

Her decision made, she jerked the panicstricken Sandra forward towards strange looking ‘U’ shaped stand with a large knobbed dildo arranged vertically from the lowest point of its curve.

“Straddle it “ she ordered, emphasising her insistence with the tip of the knife against Sandra’s throat.

Sandra obeyed, and having completed the manoeuvre, stood with the tip of the huge shaft resting against her pubic lips. Sharna smirked and prodded her meaningfully with the blade.

“No not that hole, the other one sweetie.“

With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, Sandra adjusted her position until she felt the huge bulk of the shaft nuzzling her tight, nervously puckering anal ring.

Reaching down, Sharna began to operate a hand pump on the base of the stand, the result being that the whole of the ‘U’ shape including the dildo, began to rise Sandra shied away from the advancing threat of impalement by lifting onto her toes, but to no avail as the advancing shaft closed the gap with a few strokes of the pump and bulldozed the clenching nates of her butt ruthlessly aside. A groan escaped Sandra’s lips as the lift continued, with the effect that the hard steel cone of the dildo began to bore and stretch her tight resisting ring.

Sandra was on tiptoe when the resistance was overcome, and with a muffled cry of anguish, she stood quivering with pain as the monstrous invasion took place.

Ignoring Sandra’s distress, Sharna pumped on until some eight inches steel had vanished between the clenched lobes of her captive’s buttocks.

Sharna ceased in her labours, and studying the impaled woman, was happy that in the short term, she was well anchored to the spot.

She turned, and pulling on the other halter still in her hand, she led Angela over to the side of the truck where she fastened her securely to an upright stanchion, leaving only two inches between Angela’s nose and the steel of her tethering.

With the immediate threat of problems from Angela out of the way, Sharna returned to a fearful, sweating and groaning Sandra.

Mockingly, she remarked on the coloured hue of Sandra’s dyed body, taunting her and savagely squeezing her nipples so that she squirmed involuntarily on the steel peg. Then tiring of the sport, she removed a steel-boned corset device from a chest nearby.

Savouring Sandra’s protesting eyes, she placed the device around her torso, including the shackled arms, and proceeded to lace the contrivance together.

It was only a matter of minutes before Sandra’s body and her restrained arms had been welded painfully into a single column of womanhood by the rigidly contouring leather and steel boning of the corset.

Next came a leather punishment helmet, fitted over the top of the previously installed gag, that crushed Sandra’s features in a merciless grip as the laces drew tight.

Sharna kicked her legs together at the base of the stand and swiftly clamped her ankles into pre-fitted steel bands that were a part of the device.

A final check over, and Sharna once more bent down to the pump handle.

Dreadful pleading Noooo’s! seeped from Sandra’s mouth as the steel dildo resumed its advance, jerking up into her body with powerful irresistible thrusts at each stroke of the pump handle. Sharna delighted in using vicious pump strokes and savoured the savage shock wave visible in the bound woman as she was forcibly pumped full of unyielding steel.

Soon the dildo’s remaining visible four inches which tapered out at its base to some five inches in diameter, had vanished into her body and was followed by the narrow "V’ shaped edge of the ‘U’ bracket as it slowly disappeared into the cleft of Sandra’s crotch.

Steel met thinly covered bone, and agonisingly, Sandra began to jerk upwards in a series of crotch punishing jolts, lifted by the double onslaught of the dildo and the painfully narrow saddle-bar.

Afull 6" separated Sandra’s feet from the deck of the truck before Sharna stopped.

Straightening from her labours, she walked around the ashen faced woman now sobbing pitifully on her perch as a wriggling, straining Sandra tried to ease the searing bite of the steel support.

Sharna faced the tormented woman and spoke venomously into her face.

“If you think that’s uncomfortable, let’s see how you feel after this truck has bounced over 500 miles of desert.” She disappeared from Sandra’s view, and the lofted woman could only squirm pitifully as an adjuster on her ankle clamps was screwed down to pull her legs bar taut and straight. There was no relief from the searing pain in her crotch or the butt bursting steel of her impalement.

Sandra’s muffled sobs reached new heights as she absorbed the enormity of her plightand the coming trauma of her journey. At least Sharna seemed pleased with the effect and took a few seconds off from her labours to circle and torment the ruthlessly positioned prisoner.

Angela cowered against the truck-side as Sharna eventually turned her undivided attention to her. Releasing Angela from her love affair with the steel stanchion, she first connected a rope to her fettered wrists before passing the end over a bar supporting the truck’s canvas top. ..Then with vicious jerks, Sharna pulled on the rope until Angela was standing on tip-toe with her arms painfully pulled up behind her. The strain of the position left her stiff-legged and bent over in a vulnerable posture as the rope was secured to an adjacent bar.

Sharna took full advantage of her position, and deftly threaded a rope around the back of her waist before bringing the two ends together through the crotch. These were then separated as they were connected to two further roof bars. .. Albeit widely spaced bars this time.

Simultaneous pulling on these ropes had the effect of lifting Angela’s struggling rear end until her torso was suspended horizontally in the center of the truck. These too were secured, and moving to her ankles, Sharna swiftly cinched them together before adding a fifty pound weight to the bindings.

Miserable, Angela hung in her bonds, devastated at the thought of being transported in such a way. She was not to know that this was only the beginning of her travel arrangements.

Fingers on the sensitive nodule of her clitoris soon made her aware of potentially far more painful additions.

Sharna snapped the self locking karabiners onto Angela’s clitoris ring, a ring that only months previously she herself had fitted.

Taking the other end of the cord running from this karabiner, she fastened it to a fixing at the rear of the truck. Similar attachments were now made to both nipple rings and secured to first the front end of the truck, then with additional cords, to each side. Another helmet concluded Sharna’s packaging of her newly recovered toys. Angela’s pleas for mercy were steadily snuffed into silence as tight lacing drew the hood to a skull-crushing contour hugging fit.

Angela screamed and begged from the confines of her encapsulating head covering, but outwardly her protestations were only heard as faint muffled sounds. The realisation of what would occur when her body began to swing with the truck’s movement, lent frantic urgency to her efforts to gain mercy.

It was wasted breath. Sharna laughed at their shortly to be tortured bodies and jumped down from the truck. Both women struggled valiantly as the rear flap was laced shut; but to no avail. Their bodies were still straining when the rumble of a heavy diesel and vibration through their bonds heralded the start of Sharna’s awesome and long planned revenge.

Slipping the truck into gear, Sharna carefully fed in the clutch and allowed the truck to creep stealthily forward on tick-over. An overwhelming urge to floor the gas pedal and get the hell out of there was barely suppressed as she allowed the crawling truck to sneak quietly out into the vastness of the desert.

Aftera seeming age, the lights of Bella’s ranch were a mile behind, and sliding back the window in the back of the cab she shouted back to her unwilling passengers.

“Now the fun starts ‘BITCHES! .. See how you like this.“

With a terrible sadistic laugh, Sharna rammed the accelerator to the floor and steered toward the bumpy edge of the road.

Gathering speed, the truck began to lurch and bounce as it rocketed down the road, whilst in the cab Sharna laughed hysterically at the muffled screams of torment sounding from behind her. Even the roar of the diesel and heavily gagged mouths could not suppress the distress of her helpless human cargo.

Sandra gasped as the ridge below grated and ground into her delicate crease, the knobbed steel shaft piercing her anus stretching and re-shaping her tender orifice with each jerk and bump as it faithfully held her in position.

Mounted like a fish on a hook, she endured.

She attempted to push down with her manacled ankles in an effort to ease the pain in her crotch; only to find that the securing bands were mounted on a one way slider, thus preventing any lift being attained, denying any downward purchase by sliding away from her thrusting feet. Her legs were tensioned tightly downwards by the adjuster, but even if she did manage to find any extra reach, it was pointless. Nor could she lift her legs to ease position of the load bearing area deep in her crotch.

Angela faired no better. Her wildly swinging form was repeatedly arrested in mid-swing by one or the other of her tender ringed nodules as the cords snapped taut.

She saw the cords before her reach the limit of their slack, and each time braced herself for the searing pain that she knew would shortly follow as her nipples were stretched to breaking point. The cord to the rear would allow no such preparation as it yanked her clitoris with unseen, unpredictable jerks.

Below, the terrible weight attached to her ankles took on a demonic nature as it always seemed to swing in the opposite direction to her body, yanking the supporting cords deep into the crease of her crotch with each jerk.

Together they suffered, each able to see the other’s tear-streaked face as the gap between the pleasure of Bella’s voluntary slave farm and themselves widened by the minute.

Neither dared to think of the ordeals that lay ahead when Sharna reached wherever they were going.

DAWNING OF DISASTER

Dawn broke over the desert and many miles from the racing truck, movement was once more in evidence as Bella’s ranch stirred into its daily routine. Sleepy stable girls tended their charges whilst Peter stretched and yawned, his mind idly wandering back to the revenge match he had engineered for his ladies. He smiled as he thought of their shackled and gagged night, knowing that once released they would immediately begin planning their revenge.

A shout, followed by several more, then the sound of running feet jerked him fully awake, and jumping up from the bed, he dragged on his trousers. He had barely finished the task before the door burst open and a breathless Wendy burst in. Gasping for breath, she attempted to relay the emergency to Peter, who taking her by the shoulders, coaxed her into a more rational state before indicating that she should try again.

“It's Sharna! She’s broken free and taken one of the trucks.“

Peter absorbed this information and shrugged his shoulders.

“Well maybe it's for the best, after all, we would have had to do something with her soon and— —!” Wendy’s shaking head stopped him short.

“That’s not all. Sandra and Angela have vanished as well.“

The blood drained from Peter’s face as this latest revelation sank in. His mind was in turmoil and clouded with images of Sharna’s retribution. Thrusting such thoughts from his mind, he rapidly pulled on his remaining clothes and hurried after Wendy.

All at the ranch had come up with the same idea, and as a result everyone stood in a group in the garage block looking with dismay at the disabled vehicles that could have taken them in hot pursuit.

Peter was the first to recover, and snapping out orders, he organised the cannibalising of all vehicles to try and produce one runner from the mess.

The task took many hours, but at last, Bella’s big Dodge station wagon roared into life.

Running to the garage doors, Peter wrenched them open, ready for Wendy to drive out. He stopped dead in his tracks as the outside world revealed itself, his hands ringing with frustration and curses pouring from angry lips.

Whilst they had worked, the wind had been steadily rising as a ‘Dusty’ blew in from the West. Although still in it’s infancy, the brewing storm was already drifting sand across the court-yard. Even at this early stage, Peter knew that any tracks left by Sharna’s truck would long since have been obliterated.

Turning to the assembled task force, he spread his hands in a gesture of futility.

“No chance ladies. At best we'll get lost. .. At worst we'll all get killed racing around in this.“

The girls looked crestfallen and at a loss as to what to do next. Giving up Sandra and Angela for dead didn’t occur to anyone.

“CARLOS! He must know where she’ll be taking them” shouted Peter.

As one, they streamed out of the garage and sprinted to the stable where an exhausted and fully converted ‘Stud Pony” was stabled.

Carlos looked up somewhat fearfully as the crowd burst in and stood in a menacing circle around his shackled form.

Peter outlined the night’s events, then having finished, demanded to know where Sharna might take the girls. Carlos thought and shook his head “There’s nothing left of the old organisation by now. After Sharna’s supposed death in the chopper and then my own disappearance, the whole set up will have been carved up by splinter groups. Even if Sharna dared to reappear, they would almost certainly kill her to retain control.“

Peter frowned. He knew in his heart that Carlos” words made sense, but refused to give up so easily.

“There must be somewhere! Sharna wouldn’t just drive off into the desert without a plan in mind or a place to go.“

Carlos was no great lover of Sharna himself, and in fact, having completed his initial conversion to Pony, he was quite enjoying the perks of being a Stud.

Concentrating hard, he searched his memory for anything that would be of use.

“Well, there is one thing that may be of use, but mind you, it was only a rumour.” Peter urged him to divulge what he knew and listened intently to what he had to say.

“Sharna once appeared at Jiddah with an urgent addition to the cargo just as we were about to sail. The point is that the boat she was using was flying the PU freight pennant, but no one had ever seen it at any other of our bases before. Rumour was that she had another secret operation of her own going from somewhere on the east coast.“

“Yes but where?” interrupted Peter.

“We never found out,” Carlos continued. “It was none of our business, and anyway, we were all making enough money without getting greedy.“

Peter rammed his fist into his palm with frustration, then with a sudden thought, disappeared from the stable, to return several minutes later with a coastal map of Saudi Arabia.

He spread it out on the floor and turned to a perplexed Carlos as the girls stood silently by.

“Did she refuel after dropping the cargo?” he asked. Carlos shook his head.

“No she just turned around and went straight back out to sea.“

A look of hope began to spread across Peter’s face.

“You know boats well. What would you estimate to be the maximum range of that type of craft?” He waited as Carlos considered the question.

“About 1600 nautical miles, plus-minus 200, given favourable wind and currents.“

Eagerly, Peter consulted the map scale, then after adjusting a pair of dividers, began to step off the distance in hundreds of miles from Jiddah, around the southern extremity and on up the East coast.

At last he stopped at 800 miles.

“That represents the maximum distance for a return trip without refuelling. You agree?” he asked looking at Carlos.

Thoughtfully, Carlos nodded his head.

“Yes, that's about top’s for that boat unless she was carrying spare fuel in drums, but I didn’t notice any on deck.“

A jubilant Peter looked back to the map.

“That means she couldn’t have come from beyond Bahrain. Now, mark off all the places you think of where a boat like that could berth between Jiddah and Bahrain.“

Peter’s jubilant expression rapidly melted into despair when the coast line of the map steadily became a sea of black crosses as Carlos worked on.

At last he took the completed map from Carlos and shook his head.

“Well at least it’s a start. But we aren’t going to find the girls quickly, and that's a fact. God help them in the meantime.”

THERE IS A HELL

For almost a day and a half, Sandra and Angela suffered unspeakable torment as the truck ground onward. The stops as Sharna rested were no rest at all for them. Their captor never failed to climb into the back and administer heavy beatings to their vulnerable hind quarters.

Additional torments were added as Sharna unearthed more gadgets from the pile surrounding them. Heavy weights now adorned all the girls rings, these being suspended on long chains to give maximum swing.

Cinches around their breasts had pressurised these sensitive orbs to bursting point and turned their nipples deep purple with the restricted blood. Sandra’s ankle clamps had been fixed so the they could no longer slide.

Then with malicious and joyous intent, Sharna pumped the stand still more and stretched her legs to breaking point as the huge dildo and steel saddle increased her crotch height. She had stopped just short of shearing Sandra in two, “vertically” against the crotch bar.

Angela didn’t escaped her attentions either.

A large hook inserted in her previously vacant rectum, was now roped tightly to her hair and held her head back in painful tension. She was a delight to look at, but at a personal cost of extreme torment. Any attempt at easing the position by lowering her head or straightening her painfully arched back resulted in pulling the hook tighter into her own suffering anal rmg.

Much to Sharna’s obvious annoyance, the journey eventually came to an end, and with it the awesome suffering endured by her cargo.

As the Sun passed it’s zenith on the second day, the truck rumbled to a halt in the hot humid interior of a deserted dock warehouse in Muscat.

Silence prevailed for the two trussed occupants of the truck, when Sharna left them as they were, confident of their continued presence whilst she went away to arrange other things. Neither woman was in any doubt that “other things” would certainly be painful for them.

Their wait was a short one. Some fifteen minutes later, Sharna returned and began to release Angela from her roof suspension, then having located another mounting pedestal, identical to that at present occupied by Sandra, she soon had a mounted matching pair.

Angela discovered that of the two of them, her trip had been the most comfortable. She locked tear-streaked eyes with Sandra and tried to imagine what it had been like for her friend.

Motionless and stretched to breaking point, the two girls were left to stare helplessly at each other as Sharna stripped the canvas top from the truck. Attaching a hook to the helmet of each in turn, she winched them down onto pallets with an old rusty chain hoist. The additional weight of their mounting pedestals did little to ease the trauma of being hoisted and transported whilst suspended by their heads.

Despair welled up in her captives as they realised that they were not to be given the opportunity of escape whilst relatively unfettered for movement to the next location.

Using an ancient hand operated pallet transporter, Sharna took her toys out into the dank smelly expanse of an old wooden boat shed. There, gently nudging at it's moorings lay Sharna’s pride and joy.

Both Sandra and Angela were impressed by the sleek beauty of the vessel at rest, an almost new Chris-Craft of the 120 foot variety, probably powered by at least two 900 horse power Deutz "V’ 12’s. Once loaded, they both knew that it was going to take a very fast vessel to catch up and rescue them from the clutches of Sharna.

Positioning them both under the swung-out derrick on the quarter deck, Sharna next proceeded to winch them aboard, until after ten minutes, both were stood like a pair of hideously sculptured statues on the gently moving deck.

Thus they were left, as Sharna, still fearing interception by that damned Peter and his hellcat helpers, decided to put some sea miles between herself and any possible vigilante squad.

With a deep throbbing rumble, the boat came to life and gently nosed out of the boat house.

Once deep water lay ahead, Sharna pushed the throttles open and felt reassured by the powerful surge as the vessel gathered speed.

For the two trussed and skewered damsels on the stern, it wasn’t such an enjoyable experience as both felt their mountings wobbling with the boat’s acceleration, threatening to tip them over and allow them to roll helplessly through the still open gap in the guard rails.

With the boat on auto-pilot, Sharna returned to her unfortunate captives and with some difficulty tipped them on to their sides. Once horizontal, she rolled them, ‘base and all’ towards the bows, where after more strenuous effort, she eventually managed to re-erect them in a vertical mode.

Chains were attached to their helmets and secured to guard rails and ring bolts, thus ensuring that even in rough weather they would remain as they were.

However, this was not enough for Sharna.

After returning with a coil of thin cheese wire, she proceeded to truss their straining beleaguered bodies from head to foot with tightly cinched loops.

“Time you had a dose of what I had to suffer in the brothel,” she grimly informed them.

The completed assembly resembled two tightly trussed oven ready joints, oddly coloured maybe, but very desirable to the vengeful Sharna.

Satisfied, she returned to the flying bridge and looked down at the two pillars of tormented femininity displayed on the foredeck.

“Oven ready, and by this time tomorrow, nicely fried after a day in the Sun” she murmured to herself.

Through the night as the boat sped onward, Sandra and Angela suffered in silence. The salt spray that had at first been pleasant, now stung like fury in the raw chafes left by the wire bindings. But unbeknown to the girls, its devilish task was far more insidious as it slowly removed all the natural oils from their skins. By morning they would be nicely tenderised, marinated and ready for the fierce heat of the midday Sun.

Come noon, the coloured female ornaments on Sharna’s foredeck had begun to blister.

Their pitiful mewing moans drifting upwards were music to Sharna’s ears as she remembered her own ordeal. Her mind flashed back to the cellar at Petros’ house where she had been trussed and moulded; left to be skewered like a pig as the heavy water filled drum impaled her on a device of her own design.

She visited the cooking figurines many times, and often lowered the hydraulic jacks that stretched them tight onto the invading dildo’s.

But this was not out of any desire to give relief to the girls. Just the opposite.

After nearly three days, the lower bodies of the butt impaled ornaments had become numb, so that no matter how terrible their mounting, the girls could no longer feel the ravages in their groins. With this in mind, Sharna allowed them relief and revelled in the pain caused by returning feelings. Her enjoyment was further enhanced by having the opportunity to re-stretch them over and over again. Every repeat of the sadistic ritual drew the same amount of pitiful begging from their gagged and encapsulated heads as their stiffened wire bound forms were jerked upwards by the fierce pumping action. Tits jostling, buttocks jouncing, they couldn’t move a muscle to stop her she as pumped them full of steel; .. lifting them upwards, and stretching them quiveringly taut against the bite of the crotch bars. For her it was so effortless, and such a rewarding task.

Minimum water was grudgingly given to each in turn. They knew that the welcome spectre of death was to be denied to them until Sharna had at least made them suffer beyond anything they had experienced before.

Four days after their abduction, the half dead peeling forms of Sandra and Angela saw their new home as the bows of the Chris-Craft nosed into an isolated inlet. There on the shoreline was a massive villa, surrounded by a high wall.

With sinking hearts, both vaguely registered the electrified wires running along the tops of these walls and the patrolling guards with vicious looking Doberman’s.

VILLA ROSSITA

The boat docked and was met by several employees, both male and female, many of whom visited the trussed women on the foredeck and mocked their crucified forms.

Sharna seemed in no hurry to relieve their suffering and busied herself with other matters for more than an hour. She left word that she was not averse to any of her helpers enjoying themselves with the spectacle of releasing and then jerkily lofting the cinched females as many times as they wanted. An hour or two later, seemingly months to the pogoing butt-reamed female captives, the hydraulics had been thoroughly tested by dozens of admiring workers, who like Sharna, also seemed to enjoy watching the impaled wire wound woman being jacked jerkily off the ground. It was exciting to see their helpless stiffened forms erupting into a sea of straining cinched curvatures with each upward jerk as they desperately tried to escape. One clever individual even discovered a quick release for the jack, which when used, dropped the skewered woman with a thump as the jack retracted. The resultant explosive sound from the captives and the visual effects of seeing them shock landing on the anal dildos ensured that it was a popular and well used discovery.

The harbour echoed with the sounds of laughter and another more traumatic sound.

Thud!

“MMMMMMMMMMPPPPPPHHHH!" Followed by muffled pleading.

“NNNNNIrr! .. NNNNNrrr!“

And then the sound of women being jerkily raised and stuffed with steel in a most uncomfortable manner.

“MMMPPHHT!” .. “MMMPPHHT!” ..

“MMMPPHHT!” ..“MMMPPHHT!“

“MMMPPHHT! .. “MMMPPHHT!“

As legs drew taut against securely fastened ankles, and crotches were dragged ever tighter down onto the cross bar, the sounds of trauma changed to a much more strident note.

“MMMMRRRR! MMMMRRRR!

MMMMMMMMMRRRRRRRRR!

MMMMMMMMMMMMMMRRRRRRR! ..

MMMUUUUUUEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!“

Eventually Sharna returned, and snapping out orders, she had the two girls removed from their pedestal mounts and ungagged.

Thud!

“MMMMMMMMMMPPPPPPHHHH!" Unfettered at last, both lay helpless on the deck as the agonies of cramps tore into them; the harsh touch of the deck causing further agonies as their blistered skin peeled at its touch.

Sharna smiled down at them. She seemed satisfied that their first taste of her wrath had been a horrendously harrowing experience.

The feeble struggles of the two women were of no account to the strong workers whom Sharna ordered to carry them into the villa.

Unceremoniously, both were dumped on the floor of a huge entrance hall, guarded by one of the men as Sharna gave instructions for their immediate incarceration. As they lay quietly, both girls began to look around them.

With shock, each woman'’s eyes came to rest on the object at the center of the great hallway, for ‘object’ was probably the only way to describe what had once been a beautiful woman.

The object of their attentions was suspended from a gracefully crafted bronze flower hanging column and in fact was surrounded at its base by a floral arrangement. As they studied this display, unable to decided if it was real or not, their worst fears were realised.

The ‘object’ moved and wriggled slightly.

For the first time, both realised that they were looking at a woman with no arms or legs.

It was just a torso suspended by a long plaited hank of golden hair, and it was alive. A real woman.

“My God!” the words croaked from Angela’s cracked lips as the full impact of their terrible predicament came home to roost.

This woman had been converted into the ultimate sex object. A helpless toy. Just a collection of holes that could be rolled around, tormented, shafted, and used at will.

Unable to tear their eyes away, they both made eye contact with the torso and saw the hopeless despair of a woman who had been reduced to a hanging sack of sexual helplessness.

A voice behind them shook them out of their stupor as Sharna addressed them.

“So you like my little toy do you?” She walked over and twirled the hanging obscenity, then walking back turned to watch as the woman slowly rotated helplessly on her pigtail hair suspension.

“You might like to know that she is completely silent as well. She has no voice box.“

Sandra felt sick as she contemplated what may be in store for themselves. She wasn’t to know that this woman had been born like this and was in fact a pitiful freak of nature. In fact, although she didn’t show it, Sharna was actually very fond of this horribly deprived woman, and had taken the poor girl under her wing after seeing her as a dirty dishevelled inmate at a filthy local hospital; left to rot by a family who had no use for such a “thing’.

Sharna had brought her back to health and even devised a Morse code system of contact using eye-lid blinks that enabled her to communicate with this helpless figure.

The other side of Sharna’s nature had however been irrepressible when faced with this unique novelty. As a result, the young woman had been slowly introduced to the world of bondage. Now she’d accepted her fate, and in fact welcomed it sooner than return to her former existence.

Sharna had devised many new ideas for the use of this unfortunate woman, which for any normally endowed person would have been impossible.

Her ‘egg timer’ arrangement was without doubt her favourite, and entailed the torso woman being strapped into an excruciatingly tight, steel boned waist cinchier before being mounted in a stand that allowed her to pivot at the waist.

Once mounted like this, her truncated form performed many sexual duties for Sharna and her guests, and could be turned at will for new and more interesting pursuits.

Flower arrangements were regularly inserted into the perfectly presented and gripping fleshy vases of her lower orifices as the woman was used in the inverted mode.

In a horizontal mode, she was more often than not, utilised as a double-ended receptacle for hard meaty shafts; or to supply a soothing tongue to the offered labia of some debutante as she stood calmly discussing other matters.

A quick twist, and as a face down torso she made an ideal table for the gentry to rest their drinks whilst they availed themselves of her other attributes; at either or both ends simultaneously. Many found it exciting that they could still hold a business conversation, with a useful table between them, and both be satisfied at the same time by an object at such a convenient crotch height.

The girls looked on as Sharna moved back over to the stationary torso and prepared to demonstrate more of the woman’s possibilities.

Sharna pressed a button on the base and they watched as a huge shaft appeared and travelled upwards towards the woman’s offered rump; locating in her rear hole and pushing ever upward into her body. The torso squirmed and a soundless protest formed on the lips of that beautiful face.

Eight inches more, and the sword-guard on the shaft connected with the truncated torso, lifting it as it rose. The movement stopped, and Sharna, reaching forward, unhooked the girl’s hair from its anchor point. Bending down, she pressed another button and smiled as the torso began to slowly rotate on its mounting skewer.

From the strained look on the woman’s face, Sandra guessed that this was not one of her more enjoyable duties. Her own recent experience of rear impalement gave her a vivid insight into the rigours of this method of support. Fortunately, the limbless woman'’s vastly reduced body weight was a beneficial condition.

Sharna looked down, and seeing the looks of terror on her captives faces, realised that they thought she was responsible for the amputation of this poor unfortunate’s limbs.

She decided not to enlighten them and spoil their dread; .. a dread that they would be well advised to heed in any event.

The guards returned, confirming that everything was prepared, and looking back at the two recovering girls at her feet, Sharna gave her orders to continue.

Without consideration for the soreness of their skin or the ordeal they had already endured, Sandra and Angela were roughly dragged to their feet and frog-marched away. Somewhat surprisingly, not for further torment. .. At least not yet it seemed. Instead, they found themselves being pushed into a huge bathroom with several steaming Jacuzzis dotted around its edges, and it was towards these pools of bubbling scented water that the room’s occupants now led them.

The guards left. Their continued presence was not considered necessary in a room enclosed by barred doors and windows. So it was with some relief, the girls found themselves for the first time since their recapture, surrounded by fellow prisoners who were obviously nominated as maid-servants.

The dress of these women was somewhat sparse and consisted of rubber punishment helmets, locked into place and in some cases rubber stockings and high heels. The remainder of their clothing amounted to metal fixings in the form of ring adornments through all the sensitive parts, and included some new fixtures the captives had never seen used before. Lip rings seemed fairly common, judging by the slight shapes showing in the helmets, and Sandra was in no doubt that underneath the rubber confines were additional silencers in the form of locks that sealed their lips securely.

Escape was impossible, and in accepting this, the girls mutually agreed that a dip in the Jacuzzis tended by maids eager not to earn their mistress’s wrath seemed a fair compromise.

Chatting to each other and sometimes to their silenced attendants, the girls were able to glean meagre information about the situation they now found themselves in, but only by asking questions that only required a yes or no; .. an answer that could be given by way of a nod or shake of the head.

Out of the twelve girls in the room, only three appeared to understand English, one of whom they managed to ascertain by a system of elimination, was American.

Languishing in the warm inviting waters, they turned their minds back to matters in hand.

Comfort and consideration for her captives was most definitely not Sharna’s idea of good entertainment. This latest show of human compassion was way out of character; and that worried the girls.

A rattle of locks and the approach of feet 36 heralded the ending of leisure time and back to work for two trembling women.

Curt orders were issued and the girls were lifted from the tubs by their assistants.

Vigorously they were towelled down under the watchful and leering stares of the waiting guards. With equal haste their hair was groomed and faces made up before large ball gags were inserted into protesting mouths.

Re-gagged and now shackled with their hands in front, the girls were led from the bathroom and into an equally large room that appeared to be a luxurious bedroom. Or at least it could have been, were it not for the fact that the essential item of a bed was missing.

In place of a bed, there appeared to be a strange frame between the drapes that would normally surround this piece of furniture. A frame towards which the girls were now led.

Whilst one of the guards held Sandra back, the other positioned Angela between the two ends of the frame and ordered her to lie face down on the floor.

It took but seconds to secure her ankles into the clamps at one end of the frame, and only a few more to connect her wrist shackles to the hanging chain at the other.

Sandra was then brought forward and ordered to join her partner, although this time they indicated that she should lie the opposite way with her head where Angela’s feet were.

Quickly she too was secured to the frame and lay wondering what was in store as two more women were brought in and similarly secured in alternate directions, so that now the four females were forming a human mat between the frame’s ends. Special straps were laid across their secured bodies at intervals; .. one across the necks and ankles at each end, the other across waists.

Still not quite sure what the eventual outcome would be, all the women lay still as these straps were connected to each in turn and then adjusted until all were securely fastened together, equally spaced sideways across the frame.

A loud whirring noise filled the room, punctuated by a chorus of groans as the slack in the wrist and ankle chains of each woman was eaten up by a rotating bars forming the end of the frame. Drawn taut, their bodies began to lift away from the floor in unison as the tension increased.

Relentlessly the bar continued to turn and the women’s groans became screams as their woven, multiple-form was stretched out into a quivering flat surface some 18" off the floor.

The whirring stopped and the guards moved forward.

Gripping each woman in turn, they fitted full punishment helmets to all, totally covering the head of each so that their only connection with the outside world were the tiny holes below their nostrils. Rings in the crowns of these devices were connected to the frame, and by means of adjusting screws, each woman was subjected to excruciating neck stretching as their heads were pulled stringently into line with their bodies.

By now the utility function they were to perform had become apparent. Sharna, with her unique flare for bondage design, had constructed a most original and erotic bed.

A living flexible mattress of sensuous female bodies, perfumed and silky, with exquisitely warm and inviting curves to snuggle around or bounce upon; whatever took her fancy.

For an hour the mattress strained and groaned in solitude as the guards left them to suffer.

The sound of an opening door silenced all as they strove to decipher the identity of their user.

Sharna’s voice gave them all the information they needed as she instructed the guards to place something on the bed.

Again came the groaning as a heavy object added strain to the already over-stressed fabric of the living mattress, and feeling a warm wriggling object, Sandra surmised it was another naked woman. For some reason however, she couldn’t figure out just how the woman was lying as the configuration seemed strange.

Suddenly it dawned on her that the body they supported was that of the unfortunate female torso-toy, and by the feel of it, she had been placed for use as a pillow.

Sharna’s voice interrupted the groaning moans emanating from her tortuously stretched bed.

“Any noise from anyone and you all suffer tomorrow.“

With that ominous warning, Sharna climbed onto the squirming surface of female bodies and settled herself for the night, drawing pleasure from the knowledge that her additional weight was now putting intolerable strain on the captives below her.

Obviously, these thoughts were arousing her sadistic libido, for instead of drifting off to sleep, she continued to wriggle restlessly.

Eventually, unable to contain herself, she moved the pillow down between her legs and commanded the sex package to satisfy her.

The limbless peanut shaped sex object obeyed.

Several orgasms later, exhaustion claimed Sharna’s satisfied form and she drifted off into a blissful sleep of pleasure; .. unfortunately, before she had commanded the licking object between her wide-spread thighs to cease operations.

The torso’s ministrations could be felt by the others all night as she worked ceaselessly at her task. Terrified of an awakening Sharna finding that she had stopped without permission, the girl worked tirelessly at her task. As she worked, Sandra perceived an odd inflexibility in the nubile form pressing against her buttocks. It was only after some thought that she realised that the limbless woman was completely encased in a tight web of unyielding leather straps; apparently some form of leather cage that bisected and cinched the disabled form in such a way as to rob her of even the most rudimentary movement. The luckless peanut was rigidly strapped to create a backward bowed torso; an extravaganza of ultimate helplessness. She was little more than a cruelly cinched joint of female meat that could be utilized in any way her owner chose.

Had Sandra been able to study the shape more, she would have also seen that the creature’s strained head-back format was at the expense of a rigid adjusting bar connected to a lattice work of head embracing straps, pulled back and maintained by the deeply implanted anal hook at its far end. She would also have recoiled in shock at the severity of the cage type leather breast sections that were cinched so tightly as to almost severe the fulsome orbs of full blooded womanhood from the straining chest. Sharna liked her plaything’s tits hard and pressurised. It was so much more fulfilling for her to mentally envisage the incredible reduction to toy-like status when her pet displayed those two spherical balls of tormented flesh jutting provocatively from her body.

The hard working mouth continued, but the task was not easy, especially for a limbless torso that had to try and follow Sharna’s elusive pussy as her darting tongue caused continuous writhing dreams of pleasure in her mistress and owner.

It was a long night for all concerned, especially in view of the fact that Sharna, exhausted by her long vigil at the wheel of a heavy truck, and other activities, slept until midday the next day. She had in fact only just awakened when her maid servant entered to inquire if she required lunch.

Sharna considered the idea, then deciding that her two newly recaptured toys had languished long enough in this cushy job, she ordered a light meal and rose to dress. After all, there was much to be done in her quest for revenge.

At the press of a nearby button, she summoned several other assistants of the ‘non-volunteer” variety, all of whom were attired in the seemingly obligatory nakedness, plus rings and gag costumes. In they filed and stood in line abreast in front of Sharna, who walking slowly around the apprehensive group, checked that all were attired as ordered.

She seemed satisfied and motioned towards the truncated female meat package on the bed.

“Take her away. Feed and bathe her, then set her up on the exerciser. She’s starting to put on a little weight around the waist.“

To the two new recruits, still stretched and hooded, the idea of exercise for a person with no limbs seemed a physical impossibility, but then neither possessed the devious, deranged mind of Sharna.

There was a sudden lifting of weight from their overloaded bodies, followed by the sounds of retreat as the cinched torso was carried out. Then only silence. The silence hung heavily, for both Sandra and Angela knew that out there in the world beyond their helmets, Sharna stood watching and deciding on their next ordeal.

Their wait was short as the sound of heavy footsteps announced the arrival of male assistants. The frame moved and gasps of relief escaped four stretched and gagged females as the rotating bar lowered their abused forms to the floor. The agonies of returning circulation were ignored as first the two outer girls were removed before attention was centered on the focus of Sharna’s vengeful attentions.

“Have a nice restful night slaves?” she asked mockingly.

Receiving no answer she taunted them further.

“I' hope you did because you're going to need to be fully refreshed for what I have in store for you today.“

Dread clouded the girls minds as the black despair of hopelessness descended on them both. Neither had any idea of how much they could take. .. But one thing was a certain fact, Sharna intended to push them to the limit, ‘and beyond’.

THE DAY OF RECKONING

Taken from the bedroom by the guards, they were manacled and once more led to the bathroom, where under the leering stares of their keepers they were bathed yet again and made up. Of particular note was their being subjected to the crude and raucous laughter as their pubic mounds were relieved of the budding floss of new hair.

Unable to resist the temptations of the moment, the guards came over and each in turn rigorously checked with groping fingers that their mounds were now smooth and inviting.

“We wouldn’t want to get sore now would we?” commented one. A remark that gave the girls some inkling as to their future employment.

Toilet ablutions, bathing and preparation complete, they were fed and watered. Nothing spectacular, but sufficient to ensure that they both remained in a condition capable of fully appreciating Sharna’s revenge plans.

With a deep foreboding, the two women were escorted to some outbuildings on the other side of the court-yard and led into a large room that smelled of musky males and sex. The room was completely empty save for a large wide gallows affair that ran almost the full length of the room; .. the top cross beam of which bore the scars of many rope burns in its well used surface. They were not allowed to dwell on these observations as the guards roughly forced them to the floor and removed their manacles.

Freedom was to be a short lived affair however, as with equal force their wrists were rejoined in front with heavy leather binders.

Next were their ankles; the two pairs of bound limbs on each woman then being joined with snap-lock fasteners built into the binders so that each was now doubled. Further straps encircled their elbows and upper calves, welding them together in a single mass.

A thin strong chain with snap links on each end was quickly clipped onto the ring of a nipple, then after compressing their bodies until breasts were squeezed out by thighs, they connected the other end of the chains to the girl’s other breast after running it behind the knees. Any attempt to unfold would now be a most painful exercise. In fact the tension required just to maintain them in this compressed position was already pulling painfully at these most tender nodules.

Lifting the two female bundles, the guards held them feet and wrists uppermost, then connected a rope to the multiple restraints securing their bundled appendages. Without further ceremony they threw the other end of the rope over the cross bar of the gallows and hauled them up until each swung like an erotic pendulum from the strong beam.

Another snap-ring connected with their blatantly exposed clitorises, and was in turn connected to the same rope that suspended them; .. but only after being drawn cruelly taut, so that each woman’s clitoris was stretched painfully upward. Any slipping of suspension or downward movement would be painfully arrested by this tiny fragile finger of flesh.

The girls groans of discomfort increased as each was fitted with a mouth jack that ruthlessly held their jaws stretched wide open.

The securing of these devices was achieved by special head harnesses that served a dual purpose. The other function became excruciatingly apparent as twenty pound weights were connected to rings on the crown of each harness, then allowed to hang downward; effectively dragging each girl’s head sharply backward.

The guards appeared to be finished and took time off to enjoy themselves; poking, prodding, playing with the suspended women. As they fondled exposed sexual openings, one addressed the helpless objects of their attentions.

“Aren’t you lucky ladies? .. You're going to play with mistress Sharna all afternoon and then, in the evening, all the guards are going to entertain you.” He laughed loudly as each woman’s face registered fear at the pronouncement of their coming ordeals, each undecided as to which playmates they desired least.

Sharna’s company would undoubtedly be a painful experience. But then again, some sixteen randy male entertainers were hardly going to be a bundle of laughs either.

The sniggering guards left as they slowly turned on their ropes, and the women’s eyes met as they hung helpless and vulnerable.

Each silently conveyed to the other that feeling of hopeless resignation to the events about to take place. A sit transpired, Sharna didn’t reappear for another hour; an hour in which both girls had time to consider the positions they were secured in.

Again, Sandra felt a sneaking admiration for Sharna’s inventiveness. Their present bondage left all three body openings suitable for insertion of male members completely vulnerable. They were also suspended at the optimum height for such activities, and others.

[t didn’t take a degree in rocket engineering to figure out that their stretched and offered buttocks were also displayed in the optimum receiving mode for the host of whipping tools the guards graciously left behind. .. Not to mention a whole range of equipment designed specifically to fit into cavities of one sort or another; all of which appeared to be contrived to induce extreme discomfort rather than pleasure.

The clicking of high heels warned them of the approach of doom, and presently they were rewarded by the appearance of Sharna in their limited and transitory field of view as they slowly rotated.

Sharna watched for a while, savouring the moment she had dreamed of for so long whilst she endured the destruction of her body.

Chained to a bed in that brothel. .. Used like a piece of meat; and all because of these two helpless objects before her.

Thoughtfully, she bent down to her ‘tool-kit’ and selected two monstrous knobbled dildo affairs. Halting Sandra’s rotation with one hand, she began to insert one of them into her puckered anal ring.

Sandra writhed as she tried to resist, but instantly became still as her flexing legs stretched the flesh of her nipples and sent searing jolts of pain racing through her breasts. Loud unintelligible noises came from her gaping, jacked mouth as the intruder was rammed home.

A click that she couldn’t understand was felt through the bulk of the implant before Sharna moved away and implanted the luckless Angela with the other dildo.

A similar click sounded before Sharna addressed them both.

“Thank heavens for the wonders of modern micro-electronics,” she purred. “These new dildo’s should really warm you up for coming events.“

She paused and allowed the girls to ponder the meaning of this, each feeling fear as they considered the possibilities. Sharna dragged out the suspense before enlightening them as to her new toy’s capabilities.

“Inside these delightful devices a small electronic circuit converts the battery’s power to high voltage that it stores for thirty seconds.

Then every thirty seconds they discharge. The effect of that you will be experiencing in about five seconds I should think.“

Her calculations were out by about three seconds; as proved by the sudden powerful jolt that caused each of the suspended girls to jump violently on their tethers. Loud screams of surprise and pain burst from their open mouths as the reaction caused all their ringed appendages to be savagely pulled by their fastenings.

“Excellent” remarked Sharna, obviously pleased at the effect the dildo’s were having.

“But that’s only half of what they can do,“

she smirked, “You may by now have noticed that they feel a little warm, but in half an hour’s time they will have reached their full temperature and that should guarantee to keep you animated.“

With that she left, and each woman immediately began to squirm in her bounds; eager to avoid the next shock due any second, and worse still, the now decidedly warmer threat of their implants.

It was hopeless. The guards had done their work well. Not a fraction of movement was possible in their present contorted and trussed state. The searing bite of another shock ripped into their lower bodies causing them to jerk and cavort on the ropes yet again. Then, as they settled down, the increasing heat in the tender passage of their anuses began to become unbearable.

Squirming, crying and struggling, each woman endured as they were heated and shocked continuously; not knowing that the dildo’s were set to only reach a temperature that was decidedly uncomfortable, but not damaging. Their own imaginations would supply the additional heat required to make these objects reach unbearable levels.

Sharna returned some forty-five minutes later and was impressed by the awesome sight of these two wildly swinging, flexing, tormented objects that hung from the beam. The sounds of their distress only served to fuel her own pleasure and sadistic arousal and did nothing to end their suffering.

Having watched for several minutes as they danced on the end of their vertical tethers, she moved forward and quelled the motion of Angela’s swinging form, then connecting another snap-link to her clitoris ring, she ran the other end of its cord to a ring-bolt in the floor. Once secured, this cord would ensure minimum movement from the tortured beauty above. Sandra was similarly secured.

Selecting a thin whippy cane from her stock, Sharna proceeded to deliver a severe thrashing to the already squirming, jerking buttocks of each woman.

The onslaught of simultaneous pain in three forms became the nightmare both girls had been dreading ever since Sharna had turned the tables. Neither could have envisaged the torment she had so skillfully engineered.

For a full hour, Sharna switched targets, moving form one woman to the other; ..

choosing new areas for her attentions as she slowly reduced both sets of presented charms to a mass of stinging, burning, reddened flesh that jounced and jerked with each new shock.

After each hour, she would leave them for another hour. Only to return for the next session after each girl had suffered the never tiring attentions of those devilish intruders in their back passages.

Eventually the day began to draw to a close, and as she finished her last application of revenge, Sharna spoke to the sobbing exhausted bundles of femininity that hung before her.

“You can relax now ladies,” she said, removing the hot shafts of torment from each of the two offered assholes. “In half an hour the guards will be in to take over and use you in a more pleasurable way. Pleasurable for them, that is,” she added as a final barbed thrust before leaving.

The guards were obviously impatient to get to their leisure activities, for less than fifteen minutes later, the door burst open and a crowd of lusting males surrounded the helplessly offered women. With them they bought the limbless woman, who was apparently their normal sport. But tonight they had new toy’s, and so after fitting a suspension harness tightly around the woman’s head, they hung her at the far end of the beam and left her to swing forgotten as they turned to the new additions to their toy cupboard.

Lots were drawn, and the order of play was determined in front of the swinging, doubled women. Each watched with desperately pleading eyes as their defenceless openings were bargained for.

A hush fell over the group as the first two contenders stepped forward and began to strip for action, their already erect and anticipating shafts springing powerfully into view as the trousers came down. Each throbbing appearance was greeted by loud cheering and crude comments as the owners advanced on their trussed targets.

Both men grasped their allotted sex toy by the hips and positioned the hanging women some six inches from their throbbing shafts. Then turning, they waited as one of the others, obviously some sort of umpire in the game, counted down from ten. At the count of zero, a chorus of GOs! rent the air, and each woman felt herself pulled powerfully towards the awaiting shaft.

With searing pain, Sandra felt herself impaled ferociously on the hard meaty shaft as it plunged to the hilt in one swift, savage movement. Then, as she tried to accept this terrible intrusion, she felt herself being pulled rapidly back and forth along its length.

The fact that her body weight was taken entirely by her suspension allowed the full strength of this brute to concentrate on these normally impossibly rapid movements.

As she jerked back and forth on that meaty shaft, Sandra caught glimpses of Angela’s similar demise. The sight of her partner reduced to a jerking, swinging, female wanking implement, and the realisation that she too looked the same, brought tears of humiliation to her eyes.

Beyond Angela’s cock-pumped form, she could also see the figure of Sharna who had returned; now standing drink in hand, watching the gang rape of her two toys.

The evening wore on as shaft after shaft tore into those offered pubic mouths; until, after some three hours of continual ravishing, the game seemed to be over as times were compared and a winner in ‘endurance before ejaculation” was declared. One was disqualified as it was adjudged by all that he had sneakily shot his load and then managed to conceal the dastardly deed for several minutes afterward. The argument raged back and forth as the devastated women hung helplessly, pussies drooling with overfill, and a red soreness patently evident of the succulent tender flesh of their labial lips.

The drinks had been flowing freely, and with it the ideas. Soon both girls were playing host simultaneously to shafts thrust into both ends of their bodies. Choking and gurgling as rods of iron penetrated their throats and bored noisily into the dripping wet openings of their lower bodies, the women endured. Hideously gurgling and slurping in the fluid of many males and the unstoppable tide of horribly unwanted arousal, the pendulous bundles of womanhood soldiered on. Occasionally, loud farting noises would send ripples of laughter through the onlookers as each women’s body released stored pockets of air thrust into their wombs by the multitude of pumping shafts.

Orgasm after horribly unwanted orgasm racked the doubled, compressed forms of both captives; each watched in close-up by a sneering Sharna as she revelled in their horror at revealing to her their most private act. The humiliation of her knowing that they were out of control due to her planning was too much to bear.

Late into the night, the prowess of the men had been deflated by these swinging sex ornaments. But this was not to bring festivities to an end; for now an apparently popular game was set up. This new sport entailed two huge dildo’s being mounted horizontally on a strong frame to one side of the suspension gallows.

Again, teams were decided and each team moved over to a woman. Angela, as the instrument of the first team to go, felt herself once more gripped by the hips; .. only this time from the head end, and then swung back until she was some three feet to one side of her anchor point. The man holding her seemed to be positioning her carefully for something as a hush descended on the gathering.

Suddenly she was released and propelled forward towards the waiting dildo and before she even had time to react, Anglea found herself skewered instantly as the gleaming polished metal shaft burst into her presented labial tunnel. There was a muffled thump when her taut buttocks impacted the back board and conveyed a message of full penetration to the cheering onlookers. She had engulfed the massive shaft in a split second as her pussy exploded sideways to accommodate the lunging rod.

Crying pitifully she remained shafted by the dildo; its sheer size being sufficient to ensure a tight grip by her stretched opening, defying gravity in its efforts to pull her back to the center of suspension. Cheers rocked the room at this opening ‘perfect shot’, before silence reigned once more as Sandra was aimed at her waiting shaft.

The contestant aiming Sandra was not in such good form, and to the shock of the impacting woman, she found that after a blinding shaft of agony, she was thoroughly impaled on her tender asshole.

The sport continued as each woman suffered the never ending torment of being dragged off plundering shafts, only to be remounted with increasing ferocity and trauma as the games continued.

By 2 am, the games had finished, and all contestants were sleeping a drunken, exhausted sleep. Whilst in the now silent games room, three women hung dejectedly.

Beaten, misused, abused and helpless. Two of them were mercifully in shock, and one thankful that for once, others had been the object of the guards attentions. Angela was unfortunate in that they had left her painfully impaled when the last drunken abortive effort speared her rectally.

As she slowly pivoted on the swivel hook in her head harness, Susan, the limb-less woman, could not help but feel compassion for the two new arrivals who had suffered far more than Sharna would ever have allowed for herself.

As she contemplated their contorted moaning forms, she could see the livid bruising on Sandra’s gently rotating buttocks, visible proof of many badly aimed swings that had ended with a non-penetrable area making contact with the bullet end of the target shaft.

Susan wriggled uneasily, her helpless torso writhing like a large fat worm as complex emotions flowed through her mind. The undulating movements caused her to swing around so that she could now see her own reflection in a large wall mirror. Feelings of guilt invaded her thoughts as she saw the reflection of the wet pool beneath her pendant 46 form and the slick glistening of well lubricated love-lips. It was damning confirmation of the conflicting emotions that she had endured through the evening. All of which had served to keep her juices of arousal flowing in copious amounts.

At first her sadistic half had enjoyed watching the brutal rape of her fellow female ornaments, and then as the games progressed, her masochistic side imagined it to be her own tethered form being regularly impaled on those frighteningly massive dildo’s.

She herself had been placed in a similar situation on many occasions, as a tormented ornament to amuse guests at various house parties. Sharna’s favourite was to fix her horizontally in a metal pendulum frame with a function identical to that carried out by the girls suspension ropes. The difference was that her torso was guided accurately to the point of impaling by a rigid steel suspension arm.

But, because of the so called ‘voluntary’ nature of an oral retainer, she never experienced the actual self engineered penetration.

When they mounted her, she had been drawn back to a much higher position than that from which Sandra and Angela had been launched, so that in fact her face was only inches from the ceiling. This position was only maintained by her ferocious and fearful grip on the dildogag mounted above her, protruding down from the ceiling.

Invariably Susan provided an interesting conversation piece over the dining table as guests wondered how long she could resist the pull of gravity before swinging down to be impaled. But so far, fear of that waiting shaft always provided the will to endure the agonies of her aching jaw. Until tonight, she had always wondered what would have happened had she weakened. She now knew that if she were so mounted in the future, the fascination of finding out for real would be too strong to resist.

The masochistic imaginings became too powerful to ignore, and Susan found her truncated form beginning to respond to the urgent need in her totally available pussy.

Available to others, but impossibly out of reach to herself. Her torso rippled and writhing in silent ecstasy; the efforts resembling those of a jerking, wriggling pink sack of grain hung from a warehouse hoist.

Meanwhile Sandra and Angela had also rotated and were now in a position to watch this unbelievably erotic performance, unnoticed by Susan whose eyes were closed by the power of the moment.

Minutes later she was jerking madly on her head harness, breasts bouncing and torso curling and flexing as the orgasm devastated her reduced form with erotic waves of pleasure. And even though both Sandra and Angela were afraid that they might one day resemble her limbless form, they could not rid themselves of the thoughts of what it would be like to be so totally available for use.

Reduced to a wriggling, silent receptacle; an ornament of sexual excess.

Susan finished her endeavours successfully, and as she hung in exhaustion, she was disturbed by the sounds of exertion. Opening her eyes she was amazed to see her two companions both locked in desperate contortions to relieve their own lust at the bizarre thoughts of their own loss of limbs.

Their orgasm’s complete, both women hung still. Each absorbed in their thoughts of the coming day and what terrors it may hold.

Exhaustion finally ended the nightmarish thoughts as a fitful sleep claimed both women.

THE WHEEL & WORSE

Morning dawned and with it the awareness of their hopeless predicament as the girls were awakened by the returning guards. Taken down from their overnight suspension, all three were bathed toiletted and fed.

As they were left alone for a few minutes after completion, Sandra and Angela discussed the possibilities of rescue by Peter and the crew PROBLEMS IN PARADISE from the ranch.

They both agreed that there seemed little prospect of an early release from the clutches of Sharna; if indeed it ever came. The task of locating them and mounting a rescue operation seemed impossible, even for the gallant, albeit bumbling Peter.

As they talked, Sandra became aware that Susan who had been left nearby, was obviously following the conversation.

Turning to her she spoke to the silenced woman.

“Do you understand English?” she asked.

Susan nodded vigorously and blinked rapidly with her eyelids.

The blinking stopped, and then after short pause was resumed with intense looks, and mouthing of silent words. Sandra was nonplused at first over this display, then with a dawning awareness, she understood the reasons for the woman'’s strange actions.

“The eyelids, it's Morse-code. Peter taught it to me some time ago when we worked together in England. We used to communicate under the table at sales negotiations with foot- Morse.“

Susan’s head bobbed joyously as she realised that she now had another person to speak to.

For some moments, Sandra watched as the eyelids blinked rapidly, then replied to what she read by tapping Morse on the woman’s shoulder. The eyelids blinked furiously and a look of annoyance appeared on Susan'’s face.

Sandra looked embarrassed and laughed.

“What did she say?” asked an impatient Angela. Sandra turned and smiled.

“She said, I'm legless, armless and speechless, not bloody deaf.“

They both laughed, and Susan’s mouth curved in a smile.

“It would appear that her name is Susan, and she was born of English parents in Africa.

They were killed and she was adopted by another family who later tired of her burden and dumped her in an African black hospital.

“You will be relieved to know that Sharna didn’t have her altered, she was born like this.“

Aloud sigh escaped Angela lips.

“Thank God for that. [ thought— i “Me too,” interrupted Sandra They looked back to Susan who was now regarding them with compassion, realising the anguish that they must have suffered in thinking that they too would be altered to her own pitiful condition.

There was little time for further conversation as approaching footsteps sounded in the passage-way. Sandra leaned forward and gripped Susan’s shoulder.

“We'll talk again, soon!” The eyelids fluttered and Sandra translated.

“Good Luck.” she said.

Angela looked ruefully at Sandra them back to Susan. They all knew that they needed more than luck. “They needed a miracle’.

The guards appeared and ignoring Susan, made directly for Sandra and Angela. As was expected, they were the latest toys and therefore the novelty to be played with. Each hoped that they could outlast Sharna’s new toy phase. But alas, that certainly wasn’t to be for a while.

Rapidly, the two women were inserted into heavy rubber, upper body sheaths that sported built-in punishment helmets and arm sheaths. Strangely their buttocks were left uncovered by the rubber. No doubt the purpose of that would soon be apparent. As they both contemplated the bare flesh of each other’s rump, their feet were shod in ultra high heeled thigh high rubber stilettoed boots that were immediately strapped into place and rendered permanent items of footwear.

With leads connected to the built in collars they were dragged into the baking heat of a new day and out across the fields at the back of the villa.

After roughly half a mile, a large water-wheel affair could be seen close to some irrigation ditches. Water-wheel however, was an oversimplification.

It was in fact a hybrid device that was half water-wheel, half tread-mill. It was the tread-mill section that worried the two tethered women.

The construction was of one main wheel, but in fact, its interior was divided into two walking tracks by a set of additional spokes between each track. In all, the wheel was probably some fourteen feet in diameter, the central axle shaft extending out approximately ten feet from one side of the wheel being connected to another wheel with bucket devices. This was obviously the work output end of the arrangement that supplied the irrigation ditches from the pond.

Pushing roughly, the guards shoved the girls between a set of spokes and positioned them each on their own tracks. The chains on their collars were connected to swivelling rings fitted over the central shaft above their heads leaving them safely secured within the confines of the wheel.

Sandra and Angela had already worked out that their next ordeal was to be purely a back breaking, neverending slog of hard labour.

What they hadn't figured out was the method of coercing them to work.

When they saw the gadgets being fitted behind them, they instantly recognised them as the same type of high-voltage goads that had spurred them to impossible efforts at the Pony Ranch on the island of Mirrear.

Helplessly they had to stand and watch as the devilishly painful devices were installed on a counterbalanced mounting that because of its bearing arrangement on the central shaft, would remain permanently in a position just behind the vertical axis, and directly in line with their unprotected and vulnerable buttocks.

The vigorous head shaking and muffled pleading was all wasted effort. The guards finished the installation and retired from the center of the wheel.

Standing fearful and alone, the girls looked around desperately for some miraculous escape path. None was apparent, and as they waited in dread, each could feel the inactive prods touching their naked buttocks.

So they were left, shackled and prepared for the big switch-on of Sharna’s grand new irrigation scheme. And who better to inaugurate the new project than the Queen Bitch herself.

Silently, the girls watched as Sharna approached. Each captives eyes riveted on the radio control unit in her hand that would activate those waiting prods and spur them into never-ending exertion. Sharna checked everything. savouring the building tension in her waiting captives as they prepared for the fatal moment.

Satisfied that all was in order she turned and faced the wheel. Slowly raising the hand holding the device as she pressed the start button that would commission her human powered machine. The brake groaned and released the huge wheel, and ponderously, it began to turn as their weight moved down to bottom dead center.

Instantly, both girls felt the burning lash of the charge that seared their rear ends, and as one they lunged forward away from the prods and climbed the sloping path of the wheel.

Had it not been for the restraining collars, and the teetering uncertainty of their heels, Sharna had no doubt they would have run right round the inside of the wheel.

The massive human water-pump began to turn. Ponderously building speed, the wheel creaked into steady motion, its sheer weight frustrating the girls initial efforts to get it moving quicker and allow them to stay away from the prods. As the speed increased, the frequency of contact became less as the slight drag on the bearing supporting the prods was sufficient to move them a few inches further away. This state of affairs was only temporary and would soon be cancelled out by any slackening of speed by the wheel.

The nearby sloshing of water told the struggling girls that their efforts were producing rewards as the water began to flow down the channels.

Sharna watched for a while and indulged her sadistic nature, then left them to their labours, secure in the knowledge that the incorruptible prods would ensure a continuing sustained effort from the twin fem-drive engines powering the wheel.

Alone in the midst of the vast field, the girls toiled on. Monotonously treading that neverending path. The exertion of their labours caused lakes of sweat to form inside the stifling rubber straight-jackets on their upper torso’s that set the rubber slithering and sliding in a most erotic but unsolicited manner.

It was bad enough trying to struggle against the mechanical demands on their bodies without the added trauma of internally generated sexual arousal.

The weights attached “as standard’ to nipples and clitoris” added to their continual torment with the fast jogging motion they were forced to maintain, and it was not long before the massaging rubber of the suits and masochistic torment of nipples endowed each straining woman with a whole new set of problems to overcome.

Occasionally each would glance at the other to see how they were fairing, and each would see the same level of distress graphically depicted by painfully bouncing breasts and jerking weights. Tiring legs and despairing eyes told the rest of the story as the toil went on. The salt laden sweat gathering on sorely abused pubic lips, burned like fury as it flowed across chafed and raw skin where the repeated misuse of the night before had left its marks.

As they toiled onward, another human being was feeling despair at the hands of a furious Sharna.

Susan recoiled as best she could from the stinging slap that hit her full on the cheek.

Propped precariously on a kitchen chair, she listened helplessly as Sharna unleashed a storm of abusive language at her.

“Betray me would you, you bitch! Don’t deny it” she raged. “I saw you “talking” with those two bitches on the closed circuit television.“

Sharna strode around in circles, beside herself with rage that her own personal and private toy had dared to become friendly with the women who had been responsible for her downfall. She rounded on the fearful and silent Susan with venom in her eyes.

“Well, by this time tomorrow, you'll be ruing the day you ever saw them,” she spat out.

Summoning the guards forward, she ordered them to remove the object of her anger and prepare the specialised equipment required for her planned punishment of Susan’s perceived treachery.

The water-wheel turned relentlessly on; its monotonous creaking voice and the splashing of water adding further torment to the toiling women who struggled valiantly forward.

The day seemed endless, and many times they had slowed with exhaustion; .. only to be driven to greater efforts as the savage electrodes lashed their defenceless buttocks with merciless regularity. Around the creaking wheel of torment a small crowd of jabbering black Nubian women gathered, but after a few minutes of interested discussion, they settled down to do their washing in the newly formed pond. The struggling tormented forms within the water wheel were given scant attention after that first inquisitive investigation.

These women were used to hardship, and to see two white women struggle for a change was no big deal. The only thing of interest had in fact been the manner in which they were being used, but then the owner of the land was known for her disposition towards placing women in diabolically degrading plights. These two rubber sheathed desperately toiling women were hardly a novelty to them.

The women within the wheel soon gave up their desperate entreaties towards this group and concentrated on the task in hand. Both, realised that rescue from this quarter was a forlorn hope, and in fact were made painfully aware on occasion that the Nubians had little regard for their welfare. If water in the pool was used quickly, they simply added to the prods incentive by lashing the straining buttocks with canes. At a run, the rubberized women soon caught up on demand as the ponderous wheel thundered around. With their mouths stuffed, bodies bound and trussed in rubber and steel, the wheel women presented no threat no matter what was demanded of them. The Nubians considered them on about the same level as a pair of donkeys and simply whipped them into frenzied action whenever extra effort was needed.

Evening approached, and with came the return of Sharna and her cronies. They stood and watched for several minutes as the last despairing dregs of energy were drained from the helpless forms within the wheel, then as directed by Sharna, the guards moved forward to remove the sagging bodies from the slowing wheel as Sharna switched off the prods and engaged the brake.

Leashed by their protruding breasts and attendant nipple rings, the two stumbling figures were led back to the Villa, unaware of the horrors that Sharna had planned for their entertainment.

Stripped of the heavy rubber restraints, their sweaty, dust streaked forms were bathed and fed; the foaming Jacuzzis giving temporary relief to the aches and pains of their overworked and abused bodies as they lay back in the inviting waters.

Time passed quickly, and soon their allotted period of R and R had expired, and with it any hope of a comfortable night as they were led naked through into an ante-chamber to one side of Sharna’s bedroom.

There on the floor was a black wriggling cocoon of rubber, that judging by its size and odd shape could only contain the torso of Susan. At first glance she seemed smaller than the woman they had seen that morning, and it was only when they considered the massive tension of her undersized rubber sheathing that it became obvious that it was one and the same, albeit crushed to excruciating compression by the massively restrictive suit.

Susan, the human Mexican jumping bean, continued to perform as they watched. The only visible human part was the silent and gaping mouth showing through a hole in the helmet of this one piece rubber encapsulation and the very tips of the ample breasts with the obligatory ringed nipples.

The mouth worked frantically as if trying to communicate with the women she had heard entering, for Susan had already been appraised of Sharna’s intentions to somehow link their punishment. The watching girls couldn’t know that Susan’s torment had started some two hours before as she struggled uselessly against the insertion of two of Sharna’s electronic dildo’s in her lower apertures, then watched with horror as the guards dusted the inside of her rubber cocoon with itching powder before stretching it tautly open with a powerful expander machine prior to inserting her writhing form.

The dildo’s were set to discharge every halfhour, and as the last discharge had been seconds before Sandra and Angela had entered, they would not be aware of their presence until after Sharna’s preparations were complete.

Grabbed from behind, both women were trussed tightly with leather straps that pinioned their arms ruthlessly behind their backs before being led to the center of the room and positioned some three feet apart and facing each other.

They stood in fearful anticipation as each in turn were secured to ring-bolts in the floor by pre-installed ankle shackles that held their legs spread wide.

Both were now powerless to prevent the insertion of those dreaded electronic intruders in both of their own orifices, and stood in terror at the thought of the unavoidable pain they would deliver to these tender tunnels of warmth. Their bodies jerked as the restraining harnesses attached to these devices were cinched tight, ruling out any chance of their being expelled by the reluctant recipients. But these horrors of Sharna’s inventive mind would soon be a mere irritation when compared to the rest of her planned torment.

They were both surprised when having gathered their hair and plaited it into pigtails along with a rope. The end of each woman’s hair rope was connected above them with a fair amount of slack.

Sandra and Angela watched helplessly as the rubberised, wriggling sausage that was Susan was dragged over and placed between them and looked on with morbid interest as Sharna handed the woman’s antagonist’s what appeared to be three short dildo’s connected by a triple legged chain.

Reaching down, one of the guards forced the end of one of these dildo’s between Susan’s lips, then between them they lifted her body and held her at breast height between Sandra and Angela.

Sharna moved to assist, and with a look that commanded instant obedience from her two secured captives, she indicated that they should lean forward and grasp the remaining two dildo’s on the chain. All three women were now orally connected.

Slowly the guards lowered Susan until the chains became taut and her own grip on the dildo and that of her co-sufferers supported her weight.

Sharna stepped back and studied the trio as the guards rapidly completed the basic arrangement with the addition of smaller, although no-less strong chains, between the six offered nipples of this triangle of suffering.

Muted cries of despair escaped the two seeing women as the simplicity of this diabolical setup became clear. Their cries of dismay were supplemented shortly afterward by Susan’s terrified look as eye pads were removed and her searching eyes deciphered the inescapable conclusions of her demise.

The guards busied themselves with final arrangements. Arrangements that included the tightening of both women’s hair fastenings, and the placement of a large cauldron of hot water some ten inches below Susan’s truncated, swinging body.

A lead running from this cauldron confirmed that it in fact was fitted with some sort of heater that would ensure the maintaining of water temperature at just below boiling point.

Sharna moved forward and laughed loudly as she walked around her creation of torment.

She was clearly intoxicated by the feelings of sadistic joy that the scene beheld for her as she addressed the straining, groaning trio.

“Since you all seem to be such good friends, I thought we should just put your friendship to the test. And what better way than an experience shared by all three?“

Leaning down she peered into Susan’s eyes at close range as she continued.

“Lets see how you feel about continuing the friendship after being steamed all night in that suit you little slut. I should think the extra heat will really get that itching powder going.“

With that they were left, each following the departing backs with imploring eyes as they contemplated the long night ahead.

Susan began to wriggle and twist, and Sandra’s warning growl brought a series of flashing eye messages from the hapless women as she revealed the full extent of her bondage arrangements to an incredulous Sandra, who by the nature of her support for the poor unfortunate between them, was unable to relay these descriptions to the watching, silent Angela.

Susan suddenly jerked violently as the implanted dildo’s sent searing bolts of energy into her body, and the two supporting women almost lost their tenuous grip of her suspension. The thoughts of dropping her and having to suspend her by their nipples for the night lent superhuman power to their Jaws.

Susan on the other hand was fearful that loss of her own grip would result in not only a painful drop onto her own nipple suspension, but a night with her rear end and sensitive pussy being slowly par-boiled in the water below.

She looked back up to her captors as violent jerks passed through the dildo in her mouth; transmitted from first Angela and then Sandra as they reacted to the first bolts from their own implants. All were now very aware of the growing torment of heat from the other function of those terrible internal monsters.

The hours dragged on, and for the rest of the evening they were subjected to continual taunting and teasing from the overjoyed Sharna during her frequent visits. The greatest suffering being that of the rubber encased pendant sex-bag that was Susan, as she absorbed horrendous torment from a multitude of different directions.

Trussed, stuffed, shocked and steamed, she endured the inescapable and neverending discomfort of a terrible itching over the whole surface of her body, coupled with the rising heat within her lower openings.

Sharna’s arrangements for her had even eclipsed those endured by Sandra and Angela.

As she twisted and cavorted ceaselessly, she begged Sandra with eye messages to endure her constantly moving burden.

Sandra did as best she could with eye Morse to comfort her with the knowledge that they would manage to hang on; a sentiment also conveyed by looks of compassion from Angela, who although she didn’t understand Morse, was able to understand the deep feelings of comradeship that their joint ordeal was now forging in all of them. Sharna would fail. Of that they were all sure. She would never force them to betray or hate each other.

As they gained strength from resolve, another kindred spirit, many miles away was wallowing in the pit of despair.

Having checked through nearly twenty locations pin-pointed by Carlos, Peter had drawn a blank. Looking at his map he realised that he had not even covered a quarter of the marks on it. As he sat sullenly in the hot car, he wondered what ordeals the girls may be enduring at this very moment. That was, assuming they were still alive.

He was not to know that even as he commiserated with himself, his favourite ladies were at that very moment struggling with impossible levels of pain and stress as they battled to protect their new friend from a terrible fate. The evil Sharna meanwhile was enjoying a last pleasant orgasm at the hands of two other unfortunates, two youthful Arab girls chained into positions that made refusal a dangerous luxury when offered the slick wet pussy of their mistress for immediate attention.

Contented and fully satisfied, Sharna paid her suffering threesome a final visit before retiring; taunting their panting, suffering forms with the fact that she would soon be asleep in a comfortable bed. Fast asleep, she was unable to hear their suffering as she dreamed of new ideas for their torment.

SLEEPLESS NIGHT

The tortuously assembled trio struggled on in their enforced battle against the forces of gravity. Even though Susan’s body weight was a mere half that of a normally endowed woman, the strength required to keep her safe from that waiting cauldron of agony required superhuman effort from her two trussed, tormented supporters.

All were sweating freely. Susan from the cloying confines of the rubber sheath and the rising steam, and the girls from their exertions.

The dangling torso jerked and danced once more to the tune of that terrifying implant as another bolt of energy shattered her delicate orifices. Shortly thereafter, she danced a gain as the same vicious onslaught racked the bodies of her co-sufferers. Between each lancing shaft of pain, the triangle of suffering writhed in unison as the heaters within those awesome dildo’s wreaked endless suffering in their dark hot sheath’s of womanhood.

Meanwhile, as they suffered on, Sharna slept a blissful sleep in the next room. Dreams of retribution bringing hot flushes to her cheeks and moistening the cleft of her crotch as she writhed luxuriously between the silk sheets.

The night was long for some, and as dawn broke, three half crazed, despairing women were reaching the limits of endurance. The Sun climbed high in the sky as they battled to maintain a failing grip on the saliva soaked dildo gags that held Susan aloft; safe from that silently waiting liquid below.

Each prayed that Sharna would wake and have them removed from this hell on earth, only to have their hopes crumble as the clock ran out on their reserves of endurance.

The electronic dildo’s shocked them again, and unable to hold any longer, Angela let out a shriek of anguish as the suspension dildo slipped from her cramped and paralysed jaw.

Susan’s eyes opened wide in fear as her torso plummeted downward. Her suspension slewed her to one side of the vat, arresting her plummetting form only inches from the searing heat of the waiting liquid as a second shriek of agony rent the air.

Looking up, she saw that Sandra had managed to hold her dildo with superhuman effort, but Angela was wailing in pain. Her breasts stretched horribly by the weight now dragging on her nipple rings, and the off center suspension was causing Susan’s body to hang to one side.

With beseeching eyes, Susan begged her to withstand the pain and save her from the agony below. At the same time, her intimate female knowledge appraised her of the sacrifice she was asking her friend to make.

Sandra looked across to the agonised face before her, tears streaming down her face as she saw her partner’s pain and suffering. "My God! if they survived this, there would be no safe haven on this earth for Sharna, she thought.

Angela’s failing strength proved to be their saviour. Her shrieks and screams of pain penetrating the thick walls, had raised Sharna from her sleep. .. A Sharna who now entered to survey her creation of torment.

Unhurriedly, she sauntered around the slowly collapsing arrangement; seemingly oblivious to the suffering she had engineered. Her smiles of satisfaction were barbs of pure agony and anguish to the tormented trio.

Thoughtfully, Sharna stopped circling and studied them at length. Then to the everlasting relief of her captors, she summoned the guards. Thoughts of compassion were hardly responsible for her ordering the dismantling of the three. On reflection, Sharna realised that if she allowed things to go further, they may not survive in a fit state to test her other ideas for torment.

The idea of them escaping the other devices she had in mind just didn’t bear thinking about.

Sandra’s failing grip on the dildo just couldn’t hold for those last vital seconds. And even as the guards moved to take Susan’s weight, the final bolt of energy from deep inside her crotch let the dildo slip from her mouth.

A horrendous wail of pain went up from both women as the jerk of Susan’s weight transferred in full to their ringed nipples, and below, Susan’s mouth twisted in silent agony as her tender exposed and helpless crotch plunged into the victorious cauldron.

Sharna snapped out orders, and the guards rushed to lift her from this torment before serious damage was done to her delicate skin.

Sobbing and defeated, the women were unshackled and carried to the Jacuzzi room where a host of silenced slave women waited to comfort their tortured forms.

For three days the girls were left to recover.

The swollen jaws and breasts of Sandra and Angela had at first been of some concern to Sharna. Fearing that she had done irreparable damage, she summoned the best medical minds on her payroll to ensure the recovery of her new toys.

Susan’s injuries were somewhat less of a worry, and due to the very short time of exposure to the scalding water, she had suffered no more than an angry reddening of the skin. .. A condition that although painfully sore for a couple of days, was soon cured by the application of soothing balms.

As the girl’s languished in relative luxury, their would-be rescuer toiled doggedly onward. Many miles of hot dusty roads had passed under the wheels of Bella’s station wagon as he resigned himself to the fact that victory would be no short term lucky break.

Once this had been established in his mind, Peter set about the methodical elimination of all the possible destinations on his list.

By the time the girls were almost fully recovered, some three days later, he had reached the halfway mark on his list. And although he felt he was now getting closer, the anxiety he felt for the safety of his beautiful ladies was growing by the hour. At times Peter had to consciously shut out thoughts of what was almost certainly happening to his favourite women at the hands of the evil sadistic Sharna.

Many miles away, Bella’s assault team stood ready for the word; transport arranged and even a private aircraft standing by in the event that the destination proved to be at the extreme end of Peter’s search, some 800 miles away.

They all knew that the storming of Sharna’s fortress, once found, would not be the pushover that Carlos’ ranch had proved to be.

Sharna would be expecting them and have made plans to guard against their success.

EPISODE SIX

PAIN AND PURSUIT

THE TORMENT RESUMES

As the girls regained the use of their jaws and the stiffness of abused neck muscles began to wane, they ventured from their beds and into the room next door where a relatively buoyant Susan made it plain that she was pleased to see them up and about. Her rapid Morse eye messages sent neverending messages of thanks to her two saviours, but the girls brushed them aside, somewhat embarrassed by the fact that they had, in fact, not managed to last those vital last minutes.

Soon the trio were chatting merrily by various means, and as they conversed, none were conscious of the jealous scrutiny of a distant Sharna as she fumed and raged in front of a closed circuit video screen.

Only now did she realise that she had blundered badly. Instead of breaking up the trio, her carefully planned ordeal had actually cemented the friendship with unbreakable bonds.

Stabbing the ‘Off” button on the monitor, she turned and left the room in a stalking gait.

Someone was going to pay for her mistake, and it didn’t take a degree in detective work to figure out who.

By the time she had reached the guards rest room however, her initial anger was somewhat mollified by rational thought, and as she entered the room she had already decided that for the next few days at least, the three unfortunate recipients of her wrath would only endure mild discomfort in their weakened state.

For the rest of the week they could serve as ornaments; .. placed in positions were Sharna could enjoy watching their growing fears as she planned and constructed her next ‘real’ test of endurance.

Sandra was selected first, and after being installed inside a triple strength Latex suit she found her still sore body being formed into a back-breaking bow. Then, once this forceful deforming was completed, secured in a stringent hog-tie to a small tubular, wheeled frame. After the addition of a glass top the arrangement became a novel tea-trolley; ..

much to the delight of Sharna, who was overjoyed by the fact that the massive dildo stretching Sandra’s pubic lips could be seen protruding from the hole in the rubber sheath, displaying the violated opening of her arch enemy.

The steel-former helmet securing the straining woman’s head was certainly not designed for comfort and held Sandra’s head in an unrelenting vice of steel.

Angela’s arrangement proved to be even less attractive as she was first crucified on a huge wooden shield-type wall plaque. The method of retention being particularly painful as she was initially mounted on a large ‘]’ shaped dildo that grew from the middle of the shield.

The orifice chosen to hide this monstrosity being a very tender anus, still smarting from earlier misuse. Arms were then spread on either side of her head before being shackled by the wrists to metals cuffs incorporated in the design. Similar metal fetters ensured that her ankles remained firmly spread wide and unable to give her skewered asshole any assistance in supporting her weight. The whole assembly was rounded off with a wide metal collar and steel brank-gag that left her mouth painfully stretched open.

Securely mounted on the wall of Sharna’s trophy room, Angela was left to decorate an open space as Sharna turned her attentions to the final object of her displeasure, the luckless, and limbless Susan.

Susan however, posed a problem. It was difficult to place a woman in bondage and cause discomfort by nature of the contortions limbs were fastened into when the subject had no limbs.

All Sharna’s earlier thoughts on the matter had been shelved as Susan was quite used to being used as an inverted flower vase and the like. No! This had to be something very special Sharna decided. Something really uncomfortable and diabolically tedious.

She eventually found the answer to her dilemma in the old workshop, and although she had no idea what its function had been, she knew that it would serve admirably for the use she had in mind.

Susan’s wriggling torso that was carried roughly into the study, and as she looked wildly around, she saw an enthralled Sharna watching as she was carried over to a strange arrangement bridging a tank full of fish.

At first glance the equipment resembled two metal towers standing on a cast base; the heads of the towers apparently fitted with some sort of adjusting horizontal shafts mounted on each. It was only with closer inspection as they carried her over to this fearful device, that Susan realised that it was the basic frame of an old wood-working lathe, now equipped with two centering spindles of ominous potential. In effect they were dildo’s of immense girth and length.

She struggled uselessly as they positioned her disabled form between the spindles, then began to wildly buck and squirm as Sharna’s rotation of a handle beyond her field of vision advanced the rear shaft into her protruding and unprotected asshole.

Her silent struggles availed her nothing. Soon she was fully penetrated to a depth of some nine inches, so that the head of that hard intruder was irrevocably buried deep within her body.

Shifting their grip to the unsupported end of her body, they forced open her protesting mouth and held her silent oral cavity aimed at the other dildo, inexorably advancing under Sharna’s manipulation as it slid through the jaws of the loosened lathe chuck.

Entering her lips and shouldering aside desperately clenching teeth, the shaft bored inward; .. passing and compressing her tongue and marching on into a convulsing throat.

Eleven inches of shafting seemed to be the limit at this end and Sharna seemed satisfied as she surveyed the thoroughly impaled Susan rocking slightly between the two spindles of her support. A quick twist of the chuck key and the throat spearing shaft was locked into place.

Until now her main body weight had been taken by the plate over the tank. But it appeared that this luxury would be removed after the full account of her coming ordeal was gleefully revealed by Sharna.

“If I were you I would make sure I didn’t sag in the middle,” she cautioned. “Your delightful little nipples are going to be only a few inches off the water once this is removed.“

She leaned forward to give greater impact to her next words of advice.

“In case you're interested, the tank is full of my favourite little pets, who I might add, haven't been fed for nearly a week.“

Sharna looked triumphantly into the fearful eyes of her captive as the full realisation of her plight became apparent.

“Oh! dear, now you've gone and guessed it and spoilt my fun,” teased Sharna malevolently. “Now why don’t you give my little Piranhas something to eat sweetie.“

With a single swift movement, Susan felt the supporting surface beneath her slide out to one side, leaving her straining form to struggle and brace in an attempt to stay rigid between its mountings. Desperately she fought to hold her vulnerable, pendulously swinging breasts away from those voracious diners below.

Powerless to prevent Sharna’s final embellishment of her plight, Susan cried silently as her tormentor attached a heavy weight to the ringed clitoris below, allowing it to swing free on Susan’s sensitive nodule., Sharna laughed as it splashed into the water and sent the deadly fish scurrying for cover.

A sharp spike mounted just above Susan’s waist completed the tortuous device, ensuring that her body remained stiffly horizontal; ..

unable to gain any relief by arching upwards away from the razor sharp teeth waiting below.

Thus the trio were left to suffer with the mocking, scornful remarks of guards and employee’s adding to the horror of their use as objects of furniture. Nothing they had endured as Carlos’ inanimate objects even came close to the strain of Sharna’s games.

ENDURANCE IS THE NAME OF THE GAME

For Sandra, the human tea trolley device was probably the lessor of the three evils. That is until tea time arrived. For it was only then that she realised the significance of having her exposed and rubber encircled breasts pressed tightly against the glass top.

Sharna deliberately ordered that no coasters were supplied and insisted that the naked bottoms of both the tea and coffee-pots be centered exactly over the orbs showing through the glass.

Within minutes the glass absorbed the heat and was transferring it faithfully into Sandra’s still swollen nipples. The resultant squirming and moaning was pure bliss to the ears of a reclining Sharna and her companions.

Not satisfied with this unbearable torment, she leaned forward and unscrewed the stopper that sealed Sandra’s steel encased mouth and taking an ornate silver funnel from the table top, she deftly screwed it into the orifice in the helmet.

Dregs from cups, and in fact the tea leaves from the now empty teapot were no longer a problem as Sandra’s mouth played host to all the wastes of a long afternoon tea and crumpet session.

The cream was found to be “off” and emptying the whole jug into the funnel, Sharna tersely ordered the servant to bring fresh. Her orders were interrupted momentarily by the gulping gagging sounds emanating from the human garbage disposal unit beneath the table, but she waited patiently, then continued.

Ignoring this obvious distress, Sharna called the departing servant back, and after emptying the used coffee grounds into the oral funnel, she added a fresh pot to the order.

Meanwhile, in the trophy room , Angela squirmed pitifully on her anal hook. Helpless to avoid the stares and jibes of Sharna’s male guests who seemingly found her by far the most interesting trophy in the room.

The fact that she was mounted a mere two feet from the floor was a fact not overlooked by the guests, who found her ample breasts at a convenient height for their groping, mauling hands.

The widely spread and perfectly offered mound of her pussy was not without its attractions as well. In fact some enterprising gentleman found that it made an excellent parking lot for his evil smelling cigar as he related a fishing tale requiring the use of both hands to emphasise his catch to the cronies.

One thing led to another and it was only a matter of time before the huge double doors to the study were discreetly closed and the male’s activities screened from the view of their women-folk.

For Angela it was somewhat of a relief to be repeatedly raped as she hung helpless and offered. The repeated thrusts into her body had the effect of lifting her slightly on the impaling hook behind and giving some slight relief from the aching torment of her stretched butt hole. In fact it had only been after the first hour that Angela had fully appreciated the cunning design of that hook and its upward angling base line. For as she continually struggled to ease the discomfort, her body slowly absorbed more of the shaft, and in doing so drew her tighter and tighter against the surface behind. In effect, her buttocks were compressed savagely against the stud-dimpled board and her tight rose-bud asshole dragged agonisingly backward in an elliptical ring. Thus she endured the pleasure of her new owner and her disgusting friends.

For Susan however, there was no respite from the terrible strain she was forced to endure.

Her inescapable plight provided a whole afternoon of conversation for the admiring ladies who circled her form.

Sharna had managed to agitate the hungry fish to frenzied levels by sprinkling fish-food under Susan’s vulnerable boobs. The wild jumping, splashing antics of these carnivorous fish drew squeals of delight from the watching crowd with their efforts to reach those invitingly succulent turrets of femininity hanging so tantalisingly close to the water.

Hands pushed her torso, and murmurs of appreciation at the ingenuity of design rippled through the onlookers as she pivoted effortlessly on her spindles, the sheer torture of having those shafts turning inside her body being blissfully overlooked by women who would never know what it was to be owned and controlled by a female sadist.

DESPAIR

The day drew to a close, and as the guests departed, Sharna summoned her guards to release the unfortunate Susan from her ordeal.

And it was as they were completing this task that Sharna’s attention was diverted by the arrival of a messenger.

Taking the note, she waved him away and walking to the next room, she wheeled the still entrammelled Sandra into the study where a well used and suffering Angela hung helplessly on her hook.

With two of them together, she read out the contents of the message to their joyful ears.

“It would seem that your bungling rescuer is drawing close. In fact he should be arriving here by late tomorrow afternoon if he keeps going.“

Sharna watched the looks of anticipation form in her captives eyes, then gauging her answer to give maximum impact, she spoke again.

“It's a pity none of you will be here to greet him at the gates isn't it?“

She saw the gleam of hope vanish from the girls eyes, to be replaced by a look of total dejection as her words sank in. Both guessed that Sharna had planned for this eventuality, and cursed themselves for allowing the thought of rescue to lift their spirits; only to have them so cruelly dashed seconds later.

“It's a bit sooner than I would have liked,“

she added. “But then, what I have in mind for you three will make up for the loss of playtime here.“

Her words of warning sounded like a death knell in the ears of her captives as they tried to imagine anything that could be worse than the hell they had suffered up to now.

Sharna turned as a guard appeared, and after being assured that everything was prepared for the night, she ordered the girls released from their day-long ordeals.

Released and stripped, they were allowed to eat and perform toilet functions before being led manacled into the room adjoining Sharna’s bedroom. There they saw that the equipment used a few days previously to wreak such havoc on their bodies, had been removed. In its place stood an equally evil looking collection of restraints.

The central object appeared to be a tapering block of plaster in the shape of a plinth. Buried in which were two shiny columns of steel which between them supported two round flat disks of steel; one positioned about six inches from the block and the other four feet further up the shafts. The lower plate of this arrangement appeared to be some sort of stool, that also revealed a central support disappearing into the block.

One at a time, the girls were forced to climb up onto the block and stood with the backs of their calves resting against the edge of the stool. Ankles together, they were secured to the block by metal cuffs. Grasping their hands, the guards forced them to squat and secured their wrists to cuffs below the upper plate.

Naturally, in this awkward position, both girls made as if to sit on the conveniently placed stool below their squatting haunches. A word of caution stopped them from proceeding.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you; .. at least not if I liked Susan.“

Both girls looked around questioningly, and unable to locate their new friend, they looked back to Sharna.

Without speaking she pointed to the silent ponderous block below them and with a dawning horror, both girls realised that she was entombed within its hard exterior.

Sandra knew only too well the unspeakable horror of this method of restraint, having experienced it for herself when she was transported from England.

The block seemed too small to contain a human being. But then, without arms or legs, Susan could be reduced to a fraction of the normal size.

Tentatively, both women shuffled their uncomfortable positions in order to balance and stay away from the stool; although the repercussions of seating themselves upon it were still not fully explained.

Sharna gleefully filled in the gaps in their knowledge as she described the stool’s diabolical secret.

“The stool is mounted on springs,” she announced. “Providing nobody sits on it, it will remain in the fully extended position. Sit on it, and it goes down and closes off the valve in Susan’s breathing tube.“

With an awful feeling of dread, both girls felt that this was not the last of Sharna’s revelations. A feeling reinforced as the guards returned with a large drum, the shape of which seemed vaguely familiar to both teetering women.

They watched helplessly as the drum was placed on the disk above their heads, and immediately felt the additional weight bearing down on arms that were already beginning to feel fatigued.

“Recognise it do you?” Sharna’s sarcastic voice inquired. “You should do, it's identical to the one you attached to me before you left for your escape cruise.“

She didn’t need to say more. The plan of action for tonight’s ordeal was already well established in the women's minds before the first droplet plunked into the receptacle above their heads.

Sharna adjusted the steady drip of water personally, then stood back to enjoy the spectacle of her captives having their last method of communication removed.

“Gag them! And make sure you do it well. I don’t want to hear a sound from them all night.“

The guards wadded pump-up gags into protesting mouths and pumped furiously until both women felt that their faces would explode with the pent-up force between their cheeks. Silence reigned as Sharna prepared to leave then to their fate, but she just couldn’t leave without taunting them with a last morsel of torment.

“If you could see what's in the block, you’d be glad you're the ones on top.“

Sandra thought back to her own ordeal, and with the sound of gusting breath from the breathing tube below, she could guess at Susan’s lower orifice fillings. But what she couldn’t know was that unlike her own ordeal, the industrial resonators stuffed into Susan were to run continuously. It was only the fact that the style of breathing tube required for this arrangement didn’t allow for a third in her mouth that saved her from the full mindbending torment that Sandra had endured as Sharna had switched her on and off at will.

Memories of her incarceration in that awful beer cask flooded back and sent shivers of fear through her fettered form.

Sharna had managed to make up for this slight deficiency of the oral torment by binding the base of Susan’s boobs with excruciatingly tight wire, and fitting electrodes to the resultant bursting nipples before entombing her. Now as her friends above battled to save her life, she endured the endless torment of the tingling burning electrodes that hovered on the dividing line between pleasure and pain.

Her breasts throbbed like two party balloons, the skin stretched taut and painful by encircling wire that threatened to slice both mounds of femininity from her body.

For the two supporting female pillars of that slowly filling drum, there was no rest. Even at this early stage their arms and legs were beginning to tremble uncontrollably with the strain, and both knew that it would be doubtful if they could hold out against the crushing weight of a full drum.

Neither could guess that Sharna had calculated they would succumb to the inevitable collapse within a few hours and accordingly arranged that Susan’s breathing was maintained by another route. The thought that they had failed their friend and were perched on top of her lifeless body was all part of Sharna’s revenge.

As the drum gained weight, both girls tried to straighten and push the drum further up.

In doing so they hoped to gained a straight legged stance that would allow them to endure as joints locked straight to take the burden. It was not to be, for unknown to them both, Sharna had positioned stops on the sliders a few inches above the top plate which prevented it from rising.

The torment dragged on. Frantic muffled moans escaping tightly packed mouths echoed around the room. Sweat ran in rivulets from quivering thighs and straining arms as they struggled to save the pathetic bundle encased in the block. But the relentless forces of gravity were gathering for that final push, and both women knew that they would be powerless to prevent the coming catastrophe as the drum pressed inexorably downward.

For three and a half hours they resisted the inevitable. Then as the taller woman, Sandra who was carrying the lion’s share of the burden began to buckle. Angela found that she could not resist the increasing load.

Sobbing and racked with grief, they felt the stool make contact and begin to slide into the block. A frantic Herculean final effort halted the drum’s advance, but the respite was only temporary. Soon they were being crushed downward once more; and with them the went the stool that would soon close off Susan’s supply of life giving air.

The stool touched bottom, and at the same time the drum’s supporting table came to rest on stops on the shafts. The women, crushed between a firmly bottomed-out stool and the weight above, relaxed their straining muscles and rested in the compressed and helpless position they had no way of altering.

In her silent, solid tomb Susan was oblivious anguish her friends were suffering. Nor could she have eased their pain if she had known, for without a voice-box, gags were an irrelevance which catered only to Sharna’s visual enjoyment.

TOO LITTLE, TOO LATE

Morning dawned and the soft rays of the early morning Sun illuminated the pathetic defeated women crushed down onto the plaster sarcophagus of their new found, and now seemingly, departed friend. They remained almost comatose with grief as Sharna appeared later and removed them from the silent block of Susan’s last resting place. Both looked back with sorrowful, tear filled eyes as the guards led them away.

As they passed Sharna, Sandra spat in her face. A reckless uncaring Angela tore free from the guards grasp to hurl herself at a retreating Sharna.

With a brief scuffle, the guards soon overcame this shrieking, snarling banshee and dragged her from the room, whilst behind her, an enthralled Sharna was beside herself with glee at the successful completion of her ruse.

She walked over to the block, and listened carefully at the hidden breather tube near the base. Sharna could hear the faint sounds of a sexually drained woman, now fainted clean away from the neverending barrage of orgasmic power that had been forcibly aroused in her entombed body. Sharna smiled to herself. Susan could stay in there for a while, nice and snug whilst preparations were made for the arrival of Peter and his avenging angels.

Sandra and Angela were silent as they were once more cleaned up and fed. The fact that Peter was rushing into a trap had been pushed completely from their minds by the perceived tragedy of the previous night. It wasn’t until their captors arrived to prepare them for transport that these thoughts were resurrected.

The preparations for their transport seemed hurried and barely adequate. A pointer to the fact that Sharna had badly underestimated the speed of Peter’s advance. News of a private plane leaving Bella’s ranch and loaded with the she-devils of his assault force added to the panic to leave.

Up-to-date reports gave her less than two hours to clear the area before a hurricane of wrath tore her hideout apart, and Sharna had no intention of being around when the storm broke.

Quickly trussed into bundles, the two women were thrust unceremoniously into the back of a pick-up and transported to the boat down at the jetty. On arrival, they were swiftly shackled to a winch on the deck and left to their own devices as a flurry of activity exploded around them.

“Peter’s really got the bitch in a tissy,“

remarked Angela as she tried to think of ways to escape and sabotage Sharna’s escape plan; but to no avail. The bonds securing them although hurried applied, were savage and inescapable. The winch to which they were fastened looked like it would sink the boat if it were somehow torn free. So, with some trepidation, they lay bound and helpless as preparations for departure were completed.

Both women were surprised when Sharna, after boarding the boat, ordered the lines cast off with only herself on-board. It took a second for both captives to realise that she intended to leave the full complement of sixteen guards to fend off the advancing rescue team.

With a roar of powerful diesels, the boat powered away from the jetty and as the bow rounded the end of the wharf, the sharp ripping sound of Peter’s un-silenced Stirling sounded across the water.

Sharna looked back as the gunfire rose to a crescendo, still unsure as to her own safety from the holocaust now sweeping down on her hapless guards.

Peter sprayed a figure that had the misfortune to reveal himself, the 9mm bullets pulverising the guard and jerking him spasmodically backward with each impacting slug. Another burst of firing to his left swung him round in time to see two other figures go down in front of the Uzi in the adrenaline hyped grip of Wendy, the Amazonian stable-girl. Shots sounded all around them as the battle crazed femme-fatales tore Sharna’s private army to shreds with a hail of lead in the search for their friends. The battle raged on as pockets of resistance were systematically eliminated in a door to door search for the abducted women.

After a furious thirty minutes, silence reigned, and a dusty, yet victorious army of attackers gathered for a head count.

Things had gone well. Apart from Trish who managed to collect a long-range load of birdshot in her well rounded bum, there were no casualties.

Peter smiled as Trish offered her peppered and naked backside for him to carry out first aid, but Peter reluctantly declined. The girls were still missing and that worried him more than he cared to confide to his team. The delightful task of picking lead out of that sumptuously offered rear would have to wait. A shout from a nearby building gained his attention, and with dread in his heart, he saw Julia beckoning him over.

He ran to the door, and upon entering found himself in the anteroom of Sharna’s bed chambers. Julia pointed to a silent block of plaster standing centrally in the room, and in particular to the notice stuck on its side. Peter leaned down and read the hurriedly scrawled message.

HERE’S ONE YOU CAN HAVE, - THE OTHER TWO ARE MINE!

It was signed by Sharna, and as he looked at the pitifully small block, Peter wondered what horror it concealed, pondering on the collective figure of three in Sharn’s note.

Which of his beautiful women were dead and compressed into that horror of entombment?

Anyone inside that thing had to be dead. It was just too small to contain a living woman.

Noticing the tube at the bottom, he placed his hand near the end, then with a shout of amazement he ordered the girls to find tools.

Turning to Wendy, he explained that someone was inside the block and still breathing.

“But that's impossible,” ventured Wendy, checking for herself, then straightening slowly with a look of sheer disbelief on her face.

“It must be a small child. You could never get an adult in that block. It just isn't possible unless you—!" Her voice trailed off leaving the horrific possibilities unsaid as visions of some sort of atrocity loomed ominously in her mind. They all stood silently as the returning girls began to hack at the outer casing of Susan’s tomb of terror.

Gasps of unspeakable anger and venomously described tortures for Sharna’s person were voiced as the terribly deprived form of Susan’s recovering and fully conscious torso was steadily revealed.

Soon she lay completely exposed. Relieved of the various implants and devices Sharna had saddled her with the previous evening, and as her faculties returned, she stared with wonderment at the host of new faces before her. All seemingly friendly.

Her rapid eye movements were instantly recognised by Peter for what they were, and after a long conversation, both verbal and visual; a smiling Peter turned and explained all to the impatient crowd.

All were somewhat relieved to hear that this poor woman's disabilities were an accident of birth rather than an act of malicious sadism by Sharna, but nevertheless, all present felt that Sharna had sunk to an all time low with this piece of barbarism.

More dialogue flashed from Susan’s eyes, and within minutes Peter knew that Sharna had known of their approach. Further discussion revealed that Sharna deliberately left Susan with the knowledge of the fate that his beloved Sandra and her partner were to share.

Rising slowly he turned to face the girls, at first unable to speak as the emotion welled up within him. Then gathering his flagging spirits, he passed on Susan’s information.

“She’s taking them to Africa to trade them for diamonds from a tribe who are friendly towards her. Apparently she’s done a lot of trade in the past with them.“

The girls were silent. Their feminine intuition telling them that there was more, much more that was yet to be told.

In a hushed voice, Peter continued.

“The tribe she’s taking them to; they’re Cannibals.“

He waited as the dreadful truth dawned on them all. Then looking down he saw Susan’s eyes flashing again.

“Dammit! She only left minutes before we got here,” he announced. “Quick we’ve got to find another boat and fast.“

Minutes later, they all stood silently on the jetty, ruefully looking down at the half sunken hulls of the remaining three boats. Their hulls hacked to pieces with axes from within.

Sharna had made sure that any further pursuit would be a long time delayed.

Refusing to give up to the seemingly inevitable defeat that would leave Sandra and Co’ to the mercy of Sharna, Peter rattled out orders for the burning of Sharna’s retreat and the preparation for the overland dash to the next port south.

Susan he left in the caring hands of the gentle giant Wendy, who immediately set about fashioning a papoose for carrying the immobilised woman.

As she busied herself around the silent torso, she would occasionally stop and stroke the still naked woman with tender caring hands.

Making sure that no-one was close by, she bent down and whispered in Susan’s ear.

“We are going to make sweet music together my little helpless lady. You were just made for me to play with.“

Susan flushed red in the face, but at the same time felt hot fingers of pleasure lance through her body. For some reason she knew that her treatment at the hands of this beautiful, towering goddess was going to be a lot of fun.

Twenty minutes later, Peter watched as the transport loaded up, smiling broadly as Wendy went past with her animated backpack.

The look of happiness on the face of the neatly packaged Susan brought joy to his own heavy heart.

He couldn’t know that Wendy had lined the papoose with one of Sharna’s abandoned mink coats, ‘fur innermost; .. nor that a carefully chosen and sized dildo from Sharna’s private personal collection was buzzing merrily in Susan’s pulsating pussy. The sheer enjoyment of being carried in such a sensuously smooth and comfortable container would have been enough to wind Susan’s spring without the added inducement to wriggle and squirm added by that busy little mole inside her.

Susan relaxed and let the feelings of warmth and security wash over her, and Wendy smiled to herself as she felt the writhing bundle on her back begin its build up to the shattering climax that would shortly have all her new friends and fellow passengers looking on in envy.

As Wendy stood waiting to board the truck, Susan caught the guilty stare of Peter, and holding his gaze she parted her lips and slowly ran her tongue around the extremities.

A pout and a blown kiss with wetted, glistening lips clearly indicated her invitation to take things further at any time.

Peter stood nonplussed. He was unable to disguise the raging erection brought on by thoughts of playing with this helpless and yet magnificently proportioned body. .. And try as he might, he couldn’t erase the image of Susan as the perfect sex toy. .. ‘Silent and available at all times’.

SEA CROSSING

Aboard the African Star, Sharna was cursing the fact that she hadn’t had the time to release her little limbless toy from the clutches of that plaster block. She missed her plaything badly, and with the absence of another to occupy her mind, she directed her full attention to the cinched captives on deck.

Sandra and Angela watched her approach with fear. Even from their somewhat restricted view, they could see that this vessel was fully equipped with all the requirements of Sharna’s preoccupation in extreme bondage torment.

Ring-bolts and winches cluttered almost every square inch of space not required for the dayto- day running of the boat. Strange and ominous frames and devices crowded corners and littered the deck; thrown aboard in that last flurry of activity to leave port, and as yet, left un-stowed and available at a moment’s notice for the pleasure of Sharna.

Sharna stood in thought as she contemplated her captives. She was peeved that there hadn’t been time to extract the full measure of retribution from the detested women before being forced to carry them off to the final horror she had in store for them. But then, there were still four days before they reached the coast of Africa and in that time she was sure she could make up the lost ground.

Her mind made up, she disappeared below, only to return some five minutes later lugging a huge block of ice from the cold room. A second block joined the first as a mystified and fearful pair of bound women looked on.

Sharna rounded on her captives, and with great care and planning removed the hog-tie bindings of Angela. Her wrist and ankle fetters were left strictly alone. Sharna was taking no chances of a freedom attempt becoming successful.

Pulled into a straight line, Angela struggled hopelessly as she was slowly but surely reduced to a rigid column of womanhood.

Held stiff and unmoving by the addition of a steel bar that ran the full length of her body, she reluctantly accepted the fact that escape was never really an option.

Straps were pulled tight, and the steel bit painfully behind her shoulder-blades, pressing agonisingly against the base of her spine. Sandra soon joined the bar-stiff Angela as they lay face down on the deck.

Turning her attention back to Angela, Sharna held her head still and clipped a karabiner to the ring in her vulnerable nose. .. A Karabiner that Angela noticed with dread was connected via a pulley way up on the yard-arm of the radio mast, to a winch nearby.

Her struggles of resistance were barely noticeable as Sharna lifted her bodily from the deck and positioned her teetering immobilised figure on top of one of the ice blocks.

After first ensuring that she was balanced, she moved over to the winch and operating a lever, watched with glee as the wire connected to Angela’s nose began to disappear through the pulley. It only took seconds for the slack in the wire to vanish, and with a cry of anguish, Angela found herself pulled onto tiptoe by the retreating wire connected to the painful ring in her nose.

Her cries for help went unheeded as Sandra joined her on the neighbouring block of ice and was also winched into a precariously balanced statue of torment.

Sharna taunted the helpless women, adding to their already hideous plight by adding weights to nipples and clitoris’, and promising plenty of attention with her whip over the coming hours.

Leaving them to suffer, she made her way below to prepare food; confident that her scheme would soon build to levels of torment as yet undreamed of by her two savagely secured deck maidens.

For the girls, the fact that the sea was calm was a god-sent blessing. The state-of-the-art stabilisers fitted to the boat further complimented their efforts to remain balanced; but both women knew that this was only a short reprieve from the torture they would soon be experiencing Beneath their cold-numbed toes, the ice was already becoming slick and wet as the heat of the sun inexorably ate away at its surface.

Minutes later an increased tension on their noses forced the girls even higher onto their toes, and with a terrible fear of permanent disfigurement, they realised that the ice was rapidly melting and robbing them of the only support they had.

By the time Sharna returned an hour later, a full inch had vanished from the blocks surfaces, and her two captives now stood quivering with tension as they balanced on the very tips of their toes. Heads pulled back until noses pointed straight to the sky, they cursed their antagonist as they battled to maintain their footing on the super-slippy surface.

Sharna’s answer was to flick their nipple weights with the tip of her riding crop, so that each women endured the added discomfort of wildly swinging ornaments on their thrust out appendages.

Gasps of displeasure replaced the cursing of their antagonist as they struggled to come to terms with her worsening situation. Each at the same time felt a insidious and horribly unwanted creeping arousal being nurtured by their inescapable abuse.

Sharna pounced at the sight of the single little trickle of moisture that had appeared from Sandra’s crotch, and upon prising apart Angela’s exposed and vulnerable love nest, discovered the forming of similar dew-drops of passion lurking in the depths of that magical fold of femininity.

“So we're enjoying our little selves are we?“

she observed. “Well that will have to stop right now.“

Drawing back her arm she unleashed a savage blow with the crop, the thin edge of its leather surface biting into the jerking nates of Angela’s defenceless buttocks. Angela fought to retain her balance. She was unable to flinch or make the slightest movement without risk of swinging away from the ice and dangling from the unspeakably painful support of her nose ring before it tore out.

A second lashing stroke sliced across Sandra’s body, and she too joined her partner in the battle for balance.

For an hour, Sharna toyed with her captives; alternating between the agony of whipping their stretched bodies, and fondling their offered pussy’s and breasts. Neither woman could decide which was worse as the ministrations of Sharna’s expertly applied and manipulative fingers easily took both of them to the point of orgasm; an orgasm that would have devastating consequences in their present mode of restraint.

Seemingly tiring of her sport, Sharna stepped back as the women squirmed pitifully in the grip of their latest suppressed orgasmic torment. As they undulated, their tormentor looked meaningfully down at the rivulets of water trickling away from the bases of their steadily rotting pedestals.

Seating herself comfortably in a deck lounger, Sharna sat back to savour their trauma. The boat was on auto-pilot, and continued to plough onward through the blue waters as the gap between these two suffering women and the date with the hell she had planned for them narrowed by the minute.

Both women were soon slowly pirouetting with barely their toe-nails in contact with the ice. Reaching out to the winch controls, Sharna lowered each woman in turn by roughly an inch. .. Just enough to prevent the rings ripping from their noses, but sufficient to ensure that their torment began all over again.

And so it continued, the dwindling ice-blocks withdrawal of support being skillfully matched by Sharna’s careful lowering; thus ensuring that the trussed and rigid forms before her suffered the full measure of pain being exacted by each vanishing block of ice.

This was pure poetry for the reclining Sharna, each twitch and groan bringing back memories of her own demise at the hands of these women as she had wriggled and squirmed on the massive impaling dildo they had left her to eventually skewer herself on.

Vivid memories of her time as a brothel inmate added to her pleasure in watching their suffering. Any thoughts that it may all have been coming to her for her past abuse of these women were conveniently ignored.

The day drew to a close, and as the ice vanished forever, the two hanging women were left with their toes resting on hot deck; ..

a deck that to the disappointment of their torturess further discomfort to them.

With a sigh of acceptance, Sharna put down her empty glass and rising from the lounger moved away to search her stock of equipment for some suitably uncomfortable restraints that would ensure Sandra and Angela’s continued ordeal.

‘LADY LUCK’ PLAYS HER HAND

After a crazy headlong dash across the burning desert, Peter and his weary pocket sized battalion of unlikely commandos reached the port of Khaluf. Refreshed by cool beer’s and the luxury of the ancient yet serviceable baths at the dilapidated hotel, the motley gang of femme-fetales prepared to search for some sort of vessel that could follow the departing Sharna and her precious cargo.

After many fruitless hours of looking at leaking, ancient dhow’s, they eventually came to the private dock of an old fisherman. .. A fisherman with a very lurid past it would appear.

They sat down and chatted, with Bella translating the strange Arabic dialect he used.

Their company was welcomed by the lonely old man, and was soon repaid as he began to relate his past life.

Patiently they listened, eager to get on to the subject of a vessel. But the old man was not to be hurried.

His occupation in later life as that of a fisherman was not of his own choosing. Age and the slowing down of his sharp reflexes eventually put an end to his smuggling and gun running activities as the forces of law and order got closer with each venture.

Peter suddenly started to take an interest, in particular at the mention of the fast boat he had used for these activities. He interrupted the ambling dialogue of the old man.

“The boat! What happened to the boat?“

The old man studied him at length, then deciding that he could be trusted with his deepest secret, he rose and beckoned with an impish twinkle in his eye.

Leading onward with a shuffling gait, he took them to an old forgotten boat house outside the main dock area, where after retrieving a large key from the folds of his apparel, he proceeded to unlock and open the creaking door.

Peter moved inside after him and as his eyes adjusted to the gloom, he could make out the shape of some sort of low powerful vessel, roughly eighty foot long, hidden beneath a covering of tarpaulins.

Eagerly, the girls and himself began to strip the covering until the hidden boat was fully exposed.

Peter was silent as he took in the sleek powerful lines of an old World-War-II British Motor Torpedo boat. The boat, stripped of its torpedo tubes and the twin Oerlikon machine gun mountings looked even more vicious and powerful.

Although the paint work was peeling, it could be seen that overall the boat was in good trim.

Hardly daring to ask his next question, Peter turned to the old man.

“The engines; .. are they OK ?“

The old man looked him straight in the eye with a proud twinkle as he answered.

“I've run those engines for an hour every week since my last trip fifteen years ago,” he announced with some pride. “Rolls Royce Meteors they are; 27 litres, V12’s. 950 horse power each,” he recited, reeling off a whole host of technical information.

“She’ll still do 32 knots at cruising speed, but she’s a hell of a thirsty wench.

Rapid calculations flashed through Peter’s mind as he computed Sharna’s two day head start, and the fact that at best her boat would probably be capable of some 25 knots.

“Old man, we must hire your boat. Two ladies who are very dear to us are in mortal danger.“

The old man considered the proposal, his questions on destination etc all being considered with equal gravity as the waiting team held their breath.

“OK, its a deal, but there are conditions. One, I come with you. Two, you supply the fuel.

And three,” he hesitated looking at the women with a slightly bemused expression on his face. .....

“Three! — — your young ladies here make an old man happy on the trip.“

A stunned silence followed as Bella translated and they all considered his conditions, unable to believe that they now had a chance of catching Sharna’s boat.

The girls surged forward as one and surrounded the old man, his frail form disappearing from view as the horde of female bodies and playful hands surrounded his ecstatic figure. Grinning, Peter turned to Wendy and her back-pack.

“Looks like the only problem we have now is the fuel.“

Four hours of negotiations with the local oil refinery, and not a little coercion by some heavenly bodies soon produced a truck full of the 106 octane aviation-grade fuel required for the blueprinted, high performance Meteor engines. The supplying officials feeling that this was small payment for the attention they had received from the girls.

Rapidly, the boat’s tanks were filled to the brim, and the additional reserve fuel drums lashed to the deck. Hastily assembled food supplies were hauled aboard, then minutes later the powerful Meteors rumbled into life.

The sleek craft nosed out past the docks and on into the open sea with exhausts burbling sullenly.

The old man disappeared from the upper deck as soon as they were clear of land, leaving the boat’s handling in Peter’s novice hands.

When he reappeared they all stood and stared at the ancient figure, now devoid of the Arab trappings and dressed in faded denims and shirt. The thin covering of snowy white hair now concealed by a battered old yachtmaster’s cap.

The old man grinned.

“Had yer fooled eh! lad. Thought I was a bloody A-Rab did yer?” The unmistakable twang of an Aussie accent came over strong as he spoke in English; a laugh curling his lips sent creases running around the twinkling eyes. Peter shook his head in disbelief and then turned a concerned look back to the instrument panel.

“I thought you said she could do 30 knots plus,” he remarked to the old man. “We're at full throttle now and we’re only making 26.“

The old man thrust him aside and taking the controls cast a scornful glance at Peter.

“Don’t you young fella’s know anything? A boat’s like a women, you've got ter get ‘Er warmed up afore she’ll perform for yer.“

Julia’s soft chuckle behind confirmed the old man'’s wisdom.

He continued with his admonishment after checking the temperature gauges now nudging the bottom end of the green scale.

“Yer see, this ‘ere old gal ain’t all she seems.

The engines are Meteors, but they’'re set up as per they're big sisters ‘the Merlin’s, them that powered the old Spitfires.

Flipping open a panel in the dash, he exposed two sliding throttle type levers.

“Two speed, two stage, centrifugal superchargers,” he informed the intently listening Peter.

“Boosts those little babies downstairs by 500 horse power each when they hits 16 psi.“

The temperature gauges were now firmly into the green, and reaching down, the old man began to pull the two levers slowly backward.

Ih‘ “Ang on to yer ‘at’s ladies. “Ere we go The deep throbbing pulse of the huge exhausts changed to an awesome, crackling roar as the boat lurched forward like a young Gazelle. An extra 1000 horse power surged into the already racing shafts as the props bit deep into water and hurled them forward. The old lady of the sea was at last on a mission befitting her honourable lineage, and she threw herself into the task ahead with a fervour born of long years of indignity in the role of a smuggling ship.

Aghast, Peter stared at the log recorder as the knots mounted. 30, 35, 40; eventually steadying at a mind-blowing 41.5 knots, her frothing bustle was now tucked deep into the wake as she blasted her way through the water. The old girl had raised her skirts and was now skipping the wave-tops in a series of body jarring jerks as she hurtled towards the distant horizon.

Peter looked across to the old man who was staring ahead and saw not the wizened, aged figure of a man about to die, but the resurrected, adventure seeking face of someone who had been re-born as he felt once more the lash of wind and spray and felt the tremor of the powerful engines of his beloved sea-going woman pulsing beneath his feet.

Looking down again, Peter’s heart stopped beating as he saw the rev counters reading 2250 rpm, 500 rev’s into the red. Snatching the old man’s arm he shouted a warning above the sound of the exhausts.

The old man just grinned.

“That red zone’s just for the board-of-trade inspectors, and nosy customs officials. She’s running well within her design limits. She can go to 2500 rpm on emergency power. She’ll do 46 knots before the props start to cavitate“

Satisfied Peter shifted his gaze back to the horizon ahead. AT LAST! he could smell the scent of his quarry. And now the chase was on for real.

As the leagues flashed beneath their racing keel, Peter spoke at length with the old who they all now knew as ‘Snowy’. An Aussie with hair like that, it had to be Snowy. Snowy seemed to know every minute detail of the Red sea coasts, and his vast knowledge also encompassed virtually all of the African Eastern seaboard.

Together they discussed the possible destinations of Sharna’s craft, and to Peter’s dismay, there seemed to be an endless list.

By chance, Julia mentioned the word cannibal, and at this Snowy froze and turned an ashen face to look at her.

“Did you say cannibals?, she’s taken your ladies to cannibals?“

Nods of agreement came from all as they waited for his reply.

“Stone the bleeding crows, they’re heading for Masasi in Tanzania.“

His words were filled with dread as he spoke those words, and leaning forward he coaxed an extra millimetre of movement from the supercharger controls. The revs counters eased up to 2400 rpm and the headlong dash of the Grey lady became a demonic wavebouncing dash as she raced to the rescue.

“That bad Huh?” asked Peter.

Snowy looked him straight in the eye as he put his own feelings into words.

“Man! It's not just the being eaten; it's the way they prepare the food. I lost my partner at Masasi when a deal went wrong with that crowd. [ had to hide in the bush and watch him being prepared for three days. It wasn’t a pleasant experience, and one I'll never forget.

“But what did they do.” pressed Peter.

Snowy shook his head as he answered.

“It’s best you don’t know son, just in case we don’t make it in time. If that happened you'll never be able to think about, or even look at a woman again without remembering what they went through before they died.“

Peter turned back to the view ahead, his guts churning with fear as the spectre of his women in the hands of these savages refused to be laid. His anger at the woman who was taking them to these animals would have allowed him to rip her apart bare handed had she been there now.

Snowy tapped him on the shoulder and nodded towards the cabin as he turned.

“The young ladies have invited me down, ‘for a chat’. Think you can handle her for a bit?“

Peter nodded forcing a grin, and slapping the Snowy on the back, he wished him good luck with his ‘chat’.

“Luck ain’t got nowt to do with it.” returned Snowy. “Pure skill son. .. Pure skill, and a lifetime of experience.”

TOTAL TORMENT

As Snowy suffered the pleasurable torment of long forgotten, and unbelievably pleasant attentions at the hands of a grateful and somewhat intrigued crowd of women, Sandra and Angela were suffering the first few hours of Sharna’s new arrangement Strapped face down, they studied for the first time the inside of Sharna’s custom built, below decks dungeon. The equipment they were mounted on was securely bolted to the deck at the center of this compartment, and from what they had seen of it as they were mounted, formed the central and most used piece.

Basically, there were a pair of inverted ‘V’s, constructed of polished hardwood. The surfaces were festooned with dozens of straps and fixing points. It was across these devices that the girls were forcibly bent; secured in place by dozens of powerfully cinched straps that held them folded at ninety degrees, thus offering taut stretched rumps to the deckhead.

Gagging the occupants of these whipping horses was achieved by simply strapping the occupant’s heads down onto the massive wooden dildo pegs protruding from the side of the sloping faces.

Having struggled for an hour to safely install the girls, Sharna decided to take a long shower before commencing with her play-time.

It wouldn’t do to leave them simply ready.

They needed to be reminded of her displeasure whilst they waited. The two inch diameter candles rammed into their defenceless assholes achieved this goal. The fact that large bulbous internal ends prevented their expulsion was a bonus for Sharna.

Now as she bathed, they suffered the agonies of hot trickling wax across the stretched and exposed ring of their rear openings, and rivers of torment between parted pubic lips as the lit candles provided interim entertainment for her waiting targets.

A returning Sharna found her twitching subjects wearing a coating of wax from candle to clit’. The depressions formed by their tender anal openings had become a lakes of liquid hot wax, with a considerably foreshortened shaft of wax rising from the centers of these pools of pain. Sharna was even more entranced by the exotic struggling, straining movements they were making as the flame neared that delicate and tender opening, each frenzied jerk spilling some of the contents of that lake and sending rivulets of hot wax running down each woman’s tender inner thighs.

But enough of these minor torments. It was time to apply some real retribution. The candles were removed and the offered rear ends cleaned of wax and prepared for punishment Choosing a thin whippy cane, Sharna moved to a fearfully expectant Sandra.

“And now little lady, we begin the last lesson in pain before your new owners teach you the ultimate in terror.” she grated Positioning herself carefully, Sharna struck the first of many blows, her aim gauged perfectly to bring the flashing cane down in the delicate cleft between Sandra’s offered nates, the tip sending a searing bolt of agony through the exposed opening of her pubis.

Meanwhile, her unfortunate partner, a sympathetic Angela, hissed past her gag as the frame Sandra was mounted on groaned and creaked with the fury of her demented struggles for release.

The blows came thick and fast, and rapidly Sandra’s efforts became convulsive jerks as the agony rose to unbearable levels. She wrenched and writhed at those irresistible fastenings, but none gave a millimetre as Sharna systematically converted her pubic mound into a mass of swollen tissue Moving her position, the evil witch switched the angle of attack to that of a horizontal nature and first lashed the left buttock and then the right. Soon these fleshy lobes were also reddened and swollen as she switched through a range of instruments, all designed to impart maximum pain.

Sandra had become a twitching, strapped parcel of gagged agony, writhing fruitlessly against her bonds as Sharna ceased her work and proceeded to add more torment.

Gripping each big toe in turn, she encircled them with hard unyielding toe-cuffs, which once affixed were secured in a vertical stretch that left the soles of Sandra’s feet pulled out and exposed. The thin whippy cane soon returned and began to impart unspeakable torment to the sensitive, nerve-rich soles.

Several times Sandra fainted, but oblivion brought no respite as Sharna calmly waited for her recovery before re-commencing her ministrations, whilst making sure that Angela paid full attention to what she knew she would shortly be enduring herself.

The time was not long in coming, and with the eventual collapse of Sandra’s resistance to such levels of pain and torment, Sharna realised that to continue with her in a semicomatose state would be a waste of effort.

Angela took over as her prime target, and soon she too was writhing in agony as the blows rained down.

For more than three hours, their shackled bodies absorbed Sharna’s mindless rage, then, with both beyond the reach of her wrath in the world of unconsciousness, Sharna left them as they were, with the addition of those terrible electronic orifice shocker-heaters for when they awoke, Releasing only their heads for feeding, Sharna kept them securely shackled to the whipping stands for the remainder of the trip; regularly increasing the doses of punishment as soon as either was capable of feeling her renewed assault. The attraction of their four presented holes was not ignored either, and with gleeful abandon, Sharna took great delight in filling them with a whole range of uncomfortable, rough or expanding devices; .. devices that were specifically designed to inhibit any pleasure being drawn from their placement.

Finally the coast of African hove into view, and checking her bearings, Sharna headed south along the shoreline to Lindi. By noon the horn of Africa was well behind them and as they passed the distant city of Mogadiscio on their way south, Sharna released the two semi-conscious women from their long and painful mounting. Freedom was however short-lived, as once more she bound and hogtied them ready for delivery the following day; .. a hog-tie that was to be painfully enhanced as the ropes from their shackled limbs were winched upward, leaving both girls in a painful bow, balanced on belly buttons.

As the boat ate up the miles and roared on into the gathering gloom of nightfall, the suffering, abused women were left in peace with their thoughts as Sharna plotted their final course and fed it into the Decca navigator.

She smiled evilly. Sharna felt sure her dogleg course would confuse anyone attempting to track her movements. But little did she know that even as she patted herself on the back, a powerful buffeting old lady was eating up the miles between them as Peter and his clan followed a direct course to the coast near Masasi, cutting miles from the length of their own passage as they ran along the third side of a dog-leg triangle.

It was going to be a close run race. How close and how near to disaster none involved could possibly have foreseen.

SNOWY’S EDUCATION

Snowy re-appeared some two hours later, his face drawn and yet exalted. Looking at Peter after first drawing in several deep lungfuls of reviving sea air, he shook his head and spoke.

“My God! young fella, you've got a job on yer hands with that crowd of Sheila’s.“

Peter laughed out loud as he surveyed the mentally rejuvenated, and yet physically wrecked figure of this incredible old man.

“I take it they managed to please you then?“

he inquired.

“PLEASE ME! .. They damn near turned me inside out. Man! They did things to me that I'd never even dreamt about in my best wetdreams.

Another scoffing laugh from Peter brought a challenging glare from Snowy.

“Huh! so you think you can handle ‘em do yer?“

Peter looked thoughtfully at him, then turning to Wendy who had come up behind them, he gave some whispered orders, before turning back to Snowy as the Amazon vanished below.

“Snowy, you may be older and wiser, but if you think you can tame any woman with your own stamina, ‘you ain’t learned nowt,” he said mimicking Snowy’s drawl.

Pondering his words, they stood side by side in silence as Snowy mulled this over. In fact he was still thinking about how to reply when a commotion in the companionway caused them to turn.

Snowy’s jaw dropped as half a dozen scantily clad nymphs carried a naked, struggling and thoroughly trussed Julia onto the crowded bridge. The disbelieving ex-smuggler watched with incredulous eyes as the gagged Julia was deposited face upwards on the hatch-cover. Then under the irresistible force of many hands, struggled helplessly as her torso from waist to neck was lashed stringently down to the wooden surface. Her eyes were wide and pleading as they unfastened her ankles, and bringing them up and over, positioned them on either side of her head before securing them into position.

Blatantly exposed and vulnerable, she pleaded with her eyes and helpless mewing sounds from behind the gag. But her tormentors stood patiently by as Peter turned back to Snowy.

“Julia here is our latest recruit. She only arrived at the farm on the same day as Sandra and Angela were abducted. As a result, she has yet to sample our ways of harnessing the power of a woman’s sex drive.” He motioned the girls forward to a frightened and embarrassed Julia as she saw Snowy and Peter looking straight up the inviting ‘V’ of her legs.

“Now watch my friend and see the power of sex tame the spirit of woman.“

The girls dropped down to the pinioned beauty and began her final preparations.

Clips snapped onto the sensitive lips of her defenceless pubic mound and the attendant cords were drawn taut and wide before being secured, Julia’s love nest was now gaping open and inviting insertions of one sort or another. More clips gripped nipples and clitoris, stretching these tender protuberances out like fingers before they too were fastened in position.

Julia moaned and sobbed, her efforts to gain freedom being translated into a sort of pulsing surge of flesh between the encircling bands of rope. As Snowy watched open-mouthed, she seemed to bulge and shrink like a restrained balloon within the biting cords.

Julia’s moans of disapproval reached a higher pitch as the huge greased end of a vibrating mechanical monster nuzzled her anal ring.

The monster bored inward, and within seconds had all but vanished into the clenching ring of pink tissue as she was forced to accept this massive intrusion into her helpless rear.

With their target fully prepared, the sea of lusting females avalanched down onto the unfortunate woman, and in seconds their flashing tongues and manipulating fingers had Julia writhing in ecstasy as the full force of her unleashed sex drive crushed the external frigidity of her public image to dust.

The hours dragged on, and unable to tear themselves away from the spectacle, the two men watched as teams of three worked ceaselessly on a thrashing orgasmic parcel of trussed and conquered womanhood.

As her strenuous contortions developed slight movement, her captors and tormentors instantly added more cinches of rope and reduced her writhing form to even tighter compression.

The gag removed, they all listened as she begged for mercy. Then as they ceased their ministrations at her request, she begged even louder for them to continue. Humping her displayed and glistening sex upwards on offer, she tried to coax those flashing hands back to her body as the carnal urges awakened in her nubile form refused to be denied.

Re-gagged, and with huge vibrators stuffed into her begging holes, they left her and went for supper. Snowy insisted on taking the watch, and stayed to drink in this exhibition of raw lust that was steadily crushing the woman into an obedient slave to her own pleasure. He would occasionally move over and play with her nipples, ecstatic at the power he felt to cease his stimulation as she rose to orgasm, and then stand watching as she struggled to entice his fingers back to her body. This, he decided, was true power.

Left through the night, Julia was finally released, tamed and exhausted in the small hours of the morning.

A triumphant Peter faced a subdued Snowy when they met on the bridge in the morning.

“Well?” asked Peter, “Convinced now are you?“

“Huh! that proves nothing,” scoffed Snowy, determined not to be taught anything by this young whipper-snapper. “Just because you got her going doesn’t mean you’ve tamed her.” Peter was silent for a moment as he mulled over ways to convince the old sea dog, then bending down he shouted into the cabin.

“Julia, up top if you please.“

Fully dressed, bathed, and wafting fragrance, the elegant Julia they all knew from the day before re-appeared. Peter turned back from the control console and smirking he faced Snowy as he spoke sideways to Julia.

“Julia, I want you to come over here, pull down Snowy’s zip and give him the blow-job of a lifetime.“

Julia stood still, shock showing in her eyes, and shook her head.

“I can’t, .I just can’t, I— —! I've never done that before, I just can’t do it.“

Still smiling Peter turned to face her.

“Julia, if you do as you're told I promise to have the girls truss you up again and do what they did last night all over again as soon as you're finished.“

Indecision showed momentarily in Julia’s face as she flushed red with embarrassment, her hand sliding down to caress her awakening mound; then slowly, she walked over to a stunned Snowy and knelt before him.

Unsure what to do, Snowy stood frozen as his rapidly hardening shaft was prised out of a quickly opened zip, his face growing redder by the second as Julia's hot silky mouth slid sensuously over his fully aroused manhood.

On weak trembling legs, Snowy gasped and groaned, unmindful of the watching girls who had assembled from below. He grabbed the guard-rail for support as Julia’s inexperienced mouth soon learned the skills required and began to milk his throbbing shaft.

The end came swiftly, as Snowy; his face almost purple by now, shuddered with the power of his orgasm and slid gracefully to the floor amidst a round of clapping from the admiring onlookers.

Julia rose and looked questioningly at Peter.

He in turn, nodded his approval and motioned the girls forward.

Her resistance to being bound was this time, obviously a token gesture. The will to resist had already been sapped from her body by thoughts of what lay ahead.

The girls made sure she was paid in full for her untrained effort on Snowy, and they all enjoyed a pleasurable day with Julia as the bridge toy, this time secured by masses more rope so that barely and inch of cinched woman showed. Needless to say, the tips of her breasts and her two delightfully virgin openings were left totally accessible, and provided the only animated section of the tightly parcelled bundle as they pumped and pouted. Julia’s sex lips quivered with longing between the neverending releases of orgasmic eruption that were solicited from her captive form. None were left in any doubt as to her total capitulation to the forces of exquisite pleasure she had discovered.

Snowy, despite his earlier scepticism, was a complete convert to the power of lustful pleasure as a medium for the conversion of women, and watched entranced as the freerolling female parcel, moved with the boat’s motion, her faint mewing pleas for further manipulation sweet music to his ears. The fact that they had untied her at lunch then allowed himself to show his expertise with seamen’s lashings, made it a memorable day.

Powerfully contorted, cinched into a bulging parcel of inanimate curvatures and inviting recesses, the poor woman was a masterpiece of helplessness. The incredibly small motionless bundle Julia had been reduced to, was applauded by the others, who were so impressed with his skills that they insisted he perform the same service on them.

As a result, Julia suffered the frustration of denial as her tormentors, all eighteen of them, now lay neatly packed and offered in rows in the cabin below. Each woman had become an exact copy of Julia’s own compressed form,’ left to suffer the same shattering denial as they lay devoid of any movement and filled with buzzing, tormenting dildo’s.

Susan’s limbless form puzzled Snowy for a while, but not to be defeated, he finally chose to suspend her by the strong versatile pigtail she still sported, then used her as a demonstration dummy for decorative rope work. Although silenced by nature, her delectable mouth hadn’t been ignored and as a result was sealed firmly within a network of artistically woven cords.

The beautiful rope sculpture now adorning the cabin was a cocoon of skillfully crafted Turkshead rope-work that held Susan in a remorseless grip of iron as she swung gently above the trussed forms below.

Peter remarked how peaceful it was, now that the continuous feminine chatter had been temporarily silenced. Turning together, both he and Snowy looked down into the cabin and across the rows of neatly packaged rumps, displayed pubic mounds and puckered pink ass-rings. The whole collection bouncing was delightfully in unison with the jolts caused by the boat’s rapid progress. Each twitching package offering the delights of silent, unhindered, exquisitely pleasurable openings to plunge into at will by any male who wished to avail himself of their vulnerability.

Unbeknownst to the admiring males, all the trussed woman were pondering the wisdom of allowing such a rope artist a free hand.

“It's the only way to travel my friend,” said Peter, and his words were enthusiastically endorsed by Snowy’s nodding head.

“Yep! .. I reckon it's gonna be a long “hard’ night.” he said with a satisfied smirk.

As they looked down, Snowy commented on how the scene resembled packaged goods on a supermarket shelf, displayed in the most likely way to attract attention. Peter thought about this then added his own observation.

“I rather thought they looked like eggs in an egg box,” he said, still not fully able to grasp the sight of this multitude of Tigresses reduced to a collection of available sex-balls at their own bidding. Even as they spoke their words were carrying down to the objects of the discussion and having a profound effect on those same bound Tigresses.

A sudden flurry of stringently contained activity from the end bundle interrupted his thoughts and announced the arrival of a long awaited orgasm in one of the ‘eggs’. The knock-on effect as she squirmed against the next bundle triggered her neighbour’s explosion. And so it continued until the whole port side rack of goods was a mass of pouting, furiously pumping pubic lips and tantalisingly pulsing, tensing buttock muscles, as the totally immobilised owners begged in the only way possible for attention. The muted sounds of pleasure swelled to a crescendo as each in turn was triggered by the masochistic forces inspired by their bondage.

Poor Julia was left to a lonely vigil on the bridge as both Peter and Snowy, hands on zips, dived for the hatch.

MAZIMBA’S

They had arrived, and with the rattle of chain, both girls heard the anchor run out. Neither Sandra or Angela were in any doubts that this would become their final resting place. But the manner of their demise had yet to be unveiled.

Although they had been removed to the upper deck, they could still hear Sharna’s voice as she contacted her local agent by radio.

“Yes, I've just arrived. Can you drive out to the Mazimba’s and tell them I've got something for trade. And tell them to bring plenty of the goods, these packages are going to be expensive.“

The rest of the conversation was of no interest to the trussed girls and consisted mainly of orders for stores to replenish the boat.

Sharna signed off and after a short delay, appeared before them and proceeded to shackle both girls to the hook of the derrick before lifting them clear of the deck and swinging the double bundle of womanhood over the rail.

The small dinghy had already been launched and it was into this that the struggling suspended girls were lowered With the small outboard chugging behind them, the girls managed to wriggle into a sitting position and scan the approaching shoreline. It was deserted, but neither had any illusions about it staying that way. Just how long it would be before the arrival of these Mazimba’s was known only to Sharna.

The dinghy grounded on the sharp coral sand, and within minutes the two turkey-trussed females had been unloaded and lay forlornly on the empty beach, their immobility ensured by the neck leashes fastened to a stake, as Sharna returned to the yacht several times and ferried more goods ashore.

As far as they could see, they were the only living objects for trade. The rest appeared to be boot-leg booze and contraband Whisky.

Six and a half hours later, the bound girls still sweltered under the blaze of the sun. But the heat of this glowing orb was being ignored as they strained to watch the approaching hoard of black figures that suddenly appeared at the edge of the dense jungle.

Fear struck at their hearts as they surveyed fierce looking faces pierced with bones and coloured with red mud as the Mazimba’s gathered around and chattered excitedly.

Hands pinched and squeezed as noises of approval were made and although they didn’t understand, both girls had the strange feeling that were being discussed as lumps of meat rather than women to be plundered.

Sharna watched their puzzlement; then, walking over she spoke with obvious pleasure to her two trade items.

“So you haven’t guessed yet? Well, these ferocious little men are cannibals, and you are the main course for the festivities next week.“

Shock and terror drained the blood from both women’s faces, the full impact of Sharna’s revenge becoming clear as she spoke again.

“I wanted to stay and watch; but business before pleasure. I should be miles out to sea when they eventually get round to barbecuing you pair.“

As soon as she had finished speaking she motioned to the black men and both girls struggled as their hog-ties were released and they were straightened out; .. only to be swiftly lashed to poles with strong Liana creepers.

Hoisted to shoulder height, their helpless bodies were carried off into the dark of the tropical rain forest, watched by a smirking Sharna.

She stayed long enough to see the rest of the trade goods picked up and then followed the line of figures after the already departed women on poles.

The thick foliage swung shut behind her; but had she turned at that instant, she would have seen the smudge of a boat on the horizon with a white comb in its teeth as the gallant old lady of the sea closed the gap to zero at a blistering pace.

For almost an hour the column moved through thick jungle, until with unexpected suddenness, they came out onto a dusty dirt road.

Two battered and barely useable trucks stood close by and it was into these that the girls and other trade goods were loaded. With a grating of gears, the two trucks moved off, and there followed a further three hours of choking, dust engulfed travel for the occupants, both captors and captives alike The final destination was eventually reached and after the inanimate goods had been unloaded, the bound women found themselves surrounded by four chattering black women.

More prodding and poking took place and as the trussed girls scowled back, Sharna came over to taunt them further.

“So you've met the cook’s?” she inquired.

“ Apparently they are discussing the best cuts and whether you'll need marinating. In fact the chief has already laid claim to the prime cuts off your rump Miss Darcy.“

Her insane laughter as she walked away only served to confirm the women’s suspicions that she was in fact, mentally deranged. But that confirmation was of little help to them now.

More men arrived and after removing the poles, the women were re-bound in a strange configuration. With legs doubled up and knees lashed to their shoulders and necks, arms bound at the wrists in front, they were transported to a large defoliated tree that was festooned with hanging pieces of animal carcasses; .. and some less easily defined, and infinitely more disturbing pieces of meat that resembled human limbs.

With wrists safely secured to overhead ropes, the men released their grip on the women'’s bodies and allowed them to swing with arms above their heads, naked and obscenely presented by their bonds. But although they were offered, no-one seemed inclined to take advantage.

“Bad form to fuck the lunch I suppose,“

remarked Sandra in an attempt to lift the gnawing fear they both felt.

Angela answered with her own observations.

“Look’s like this is the larder. Good job the health inspector isn’t around with all this unwashed meat; including us,” she added as an afterthought. Sandra continued the banter as she tried to turn her mind from the hideous fate that awaited them.

Perhaps if we fart in the soup they won’t want to eat it.” Angela laughed, but the falseness of her mirth was painfully apparent.

Desperately afraid, they hung miserably in their bonds, not knowing when the final moment would arrive and if they would suffer when it came. The next thing to come was the return of the cooks.

Each woman resisted as best she could as their cheeks were squeezed hard and short lengths of hollowed bamboo were forced into their mouths. These were then fixed in place with cruelly tightened cords and fastened by the upper end to their suspension ropes, leaving the women staring skyward with the choking tubes deep in their throats.

Unseen by them, Sharna walked up close and watched their preparation as pitcher after pitcher of brackish water was slowly poured into each tube.

Unable to block the flow, it was a case of swallow or drown; and so swallow they did.

Endlessly the water continued to be poured until some three or four litres bulged each woman’s stomach grotesquely.

The cooks departed and a cocky Sharna moved forward to explain proceedings.

“Just thought you’d like to know what they're doing. For the next few days you'll get no food at all, just gallons of water every few hours. They’'re cleaning you out ready for cooking.” She walked away sniggering as the sobbing women hung ready for the slaughter.

As promised the cooks returned, and each time they topped up the swinging human water containers that had been Sandra and Angela, until after a few short hours, a never ending trickle seeped from each woman as she was unable to contain the lake of liquid building up inside.

By the morning of the second day, the seepage was clear, and no further solid waste lay below the hanging forms despite the effects of laxative herbs added to the water. The Mazimba’s it seemed were experts at purging anyone destined to be the next meal.

Both women felt that their time was approaching fast and as they tried to plead with their female attendants, both came to realise that none of these cooks felt any animosity towards them, or derived any pleasure from what they were doing to these unfortunate captive women. To them, they were just food to be prepared.

Sharna came to taunt one last time prior to her departure, but as she lashed the helpless girls with verbal invective and graphic descriptions of their coming demise, neither antagonist nor taunted could know that they were undergoing close scrutiny from the covering mass of foliage at the edge of the clearing.

SIR GALAHAD LIVES

Night closed in, and with hushed whispers, the team readied itself for the coming rescue attempt. Outnumbered some 50 to 1, they had no illusions that although armed with modern weapons, a mistake could put them all in the larder.

Peter’s strategy relied heavily on stealth. With luck, he planned to have the girls long since gone before the Mazimba’s even knew that supper had ‘legged it’ into the distance. A slight variation to the plan was forced upon them as the figure of Sharna was seen saying her farewells and moving off alone, back into the bush. If she had been allowed to return to the beach, the game would be up as soon as Snowy’s boat was seen.

Dispatching Wendy and Rachel, Peter ordered her taken and rendered helpless for later decisions to decide her fate. Returning some time later from the front line to their makeshift camp a half mile back, he saw for the first time since her escape, the arch bitch who had left his girls to a horrible death.

Wendy and Rachel had shown similar feelings to his own and as he walked into the camp he was confronted with the brown-skinned Sharna welded to a tree from head to foot with savage cutting cords. The novelty was that she was inverted and trussed face towards the tree. Her mouth, although barely visible, could be seen to be gagged with a huge diameter stump of wood, held in position by cords that were so tight they were almost invisibly buried in furrowed cheeks. In fact her whole body exhibited a rather pleasing effect as her struggles caused the ultra tight cinches to pulsate with lustful animation.

Lustful for him, but decidedly non-arousing for her.


The four foot tall palm bush sprouting from her anus had a trunk that pushed the cinched lobes of her nates apart. What it was doing to her tight ass hole didn’t bear thinking about, but he had to admit it looked pretty damned uncomfortable, even from the outside.

Livid raised welts from ankle to neck appraised Peter of the fact that the riding crop she had been carrying had already been put to good use by her captors before his arrival.

“Been busy I see,” he remarked to the girls.

“She tried to escape,” informed Wendy, in an ‘I couldn’t care-less if you believe me” tone “That must have been difficult,” remarked Peter as he inspected welts that overlaid bonds. Mute testament to the fact that the woman had already been thoroughly trussed before the beating occurred.

“I hope you added a few strokes for me and the girls?” he inquired, turning to smile at their downward looking eyes. “By the way, you did take the root off that bush first did you?” he asked nodding towards the floral decor sprouting from the butt region of their captive.

“Oh! - Was I supposed to?” asked Wendy feigning a look of surprise.

Walking away from this evil captive whilst he could still contain his own anger, Peter prepared the team for action, and as the dusk closed in, they moved off silently into the darkness to take up predetermined positions.

Gradually the hubbub in the Mazimba’s camp died down, and by the time the moon rose at 11 o’clock, the last black figures had left the dying embers of the central fire and disappeared into their huts.

Alone and in the depths of despair, the two girls hung limply in their bonds; unaware of the closeness of their friends and rescuers. The first inkling they had of any presence other than their own was the soft mocking voice that reached out in the darkness and brought shafts of joy and relief to their aching, weary bodies.

“Do you two always hang out around here?“

came the unmistakable tones of their long awaited Sir Galahad.

Moaning softly, and sobbing quietly with relief, they hung still as a host of hands materialised from the darkness and gently began to lower them from the larder.

Leaving them still bound and gagged by the tubes, Peter ordered their removal from the camp before they stopped to release them.

Then seeing them both safely away he himself took a last look around before turning to leave.

With a curse, he tripped over the drunken sleeping form of a Mazimba warrior lying right across his track and before he could recover and silence the awakening figure, a loud shout of alarm echoed through the still night air.

The moonlight flashed on Peter’s knife as it plunged up and behind the rib cage, almost slicing the warrior’s heart in two. But the damage was already done. Figures were tumbling from huts, and his shadowy figure had already been spotted as he was silhouetted by the bright moonlight. Sprinting back into the foliage, he headed for the camp as the alarm spread behind him.

He burst into the clearing just in time to see the party moving off, forewarned of the pursuit by the approaching shouts and sounds of crashing bushes.

Sharna, released from the tree, was left trussed from the waist up and wearing a rough rope collar that ended in the leash held by Wendy.

The bush inserted into her back passage had been cropped so as to leave some four or five inches sticking out. A loop of rope had been added, and passed around the foreshortened stump then yanked upward to encircled her throat. With this arrangement drawn taut, Sharna had the choice of searing rectal pain, or strangulation if she tried to stand straight.

She chose an arched back posture.

“Move Bitch or I'll finish you now.” The Amazon spat and jerked the leash rope savagely.

The team moved quickly back to the road and boarded the borrowed trucks as the sounds of pursuit grew louder. It was a pity they had been unable to find the Mazimba’s trucks and disable them. But it was too late to worry about that now.

Driving like lunatics, without lights and guided by the moon, the fleeing assault team roared through the night; their anxiety increasing as two pairs of headlights appeared in the distance behind them.

Precious minutes were lost as a badly judged curve left them half in the ditch. The combined strength of all was required to push the heavy vehicle back onto the road.

Mobile again, they looked back at the lights, now only 200 yards behind and all on-board willed those straining diesel’s to greater effort as the trucks rocketed onward.

The few minutes they had been stopped were utilised to great effect by Sandra and Angela.

Too weak to offer any real help to pushing the truck out, they took the trussed Sharna round to the front of the truck and secured her tightly to the Bull bar in front. Now as they hurtled through the bush, her bound form continually endured the agonies of lashing thorn bushes as they ploughed through.

After hours of headlong flight, the front wheel of the leading transport dug into soft sand as they hurtled onto the beach. Realising that the trucks would serve them no more, the team leapt out, released Sharna, then began to sprint the final three hundred yards to the boats.

As they struggled across the gap with sinking, dragging feet, Sharna stumbled and pitched forward into the sand. Wendy stopped to drag her up, but was urged onward by an urgent call from Peter.

Looking back along the beach, she saw a horde of racing figures burst from the trees and as a swarm of spears took to the air, heading in her direction, she let go of the lead rope and sprinted after her friends.

The boats were in the water and ready to go as Wendy splashed the last yards and flung herself over the thwarts.

Outboards sputtered into life, and with a sense of relief, Peter looked back as the shoreline and the angry gesticulating figures lining its edge slowly receded. Suddenly he froze with fear. Advancing from the trees were another group carrying huge catamaran canoes. He turned and looked out to sea. Both their own boat and that of the arch-bitch Sharna had been moved further out by Snowy as the tide threatened to leave them stranded on the gently shelving beach.

Peter gauged the distance and knew with sinking heart that the fast cats’” would overhaul the heavily laden boats before they could reach safety.

The ominous craft advanced, ploughing rapidly through the water under the drive of dozens of paddles, and all aboard Peter’s tiny flotilla contemplated their fate in the hands of these demons.

The gap was down to 80 yards, when suddenly a strange ripping noise sounded overhead and the leading boat began to disintegrate before their very eyes. Figures lurched upward and were punched backward into the water by invisible fists. Then, as watched and struggled to comprehend, the slower speed of sound allowed a noise from seaward to reach them.

Turning, Peter saw rapid muzzle flashes on the foredeck of the old motor torpedo boat, and in the bright moonlight he could just make out the frail figure of Snowy in the shoulder harness of a fully operational Oerlikon.

“SNOWY! YOU BLOODY BEAUT!” he screamed above the cheers of the women as the canoes were systematically ripped to pieces by the devastating hail of .5 inch slugs.

The firing continued until nothing floated other than splintered debris; nothing moved amongst the spreading stain of blood left by the decimated Mazimba fleet. Snowy had waited for years to avenge the loss of his friend. Now the debt was paid in full.

Plodding onward, the small boats reached the haven of those two welcoming vessels, and in a thankful mood, the team and their rescued damsels clambered aboard.

As the outer reef was dangerous, they decided to wait for dawn to make their departure.

They were confident that the threat from shore had been obliterated.

Dawn arrived and as they scanned the beach, they saw that the sullen surviving Mazimba's were still there, watching, waiting. As they looked more closely they saw that Sharna was still trussed and now hobbled as well, as they paraded their hostage along the waters edge.

“We ought to try and help her,” ventured Julia who had never been unfortunate enough to sample Sharna’s idea of fun.

“IN A PIGS EYE!” Came the chorus of her companions.

They watched with no feelings of remorse or pity as the Mazimba’s gave up their efforts to tempt them in and trussed Sharna to one of the transport poles.

As her helpless form was carried from sight, her cries for deliverance from the fate she had planned for Sandra and Angela were ignored by all who watched her exit.

MAZIMBA FEAST

The boats carrying her enemies to safety had long gone as Sharna endured her third and final day in the larder. She had already undergone the cleansing routine suffered by her former captors. Now on the day of the feast, she hung ready for the final preparation.

As with Snowy’s friend, she found that the Mazimba’s harboured no loyalties when it came to ex business partners.

A fearful dread engulfed her as the cooks approached with helpers and she struggled briefly as they lowered her from the tree. Her struggles were futile and within minutes she was trussed into a tight ball, with her bodymass wrapped around a heavy pole crossing her waist at right-angles.

With the water tube still firmly embedded in her throat, she squirmed miserably as two further tubes were forced into her other openings. Lying still and unable to move even the slightest bit, she watched terrified as large earthenware containers were placed around her.

Reaching down into the vessels, the cooks removed bundles of herbs and spices, and after pushing wads of this material into the tubes sticking out of Sharna’s body, they began to ram it down the tubes with blunt ended sticks.

Sharna strained against her bonds as the first wads passed from the tubes into her vulnerable openings, then with horror felt more and more being rammed into her body.

The final insult had arrived. She was literally being stuffed like an oven ready chicken by the savage women who saw no wrong in preparing a live woman as they would a piece of dead poultry.

The wadding and stuffing continued remorselessly and the garbled pleas for mercy ignored as they cheerfully chatted amongst themselves. A feast was a festive occassion and preparing the meal something of a party event. Sharna felt her body swelling from constant forcible injections of herbs. Soon her lower orifices were packed tight and bursting, and the outlet tubes sealed by bungs hammered into their ends.

Now they concentrated on her mouth, and as the infusion mounted her belly bulged and the wadded mass slowly rose up her gullet.

Within minutes her mouth to was packed tight and cheeks bulging as the plug was hammered into the tube.

Inflated and stuffed to bursting point, Sharna was left alone for several minutes to suffer as they brought over the next huge receptacle.

Lifting her chicken trussed body, they rested the ends in “Y’ cleft stands as they prepared her for the final addition.

Small hollow tubes were inserted in her nostrils by the men, whilst the women busied themselves mixing a concoction of clay, coconut hairs and water in the large cauldron.

Soon all was ready and as the human chicken roast pleaded with her eyes, they began to plaster the cloying glop onto her bloated form.

It took barely ten minutes before she was covered completely and left to dry in the heat of the Sun. An hour later a second coat was applied, and, so on.

By the early evening, the fires had been burning for several hours and settled to a superheated mass of glowing embers. The clay entombed Sharna was carried over, her body completely encased in a rock-hard coating of dried clay some seven layers thick that exhibited all the properties of reinforced concrete. The roast was offered to the witchdoctor for a final ceremonial blessing before the chanting bearers carried the mass over to the fire and placed the ends of the pole in their designated clefts. Desperate keening sounds eminated from the breather tubes, but otherwise the clay ball showed no signs of animation. Even before the heat started to penetrate concrete like shell, Sharna was already suffering a private hell as the moisture in her body swelled the mass of herbs within, expanding her bursting form to fill the hard shell with agonising pressure.

The women turned the pole, and rotated the arch-bitch in her prison of hell. Rapidly mounting heat penetrating her body began to slowly roast her in the juices of her stuffing and her own melting body fats. The party chanting soon drowned out the rising high pitched sounds produced by the turning chicken roast.

All the suffering and torment she had vented on others came home to roost in that rotating, silently screaming, half cooked woman as the spit continued its endless movement and the heat of the embers slowly barbecued the bitch to end all bitches with a mind searing agony.

The clever little tubes in her nostrils supplied the life giving oxygen she needed to ensure her lengthy torment, before the all consuming heat reduced her to succulent slices of spiced meat for the waiting hordes. Unfortunately for the entombed bitch, the Mazimba’s had long since found that the longer the meat stayed alive, the greater the flavour. At this moment in time, Sharna would probably not have been impressed to know that the breasts she was so proud of, were destined to be served to the chief and his wife as two tenderised, steaming mounds of juicy delicacy, garnished with herbs and arranged neatly on a platter on either side of her redundant and steaming, half cooked pussy. The chief liked his pussy rare.

RETURN OF THE CONQUERING HEROES

One thousand four hundred miles away, two travel weary vessels slipped quietly into their berths and came to rest.

A tired, jubilant atmosphere prevailed amongst the crews of these vessel’s, and with good reason. They had rescued their fair maidens from the jaws of death and defeated impossible odds in the process. Sandra and Angela leaned on the rails of Sharna’s luxury yacht, they drank in the cool night air and thanked lady luck for her vital intervention and their deliverance from an excruciatingly painful and slow death.

Suddenly both women shuddered involuntarily. Looking at each other they were at a loss to explain this sudden, chilling feeling. Neither could know that at that precise moment many miles away, Sharna had screamed her last defiant threat of revenge as her superheated tomb and its fires of hell melted the last remnants of life from her silently screaming, agonised and horribly tormented form. In less than an hour, Sharna would be a mere memory, a collection of whisky laden burps from a full and satisfied tribe; .. her clean picked bones providing enjoyment for the dogs.

Shaking off this feeling of horror, both girls resumed their re-cap on the spontaneously riotous revelry that had been a feature of the return trip.

Snowy, the hero of the day, became something of a cult figure. As a result of the careful and persistent attention he received from the host of nubile women on-board, his long lost libido had been resurrected with a vengeance.

The girls on the other hand, were proud of the results their skilful tuition had produced, and took every opportunity to either display or talk about the rock-hard erections they had produced in this 71 year old man. Add damsel and rope together, and the rock hard shaft literally quivered with the tension.

Snowy was a true convert to his newly found interest in the image of a helpless, bound and gagged woman.

Of late, the stooped, frail figure of this ageing veteran of the sea had taken on the stance of a small rooster as he strutted around, erect stature, and full of life. With his manhood restored to full operational efficiency, life was beginning again; . this time with the knowledge and experience gained over seventy years of struggle.

His skills with knots and rope became legendary and his attention much in demand by the sex-crazed, victorious assault team.

Taking heed of the advice Peter gave him, he observed his own physical limitations and used the power of restraint to control and satisfy the never-ending demand for fulfilment from these insatiable women.

Once trussed, he would tease and taunt their begging bodies as he took his time in choosing the evenings recipient of his personal attention. The power he felt by having so many women helplessly at his disposal sent the blood coursing through his veins.

Peter meanwhile, concentrated on his own two ladies, although on occasion, he would Iend their shackled forms to Snowy for re- binding in some intricate position; or simply for him to practice knots on.

Wendy on the other hand found a little private niche somewhere in the depths of Sharna’s yacht, and with her indivisible squirming back-pack Susan, she regularly vanished for days on end. Their emergence was usually only for food, and when that occurred, it could be seen that Susan had become radiant and bubbling with silent pleasure as she was cosseted and caressed by this aggressive giant of a woman; a woman who had been tamed into a meek, pleasure loving sexual gourmet by the pocket sized, totally dependent Susan.

Peter was still having nice dreams about this truncated, hour-glass shaped woman, and in one of their less active moments he had tentatively mentioned the fact to his attentive female partners.

They said nothing, and Peter let the matter drop in case jealousy spoiled their relationship. He never saw the thoughtful looks that passed between the two women behind his back.

For most of the voyage back, the team and including Sandra and Angela, had been package-trussed by Snowy during daylight hours, and placed on the bunks in rows ready for use. This particular form of bondage use seemed to appeal to the girls nature. The continual practice of re-packaging each morning had of course led to a high degree of skill and innovation by their enthusiastic rope artist. As a consequence their forms were reduced to ever smaller and more tightly bound forms with each passing day.

By the time they reached the last leg of the journey home, animation within these rope wrapped bundles had become a luxury that only came with the release in the evening.

Once Sandra and Angela were parcelled up, Peter found himself spoilt for choice as he browsed through the racks of female toys on offer. All were ignorant of his window shopping due to their fully encapsulated heads which robbed them of sight and sound.

It was so pleasant to prod and poke the goods, test the resilience of offered mounds, prise apart their secret openings and peer inside at his leisure, insert devices, then watch entranced as the recipient of his attentions bucked and squirmed in her bonds.

Alternatively, he found it relaxing to chose four or five bundles and transport them to his bunk, where he would arrange them to form a mattress upon which he could lie and read a book.

Wendy generally opted out of the proceedings and preferred to either play with her new acquisition; or alternately watch as Snowy cocooned her toy girl in rope for the day.

His inventiveness where Susan was concerned, was a neverending delight to both Susan and Wendy. On one occasion he fashioned a strange looking harness that held the entrammelled Susan inverted. It was only when the device and its occupant were mated to Wendy that the design concept became apparent.

Susan became welded to the front of an ecstatic Wendy and in her inverted position, found that both herself and her enthusiastic transporter were permanently aroused by the fact that Susan’s totally accessible sexual mouth and its attendant sensitive labial mounds were continually being caressed by the magnificent orbs of Wendy’s ample bosom. In turn, Wendy was in a permanently flushed state due to the soft textured buttocks that brushed her nipples provocatively. The other reason was the flashing tongue from a mouth held permanently within reach of her throbbing and receptive pubic mouth.

FUTURE PLANS

With Sharna gone, the future was uncertain.

After the spontaneous revelry of the passage home, there seemed to be a void that would require some careful thought to fill.

With the fabulous ‘old lady of the sea’ snugged down in her secret berth once more, the whole team congregated in the saloon of Sharna’s Chris-Craft to discuss the future.

From the outset it was apparent that none of the assembled gang, of which Snowy was now a valued member, wanted to return to the steady unchanging life of before.

Bella’s ranch, whilst being an idyllic place in almost all respects, lacked the fire and adrenaline pumping action of recent weeks.

As a result, the meeting steadily dissolved into chaos as a multitude of ideas where thrown into the arena. For a time Peter seemed to be losing control, but eventually, some semblance of order returned, and with the exception of the two high spirited women who had been rescued, the majority seemed content to listen as he outlined an idea.

Sandra and Angela however, being generally strong willed women used to getting their own way, persisted in interrupting his speech, to the annoyance of both Peter and those listening. A meaningful glance at Snowy and the rest of the team soon rectified the situation.

The room was quiet save for some muffled protests from above, and looking up at the two dangling trussed balls of furiously squirming females, Peter grinned and started again; this time without fear of interruption from his two most aggressive ladies.

“I see it this way,” he started. “Here we have a first class team, with more things in common than I care to mention. We have two first class vessels capable of carrying us anywhere on the globe; a skipper to guide us; a pharmas a base, and the seven and a half million dollars we relieved Petros and Sharna of.“

“Our total assets over the last year have risen from zero to somewhere in the region of fifteen million dollars all told. Now that to me looks like a very profitable partnership. OK we occasionally have some densest in our ranks,“

he added, looking up at the two gagged and furious dissenters. “All in all we are a good team.” A shout from the back interrupted him.

“CUT THE BULLSHIT AND GET ON WITH IT!“

Peter smiled. “ I see as usual, our Wendy likes things straight from the shoulder. Well, my thoughts are that we start three new companies based on all the assets we have at our disposal.“

A silence ensued as he paused and Peter, knowing that he had their full attention took a deep breath and pressed on with his radical ideas.

“Number one would be a company called, Er!

Shall we say ‘Rent-a-Bond?” The silence continued.

“Rent-a-Bond would hire out trussed and custom prepared women to customers all over the world.” A loud cry of protest went up from the women, and for a time Peter felt sure that he would be attacked by the angry faces surrounding him.

“Just a minute. .. Just a minute,” he shouted holding his hands up for silence.

The hubbub subsided into a steady rumble of discontent as he continued.

“First, the customers are vetted, photographed and videoed. .. “Without their knowledge’. Then, if they are acceptable we allow them to chose from our stock,” his swinging finger indicated "the stock’ “The chosen girls then get the chance to study this customer in depth and decide for themselves if they accept the guy, and his ideas. If everything is OK, the ‘item’ is packaged up and posted off for the duration of the contract.“

Peter paused and sat back as the rumble of discussion rose once more, then to his relief he began to answer questions fired at him.

Much to his surprise the questions were all based on a positive response and brought up constructive points that would have to be discussed.

For an hour the discussion flowed back and forth, until finally a general acceptance of the idea prevailed. Even the two hanging, silent bundles offered no visible objection.

“Plan two,” continued Peter, “ Is for offering a bondage training facility for both women who want to experience the phenomenon on either a full or part time basis, or on the other hand a unisex training for the dominant side of things.“

This venture proposal hardly required any discussion and was readily accepted by all.

“ And so we come to my final idea,” he paused and consulted notes before looking up.

“Having had experience with our late departed friend Sharna and of course Carlos, who is still with us, it occurred to me that there must be dozens, if not hundreds of young ladies out there who have been abducted and are held and tortured by people like that. The point is, it’s about time someone thought about helping them.“

Once more Peter was aware of rapt attention.

“How about our organisation forming a clandestine group who’s sole task would be to hunt out these captive women and liberate them. Then having liberated them, offer them the choice of joining our set-up, or returning home.

“The chorus of assent from his audience seemed to rule out the need for any in depth discussion, and with a feeling of satisfaction, Peter smugly congratulated himself on getting Rent-a-Bond approved, which in fact had been his only aim. The other two ideas were merely bait to get the volatile women present to accept the concept of being rented out, trussed like chickens, and posted to God knows where in inescapable, custom designed crates.

The trip overland to the place they now called home was uneventful. Arriving at the ranch they found the well rounded Bella and Princess Tracy in good spirits at the earlier telephoned news of their retaking Sharna’s hostages. Peter was proud as both women allowed him to feel the first tiny kicks on his unborn offspring, and looked forward to the day that his ‘foals’ were born.

The planning of the new venture however, took precedence over all other matters, and with a token lip service being paid to the other two ideas, Peter forged ahead with ‘Renton” as they had now decided to call it.

The first orders had already been received.

Customers were vetted and Renton girls selected. Now on one sultry evening, the final discussion was being made.

Eight girls had been provisionally selected for an order of six. Now after seeing the potential customer, five of those eight had agreed to go through with it. A sixth, Julia, was undecided.

Peter felt that when the time came she could be persuaded to complete the order.

His next few days were spent arranging the packaging, whilst the women exercised and discussed their coming two month contract with this handsome young millionaire and his dominant wife. The packaging Peter devised was the germ of an idea inspired by his comment on seeing the cabin full of roped women.

Dispatch day arrived, and leaving the initial first stage packaging to Snowy, Peter set up the container.

An hour later Snowy arrived and behind him trundled a cart full of groaning balls of womanhood; .. naked save for the bulbous hooded heads and a spider-web of intricately designed strap-work that held them compressed into immobility.

Julia at the last minute, tried to opt out, but a mild drug slipped into her drink that morning left her in a very amenable and receptive state.

The drug had since worn off, but secured as she was now, objection was a thing of the past.

Lifting together, they carefully removed each girl from the trolley and after inverting her, slid her down into her allotted receptacle in the huge packaging unit. Carefully guiding each so that the breathing tube in their helmets located with the socket at the bottom of each pocket.

Soon they were all ensconced, and stepping back, Snowy let out an exclamation.

“Now I see it all! It's your vision of an egg box. Well 'm damned, I never thought I would see it for real, “ he chortled.

“Best looking six-pack you’ll ever see,“

remarked Peter running his hand over the six presented hemispheres of lust. “And I include a six pack of Fosters in that statement.

Snowy grinned at the mention of his favourite Ozzie brew. He turned back to the six pack, his gaze checking that each female egg was showing the end of a huge vibrator in each of their two optional openings.

One of the eggs continued to wriggle furiously, whilst the others lay quietly in their sockets.

“What's wrong with that one,” asked Snowy.

“Oh! that's Julia; she’s a bit nervous I think,“

lied Peter.

Satisfied that all was in order, Peter started to close the lid, checking as he did so, that the curved ridge of hard rubber was in place at the top of each recess in the lid before allowing the cover to swing fully closed. .. Well almost!

The resting lid came to a stop with a four inch gap around its edge. Enlisting Snowy’s help, they forced the lid closed and sealed in the groans from within as the lid finally clicked into the powerful self locking fasteners.

On the outside it looked exactly like a polystyrene egg case.

“How come it didn’t close right then?“

inquired Snowy.

“Oh! but it did,” returned Peter. “It was the rubber ridges resting on the dildo’s and through their crotches that held it open.“

“You mean when we pressed it shut—!" Snowy left the sentence unfinished as he stared at the silent egg box.

“Yep! that's right old friend, those rubber ridges pressed those vibrators in tight and squashed their fancy little clits down flat.

Right now there’s six hot little fannies and butt clefts in there parted neatly down the middle by serrated latex high density foam. By the time our friend in the States opens that crate, they should be really hot-to trot. In fact right now, all hell is being let loose in there.“

Snowy pressed his ear to the container and could faintly hear the frenzied sounds of frustration as the eggs within tried to back out of the deal.

Peter went to the wall phone and after a few seconds spoke to Wendy upstairs.

“The crate’s ready. Can you bring the truck round for loading? We've got to meet the customer’s Lear jet at the air strip in half an hour.

As the loading was completed, Sandra and Angela arrived from the other side of the house. Watching the departing truck, both felt the pangs of arousal twitching between their legs as they saw the lashed down egg crate with its secret contents vanish into the dust cloud following the truck.

Turning to his favourite ladies, Peter accurately judged their feelings.

“Wish you were in there too?” He asked.

Neither answered, but the flushes that crept across their faces gave him the reply he wanted.

“Well not to worry,” he consoled them, “I've got a nice little one-week contract lined up for you two. A very good friend of mine in fact.

No problems there, you'll have a lot of safe fun and he has a wealth of the most bizarre equipment for you two to try out.“

“When do we go?” asked Angela, turning to face him.

“Well there’s no time like the present is there?“

returned Peter, allowing their obvious arousal at the spectacle of the departing truck to cloud their better judgement. The powerful feelings they were experiencing suppressed any nagging doubts that would have them wondering just why he was so keen on packing and posting them to some distant friend.

Still feeling the stirring of carnal power between their legs, both girls allowed the preparations to go ahead, so that by the time Wendy returned, two of Carlos’ transport gas cylinders stood waiting in the cool shade of the loading dock. Both were filled to capacity, but not with gas.

As she swung down from the cab, Peter walked up to her and explained her next job.

“Long job now Wendy. I want you to take these two gas cylinders to Kuwait and deliver them to my friend Richard Dumas, I'll give you the address shortly. Now the important thing to remember is not to leave them in the Sun. Wendy looked puzzled.

“Why will they blow up or something?” she asked. Peter laughed.

“No but you might find two well cooked ladies when you open them. Sandra and Angela are packed in them for another job.“

Wendy looked bemused and walked over to study the silent impassive steel prisons containing two of her friends in totally inescapable captivity. Peter joined her and outlined the rest of the contract.

“My friend in Kuwait wants a dominatrix to control these two; so sooner than have an ‘unknown’ with my girls shackled and helpless, I thought maybe you could play the role.“

He waited as Wendy thought it over and realised the wisdom of the plan.

“Sounds sensible to me,” she eventually replied. “But what about Susan. Who will Nook after her while I'm gone?“

“We will of course. You know we'd never let any harm come to her. She’s been adopted as the ranch mascot.“

Seemingly convinced, Wendy retreated to her rooms to pack all her finest leather and rubber apparel, all of which added even more menace and dominance to her appearance when cladding her tall well proportioned figure.

Peter watched her go, his hand resting on one of the cylinders as he saw the next stage of his plan fall into place. He patted the surface of the steel, and tried to visualise the ultimate packing surrounding the two rubber clad and sealed forms within.

His latest improvement on Carlos’ padding arrangements was a master stroke. Instead of the fairly loose opening formed by the internal padding, the girls were encased in a cocoon of flexible polyurethane foam that was poured in after their installation.

The special mix expanded rapidly, filling every nook and cranny before setting into a high density sponge, that although flexible, required great effort to compress. Apart from being an excellent packing medium, it had all the required sound absorbing qualities that were essential for this line of work.

Tipping the cylinders on their sides with deliberate lack of care, Peter gave them a shove with his foot and sent them rolling noisily down the loading dock, and down into the back of the waiting truck.

“Have fun girls,” he chuckled as the cylinders rumbled and bounced before finally coming to an abrupt stop as they impacted against the headboard of the truck. Peter grinned mischievously. Pulling a radio-control device from his pocket he pressed a button that would start the girls implants vibrating furiously.

An hour later he stood and watched as Wendy clambered into the cab and prepared to leave, his gaze wandering to the two cylinders that would soon be rolling continually from side to side with the twist and turns of the desert road. He had no doubt that they already contained two highly aroused females who were begging to rethink the whole idea.

Wendy was all for lashing the cylinders securely, but Peter’s suggestion to leave them loose and rolling appealed to her sadistic side.

He could have had them flown there, but then just think of the fun they would be missing as their vibrated and entombed forms were rolled endlessly back and forth; clanging and banging against each other, impacting the truck’s sides.

As the truck vanished from view, he turned to the lonely foreshortened torso of Susan resting neatly in the hollow scooped out of the sand by a departing Wendy.

“And now my lovely little plaything, let’s find out what those flashing eyes and pouting lips were all about shall we?“

As he stooped to pick her up, Susan’s eyes blazed with passion and her short little hourglass figure wriggled provocatively.

Peter grinned as his crotch caught fire, then tucking the peanut shaped sex bomb under his arm, he hurried back into the building.

STRANGE ENCOUNTER OF THE BIZARRE KIND

In the privacy of the deserted master bedroom, Peter stripped slowly as he locked eyes with the prepared figure sensuously undulating on the bed. Every movement transmitted by Susan seemed calculated to send the message, ‘come and take me; I'm helpless; I'm waiting.

The additional body straps and suspension head harness Peter added to her limbless form was purely for effect, and of all the powerful straps encircling Susan’s body, only three had any function at all. The two above and below her breasts simply held in place a stiff leather open front halter that squeezed and sculptured those magnificent orbs even more.

The wide padded collar around her long slender neck served to hold her head erect and stiffly positioned.

Peter approached the bed and saw her eyes widen with anticipation as his rampant and bursting manhood stood out rigidly before him. Susan looked as if she was going to swoon from the powerful feelings that were taking control of her delightful body and Peter was pleased at her obvious pleasure.

He eased himself onto the bed beside her erect body, propped neatly between two pillows, but as his weight sagged the bed, she slowly toppled sideways from her perch like an unbalanced tenpin skittle. The eyes looked up at him and her mouth silently formed in a laugh as he reached out to draw her stunningly desirable form towards him.

Peter hesitated as she pressed lightly against him, unsure how to proceed with this strangely attractive woman toy. He could feel her pulsing within the cinching strap harness and knew that she wanted him as much as he needed her.

He knew he could take her at any time; but that wasn’t the result he desired. He needed to savour her total availability and study the strange surreal image of this perfectly constructed sexual plaything of the dream world.

His eyes alighted on a large ball-gag on the bed. Picking it up he considered Susan’s mouth; .. a mouth already silenced by nature.

Then, as he made to throw the device away, Susan caught his eye and nodded her head, obligingly opening her mouth at the same time.

With some effort and a great deal of pushing and packing, he eventually managed to insert the huge sphere deeply into her mouth. A totally unnecessary strap then drew it deep into the cavity. No women had ever been so helpless as this young lady now was.

Peter reached over to a dangling hoist-wire placed conveniently at the side of the bed, and holding her gaze, he deliberately snapped it onto the ring at the top of her head-harness, at the same time studying her eyes as she pondered his next actions. With equally slow deliberation, he reached out and began, ‘one click at a time” to wind up the winch.

Susan began to arch slowly backward away from him as the steady pull from above lifted her towards the vertical position. Still her eyes bored longingly into his own as she urged him to continue.

Soon this lust filled female bundle was hanging some two feet above the bed, slowly rotating on the swivel hook. Peter lay back and took advantage of this all round view of the gloriously inviting body he would soon be sampling. She looked divine all strapped up and cinched like that; a veritable parcel of contained sexual explosive just begging for someone to light her fuse.

Rising, he walked around the bed; his eyes never leaving the twisting form that was trying to follow his movements. As he came round to her front, he mused absent mindedly to himself.

“I wonder what you would have looked like if you'd be born with arms and legs?“

A worried frown appeared on Susan’s face as she wondered about the sincerity of his attraction to her strange form.

Seeing the unsettled look, he speedily reassured her that she already had everything she would ever need to ensure his undying interest in her. He went on to other things, and reaching forward toyed with her nipples as he spoke.

“I wonder just how helpless you really are? “ he said thinking aloud. The next few minutes were to remain burned in his mind forever as Susan gave him a demonstration. With sagging jaw he watched as the leather trussed and gagged form before him thrashed impotently on her leash; .. bouncing and jiggling like a demented jumping bean as she tried to escape the fingers gripping her nipple ring.

Five memorable minutes later, Susan hung still; breathless and defeated in her attempts to escape the fiery fingers gripping her receptive nodule. Her eyes flashed a message.

“Does that answer your question?” she inquired. “ I'm yours to do with as you will.

.. Use me! for Gods sake! .. Use me as your plaything. I'm the toy you always dreamed of owning. Play with me, tease and torment me. ['m just a warm female hole for you to poke and a pair of boobs to squeeze. When you've finished pack me away in your toy cupboard until you need me again.“

The eyelids ceased their rapid flashing as he absorbed her urgent message; the eyes imploring him to understand. But before he could reply the flashing lids spoke again.

“Don’t you see Peter? [ was born to be a man’s toy. It's the only thing I can do well, and I want to be the best. Wendy can give me lots of pleasure, but only a man can use me as I should be used. Wendy can only see me as a woman who needs comforting and compassion; which is sometimes the case.

But she can never see me as you do. Go on enjoy yourself. Look at me. Feast your eyes.

I'm silent! .. No voice! .. Mouth stuffed to bursting! .. Head held stiff by this incredible collar, and all of me packaged in leather. 'ma hanging helpless parcel of sex to be used whenever and however you feel the urge.“

Stunned into speechless silence, Peter’s reply, when it came, was a strangled croak.

“Your wish is my most pleasurable command dear Princess.” he managed to say as he climbed back onto the bed.

The hanging woman wriggled, impatient to continue and Peter spun her to face him his eyes travelling directly to the dewdrops of passion oozing from her cleft dripping continuously to the bed in series of slow moving streamers. Reversing his position he lay below this musky valley of lust and wriggled his tongue into the secret depths of her quivering passage.

The pocket sized sex-aid above responded immediately and with a ferocity that took him by surprise. He heard the leather harness groan with strain as her body expanded into its iron grip and was amazed that completely incapacitated creature like Susan could achieve any measure of strain upon her bondage. Looking up past her jutting, swollen mound, he could see the leather sculpted orbs of her breasts and the thrusting lobes of their pulsing unrestrained flesh bulging further forward with each second as her internal pressure rose. Susan’s nipples had become turgid prods of ring-pierced wanton lust. ..

They were demanding the touch of his fingers to trigger the gathering storm growing rapidly within her twisting arched form.

He sensed her readiness and shifting his position he lay with his rampant column poised and waiting. Spinning her rotating body back round to face him, he held her steady and positioned directly over the item she craved so desperately. Reaching out, he began to lower the winch. .. Again, one click at a time, until, after an age, the wet, glistening lips of her vulva nuzzled at the vertical shaft they so urgently needed to consume.

Peter stopped lowering, and giving her a gentle push he allowed her suspended body to swing to and fro whilst holding his manhood poised and vertical. Each pass over that stiff throbbing member parted her lovelips as they slid wetly past. His tool mimicked a plough-shear as it peeled her open with each swing. Eventually, the slick friction of her fleshy valley sapped the momentum and she hung poise; infinitely prepared for the thrusting penetration of his vibrantly thrusting manhood If a scream of desperate desire had been possible, Susan would surely have used it. But as it was she was reduced to a series of devastatingly sensuous writhings on the end of her tether, her greedy love lips grasping ineffectually at the object of their need.

Tantilisingly, her own impatient muscle contractions created a slippery squeezing effect that set her penduluming away from the purpled column so frustratingly offered and yet totally beyond her reach. She writhed and wriggled, her hot receptive cleft dripping copiously, those pleading eyes saying all that needed to be said in one awesome erotic look.

He stopped her swing and left the reaching, groping lips of her pubis to suck gently on the tip of his shaft. Several minutes elapsed as he allowed the hungry mouth of lust scant contact as it sought to devour him. He was savouring the creaking leather and frantic jiggling antics of his toy as she desperately strove to impale herself on that unattainable column of inviting male pleasure. Tiring of the game, he reached for the winch handle.

Her glazed wide staring eyes followed every move as his fingers closed on the handle, then as it began to turn he heard a great gust of air blast from her flaring nostrils.

Each click nudged her slavering love lips open fraction by fraction; each advancing millimetre of that rod of pleasure drawing further blasts of air.

Steadily his impossibly helpless love toy was being impaled as she sank lower and lower, her slick passage shuddering and convulsing as the massive erection stretched her delicate internal membranes and skewered her with a commanding and infinitely desirable force.

That huge throbbing column of her desire was sending exquisite waves of energy pulsing through her body as it stretched and bored its way to her very core.

Finally her beautifully sculptured lower end touched down on his hips. But instead of allowing her to rest fully, he permitted only the barest touch of her weight.

Peter grasped her by the hips and with great care began to slowly rotate her suspended form on his pulsing pivot.

The torso rippled and vibrated with the intense feelings of pleasure generated by his actions within her tethered and displayed frame. As he continued, he felt Susan begin to wriggle madly like a frantic worm on a hook when the moment of her fulfillment drew close. He increased the speed of her rotation, savouring the exquisite sensations generated by having such a superbly incapacitated woman at his complete command. Pandering to his own whims, he reversed her spin as an when he desired. The dangling trussed sex toy could do nothing other than to accept her fate. Her dream had come true. Peter, with an inspired insight into her secret needs, had expertly interpreted her message and was using her as an inanimate sex aid.

Struggling for control himself, Peter gritted his teeth. He was determined that this physically deprived girl should feel the true ecstasy she sorichly deserved for the pleasure she was giving to him.

The hanging peanut shaped satchel of exploding female began to buck and writhe with a ferocity that surprised even Peter, and lying back with a groan, he lay still as Susan erupted on his bursting rod of iron. The sounds of her insanely snorting nostrils were pure music to his ears as the woman’s cataclysmic, orgasmic gyrations triggered his own. The vertical shaft penetrating Susan swelled with his approaching climax and he felt the powerful surge of fluids racing towards her interior through his conduit of pure ecstasy. His body stiffened and he was held rigidly by the shattering feelings of the cavorting body above. For endless eons of time he felt the great gushing floods of hot liquid erupting into Susan, and sensed her response as she was inflated by the sheer volume of his outpourings. The hot male fountain in her core was inducing new and unprecedented levels of explosive orgasmic fury.

Eventually the storm subsided, and Susan sank into a faint as Peter’s spent body relaxed from the quivering muscle stiffened form he had been powerless to override.

With the warmth of fulfillment glowing in his exhausted body, he drifted gently into a dreamless sleep, only to awaken some hours later and find the patiently waiting pendant still clutching his half erect tool, and her gently massaging tunnel of love, skillfully coaxing him awake with beautifully controlled ripples of muscle action.

He looked up to the animated toy above, so helpless, so desirable, so utterly defenceless, and he felt his manhood surge to full size in seconds bringing a look of joy onto the rigidly strapped and gag sculptured face balanced on that leather encased neck. Susan felt her lower opening filling with vibrantly rejuvenated manhood; stretched to aching fullness by his rapidly returning libido. She savoured the feeling of complete inability to escape as she was powerfully inflated and plundered by the marauding shaft..

Their cycle of ecstasy continued through the night, and each time as he awoke that magical bundle of femininity was always waiting on her suspension. She had no choice, she was simply a dangling usable sex toy at his beck and call.

By early morning, Peter was so exhausted, even Susan’s demanding movements couldn’t wake him. Nor did he stir as a group of the girls silently slipped into the room and with infinite care, re-arranged his arms and legs into a straight line before festooning his naked body with tight ropes that held him stiffly in position.

The wide awake Susan watched silent and helpless as the scene unfolded. With interested eyes she watched as her own suspension was disconnected from the winch and re-attached to some sort of crank affair that had been wheeled in and set up by the bed.

The final preparation came as Cynthia ran out a lead from the device to a wall socket and plugged it in.

All was ready as they stood in a ring and one of the girls shook a sleepy Peter into life.

“HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU, HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU, HAPPY BIRTHDAY DEAR PETER, HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU.“

By the time the final echoes died down, Peter was fully awake and straining at the cords securing him below Susan’s phallically mounted form.

One of the girls bent forward and tweaking his cheek explained their seemingly crazy stunt.

“Oh! what tangled webs we weave,” she said.

“Did you really think your women didn’t know you were planning to have fun with Susan?“

Peter said nothing, still amazed that in fact it really was his birthday. With all the events of recent times, calendar dates had become irrelevant. Paradise didn’t run by clocks.

“Sandra and Angela did plan to be here for the event, but your little packaging stunt this morning was too effective to allow us to get them out. Anyway, they’ve been planning this little surprise for weeks, so we'll just let you two get on with it.“

But first we have something for you, you naughty little thing,” she said placing her finger on the end of Susan’s nose. “We've been watching you encouraging this male sexmaniac, so you can have your own share of torment.“

A bevy of girls gathered round Susan’s suspended form, and for a few minutes Peter’s view of the dangling woman was obscured.

When the bodies cleared, Susan was hooded and fitted with an extra vibrator in her spare recess. But as if this wasn’t enough, he saw that specially modified vibrators were dangling from the rings of each nipple.

Already their busy motors were sending devastating tingles racing through the rings and into Susan’s shuddering body.

“Have fun you two,” their tormentor chortled, and with those words she flicked a switch on the strange device. To the astonishment of both the blinded Susan and himself, the crank began to turn.

With that movement came the continuous lifting and lowering of Susan’s pendant form.

The girls laughed and giggled as Peter found the gripping pussy of Susan being endlessly powered up and down on his shaft; an arrangement that seemed to be immediately acceptable to the owner of this tunnel of pleasure as her squirming and rippling form attained new heights of powerfully contained animation..

And so they were left to perform. Peter finally gave up the struggle to escape and found himself being sucked relentlessly into the well of hopeless abandonment, triggered by the image of that perpetually oscillating leather bound sex-toy dangling in front of him. God bless those two distant women, he thought.

What a truly magnificent birthday gift.

Miles away, those same two women were in a state of shock as the irresistible urges of their masochistic tendencies were fuelled to the limit by a continual rolling motion and the totally encapsulating bondage they had been placed in. The tireless vibrators raging away in their lower bodies were not to be denied and engineered a never ending round of orgasm and thrashing torment. But then, they were destined to be delivered for the use of another bondage expert who threatened to be even more inventive than that devious rat Peter who engineered the impossible plight of their present ensconced forms.

Between the many orgasms, Sandra’s mind drifted back to her days as a Sales Director, and she knew for sure just where she would sooner be. It wasn't sitting behind a desk in an office. The currently totally inescapable packaging was infinitely preferable.

She strained against the confines of her flexible prison and felt the comforting glow take hold in her crotch. A smile attempted to form on her stretched, sealed lips as she thought of that orgasmic-six-pack, now halfway across the world. Then visions of her planned birthday gift for Peter intruded on her thoughts, and with those images she felt the buzz of the vibrator seemingly increase tenfold, and she surged into her seventh heaven once more, unaware that each jolting mile of her journey was carrying her closer to an ordeal that would make Sharna’s feeble efforts at sadism pale into insignificance.

 EPISODE 7

WORKING GIRLS

SPECIAL DELIVERY

The Six-Pack “egg’ container reached its destination first and after a Customs clearance that took all day, guaranteed by a thick roll of dollars, the first of Rentabond’s customers loaded his prize and made a fast return to the underground garage of a house in Beverly Hills. Evening was falling as the truck pulled into the driveway of a plush mansion.

Awaiting his return and fairly panting with anticipation was his fair wife Tania, who with wide shining eyes watched avidly as the overhead hoist lifted the container down from the truck. As the lifting slings fell away, both stood and looked at the silent egg-box with a sort of reverence.

“It’s hard to believe that there are six beautiful women all trussed up and helpless inside there,” remarked Dennis in hushed tones.

Tania didn’t answer at first but simply ran her hands lightly over the smooth surface; savouring the waves of helpless frustration that seemed to be seeping through that cool exterior.

“Well don’t just stand there,” she chided.

“Open the damned thing and let's see what we paid a small fortune for.“

Dennis hastened to obey, his own curiosity and lust at least as strong as that of his wife.

The loud snaps as each catch flew open echoed around the cavernous vault. Then, as the last catch flew open both of them started slightly as the lid sprang up of its own accord and came to rest with a four inch gap showing.

Gingerly, slightly wary of what may be within, they eased up the lid and swung it fully open.

Tania gasped and Dennis just stood silently with gaping mouth as both drank in the spectacle before them.

Six tautly curved rumps poked up from their respective sockets. Each were displaying tight stretched anal rings and pouting pussies as they suckled on deeply implanted vibrators.

The surface of each female egg glistened with a liberal coating of sweat, whilst around the lips of those succulent pubic orifices, a thicker and more exciting liquid added its sheen to the coating.

Relieved of the unrelenting pressure that had crushed the vibrators deep into their fleshy sheaths, six rental bondage toys began to wriggle and squirm as they tried to gain instant attention for their long awaited needs.

For sixteen hours the vibrators had endlessly pulverised their up-ended foetal forms; and for all that time their silenced pleadings went unheard and unattended to.

Dennis and Tania moved forward with extreme interest and began to prod and squeeze the various delights on offer.

“Let’s get them out then,” urged Tania. But Dennis held up a restraining hand.

“It's late dear and these girls need a rest. Why don’t we just leave them packaged until morning,” He deliberately used a voice far louder than was needed.

Tania looked at him incredulously at first and then seeing the increased animation in the presented rear ends understood the reason for his strange behaviour. Each dome shaped bundle of taut skin had begun to wriggle and pump with urgent ferocity as the compressed owner of each sought to impress their dire need for orgasmic relief on the watching couple. Each taut hemisphere of female rump was virtually pulsating with carnal need.

“Well how about just one for tonight then?“

Tania asked as she played along with his ploy.

The desperate entreaties of those delectable offerings became demented as each fought to offer the most inviting sight and bring about their release from that claustrophobic container that was denying them the cataclysmic orgasm simmering in their captive forms.

Taking their time, the two profusely sweating clients moved around the carton; squeezing pubic mounds, commenting on the amounts of fluid forced out. They gripped the vibrators and wriggled them in their respective holes; stroked taut smooth skin and generally drew out the suspense for those unfortunate women in their holders as the denuded labial mounds swelled and became more suffused with every passing second.

“I think this one,” voiced Tania at last, stopping at the youngest of the consignment and contemplating the deliciously formed buttocks of Miriam. Dennis came round and took a look.

“Yes I think you're right. Jeez! just look at that perfectly formed pussy,” He emphasised his interest by running his fingers around the stretched invaded mouth of her tight youthful mini-pubis.

“I've never seen such a delightfully petite pair of love lips,” cooed Tania. “And so smooth and rounded.“

Tania continued to stroke the mincing mound as Dennis prepared to lift out the evening’s toy, noting with some interest that the offered pussy was attempting to nip at her finger like a playful puppy. Wheeling a hydraulic engine-lifter over the container, Dennis handed a strange looking shaft to his waiting wife.

“Here, hold that while I pull the other out.“

Gripping the barely showing end of the vibrator protruding from Miriam’s anal opening, he began to extract the vibrating monster from the warm grasping depths of her rear channel.

Incredulously, both stood aghast as the shaft continued to appear. Some eight inches of parallel shaft showed before the tapering end finally slid out, allowing the ring of strained flesh to snap back to its normal tight rose-bud shape. Miriam’s relief was to be short lived; within seconds another shaft was boring its way into her interior.

The new shaft stopped moving and although it was long, Miriam was relieved to find that it was slightly narrower. Faintly a hiss of air penetrated her sound absorbing packaging and with horror she felt the tip of the new insertion begin to swell within the confines of her rear passage. As she squirmed madly the bulbous end rapidly increased to something the size off a grapefruit.

Dennis turned off the air and satisfied at the inflation, removed the hose connection from the valve. Meanwhile, Tania busied herself connecting the hook of the lift to a large ring in the end of the inflated shaft. A nod to Dennis and he began pumping on the lift’s handle.

Miriam would have screamed if she could as the shaft began to slide out and the bulbous end tried to stretch her tight little anus to incredible size. But the lift continued and eventually the resistance of her anal ring became greater than that required to lift her body weight. Gently the human egg lifted from its snug pocket revealing Miriam, hanging and slowly pivoting on her rectal suspension as her temporary owners studied their choice.

Leaving her hanging they returned to the crate, where after fitting all the offered vibrators with new batteries they began the task of forcing the lid shut again. The terribly tormented Miriam heard the snap of the catches through her hood and wondered if she would have been wiser to let one of the others take the first honours.

Her body began to swing and jerk and with some trepidation Miriam realised that she was being removed to their play room.

FIRST NIGHT

FANDANGO

The movement stopped and Miriam sensed that she was alone. For what reason she couldn’t guess. In her blinded state she couldn’t know that her prospective tormentors had retired to their respective bathrooms to prepare for the fun. The parked hanging bundle that was herself had been left at the foot of a huge four poster bed in readiness for their return.

With the hood still robbing her of vision, Miriam was unable to see the walls of this room, every square inch of which were festooned with straps, metal bands and restraint devices that defied description.

Tania was first to return and as she waited for Dennis, she busied herself by removing Miriam’s hood. To the re-sighted girl, even the subdued lighting of the bedroom seemed like shafts of searing white light as her eyes battled to adjust after the long dark vigil.

Slowly, shapes began to form and turning her head sideways she saw her new mistress for the first time.

Tania stood hands on hips, a slight smile curving her lips as she let the trussed girl’s eyes wander over her body. She was proud of her figure and although she boasted twenty two years on the trim supple body of Miriam, they were years that had been very kind. Her hips were still trim and buttocks firm. The ample boobs jutting from the top of the Basque seemed capable of being self supporting, although at present their weight was cradled firmly by the black leather sculpturing her figure into an incredible hourglass shape.

Miriam continued to stare, hot flushes rushing through her as she took in the sky-scraper stilettos and black latex stockings. Looking up she could see a wide choker collar complete with stainless steel spikes surrounding the long slender neck of the statuesque dominatrix.

Slight feelings of fear flashed from her eyes as she caught sight of the whips hanging on the wall behind the woman and following her gaze, Tania laughed and came forward to cup her chin in latex gloved hands.

“Don’t fret my little petal,” she crooned.

“There will be pain, but also pleasure.” Two of the rubber gloved fingers parted and stroked down each of her wide spread pubic lips sending shivers of tingling arousal through the tightly trussed form.

“Oh! Yes, what a sweet little thing it is,” Tania continued as she gently massaged the receptive mounds of passion. “I'm going to enjoy tasting this little snack.“

She swung Miriam round on the pivot provided by her internal slick bearing and a gasp escaped past the ball filling the girl's mouth as Miriam felt the smooth sliding feeling in her rear passage. The initial shock and pain of being suspended in such a way was rapidly wearing off as the sheer erotic novelty fired her latent masochistic tendencies. Tania seemed to sense her thoughts and embellished them with details of how they had arrived at such an arrangement.

“Apparently in days gone by Arab adulteresses were impaled as you are; ‘only on the live version sported by a Camel’. The trussing and bindings of the adulteresses were the same and the swollen end of that lifting shaft is identical in shape to a Camel’s pride and joy; it would seem ‘a device of nature’ to ensure a prolonged and fruitful coupling of the species. .. Camels that is.

The camel then had straw tied to its tail that was set alight. I'll let you imagine the fate of the young lady below when it took off. It seems that the swelling member takes something like half an hour to release its grip.“

Miriam squirmed with a mixture of horror and indescribable feelings of pleasure at the humiliation of being reprimanded in such a way. Images of her balled, trussed form swinging helplessly below a stampeding Camel, dragged mercilessly through hot sand, sent rushes of heat through her crotch.

As Tania watched her labial lips oozed liquid copiously and a single trickle of fluid rolled down the cleft of her join. Seeing these obvious signs of arousal, Tania decided to expand on her history lesson.

“ Apparently if one survived the ordeal, one would then be handed over to the women of the tribe and have to suffer the public pain and indignity of having all three openings sewn up for three days whilst being taught the error of your ways with whips.” She paused and allowed Miriam to squirm with masochistic pleasure before continuing.

“The final lesson came when they pierced both pubic lips and passed a Bull-ring through both sides. This was then connected to the tail of the rear camel in the caravan by a long rope and the woman’s hands tied; naked of course.

Usually they kept her on tow for a week and allowed the children to taunt and play with her as she was pulled along. It seemed to work for some, but others only got worse and spent most of their married life being hauled around by the pussy. No doubt they engineered the whole thing to ensure that they remained as they were.“

The trickle on Miriam’s twitching love lips became a positive torrent at these new revelations and a delighted Tania couldn’t resist comment.

“My! My! We are a hot little chickadee,” she chuckled, “I suspect that you would be a regular visitor to the rear of the caravan.“

Tania turned as the sound of her husband’s arrival interrupted her thoughts.

Dennis’s hands roamed over the girl’s captive body. Powerful and yet sensuous; the wandering fingers soon brought fresh surges of pleasure to Miriam's slavering sexual mouth. A watching Tania sensed that Miriam was near to orgasm and placed a restraining hand on her husband’s shoulder.

“Dennis darling! This poor little thing is so hot and bothered. It would be such a shame to waste such a moment, don’t you think?“

Dennis looked thoughtfully at Miriam’s squirming, pulsating form.

“Hmm! I see what you mean. You take the pussy and I'll see what I can do with these little beauty’s,” He slid his hand into the fold of her body and encircling her compressed breast with kneading fingers.

Miriam moaned and her body trembled.

Then, as she luxuriated in the manipulating grasp of those strong hands she felt hot breath on her exposed labial lips as Tania’s mouth drew close. The tongue touched the extremities of her stretched orifice and traced a line around the protruding shaft of the vibrator still rattling away in her love tube.

Meanwhile, Dennis” fingers found the hard kernel’s of her nipples and as he twirled them between his fingers, he saw Miriam’s eyes begin to roll upward into her head with the overpowering waves of lust lancing through her captive form. He nodded to Tania as Miriam strained against her bonds and watched as she began to ease the vibrating demon from Miriam’s warm love-nest.

The writhing bundle mouthed muted protests; protests that rapidly changed to a soft moaning music as a searching exploring tongue ventured into the vacated hole. The squirming tongue began to twist and curl provocatively against the delicate inner walls of her most private opening sending shattering waves of erotic pleasure through the trussed girl.

A wall of destructive lusting power approached at breakneck speed and as more fingers toyed with the stretched supporting ring of her rear passage, Miriam exploded into orgasmic fury. Her body danced and jerked on the silver shaft vanishing into her interior.

Great snorts of air blasted from her nostrils and Dennis smiled into the wide bulging eyes that were attempting to convey the extremes of exotic pleasure and torment she was enduring. The watching couple maintained their stimulation until every last gust of the hurricane’s fury was spent and then they stood back to survey the exhausted softly moaning Miriam as she slowly turned on that awesome pivot.

Despite the massive exertions of her exploding lust, she was still held as firmly as if nothing had happened. And there she would stay until her new owners decided to change the format of her restraint.

Some minutes passed before Miriam became aware that they were waiting for her recovery, then straining to look at their faces, she heard Tania’s voice again.

“Our turn now my little trussed chicken. Time for our fun now. Oh! Boy! Are we going to have fun with you.“

Miriam was mystified as they began to strap an elaborate head harness around her head; even more so when they connected it to the base of the hoist. Suddenly she felt herself rising again as Dennis pumped away at the handle. With some alarm she found her head being dragged down as she was stretched between anal shaft and the tight inescapable head-harness.

The drawing taut of her head chain didn't end the rise. Several careful pumps were added and with some pain Miriam felt her body become the human link in a devastatingly erotic chain stretched between base and hook.

“Just look at that,” came the awed voice of Dennis, as his fingers explored her bulging anal ring. Miriam became aware of the cause of the exclamation as she felt his hands caressing the incredibly taut mound that had once been a secret valley nestling between her exquisite nates. The neat puckered pink ring hiding snugly in the cleft of her crotch had 116 become a four inch high volcano spewing forth a shaft of shiny steel.

Fingers tested the tension of her wire strainer, and the resultant twanging vibrations travelled deep into her body through the invading steel and the hugely expanded orb inside her.

Miriam shuddered with a fearful anticipation as the totality of her incredible restraint became apparent.

The swish of the lash and the sharp stinging burns that traced fire across her body came as a complete surprise. She jerked and screamed into the huge ball filling her mouth, but the blows continued to fall.

As she spun and jostled, Miriam caught sight of Dennis reclining on the bed; he was enjoying the spectacle provided by Tania and her new toy.

Although the multi-tongued tawse stung like lines of fire, Miriam could sense that its construction of lightweight suede leather was designed to torment without damaging.

The lashing ended and after removing her head harness and relieving the tension, Miriam was wheeled over to the waiting Dennis, swinging like an oversized plum from the branch of her steel support.

The ball gag was removed and head harness replaced. With head drawn back and secured, Miriam felt her body begin to descend and guessing what was required of her, she opened her mouth in readiness for the approaching vertical shaft of manhood below.

For many hours Miriam was lowered onto first one and then the other of her customers, never short of a vibrant male shaft or slick female orifice to caress with her tongue. In repayment for her earlier release from simmering unattainable orgasmic torment, she ensured that both were well satisfied with her efforts.

The night drew to a close and as the sated couple drifted off to sleep, a straining Miriam wriggled between two opposing forces; once again stretching her taut and impotent on her rectal hoist as she prepared for a long inverted night of vibrating tension. Her new keepers seemed to like the ass to head harness configuration, and his time Miriam found herself tensioned to a more rigidly stretched level. Ball gagged and stressed to breaking point, she could do nothing to alter her plight when they left her as a cinched, tautly stressed blob of femininity, hovering twixt hoist and base ring.

DELAYED DELIVERY

Many thousands of miles away, a second delivery was nearing its destination. With the coastal town of Al-Jahrah behind her, Wendy poured on the power and sent the truck roaring down the home stretch.

It was a relief to be off the endless bumping, dusty desert roads and onto the smooth tarmac of Kuwait’s newest dual carriage-way.

Ahead lay the principal city itself as she slowed and drove into the outer suburbs. Two thankful passengers in the back sensed that their long journey was coming to an end and heaved a gagged sigh of relief. The continual rolling and clashing together of their steel cylindrical confines ceased more than an hour before. Both of the confined women, knowing the general terrain in this area, guessed that they were at last approaching civilisation.

Wendy thought nothing of it as the cluster of military jets swooping overhead, after all, the Arabs loved playing war games with their mega-expensive toys. In fact her first inkling that all was not as it should be, came as the lead jet released a stream of two inch rockets from the pods beneath its wings.

Watching with disbelief, Wendy followed the track of these wasps-of-war and with incredulous eyes saw the complete block of the Municipal building dissolve into a welter of flying masonry. More planes screamed in.

Seconds later the telephone building also became a shattered ruin. The truck’s brakes squealed as she brought it to a halt. It quickly became apparent, even to the shocked and disbelieving Wendy, that Kuwait was under attack.

Wrestling the wheel around, she turned the heavy truck and bounced across the central reservation, only to come to a shuddering stop at the sight ahead.

Two more planes arrowed down towards the bridge a half mile away with more of the deadly streaks of flame jetting from their wings. With uncanny accuracy, the speeding rockets homed in on the bridge and in a roar of exploding Torpex, surgically removed her escape path in a split second.

Stunned, Wendy allowed the truck to roll forward, coming to a halt only yards from the yawning abyss that only seconds before provided her pathway to safety. With dismay her eyes travelled over the grotesquely twisted, exposed steel bars that had once been the strength of a magnificent bridge. As she contemplated the scene of devastation, her mind swung back to the two encapsulated women in the back. Without her, and unseen by others, they would die a slow agonising death in their claustrophobic prisons; never knowing what went gone wrong with Peter’s plan.

Wendy knew that she had to find safety and get them out. Summoning up a new found determination she swung the truck around and headed pell-mel for the chaos of Kuwait.

She reasoned that the only answer was to get to her destination and enlist the help of Peter’s friend.

The streets were a morass of panicking people and careering vehicles. The threat of the invaders turned normal people into savages who would stop at nothing to save their skins.

Many attempts were made to commandeer Wendy's truck as she wove her way through the debris and each time she managed to shake off the clinging bodies as they tried to open her locked doors.

Twice she bulldozed wrecked cars from her path as the truck ploughed onward toward the dubious safety of the delivery address.

Finally the double gates of her destination stood welcomingly open before her. With a sigh of relief she swept through them, raced up the drive and came to a screeching stop.

As the truck ground to a halt in front of the mansion, Wendy surveyed the smoking hole in the front wall and the group of people hurriedly packing belongings into anything with wheels. A tall slender figure detached itself from the throng and came towards her; a figure Wendy immediately recognised from the photo’s as that of the customer, Richard Dumas.

Richard ran up to the truck and as he spoke his eyes flashed to the two fabulous cylinders lying in the back.

“Is that the consignment,” he asked urgently.

Wendy nodded.

“Well they’ll have to stay packed for now. We must get out of here immediately. There’s reports of Iraqi paratroopers landing in the East end of town.“

Turning, he rapped out orders to the house staff for the completion of the evacuation, then running around the truck he swung himself in beside Wendy.

“Go!” He ordered curtly.

Without needing further encouragement Wendy slammed the truck into gear and headed for the gates.

The trip was short. It amounted to some fiftytwo yards in fact, for as they approached the gates a row of battle-dressed soldiers appeared across the drive and aimed weapons at the cab window. Wendy, fearing a hail of lead, brought the truck to a brake-shuddering stop.

For what seemed like minutes time became frozen. The soldiers stood unmoving, Richard and Wendy sat perfectly still as an Iraqi officer detached himself from the group ahead.

Sauntering arrogantly around the truck, he inspected the cargo.

Wearing a puzzled look, he moved to the cab window, and thinking aloud he addressed them in a cultured Oxford accent.

“I wonder why two people trying to escape a war should think to take a couple of gas cylinders?” He turned piercing and thoughtful eyes towards the silent couple in the cab.

Wendy’'s nervous silence was all the confirmation he needed that these seemingly useless items warranted further investigation.

Turning, he snapped orders to the soldiers, who without hesitation jumped into the back where they began to unload the cylinders and Wendy’s locked trunk of clothes. Watching in silence, the two in the cab felt helpless as the cylinders were carried back to the house.

They both jumped as the officer’s voice snapped at them.

“OUT!” He ordered; then as they dismounted he signalled two soldiers to escort them back to the house.

Arriving in the house they found that the trunk had already been forced open and moving forward the officer began to inspect the massive range of exotic clothing within.

“And just what have we here,” he murmured.

Turning to Wendy he held up some of the Latex garments as he spoke.

“Yours?” He inquired. Wendy remained silent; then as the barrel of an AR-15 nudged her Adam’s apple, she reluctantly nodded.

The Captain threw the clothes to her.

“Strip and put them on,” he ordered.

Richard protested and a rifle butt rammed savagely into his stomach by a soldier left him rolling on the floor.

Drawing an automatic pistol from his holster, the Captain placed it against Richard’s temple.

Turning he gave Wendy a meaningful look..

“Strip or your friend dies.“

Wendy began to remove her clothes, acutely conscious of the leering, lustful stares from the watching troops as her shapely form was revealed.

INTERROGATION

Ten minutes later she stood resplendent in her finest rubber Dominatrix outfit. The super-tight waist cinchier drew her in exquisitely and enhanced her bare rump, shaping and throwing out her breasts magnificently.

Lower down, the skyscraper heels, latex stockings and suspenders moulded her legs into twin columns of breathtaking beauty.

The Captain retrieved a pair of handcuffs from the trunk and walking behind her, quickly snapped them onto her wrists.

Taking his time he walked slowly around the shackled woman, idly fingering her nose ring and the studying the protruding ringed nipples that were a hallmark of Bella’s ranch.

At last he spoke as he came round face to face with the trembling Wendy.

“The cylinders,” he questioned. “What's in them and how do we open them?“

Wendy’s silence was broken by a sharp intake of breath as he hooked a finger through a breast ring and jerked. Pain creasing her face, she reacted instinctively and brought her knee up with all the force she could muster, driving it into the unprotected crotch before her.

The Captain’s face turned grey as he crumpled to the floor and as the soldiers rushed forward to grab her, Wendy was convinced she had breathed her last. A wave from the speechless officer cancelled her imminent execution, but as she saw the venom directed at her, Wendy knew that it would have been a better option.

It was some twenty minutes before the Captain became capable of recognisable speech, during which time a fearful Richard and a quaking Wendy waited silently for the pronouncement of doom. Orders were snapped out in his native tongue and the Captain watched with obvious anticipation as Wendy was seized and led over to a small strong side table.

Thrust face down, she was soon welded to its surface by thin strong cords from the trunk.

Her head hung over one end, whilst her hips rested painfully on the other lip. The Latex stockings were removed and her legs doubled and corded before being spread and lashed to each table leg. More cords encircled her throat and were run under the table before being secured to the same legs.

As she lay fearfully contemplating the retribution about to come she could hear something else being prepared behind her.

A searing pain lanced through her body as a cold hard shaft was inserted into her defenceless rectum. She arched upward and screamed and she could see the wide bulging eyes of Richard as he watched the activity behind her.

Richard grimaced as he saw the rifle, lashed to a chair, being inserted into Wendy’s tight rear passage and watched with horror as a full ten inches of its cold snout vanished into her body.

Wendy felt hands touching her feet and objects being thrust between her toes. The objects, as yet unknown, were fastened securely in place as her toes were taped with surgical tape requisitioned from the house’ first-aid cabinet.

Richard broke out in a cold sweat as he stared at the eight lit cigarettes smoking gently in the soft tender holders of Wendy’s toes.

Savagely, a huge inflatable ball gag from the trunk was rammed into the unfortunate woman’s mouth and inflated to jaw breaking levels. Then with equal savagery, her long flowing hair was pulled into a pony tail and mated with a thin cord.

With head held painfully backward, Wendy endured as the cord was run through the back of another chair and then connected to the trigger of the rifle.

“I strongly suggest that you maintain that position,” warned the Captain. “Move your head forward an inch and the rifle up your pretty little ass goes of like a cannon.“

Terrified at the realisation of her predicament, Wendy strained her head upward and was helpless to prevent the final torture the Captain had in mind.

A heavy bronze ornament was suspended from her nose-ring bringing tears to her eyes as she realised that the ornament was only one inch from the floor. ‘A fatal inch’. Any movement to relieve the pain in her nose would move the trigger and release the waiting metal jacketed messenger into her body in a searing blast of agony.

The soldiers laughed and commented on her impending demise as they were ordered from the room; pausing only to shackle and then hog-tie a struggling Richard. The Captain settled himself into a comfortable chair and poured himself a drink.

“I think an hour should suffice to repay you for the pain I suffered,” he remarked, “And then we’ll come back to the question of these cylinders. Assuming you're still alive.“

By now Wendy had managed to spot the reflection of her feet in the large dressing mirror on the wall and with a terrible sinking feeling she saw the cigarettes slowly burning down towards her pinioned feet.

Inexorably the heat increased and with it the sounds of Wendy’s futile struggles against her bonds. The Captain watched as he slowly savoured his drink, seemingly unconcerned at the struggle for life unfolding before his eyes.

The pain became intolerable as Wendy’s tender skin began to blister. Veins stood out in her taut throat and pulsed in her temples as she struggled to maintain her torturous position. Her feet curled and wriggled madly as she tried to dislodge the source of her torment, but the glowing tips remained firmly fixed.

To the listening Captain, her gagged screams and pleading eyes were soothing sounds for his aching balls. Then, as he watched, he sensed a change. There was a resignation in her eyes that he had seen many times during his sadistic career as interrogations officer.

Wendy was preparing to die. He could see her building the courage to jerk her head forward and end the torment.

He watched with interest using his professional knowledge to try and judge how long it would take his latest toy to pluck up courage for that final act of self destruction.

As he watched he saw the pleading eyes move from his own and fasten on something behind him. In doing so, the look changed from desperation to a resolute determination. .. A determination to withstand the indescribable pain of her burning feet at all cost.

Swinging around, he followed her stare and his eyes came to rest on the two silent cylinders against the back wall. Thoughtfully he turned back, wondering what fabulous treasure could give this woman the power to endure the searing heat of those cigarette butts. After a moment's thought he called the soldiers back and watched as they flicked the safety on the rifle to safe. On the Captain’s orders they removed the almost vanished stubs between Wendy’s toes as Wendy sobbed pitifully. Now even the release of death was denied her.

The Captain squatted down and placed his face inches from hers.

“The cylinders, are you ready to talk?“

Wendy was silent. She knew that to reveal their contents was going to place two more toys in the hands of this beast. If only she could hang on a little longer, just maybe, something would turn up that could bring about their release. The Captain was speaking again and she raised her weary face to his voice.

“There are plenty more openings to place our little persuaders into,” he reminded her. “And after you have suffered hell, we’ll still open the cylinders anyway. We have plenty of explosives to blast them open.“

The sudden fear for her friends showed in her eyes and confirmed to the officer that he was on the right track. Whatever was in those steel containers, she desperately didn't want damaged. He turned and gave orders to a soldier who hurried out.

“I've just sent him for some plastic explosives.

Half a pound wrapped around the cylinders will cut them open like a knife through butter.“

“Nrrrrrr!” A fearful shaking of the head from Wendy and muffled sounds from her stretched lips conveyed a desperate message. He reached up and pulled the ball gag out; the words instantly tumbled out as soon as her vocal ability was returned to her.

“You can’t, you'll kill them.“

It was said and nothing could undo it now.

The Captain looked incredulous as he walked over to study the silent cylinders.

“There are live people in here?” He queried his hand touching the steel cannister. Wendy nodded tearfully.

“Yes! .. Two women to be exact.“

He bent to the cylinders; listened, then tapped experimentally on the cool outer casings.

“How do we open them?” he demanded.

Wendy knew she was beaten and with sobbing breath described the release mechanism that would reveal the two ensconced women to a waiting horde of sadists.

“The brass valve at the top. Turnita half turn to the right and press in; the main body of the cylinder can be unscrewed then.“

The Captain relayed the orders to his men and stood fascinated as the cylinders were slowly unscrewed.

Soon the two halves were separated and upturned to empty out the contents. A pair of moulded rubber sausages wriggled quietly on the floor. The occupants were blissfully unaware of their dreadful plight and expecting to be released by a bondage inspired, fun-loving customer. Nothing could have prepared them for the awful truth they were about to discover.

The outer urethane foam rubber was cut open and the latex cocooned women prised out of their packaging. Knives flashed and the latex sheath was peeled from their bodies, revealing for all to see, two tightly hog-tied bundles of smooth inviting womanhood.

The Captain was ecstatic. This little find surpassed any of the mundane treasures he had looted in the past. He motioned for the gawping soldiers to remove the hoods that still blinded the helpless women, and stood watching with increasing interest as the faces being revealed easily matched the bodies in beauty.

Sandra and Angela shook their heads to rearrange the crushed flowing locks of their hair and as their eyes became accustomed to the light, they turned their still gagged faces to inspect the new venue.

Uncomprehending gazes travelled from the tear streaked face of Wendy to the leering officer and the men of Iraq’s elite terror and interrogation squad.

They pulled half-heartedly at their bonds, but both knew it was futile. They had never managed to escape Peter’s bondage in the past and there was no reason to suppose he’d made a mistake this time. They lay still as the Captain rolled them over with his polished boot and surveyed them from all angles.

Thoughtfully he studied them before turning to his squad and giving further orders. A dejected look came into the eyes of his men as they sullenly filed out, but the Captain ignored it as he spoke over his shoulder to the captives.

“You will be pleased to hear that I have just placed you all out of bounds to my men,” then in a lower voice, “Pearls before swine,” The second comment was muttered half to himself. Turning back to the women he addressed his remarks directly.

“You are all far too good for these men. It would be a waste of such exquisite talent. I think we can safely say you should be reserved for officers use only,” he added.

An interruption by one of the soldiers drew his attention to the doorway and he turned to listen as the man excitedly jabbered away.

Thoughtfully the major dismissed him at the end of the message then turned back to face his captives and interpreted.

“It would seem my men have found a very interesting cellar below the house. I think we should all go down and inspect it, don’t you?“

The women stayed sullenly silent as he called for assistance and were unco-operative as possible when their bonds were partly released, allowing them movement of the legs, but very little else.

As the soldiers stooped to release Richard the Captain halted them and issued further commands.

“Kill him!“

What appeared to be an NCO spoke rapidly to the Captain, who made a brief angry face then snapped out instructions. The NCO's timely reminder that Richard Dumas was chief engineer for the El Fayad refinery saved his life for the present. The invading Iraqi army might need an expert to explain all the modern systems that Iraqi refineries had yet to acquire.

Richard was lifted, still bound, and carried from sight.

“T don’t think we need him,” offered the Captain. “ He can reside at the local jail until I decide what shall be done with him.“

Released and standing on shaky legs, all three girls strained at the bonds still holding their arms captive. They stood helplessly as rope leashes were attached to their throats, then stumbling awkwardly they were led from the room and down below the house.

After passing through a heavy sound-proofed door they entered the dungeon that Richard had so painstaking constructed for the sole purpose of entertaining the three trussed damsels who now stood looking in awe at the devices surrounding them.

Richard was an first and foremost an engineering design consultant, but each woman would have given ‘odds on’ that the cream of his talents had never been seen by his Petrochemical customers. It was a certain fact that the work of a genius lay arranged around them in this very room. It took great skill to design and create metal equipment that would ensure perfect control of the female form without causing damage.

Despite the terrible fear they all felt, none could deny the feelings of warmth and pleasure stealing through their lower bodies as they struggled to visualise the uses of this complex array of bondage equipment. The Captain’s next words sent a chill through to their very cores.

“Very interesting! With a little modification I would think this equipment can provide some really fascinating entertainment,“

He turned to face the women. “But I'm afraid you will probably not appreciate the finer points of seeing a woman suffer so much.”

DATE WITH THE DEVIL

The Captain’s first choice was inspired more by necessity than pleasure; he had things to do. At the same time he was loathe to leave these three women simply fettered. A multiple mounting device along one wall was selected after a cursory examination of the available devices and following a series of orders to the soldiers, the women soon found themselves being manhandled into position and mounted for torment.

The devices used were remarkably similar to an arrangement they had once left the late departed Sharna attached to. Within minutes all three were immovably secured in a straight-legged bent over posture as the final arrangements were made.

The mouldings they were attached to were all mounted on a common shaft. A further common shaft behind had large knobbly dildo’s attached, which after adjustment, were aimed directly at the presented pubic mouths of the women. Various weights were attached to the nipples, and gag’s installed as final preparations made.

Leering sadistically at the fettered captives, the Captain threw a switch nearby and with a whirring of machinery the whole row of fettered females found themselves being alternately pivoted backwards from the feet.

Loud grunts of disapproval sounded as each in turn was forcibly impaled on the knobbed shafts behind; all of them realising to their dismay that the speed of movement was steadily increasing.

The Captain stood entranced as the oscillating women built up speed. The sheer power of the moment overcame even his nonchalant demeanour as the heat in his groin rose; enhanced by the six bouncing, swinging breasts of these women as their bodies impacted on the base of those waiting shafts.

Minutes passed and the grunts of disapproval were replaced by groans of horribly unwanted arousal and the slurping of wet openings on plundering shafts.

Satisfied, the Captain left his captives as he continued to his urgent business, confident in the knowledge that his return in about four hours would be to a row of exhausted and begging females. He smiled as he ascended the stairs, his thoughts on the modifications he envisaged for this particular machine; modifications that would certainly not endear him to his captives.

Behind him the trussed captives jerked rapidly back and forth, all three marvelling at Richard’s design skills; yet knowing that this machine had never been intended to be used at such a bone jarring speed had the inventor been in control.

The air became filled with the gasping snorts of air blasting from flared nostrils as time and time again the savagely cinched captives exploded into orgasm. The huge mirrored wall opposite relayed faithful images of their pumping forms and each was now fully aware of the degrading spectacle they were supplying to the audience of soldiers as they were mechanically raped by Richard’s tireless machine. Eyes bulging, faces scarlet, they struggled to deny the audience the pleasure of watching their unstoppable arousal as their swinging breasts and jerking bodies were pulverised into submission. Powerful internal forces took control of their fettered bodies and forced them to perform. There was nothing they could do to stop the spectator sport.

Twisting, groaning, straining and gasping, each woman in turn became the surrounded center of attention when a new surge of lust boiled into her body and exploded into horribly unwanted orgasm.

The soldiers eventually became bored and after supplying two and a half hours of fascinating spectacle, the women were left to endure their constant reciprocating impalement from behind.

As they pumped on Sandra couldn’t help thinking how different it could have been if it had been the handsome looking Richard they were performing for; with his benevolent hands on the controls.

Captain Hassan returned some four hours after they had first been installed on that untiring machine. = He mocked the traumatised forms nodding faithfully backward and forward. The liquid spattered wall behind each woman was mute testament to the unleashed fury of their undeniable arousal. Moving behind the row of performing buttocks he enjoyed the mortified looks from the mirror opposite as he described in detail the scene of squelching eroticism their most secret openings provided with each impalement and sucking withdrawal. They could see him crouching down and studying every detail of their perpetual skewering and were powerless to end his sadistic enjoyment.

He was enjoying the never ending spectacle of those slick pubic lips exploding into stretched submission as the dildos ploughed in.

Not wanting to end the women’s torment just yet, he began to study other attachments on the machine and it was scant minutes before the use of an intriguing switch became apparent. The switch clicked on and to the horror of the bound women, the objects of their impalement began to spin.

Captain Hassan clapped hands in his delight as the whirling shafts began to spray patterns of love-liquid across the wall. He moved round to the front of the line of pulsing femininity as they simultaneously exploded into unstoppable orgasmic writhings and stood watching with sadistic pleasure.

The bulging blood red cheeks and popping eyes fed more heat to his crotch and he revelled in the blasting gusts of breath from flared nostrils as their restrained bodies seemed bulge and expand with the internal eruption of lust.

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH! —

MMMMMMMRRRPH!

MMMMMMMMMMMMMUUUUPH!-

The gagged, almost explosive expulsions of breath became a rhythmic tirade, governed solely by each plunging backward stroke onto those waiting shafts, ending with a drawn out wail of stifled orgasmic sound as each woman exploded in helpless, restrained fury.

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!- MMUMPH — —! The next ascending chorus took its place in the queue as another of the oscillating females began to erupt. It was obvious that the powerful pumping action of having a massive dildo jammed into her pussy was directly affecting the internal pressure of her entire trussed body; hence the delightful; cheek bulging explosive response at the other end. Hassan added to her trauma by whipping her offered buttocks as she ended each plunging stroke onto the dildo.

The woman strained madly against the restraining bands, cinched flesh bulging past the restraints enhanced the image that she was about to burst with the power of her internal explosion.

To her tormentor she provided an unparalleled sight of orgasmic torment as she bounced madly on her mounting. Buttocks jouncing, pussy slurping and cheeks snapping in and out with each stifled outburst, the tormented erupting woman was pure nectar for his insatiable sadistic appetite. Even more satisfying were the wide bulging eyes and a look of total realisation of her unavoidable plight. She knew that her cruel captor could keep her like this for as long as it pleased him, and there was nothing she could do to affect his decision.

MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-MMUMPH!-

MMUMPH — —! the torment continued unabated for another hour.

Tiring of this sport at last, he ordered the machine stopped and their exhausted forms removed from their hideously vulnerable mounting.

After first allowing them to carry out desperately needed toilet requirements; watched and attended to by lusting soldiers, they were shackled spread-eagled to the beds installed by Richard in the cellar.

The beds were intended for willing, pleasurable activities and as a result were sumptuously comfortable. The shackles hanging from each corner were padded and well designed. However, the design criteria may have been pleasure, but no such relaxing of functional serviceability had been allowed to reduce the strong unbreakable design of the escape-proof fetters.

Helpless and offered like starfish, the women worked their jaws and welcomed the freedom of being ungagged for a change, but the relief was to be short lived. Funnels were forced into their mouths and a bland tasting mush that barely passed for food was poured into the secured girls. Hassan had no intention of allowing his latest acquisitions to fade from lack of nourishment. They had to be kept fit and well. He wanted them able to feel and relay every detailed second of the exquisite torments he had planned for them.

None of the women could have known of the deep hatred he felt for the female of the species. He'd been denied forever the chance to experience the wonders of joining with one of these incredible creatures; worst of all by a young girl, who having escaped from the grip of his guards, grabbed a holstered pistol and loosed off a series of shots before being overpowered. One of those wild shots had smashed through the root of his manhood and torn it from his body.

Left with a working set of balls, but minus dick, he had no way of easing the powerful surges of lust that remained unchanged in their demands. As a result, the three women stretched before him would soon be sharing the exquisite torment suffered by that long gone girl as he reaped his revenge on the females of the species.

WAR NEWS

Peter was released from the dangling, reciprocating, torso-torment of Susan’s willful little body after some thirty-six hours of delightful stimulation and fulfillment. Susan seemed even stronger than when they had started and it would seem that although she lacked limbs, she certainly made up for it in stamina.

The girls dismantled the pulsating pair and leaving Peter to his own devices carried the dreamily simpering Susan away for feeding and bathing. As he watched her diminutive form disappearing, Peter searched his inventive brain for ways of giving this devastating sex-package some mobility of her own.

Entering the bathroom Peter mulled over the news that the first ‘'Rentabond” consignment had been received by a pair of grateful customers in the States and wondered just what contortions Dennis had moulded those unfortunate damsels into by now.

For the second time in a few months, Peter’s privacy was shattered as a breathless and completely naked girl burst into the room.

“PETER! Thank God I've found you.“

In the bathroom, Pete cursed as he sliced a chunk out of his face with the razor and dabbed at the blood beginning to run down his cheek. Reaching for the towel he poked his head around the door and was confronted by the worried face of Sylvia.

“The Iraqi’s; they've invaded Kuwait. The whole state is under martial law.

Peter’s brain raced and with a deepening fear, he realised that Wendy would have long since reached her destination. Hurriedly dressing, and with half a face covered in shaving cream, he followed the girl to the lounge where all the gang were gathered and listening intently to an emergency broadcast of the BBC overseas service. The monotone voice was urging all British nationals to report to embassies and consulates of any friendly country within the stricken state.

As the broadcast ended, the room was filled with anxious chatter as they discussed the repercussions of this devastating turn of events. Peter exerted his influence and assured them with a confidence he didn’t feel, that his friend Richard would make sure Sandra, Angela and Wendy were safe.

Nevertheless, they began urgent preparations for the trip to Kuwait. Attempts to phone any of the numbers of friends Peter knew in Kuwait were all met by the same frustrating ‘number unobtainable’ tone. Inquires to the nearest British Embassy confirmed that most lines were cut and that they themselves were desperately trying to gain information on the events taking place within the state.

Meanwhile the Americans were diverting satellite orbits to cover the war zone with high resolution spy capabilities. Until they were on station, the West was blind to events in Kuwait. Having tried everything they knew how, they were no wiser as to the fate of the people in that beleaguered city.

The vote was unanimous. Everyone at the emergency meeting in Bella’s stable felt that the only way was to go and find out for themselves. Peter and Snowy immediately set to work planning the tricky operation of their incursion into what was now enemy territory.

It was decided early on that an overland attempt would be fraught with problems. Not the least of which would be friendly Arab troops on the border who would be very nervous of anything that moved and therefore liable to shoot first and ask questions later.

Snowy’s MTB was the answer. Having a coastal border, Kuwait was a sitting duck for infiltration from the sea. As they worked on the plan Snowy divulged more and more of the Grey Lady’s dark secrets.

Apart from the still serviceable twin Oerlikon, MTB-102 was fitted with her original engine mufflers for silent running; now even more effective with the modifications possible using modern technology. She even had IFE. .. A secret Naval device that allowed radar transmissions to be intercepted and analyzed, so that the origins of the transmission could be determined; .. Janes fighting ships’ gave them all the necessary information on current Iraqi radar equipment so that the approach of an Iraqi vessel could be determined long before their presence was known. IFF was a passive radar listening device and gave no tell tale emissions to alert the enemy to their presence.

Small floating mines, designed to disable without sinking were another item in Snowy’s ‘tools of trade’ and on several occasions these tiny floating bomblets had saved him from the pursuing Customs vessels. Disabled vessels produced frustrated Customs guys; .. dead ones generated a resolute determination to get the people who killed their comrades. Snowy always preferred to leave frustrated pursuers rather than dead ones.

Weapons for ground use were Peter’s department and leaving the very capable Snowy to finalise transport and landing, he concentrated on weapons specifically selected for maximum efficiency in the hands of his women’s army.

Any rumpus was liable to be a short range affair and with this in mind his immediate choice was the recently developed South African weapon, the SM-12; .. a recoilless fully automatic twelve bore SMG. The underslung drum magazine held 50 rounds and gave the weapon the appearance of a bulky Thompson machine gun of the Capone era. It was a heavy weapon when fully loaded, but then his girls were all strong and raring to go. Tests he had seen with this killing tool were impressive. Held in one hand by a woman, he had watched as it totally destroyed a car on the test range in a devastating hail of buckshot. The question was, how to get hold of these weapons?

Snowy came up trumps again. A short phone call to a contact in southern Africa and twenty of these little darling’s were dispatched posthaste.

The mountain of equipment grew and with it the anxiety for the safety of those two distant women who had so recently been rescued from the jaws of death.

Five days had passed when the convoy of two trucks lurched out of Bella’s yard and headed for the distant waiting lady of the sea. The girls sat grimly in the back. None of the highspirited fun that had been a hallmark of the last trip was in evidence. Everyone sat deep in thought as they mentally ran over the recent broadcasts that described the atrocities being carried out by invading Iraqi’s.

It didn’t take much imagination to realise what would happen if three stunning women like Sandra, Angela and the hot tempered Amazon Wendy, fell into the clutches of those savages.

CALIFORNIAN CAPERS

The warm spring sunshine woke Dennis and Tania early and as they stretched luxuriously a faint moan from nearby reminded them of the new toys they possessed. Rolling over Dennis looked over to the hanging, trussed form of Miriam. Pleasant memories of the previous night’s fun came flooding back as he studied her awesome suspension.

With these thoughts came the realisation that the fun had only just begun; in fact another five delightful bundles of womanhood lay neatly packaged in the garage.

Nudging Tania into motion, he reminded her that they had a full day ahead as he rose from the bed and headed for the bathroom; pausing only to remove the buzzing fiend from Miriam’s soaking wet sex slot and delve an exploratory finger into her warm inviting depths. The cinched bundle moaned appreciatively and squirmed on her anal pivot as Dennis removed his slick finger and continued on his way.

Tania’s good morning message consisted of a half dozen light strokes with the tawse and proved to be a novel alarm clock for the sleepy exhausted Miriam.

Washed, shaved, showered, powdered and bathed; they completed breakfast and proceeded with their plans for the day.

Miriam'’s first awareness that things were on the move was when her hydraulic hoist began to move as they trundled her back to the garage. Still suspended, her anal lifting ring was transferred to a waiting hook on the long dress-hanger type bar at the side of the garage.

Then with the hoist free, Dennis began the task of unloading that magical container of packaged lust. Tania watched and checked each package as the collection swinging from the bar increased. Twenty minutes later Dennis was sweating profusely, but not because of his activities in unpacking the egg box. His reason for overheating were the six dangling, mewing packages of smooth skinned, curvaceous eroticism swinging gently from the bar.

$20,000 this consignment had cost, and at the time he had thought the price was exorbitant.

Now as he stood dumbfounded at the spectacle, he knew they had been undercharged. He would gladly have paid $100,000 had he been granted a preview.

Tania was in a similar state as she walked along the line of offered treasures, unable to decide just what to do next as the possibilities of mind-bending erotic stimulus unfolded in her mind. Prudence ruled the day in the end and realising that these women had been compressed and tormented for over thirty-six hours now, it was decided to release them and allow them to relax.

“But not for too long,” pleaded Dennis.

The wheeled rack and its fabulous load was pushed slowly along the passage; and after some effort, up the short ramp into the main house. The increased motion of the swinging cargo drained most of the strength from the two struggling pushers with its erotic stimulus.

Safely indoors and with the rack standing at the center of what Dennis preferred to call the Harem, they took a small rest before beginning to unpack the grateful women, one at a time.

Once released, each was fitted with their personal, hand-crafted fetters and collars, all of which were a perfect snug fit, thanks to sizes sent on in advance. The fetters were of a traditional Slave Girl style. Whilst allowing a fair amount of movement or freedom to carry out tasks and own personal requirements, they still ensured that the wearer could be easily controlled.

Soon the six women stood naked and stiff in front of their new owners, slightly nervous, yet feeling that they were not in danger from these warm and friendly people.

Tania moved along the line of her new toys and arriving at Miriam she paused and looked into her eyes.

“Enjoy your evening?” She asked the beaming girl.

Miriam answered by leaning forward and gently kissing the smooth upper curve of Tania’s Basque-cradled bosom.

“Oh! You sweet girl,” gushed Tania, flushing with pleasure. “I can see we will have to play again. .. Soon!“

Now it was Miriam’s turn to flush as she squeezed her legs together and massaged the throbbing mound awakening in her crotch.

The other chained women took note and felt the same feelings of relief and anticipation as they realised that their stay would be very pleasurable and interesting.

Joined by their necks, the column of shackled women formed a line of rippling eroticism as they obediently followed Dennis. Leash in hand he proudly led his new harem to the bathrooms enjoying the feeling of power it gave him to have six shackled women in tow.

For several hours the girls languished in the luxurious Jacuzzi, chatting and playing as their bodies slowly soaked away the cramp of their long enforced restraint. As they chatted, Dennis and Tania joined them and proceeded to acquaint themselves with the girls.

It would seem that this room was special.

Whilst in there, all were equal and free speech was the order of the day. Once outside, they returned to their status as slave girls; .. sex toys at the beck and call of either of their owners. The arrangement suited the girls fine and for the first time since Peter mooted the idea, they became fully convinced of its viability.

They were left in peace for the morning and shared the lunch table with Dennis and Tania.

Then as lunch came to an end Tania’s voice changed, although the twinkle in her eye put the startled girls at ease.

“Right! All of you, back to the dungeon, you've work to do.“

With Dennis leading, and Tania bellowing like a regimental sergeant major, the troop of chained damsels filed out.

“Left! .. Left! .. Left, Right ,Left!” The training program started with a vengeance.


By the time they had reached the Harem all the girls were beginning to get the hang of marching properly, encouraged in their efforts by the swinging lashes of Tania’s favourite tawse. An hour later six beautiful women in various modes of restraint, guffawed through filled mouths as they waited helplessly for their captors pleasure. Three of the rented funpackages were placed in a simple storage mode that consisted of an uncomplicated and yet highly effective method of constraint.

Placed in a row with their bodies facing the wall, they each found that their breasts fitted 132 neatly through the six holes that had been carefully sculpted through its impassive cool surface. The differences in their height were nullified by each having an adjustable base pedestal beneath their feet, ensuring that each set of breasts were at the same level. A plain straight rod passed through all six nipple rings on the other side of the wall further guaranteed that they remained in close proximity to its smooth surface. The gags, ankle and wrist cuffs were added merely to cater to their captors whims and formed no real addition to what was in any case an inescapable situation.

Dennis ran his hand along the row of jiggling buttocks as he completed his task, unaware that Tania was at the same moment playing with a row of captive, framed boobs in the next room. Nor could any of the girls know that the rod joining their tender nipples was connected to a small reciprocating motor that would shortly begin to stretch and vibrate their appendages in unison. Tania made a mental note to return and watch from the other side as these three nubile women began to squirm and perform in what should prove to be a most enjoyable sight.

The immediate problem of these three women'’s mobility solved; the couple left their respective rooms and met in the third room where the remaining shackled girls writhed expectantly in a range of poses and equipment that would have put many medieval dungeons to shame.

Pamela, a genuine redhead; curvaceous and generously endowed with huge hemispherical breasts, became Tania’s choice for her new boob manipulator, and as a result the unfortunate owner of those magnificent orbs found herself squeezed and compressed into a small, strong brass-bound cabinet. The only items of her anatomy visible on the outside were the squeezed mounds of her breasts as they jutted from openings in its front, and of course the thoroughly gagged and strapped head; .. perched like a disembodied sculpted ornament on the top of her container.

Internal arrangements for the trussed torso included the obligatory vibrating orifice decorations which most of these women would feel positively undressed without.

Pamela’s plight however was of a much more original concept than simple compression and containment. Built into the rim of each of her breast apertures were inflatable rings, each connected via strong hoses to a small pump incorporated in the box’s base. With the pump humming quietly, it could be seen that the base of each of her mammaries were slowly but surely being squeezed and reduced by the expanding ring.

Pamela’s eyes were wide and fixed hypnotically on the tips of her blood engorged breasts as they were inexorable forced to expand further and further. Only a half-inch separated the rigid pulsating turret of each nipple from the final part of Tania’s device.

Whirring quietly the motorised multi-bladed paddles of rubber wafted her steadily approaching nodules with a cool exciting breeze. As she contemplated the inevitability of the final contact, Pamela knew that it was going to be a mixture of pain and pulsating eroticism when flesh met rapidly rotating rubber.

She was trembling with her fear of that contact, yet was aroused by the fact that there was no way she could prevent it. A faint snicking noise pervaded the silence of the room and the boxed beauty thrashed impotently as the rubber paddles began to nip at her nipples. The box rocked violently and the eyes in the sculpted head bulged madly as the burn of two hundred tiny whiplashes a minute rippled those offered nipples in a blur of painful sensation.

Inside her wooden prison Pamela convulsed and squirmed in her attempts to escape; but all was in vain. Even as she fought to end the burning assault on her flickering nipples the box began to move slowly forward on well greased rails, urged onward by a silently expanding hydraulic cylinder.

Great gagged guffaws of sound escaped the sealed lips as the snicking sound changed to a full blooded slapping and much to her dismay, Pamela felt the paddles begin to slap her advancing breasts with full surface contact.

From their own helpless position, two other women watched fascinated as Pamela’s boobs began to jounce and jiggle under the endless onslaught of those flashing rubber paddles.

They noted with interest the impossible gyrations of her box exterior as it rattled and rocked on its mountings and could only imagine the titanic efforts within that were powering those crazy movements.

For the present, their own imminent ordeal was forgotten; dwarfed into insignificance by the sight of Pamela’s juddering tits and the desperate pleading looks as she endured this mechanised mayhem. They watched fascinated as the paddles suddenly stopped and reversing direction, began to slap the powerfully extruded tits from below.

Pamela’s face turned a light shade of purple as her breasts began to bounce with blurring rapidity. To the onlookers it appeared that Pam had two boxer’s reflex training balls attached to her front as the orbs oscillated with precise mind-blowing swings and began to ricochet from the upper front surface of the box with the force of their movement. Neither of the spectators were to know that Tania had in fact conceived the idea after watching a boxer in training with an overhead punch-ball.

The approaching footsteps and the appearance of Dennis and Tania at the door served as a quick reminder that they themselves were in a rather vulnerable state; that now looked like being taken full advantage of.

Hanging inverted in their cocoons of diamond meshed body suits the two girls wriggled nervously as Dennis tested the tacky nature of their enclosures with his finger, then seemingly satisfied he turned to Tania.

“The first stage curing seems OK, so I think its time we proceeded to stage two,” he commented, reaching out for a hand spray on the nearby table.

Tania drew close and after toying with the offered nipples protruding through the mesh, she leaned down to speak.

“Oh! You girls are really going to love this little invention,” she purred like a cat playing with a mouse. “Now, I want you to stretch out straight, toes pointing down and back, bodies slightly arched,” she commanded in an authoritative tone.

Pauline and Jakkie complied. No sooner had they done so than Dennis began spraying a fine mist over their whole bodies.

The job complete, both captors stood back as Tania ordered them to hold their rigid position. The girls, not knowing quite what to expect, did as ordered.

Only two minutes had passed when a surprised grunt escaped Jakkie’s gag, shortly followed by a similar sound from Pauline as she too discovered that relaxing from their stiffened state was no longer an option. The mesh cocoon had hardened to become a rigid cage of diamond shaped steel-strong bonds.

“I see you've discovered what happens to carbon bonded fibres soaked in resin and then sprayed with catalyst,” chortled Dennis as the two groaning girls tested the strength of their inverted prisons.

“The next stage is my own little invention,“

he continued. “These fibres are pre-stressed and in the next half hour they will shorten by some 5%.” He paused as the girls took this in. “ By the time we come back you should be wearing the tightest bondage ever experienced by a woman.“

The couple left them to the remorselessly tightening grip of their chemical prisons and after first taunting the unfortunate Pamela, they departed for their dressing rooms.

The steely grip on the inverted girl’s bodies grew by the second and Pauline, fortunate enough to be facing a mirror, could see her flesh being slowly squeezed out through the shrinking mesh. Even at this stage her body had already taken on the image of a quilted WORKING GIRLS dummy. Groans and gasps filled the room as the fibres drew in, squeezing, sculpting, compressing the hanging women into rigid bulging effigies.

Dennis and Tania returned and were greeted by a chorus of groans from the hanging forms.

Not a single movement could be detected although the cocoons were free to swing.

Tania was ecstatic and spun the meshed forms as she drank in every detail of their powerful encapsulation. As the spinning girls came to a halt, the dominatrix amused herself by prodding and squeezing the many diamond shaped extrusions of flesh. In particular she seemed entranced by the spongy projections of mesh-compressed titties. Dennis meanwhile, prepared the next stage of their ordeal and Pamela’s distress (or rather arousal) was ignored.

Jakkie was the only one facing the equipment being worked on and as she watched she couldn't decide how this device could be used.

Basically it looked like three of the vertical mop devices one would see in a car wash, but that was about all there was in common.

Instead of the usual nylon-fronded mop material, each of these sported something different and although they were arranged in a triangle, she could see some of each column.

The first appeared to be festooned with Ostrich feathers, the second thin whippy canes; the third a series of broad rubber paddles. The positioning formed a central opening of some twelve inches in their stationary state, although Jakkie had no illusions as to the reduction of that opening once the mops began to rotate and centrifugal force acted on the spinning mops.

She was snapped from her appraisal as the suspended figurine beside her began to move and with an interest born of her future involvement, she watched as Pauline’s figure was hoisted high in the air before being slowly lowered into the gap between the rollers.

The hoist ceased its whirring and Jakkie watched heart in mouth as the huge mops began to spin.

Pauline, her skin ultra sensitive due to the mesh’s tight embrace, felt the first tentative touch of those sensuous feathers as they flitted across her body. Just as she was beginning to enjoy their touch, the pivoted canes of the second roller-mop began to nip the extremities of each bulged curve of flesh. Pauline was still struggling to come to terms with this double onslaught of pain and pleasure when the first paddles to succumb to centrifugal force lifted enough to splat loudly against her form.

Once up to speed, Pauline’s body virtually disappeared in a welter of flying fingers.

Jakkie continued to watch as the whole arrangement of the triangle began slowly rotating on its base. Dennis’s design allowed nothing to remain untouched by those devilish fingers of pain and pleasure as the mops moved slowly around the enmeshed torso within.

Jakkie almost orgasmed at the sheer thought that it was only a matter of time before she too was hidden from view in that whirling well of torment. But not just yet! Tania’s fingers wriggled into her slippery orifice and her thumb flipped the nodule of her clitoris with maddening slowness as they all watched and listened to the sounds of tormented ecstasy escaping from the core of that whirling triangle, Turning their attention from the beleaguered Pauline, the couple faced a trembling Jakkie as she tried to come to terms with her incredible bondage and the delights her confinement were offering to this pair. The certain knowledge that she would shortly be writhing in pleasure at their command, sent further hot flushes rushing to her plundered sexual mouth.

As the six fettered females began to enjoy their first taste of American style bondage, three friends in a far off land, struggled to come to terms with the inescapable fact of their imminent rape.

THE SPOILS OF WAR

Captain Hassan took a few scant minutes to discover the hidden secrets of Richard’s so called guest beds; much to the dismay of the occupants, who were vibrating with tension after the tightening of windlasses built into the beds. Each in turn received the full attention of the Captain, who, not content to simply stretch his tormented victims to breaking point; further enhanced their availability with the aid of inflatable bolsters built into the mattresses that ran down the center of the bed.

Expanded to a pressure way beyond that which Richard ever intended, the bolsters forced the bodies of the girls up and away from their biting shackles. Three raised and tautly vibrant plinths of invitingly stretched, superbly offered femininity awaited the invited staff officers of Saddam’s invading forces. None of them were capable of moving a muscle to protect their vulnerability.

Terrified and helpless the captive girls listened to the frenzied looting and the screams of women unfortunate enough to have been caught by troops on the rampage. Richard’s maid servants and house staff paid the penalty of death early on; a welcome relief no doubt from the sadistic rape and butchery forced on them by their tormentors. The enlisted men, robbed of the chance to slake their lust on the fettered officers-fodder below had vented their frustration on these poor innocent girls who had the misfortune to be considered too lowly for the attention of officers. There no such refined torment for them. The troops simply trussed them into the most horrendously contorted positions, with little regard for anatomical plausibility, and then used them like inanimate fucking items. The use of mechanical tensioning items and industrial banding machines looted from a nearby packaging plant was rife. As a result the compression and cinching achieved by ratchet tensioned steel banding reduced all the maids to compressed bundles of hardly recognisable femininity as they were shafted, abused, and finally put to death as the lust crazed troops ran amok. The pathetic trussed remains where then stacked in a heap in the garden shed.

Meanwhile, Captain Hassan ignored the sounds of suffering, and entertained himself with the painstaking task of depillating all three girls with tweezers. All three wished heartily that they had heeded Peter’s instructions to shave every morning.

Alone again they writhed in their bonds, although writhe would be an exaggeration; ..

twitch was a better description for the minute movements the shackles and bolsters allowed.

As each woman craned her head upwards she was rewarded by the sight of her denuded pubic mound, perched like a miniature mole hill on the hillock formed by her own body, offered and completely available.

The heavy tread of feet on the stairs brought fear to each and turning their heads they watched in unison as the Captain led in three of the most odious male creatures any of them had ever seen. Even from a range of some ten feet the stench of desert heated, sweat laden bodies was enough to make each girl wretch.

Of the three, Sandra decided that the ugly scarfaced cretin was the lessor of all evils, although given the chance, being humped by a camel would have seemed a better fate. As it was, her choice was academic as a fat, bloated General halted at the foot of her bed and with slobbering ill concealed lust, indicated that she was his chosen screw. Sandra closed her eyes and tried to swallow the gorge of vomit rising in her throat. The thought of this pile of blubber slobbering and sweating all over her as he rutted away turned her stomach.

Angela meanwhile, tore at her bonds as an evil faced, weasel featured rat of a brigadier began to strip his uniform at the foot of her bed. Wendy lay glaring venomously at scarface, the lowest ranking of the three who had decided that the left-overs were well worth having.

All three women tested their bonds, knowing that the effort was a futile token attempt to avoid their impending rape. Sandra was first to sample the terror of being brutally abused by a man who cared nothing for the tethered object of his lust. The breath was crushed from her body as this mountain of fat descended on her delicate stretched form. Grasping hands gripped her offered boobs and mashed them in a mauling motion that was the General’s idea of how to get a woman going,.

Groans of pain, misinterpreted as ecstasy by her abuser, seeped from gagged lips and were subdued by his slobbering mouth as he attempted to swallow her entire face in a gaping saliva drenched hole full of stained teeth. The General was labouring under the mistaken belief that she really was hotting up as a result of his ministrations Sandra almost puked at the sheer unbelievable horror of this animal above her and was only brought back from the brink of suffocating in her own vomit as she felt the crude thrusting jabs of his half erect and minuscule penis bludgeoning against her helplessly provided opening as he strove to impale the object of his lust.

Twisting and arching as much as possible, she managed to avoid the pathetic thrusting pole.

But it was only a matter of time. Adjusting his position, he reached under himself and gripping the lips of her pussy with painful talons, opened her like a book and rammed into the warm tunnel below.

A moan of pure disgust escaped the impaled woman’s filled mouth as she felt the feeble shaft within her. It was barely long enough to reach more than a few inches into her interior and thankfully she lay frigid and unresponsive as he rutted away in the outer reaches of her silky depths.

Several times she endured his re-entry as the bulk of his flaccid belly levered the puny shaft out of her sheath with his exertions, until eventually he spasmed with his orgasm. As he did so, the juddering folds of his belly engineered a further extraction causing him to spurt his filthy seed over the inside of her thighs.

Collapsing in a panting heap that almost crushed the delicate female beneath, he gulped in air as he slowly recovered. Levering himself away from the pinioned woman he spoke leeringly into her face in his mother tongue.

“He said, how does it feel to be fucked by a real man,” translated the Captain, who had entered at sometime during the rape. Sandra almost swallowed the gag as she tried to suppress her scathing answer. A one legged ant would have caused more disruption she thought, and a damned sight cleaner as well.

Angela fared hardly better, for although her attacker was fairly well endowed in the rampant shaft department, his long abstention due to trekking down from Baghdad put him on a hair trigger. Barely had he reached the depths before he exploded into the bound woman'’s interior.

In the far bed, Wendy groaned and arched, unable to deny the skillful assault mounted by the ugly scar-faced flag lieutenant, who although reasonably well equipped, prided himself on his arousal techniques more than his size of erection. Both women listened and felt Wendy’s shame, at the same time knowing what it was like from past experience to be betrayed by their own bodies.

The jeers of the watching co-rapists egged him on and they all heard the stifled intake of breath as her tormentor thrust into her body.

Both of the listening women knew that Wendy desperately wanted to deny the urge she was feeling as the snorts of the pinioned woman’s breath grew short and more frequent. All present knew that her orgasm was fast approaching. Her efforts to suppress these horribly unwanted sensations only added fuel to the fires within and her deliberate holding back seemed to accelerate the expanding force threatening to blow her apart.

A long wail of anguish signalled the outcome of the unequal battle, the groaning creaks of the bed and its restraints testifying to her orgasm’s intensity as Sandra and Angela tried to shut out the sound of their friend’s shame and humiliation.

Scar-face withdrew and looked down with unashamed pride at his conquest, the hearty slaps on the back from the others adding to his misplaced manly pride. Dragging on their clothes, the swaggering officers bade their captives a temporary farewell as they headed for the bar upstairs.

The Captain hung back, and after the three had vanished he turned back to the spreadeagled women.

“Your first little taste of Iraqi hospitality,” he sneered. “They’ll be back; many times I should think before the evening is over and then it's time for my own special kind of enjoyment.“

Alone and in the depths of despair the spreadeagled women tested their bonds again. It was hopeless. Richard’s equipment was built to last. .. There was no escaping its rigid embrace. The Captain departed, and both women tried to console a sobbing, humiliated Wendy with their eyes. There were many things they would like to have said to ease her shame, but none were possible with the huge wadding in their mouths. They simply had to listen to the despair of their friend who recently endured unspeakable pain to save their lives scant hours before and was now humiliated and defiled in front of her friends.

THE CAVALRY IS ON ITS WAY

The MTB-102, known affectionately to them all as the Grey-Lady dispensed with the niceties of harbour behaviour. Her engines had been pre-warmed and with a shattering roar she unleashed all 3000 horse power of her pent-up fury as Snowy wound up the superchargers.

Digging deep into the water her props hurled her between the lines of moored boats as her planer hull lifted onto the surface; the huge backwash sending dozens of craft to bang and grind against fenders and the harbour walls.

A forest of shaken fists solicited a single stiffened second finger from Snowy as he threw the big boat into a power turn that drowned most people on the quay in a deluge of sea water.

Grim faced, the motley crew gripped the rails as they sped past the breakwater and on into the open sea. A thousand miles of tepid shark infested water lay between them and friends in dire need of their help. With luck and a little help from the almighty, they might at full bore, just make the shoreline of Kuwait in forty-eight hours. Then the real problem began.

Already the Iraqi’s had patrol vessels in the area and by the time they reached that neck of the woods, it was almost certain that the Royal Navy with their superior detection equipment would try to prevent their foolhardy entry into a war zone.

Snowy had prepared what he could in the limited time available to try to offset these problems, but none of them gave the reversible nationality flag decals much chance of fooling the RN. Their powerful radios would contact shipping registries within minutes and the dubious previous activities of this gallant craft would soon be known.

Gun runners and Smugglers could well be considered useful practice target for eager young gunners and their 4.5" twin, computer targeted mountings. Not to mention the odd stray Sea-Slug, or Sea-Cat missile. Peter had a few tricks up his sleeve for this eventuality, but they were slim gambles to be sure.

Putting aside the mountains of doubt, all set too with eagerness as Peter began weapons training and checking. Snowy busied himself with the Oerlikon, now back out of its secret compartment and ready for assembly.

Snowy’s connections had thrown in a few WORKING GIRLS surprises with the shipment of arms; .. gifts for a valued former colleague in his hour of need.

Old PI.A.T. anti-tank weapons to name but one. .. Old, but still deadly at short range on lightly armoured vehicles. In addition there was a flame thrower; .. boxes of tear-gas and frag’ grenades; .. and last but not least the awesomely lethal SM 12's.

Peter hefted one of these ugly weapons out of its packing and after cleaning off the preservative grease, he clipped home the loaded magazine handed to him by one of the girls. Turning, he aimed out over the side and pulled the trigger.

A blistering wall of blue spitting flame spewed from the ugly snout and twenty yards from the side of the speeding boat the water erupted into a maelstrom of devastated water. Eyes shining Peter turned back to the watching team.

“You little beaut!” He murmured; knowing full well that this sort of firepower would make any of his team a force to be reckoned with at short range.

The boat sped on into the gathering gloom of Iraq’s first night as rulers of Kuwait and as the boat bucked and rocked, all on deck listened intently to Peter’s crash course on house to house fighting. Dirty tricks were his speciality. .. But then, what difference did it make whether your enemy died neatly with a clean bullet hole through the brain, or with head splattered all over a wall. Death in any form was not a desired pastime. It did however have the advantage of removing the threat to one’s-self if the opposition could be coerced into indulging in it “in any form’.

Peter had no illusions about women at war.

They were vicious, cool, calculating, destruction machines, once shown the way.

He knew that given the prize they sought, anyone who stood in the way was going to find out the hard way that these soft sensuous females were in fact creatures from hell.

Through the cool of the night they trained, resting below decks in the heat of the following day, then again as the Sun sank low returning to the upper deck for instruction in new ways to remove the opposition.

Plans and counter-plans were discussed, alternatives mapped out and escape routines gone over and over. All knew exactly what to do without hesitation. But they all knew from past experience, ‘the best laid plans of mice and men’ etc.

Forty hours passed and the tension was growing. The Decca radar was already mapping out the lower reaches of the Kuwaiti shoreline on maximum range and Peter was uneasy that they appeared to be alone in this vast blue sea. Switching back to short range, they were blind to possible long range vessels, but it was necessary to plot a course through the numerous sand bars in the area. His worries were not unfounded. An hour later a shout from Snowy drew his attention to the rapidly approaching smudge on the horizon that until now had been masked by a particularly high sand bar. Snatching up the binoculars he looked long and hard at the bows-on vessel and a curse escaped his lips.

“Damn it to hell. A bloody Leander Class frigate, 25 knots and twin 4.5’s, .. range 20,000 yards. Twin Bofor’s, range ..12,000 yards,“

he continued as he drew on his knowledge of naval vessels.

“We can easy outrun Em!” Snowy offered.

Peter appeared to consider the option as he scanned the horizon.

“Outrun to where?” He asked looking astern.

They all turned and with sinking hearts saw the old County Class Destroyer, a white bone in her teeth, ploughing up behind them as her gas turbines, linked to steam turbines for emergency power pushed her to the limit.

“4.5’s in front, 4.5’s and Sea-Slug missiles behind and bloody sandbar’s both sides. Just what we sodding needed.” cursed Peter.

At Pete’s command, Snowy reluctantly eased off the throttles and allowed the Grey Lady to ease back from her headlong rush.

“This one needs some smart talking,” Peter added. “We're out-gunned, out manoeuvred, and out of sodding luck and sea room.“

The Leander ploughed past at full bore, then executing an immaculate full 180 degree turn, did a beam end’s half circle that showed a full six feet of her boot-topping before moving up from astern.

“Typical Pommy show-off,” murmured Snowy at this display of seamanship.

“STAND BY TO RECEIVE BOARDING PARTY,” boomed a loud haler, “STAND IN FULL VIEW AND DO NOT ATTEMPT TO RESIST OR WE WILL SINK YOU.“

The two vessels rolled slowly in the swell as they came to a stop and all aboard Grey Lady watched as a Gemini inflatable and a threein- one whaler, both loaded with armed troops was despatched by the frigate.

The boarding party swarmed aboard and after a brief show of surprise at the female army standing silently watching, they methodically secured the boat. A pompous young lieutenant briefly questioned them all, then after a whispered conversation with Peter he invited both Peter and Snowy back to the frigate for words with his Captain. The girls stood by, watched carefully by a very appreciative and yet still wary boarding party as their leaders were whisked away.

The trip took but a few minutes and heaving himself up the last rungs of the boarding ladder, Peter turned and saluted the quarter deck. .. Not strictly in order when not uniformed and capped, but nevertheless noted as intended by the Captain watching from the bridge. A show of knowledge of naval tradition and etiquette could stand them in good stead. A brief introduction by himself and the hushed reference to former S.B.S affiliation was sufficient to have the Captain invite them to his cabin.

Peter put all his cards on the table. This experienced Captain was a shrewd bastard and it was obvious that any attempt at flimflam would soon be detected.

Leaving out the reason for the captured girls visit to Kuwait, Peter quickly outlined the rescue attempt they had in mind. The discussion was halted mid story by the entrance of an RO who handed the Captain a message.

Peter finished his story and both he and Snowy sat awaiting comment as the Captain read and re-read the paper in his hand; .. his brow furrowing as he obviously wrestled with some dilemma.

“Your particulars check out,” he added at length, “I had your credentials checked and you are indeed ex-5.B.S5; .. and with commendation I see. You also,” he glanced disapprovingly at Snowy.

“Your story checks as well; although the comments added on your last known occupation don’t add up to a good ‘Curriculum Vitae.“

Snowy chuckled, imagining what the paper might say.

“All got to earn a crust cobber,” he offered.

“Hmm! That’s as may be,” returned the Captain. “But yours is not the way in my book,” he added with an annoyed frown.

“However! One must use the tools one is given,” he muttered; not really meaning for his words to carry to the listening pair.

As if deciding on a course of action not entirely of his choosing, the Captain looked up and held their inquisitive gaze squarely.

“We have a problem and you may be able to assist.“

Both Snowy and Peter sat forward in their chairs.

“A small team of S.A.S. reconnaissance specialists were despatched last night to infiltrate and gather intelligence.

Unfortunately, they ran smack into an Iraqi patrol boat and we couldn’t warn them it was coming due to the fact that their radio was on the blink. As a result they’re stranded on a sandbank three miles off Kuwait with their boat punctured. The problem is we can’t get close enough to effect a rescue without coming under shore fire from some heavy artillery, quite apart from the fact that it’s too shallow for us to get in close. We would have to be stationary for some time during the pick up; .. I think the term is “sitting ducks’. Our whalers are too slow, and the Gemini won't carry the entire team.“

“So you want us two ‘Dickheads’ to volunteer the Grey Lady for active service,” Peter butted in “Crudely put, but— —! Er! Yes, is the short answer.” Confirmed the Captain.

Peter instantly saw his chance.

“Agreed,” he offered; the speed of his acceptance leaving the Captain at a loss for words.

“But after we pick them up, we tootle off somewhere until dark and then continue with our mission.“

He pressed home the advantage of his offer seeing that the Captain was somewhat off balance at this sudden acceptance of his suggestion.

“We go in and tackle our own job, drop your guys, then we wait and bring your lads back off.“

The Captain sat deep in thought. It rankled him that he had to enlist civilian help, but then the information gathered by that task force could save hundreds of lives during the inevitable invasion that would have to come.

“Also agreed,” he reluctantly answered at last.

“But the women stay here on the ship.“

Snowy burst out laughing.

“You can damn well tell them in that case,“

he remarked scornfully. “Cause I sure as hell ain’t gonner’ try.“

The Captain’s colour rose dramatically as he snapped back.

“Don’t be stupid man. How can you contemplate taking a group of young defenceless women like that into a war zone?“

He was interrupted as a flustered officer burst into the cabin.

“Begging your pardon sir, but there’s a problem on the boat.“

The Captain rose from his chair and turned to look out of the scuttle across to the Grey Lady.

After a few seconds he turned back, a wry smile on his face as he spoke.

“Perhaps I should reconsider on that point,“

he conceded.

Astonished at this sudden change of heart, both Peter and Snowy turned to look out of the scuttle. The Grey Lady lay where they had left her, quietly waiting in the sheltered lee of the frigate. However her outward appearance had decidedly changed, for adorning her guard rails were seven inverted and trussed boarding party members hanging by their ankles. All looked suitable embarrassed by their nudity as the triumphant girl-hellcats hurled jeers and taunts across to the ship. A particularly flustered pompous lieutenant saw his career in ruins and wished he’d never returned to his men after delivering Peter and Snowy to the ship.

His pleas for release went unheeded by the three girls straddling his naked spreadeagled body, stretched and roped tautly across the hatch cover. In particular they were ignored by the third girl who was gleefully raping him to the accompaniment of cheers of encouragement from the frigate’s crew and a helpful chorus of IN!-OUT! IN!-OUT! IN!- OUT! IN!-OUT!

“Oh! dear, Oh! dear,” chuckled the Captain.

“His father the Admiral is really going to have his work cut out covering this little story up.“

By now the County Class destroyer was hove too close by and a distinct list was discernible as a direct result of some 450 crew members all being on one side at the same time.

On her bridge a boggled eyed admiral lowered his glasses in disbelief as he watched his son’s career vanishing down the pan; .. or rather being sucked out of him by the demanding vacuum of his rapists lower orifice.

The Captain turned back to Snowy and Peter, the immense effort at maintaining his composure showing in barely concealed ripples of suppressed laughter and the lines of strain in his face as he faced the two men.

His thoughts ran back over problems that had plagued him of late giving him ample cause for mirth. That little “shit’ had been holding the spectre of his father over his head for some months now, but it looked as if things were changing for the better.

“Gentlemen, would you care to return to your vessel and rescue my boarding party?” he asked politely. “And if you don’t mind we can continue planning by radio. I'll send one of my older and less vulnerable officers over with a scrambler to act as liaison.“

“Is he older than me then?” Chirped Snowy, drawing a look of irritation and defeat from the Captain, who had no idea how to start dealing with this new female threat to his male dominated order and discipline.

“Ahem! As I was saying we can plan the operation on our way to the operational area to save time.“

Dusk was upon them as the little flotilla eventually hove too, just out of range of shore guns, but within sight of the sand bar.

Peter’s crew now resembled a fighting team as they stood ready and waiting in loaned battle fatigues, courtesy of the frigate’s Captain; who wisely pointed out that their civilian dress would only get them shot as spies if the worst came to the worst. As a precaution they had all been temporarily enlisted in Her Majesties Royal Navy.

The thunder of gunfire from both ships and a series of streaking missiles heading towards shore heralded the start of covering fire. The deep draught of the warships prevented them closing to more than two miles on the sand bar. Grey Lady however, drawing barely two foot six with her planer hull, was capable of approaching to within fifty yards of the waiting team before her keel scraped the coral sand.

As the boat ground to a stop hillocks of sand erupted on the bar as battled hardened operatives emerged from their concealment.

All in all, the operation was a doddle. Not one shell from shore came within a hundred yards thanks to the hail of high explosive and smoke shells sent over by the navy to put Iraqi shore gunners off aim. Only minutes elapsed before the reverse thrust of Grey Lady’s props drew her back from the sand with all safely aboard.

The officer in charge, a red haired Scot, climbed up to the tiny bridge to thank his rescuers. Then as the hand shakes took place his eyes widened in disbelief as he noticed Cindy’s long manicured and painted nails in the light from the cabin. The woolly skull cap hiding her long tresses had prevented him from recognising her for what she was.

“What kind of ‘Poofters” army have you got here?” He asked incredulously, snatching back his offered hand before she could take it.

“This kind Hunky,” returned Cindy, pulling open the velcro fasteners of her battledress top and allowing two well rounded and firm orbs of womanhood to burst into the open. The Major’s jaw dropped as the tearing sound of velcro fastenings left him surrounded by a sea of boobs and grinning women.

“Holy Shit! We all got killed last night and went to heaven,” he managed to venture.

Peter grinned as the Major reeled with shock and behind them an Ingram machine pistol clattered to the deck, its battle hardened owner momentarily losing his grip thanks to the slender female hand sliding into his groin and juggling his balls with expert finger tips. But this was not the time for fun. That would come just as soon as his two ladies and their Amazon female guardian were safe from the marauding hordes ashore.

PULSATING PARCELS OF PLEASURE A shattered and drained Pauline was lifted from the embrace of the stilled mops of pleasure, her body having reached convulsion WORKING GIRLS stage as the neverending touch of those magical mops had engineered ceaseless orgasmic explosions within her fibre caged form. As the twitching body with drooling ball filled mouth were hung next to her own, Jakkie knew that she would shortly be lowered into the maw of that incredible machine, to be pulverised into a gibbering wreck by her unstoppable lust.

A slight tingling of fear that she may die from the sheer overwhelming pleasure of it caused her to strain against the engulfing body sheath of steely unbreakable mesh. Tania saw her minute struggles and hearing the faint mewing pleas, she reached out and added to the girl’s realisation of her helpless plight by first spinning the cocooned shape and then swinging the twirling woman on her suspension.

As the inverted figurine swung to and fro, they could both see the diamond mounds of encapsulated and squeezed flesh pulsing and quivering through the mesh as Jakkie fought for freedom.

“Struggle my little petal,” crooned Tania, stroking the stiffened body. “It won’t do you any good at all. You're going into the machine whether you like it or not.“

She stopped the swing and reaching down twirled the protruding nipples, wringing more groans of pure ecstasy from the straining figure within. The winch whirred and Jakkie knew she was on her way to an appointment with undreamed of levels of pleasure and torment.

Leaving Tania to complete Jakkie's installation, Dennis retired to the next room were a wall of groaning, flexing females rubbed themselves helplessly against the wall in an effort to release the raging lust within their bodies.

The common bar restraining their ring nipples on the other side of the wall had obviously begun its devilish task. Dennis walked along the line of undulating eroticism studying each set of performing buttocks in detail before making his choice. Unable to decide, he operated a small discreetly concealed button set into the wall and watched with interest as a long horizontal bar began to slide out of a recess and push against all three women at hip height.

Secured immovably by their restrained nipples and restrained firmly on this side of the wall at the ankles, they had no choice but to allow their bodies to bend and arch their backs to ease the strain on those tenders nodules in the next room.

Groans of dismay and apprehension escaped three wadded mouths as they contemplated their presented rear ends, now perfectly positioned for abuse by any manner of flagellatory instrument.

Dennis however, had no intention of damaging these wondrous curved offerings.

That was Tania’s department. He had a far more interesting, ‘and to him’ pleasant use for such perfectly presented gifts of eroticism.

A further inspection followed. This time a much more in-depth study so to speak, as each squirming female felt the cheeks of her offered rump prised apart and felt the hot breath of a close-up inspection on their nervously clenching anal rings.

Dennis had a problem. For the first time in his life he was going to be able to sample what had, until now, been forbidden fruits. The problem was, he was spoilt for choice. Girls two and three had offered those delightfully pink-ringed type of openings, whereas number one had an ultra tight, micro-dot shaft that was merely a small tight spot in the surface of her unblemished skin.

All three had lusciously padded and perfectly rounded buttocks, but number two had the slight edge; .. probably due to her style of gyrating undulation. He watched in awe as the undeniable stimulation from the other room minced these magnificent hemi-spheres of succulent flesh in an exquisite display of carnal offering. Her continually mincing movement eventually won her the dubious prize of his first choice.

Hardly able to contain his lust, Dennis rapidly stripped his jockey shorts and after connecting a hanging snap link to number two’s wrist shackles, he hauled her arms clear of the target. With shaking hands he lubricated his quivering shaft with some KY jelly and advanced on the luckless woman, who by now had guessed his intentions.

Knowing what was coming and being able to do anything about it were two different things.

But as luck would have it, number two was the only girl of the three who had ever sampled a rear entry. In deference to her role as a hired pleasure package, number two decided to give the advancing Dennis value for money and glancing in his direction, she began to fight her bonds in an attempt to escape the pending rear-reaming that was imminent.

Dennis nearly blew a fuse as her shapely hips began to wriggle and twist under his touch and gripping tighter, he lodged the tip of his throbbing manhood into the tight clenched cleft between her nates.

As if guided by radar, the slick tip of this turgid shaft glided to the lowest point formed by the opening to her secret passage and nudged the door of ecstasy. Number two clenched harder and push became shove as the battle for supremacy raged between the slick inflated shaft and muscular denial.

The massive bulk she could feel nestling between her cheeks decided the issue. Her first and only penetration from the rear had been by a rather nondescript boyfriend with a mediocre piece of male equipment. The phallic monolith currently battering at her rear door was in a different class altogether.

With a long drawn out whistle of breath from her nostrils, number two prepared to relax her resisting anus, half fearful of the shaft she felt she simply had to experience. If she managed to defend her sanctity, she knew she would forever be plagued by dreams of what it could have been like.

Dennis was completely unprepared for her acceptance and as her sphincter muscles relaxed, he virtually fell into her interior.

It was like charging a locked door with one’s shoulder, only to have someone open it at the second of impact.

No sooner was he deeply buried, than the muscles clenched again and clamped his rod in a vice of iron. A groan of pain and pleasure bubbled from his lips and mingled with the snorts of uncontrollable lust solicited from the object of his attack.

He was trapped!. Gripped by an unyielding ring of flexing muscle and sinew; welded to those soft curving buttocks by the friction of her tight ring. He tried to withdraw, but the grip of iron threatened to strip his shaft like a potato peeler. Each attempt at pulling back was met by a further increase in the stranglehold she had on his buried rod.

Dennis almost panicked as he realised that he had shoved his manhood into a female meat grinder. His earlier fantasies of perhaps loading his balls into this orifice as well brought beads of sweat to his brow as he contemplated them being squeezed like a lemon and then being spat out as shrivelled juiceless prunes.

Number two began to pump madly dragging him backward and forward like a rag doll; leashed by his manhood to the red-hot cushions of womanhood before him. The feeling was exquisite and although he was a little scared at the restraint by which he was secured, he could not deny the massive surges of lust pouring into his body.

Tania meanwhile, had entered the room and stood leaning against the wall laughing as she watched her husband being jerked back and forth. The movement was small when viewed from afar; the girl’s antics being severely restricted by her restraint. To the beleaguered Dennis it was as if the shackled woman was swinging him around by the cock.

“You wanted it smart-ass, now what are you going to do about it?” Smirked Tania; ..

secretly glad that her husband had at last found someone to indulge his fantasy. ‘One that she herself had never dared to sample’.

Number two built rapidly to a climax as she savoured the huge intrusion stretching her tender, almost virgin rear passage. The tight embrace of her muscular clamp pressurised and ballooned this intruding rod of iron to impossible hardness as she began the frenzied pulsating gyrations that would lead her along the last few steps to her explosive climax.

Dennis’ face became purpled as strangled gasps of pleasure emanated from his sagging jaw. His peak loomed on the horizon. Then as the girl in front stiffened and jerked spasmodically, he felt her anal ring contract with an all consuming power and crush his manhood with the contemptuous ease of a plumber’s pipe cutter. He was being mangled by the awesomely powerful rear end muscles of this delicate female’s fit athletic body. She was toying with him with contemptuous ease, using him to further her own desperate needs.

Panic stricken, Dennis knew that this final assault on his weapon would be the trigger he could not deny. Sure enough, the huge surge of power welled up in his groin and burst into the tiny tube of his rod.

With nowhere to go, the torrent of fluid expanded his shaft in great surges of mushrooming power; each pulse threatening to split his manhood like a used banana skin as the orgasm went on and on. Squeals of half pain, half ecstatic delirium rent the air as he thrashed against that pulsing woman; until finally, the huge crest of the wave was past and receding into the distance. Together they sagged in their restraint, Number two in her bondage and a helpless Dennis by his fleshy connection.

The woman eventually relaxed her grip and Tania almost missed catching the collapsing form of her husband as he slid out of her body and crumpled to the floor. Gasping for breath, he looked up as the sound of a muffled giggle reached his ears and saw the tethered woman straining to look down on the man she had just wrecked. Mocking his weakness she arched her butt backward and invited him to try a second time. Dennis almost succumbed to the temptation as that neat firm rump wiggled provocatively, but he declined as the image of her rectal vice returned.

“That ass ought to have a government health warning stamped on it,” he warned, as Tania burst out laughing.

REVENGE OF HASSAN

The day was long for the spreadeagled trio, each in turn suffering the attentions of one or the other of the half drunk officers in their regular visits to relieve their re-kindled carnal lust. But although this continual rape was distressing, none of the women could tear their thoughts away from the eventual reappearance of Captain Hassan.

In return, Captain Hassan could not; .. in fact, did not wish to push the thoughts of those three tethered females from his mind.

All evening he waited impatiently as the lusting senior officers sated their lust in the room below. As they did so, Hassan sat deep in thought mulling over the various ideas he had conjured up in his evil twisted mind. Each idea was designed to repay womanhood for his loss of prowess and to be as painful as possible.

The ringed appendages of these three women were a novelty to him, and as such, all his ideas to vent pain and distress on these captive women centred around scenarios that would use these handy anchorage points. He intended to test the full the amount of distress they could transmit via the various tender connections.

Sifting through the mountains of equipment stored in Richard’s house he finally sorted out the items he would require for his first test of endurance. These were the least painful tests of course. After all it wouldn't do for such prizes to gain the merciful release of death before he had used all his ideas for revenge; ..

ideas that he calculated would take at least four or five days to get through. Then, if he was lucky and they survived, he could try out some even more inventive and painful devices.

He wouldn’t be satisfied until they grovelled at his feet, broken, tormented, agonised; begging for his forgiveness for the loss he had suffered at the hands of one of their kind.

Then he would kill them. “‘Maybe! Although having seen the demise of the maids, he had it in mind to use the steel banding machines and convert these women into horrendously crushed balls of femininity. Twenty or thirty of such bands applied in all directions would see to that. They would make nice balls to play some sort of game with the jeeps; maybe with the vehicles utilising padded bumpers to prolong the torment. If they survived that, then his final effort might be to impale all three female balls on the cannons of his tanks and then fire the guns, or better still band them lengthways to the tracks and drive the tanks slowly forwards. First would be the excruciating sensation of breaking bones as they rounded the severe curvature of the upper track wheel, then the slow systematic crushing of their bodies. His warped sadistic thoughts knew no bounds as he strove to find new ways to exact revenge on the female of the species.

The Officers snored loudly, drunk and oblivious to the world. Looking down at them with disgust, Hassan curled his lip contemptuously. Their little toys would be in no condition for a rematch by the time they awakened. Any complaints he would sweep aside with the excuse that they held information vital to the war effort.

The clatter of feet on the stairway heralded the approach of doom for the ravished damsels stretched tightly on their beds. They turned to the source of the sound and saw Hassan with five helpers appear from the darkness of the passageway. Like a cat playing with a helpless and disabled mouse, Hassan walked around the beds, drawing pleasure from their fearful anticipation of the promised retribution. He was toying with them and there was nothing they could do to escape the inevitable fate he had in store for them.

At the nod of his head, the helpers lunged forward and began to release the terrified women as Hassan looked on with an evil grin.

Stripped of the garments she had been forced to don the day before, Wendy joined the other naked shivering women in the centre of the room. None dared to object as heavy leather collars were strapped about each of their necks and wrist manacles snapped to rings sprouting from each side of encircling restraints.

Already helpless as a result, they stood terrified as three small padlocks were handed over by Hassan, which were then in turn slipped through the right nipple ring of each woman. Rough hands pushed them into a tight group facing each other forming a huddled triangle of femininity. Reaching between them, a leering soldier gripped the padlock hanging from Wendy’s nipple and with a savage tug, stretched her breast to the right. The lock snapped shut and a grimacing Wendy found herself connected to the left nipple of Sandra, who was on her right.

Sandra’s right nipple was soon mated with Angela’s left and so on. A few minutes later they were all painfully connected into a triangle with their breasts pulled painfully apart.

Extended links were fitted to the collars and each neck pulled into close union with the other leaving chins touching and noses rubbing together. This fact had not escaped attention and was indeed part of the plan. A single snap-ring threaded its way through all the rings of their septums and with a click, was snapped shut by a chortling soldier.

Kicking their feet outward and splayed, Hassan ordered their ankles shackled to heavy ringbolts in the floor which left the three gasping, painfully connected women leaning together in a pyramid of suffering.

But Hassan had only just begun. Another single padlock soon joined all painfully stretched clitorises in a ringed triangle of torment as the weight of the lock and its attendant chain fuelled the mounting torment within their tightly circled grouping. A gasp of pain simultaneously escaped their ungagged mouths when unseen by any of them, a large weight was attached to the pendant chain and then dropped by the soldier.

Hassan was pleased. With this arrangement the slightest movement by any one of them would cause pain in all three. ‘Movement was guaranteed” he mused to himself’.

He turned and reaching for the long Bull-whip hanging from his belt, he handed it to the nearest soldier. The girls began to scream and beg as they realised his intentions, but their frenzied pleas for mercy served only to fuel his sadistic pleasure.

Standing back and shaking the coiled whip out onto the floor the soldier gauged his distance from the column of tearful females.

Drawing back his arm he sent the vicious tip of the instrument of pain hurtling towards the helpless target.

A ghastly bloodcurdling scream echoed around the chamber as the combined pain of whip and jerked rings tore into the writhing women. Hassan counted a loud “ONE” as the first of many livid welts appeared like an encircling angry red snake around the sobbing bodies of the women.

“TWO!”, The whip traced another line of burning fury on their tender flesh; searing pain lanced through each woman as the reactive jerks of all stretched ring connections to the limits.

“THREE! FOUR! FIVE!“

The counting became a blurred sound in the distance as the pain mounted in those suffering bodies. Beautifully sculptured femininity became a writhing mass of obscene pain as Hassan lounged and watched. The metal tip of the whip had been removed; .. it would have been unwise to inflict wounds that could easily be fatal in any quantity. This was far better. Their agony could be prolonged without the blood-spattering ritual that usually attended these sessions. If at the end of it he decided to let them live they would still be saleable after a few weeks to let the whip burns heal.

“NINETEEN, .. TWENTY.”

As the count ended for the first session of Hussan’s revenge, none of the women heard thatlong awaited final number. Held vertical by the simple virtue of their triangulated support for each other, they sobbed and squirmed as the fire eating their skins burned deep.

Hassan was pleased and after attaching a final chain to the padlock securing their septum’s, he ordered them stretched up and left secured for the night.

The soldiers left and Hassan approached the tormented women. His hand rubbed across the raised welts on their skin. He thrilled at the sensation as they jerked in pain and then shrieked as they caused even more self inflicted suffering through their actions.

“Rest well you evil temptresses,” he mocked.

“For tomorrow you begin to feel real pain.“

With that he left them to suffer the agonies of a long cold night; .. secured in the most cruel way imaginable and destined to suffer indescribable torment for every minute of every hour. Unable to even sooth their burning welts with freed hands; they were left to endure the lingering burn of the lash.

ON THE BEACH

Grey Lady nosed towards the hostile shoreline, her mufflers operating at full efficiency allowed barely a murmur of sound to escape the huge half submerged outlets in her stern.

All aboard were poised and ready; .. primed like steel springs to face the blinding lights and hail of gunfire they hoped would never come.

The S.A.S. men briefed Peter’s team on their objective and Peter in return outlined his team’s plans once ashore. As the Major so aptly putit; .. it would be a tragedy if any of those perfect tits were perforated by accident.

Apart from which, neither he nor his men fancied being caught in a cross fire with these Hell-Cats wielding the 12-bore SM’s.

“Wait till you see what we can do to a man without them,” challenged the American girl Vicky. “In fact when you all get back we'll give you a demonstration,” she offered, stroking the front of the Major’s trousers.

Non further encouragement was needed to ensure that ‘fo a man” they would all be returning intact. .. And if Saddam’s entire army tried to stop them, there would be a blood-bath of uncertain outcome.

The bow scuffed quietly onto the gently sloping beach. Grey Lady was hidden from a nearby machine gun post by the mass of offshore oil loading pipes that reared into the gloom of the night. With her low lines and dark grey hull she would be safe from detection unless by sheer bad luck someone stumbled right into her.

Snowy was staying aboard, the Oerlikon mounted and ready in case the withdrawal became a little hurried. The arranged time for return was some twenty-hours away, during which time he would wait in case of emergency retreat, then before dawn, slip quietly out to sea to sit out the day.

The return would be a lone trip as far as handling the MTB was concerned, the Navy liaison officer was a Writer and therefore short on knowledge when it came to boats. But for Snowy, the Grey Lady always behaved herself and trouble was not expected.

With nods and whispered good wishes all round, the two teams slipped over the side and vanished in opposite directions. Peter and his girls kept to the sheltering darkness of the pipelines as they skirted the Iraqi’ positions, eager to avoid any early confrontation that would hinder their progress towards the house on the far side of town. If they were lucky, once there they would at least be able to pick up the trail that would lead them to the captured three. At this point, none even dared to think that they might find their objective at the first place of looking.

The progress was slow; hampered by scattered groups of soldiers seemingly hell bent on looting anything that wasn’t bolted down. And whilst this may have taken their minds off the thoughts of threat from an enemy, it nevertheless ensured that random groups could be stumbled into at every turn.

By the early hours of the morning, they had covered roughly half the distance to the house and in front of them lay a multitude of road blocks set up by the troops.

The objective of these blocks was probably to stem the flow of refugees streaming out of the city. No matter what the senior officers had planned; .. to the troops the check-points provided an excellent way of relieving would be travellers of any items of value.

Shots regularly marked the end of someone who objected; followed by the body being dragged to the side of the road and dumped unceremoniously in a storm wadi.

Peter studied the scene at length, then casting his eyes to the first streaks of dawn to the east he turned back to the team.

“We'll have to hole-up till dark,” he informed the disappointed girls. “No chance of getting past before light now,” he added. Then, pointing to a collapsed multi-story car park nearby, he directed the group to crawl under a huge slab of concrete at the base of the heap where soon they were all safely under cover and deep into the ruined concrete warren.

Safe from prying eyes and assured of not being disturbed they each found a niche and shrugged off their packs and weapons.

The disappointment hung heavily in the air as none spoke and Peter, fully aware of the general nature of Arab soldiers, bit back the terrible gnawing fear at the pit of his stomach.

The demonstrations they witnessed being enacted at the road block left none in any doubt as to their fate if they should be captured. The added thought that the three missing girls may be in their clutches sent chills down his spine.

PAIN AND MORE PAIN

A column of pure agony and pleading womanhood greeted Hassan as he entered the cellar that morning as he prepared to release the three ready for more torment. He could not know that less than four miles away lay a fitfully sleeping rescue squad.

For the girls, the thought that even Peter could get them out of this torture chamber wasn't even remotely considered. Left ungagged overnight so that Hassan could hear their screams for release, they had, during moments of quiet despair, managed to talk in pain strained voices.

Without exception, they all felt that death was merely a pain-racked short distance away.

Acceptance of this the final chapter in their lives destroyed their last will to resist the biting onslaught of pain. It swelled and grew like an evil viper, devouring their self control and wringing desperate cries for help from parched lips.

Hassan had them watered and soaking sponges wetted their lips, sufficient to maintain life a little longer, but not enough to ease the parched rawness of their throats.

Now he set about arranging his next indulgence in sadistic torment.

Left semi-suspended by their mated noses, the trio were unable to watch as the sounds of the coming ordeal surrounded their twitching endlessly shifting bodies as they tried to ease the pain of their restraints.

Hassan could be heard giving explicit instructions to his men; .. this scenario he planned to be perfect to the last detail. A masterpiece of sadistic engineering that would bring his female building blocks to the point of ultimate despair as they suffered his vengeful reprisal against womanhood.

The sound of drills rang loud in the chamber as Hassan, after carefully marking positions, had his men install new ring bolts in the floor at carefully designated points. Suspension points were also added to the already festooned ceiling of Richard’s dungeon.

Equipment was dumped in heaps ready for use and snap fittings were arranged in neat rows for easy access.

A sudden cessation of activity sent chills through the trembling women. Their time had come and each knew that whatever was planned, their present torment would seem a mere irritation when compared to the design of Hussan’s latest effort.

Groaning with the pain of a roughly released lock, they sagged from the stringent night long suspension arrangement and stood quaking in terror as the other points of connection were removed. Opportunist fingers invaded their various openings and mauled breasts as the locks were removed.

Ankle shackles clattered to the floor and for once they were able to move without risking the searing pain of rings attempting to tear through tender flesh. The relief however was to be a temporary respite from the rigours of their captivity.

Seized roughly by the soldiers, they were forced to the floor. Hassan watched with obvious enjoyment as they were arranged once more in a triangular formation. This time they found themselves lying on their backs on the cold stone, Within seconds legs had been pulled into a painfully wide splits and shackled to the new ring-bolts adorning the floor. Each right ankle was mated by chain and steel manacles to an immovable ring to become an extension of the next woman’s left limb.

The securing of legs finished, Hassan studied the neat geometrical formation of offered feminine limbs and vulnerable openings that decorated an otherwise featureless floor.

Sheer numbers prevented any thoughts of resistance, even though all three women had their hands free at this time; a situation that was now remedied as heavy steel, swivel pivoted double manacles snapped onto each pair of unfettered wrists.

Arms drawn above their heads, each woman groaned in turn as their limbs were stretched tautly and secured to more ring-bolts above and beyond their field of vision. The feeling of vulnerability was now complete. They were powerless to prevent any atrocity their captors wished to vent on their stretched, spreadeagled forms.

Fear showed starkly in tearful eyes as they watched impotently. More equipment was brought forward and dumped beside their supine bodies, the leering presence of Hassan adding to the rising dread of what was to come.

Asoldier entered the room and Hassan turned eagerly to meet him, the bucket in the soldier’s hand seemingly of immense interest as he pounced upon the container with undisguised glee.

Reaching in he confronted the shackled women as he withdrew a hand clutching what appeared to be a dripping mass of slimy khaki-coloured strips of seaweed.

Seaweed it was not, as the distressed women were soon to discover.

“Ever heard of Rawhide?” Questioned Hassan. A groan from Wendy confirmed that she had and that what she had heard did not ease her terror of the event to come.

Seeing that the others were not so well versed in American Indian torture techniques, Hassan explained the awesome properties of this seemingly innocuous material.

“Unbelievable stuff,” he continued. “Could have been custom designed to impart pain.

When wet like this you can stretch it to twice itsnormal length. Dry itoutand it goes right back to where it started.” He paused to assess the effects of his statement on the women, but seeing fearful questioning looks from two of his audience he decided that further explanation was required to extract the full measure of terror he sought.

“Let me put it this way. I think it will make excellent collars and bindings for you young ladies and perhaps perform a whole host of specialised suspension functions at the same time.“

The smooth cultured Oxford accent somehow seemed to impart additional menace into the cool description of their imminent suffering.

A nod from Hassan and the soldiers moved forward, obviously well versed in the routine of preparing a victim for interrogation by this method. The unfortunate fact was that none of the women had anything to disclose that would end the suffering. .. A fact that Hassan felt was a bonus.

Thin strips of rawhide were drawn from the bucket and stretched out to impossible lengths before being fastened around the victims.

Struggling fiercely and screaming for mercy, all three women were ignored as the bands of latent pain were attached.

Starting at ankles, the soldiers applied gruesomely tight ligatures of rawhide at three inch intervals up the full length of each leg.

Then moving to the stretched and straining arms they repeated the application.

Torso's from hip to shoulders also received a liberal covering of bands, until, as if waiting for a progress check, the soldiers halted whilst Hassan inspected each and every constricting loop. Henodded his approval, then as if tiring of the desperate entreaties of the helpless women he ordered them silenced.

Wads of dry rawhide that scratched and scraped the tender recesses of their oral cavities were rammed forcefully into their mouths before being secured in place by thin cords of the wet variety. Hassan explained this deviation to his captive, silenced audience.

“Works both ways,” he confided. “Add moisture and it swells instead of shrinking.“

His evil laugh struck terror into the women as the first stirring’s of activity were felt within their packed damp mouths.

“ And now for the final additions,” he gloated, motioning the soldiers to continue.

Their struggles were hopelessly doomed to failure and with sinking hearts, they gave up the battle as more cords of rawhide were knotted tightly around their throats. Still wrestling with the inevitable outcome of these wet necklaces, they hardly noticed when similar thongs were cinched around the base of each breasts. Long plaited ropes of the same material were connected to the vulnerable and offered rings piercing their clitorises and with muffled cries of pain, they each in turn felt their bodies drawn up into a quivering arch as the ropes were pulled up through the ceiling ring-bolts. The ends were tied off and the three point, upward curving female sculptures were left supported by their shackled limbs; .. maintained in that vibrant straining posture by the threat of horrific torment should they fail.

Hassan dismissed the soldiers after promising them a further chance to watch events at a later stage, then turning back to his captives he pressed home their terrible predicament and the pain to come.

“It takes an hour for the first effects to be appreciated,” he informed them; noting with interest the sheen of sweat already coating the women’s tortuously presented forms. “Soon you will beg for death to come swiftly, butalas, itwon’t come; .. ‘of that you can be sure’. Every hour I'm going to return and enjoy watching you being squeezed and slowly choked. Each time I will remember the pain, suffering and humiliation a single bullet fired by a woman has caused me.“

The women stared at his face, unable to believe that a human being could cold bloodedly plan such suffering for another. But then as they looked into his eyes they saw the crazed, demented pleasure he was deriving from the images of their future torment.

Seeing this madness, they all knew that there would be no reprieve, unless it was to suffer an even more diabolically painful experience that he may dream up. None of them knew that Hussan had already requisitioned a tank for their final demise on the end of a cannon’s barrel.

Hassan left them to wallow in their own fear, a fear already eating away at their resolve as the supporting limbs of each trembled with the strain and wadded mouths began to bulge and fill with a suffocating finality.

By the time Hassan returned the first insidious effects of the cinching ligatures were beginning to make themselves felt. Already their limbs were numbed and throbbing.

Breathing was becoming an effort as straining lungs battled to drag air through a steadily narrowing windpipe.

At waist level the encircling band forming their belts had almost disappeared into the soft resilient flesh and was seriously threatening to cut them in half; .. whilst the rest of their bodies and limbs had become a series of independently cinched balloons of flesh.

The terrifying plaited rope rising to the ceiling was shortening with devastating slowness, forcing them to arch further and further upward in an attempt to ease the strain on stretched and elongated clitoral fingers; ..

fingers that all knew would eventually be torn from their bodies, or mutilated by an exiting ring. .. That is if they had managed to survive the agonising sensation of their slow strangulation. Without doubt, the designer of their torture had few peers, the late unlamented Sharna was a mere pussy-cat when compared with this monster.

The day dragged agonisingly on and with each visit to his gasping, sweating charges, Hassan added another torment. The cinched breasts of the women, even at first application of their bindings had been ballooned into tight spheres of throbbing pain. Now with a further reduction of size in the cinching rawhide, they were threatening to burst with the pressure.

Three purpling, vein lined faces begged for release; the thongs around their long slender, defenceless throats cutting deeply into the creamy flesh of those suffering ladies. Hassan seemed to enjoy the dull thunking sound emanating from those abused orbs of anguish as he whipped each woman’s distended breasts in turn with a thin springy cane. Later, stretched, but not forgotten, the quivering bars of tormented clitorises were also subjected to the same treatment, as were the offered pubic mounds and inner thighs. Orifices were packed with all manner of hard objects, none of which were designed to bring pleasure to these normally erotically inclined openings.

Hassan was having the time of his life at the expense of three slowly dying, horribly tormented, beautiful women. Only he knew that they would be spared at the last minute to face the final chapter on his waiting T-54 tank.

NIGHT ASSAULT

Dusk came swiftly for others and with it came a welcome relief for the sweltering team in the rubble Butalthough the day had beenlong for them, it was but a mere few seconds when compared with the ordeal suffered so few miles away.

As Peter returned from his post by the opening to their hide-out, they all gathered for his appraisal of the situation.

“I think I see a way through,” he announced to a relieved team. “Right by the road-block near the post-office I can see the opening to a storm-water drain about four feet in diameter.

If we can make it to that after dark, I'm sure it comes up further to the East.“

The plan of action was decided upon and as the gloom outside became the fullness of night they began their move. The first hundred yards were a nightmare of hurriedly sought concealment as group after group of drunken soldiers stumbled across their path. But after some twenty minutes they all breathed a sigh of relief and stood thankfully in the cool dank interior of the storm water drain.

Splashing through a few inches of water lying in the bottom of the tube they groped their way forward through the darkness, fearful of using torches lest the end of the tunnel be nearer than they thought. The duct in fact proved to be some eighty yards long and as the slightly lighter circle of darkness loomed before them, Peter ordered a halt. Cautiously moving forward alone he moved out into the open and scanned the surrounding terrain before returning to the group.

“Lady luck is with us,” he informed in hushed tones. “We're about fifty yards from the house and the culvert from this tunnel runs right past the back of the property.“

Stimulated by a renewed conviction that their mission might possibly succeed, the team moved off at a crouch below the parapet of the deep concrete lined ditch. A lit cigarette butt spiralling down from a bridge caused a near heart attack for all as they spotted the soldier lounging, ‘back-to-the-railings” above.

With infinite care and stealth, they moved forward and Peter barely managed to suppress the Whoop! of surprise as one of the girls behind reached forward to his crouching figure and goosed his groin.

“Pack it in you bloody sex maniac,” he hissed.

But secretly he enjoyed this silly bit of fun as it broke some of the tension they were all feeling.

The rear wall of Richard’s house rose in a forbidding cliff at the side of the culvert and almost fearful of what they would find on the other side, they rapidly scaled its face with the help of grapnels. Soon, all stood silently beneath the hanging fronds of a tropical tree as they surveyed the grounds with the frightening open space between themselves and the house. Lit windows announced the fact that the house was occupied; .. but by whom?

Moving forward at a run the motley mob traversed the lawn and stood breathing heavily as they stood backs to the wall at the house, then with pre-arranged precision, split into two groups and began to circle the house from opposite directions.

None of the half drunk, laughing soldiers lounging in the kitchen even saw the briefly exposed face that peered through the window.

Their supreme confidence at overwhelming numerical superiority in the newly captured Kuwait was evident by their complete lack of security.

The two groups rejoined near the side of the house and Peter who had a smattering of Arabic from his overseas sales days informed them that the girls were all here. He had overheard a conversation by two officers on the veranda discussing the women in the cellar. At this point he felt it unwise to reveal the full extent of the discussion that included estimates of their expected life span expressed in minutes; ‘possibly an hour’. It was time to move and move fast if he ever wanted to feel the warm scented touch of his favourite women again.

Peter arranged the plan of action and all was set for the rescue. The fate of all now rested fully on his shoulders and his judgement of the obstacles ahead.

The soldier balancing on the back legs of a chair facing the door was the first to realise that his world of pleasure and freedom to do as he liked had come to an end. The sagging jaw and greying face was sufficient to cause his companions to spin towards the source of his obvious alarm. Three very evil determined looking women met their incredulous gaze and levelled black gaping muzzles of vicious looking cannons in their direction.

No words were spoken, they weren’t needed.

The gesturing tube of death in the tallest woman’s grip was sufficient to convey that they were required to lay on the floor.

Three thuds and a small exclamation “abruptly silenced’ heralded the entry into the world of unconsciousness of the three officers on the Patio. The above ground area of the house secured, Peter and several girls gathered at the top of the stairs leading down into the gloom of the cellar. After a brief pause to ensure everyone was ready, Peter led them silently down.

Hassan sat idly prodding a whip deeply into the spread cleft of Wendy’s pussy, enjoying the slight strangled gasps of pain sounding deep in her plugged mouth, a mouth now surrounded by horribly stretched, cracked lips that showed the distinct bluing of oxygen starvation. Similar strangled gasps of pain filtered from her companions as they suffered the indignity of harbouring rough surfaced insertions in each of their widely displayed openings.

He withdrew his instrument of torture and drew his arm back to slash the weapon across the bloated cinched limbs of the half dead Sandra to his left; .. but it was a blow destined never to fall. With a sharp biting pain, Hassan felt something hard grind into the side of his head just in front of his left ear and turning his head slowly, he saw the face of death peering down at him.

Peter transferred his prodding gun barrel to the underside of his chin and savagely jerked him up onto tiptoe. As he looked into the hatred twisted features before him, Hassan knew his life could be counted in seconds. As if waiting for something, Peter pinned him against the wall with the barrel and turned to motion the team forward.

Bursting from the shadows of the passageway, the stream of females launched themselves upon the hideously tortured triangle at the centre of the room. Feverish fingers struggled with impossibly tight knots in the drying rawhide, whilst helping hands slid under the women’s arched forms and offered support for their contorted bodies.

It took fifteen minutes for the deeply buried strands of hide to be carefully cut off and several minutes more to pry out of the suffocating packing in their mouths that had distended their cheeks to bursting point.

Finally came the most dangerous task of all.

The ligatures that had almost completed the slow strangulation of Hussan’s captives needed to be carefully sliced away. The knots were too deeply buried to even think of undoing them. A carefully applied razorsharp knife was the only solution.

Mandy, an ex nursing sister was allocated the task. Her skills at removing buried stitches would be tested to the full in the coming minutes. ‘Minutes were all they had left’.

A hush settled as she worked with infinite care, Angela being chosen first due to the fact that her life was almost at an end. Seconds dragged into minutes, then suddenly a harsh rattling sound announced the first of many unrestricted breaths as the rawhide dropped away.

Sandra was next; soon to be followed by Wendy who had steeled herself to survive whilst she watched her fellow sufferers dragged back from the jaws of death.

Peter relaxed slightly as he saw his beloved women struggling for life, dragging air noisily through bruised and inflamed throats. Itwas bad, but they would survive and hopefully blossom back into their former exquisite beauty given a lot of careful nursing.

He was about to turn back to the deathly white Hassan, when a group of girls detached themselves from the huddle on the floor. They advanced slowly, their eyes ignoring Peter and boring venomously into the terrified Hassan.

Peter decided that as much as he wanted to destroy the vermin at the end of his barrel himself, the girls deserved their piece of the action. Stepping back, he barely missed being engulfed in the flying hoard of screeching females, talons poised, as they hurled themselves at Hassan.

The Iraqi’ vanished under a welter of bodies, his screams and pleas drowned by the awesome caterwauling anger of the women who began to literally tear him to pieces. Nails ripped and scoured, teeth bit savagely at any part small enough to get a grip of. Sightless and with clothes ripped to shreds, Hassan lost the remaining items of his manhood to a razorsharp set of teeth as Mandy’s jaw snapped shut and his nuts were spat contemptuously to the side. Kicking feet and balled fists hammered him into a broken blood-streaked rag doll and as Peter began to wrest those savage female devils from the pathetic remains, he knew that Hassan was long dead.

He had paid the ultimate price of enraged female ferocity.

As the last woman was removed, he looked down at the shredded blood-smeared corpse and shrugged.

“Poetic,” he murmured. “He who lives by the sword, shall die by it.” His reference referred to Hussan’s love of torturing women, only to die at their hands.

Lifting the released women carefully the team carried them upstairs. Sandra tried to speak, but her voice was a mere crackling croak of pain and Peter soothed her tormented face with caressing fingers.

“Bet you thought I forgotten you?” He chided.

Sandra’s face broke into a difficult, lip cracked smile and her lips formed silent words.

“NEVER, I knew you would come,” she lied, trying to push the pain racked hours of hopeless resignation out of her mind.

They arrived in the lounge and were greeted by an ashen faced Sylvia as she motioned for Peter to follow. Several girls joined him as she led them outside to a shed. The scene within curdled even Peter’s blood as he looked upon the tortured remains of the maidservants. Finished in their final task of entertaining the troops, they lay at peace.

Without saying a word he turned and went back into the house where the recovering officers were being pushed into the kitchen with the soldiers. The whole group stood sullenly against the back wall as Peter took Sylvia’s SM 12. Snapping free the magazine, he checked that it contained a full fifty rounds before ramming it home in the breach. He moved into the kitchen, then turning, pushed the following girls back with a warning.

“You don’t want to see this,” he cautioned.

His icy tone warned the girls not to press the point.

The door closed and all outside were silent.

Suddenly the building shook and the door to the kitchen rattled on its hinges as brilliant flashes of light scythed from the crack below.

The thunderous sound went on and on, a never ending roar of retribution that battered hurriedly covered ears.

A pregnant silence descended, then as they watched the door slowly swung open and a blood-spattered, grim faced Peter walked out and closed the door behind him. The girls watched in silence as he pulled the empty magazine from the gun and tossed it to clatter against the wall in a gesture of contempt.

With a sudden surge of returning awareness, Peter brought his mind back to the task in hand. They still had four miles of heavily gunnied ground to cover before they could reach the safety of the waiting Snowy. A shout of alarm swung him round, followed by the unmistakable roar of tank engines and clattering tracks.

Running to the front windows he was just in time to see three T-54 tanks coming to a halt at the end of the drive. The execution of the torturers couldn’t have tipped anyone off; ..

there was sporadic gunfire going on almost all the time. Their entry into the house must have been spotted. In fact a returning soldier carrying a new supply of booze for the officers had gone unnoticed and he had slipped away to raise the alarm.

Troops appeared, fanning out into the grounds and with sinking hearts they all realised that the jig was up. It was a case of fight and die.

‘Or give up and die slowly and painfully’.

Frantically Peter searched for a way out, then as he watched he saw the leading tank’s 105mm cannon swinging towards the house.

Grabbing a loaded ‘PIAT he took careful aim at the base of the swinging turret and pressed the trigger. A flash of flame and an earsplitting bang marked a direct hit, but the turret continued to swing. He threw the weapon down in disgust. It was like a peashooter against modern armour. Troop carriers and lightweight armoured vehicles it would stop; .. but this brute required real firepower to make an impression.

Before he could even think of an alternative, there was an almighty explosion; glass flew in shards as they were all blown flat. Almost surprised that he was alive, Peter dragged himself up to see what damage the shell had done. None was in evidence apart from ‘blown-in windows’. Then, realising the significance of this, he peered out at the tank.

A turret-less blazing wreck stood by the gate and even as he looked the second tank erupted in a gush of flame, closely followed by the third.

Demoralised infantry ran for cover as the waspish exploding ammunition hummed all around. Running figures of Iraqgi soldiers jerked and collapsed as if struck by invisible hands and this mystified Peter. Unconfined exploding ammunition rarely had the power to strike with such force. Without a barrel to direct the force, the cartridges normally popped the bullets out as the propellant flashed off.

As the din abated, Peter suddenly heard the muffled coughing of silenced SMG’s and the stucatto rasp of Ingrams. He was at a loss to understand this turn of events until a tap on his shoulder spun him round. There facing him was the most welcome sight he would ever see.

“Come on, get a move on laddie, we've got a lot of shagging promised.“

The S.A.S. Major grinned widely with his blackened face and as he scanned the room Peter saw other members of his team helping the girls to carry the three stricken woman out the back. A glance through the window revealed the cause of the Iraqgi’'s strange puppet like behaviour as the remaining S.A.S.

team members emerged from hiding after mopping up the last remnants.

The trip down the gully and into the darkness of the covered culvert went without hitch.

Behind them a rearguard team left by the Major kept the Iragi's busy, before leaving a house full of booby traps to slow them down.

Within minutes they joined their partners underground and the whole group headed for Snowy and his waiting Grey Lady. The trip back was easy. The Iraqi’s were systematically blowing Richard’s house to pieces in the mistaken belief that they were still in it.

All the troops they saw were running pell-mell in the opposite direction, eager to join in the fun as the infidel invaders were destroyed.

Snowy came through and as planned was waiting at the rendezvous. A grateful combined team poured aboard and with the need for secrecy gone, Grey Lady shattered the night with the roar of her exhausts as she carried them to safety.

A few badly aimed shells came whistling overhead as they raced seaward, but they soon became non existent as a radar searching navy spotted the speeding boat and lobbed a few dozen well aimed, four and a half inch, high explosive ‘bricks’ at the shore side gun flashes, followed by a pair of skilfully guided Sea-Slug missiles that converted the Iraqi gun pits into wells of superheated wreckage and shredded bodies.

Snowy was hopping about with excitement and tears of relief streaked his cheeks as he saw the rescued women, battered but alive in the cabin below. Sylvia sidled up to the ecstatic Snowy, a burly commando in tow.

“Do you think you could get this boat lost for a couple of hours Snowy?” She inquired mischievously.

Snowy looked first at her, then sideways at the Major who was also draped with grateful female arms. His mission successfully completed and the need for speed in getting the information back not essential at this stage.

The Major gave a small resigned nod to Snowy.

On a distant Frigate, a perplexed ops room officer stared incredulously at his glowing radar screen as the blip of his attentions appeared to veer suddenly to the South and disappear behind a large sand bar. He watched for its reappearance at the other end, but waited in vain.

“I don’t understand Sir,” he said, turning to the Captain. “They were right on course and now they’ve just veered off. It's almost as if they’re hiding behind that bar.“

The Captain concealed his grin with a hand and turning, consoled the worried officer.

“Don’t worry Number One, I have a feeling that our assault team is in good hands. .. Very good hands; or at least certain parts of them,“

he murmured as an afterthought.

Making his way back to the bridge, the Captain was sure in his own mind that the mission had been a complete success due to the obvious victory celebrations taking place on the boat. Wistfully, he wondered why it was that Captain’s never seemed to get any perks.

HOMEWARD BOUND

Three hours later, a moving blip heralded the reappearance of the floating sin-palace and as the boat was secured alongside, the Captain watched a thoroughly ‘shagged’ S.A.S. assault team clamber wearily up the boarding nets.

Looking down to the boat, he saw a equally exhausted female team waving goodbye.

It had been a hard fought battle. These supremely fit men almost won the day, much the delight of their ultra receptive hosts. But the weaker sex finally wore them down.

Beaten into submission for the first time in their lives and yet ecstatic at their failure, the S.AS. men swaggered through the envious ranks of clustered naval personnel; answering jeered calls of derision at their failure to subdue these women with knowing shakes of the head.

A Bosun’s chair was lowered and one at a time the three rescued women were lifted from the Grey Lady and whisked to sick-bay by the strong hands of willing seamen. For two days they languished in state, showered by gifts and well wishing messages from the crew, whilst protected by the watchful eye of the ship’s doctor as he repaired their abused bodies.

Two days was as long as he could hold them; for on the third day, although barely able to speak, they insisted that they were well enough to return to the following Grey lady.

A harassed Captain, finding it increasingly difficult to control the crew’s growing interest in these wilful flirting women, decided that maybe it would be for the best.

Grey Lady came alongside and after having her tanks topped up by a grateful Navy, the old warrior of the seas turned away with her reunited team of hell-cats.

Whoops! of farewell blasted from the ship’s siren, lined rails cheering crew bade and a sea of waving arms bade them goodbye as the Grey Lady sank her bustle into the turbulent backwash of her own wake. The big Meteors throbbing powerfully, she pulled quickly ahead and then swung in a wide arch that would take her past the frigate in a farewell pass.

Spying the young boarding-party lieutenant on the bridge wing, Sheila, the instrument of his public downfall, blew him a kiss, then turning her back to him she hoisted her mini skirt and wiggled a heavenly naked backside in his direction.

The Captain almost collapsed with mirth as the young officer’s face assumed the shades of a newly painted Post Box, whilst the crew roared its appreciation at this display of femininity, Heading Southward at a more sedate ladylike pace, Grey Lady headed for home and watched by the still sore and recovering trio of women, Peter and Snowy enjoyed the fruits of their labours.

Trussed girls lay everywhere and new idea’s, supplied by the three convalescing women, based on their own intimate knowledge of the subject were tried on various incapacitated damsels. Snowy however, was rarely away from his wheel on the bridge, which wasn’t really surprising in view of the fact that the old spoked schooner wheel fitted to Grey Lady was hardly visible behind the cinched naked body of the young lady who adorned its face.

Changing course was a novel experience that brought many strangely shaped spokes to hand with each turn. Soft sensuous, squirming spokes produced odd shudders in the human wheel when used. The centre ‘midships’ spoke being of particular interest, due to the fact that it was in fact an over-length dildo that protruded from the warm musky tunnel of the cinched woman'’s pussy.

Changes of direction however, where infrequent, mainly due to the fact that with the wheel in the midships position, Sheila was inverted and her searching mouth within easy reach of Snowy’s open flies. Disaster nearly struck when an unexpected sand bar loomed ahead and without thinking Snowy spun the wheel.

A screech of fear turned all heads to look in time to catch the sight of Snowy trying to follow the moving wheel, dragged by a firmly gripped penis in the rotating Sheila’s mouth.

Clear of the narrow straits and once more into open waters, “auto-pilot’ consisted of a simple arrangement devised by Snowy in retribution.

A simple cord attached to Sheila’s clit ring, securing it to a cleat, ensured that the wheel stayed amidships whilst he attended to other matters. Two additional lines attached to her nipples provided an excellent method of damping the wheel’s violent jerking. This continual snubbing of her three delicate nodules was completely overlooked by a sore Snowy; .. as were the garbled comments filtering past a sweaty sock filling Sheila’s mouth.

The voyage was an unhurried affair as both captors and willing captives alike enjoyed the welcome relief from tension and fear; free to enjoy the thrills of bound ecstacy.

Without question, all were looking forward to resuming their idylic lifestyle at Bella’s ranch. A call on the radio phone added to the joy as Peter was informed that he was now the proud sire of a perfect female foal, born of the filly Princess he had serviced nine months before. Bella the mare was herself only days away from providing a second addition to his blossoming herd.

Peter was ecstatic at the news, especially since the Princess had produced a female; .. no doubt a girl who would grow to mirror her mother’s great beauty in the sands of time. A riotous celibration party quickly developed as the Grey Lady ploughed southward, the security and pleasure of the ranch growing ever nearer with each passing league. Atleast there they could all relax and enjoy their chosen life style without fear of interuption.

Or could they?

THE HOME COMING Several months had passed since the weary band of rescuers and rescued had returned to the fold; safe once more at the haven of Bella’s ranch. Life in general soon returned to normal, although Sandra and Angela were only now reaching a condition that could be considered as fully recovered.

For Peter, life had been one long grind, for although his two favourite bondagettes were temporarily out of contention, there were still plenty more willing limbs and curvaceous bodies to bind and savour.

Carlos the ex tramp steamer Captain, now a trustee at the farm, had done his best to ease Peter’s burden of servicing the women on a regular basis in penance for earlier misdeeds.

His help was appreciated, but nevertheless it was a gruelling, albeit pleasantly exhausting task for two males to undertake.

With Bella and the Princess busy attending to their new foals, Peter’s mind began to stray to other things. Without doubt the farm boasted what was probably the finest collection of bondage equipment anywhere in the world; not to mention the excellent choice of female bodies on offer; a choice which had now grown to some forty eight wenches by various means. And yet Peter still felt that things were stagnating.

Perhaps it was the anticlimax after the two rescue missions; first from the cannibals, and then Saddam Hussein’s unsavoury clan. Or was it just that they had used all Bella’s equipment too often for it to have the same impact any more?

With these thoughts rolling around in his mind, Peter found himself wondering about his farm and various other assets he had left back in England all those months ago. His frenzied exit in pursuit of the hijacked Sandra had left him little time to prepare for his absence, nor for that matter had he found the time since to really consider anything other than the day to day events that had taken place to occupy all his waking hours; some stressful, mostly blissful, and all fabulously exciting.

It therefore came as no surprise to Sandra and her friend when Peter informed them that he intended to return to the UK for a short spell.

In fact Peter’s planned trip fitted in rather well with their own schedule for the coming weeks.

For some time now both women had been preoccupied with the diminutive form of Susan, who upon seeing the return of her friends unharmed, had taken it upon herself in moments of extreme excitement to utter strange gurgling noises.

Bella was intrigued and arranged for her to see a specialist doctor. His findings on inspecting Susan’s throat thrilled all when he announced that contrary to Susan not having a voice box, she in fact had a well formed oratory facility. Her problem since birth was a thin membrane that covered the organs vital for speech; a membrane which had since split during her excited greeting of the two rescued women. It was but a simple matter of a small surgical operation to remove the rest of the offendirg tissue and pave the way for Susan to join the world of speech.

With the surgery healed and the swelling gone, Sandra and Angela appointed themselves speech therapists, whilst Peter tackled the problem of her mobility.

The result of his efforts were truly astounding, and his design almost wholly attributable to a popular children’s program. The outcome of both his own efforts and those of the two women produced a happily gurgling ‘Dalek’ that could be seen scuttling to and fro at almost anytime, day or night.

Susan’s apparent bubbling joy when on the move could probably have been due to the simple device Peter built into her transporter; a device that not only invaded her tight delightfully formed love nest, but vibrated and moved in and out whenever the transporter was in motion.

There was however a negative side to the whole affair. Since Susan regained her mobility, everyone else lost their free time as she relentlessly pursued anyone who might conceivably be interested in playing with her.

In desperation Peter even stooped to unplugging the machine’s battery charger as she slept so that early in the next day she would grind to a halt during the chase.

Another ploy had been to cross-wire the sensors leading to nerves in her shoulders which were used to guide her sex chariot, the result being that she would spin around in crazy circles until she mastered the new sequence required to guide her after her chosen target.

Now, with her speech entering a new stage, Susan forgot her pursuit of sex, temporarily, and concentrated on perfecting her new found skill, a skill that appeared to hold out even more promise in her quest to quench an insatiable sexual appetite.

So with things rolling along relatively smoothly, Peter slipped off almost unnoticed and boarded his flight for the UK.

 EPISODE EIGHT

TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS

THE PLAN

Peter’s return some three weeks later, was to an equally placid environment. Little had changed, with the exception that Susan now had a command of most words needed for rudimentary speech. Carlos was in hospital suffering from exhaustion, and Bella’s foa/had cut her first tooth.

Sandra and Angela were glad he was back and looked forward to hearing of his business trip home. With this in mind, they laid on a superb welcome home evening meal, over which it was expected to hear all the details of his trip.

That may have been their intention, but unfortunately it was not to be. Peter seemed strangely reticent about discussing anything to do with his overseas visit, and yet there seemed a vibrant dynamism about the man that had been missing prior to his absence.

Both women felt it, and likewise both harboured an unnerving suspicion that they would soon find out what it was that was driving him.

“I've been thinking about this ranch a lot while I was away,” Peter murmured, almost to himself. “It's about time we realised its full potential as a real farm and produced some crops or something.“

The girls stared at him in amazement, unable to grasp the fact that sex and bondage were for the moment not uppermost in his mind.

Each turned to look at the other as they pondered this sudden change in attitude with something akin to concern. Eventually Sandra broke the pregnant silence as Peter continued to broed over his thoughts.

“And what may we ask brought about this latest revelation? She still wasn’t sure she’d heard him correctly. Peter looked up as if realising that he was in company for the first time.

“Oh! I Er! just happened to visit an agricultural show whilst I was in UK and I got to thinking that we were wasting the natural resources of this place. I mean there’s something like 800 hectares of fertile land out there and plenty of water from the bore holes; it seems a shame that it's doing nothing.“

Peter’s speech faltered to a halt, partly due to the looks of suspicious disbelief in both girls eyes implying he wasn't being taken seriously.

They’d known him too long to actually believe that he’d suddenly become environmentally aware, but for the moment neither could see the catch that they knew was there.

“Anyway!” he continued, ignoring their obvious scepticism, “I've arranged for us to have an exhibition of our own before we choose what equipment will suit us best.“

Angela began to feel uneasy as soon as equipment and machinery were mentioned.

Stealing a look at Sandra, she could see that her own misgivings were shared by her friend.

The thought of Peter and machinery, without trussed women, was about as feasible as a Concorde without wings. However, even with such grave misgivings about the whole idea, both women felt the stirring of arousal deep in their bodies as they tried to imagine the possible combinations of bondage that could be achieved. Peter was still rambling on unheard by either woman as they wrestled with inner thoughts.

As it happened, the natural delay between mentioning the project and the arrival of equipment found them all employed by a new and unenvisaged windfall.

Saddam Hussein’s army was running amok, and as yet, the forces of N.A.T.O. were still pondering their navels whilst the tyrant unleashed a tidal wave of terror upon the defenceless population of southern Iraq and neighbouring Kuwait. The result was a steady stream of refugees heading south by virtually any means. Sandra and cohorts, having studied television pictures of these columns of misery, concluded that there would be rich pickings for any half decent bondage loving, AC - DC women on the look-out for available material.

Within days they had assembled a small task force from the farm girls and were heading North to the southern borders of Kuwait. By the next day a brightly coloured marquee sprang up by the roadside, and was soon attracting a steady stream of young nubile girls, curious as to the ‘New life as a BD model’ emblazoned across the opening to the tent’s cool interior. The smiling well dressed healthy women inside eased their fears somewhat, and timidly a steady stream of curious hopefuls began to filter in.

Under Arabian culture, the bondage life they were offered was little different to any normal life they could expect as an Arab’s wife; except of course that dainty symbolic chain ornaments would be replaced by heavier infinitely more serviceable equipment. The demands on their sexual favours, would, if the saleswomen could be believed, be more extensive; .. but considerably more satisfying for them. It was little wonder that without exception, every woman selected, chose to 168 sign her immediate life away for a period of five years. In some cases it was a case of being sold, as fathers sold their assets for gain to support the rest of the family. A daughter of marriage age was a commodity to be cashed in if the price was right.

Sandra and cohorts felt some pity for these frightened girls, trembling whilst they were stripped and bound under the watchful eye of their previous guardian as the purchase price changed hands. But no sooner had the men gone, than the trussed girls were comforted and reassured that their life was taking a turn for the better.

It was probably hard for them to envisage this Utopia when gagged, bound, and strapped excruciatingly tightly in a nose to pussy format with some other poor naked unfortunate. Butalas, business was booming, and the one truck would barely hold the rapidly expanding consignment even when shipped as double trussed units.

Some purchases came ready packed; no doubt dubiously acquired in the shambles of a city under siege. Mouths packed with rag and sealed with a stick-gag tied cruelly tight between gaping lips told of stories that needed to be kept secret. Standard camel cages were usually employed for transport of these formally wealthy ladies who had been abducted. Stripped, folded and bound, these formerly untouchable women had their first real taste of humiliation as they were sold like items of merchandise. It was a rude awakening to be ogled, prodded, and petted by these western women as they squirmed within the inescapable confines of their personal prisons. The barely disguised looks of lustful intent on the faces of those potential buyers did little to ease the sense of impending doom in any of those pitifully presented debutantes.

Sandra saw a dusky maiden who raised instant hots in her pussy, and zoomed in before Angela had the chance to pre-empt her.

She had the deliciously rounded specimen extracted from her cage for a more detailed inspection. The struggling woman rolled helplessly on the floor as her bounds held her balled and helpless; unable to resist as she was pitched and turned in every direction during a very thorough checking over. Slender fingers slid into her presented orifice as she was held up-ended and pussy pouting towards the sky. A tear welled from her eye, and she saw the woman called Sandra smile; part comfortingly, part impishly. The fingers dug deeper, wriggling and twisting as a thumb came into contact with her jutting clitoris and ground the sensitive nodule with irresistibly sensuous result. Shamefully, the maiden tried to hide her flushed face, but was unable to escape the piercing look of understanding as her masochistic abuser recognised all the symptoms of a kindred spirit.

“This one! .. What is her name?” The grovelling salesman displayed a mouthful of rotten teeth as he spoke.

“Anthea, Missy Sandra. She’ called Anthea.“

Sandra fixed him with a scowl.

”An Arab woman called Anthea?“

“Yes Missy. She called Anthea. She daughter of rich oil sheikh who live in America long time.” Sandra looked down at the woman impaled on her internally caressing finger and received a grudging nod of confirmation; perhaps in the belief that she would be released if this woman bought her.

“How much are you asking for her then?“

A look of false innocence and mock honesty moulded the swarthy features in a long practised pre-bargaining preparation. He took in the wealthy well kept look of his potential customer and mentally trebled the asking price.

“$60,000 Missy. .. Bargain at $60,000. very young, very firm, virgin girl Missy.“

Sandra raised an eyebrow in sceptical appraisal as her figures continued to explore the hot receptive pussy that was far from inexperienced. She looked to the bound woman again as if to confirm the statement, 170 but was not surprised to see her turn her eyes away as the flush grew more rosy.

“Don’t talk crap man. She’s a whore!” The pussy tensed angrily on her fingers, but was stilled as Sandra’s fingers twitched a warning in her silky depths. The message was clear.

Shut up and I'll take you away from this grease ball.

“I'll give you $5000, and then you're robbing me.” The swarthy face squinted shrewdly at her. He knew that this deal was going to take some swinging to get a reasonable price.

As it happened, the haggling continued for some thirty minutes, during which time Sandra was delighted to feel the unmistakable twitching of a pussy in orgasm on three occasions as she continued to tease throughout the haggling. But at the end of the haggle, Sandra walked away moderately pleased that she had bought this bound beauty for $9500. A snip at double that price.

But then she had already guessed that this unsavoury character was after a quick buck, and more than anxious to rid himself of a possession that could easily get him killed were he to be caught in possession.

The Arab left, cursing his luck for encountering such a street-wise western woman, whilst Sandra turned back to supervise the packing of her latest acquisition as she withdrew a wet glistening finger from the juice laden pussy of her purchase. The helpless woman rolled back onto her side.

Wide eyed the damsel listened with horror as she heard the pronouncement of her mode of transport. She’d been fully expecting the woman buyer to take pity on her plight and release her. Instead she found that her bondage was to be a most salutary affair, calculated to crush any thoughts of escape, and designed to rob her of any remaining modesty. The woman Sandra was a devil.

She seemed to instinctively sense her innermost, deepest and most secret desires.

Feelings that she would never have dared reveal, but now seemed destined to be nurtured whether she liked it or not.

Her gagged moans of disapproval rose in volume as a disk like pedestal was wheeled in on mini castors, and she strained mightily as her eyes alighted on the central pole with its businesslike hook. At this point in the proceedings she had no idea to what purpose this would be put. But whatever it was, she was sure it would be a traumatic experience to find out. She was not left to wonder for long.

The strong helping hands of Sandra’s female assistants unbound her from the long compressed ball format and forcefully conveyed her towards the waiting device. She struggled, but was powerless to prevent her progress as the cramps of a long incarceration in the transport cage robbed her of any real strength.

Whimpering quietly, she stoically resigned herself to the coming ordeal and barely resisted as she was placed kneeling on the disk with her back to the pole. Resistance to having her legs spread was a token affair, soon to be crushed completely as powerful clamps encircled her calves and ankles, leaving her secured in a vulnerable kneeling straddle.

Strong hands forced her wrists up high into the hollow between strained shoulder blades, where more clamps gripped and maintained their position with the finality of unbreakable steel. Anthea castimploring looks at her new owner, but was rewarded with a smirking look of understanding. The woman Sandra seemed to know that all this was kindling deep fires of suppressed desires that she had long refused to acknowledge. A cruelly tight band passed around her midriff and crushingly reduced her already trim waist to a parody of an hour glass.

Briefly Anthea had the chance to speak as the crude stick gag was removed from her stiff jaws. But alas, the respite was too short to be of any use. Hardly had she flexed her aching facial muscles more than once before an all embracing leather brank latticework of straps encircled her head and snuffed all hope of verbal contact. A massive dildo gag bored deep as the self locking bands of hide drew ever tighter. Finally the beast nestled fully buried and nudging her throat.

She curled her lips to plead through her teeth, only to have an all sealing padded leather cover weld her lips tightly shut as it compressed her face with commanding force.

But the worst was yet to come.

Anthea barely had time to register the slight vibrations of a sliding hook when her bottom was forcibly pushed back to the pole; her nates parting to rest the cool steel neatly into her rear cleft. There was a cold pressure against her tightly clenching anal ring, and then the well greased hook slid deeply into her bottom.

She bucked and fought. But to no avail. Every attempt to escape the rectal impaling brought searing pain to her overstressed sphincter muscle. Anthea quickly learned that if she kept still, the intrusion was bearable and would rapidly become acceptable. In any case, she was pinioned like a butterfly on a pin as a locking device prevented the hook from sliding down again.

Still struggling to come to terms with this new and devastating abuse of her fettered form, Anthea was in no position to avoid the continuing reduction of her liberty as her head was pulled sharply backward and secured to leave her facing the ceiling of the tent. Surely this was the ultimate in restraint. Movement was a luxury she was denied in any form until a benevolent rescuer chose to release her.

She was wrong. With something akin to sheer horror, Anthea felt hands and fingers fumbling in her crotch. Then a sharp pain seared through the tender exposed nodule of her clitoris as some sort of clamp snapped closed.

Seconds later she felt the weight of a pendant weight dragging her love bud earthwards and swinging with a devastatingly erotic feeling.

Two more similar sensations assaulted her forward thrust nipples, and the resilient sponges of her youthful breasts registered a pair of weights plummeting from deliberately careless fingers.

Trembling with a turmoil of mixed feelings and emotions, Anthea wept silently as she treated her captors to the spectacle of her undeniable arousal. Her spread charms began to drip long streamers of horribly unwanted love juice for all to see. Miserably she stared upwards as Sandra’s face appeared above her.

“Nearly finished Anthea darling. Now don't you, go off half cocked; just a little longer and we'll be finished, then you can lots of fun all on your own whilst we finish our business.“

Incredulously, the ultra restrained beauty registered the fact that she still hadn’t attained the final format of her ordeal, and with impotent begging looks, surged pitifully against the inflexible restraints fettering her form. Cool steel bands encircled the base of each pounding pert breast, no sooner placed than they began to inexorably tighten as the adjusters were tightened. Tighter and tighter they grew; .. squeezing, shaping, forcibly extruding her generously offered orbs to form outrageous fleshy grapefruits tipped with bursting purpled nipples.

Anthea couldn’t see the effect, but was fully aware of the spectacle provided by her distended cartoon-like boobs. But she had little time to reflect on these throbbing balls of womanhood. More skulduggery was afoot in the nether regions. Something was being added to her base.

Her whole body tensed without warning as the intent became known. For a brief second the monstrous globular head of some monolithic pussy pole brushed against her slick rubbery love lips. A split second later, the awful truth became fact. With no way to resist, Anthea strained against her bonds as a huge turret like dildo nosed forcefully into her love nest and tested the elasticity of her sex lips to the limit. She could mentally see the straining mouth of her pussy opening wider and wider, stretching and swallowing this monstrous labial gag as it bulldozed into her like a gleaming juggernaut. Briefly Sandra’s smirking face reappeared to mock her demise, then it was gone as she returned to more interesting views denied to the owner of that dilating orifice of pleasure.

TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS The tunnel borer thundered onward, boring, stretching, shouldering aside the delicate slippery membranes of her love channel as it drilled into her very core. Then all was still.

Trussed, gagged and filled to bursting, Anthea waited with dread as the moment of her newly awakened need approached.

Almost with a shock bordering on pain, she felt the invader burst into life, slowly rotating, vibrating, and reciprocating with mindless, will sapping ferocity. It was only then that she realised that it was shaped like a corkscrew. The smooth spiralling thread was massaging her super sensitive channel with excruciatingly pleasant undulating surges of sexual power. .. And amidst this onslaught of exotic arousal, the fettered woman realised with incredulous disbelief, that her tormentors were deserting her. .. Leaving her to the inescapable mindless methodical attentions of a mechanical pussy marauder.

Her love nest virtually flooded with gushing hot rivers of love juice as the full impact of her demise became known. But the worst was yet to come. With barely enough time to adjust to the rigours and blatant helpless display of her form, the women returned to torment her.

The day’s business was complete, and flushed with the success of the trip, the team decided to have a night of fun before returning with bulging coffers of writhing, bound, booty.

A seeming plenitude of tongues and skilled fingers began to stroke and caress her captive form with devastating effect. Despite all her formal upbringing, the delectable Anthea found her resolve melting rapidly in the blowtorch heat of unstoppable sexual need.

Within seconds she was out of control, moaning, begging, pleading for release from the torment in the only way now possible. The burgeoning lust in her fettered form refused to be denied. With horror she vaguely registered the sniggers of derision as she exploded; that in itself adding fuel to the furnace of her unleashed sex drive as the latent masochistic traits buried deep in her subconscious revelled in her blatant abuse.

For what seemed an eternity, she was embroiled in the bubbling cauldron of her response, only to feel the hands return, and the devilish spiralling worm in her love nest speed up as that first orgasm began to wane.

She endured a second and the a third massive volcanic eruption of lust, each in turn surpassing the previous unthinkably explosive outpouring of release. But it was never ending. The torment continued to mount in direct proportion to the growing squeals of delight from her mocking tormentors. Briefly; mere seconds before she succumbed to the veil of dark insensibility, Anthea saw the understanding face of her new owner, and in turn began to comprehend the spectacular new world of experience she had been unwillingly invited to join. The mists of tranquillity descended on a fully converted and eager young mind as her true destiny unfolded before her.

When Anthea awoke, it was to the rumble and jostling of travel over desert roads. But still she was secured to her stand. She could hear the muted sounds of other prizes, and in many cases the sound of two women bound together experiencing the joys of sensuous female contact for the first time. With something akin to clinical shock, it suddenly dawned on her, that she too had readily accepted another female’s touch without reservation. How could this be? All her life she had been taught to think of such things as abhorrent. And yet when put to the test she fell instantly into the hedonistic pleasures of Lesbos.

The unfathomable equation rattled around inside her head, interrupted on a regular basis by the sounds of twin orgasmic outpourings all around her as the rest of that writhing cargo fell into the same trap with gay abandon.

Using the constant rumble and jostle of the moving truck to camouflage her activities, she experimented with the small amount of movement left to her. Her lower body seemed to develop a mind of its own, working her hungry sex tube on the mechanical invader.

Several times she achieved her own self engineered orgasm, each in turn producing an even greater level of that magical wonderment in her overloaded mind. But then as she surged powerfully towards the next erotic adventure, she perceived that she was being watched. With horror she opened her eyes to see a plethora of interested spectators mentally indulging in her visibly working form. The trussed pairs had somehow conspired to roll so as to be all facing towards her. The question was; .. by accident, or design? and how many adventures had they actually witnessed. She flushed crimson with embarrassment, but felt it instantly wane as she noted genuine interest and understanding in women who had already succumbed to the temptations of the flesh.

Her thoughts were interrupted as the face of another woman appeared. As it happened, Angela had been allotted the task of feeding Sandra’s latest conquest. The straps binding her head eased, and with a stifled groan, Anthea allowed her head to rise from the neck breaking backward bend. Her mouth was unplugged, and gratefully she noted that Angela was waiting patiently for her to regain the use of her stiff jaw. There was an air of understanding in her demeanour, and Anthea realised that this woman understood all about the rigours of bondage from first hand experience, and the cultural shock of confronting her own hidden desires for the first time.

“Feeding time young lady. Can’t have you going all weak on us can we?“

Gratefully Anthea nodded and accepted the tasty morsels of chopped food without question. It was the first food to pass her lips in the three days since capture. She ate ravenously, foregoing the urge to question her benefactor until the demon of hunger had been sated. Thoughtfully she allowed Angela to wipe her lips clean before speaking.

“Why are you doing this to me; what'’s going to happen. Why ?” Angela put up her hand for silence.

“You'll find out soon enough my dear, don’t worry about that. But put your mind at rest.

You will not be harmed in any way, of that you can be sure.” Anthea digested the words at length, but at the same time felt some sort of deeply personal interest in herself emanating from the other woman. Not so much in a sexual way, but perhaps a feeling of jealousy? Angela’s next words answered all her questions on that score.

“Sandra and I go back a long way sweetie, so just because she’s taken a shine to you for the moment, don’t expect me to take a back seat.

The first time I see you making a move on her I'll truss you like a chicken and have you sold off in the nearest slave market before you can blink.

Both women started as a voice spoke softly behind them.

“No need to worry on that score Angie; .. I bought her for both of us to play with.“

Angela flushed with embarrassment as Sandra appeared from the shadows at the back of the truck. Her rosy hue deepened as her lover reached down and cupped a naked breast in long slender fingers.

“I wouldn’t want you to think we are a separate item just because I bought a new toy for us both.” Angela’s mouth sagged open and emitted a soft feline moan of pleasure as a razor sharp nail flicked at her nipple.

Anthea looked on with interest as the pairing of these two superbly crafted women became evident. Then her consternation grew as both women remembered her presence and turned towards her with lustful intent. The thought of being a plaything for these two sex goddesses certainly had merit, but was moderated by a feeling of fearful contemplation of what that could mean.

“Please, don’t hu—uummph!” She got no further as the dildo gag plunged back into her open mouth. In a trice she was silenced and neck strained to stare upwards again.

“You speak when spoken to you sweet little thing. Otherwise that mouth of yours is to be used for one purpose only, and that is to bring pleasure myself and Angie. Understand?“

Sandra cocked a questioning eyebrow at her new acquisition, and receiving no discernible answer, lifted and dropped a nipple weight.

“Muuuph! UUUrrgh!” It was an emphatic yes by all accounts. The spiralling dildo resumed its burrowing as Anthea was left to her own devices. It would seem the women had yet to do the rounds of the other purchases yet.

Forty eight long weary and somewhat sexually exhausting hours later, Anthea felt the truck roll to a final stop. Wherever it was they were going, it seemed they had arrived.

Daylight lanced into the dim container as the huge rear doors swung open, and with a sinking heart, Anthea strained her eyes to see a young man staring straight at her naked presented form.

“Keep your hands off Peter.” It was Sandra, obviously laying down ground rules before this highly interested male got to grips with the helpless offering greeting his lecherous stare.

“Aw!Come on Sandra. Don't be a hog. You've got a whole truck load here. Can’t I just have the one?” Angela moved shoulder to shoulder with her cohort and both women fixed the man with a malevolent smouldering look of challenge.

“You have the whole truck load. This one is ours,” warned the impressively aggressive woman. Between them they formed a formidable sight. .. A veritable pair of lionesses protecting their kill. Peter hesitated, then visibly backed off. He could wait. Sooner or later they would be incapacitated, and then he would sample the dusky maiden.

“And if you're thinking what we think you are thinking, just remember Peter my lad; you have to sleep sometime; and when you do we’ll have you for breakfast. It'll be two or three months non stop on a breeding frame.“

added Sandra.

Peter blanched at the thought. He had managed to endure a week as a forcibly milked stud when first joining Bella’s clan, but the ravages on his manhood had been severe.

Carlos had required hospitalisation and several weeks recuperation after periods not even close to that. The sentence mooted by Sandra would take him close to death. .. A hell of a way to go on the face of it, but not so inviting when your shaft was red raw from over usage. It looked as if Anthea would remain private property; for the foreseeable future at any rate. He glanced down at the tethered maiden and saw something akin to relief in her eyes. No doubt she felt that a usage limited to two females she had already come to trust was preferable to be shafted continuously by an unknown man. Silly girl!

She had no idea of the demands that her keepers would place on her form. But he had no doubt that she would learn very quickly.

Peter turned away, defeated for the moment, but was already scheming to turn the tables.

He busied himself with the unloading of the other spoils, making sure that he fondled and tested each and every double package as the fork lift swung them clear. Without doubt, there was enough new fodder here to keep him occupied until a solution came over the horizon, and a very nice stop gap to be sure.

And with the coming show, he had just the job for those two hoarding females of his.

He watched amused as one pair immediately went into synchronous orgasm at the experience of being lifted and publicly moved like an erotic parcel of sex toys. Obviously both were well matched in temperament. He took notice of the numbers written on their rumps with a felt tip pen and made mental note to ensure that these two were arranged to provide him with the voyeuristic spectacle of being forced into a lesbian duet for his personal enjoyment.

Take 26 and 27 to my rooms and arrange them on the twins display will you Wendy.” He was referring to a special apparatus that had been designed to reduce two twin sisters to mindless orgasmic torment by their own hand. It was a diabolically conceived device that pitted one woman against the other in a battle to avoid unstoppable arousal. In short, there was no escape, and no possible winner.

The result was a cyclic display of futile effort to avoid the inevitable. .. A most enjoyable spectacle to be sure. The machine was vacant for the moment. A pair of stubborn twins had finally been reduced to pleading drained fully converted wrecks and were still asleep forty eight hours after being released. A request that they perform with each other whilst he watched was assuredly going to be met with a lot more enthusiasm in the future. The orgasmatrometer had recorded a score of one hundred and ninety-eight orgasms each before the final collapse into blubbering incoherence. Now it would be interesting to see how long two equally matched girls who were complete strangers to each other could withstand the battle for supremacy. And then of course there was the pity factor as they were forced watch the loser endure endless mechanised attention as the penalty for losing that particular round.

Sandra and her partner smiled at Peter’s retreating back. They both knew he wouldn’t give up. Nor would they want him to. But at least he would be occupied long enough for them to have lots of fun with Anthea.

Whatever surprises the next few weeks held, they were sure to be interesting whichever way it went. Apart from the battle for supremacy over Anthea, there was the looming prospect of Peter’s farm show project with all the connotations that conjured up in their minds.
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Don’t miss the fabulous concluding Sandra Volume 3, as our intrepid heroines are projected into yet another series of bondage situations that make all the previous trials and tribulations pale into insignificance.__
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