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 SANDRA (Volume 3)

 FOREWORD

 Dear followers of those roped and ravished lovelies we call bound ladies. For a third time 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 final mental blitzkrieg 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 lovers, both male and female, 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, cover the entire, unabridged versions of the seven single episodes, and also include the final three episodes that have never been published or 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 To further enhance the impact of the text, my own crude sketches have been replaced by the skilled work of the well known and highly accomplished artist, Benson.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 Serena, Blanche, Elle, Patricia, Loretta, Lisa, Theresa (No’s1 & 2) and a host of other willfully 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 & August 1998

TRIALS & TRIBULATIONS

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.

Meanwhile, 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 that was her own making.

Meanwhile the scarpering escapees board a ship and head out of town. Unfortunately, Peter, with his usual skill 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.

Volume Two reveals the ongoing fortunes of:

SANDRA

SANDRA (Volume 3)

Review

SANDRA

(Volume Two)

In Volume 2 the story progressed through many bondage ordeals for all concerned, and after several reversals of fortunes, none of the participants in this increasingly believable saga are aware that in the very near future their paths would cross yet again.

Sharna, after escaping the brothel and enduring some serious bondage harassment at the hands of Arabs, puts in an unscheduled appearance at Bella’s bondage ranch, where she recovers from her ordeals at the hands of brothel clientele. Fully recovered, and after a daring escape in which she kidnaps her two bound gagged arch enemies (Angela and Sandra) she briefly regains the upper hand and wastes no time in exacting revenge in a variety of excruciatingly tight bondage punishments.

Meanwhile, Peter and his burgeoning gang of bondage loving damsels set off in hot pursuit; determined to rescue his personal tie-up gals from Sharna’s evil clutches. Along the way they pick up an aging retired Australian gun runner called Snowy, who prefers to dress as an Arab. Then a limbless, vocally disadvantaged sex maniac called Susan joins the entourage. (it’s all true, I swear it) Sharna, furious at having her fun with the captives curtailed by the untimely approach of the vengeful hoards of rescuers, does a runner, and tries to sell the two captives to cannibals as her ultimate revenge, (after handing out some diabolically testing punishment of course.) But as usual, plans go awry and Sharna finds herself booked as the replacement delicacy on the cannibals menu, courtesy of her former captives who leave her to the mercy of the natives gourmet cook.

Jubilantly, Peter and his intrepid band of bound lovelies, leg it into the sunset aboard Sharna’s repossessed luxury yacht and Snowy’s war time MTB. Thereafter, a short period of relative bondage bliss prevails when they return to the safety of Bella’s ranch; until Peter, in a moment of divine inspiration, (and a somewhat similar flash of foolhardy recklessness by the gullible womenfolk) forge a new company called Rent-o-Bond.

All goes well as live consignments of pre-packed well bound ladies are shipped around the globe for the usage of discerning rich clients. But then a desperado called Sadam Hussien, invades Kuwait, and somewhat queers the pitch as one shipment accidentally falls into the hands of his most feared and evil interrogation team.

Once more Peter, Snowy, and the team of voluptuous blood thirsty hellions set forth on a rescue mission to save their friends. (monotonous isn’t it?) They arrive just in the nick of time to save the captives from a terrible death.

Predictably, the bad dudes are summarily vanquished to the realms of death, (with a little help from the Royal Navy, and the S.A.S.) and our gallant band of happy ladies (and even happier guys) trundle off to enjoy yet more bondage romps at Bella’s ranch.

So back at the ranch, and feeling somewhat depressed by the sudden lack of daring-do and action, our motley band perceive rich pickings in the refugees heading their way on the road South from the war torn Kuwait.

Sandra and Angela waste no time in trekking back Northwards with a truck and a whole plethora of restraints with which to imprison any luckless refugee ladies foolish enough to fall for their Rent-o-Bond sales pitch.

The fact that few of the purchases are Westerners, caught up in a war, and subsequently taken as slaves by freebooting Kuwaiti’s out to earn a fast Buck, is neither here nor there.

With Bella’s ranch filled to bursting with bound, gagged, straining female forms, Peter suddenly gets homesick.

(The guy must be a bit strange) However, the outcome of this sudden attack of Anglophilia and the need to find a way to transport 100-plus bound lovelies into the UK secretly, is the story told in this final volume of Sandra. Then having got them all back, Peter’s long dreamed of masterpiece in female objectification and engineering finally comes to be fact.

Now read on as Volume Three reveals the ongoing (mis)-fortunes of:

SANDRA

TRIALS & TRIBULATIONS

EPISODE EIGHT CONTINUED FROM Volume 2

TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS

THE DYNAMIC DUET

Bathed, wined and dined, Peter finally made his entrance into the room where two exquisitely proportioned Arab women were helplessly poised in trembling anticipation. Both were fully appraised of the forthcoming events, and of their inescapable participation. And whilst they were leaking copious amounts of unsolicited love juice at the prospect, both of them were also determined that it would be the other to take the full brunt of any mechanical ministrations upon their succulently offered charms.

Peter strolled around the device and its occupants. The machine was at present in a deactivated mode, but poised to put instant demands upon the combatants. They looked ravishing in those gleaming super tight white rubber suits, irrespective of the fact that both were sweating buckets in the cloying confines of the enclosures.

Temperatures in the order of forty degrees Celsius ensured they would stay that way, and indeed, increase their outpourings once put to the test. But the beads and rivulets of sweat served only to enhance the scene for the admiring Peter. He loved his ladies to be enduring some sort of trauma. After all, they generally led him a merry dance on the occasions they were free and recovering from each ordeal.

It was only fair that they paid the price of treachery. It was of no consequence that these two specimens had never had the chance to ply their feminine whiles on him. They would no doubt redress the balance once they entered into the full spirit of Bella’s farm.

He fingered the cinching stainless steel securing bands with an admiring fondness for the medium. It was tough, beautiful, and above all, totally inescapable. It was the only way to keep women like this.

Reaching out, he ran fingers over the bulging curves of rubber sheathed womanhood that were reduced to ridiculous proportions where the bands drew them in like cinched putty. The feel of that tight rubber, the heat of the contained flesh within; .. it all added to the blood pounding spectacle of a woman completely at the mercy of her captor.

His finger squeaked against the vibrantly active rubber as the woman strained against her bonds.

Minute punitively controlled muscle flickering passed through the rubber and excited his lustful contemplation to a bubbling cauldron of pleasure. He squeezed the virgin white rubber protrusions with a powerful grip and was pleased at the total lack of response from these magnificently fettered forms. It was so satisfying to know that no matter what he chose to do with them, they were powerless to prevent it.

A study of the rear view revealed that the staff had complied perfectly with his instructions.

Neat firm pussy lips were presented in a fully shackled state of readiness. No amount of clenching or muscle contraction could protect that succulent inner sanctum once the machine chose to invade. A pair of draw-chains twixt machine and tightly gripped pussy lips made sure of that.

Peter completed his circumnavigation of the assembled pair, enjoying the sight of spread straight legs and the right-angled body bend they were forced adopt. It was a posture that enhanced the luscious rotundity of their firm youthful bottoms and left the orbs of their exposed and cinched breasts swinging ponderously below. Perfect fodder for his kneading fingers. .. Even more perfectly presented for the forthcoming attentions of the machine, should they fail in their test of strength and determination when pitted against the opposing resolutely prepared partner in this tabloid of voyeuristic Utopia.

Peter checked the apparatus a final time, paying particular attention to the awesome multi functional dildos poised ready and waiting behind each woman. These monster invaders seemed to emit powerful waves of anticipatory energy as the single small eye in the end of each peered eagerly into the dark cleft of each woman’s immovably positioned pussy. It was time! Let the battle commence.

Both women whimpered and tensed for combat as his hand moved to disconnect the restraining mechanism. Once removed each pair of mated rear pointing single gloved arms would be subjected to spring forces that would try to pull them upward. It was a force they must resist at all costs. To fail would bring about an instant skewering by the monstrous dildos poised behind them.

But they had a chance of relief from the enormous demands the springs placed upon them. If they could overcome both the springs and the pull of their opponent’s cross connected arms, they could gain relief for the duration of the losing partner’s metered reprisal for failure.

Or they could simply balance the pull and then both fall prey to the machine without either having the luxury of a temporary reprieve from stress.

Peter’s hand moved the disconnect lever, and he was delighted to see that both had opted for the first choice. It was going to be a fight to the death. Both girls glared defiance at the other; their faces etched with increasing strain as the battle for supremacy swung the point of no return first one way, and then the other. Sweat poured from the straining forms; ... muscles rippling and quivering under the white rubber sheathing. It was a sight to behold. The exotic animation of those sheathed forms brought and instant hot poker reaction to his manhood.

Bursting with lustful pressure, the trouser monster throbbed with power and ached with the stress of over stressed surface tension. Peter almost exploded into his jeans the instant they began the long haul to the time when they were released. He cursed himself, and with great presence of mind, managed to bring the inflamed shaft under control.

The girl on the right eased her effort for an instant in order to shift slightly in preparation for a mighty effort. It was a mistake. Instantly her competitor seized the opportunity and with a muffled shriek of superhuman effort, jerked her arms downward. She was rewarded instantly by a cessation of strain on her aching arms, and glanced towards her fellow sufferer.

The girl’s face was a picture of shock as she felt the machinery she was attached to grind SANDRA (Volume 3) = into action. She grimaced as the silver chains connected to her love lips with clamps retracted, jerking open the fleshy doors to her quivering love tunnel. Next came a huge UUUMMPPHH!

as the charging dildo drill bored into her tender sex mouth like a spiralling guided missile. The impact jerked her forward and upward despite the unbreakable and powerfully constricting bonds that held her pinioned. Seconds later, two cups lifted rapidly from the base of the arrangement on hydraulic rams; hissing venomously to fasten leech-like onto her pendulously and erratically swaying boobs. The Ummph became a stifled screech as a massively powerful vacuum expanded her breasts hugely into the preformed suction vessels. The girl’s face became scarlet as she was mechanically reamed and manipulated with mind sapping ferocity. Her whole body, jerking and bouncing in time with the reciprocating pussy drill was soon pouring sweat as she strained mightily against her bonds. But there was no escape. She must now endure for thirty minutes before once again she had the chance to pass the ordeal over to her partner.

Peter took one look at the cheek bulging eye popping face of the poor unfortunate, and exploded into his trousers. Seconds later he repeated the ejaculation as thin whipping canes began to lash the girl’s nether regions and added a whole new dimension to her torment. She took but a few seconds longer than Peter to lose all control. The difference was that she was never allowed the temporary respite of a recharge period, however short it may be. Once triggered, her body simply continued to orgasm with ever increasing ferocity as the mindless machine pumped more and more stimulus into her crazily jerking form.

Perhaps pump was a good choice of words, for in fact unseen by all, the wicked eye in the nose ofthe monster had secretly filled her hot interior to bursting point with warm baby oil. Not content to merely pump her up like a balloon, the beast automatically adjusted to a maximum pressure, and then repeatedly reversed to a suction that imploded her twitching clutching love tube tightly onto the plundering plunger.

From then on it began a systematic cyclic expansion and contraction program that ran in synchronisation with each and every stroke.

Peter stripped and groaned aloud as he reclined naked on the bed. There was no need to manually masturbate. His tool had developed a mind of its own, and was re-erecting and erupting at regular intervals. The sticky morass accumulating in his belly button was of no importance when confronted with such a spectacle. He watched avidly as the jouncing bottom absorbed massive stinging reprisal under the onslaught of the canes. Another mammoth jerking explosion shook his form as the waterfall of the poor woman’s pussy juice caught the light and twinkled merrily on its journey to join the gathering pool on the floor.

The other girl watched silently in shock as the fruits of her labours were unloaded onto her unfortunate partner. A look of total disbelief and trepidation revealed that she was under no illusion that she could win every test of strength over the coming hours, days, or however long they were destined to remain on this diabolical device. She had no time to ponder the point as a new development widened her eyes still further. The hydraulic chest rams were retracting, and the suction captivated breasts were going with them. The girl opposite exploded into frenzied orgasmic gyrations, coupled with a urgent desire to relieve the tension on her elongating boobs. Her shrieks began to seep around the huge oral stopper, but were instantly quelled as integral sound sensors reacted; inflating the gob stopper to horrendous jaw splitting levels.

The response from a reclining Peter to this new level of tit sculpting was to send a fresh shower of high pressure fluid jetting into the air. The blubbering jerking loser finally rolled to a stop and collapsed exhausted into her bonds. Peter rose shakily, and made off to make a cup of coffee during the ten minute interlude as the preset programming gave the recently chastised girl a chance to recover. Then there would be a warning buzzer five seconds before the contest started all over again. If all went true to form, the recently used damsel would exhibit superhuman strength as she fought to avoid a second dose. And so she would then have the pleasure of watching her partner enjoy the fruits of failure. After that, it was anybody’s guess.

THE POOL CAPER

Meanwhile Sandra and Angela, tired from their journey, decided to relax and let the new girl entertain them. Unfortunately for Anthea, the new girl seemed somewhat recalcitrant when asked to service two hot sweaty demanding pussies with her tongue. So now she was entertaining them anyway as they relaxed on recliners and played with each other; spurred on by the waving distorted image of a repentant Anthea, who now felt that the previous demands fell far short of the ones asked of her body now.

The pool rippled surface rippled madly as if stricken by a submarine earthquake. In fact that was not far short of the truth. The earthquake was an incapacitated Anthea frantically trying to escape the somewhat misguided attentions of an amorous octopus, known to all at the farm as Archie. This denizen of the deep had long been an occupant of the pool, and for the more experienced members of the fraternity, held no terrors at all. In fact, most of them welcomed the slinky clutching embrace of his slithering tentacles. He would wrap his eight waving arms around any passing swimmer, and then after ten minutes of plying the capture with his finest romantic come-on, would slither off to sulk in a corner when the focus of his attentions refused to respond as true octopusettes should.

But poor Anthea of course was not aware of Archie’s impossible intent. To her mind, she was just a juicy bit of octopus fodder, conveniently tethered as a tasty offering. She wasn’t sure what octopii ate, but felt sure that a helplessly offered morsel like herself would be considered something of a gourmet treat.

The mode of her restraint left little room to manoeuvre. Hogtied stringently with a veritable festoon of cunningly designed straps, she was tethered to the bottom of the pool by the inverted trapeze bar running behind her knees.

As if that wasn’t sufficient, a solid foam flotation collar that served both as a posture enhancer and buoyancy aid, stretched her tautly upward from the anchor point in a continuing struggle to rocket her to the surface.

Naked and defenceless, Anthea could only watch silently in horror through her mask as the undulating beastie approached. Four thousand gallons of water stacked to a depth of six feet above her head formed an extremely effective gag. No one would hear her screams for release, even assuming she had the will to spit out her mouthpiece breather. To do so would seem to be rather a foolish venture, given the minute chance that her bubbling screams attracted any attention when they burst at surface level. She couldn’t even be sure there was anyone there to hear them. The fierce sunlight above had turned the underside of the water’s surface to a glistening impenetrable mirror that defied all attempts to see through.

Inexorably the ugly brute approached as her struggles became frantic. But there was no escape. Above her in the warm sunlight, two women paused in their play to watch the dancing orange float that was attached to the top of Anthea’s submerged head.

“Looks like Archie’s on the move then,“

remarked a sniggering Angela. Sandra nodded and reaching for a glass bottomed barrel, she leaned forward and placed it in the water.

Instantly, a clear magnified image of the trussed submarine socialite sprang into view. It was an inspiring sight to say the least.

Anthea’s form was alive with a million herculean ripples of muscle effort as she fought her bonds.

And just coming into view was the reason for her endeavours. Randy Archie was zooming in for the kill.

Even his basic brain was able to grasp the fact that this prey was powerless to resist his advances. It looked as if at long last he would fulfil his destiny to reproduce. That is if he could figure out how these strange shaped creatures were fertilised. Up until now it didn’t seem to matter how much of his male sperm was released into the water, they just seemed to avoid absorbing it somehow. Perhaps this time with a captive target things would be different.

Archie spread his tentacles in preparation, reaching forward to encircle the soft sensuous bundle of womanhood in his finest mating grasp.

He drew himself in, and marvelled at the ferocity of this potential mate’s frenzied attempts to escape. Deep within his brain, there was a feeling of rejection again. What could it be? Why did none of these mates want to bear his children. It was all most odd. Nevertheless, he continued; unperturbed by the fact that his attempts with others had proven ineffectual He twined all of his arms around the struggling morsel and contracted them with commanding power. That ought to convince her was a good strong suitor. Archie turned on the old rippling tentacle scam. Always a winner that one. But no! Still no amorous response. Perhaps he should try playing with that weird split below.

After all, the others had seemed to like that even though it had come to nothing in the end. He unwound a tentacle, and searched below the bobbing female. Finally after much tentacle twitching which only seemed to produce more struggling, he located the fleshy ravine in her lower body and wormed the tip of his tentacle between tightly clenched thighs. Ah! There it was. The tip burrowed inward and upward as the struggling human creature bucked and writhed in his grasp. Loud gushing outbursts of air pulsed from the strange metal device attached to her mouth. Ah! She liked it. He could tell.

He detached another tentacle, and reaching around the back, located another orifice that was even tighter. His number four arm pushed and wriggled inward until some eight inches were inside the hot tunnel. The tight hole seemed unable to stretch any more, so Archie relented, leaving the clenching sphincter stretched tautly around the four inch diameter of his lower tentacle. Good! Now his new mate was really getting worked up. Her orgasmic writhing had become titanic. Time for the final master stroke.

Archie put all his effort into the hundreds of sucker pads lining his inner tentacles and irrevocably welded himself tightly to the squirming pink package. Squeezing and sucking alternately he began to woo the maiden.

Occasionally he would detached a spare sucker laden arm to wrap it across those silky mounds at the front, but always careful to ensure his biggest suckers were placed on those funny little knobs. He had no idea what they were, but he had learned from others who had become accustomed to his advances that this was desirable. Some had even helped him position his suckers, and then seemingly lost interest as they laid back in the water and began to jerk with some sort of seizure. Most peculiar these four tentacled octopusettes.

Anthea was in a state of cultural shock. She knew she should be repulsed by the attentions of this slithering horror, but for some indefinable reason, she began to feel both safe, and worst of all, actually turned on by the manipulating arms of her would be suitor.

It never occurred to her that the beastie was trying to make love to her, even when Archie began to furiously emit clouds of milky substance into the surrounding water coupled with almost magical colour changes of his whole body as emotions rose to fever pitch. But for whatever reason he was doing what he was doing, she couldn’t deny the intensely pleasurable sensation caused by his pulsing squeezes. Not to mention the marauding squishy fingers exploring her inner channels; or the sucker that had seemingly landed right on her clitoris by accident. Her tender receptive nodule endured another pulling suction that sent electrifying feelings of pure ecstasy thrilling through her captive form, enhanced to an infinitely higher level as her nipples were subjected to the same treatment.

For an instant as she cavorted on her tether, Anthea caught a glimpse of the laughing faces peering down through the glass bottomed barrel, and immediately her fear of the beast melted. She was a bought toy, and these women would not let her be harmed. Which could only mean that the octopus was a pet. An aquatic friend who’s behaviour was well known. She’d been placed down here to sample the delights of alternative arousal; perhaps as a lesson as to what she could learn if she indulged the seemingly distasteful whims of her owners. That revelation released her from the last remaining obstacle in the path of her rise to a cataclysmic orgasmic relief. She relaxed against her bonds and allowed Archie to have his wicked way with her helpless form. Archie sensed the easing of resistance and ceased on the opportunity with amassive contraction of the encircling tentacles.

There was a huge burst of bubbles from the mask, and the human creature went bug-eyed as it was crushed into a tightly compacted bundle.

Within seconds, Anthea exploded into orgasm, followed by another, and another. Meanwhile, Archie, sensing that at last he was on to a winner, threw all he had into his seduction techniques and encircled her twitching form with a sea of constantly slithering caressing tentacles.

The mating lasted for over an hour. A record by all standards of octopus behaviour, and certainly by the standards of Anthea’s distant husband. Archie had proved to be a far superior lover in his undying attention to ensuring her enjoyment. Sadly he still hadn’t figured all the angles on reproduction, but then he didn’t know that she was anything other than a strange four tentacled octopette. Nevertheless, he was sure that this time he’d hit the jackpot. There was no doubt that his sperm had mingled well with the syrupy outpourings of his mate’s sexual orifice. Her egg cloud was a bit weak looking and had a strange taste, but then she was a different species.

A well pleased Archie finally eased his grip and slid contentedly and totally exhausted to the bottom of the pool for a sleep. .. No doubt to dream of the slither of tiny tentacles in the near future. Meanwhile, Anthea swayed slowly on her tether in the dying shock waves of the surrounding turbulence stirred up by their interaction.

“Looks like Archie enjoyed himself then,“

remarked Sandra leaning back from the pool.

Angela merely grunted in reply, and glancing across, her friend was amazed to see her companion with two fingers of her right hand buried to the palm in a superheated pussy.

“Whore!” Admonished Sandra. Somewhat peeved that her pal was jerking herself off without a thought to the horny woman waiting for attention beside her. Sandra rolled away in mock disgust and slid quietly into the pool. Time for Archie to try again; assuming he still had the strength. If not, there was always that other nice soft object tethered down there, and she’d make an excellent rubbing post for a throbbing demanding pussy.

The term shagged out was apt with regard to the amorous octopus. Nothing Sandra did seemed to have any effect on the slumbering mollusc. So after returning to the surface for an aqualung, the sylph like figure made its way back down to the trussed bottom shackled figure of Anthea. Their eyes met through the glass of the masks, and instantly, Sandra read a dramatic change in those dark sensuous eyes.

Anthea had learned that not all good things in life were necessarily as per the book. It had taken a strange encounter with a jellied lover to awaken her to the true potential of her body.

The tethered beauty watched as the naked woman before her reached out to touch and caress, and almost without conscious thought, Anthea found herself arching forward to enhance the contact. Slender fingers cupped her breasts sending electric shivers of pleasure through her form. Then as a hand left her breast and reached for that longing pussy, she found herself willingly working herself onto the offered finger. The eyes behind the mask of her captor opened wider in disbelief, obviously taken aback at the speed with which her toy had converted to the ways of Lesbos. But before they even had a chance to exchange further contact, a second mermaid appeared. Angela had completed her self engineered play time and was out for more action.

Anthea swayed to and fro on her tether. Partly as a result of her own gyrations, and partly as a result of the water turbulence created by her hyperactive playmates. Like a sensuous frond of seaweed, her form for all its stringent restraint began to wave and flow with the power of her sexual arousal. It was like a dream sequence, weightless, floating; and yet powerless to resist the carnal desires being inflamed by skilled and caring hands. But she was puzzled. Surely she should be servicing them, not the other way round? A glance at each masked face in turn gave her the answer. These women were feeding on her pleasure. They were enjoying the feelings she was experiencing just as surely as if they themselves were boiling with the same overpowering sensations of lust. Then she also realised that they were indeed. Both being women of obviously infinitely greater sexual experience than herself, they were actually living the scene with her as only women who had experienced it for themselves could.

The trio continued their aquatic capering for another hour. During which time Anthea had suffered numerous explosive responses to their ministrations, not least of which was the final eruption that was as a direct result of Archie the womaniser.

Unseen by the three playing women, Archie had chosen his moment to rise from the depths with great skill. Seeing that all three of these strange octopettes were embracing, he had sneaked up and encircled the whole group with his flailing tentacles. None seemed to object, even the untethered females barely resisted. So seizing the chance to do a hat trick, he ran the whole sequence of his technique again as he squeezed the squirming mass of womanhood into a tight bundle. The water became thick with female secretions which he took to be egg bearing fluid.

Joy of joys, what a scoop. Turning a bright scarlet he salted the waters with his seed and held the wriggling bundle helplessly in its midst as the perceived fertilisation took place. Now all he needed was a few more males to brag his tale to. That is if any would believe him.

The spasmodically jerking ball of encircled womanhood finally wound down and became still. Archie, sensing that the time had come for a hasty retreat, whipped away his tentacles and scuttled off into the far reaches of the pool. It was not unknown for the females of his species to get peckish after a good shag. Unfortunately, once fertilisation had taken place, the male became a redundant item in the scheme of things, and being close to hand were considered a convenient snack for the serviced female. He needn’t have worried. The exhausted females presented no threat. One remained stiff and helpless as before, and the other two simply sank limply to rest on the bottom of the pool. Sandra and Angela were out for the count, and Anthea was actually unconscious, although her bonds maintained her as she was, a prime sexual plumb, now, fully ripened and just hanging there in the water hoping to be plucked by any passing sex maniac.

THE FENCE

All the equipment had arrived, and with the date set for the show upon them, Peter began to prepare for what promised to be a momentous event. In addition, he wasted no time in implementing his well considered plan to change the dynamic duo’s minds regarding Anthea. It occurred to him that he could use the show as a means to place them in a situation imparting unending orgasm, or even the unendurable torment of denial. The former would only serve to pleasure those bondage loving submissives still more. So perhaps some reverse logic was required here. What would happen if he employed the latter of those two techniques, and they were denied any chance of reaching orgasm, whilst placed in a situation that intrinsically inspired lustful anticipation? Now there was a thought. Knowing the two girls as he did, it was easy to contemplate the likely outcome of a pair of super titillated felines, fully charged but unable to explode. They would be putty in his hands after a very short while. But it would take a great amount of forethought to choose the right method. One wrong guess and he knew he would be dealing with two primed unexploded bombs just looking for a place to happen. The trouble was that if handled wrongly, the fallout from a contained erotic blast could easily be converted into mischievous misdirected mayhem. And he for one had a very healthy respect for these two women when they went on the rampage.

He checked the planned exhibits list carefully to make sure there were no better options than the one he had in mind, and finding none, began to tailor the original idea to suit his requirements exactly. It only took an hour, and all was ready.

Sandra and her cohort were summoned, and like lambs to the slaughter they hurried to the meeting, unknowingly doomed to an unsuspected apocalyptic betrayal. In the past they had suffered, strained, sweated, and cursed in a multitude of bound configurations. But without exception, Peter had never failed to launch them further into the unknown cosmos of enhanced sexual experience. They had no reason to suppose this time would be any different.

Foolish girls that they were, they offered no resistance at all, and simply accepted his reluctance to describe the intended scene. His refusal to divulge the nature of the fun and games sent shivers of anticipation through them both. Whatever it was, it must be something special. Hurriedly they crossed the busy show site dodging dozens of hired roustabouts who were already well advanced in the construction of marques and various sideshow tents.

Apparently it wasn’t just to be a ranch-family affair. People from all over the world and virtually every listed bondage manufacturer were gathering for what promised to be the future world trade show of restrained erotica.

Glowing with anticipation, the pair entered Peter’s allocated preparation tent and presented themselves for service.

The appearance of the first items dampened that first rush of enthusiasm a trifle as they recognised the material used for the offered three-quarter length corset style cocoons. A recent very unpleasant encounter with an Iraqi interrogation squad had made them fully aware of the properties of rawhide. But they trusted Peter, and with misgivings pushed aside for the present, they allowed their denuded forms to be slipped into the wet fully stretched sheaths.

A cool clammy dampness brought back memories of that awful time at first contact, but that was soon swallowed by the excitement as they laced tightly into the pliable sheaths.

Helmets of the same material were added, including the expected jaw stretching silencers of expanding rubber pears. Life just wouldn’t be the same these days if they didn’t have a half kilo of silicone rubber jacking their mouths open.

Neck shackled, and left to dry in the hot Sun, both girls had a gleam in their eyes as the rawhide began its devilishly inexorable contraction. It was so slow and insidious that one was not aware of movement at all until suddenly it was impossible to move a muscle.

But apart from the continuing pressure of shrinkage, there was the added stiffening effect that reduced all flexing to zero at an early stage.

Within the hour, both girls were reduced to ultra cinched hour glass caricatures endowed with bursting extruded boobs, and seemingly odd pink human legs sticking out at the base of these monstrous corset type cocoons. Peter returned and checked the fitting, finding it hard to prevent his obvious glee showing to the women. They didn’t know it yet, but they were already way past the point of no return in his plan to extract foraging rights for the delectable Anthea. But he needn’t have worried. The compressed females were already well and truly aroused, and far too busy contemplating the final outcome to notice their captor’s sneaky demeanour. The skins had dried well. Cut-outs located over breast and bum and pussy areas had centred nicely over the revealed attractions and the ensuing contraction had ensured that all these tasty items wee now displayed in stark relief. The continuing six inches below the crotch had served to compress upper thighs into tight embrace that further enhanced the reduction the helpless feline. Strange, but the sight of a pair of thigh squeezed pussy lips clenched firmly and extruded to a pout as if in defence was a red rag to a bull for Peter.

Walking with stiff mechanical steps, the pair were led back in for additional fixtures and fittings, still blissfully unaware that anything untoward was a foot.

The next items on the agenda mystified them both. They had been fitted with some weird pussy devices in their time, but these gismos defied all efforts to decipher their function. It appeared to be one item, but divided into two crescent moon sections of two parts each. Peter flashed them a winning smile as he stooped in front of Sandra and prepared to attach the device out of her line of sight. It was her first inkling that something was not quite kosher.

Maybe it was the seemingly false smile, or more likely a sort of fiendish glee emanating from Peter’s unnatural businesslike manner. Normally he was shaking with uncontrollable excitement at the prospect of reducing his ladies to sex toys and carnally enjoying their receptive albeit helpless forms.. But today something was endowing him with a level of control that defied analysis.

Sandra felt her love lips being gently parted.

Seconds later she understood the mechanics of those odd bits of crescent metal. Each pair were pussy lips clamps, and the connection between the two units was cunningly arranged to spread her charms in gaping surrender. At first they were almost painful. Hard rubber spikes on each crescent were digging into her tender labial mounds, but this quickly subsided into a general feeling of bearable but uncomfortable conditioning. She frowned inside the helmet and watched as Angela was fitted with the second set. Mentally she shrugged off the annoying sensation generated by the pussy openers; sure in her own mind that any negative input from them would soon be negated by an overwhelming sexual response to some other wickedly erotic device yet to be forthcoming.

The next items hardly seemed to fill the bill, but then, both women had learned to be patient as Peter constructed his masterpieces of wanton lustful potential.

They watched mystified as odd metal cones some three feet long were dragged in. Odd in that both had enormous spiral flutes on the outside. By now their insatiable curiosity was fully aroused. They were intrigued as to how these odd gadgets could participate in the massively pleasurable levels of orgasmic eruption normally generated by their boyfriend’s bizarre gadgets. But it would seem they’d have to wait and see. Peter was giving nothing away.

The cones were placed in stands that left the larger open end at the top, and facilitated the insertion of both women into hollow interiors.

Only as they were lowered in did it become apparent that clever internal moulding was designed to force their toes into a ballerina point as they progressed deeper. Finally, balanced on tiptoe, they watched with interest as batches of plaster were mixed by helpers. So far no real innovation. Plaster was a favourite medium for rigidly maintaining women in Peter’s book of tricks. But Peter seemed strangely unaroused by the impending pouring of the solidifying mix that would render them completely immobile.

Curioser and curioser! What had the devious bastard dreamed up this time?

The plaster was poured, and barely minutes later, the rawhide stiffened females had become an integral part of the cones. Patiently they waited for the components that must surely follow, but they waited in vain. Nipples, clitorises, pre-dilated pussies remained unadorned with anything that could generate the cataclysmic response they had become accustomed to enduring during Peter’s many and varied schemes. The portent of doom began to take shape. Both women were already casting questioning eyes at the designer of their incarceration, but neither received any sign that this was all part of a plan to subject them to new and even greater stimulation. In fact quite the reverse. With alarming hindsight, they simultaneously came to the conclusion that they were in big trouble. Their worst fears suddenly materialised into inescapable fact as pussies and boobs were fitted with tamper proof shaped plexiglass domes that avoided any contact with the throbbing morsels of womanhood they enclosed. There was no way anyone would be able to touch and trigger an orgasm. Both women became a mass of ineffectual efforts to escape the burgeoning cloud of doom that had appeared on the horizon.

Peter noted the onset of struggles to escape and gleefully confronted the deactivated women.

“You really thought you’d get away with keeping Anthea to yourselves did you?“

A feeling of dread settled on the stiffened leatherised dolls; each mentally kicking themselves for not seeing this coming. Neither had any doubt that at the end of the day, capitulation to Peter’s demands would be inevitable. He could be very persuasive when the mood took him.

Left alone for a while as he attended to something outside the tent, both women carried out a mental appraisal of their hopeless situation.

Only now did the unthinkable truth of Peter’s diabolical plot sink in. With pussies unplugged, clitorises exposed and jutting uselessly into thin air, nipples rampantly thrusting forward into space, they had no recourse to self engineered methods that would initiate an orgasm of any kind. He had effectively neutralised all the triggers of their considerably enhanced womanhood. But the plot was evil in its perfection. No-one could even had to touch them and supply the vital ingredient needed for release from torment. The very nature of the plot was sufficient to germinate the seed of masochistic arousal. It was a fiendishly conceived method of coercion that both knew could only end in grovelling defeat at the hands of amaster in restraint and persuasion. But then, this was only the preliminary preparation. What devilish plan he Peter devised that required their incarceration in giant corkscrews?

Peter returned and had them carried out into the field designated for a paddock. It was only then that they realised it was not to be a lone ordeal. Some fifteen other women from the ranch lay similarly attired and laid at intervals around a pegged area. But there was one vital difference that was instantly noted by both women. All the others were displaying pussies that bulged with highly desirable mechanised stimulation devices, and they were all festooned with nipple mounted gadgets that could result in only one conclusion once pressed into service.

Whatever else Peter had planned for the assembled females, it was assured that all the others were destined to have a most energetic albeit motionless day.

A tractor appeared equipped with a rear mounted post borer, and without further ado the machine began to drill a series of holes around the paddock area next to each peg. But all of the fettered felines had more interesting things to watch. Assistants were visiting every one of the horizontal leather sheathed items in turn, affixing oddly designed metal frames to the head of each. Next there followed steel form fitting torso sheaths that crushed them down even tighter as the fastenings were screwed up with a vengeance. Finally, with something akin to glee, Peter instructed the torso sheaths be bolted firmly to the top of their leg cones. The women were mystified, and it was only after comparing the top of each head frame and the connection of the hole drill on the tractor that a glimmer of understanding began to form in the minds of those patiently waiting women.

There was no time to ponder the final outcome as the tractor completed the holes, and the drill was removed from the PTO drive. Cone-cast woman number one was lifted, and her head connected to the stationary drive as the tractor positioned her dangling rigid form over a hole.

The revs on the diesel rose as the actuator arm moved down. After some carefully repositioning, the sharp point of the girl’s cone tip was centered over the hole. A lever reengaged the reduction drive gears, and the shapely beauty began to rotate as the arm moved down. Only now did the steel torso sheaths and crushing head encapsulation made sense.

Without this added stiffening the women would easily have been twisted in half.

Powerfully, inexorably the curvaceous rotating form moved lower as her plaster cast, steel configured legs were screwed into the ground.

Down and down she went, eyes wide and pleading, nostrils flaring with consternation as her captive body was literally planted with inescapable finality. The watching crowd loved it and showed appreciation by clapping loudly as she reached final insertion. The maiden looked somewhat relieved. After a few minor twists to position her facing in towards the centre of the designated arena, she eventually came to rest with her extruded bottom lobes at ground level. The process continued without regard to muted protests as each women changed her mind about the arrangements for their participation in the festival. But it cut no ice with the workers. The paddock perimeter grew post by luscious post as the prearranged lovelies were screwed into the ground one by one and their steel upper sheaths stripped off to reveal the bar taut rawhide cocooning.

The paddock continued to grow post as more stiffened lovelies were planted in sequence.

Sandra drew post 6, whilst Angela ended up at position 14. It was probably no coincidence that they were opposing sides, and therefore able see anything that happened to the other half of the fem alliance. Sandra stared across at her cohort, stiff, unyielding, and thoroughly deactivated, both animation wise, and sexually.

It looked like being a long traumatic day, for she knew in her heart that even if they were able to submit at this early stage, Peter would delight in making them go the full course.

The fencing continued without delay. First came the lower rails, positioned at waist height, and affixed by means of a drop-slot system in the powerfully constricting steel waist cinchers that came with the kit. Next were the upper rails, slotted into similar notches provided by neck stretching choker collars. Then it became clear why the centre rails had been left to last. They required a far more intricate fixing that would take some time. Not least of which was sorting and allocating custom designed rails to each and every post. The problem was that although all the stiffly planted posts had generous helpings of tit, none were of a standard variety with regard to shape, weight, or spongiosity. It followed therefore that each and every rail had been designed to fit the various and varied bulging, forward thrusting orbs of a specific maiden.

The rails were uplifted and with much wriggling and pushing, finally forced over the offered breasts of each post. Even at this level, the undersizing of apertures guaranteed they remained affixed until some very forceful pulling elongated and finally plopped the bursting bosoms free. But Peter, with his usual attention to detail, had incorporated a rubber iris device, which once turned, reduced the fully filled hole even further. The increasing range of purpled, pressurised bursting tits advanced steadily round the arena as adjustments were made and the bases of those fulsome orbs were crushed to minuscule necks of flesh that seemed barely sufficient to support the ponderous bulging hardness of those abused breasts. The middle rails certainly looked secure now. Only two final fitments were required to complete the fence, and both fittings were restricted to Sandra and her partner in crime. Their transparent plexiglass mouldings were filled with red ants through fillers moulded into the upper surfaces. With horror each realised that the continuous stinging bites for those ferocious feeders would only serve to quell any possible rise to orgasm they might be able to engineer.. Not only were these vital vibrant organs covered and shielded from marauding hands, but they would be subjected to a never ending prickling of excruciating annoyance. Sandra had already capitulated, but unfortunately was in no position to convey her change of heart regarding usage of Anthea.

Peter left them to ponder the wisdom of throwing down a challenge they could never hope to win. ... A challenge to his right to plunder all and every pussy at Bella’s ranch. But there was still the gate to assemble before the enclosure was complete and ready for the show.

Thelma and Janice were his choice for that task.

Both were firmly screwed into the ground and facing each other across the only remaining gap in the fence. Big boobed Janice was to provide the hinge; whilst Thelma had the dubious honour of being striker post and latch.

The gate arrived from the equipment tent, and Peter checked the hinge fixings with something akin to rampant glee. The top bearing that would suspend the gate in horizontal mode was a simple tube that swivelled around the vertical end bar of the gate. It was a flanged tube, with flange situated uppermost; an essential item to prevent the whole contraption sliding down through the swivel bearing he envisaged. Janice was not amused as she figured out the only way this thing could work. Adding to that feeling of disapproval was an ominously upward jutting hook that looked distinctly like a massive screw dildo. No doubt a bottom bearing that she would soon be forced to acknowledge with some pleasure as the gate’s usage increased throughout the show.

The gate was positioned for hanging. And having placed the top swivel tube deep into her cleavage, Peter arranged an oval boob cinchier around both breasts at the other side of the tube.

A few turns, an overkill of eye bulging complaint from the luckless Janice, and the top hinge was securely clamped in an exquisitely crimped fleshy vice of squashed tits. The bottom hinge produced much the same effect as it was slid up the gate’s tubing until the massive screw dildo was completely consumed by Janice’s protesting pussy. Peter sniggered and cracked a joke.

“Can’t see there being any problems with lubrication on the bottom pivot.” All who were able turned to assess the dripping lubrication of Janice’s sex oil. It was certainly a remote probability that the hinge would squeak. But then came the latch test.

Peter swung the gate shut, ignoring the frenzied protests extracted from Janice as her hingeboobs were placed under extreme strain and the screw dildo rotated in her pussy. He was more interested in the look of sheer disbelief from Thelma as the inescapable logic of geometry placed the approaching radius of gate’s swinging end at a point half an inch from the valley bottom of her own cleavage. There was only one problem. Her base banded orbed tits were sticking out a good eight inches further than that. In fact they were well inside the swing radius.

She struggled ineffectually as the inevitable impact approached and then watched wide eyed as the swinging gate bar ploughed into her left boob. The pulsing extruded mass bounced and compressed to allow passage, then flicked powerfully back into full projected relief as the hard metal passed by.

Robbed of its full inertia by the first tit, the gate then whacked into the second tit, but failed to fully compress it enough to pass. The gate rebounded and for a few seconds ricocheted from tit to tit as it lost all momentum, coming to rest lodged perfectly between Thelma’s wobbling painfully abused mammaries.

“Perfect. Works a treat,” enthused Peter, designer of the first Femlock in Arabia.” Allows opening both ways as well.” Thelma screwed up her eyes as her projected boobs performed first an unlatching, and then a reversed locking procedure. Peter was well pleased, and judging by the number of interested farmers who tried it for themselves, they also saw merit in this novel new living latch. It even worked when an enterprising youngster hitched a ride on the gate, much to the dismay of the hinge post. Mind you, a more powerful swing when weighted with a five stone boy did finally prove too much for the latch which after a double tit slapping attempt at arresting the gate’s passage, the wildly oscillating boobs finally allowed it to pass by. The latch owner displayed a scarlet bulging face and flaring nostrils that snorted anger. She was obviously not too keen on over zealous use of her novel arrester gear. Reaching down, Peter locked the gate before leaving. A simple arrangement, but one not designed to gain any favours with the lock. Twin ringed nipples pulled excruciatingly together and padlocked were not Thelma’s idea of a good time.

However it seemed to be amusing for the kids who were determined to reopen the gate. Pete watched the vacillating, sideways stretching boobs being put to the test, as Thelma’s cleavage hosted the jostling gate bar. It seemed the bulbously deforming tit device could take all the punishment meted out, so he considered that the paddock was fully secured. The kids finally gave up and took up a position sitting on the gate. Clearly they were oblivious to the stress placed on the nostril flaring purple faced hinge woman.

But all was ready now; the show could begin.

As an afterthought he paid a last smirking visit to two sexually superheated chicks who were silently begging for relief. A few jibes and taunts, and he left them to learn the error of their ways; flanked by gasping satisfied posts in a more favourable arrangement. It was a monstrous predicament. Vibrations passing through mutually connected rails were guaranteed to keep them informed of neighbouring explosive events, but insufficient to do more than simply stoke up the own unattainable bubbling volcanic lust. The two fence posts smouldered in silent torment and prayed for a touching human breeze that would fan the flame to a roaring inferno; an inferno that would consume them body and soul in a massive conflagration of seething pleasure.

All the best agricultural shows had their games, often steeped in tradition. Peter’s show was to be no different.

Sheep shagging was a sport which it was often said had it origins in Great Britain, and had been the relief of many a lonely shepherd in the hill counties of Wales and the Highlands. For Peter, it was the ideal medium for his proposed games.

For the women chosen to participate, it wasn’t quite so amusing.

Their morning consisted of being herded into a concrete block building over in the corner of the grounds, where, after having their hands and elbows secured tightly behind them in ultra tight sheaths, they were forced to stand and be coated from head to foot with an evil smelling glue.

Dejected and wary, they watched as piles of musky fleece were dragged in and dumped close by. Whatever was to happen to them, it certainly didn’t look like much fun.

The farm hands straightened from their respective piles of fleece. Each selected a female, and the chase was on. It didn’t take long before each farm hand had captured a fleeing girl and dragged her furiously resisting form to the piles of fleece, where after forcing them to the ground they proceeded to coat each woman in a new wool covering.

The glue held the wool powerfully. No amount of pulling would detach it without the risk of large chunks of skin coming with it. Within an hour, all the girls had been caught and stood in acircle of white fleecy vertical fem-sheep. Next came the headgear. Peter wanted the girls to have some chance in the games, if only to make the sport more interesting. With this in mind he had designed a head harness complete with mountain sheep’s curled horns.

Never had the girls felt so humiliated as they stood surveying each other in their ridiculous get-up. But still the scene got worse. Noses were blackened, rings of black smeared around eyes, and ridiculous sheep shaped nose cones were strapped to their heads. But this was merely an annoyance when compared to the final addition to their costume.

Protesting loudly each girl was in turn bent forward and held forcibly as lamb tails with gluesmeared dildo ends were inserted into their clenching anal rings. This done the men stood back and allowed their captives to assess the final outcome of the alterations to their fettered bodies. Had it not been for the fact that they were vertical and sporting rather large udders mounted on their chest, they could have been taken as a flock of prize Marino’s. The arm sheaths ensured that their frontal sex symbols were projected most provocatively, albeit somewhat modified to warm fleecy hillocks of desirable femininity.

With a sense of foreboding each woman noticed that the only area of their bodies unadorned by the new fleece coat was their exposed, thoroughly enhanced pussy’s, and a small area around each nipple. But alas, no time for reflection. They were led out into the arena amidst the roar of an appreciative audience.

Passing the novel feminine fence line, none of the girls had any faith in the theory that it was going to be an easy day. The sheer incredible usage of those stiffened helpless posts had done little to ease their doubts about participation in anything Peter had dreamed up.

When urged forward, their spirits were further dampened as they noticed a selection of three foot high posts dotted around the arena, each with a strap affixed to its top. These were of the normal wooden variety. But more disconcerting were a group of eager looking men wearing ridiculously wide Wellington boots. Somehow, each girl had a feeling that these boots were not just fancy dress, but in fact had a functional purpose. How right they were, as was soon to be revealed.

A gun fired and the sport commenced. The men ran pell-mell towards the frightened girls, who sensing that their intentions were not exactly honourable, broke from the huddle and scattered in all directions. Each man chose his target and began the task of capturing the fleeing damsel. It was not an easy task when wearing rolled down waders. Apart from which, Peter had deliberately left the girls ankles unfettered, and as was soon to be seen, they were not so defenceless with those horns attached to their heads.

The crowd roared, and a man’s groan of pain rent the air. An unlucky male contestant had slipped and fallen, and upon rising, accidentally exposed his rising rump to a charging fleece covered feline hell cat. The result as a hard horn reamed his bum cheeks apart and connected with a dangling ball bag, was met with a sharp sympathetic intake of breath from the watching crowd.

For the moment this young fluffy spring lamb was safe. Her antagonist would be out of the game for a while yet. Meanwhile, on the far side of the arena, one of her compatriots was not so lucky.

Grabbed from behind she was wrestled down by her horns, and then dragged screaming and kicking over to one of the poles. The triumphant captor hauled her up, and before she had time to react, forced her neck down to the waiting strap and secured her firmly to the pole.

Her victorious captor took a breather from his exertions and eyed her shapely bent over posterior with relish. That wriggling fleecy bum was an attractive target to be sure. No less attractive for the pink cleft of her love nest peering through the tight curls of wool.

The girl struggled to escape from the retaining leather, but it was useless. The strong thick strap was more than a match for her slender female neck.

Now the man moved forward cautiously. The next part was not quite so easy. A flailing stiletto in the wrong place could cost him his manhood, and that was a loss he did not intend to sustain.

Watching carefully he timed the speed of the flashing feet that sought to de-bollock him, gauging the response time to each of his moves.

Then satistfied that he stood a chance he moved in. The girl’s foot flashed backward, but was caught deftly and held in a grip of iron as he slowly forced her leg back down. Flicking off her shoe, he thrust the pointing toes down into the front of his left Wellington.

Suddenly the girl caught on to what was going to happen and her struggles became frenzied.
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The leg was soon caught and before she could do anything about it, had been thrust into the right Wellington. Triumphantly the man straightened and beamed at the crowd, clasping his hands above his head in a victory gesture as he revealed the prepared maiden below him.

There was no escape, as many sheep over the years had found out to their peril. The girl was perfectly positioned for her captor to take his rewards.

Savouring his conquest, the man slowly opened his trousers and slid them down to rest on his boots, his pre-aroused shaft springing out like a barber’s pole and resting wetly on the top of the girls cleft lower back as it leaked his excess seed. He reached down and toyed with her pendant breasts, and at the same time looked around at the other poles which were now steadily gaining similar occupants. But his throbbing manhood needed feeding. The maiden was ready to be taken, and taken she would be.

Positioning the purpled head of his rod against the cleft of her mons, her carefully gripped her flaring hips and then looked to the crowd.

A roaring chant began “SHAFT her! SHAFT her! SHAFT her! SHAFT her!

The man turned back to a trembling, nervously waiting fem-sheep and tightened his grip.

Without warning he lunged forward and drilled into her protesting tunnel. The girl screamed and bucked against the post, her feet fighting to drag out of the restraining Wellington’s; but it was not to be. She was fully skewered, wriggling like a worm on a pin and helpless to avoid his powerful thrusting strokes.

Her assailant showed his prowess by releasing her from the hip grip, and rising his hands in the air, commenced to screw her in a ‘no hands’ bravado to the obvious approval of the crowd.

All around, other maidens screeched their disapproval as hard meaty shafts bored into their bodies. Almost all were still dry, and the plunging shafts were like sandpaper rolls grinding in and out.

But it wasn’t long before the masochistic urges of being reduced to sheep and publicly reamed unleashed the torrents of lubricating love juice.

Groans of unwanted orgasms rent the air as the thrilled buzz from the crowd and shouts of encouragement steadily rose.

The guy with the throbbing balls eventually made his comeback, and with a lusty cheer, the crowd acknowledged his triumphant penetration of the wriggling squirming female who had engineered his humiliating performance earlier in the event.

With a new found strength he pounded against the springy wool covered backside, jerking the unfortunate girl almost out of his Wellingtons with each thrusting stroke. Truly she was paying for her earlier success in fending off his attentions.

The girl attempted to crouch and lever his rigid pole from her nest, but the man swiftly outmanoeuvred her by grasping the firmly glued lamb tail and lifting. Struggling and screaming she hung by her rectal ring, her feet now pulled halfway up inside the Wellington’s and the dildo in her rear passage angled fiercely against the tender inside of her anus.

The assault on her offered charms continued as she was jerked and lifted with each powerful stroke. Her straining against the thongs and sheath pinioning her arms was useless, there was nothing she could do except weep as she contemplated the spectacle of herself; a human sheep, trussed, strapped and trapped as she was thoroughly shagged in public. The man behind her reached his climax and exploded into her interior as she hung helplessly on the end of his shaft, then horror of horrors, he extracted his penis and lifted her high in the air with the lamb tail until her feet cleared his boots.

Unable to do anything, she hung dejected and limp, neck secured, legs hanging limply and rump high in the air as he displayed his well shagged sheep to the audience. The crowd loved it, and flash bulbs lit up the arena as enthusiasts recorded the sight of that pert wool covered bum and the nude pussy dripping and wet from its recent use.

But the man was not done yet. He left her tethered and disappeared from the ring, returning minutes later with some more tackle to complete his retribution of this wayward lamb. The girl could do nothing as her feet were pulled widely apart and staked loosely to the ground. Nor could she prevent a sign being hung from her clit ring. If she had been able to read the sign she would have been even more distraught. It read “Try your skill at sheep shagging, free trials to anyone who wants to try’ But still the man hadn’t finished. He now erected a small tripod arrangement over her back and then after fitting a hoist to its apex, connected the lamb tail to the lifting hook.

A few strong pulls and the luckless spring lamb was stretched and triangulated between ankles and rectum with her feet several inches off the ground. It looked as if the rapidly forming queue of sheep shagging beginners was to be spared the risk of any actions that may prevent them from savouring this woolly wonder.

Unfortunately the other spring lambs had done nothing to earn this sort of retribution, but the sight was too good to refuse. As a result the arena was soon bedecked with similarly arranged treats. It was a traumatic time for the girls, but then had they known of their next use in the ongoing show, they may not have been so pleased at their eventual release from the poles.

THE MATCH

Peter paused on his way to the next arena to watch the rugby match between his own leviathans, and a team from the USA. To all intents and purposes the rules were the same as League play. Where the game differed dramatically was in that players no longer had to run around. Instead they traversed the playing field in style astride off-roader four wheeled motorbikes. The ball was another variation and in this case was supplied by the limbless Susan.

She was not so much supplying it as actually being it. The hapless little pocket sized female sex bomb was enclosed in a tough inflatable ovoid of transparent vinyl plastic. It could have been made of the standard fawn colour normally associated with the leather variety, but then the spectacle of her ultra trussed form would have been denied to the onlookers who were studying the tumbling cinched form ultra trussed torso.

Devoid of arms and legs, it was difficult to impart the tactile sensation of bondage to her willing form. She lived with total incapacitation on a hour to hour basis. But Snowy and Peter had done their level best to ensure that the insatiable diminutive lady enjoyed her fair share of fun. The result was that the pink cinched core of the ball resembled nothing short of a joint prepared for roasting. Stainless steel wire at intervals of one inch had produced a series of excitingly sculpted divinely taut protrusions, anyone of which would have inspired lustful thoughts to an exploring finger tracing the outline of that heavenly object. Nipples neck and waist had undergone the giraffe woman treatment, which translated to a closely laid wind of encircling coils that both restricted, stretched and immobilised in rippling coils of flashing polished wire. Further investigation as the ball bounced and rotated, revealed flashing glimpses of massively plugged opening at both ends of the truncated girl, all neatly wired into place and secured against the centrifugal forces that would inevitably unplug the sweet thing were they not secured.

The crowd roared as a speeding bike cannoned the ball off a goal post soliciting something close to a wince from Peter. He mentally felt the effect as aresult of his personal knowledge of Susan’s encapsulation. The air in the ball around her was directly connected to the inserts inside her body. Any impact on the outer skin of the ball generated an overall pressure on the spinning girl, but more importantly generated a pulsing shock wave in all the flexible intruders that were stretching her openings to the limit at normal size. Given that it was very much a ball contact game, the two conspiring rope artists had concluded that such explosive expansions would only serve to titillate in a most random and unexpected fashion. Poor Susan had no idea which way was up, let alone where and when the next Ommphing pulse would detonate inside her body. The crowd erupted into cheering as Susan was touched down for a try. Now came the conversion.

A hush settled on the crowd as the Yankee forward hopped off her bike and with some difficulty mounted Susan on a giant golf tee supplied by a linesman. The amazonian female seemed satisfied with the placement and ignored the wide pleading eyes from within as she remounted. Backing off to the twenty-five yard line, she manoeuvred for position as she lined up the shot. There was the clunk of gears, and the bike leapt forward. The bike struck the wobbling ovoid with a thunk that was heard on the other side of the show. Susan was lofted skyward and the ball turned slowly end over end as she dwindled to a dot against the Sun. It was a spectacular spectacle for any red blooded male. Then it almost seemed as if she was hovering in flight as she topped the parabola and began her descent. Peter almost wet himself. He could imagine the transmitted effect of her launching; the rapidly approaching impact on landing brought tears to his eyes as he perceived the consequences in those hot quivering channels of the ball’s soft centre.

Susan was successfully converted, although the following bounces taking her into the stand did little to ease her traumatic return to Earth. Peter stayed to watch a while longer, entranced by the scene as the little love toy was bounced from bike to bike with ever increasing regularity as the tied score game hotted up.

It was toward the end of the first half that he perceived a reducing clarity in the plastic buried image of her wire wound torso. Closer inspection during the break revealed that copious amounts of love syrup was steadily coating the inside of the ovoid. He smiled to himself and patted the ball, knowing that the resultant reverberations would be faithfully transmitted to a wildly working pussy. Young Susan was having a ball, if you could excuse the pun. The tiny tigress was in the process of a never ending mind-blowing orgasm that looked set to span the break. Then the furious action of the final half would serve nicely to rejuvenate her flagging form. Peering into the slowly disappearing embryonic sex bomb, he checked the wire bindings for any problems; but was relieve to see that his calculations had proved correct. The sheer tightness of the wire and her compressed state had served to protect the young chick from any chafing or cutting. Susan was declared fit to proceed, and the referee’s whistle was drowned by the roar of revving engines.

The final score was Ranch Bella 18, Yankees 12, and Susan 43 - Orgasms that is!

SHEEPP DOC TRIALS

Peter moved on to the next field, where another group of delectable females stood trembling with trepidation. Helplessly they waited in silence as they were rubbed down with a fresh sheep skin. The scent did little to allay their fears as their bodies began to give off the rancid smell of an old Ewe. But as if the smell was not enough, they then had to endure the indignity of having sections of sheep skin wrapped around their forms and laced into place.

The strips of fleece were scanty and did nothing to hide their nudity; in fact the only function they did have was to complete their humiliation by making each shackled damsel look more like a recently trimmed poodle. These strips were attached at ankles, knees, waist and neck, then last but not least, a lambs tail was inserted between their quivering bottom cheeks and up into protesting rear passages. A little spirit gum ensured that the tails would stay inserted as intended.

Now they were ready. Whatever fate was to befall them was about to start.

Unsure of what was planned, the ten shackled women were ushered into the enclosure formed by Peter’s human fence. Nervously they stood waiting, acutely aware of their naked vulnerability under the stare of hundreds of watching eyes.

Surveying the arena with fearful eyes, each woman looked around at the several small enclosures that had been set up using sheep hurdles, each with a narrow entrance at one side.

But these items did little to appraise them of the coming ordeal Peter had planned for them.

The speaker boomed and all attention was turned to the dais as the announcer cleared his throat.

“Ladies and gentlemen! Now we come to the ever popular sheep dog trials, and as you can see our sheep are ready and waiting.“

A chill passed through the ‘flock’ as they huddled together in the realisation that they were to be herded by a dog. Then almost simultaneously, each had the same thought; they could simply head for the allocated pen and avoid any herding by the dog.

Their plans were dashed as the announcer continued.

“In order to avoid any cheating by our sheep, the number of the pen allocated will only be known by the herder and the judges. So! Let the competition begin; can we please have contestant number one, .. Bill Waterman from North Wales with his dog Buster.“

Frantically the girls looked around for ways to escape; but with wrists fettered into the small of the back and ankles restricted by hobble chains, there was no escape from the businesslike approach of a determined looking Buster. The dog halted and sized up the opposition, patiently waiting for a command from his master, then at the sound of a shrill whistle, he bounded into action.

A huddled group of women drew back instinctively as the Buster hurled himself at the outer girls, teeth bared in a warning that he would not be ignored. The pressure from the outer retreating women caused the whole bunch to move to the right in a series of short hobbled steps; steps that were too slow for the impatient hound who now added speed to the movement by instituting a series of short sharp attacking manocuvres. Buster soon had the flock moving at areasonably acceptable pace across the arena.

Boobs jiggling, buttocks jouncing, the frightened group minced across the grass in a shambles of panic.

Buster sensed that his charges would overshoot the designated turning point, and in response to another whistle, charged in rapidly to the lead woman and crouched in an attacking pose directly ahead of her. The hysterical maiden skidded to a halt so that her following group cannoned into each other. She turned and urged them all in another direction, her efforts at getting them going being aided by sharp nips administered to her naked rump by the gleeful Buster.

An indecent haste in trying to escape his searching teeth was her undoing. Stumbling, she fell ungraciously forward and landed with her knees wide and buttocks thrust skyward.

Either by design or sheer fluke, Buster’s next nip caught her offered clitoris squarely in his small forward teeth.

With a screech of terror, the luckless damsel fairly launched herself into the air and departed in the direction taken by the rest of the flock, at a pace that would have put a hundred yard sprinter to shame, Her hobble restrictions produced a jiggling rapid movement that had both nates and boobs bouncing with alacrity in a delightful show of feminine attributes. The crowd roared its appreciation at Buster’s skill in controlling his charges and watched avidly as he skilfully coerced the group through the next obstacle. Two more straying charges were administered his special encouraging nip, and the crowd rose to it’s feet as a spectacular double display of soft bouncing curves flitted across the turf.

Steadily the flock was moved closer to the goal of enclosure number five, and Buster, sensing victory became overconfident. Wendy saw her chance as he circled on the far side of the flock, and turning she made a desperate dash for the safety of the fence provided by the wall of half buried females. She never considered just how she was going to get over the obstacle when she got there. It was just a spur of the moment idea born of a stubbornness that refused to admit defeat.

Buster was after her in a flash, his powerful lopes overtaking the fleeing Wendy in a few short bounds. With teeth bared, he darted in and nipped at a shackled ankle. The sharp unexpected pain was sufficient to cause Wendy to react and then flounder as she sprawled on the ground. Buster stood back, poised and awaiting her next move; .. but Wendy was equally determined that she would go where she pleased.

Rising slowly she locked eyes with the dog ina silent challenge of authority. Buster stayed still.

Many a time he had faced down a big ram who dared to challenged him; he was an old hand at the game of chicken.

Wendy stood still and faced Buster with a look of venom on her face. Then gathering her courage she began to advance menacingly towards the dog, not realising that she was mimicking the actions of a male sheep to the letter.

Buster stood his ground, then timing her approach with precision, he sprang into action at the last moment. Wendy jumped with surprise as he uncoiled like a striking snake and seemed to lunge for her defenceless and tender breasts.

She swung a foot at his striking jaws, but was hampered by the hobble. Buster meanwhile had seen her Achilles heel. The flash of the gold ring in her clitoris when her thighs parted had jogged memories of the days when his farm had supported beef stock. As a young dog he had swiftly learned that the only way to slow down an enraged bull was by using the ring in its nose.

Before Wendy could react, he had turned and was upon her again. His gaping maw streaked upward and with unerring accuracy his left canine incisor hooked through the vulnerable ring. The jaw closed and Buster hung forelegs off the ground from Wendy’s tender nodule.

Her screech of anguish was sufficient to convince Buster that the upper hand was now his. He jerked a warning as Wendy tried to draw away and solicited another shriek from his captive; then pushing backward with his back feet he exerted an irresistible pull on the ring. The crowd went wild as Wendy meekly followed the retreating hound, dragged screaming and cursing by her pussy. Buster, sensing he had won, skipped backward even faster, never for one second easing the vice like clamp on Wendy’s clit ring.

Steadily he drew the helplessly fuming Wendy towards the pen his master had designated.

Occasionally when Wendy’s cursing became to strong he would shake his head like a cat shaking arat,and Wendy’s torso would be dragged from side to side as she tried to follow the dancing ring of obedience. As soon as the lesson in mastery was finished, she followed meekly as he led on.

The other girls, realising which pen was the target, scurried forward and crowded into its welcoming safety before Wendy and her shepherd arrived. Buster dragged the luckless girl right into the compound, then releasing the clit ring, he nipped Wendy’s buttock on the way out as a parting reminder of who was boss. He barked ferociously at the other women who were now standing, thighs clenched as they tried to hide their own rings, but none felt inclined to challenge his authority.

The trials went on, and through the afternoon virtually every girl made some mistake or other that earned her a swift lesson in sheep handling from their dog herder’s.

One totally luckless girl fell face down, and when she rose, it was to find herself caught by anose ring. Shambling across an acre of ground on your knees, hobbled and shackled and unable to rise because a dog was leading you by the nose, was not to be recommended.

The crowd however found her awkwardly wobbling bottom and pendulously jouncing breasts a very rewarding spectacle. Not to mention the denuded mincing pussy so delightfully displayed by her unorthodox mode of movement.

THE DIPPING DISPLAY

One of the more mundane tasks of farming, especially that of the sheep farmer, is the chore of periodical dipping. A necessary chore to ensure that the stock is not damaged by parasitic lice and ticks. New farming techniques however had taken the hard work out of this by introducing a machine which would not only ensure that the job was done thoroughly, but also at a rate of some one hundred animals per hour.

The old method of dipping required some heavy manual work, in that each sheep had to be captured then wrestled over to the dipping pond before being thrown in; a method that was hit and miss at best, and generally resulted in many sheep managing to keep their heads above the dip and thereby maintain healthy, although unwanted colonies of parasites on their heads.

With the new method this was an impossibility.

Even the duration of submersion was controllable; a point which hadn’t escaped the eagle eye of Peter as he contemplated its use on another type of stock.

Manacled and loosely chained at the ankles, the line of chosen girl demonstrators stood nervously awaiting developments as equipment was readied. None aware of the task they were to perform as each in turn was ushered into the inner tented enclosure and prepared for whatever ordeal Peter’s fertile mind had contrived. All were worried about the strange perforated dildos previously fitted into their lower openings. It wasn’t the size so much as the fact that they were unlike anything they had been fitted with before. None of them could hazard even the remotest guess at why they should be hollow and perforated. In fact they were to be still unenlightened when they left the enclosure, although they were incapable of protesting when they eventually saw their fate.

Jillian was the eighth in line, and in a high state of both excitement and trepidation when her turn finally came. Gripped firmly by two willing male assistants from the crowd, she was marched through the canvas flap into the tent beyond, where, after casting her eyes nervously around, she could see several small heavy cages about two and a half feet square. There was no sign of the other girls who had preceded her, and so no way to prejudge the impending ordeal.

Almost before she was able to react, Jillian found herself being forced down to assume a folded compressed position, which having attained, was maintained by two simple chains that connected her wrists and ankles and bisected her taught buttocks. Her wriggles of displeasure were fruitless as the two tormentors carried her bodily over to the cage.

Panic stricken, Jillian realised for the first time that they intended to enclose her fettered form within the tiny confines of that formidable iron framework.

She struggled valiantly, but to no avail. Within thirty seconds the over zealous males had packed her tightly into the cage and closed the door; .. a feat that normally would have been easy, except for the fact that the cage now contained a female of a slightly larger size than was intended for its interior.

As aresult, it required considerable effort to force the door closed and allow the self locking catch to drop.

The incarcerated woman couldn’t move amuscle.

Her compressed body bulged obscenely through the bars of the cage and was a source of amusement for her captors as they lifted her portable prison and proceeded out through the opposite side of the tent. With their burden swinging gently on the lifting pole they entered the next tent, where for the first time Jillian was confronted by the preceding seven girls; each compressed into a similar cage to her own, and suspended from what appeared to be and overhead track of some sort.

The men carried her over to the next vacant hook on the track, and with consummate ease lifted her reduced and helplessly enmeshed form up to the waiting suspension hook. With a last taunting petting of protruding bulge’s of her body, they left her and returned for the next addition.

Jillian looked fearfully along the track, which appeared to be a continuous circular affair; continuous maybe, straight and level it was not.

Some ten yards before the first girl in the line was a large liquid filled tank. The fumes it was giving off could only be described as pungently antiseptic in nature. Jillian’s attention was quickly drawn to the fact that the track she was now a part of appeared to dip down to touch the surface of this evil liquid before returning to its normal height at the far side of the tank.

With horror, she realised that if the track were put into motion each swinging cage and its occupant would in turn vanish below the surface of'that liquid before reappearing at the far side of the tank. Jillian’s moans of despair and grunts of straining joined those of the other girls who had already had time to work out the modusoperandi of the contraption.

The final cage number twelve was soon swinging alongside its partners, the occupant just as surely committed to whatever was to happen as all her companions. But the knowledge of this certainty did little to ease the cramped confinement of their forms, or make the coming unavoidable display any less unpleasant. The demonstrator’s voice boomed out over the loudspeaker, and although none of the girls took much notice, they sensed the thinly disguised glee in the commentators tone as he described the function of the machine they were affixed to.

With a jerk the line surged into motion, the clinking of the traction chain being drowned out by the unified wail of fear escaping from twelve luckless damsels as their ordeal began. Jillian craned her neck and was able to watch as the first unwilling girl began the downward trip on the sloping rail. The cage jerked and bucked wildly as its occupant sought a last minute escape, her efforts growing visibly stronger as the moment of immersion inexorably approached. But to no avail. The cage dipped firmly into the liquid and girl’s gagged guffaws became intense as she slowly vanished below the grey surface of the dip. Suddenly there was silence, punctuated only by the tinkling ripple of the agitated surface of the liquid.

The suspension hook jiggled madly as it slowly traversed the tank and the surface of the liquid became turbulent; .. mute testament to the titanic struggle for release being enacted beneath the surface.

A loud snorting gasp of air from surfaced nostrils heralded the emergence of cage number one, some thirty seconds after commencing its submerged passage. As the streaming ‘well dipped’ female stock item rose back to rail height, number two was already sinking into the waiting dip. Almost with detachment, Jillian watched each girl in turn as they were dipped and dripped, suddenly realising in a fit of terror that were no more cages separating her from the surface of the tank. It was her turn next.

As her cage dipped toward the surface she strained and fought to break free of her containment. Muted screams for mercy fell on deaf ears. None of the host surrounding the area near the tank wanted to miss a second of her plight.

The cold liquid came as a shock when it touched her naked buttocks. With horror, she realised the design intent of those mesh dildos nestling in her two lower openings as the liquid rushed deep into her most sacred holes. The evil mixture stung viciously as its antiseptic qualities got to work on the delicate inner skin of her body. She tried desperately to close her body openings against this intrusion, but the mesh tubes held her firmly open for disinfecting.

So intent was she on the burning sting in her lower body that she almost forgot to take a deep breath as the advancing liquid rose around her chin and commenced to engulf her entire head.

Panic flared fiercely and Jillian strained at her cage with frenzied abandon as the spectre of drowning loomed large in her thoughts. On and on she fought for what seemed like and eternity as her body ploughed through the stinging dip, then when she was sure that she could hold her breath no longer, Jillian felt the rush of air on her face as she broke surface at the end of the tank.

Thankfully she exhaled and dragged in new air as her cage rose streaming and rocking away from the tank.

The carousel of sobbing females continued its slow circuit of the tent. Sodden and dripping they waited helplessly as the rattling traction chain carried them round and back to the dip.

An hour was the designated time for the show thus ensuring that each caged exhibit would endure the dip tank at least ten times before their gloating tormentor gave them a temporary respite between shows.

The respite was something of a traumatic experience in itself. Peter, remembering the exotic spectacle of a dyed female from the past, decided to add a bright yellow dye to the dip.

The girls could only watch as it became apparent that they were all to be altered to brightly coloured toys when the chain resumed operation.

Thinking that this was all they were to endure, it came as something as surprise when several amateur barbers appeared and began to denuded their heads of hair. The cages held them firm and incapable of any resistance as lock after lock of their crowing glory began to litter the floor, garbled pleas for mercy went unheeded as they were steadily reduced to totally naked hanging specimens awaiting processing.

As it happened, the chain had halted in a different place, and as a result, Jillian found herself to be the first object moving towards that bright yellow dip as the chain rumbled back into life. She already knew it was pointless, but with the thought of her body being altered completely to another colour, she found the will to test the cage’s strength once more. A woofing, squirming bar encircled bundle disappeared below the surface, emerging almost a minute later as a totally surreal boxed beauty.

The yellow Peter had chosen was almost a dayglow brightness, but caged Jillian was unable to see her form due to the restrictions of her confinement. The shock of realising what she looked like was reserved for the moment that her following caged companion emerged from the dye.

Soon all twelve were equally hued, and after a further three dips, Peter decided that the dye had penetrated sufficiently to ensure that each damsel remained coloured for a long time into the future. The sobbing girls were released from their torment only to endure more humiliation as he instructed their feet strapped together, and neck chains joined. Their wrists remained manacled tightly behind their backs preventing any chance of resistance, and a series of crushing bands were added from head to foot. Each in turn was converted to a curvaceous pillar of cinched helpless femininity Once the painted dozen were all connected, he led them forward in a procession. With their ankles secured, there was only one way to move forward and avoid falling flat on their faces, and that was with a two footed hop. The crowd cheered loudly as the unbelievable sight of twelve hopping banana replicas emerged from the tent. The vision of twenty-four bouncing yellow breasts could only be appreciated by someone who was there to see.

But Peter was needed elsewhere, so relinquishing his lead to the tow bar of a mini garden tractor, he watched the line of hopping females recede into the distance as they started the firstof many circuits of the show grounds. It was an awe inspiring spectacle of jouncing, straining, thoroughly controlled female splendour. The young nineteen year driving the tractor; ... son of a spectator, couldn’t believe his luck when he was given the job of displaying these helpless fully matured women. It was a sure fact, thought Peter, those women are going to be hopping around until his parents literally dragged him off the tractor, and that was liable to be some time yet, they were both in the beer tent well on their way to a state of alcoholic stupor. The fact that his mother had been strict in raising him to adulthood was sure to be reflected in his treatment of the females in tow.

MAIDENN MILKER

Bella and the Princess formed the next attraction. But then they were the only ones qualified to do so as a result of their fully laden, child suckling breasts. The dairy exhibit was already full of spectators. No one wanted to miss the demonstration advertised, which clearly couldn’t be repeated for some hours after the initial showing.

The curtained exhibit area was surrounded, and a hush descended on the crowd as the curtains began to move back; only to be replaced by a roar of approval and loud clapping as the somewhat unwilling demonstrators were revealed in all their glory.

Surrounded by a veritable maze of gleaming stainless steel fittings and fixtures, and festooned in a web of tubes, Bella and the Princess battled against the restraining clamps that held them in helpless naked readiness.

They were held rigidly in a crapaudine backbowed position. Clearly, both women were powerless to prevent any misuse of the milk swollen breasts that hung pendulously below them. The fact that these ripe melon like appendages were safely encased in glass receptacles did little to quell their struggles to avoid what they knew to be coming. Having their mouths filled to bursting point with inflatable gags, negated any dissent as they tried unsuccessfully to impress upon the watchers that they disapproved of the proceedings. Not that anyone would have helped anyway. They were all too interested in the spectacle they were about to witness to have any concern for the unfortunate women providing it.

Peter stepped forward after allowing the crowd to savour the women'’s helpless struggles, and raising his hands appealed for silence.

“Ladies and gentlemen, as you can see, we have here two young ladies who have recently foaled and are therefore perfect for the demonstration of our new Maiden-Milker. You will note that we have prevented them from feeding their foals for the last twelve hours to ensure that each has full udders. I hasten to add that the young offspring have been fed with powered milk.“

He paused as the crowd eased forward to study the bursting taught breasts showing through the glass. It was obvious that the owners of these swollen overfull breasts must by now be suffering severe discomfort and longing for a suckling mouth to deflate those heavy aching orbs.

“Our first operation is to ensure that each breast is drawn fully into the receptacle and sealed against the outside atmosphere, and to do this we infroduce alight vacuum into the main mammary containers.“

Peter turned a small valve on the apparatus and waited as a faint hissing sounded. Both women suddenly became extremely active in their attempts to gain freedom, and as the crowd watched, the reason for their animation became apparent.

With the vacuum taking effect, each woman’s breasts were being sucked and enlarged even further until they filled the glass containers. Steadily, like inflating toy balloons the breasts grew, until with a final dying gasp the vacuum was complete and the breasts enlarged to press tightly against the inside of the glass. The only items not in contact with the surface of the containers were the engorged nipples which now hung freely inside the tubes at the base of each enclosure. Peter inspected each container at length before turning back to the crowd.

“As you can see the containers are fully sealed now and the nipples correctly positioned to ensure a unobstructed flow. Now we engage the pulsator.“

So saying he turned another valve which appeared to inspire the captive women to even greater effort as a much stronger pulsing hiss sounded through the room. The crowd gasped as each nipple seemed to magically stretch down almost a inch into the transparent tube before snapping back towards the breasts. The hissing suction settled to a steady rhythmic pulse as four presented nipples were forcible coerced to give up their fluid. The women strained and pleaded with their eyes, but Peter simply reached forward and increased the strength of the pulsing suction on their nipples. That did the trick. Small streams of white milk began to jet from each tormented nodule as the machine began to milk its two captives with an unfeeling mechanical detachment. Oblivious to the desperate entreaties of the women as their nipples were alternatively stretched, then allowed to snap back with mind-bending ferocity, Peter addressed the audience again, ignoring the red faced, straining, Mmmphing entreaties of the demonstration models.

“As you may know ladies and gentlemen, bovine cows give a better milk yield if music is played in the parlour, and so with women the effect of pleasure is the same. If you will watch carefully now, you will see how we can achieve the same result in a human herd of milkers.“

He operated a small lever behind the trussed women who were unable to even react as their tethered lower limbs were carried apart by the constraining machine. A louder whirring noise heralded the approach of yet another humiliation as a mechanical arm inserted huge dildos into their offered pussy’s. But not satisfied with this violation, the device began the move the monstrous intruders slowly in and out, which by then had also begun to vibrate.

It took only a few seconds before both women realised that they would be a unable to resist the massive stimulation of being milked and mechanically ravished at the same time. ..

Especially with some forty people watching.

They were already powerless in the grip of rapidly approaching orgasms as Peter added more humiliation to their plight. Reaching for a small utility vacuum nozzle at the rear of each device he carefully moved the mouth of each sucking horror closer to the hanging exposed clitoris between the straining thighs of each woman, and watched entranced as the powerful vacuum suddenly swallowed these sensitive nodules with a slurping gulp. In horror both captives realised that these new additions were also of the pulsating variety as they felt their sensitive sex-fingers being milked like teats.

Both of the women became scarlet faced as they strained and writhed in a futile attempt to escape.

Steadily the milk receivers began to fill with the warm smooth liquid drawn from each inflated mammary, the flow now rapidly increasing as each women was drawn deeper into the pit of orgasmic wantonness. The writhing, twisting, moaning exhibition created by this control loss, fed heat to the groins of the watching crowd, male and female alike, as they witnessed the total reduction to farm animals of these two beautiful women.

Their straining against the steel fetters became intense as the approaching orgasms merged into acontinual display of uncontrollable arousal. Those insatiable sucking mouths on their clitoris’ could not be denied; nor could the thrusting pole reaching deep into their interiors with each powerful vibrating stroke. The rhythmic Pssss-tt, Psssstt, Pssss-tt, of the milker became interspersed with and equally rhythmic Mmmph! Mmmph!

Mmmph! as the great dildos surged back and forth.

Peter watched in silent euphoria as the flexing muscles and clenching buttocks of each woman betrayed their secret inner battle with the forces of arousal. He positioned himself between the two unwilling exhibits and placed a hand upon each woman’s oscillating buttocks so that he could actually feel the surging power of the runaway lust. Swelling pubic lips, engorged with the blood of arousal dripped copious amounts of love liquid into specially positioned transparent receptacles, designed to allow everyone to see the extent of each captives unavoidable arousal.

Almost simultaneously the captive maidens stiffened as their rampant lust became too much to bear, and forewarned of their explosive orgasms by the vibrating tensions rippling through each of the soft mounds under his hands; Peter turned up the power of the pulsing vacuum unit. The eyes of his captives rolled up into their heads and the gagged mouths gave vent to high pitched keening noises as their nipples and nodules were stretched beyond the limits of endurance. The milk receivers began to fill in rapid spurts as all control was lost and the machine emptied their ballooning breasts with contemptuous ease. The crimson faced damsels seemed set to explode as they became a mass of tiny rippling movements and ineffectual straining in the fight against their bonds; and explode they did.

With flaring nostrils and wildly staring eyes, they became virtually still in a shuddering rigid pose as the orgasms ripped through their bodies; maintained in this shattering condition by the tireless and never ending pulsing demons that were suckling their most sensitive appendages. Wild eyes followed Peter’s hand as he increased the vacuum still more and wrung every last drop of shuddering pleasure from their captive stiffened forms. Rigidly held by the never ending tidal-wave of orgasmic ecstasy, the girls endured as the machine pulsed on.

Finally, their bulging tits empty, bodies drained of every last drop of sexual energy, Peter moved over to the sweat sheened forms as they writhed and pulsed with mechanical precision. He looked into their bloodshot pleading eyes and relished his power before reaching out and flipping the switch that would end their plight.

The machine ground to a halt and he turned and informed the crowd that the next demonstration would be in three hours; the time it took for those abused breasts to refill with their liquid loads. The crowd seemed a little disappointed, but seeing that the show was over for now, they began to file out leaving Peter and his captives alone in the quiet of the tent. He turned and faced the helpless women with a look of triumphant glee on his face as he removed the full milk containers and outlined their continuing ordeal.

“Remember the time when you two had me on that infernal breeding machine for days on end?

Remember how you milked me with those demanding pussy’s? Well now its my turn, have funladies,“

With that he snapped the empty milk containers into place and turned the machine back on. It mattered little that their breasts were already depleted. The effect on their libido would be the same. The efforts to escape became frantic as empty tits swelled and nipples were yanked downwards by the insatiable suckling vacuum.

It availed them nothing as the powerful clamps held the women firmly in place.

As he moved to leave he noted the hopeless resignation in those pleading eyes as the women felt their bodies beginning to pulse once with energy.

Peter paused only long enough to study their vacuum swollen breasts, and couldn’t help wondering what it must feel like to have those monstrous slavering mechanical mouths suckling remorselessly on those taut expanded appendages; especially when they had no more fluid to give.

The flap of the tent closed and all was quiet save for the steady Pssss-tt! Mmmmph! Psssstt!

Mmmmph! Pssss-tt! Mmmmph! Pssss-tt!

Mmmmph! of machine and maiden in harmonious partnership. Neither woman could know that Peter would soon forget all about them in the face of new and more exciting exhibits; and that it would be some five hours before their plight was ended. They had strained and Mmmphed! loudly through the gags to try and impart their message before Peter had left.

But all was in vain. He had departed unaware that he had left the pulsing vacuum turned to maximum and the probing dildo-vibrators running at full power.

The women fought valiantly, faces red, eyes bulging and bloodshot; limbs straining against solid steel fetters they fought on. But they knew their cause was lost as the slavering mechanical mouths relentlessly sucked them into an endless world of exploding orgasmic torment. The tent echoed with the sounds of exertion. Some of it pleasurable, but mostly of the desperate pleading variety. Both women knew that this machine was capable of draining them like a lemon squeezer; reducing them to hollow husks of womanhood as it sucked then dry of all their most precious feelings.

They strained and writhed, pleaded and begged for release from torment. But the stainless steel bands held them firmly offered to their mindless tormentor. The machine was deaf to their entreaties. Its sensors merely noted that two units requiring milking were in place. There was no thought that they were a pair of human emotion containers to be sucked dry by a mechanical leech.

And so they would remain until someone thought to look in through that distant tent flap. Peter’s revenge was surely going to be paid in full.

Meanwhile, two strategically placed video camera’s would faithfully record every detail of their display from the front, and as it later turned out, some unparalleled footage of rounded female buttocks clenching and tensing endlessly as the baleful eye of the rear camera peered voyeuristically up between their spread limbs.

Sadly the last hour of tape was spoiled by the frenzied, mindless gyrations of the girl captives which resulted in a spray of hot love juices splattering across the lens. But not before recording the first close up details of those overworked pussy’s in total pulsing spasm, helplessly sucking and slurping on a huge shiny shaft as it powered back and forth in their womanhood, stretching, shaping, plundering; never ceasing as it slid purposefully back and forth. Then there was the spectacle of their sphincter muscles, totally out of control and resembling goldfishes mouths as they pouted and pursed with the gigantic surges in their owners bodies. The round rectal lips were being continually squeezed out of shape as the surrounding muscles of each pair of clamping buttocks juddered and flexed like two demented jellies. Sensitive microphones placed at both ends of the demented captives skilfully blended the sounds of gagged despair and wet sliding intrusion from their nether regions.

Peter had really excelled himself this time. With a genius bordering on madness, he’d made sure that both women were able to see a minute by minute playback of their demise on the TV monitors.

It was a closed circuit of self destroying lust.

The more they heard and saw of their own intimate regions in spasm, the more their bodies responded. As a result they were both spiralling steadily upward towards an unknown level of catastrophic bodily convulsion with no chance of mercy from their hissing, pulsing tormentor..

The film, unbeknown to the two struggling, thoroughly secured milkettes, was destined to be the all time best selling video. Tens of millions of cocks would stand to attention as a result of their efforts, and the coffers of Bella’s farm would swell to bursting with the revenue gathered from her very own unavoidable performance.

OTHER EXHIBITORS

In addition to the many main attractions, there were as always sideshows and stands, that whilst not strictly of an agricultural nature, were excellent venues for exposing wares to a large gathering of potential buyers. One such stand was being run by Snowy, the Australian, owner of Grey Lady, the old MTB that had served so well in two rescues, and veteran of a couple of recent bondage escapades.

Not content with all that he had learned for the fettered troupe of Peter’s intrepid damsels, he had allowed his own recently rejuvenated libido a free rein as long lost memories and fantasies flooded back; no doubt as a direct result of the considerable attention paid to him by that luscious band of lovelies.

His own partiality for rope entombed damsels had of course been catered for, as could be seen by the living examples of macrame dotted around the stall. Each in its own right was a work of art that had obviously taken hours of careful construction. Needless to say, the gift wrapped and tightly cinched soft female centre of each exhibit was by now ruing having volunteered her body as a base from which to start construction. Bulging, excruciatingly tight savagely cinched limbs and sumptuous torso’s was a hallmark of the Snowy style. But apart from their somewhat reluctant continuation of the ordeal, every single dangling morsel brought a gleam to the eye of new onlookers as the creaking overstressed rope, and twirling antics of these deliciously incapacitated morsels brought new meaning to the word rampant anticipation.

Nothing seemed to raise a flagging male pole faster than the sight of a series of bulging soft curves of womanhood, arranged in a network of rope that held them both totally helpless, and perfectly offered for a variety of uses. Even more entranced were the female visitors, for they too suffered the exquisite pangs pleasure that came with swelled, copiously lubricated pussies for a variety of reasons. Mainly however, all three body openings of the twirling rope female displays were used to grip flower arrangements. Snowy seemingly loved converting damsels into exquisite forms of hanging flower basket.

But fantastic as they were, they could not distract attention from the new and somewhat specialised wares on offer that were Snowy’s latest fad. Dignitaries who had pre-booked seats took their allotted places, ignoring the groans of dissent from the plush female living stools that formed the bulk of seating arrangements.

Unlike the inmates of Bella’s farm, the raw material for these items of furniture had been hired from a local slave market and consisted of exquisitely formed, carefully selected Nubian women who were awaiting sale to rich owners. Greedy traders quickly snatched upon the chance to earn a little extra remuneration before these heavenly bodies passed out their hands for ever. As a result, the slave market workshops had rung to the sound of frantically struggling females as each in turn was ruthlessly reduced to impotent fuming furniture. It was a sight enjoyed by the visiting Snowy as he watched the steadily growing line of finished products accumulating in the dispatch bay. Such exquisitely pleasurable multiples of totally motionless incapacitated female form did wonders for his libido. Not least of which was the thought that if his planned sales drive for the new device were successful, he would be able to purchase the whole defenceless impotent consignment, for himself.

With that in mind, he had decided to supervise the full incarceration process himself, paying particular attention to the impossibly severe banding prior to their insertion into the mounting blocks. He needed to know that all the hidden appendages of those females were secured in the most stringent immobilised method possible. He walked around the rows of silent black female blocks and felt searing pleasure at the spectacle of each of those presented ebonised rubber bottoms. At the end of each production row he would pause to savour the sight of such an abundance of pitifully vulnerable and utterly defenceless silent female output. There was nearly a ton of invisibly squirming deliciously gagged joy assembled in each lustfully impotent row of feminine delicacy.

Yet not one female morsel was capable of even the most infinitesimal amount of sound, movement, or defence of her offered charms. Then there was the fact that these dip-coated warm rubber utility objects would remain sheathed in such lasciviously enhancing material for many months if his plans bore fruit. That made the spectacle even more enjoyable. Any attempt to remove that latex second skin would result in severe pain and loss of much faultlessly smooth brown Nubian skin, unless nature was allowed to take its course.

His new ranch fifteen miles south of Bella’s would surely benefit from such sumptuous seating. But Snowy’s mind was already miles ahead. A method of maintaining them all in perfect health whilst being retained like this for the foreseeable future was already mentally constructed. The moment they discovered that their one day incarceration had been indefinitely extended was going to be something to relish.

The stools were basically a simple affair that left only a downwardly arched back visible to form a comfortably curved surface on which to rest ones appreciative backside. The rest of the woman, excepting the head and buttocks, were ensconced in what appeared to be a hands and knees mode. Although that was only a guess for anyone who hadn’t been involved in the complex hidden bands that held them inextricably shaped for moulding. The whole of the underside of these restrained women flowed into a carefully sculpted but featureless oblong solid moulding of black epoxy resin, skilfully matched to blend with the ebony coating of latex rubber sheathing their shapely forms. Armrests were alternatively the black sculpted ball of facially sculpted rubber that displayed a pair of beseeching eyes, or more interestingly on the other end, two beautifully arched up and presented lobes of sensuous female buttocks that simply begged for each and every one to be taken, ‘doggy fashion’. With legs banded and crushed tightly together, they all promised a magnificently tight fit when used in that way, and the leg configuration gave those thigh squeezed pouting pussies a particularly carnal impact on the casual voyeur. But the clamping effect served two purposes. It also served to provide an excellent fleshy pussy clamp for gripping items of interest. An easily recognisable tubular control jutted from the superbly presented pussy lips, actuation of which brought about an extraordinarily pleasant vibro-massage to the seated guest as the vibrations of the massive industrial strength insertion passed through the captive beauty. In addition there was the added shuddering sensation provided by the female herself, as her own unsolicited and quite natural reaction to the stimulation engineered a massaging sort of rolling muscle wave through ones posterior as she squirmed delightfully in her bondage. It was of no consequence that such monstrously powerful devices would churn the poor unfortunate’s pussy secretions to foam, and vibrate her lower body with mindless ferocity.

The room soon became filled with the squeak and rustle of squirming rubber as everyone indulged their lust and activated the massage mode of their uncomplaining female bum rests.

But only Snowy knew that the bulging rubber cheeks and rolling eyeballs of the unfortunate damsels were engineered by something slightly more traumatic than merely being mechanically ravished whilst entombed in rubber and resin.

Only he had knowledge of the multitude of ringed pierced nipples that at that very moment were stretched almost to breaking point inside each and every stool; twanging with the attentions of a mechanical device that was plucking each pair of distended nodules like the strings of a harp. It was a secret he’d decided to keep to himself. The more benevolent members of the audience may have refrained from full usage of the facility had they known what their seat was having to endure; and that would never do. Fortunately the soft female centres of those resin blocks were in no position to voice personal objections as they writhed in silent torment. But of course, it was that ruthlessly enforced compliance that made the seats so popular; with the user that is. Even the seated females were displaying undisguised glee at the thought of one of their own being so powerfully confined and available. And if the truth be known, many would probably have swapped places given half a chance. But then their’s was the fantasy, whilst the silenced incapacitated women below were sampling the reality. They had a whole different perspective from their lowly position of solidified torment..

It was such a pity that none would ever get the chance to air their views on the matter.

The main feature for the sales exhibits was to be a fully enclosed affair. Training cocoons was the sales blurb. But in effect, these items were no less than full blown posture and mind correcting capsules that ensured any maiden so enclosed was guaranteed to emerge fully converted to a sex crazed submissive female who lived simply to be bound, gagged, abused, used, and bonked at all and every opportunity by anyone who chose to take advantage of the many bound configurations they could be forced to adopt..

The crowd packed into the enclosure. Word had gone around that a rich Sheik had purchased a fully comprehensive set of cocoons for his eleven accompanying wives. Only two of these luckless ladies were of Arab origins. All the others were from other cultures; and all were victims of nefarious plots that had estranged them from their motherland on penalty of death or imprisonment if they returned. They were marooned and basically condemned to remain in the Sheik’s harem by events beyond their control. It hadn’t taken them long once in contact with each other to figure out that the Sheik himself had been responsible for setting them up. But that was academic really. There was no way they could ever prove it, and so it seemed they were destined to remain his property, barring an act of God.

To be honest, they all felt that life was not so bad really. Although forced to endure some heavy bondage sessions back at the palace, they did have all the luxuries any woman could ever wish for, to enjoy to the full in the times that their services were not required.

Butnow things looked decidedly dodgy. They were all basically aware of what these devices could do to them. Although to be truthful, none of them actually believed the boastful claims made by that old white haired Australian, with the exception of two masochistic bound beauties who were inwardly preying that the claims were true. Unfortunately, it looked as if the disbelievers were going to have their scepticism tested to the full in the very near future. The other pair however were literally dripping with lust at the prospective of being forcibly converted to subservient sex toys, and stood impatiently with shining eyes, their nipples fully aroused and daggering forward with anticipation.

Snowy had talked their owner into having all the preliminary fitting and moulding done as a feature on his stall. In that way, when others saw how thorough his construction methods were, he felt sure that a tidal wave of orders would soon be the order of the day. So when the Sheik actually agreed, he could hardly believe his luck as the eleven statuesque beauties were forcibly stripped ready for moulding.

The stunning similarity of these nubile ladies left no doubt in his mind that they had been hand picked by the same man before they were “fitted up” with bogus crimes. Everyone of them sported faultless peach textured skin, high arrogant cheek bones and smooth staggeringly beautiful looks. Bodies were matched hour glass shapes of perfection, boobs, firm rounded egg plants of vibrant womanhood, and each equipped with the cutest rounded pert and inviting bum he had ever seen. Each and every rolling perfectly paired buttock display seemed to scream, truss me up, band me down and abuse my soft sumptuous curves. Long shapely legs were the norm, and unlike most Arab women, he noted with interest as the robes continued to come off; that the Sheik had balanced them all on skyscraper stiletto heels; shoes of patent black leather and all of the lock-on variety to ensure that they remained perched and basically hobbled by the sheer impossibility of those towering heels. But he had to admit. They did look ultra inviting standing there, legs drum taut with the muscle tension required to maintain a vertical stance. Without a shadow of doubt, this elegant footwear was in no small way responsible for a deliciously acceptable bum and boob enhancing posture that was a direct result of enforced spinal curvature.

Long flowing locks of hair cascaded over smooth shoulders as each was denuded of their flowing figure concealing robes. The comparison and obvious selection was by now fully established. Although it would seem that the Sheik did enjoy some variation in that they ranged from brunette to redhead, ... strawberry blonde to raven black Latin lovelies. All were genuine as well. Unless of course the hairdresser had also taken time to dye pubic hair as well.

Snowy stood with a raging ramrod in his loose Arabic clothes as he surveyed the naked nervously clustered women. He listened avidly as each was pointed out and given a nationality in turn.

“The big blonde is from Sweden, the redhead is Irish, and of course Zelda over there is from America. Consuela is Spanish as you will have guessed, and the angry looking brunette is from Russia. She’s wanted by the KGB I'm told. But I’m sure she will want to stay here sooner than return. I’ve heard that the head of the Moscow KGB personally wants her in his private interrogation room to find out who filled his new imported Porsche 911 Targa with cowshit in revenge for her boy friend being sent to Siberia.

The leggy brunette visibly shuddered as she formed a mental image of what would happen once she was strapped down on the director’s interrogation couch; a sight Snowy would longed to have seen.

Such an obviously powerful perfectly proportioned and aggressive woman would be a joy to behold in such vulnerable condition.

The Sheik continued until all the girls had been accounted for. And as he took it all in, Snowy’s quivering manhood seemed to just continue growing. Almost all of these women was resentful and totally adverse to what was going to happen to them. The two receptive girls projected a charm of an entirely different type, that was nonetheless, just as exciting in a different way.

But none wanted to risk the alternatives. They had a choice to say no, but each after consideration rated the possible effects of his cocoons to be less traumatic than being returned to face the music. And so the process began.

The Swedish girl was the unlucky first customer, and was dragged forward as the Sheik seated himself on a specially selected American stool.

She was the only non Nubian item of furniture, and one he had supplied to Snowy for preparation the previous day. The Sheik looked on with interest as Helga was prepared for final incarceration, pausing only to energise the incarcerated Hollywood film star below. She was required to provide a stimulating massage as he watched. He smiled blissfully as the sumptuously curvaceous kidnapped starlet burst into unwanted activity beneath him, then spread his arms to allow hands to rest on items that would convey the full torment of her contained fury. His left hand caressed the bloated rubberised facial cheeks that undulated with silenced outbursts of indignation, whilst the forefinger of his other hand burrowed deep into an available anal opening that was clenching and contracting furiously with her attempts to escape.

With finger deep into her moist pulsating channel, he cupped a palm against the madly flexing latexed nates, and reflected on the time when he had selected her. It had been a chance sighting. The delectable Wanda Velora, screen sex symbol of the year, whilst filming a sci-fi movie, foolishly decided to walk her poodle between shoots.

Sootnhane wrast e time changing her complex and ultra tight space costume, she had sauntered out of the studios still clad in her day-glow pink wetlook semi transparent figure hugging suit, and walked around the block. She had been completely unaware of the purring limo following as the Sheik savoured the rolling gait of her pert rounded bottom. Her gait was exaggerated by thigh length back patent high heeled boots, whilst the surreal image of matching shoulder length gloves complemented both boots and a bizarre body harness that sculpted her boobs and torso in a futuristic but nonetheless hourglass perfection of beauty. As a result of her inattention to the surroundings, she’d made the devastating error of walking up a narrow tree lined lane devoid of people. The predatory limo swiftly closed the gap and disgorged a pair of heavy duty bodyguards as it whispered to stop alongside her.

The little dog yapped furiously as a cleverly design network of custom made Arabic straps, one leather helmet complete with integral plug gag, and two huge Arabs reduced her to a pitifully wriggling bundle of impotent, blind and silenced fury. The yapping had continued as the stringently hogtied lycra form of his mistress was loaded into the limo.

But no-one came to investigate as both Sheik with his newly immobilised free-bee acquisition, purred off onto the main boulevard. Draped across the lap of her unseen abductor, Wanda fumed as her crushed breasts were bounced on unseen knees whilst she endured a thorough kneading of her upturned bottom that ventured deep into her clenching buttock crease. She mentally cursed that she had been so stupid as to walk out in such a provocative rig; .. as did the original target who had been moved to the trunk when this new acquisition presented itself so fortuitously. The ousted kidnappee fumed impotently as she was dumped in the luggage space like a discarded toy. It was bad enough being taken so easily. But to suddenly find herself relegated to second choice was the ultimate insult.

Unfortunately for Wanda, but rather fortunate for the Sheik, his newest unplanned possession had only arrived in Arabia twenty-four hours before the show. Which of course meant that the insanely active human stool beneath had been given no time to adjust to her new role in life. The transition from relatively free lycra clad space woman starlet to rubberised inanimate sex toy had been one operation. As a result, it was most enjoyable to contemplate and savour the virgin struggles of an enraged and magnificently indignant woman being transmitted through a most sensitive area of one’s anatomy. They were the motions of a woman who still believed in miracles in that her struggles would earn her release. He hoped it would take a long time for the woman to realise that she was now merely a block of pleasurable femininity with no hope of escape.

He had many plans for her future that all included total immobility in exquisitely offered formats. It would be nice to know that her rigidly controlled form was still exploding with ill founded thoughts of mercy and indeed righteous indignation at her abuse. And if she was like all the other conquests, she would be convinced that it was all a mistake and be desperately trying to pass that information on to him. Needless to say, the haughty maiden would remain massively gagged so as not to spoil his game. He made a note to savour the mounting frustration in each newly designed utterly motionless format that she would soon experience. The Sheik grunted as his feet were lifted and placed on the recent occupant of his car trunk who had just been brought in by one of his eunuchs. Her original format for transport had been somewhat upgraded from the basic hogtie of her kidnapping format.. She was now arched viciously backward in an upward facing hogtie that was maintained by some sort of geared framework. It was difficult to see really due to the dimpled velvet, gold braid and tassels that adorned the outer perimeter of her foot stool arrangement. The Sheik plonked his feet unceremoniously into her offered cleavage forcing the generous tits sideways with the bulk of his feet, then adjusted his seated posture with no regard to the squirming item under his bum.

As if remembering the starlet, he extracted his digit from the furiously protesting bottom hole long enough to finger the control dildo to maximum, and then returned it to an infinitely more motivated bottom that was transmitting massively increased flexing due to Wanda’s titanic efforts to escape. He didn’t know that turning up the dildo had also engineered more titty stretching and ponderously more effective plucking of those taut quivering membranes of sensuality. The Sheik grimaced as a particularly spectacular contraction of the powerful buttock muscles crushed his finger in a vice. The grimace faded to a look of smug satisfaction.

Such a forceful display of impotent power could only be the result of seething rage. How pleasant to sit on this previously posturing socially powerful women and savour her seething resentment at such a fiendishly humiliating demise. No doubt her humiliation was immeasurably enhanced by the fact that she knew her name was clearly displayed on the at the base of the stool. How could this ignorant savage treat her like this? Surely he knew who Wanda Velora was? The Sheik wriggled his bottom in an attempt to solicit more vehement disapproval, and was instantly rewarded by the waves of fierce but ineffectual fury from his new toy. Unfortunately for the resin-blocked female, her demonic response translated into little more than a more invigorating massage for his appreciative male buttocks.

With a sense of one-upmanship, the he noted envious looks from all the gathering as the superbly crafted curves of this energised female continued to please. Four woman on one side were unable to tear their eyes from the black flexing hemispheres of her ballooning bottom and the massively stretched and plundered rubberised lips of a madly twitching love nest, unconsciously relating them to the self opinionated sex siren who had so recently strutted her stuffon the silver screen. They knew who Wanda was of course:; and that made the whole thing so much more exciting.

Meanwhile, at the other end, the men were barely hiding massive erections at the sight of those dark long lashed eyes flashing both venom and despair. Reddening cheeks bulged through the eye opening in the rubber gargoyle as Wanda had here first taste of life a an object of voyeuristic and sensory pleasure. The protruding cheeks assumed a scarlet hue inside their rubber sheath as the Sheik almost absentmindedly lashed her deliciously offered rump with a jockey’s whip handed to him by an aide.

Sadly, the footstool looked to be consigned to a permanent position in life. But after studying the replacement’s format at length from her arched, head back status, the foot stool decided that perhaps it was just as well that Wanda had stepped into her place. Despite the strained circumstance she now found herselfin. she couldn’t help getting the hots as she ran her eyes over that impossibly humiliated and excruciatingly contained female. That fact alone assured her that any woman so contained was liable to be in for a long stay.

No hot blooded male would want to release a woman from such a delightfully erotic predicament, and she had no doubts that her own body would be equally attractive should she ever be unfortunate enough to end up as the Sheik’s stool. She swivelled her eyes to take in the similarly configured women dotted around the tent. The heat rose, and she felt the hot dribble of a tell tale streamer of liquid ooze from her upward thrusting pussy and move slowly down her taut overstressed thigh. It was a to prove most traumatic. The Sheik’s bodyguard spotted the damning evidence of her arousal, and upon bringing it to his employer’s notice, was instructed to seal her up. The brutish ape complied with some relish; starting by inserting a massive pump-up dildo into her leaking love nest; but only after coating her exposed labial lips with super glue. Seconds later he pressed them tightly together leaving the pump tube sprouting from her pussy like a tulip stem. The final item was a crescent shape clamp that gripped her mound from ass to pubic bone, tightened to excruciating levels by an adjusting screw. The dildo was then pumped to the size of a barrage balloon leaving her sealed fanny humped and stretched like the top of a fresh loaf. Leaning forward, the Sheik inspected her expanded mound before ordering the punishment decreed for a woman who showed sexual arousal without his consent. The bodyguard seemed to enjoy depositing thirty whiplashes on her bulbously sealed sex mouth.

Nearby, a silent, rigidly contained and postured leather crushed fence post called Sandra, unable to witness that fun, settled for an uninterrupted view of another attraction as she feasted her eyes on those luscious lobes of Wanda’s bottom through an open flap in the tent. She groaned with the unavoidable images it conjured up, and made a silent vow to acquire that superb rump for her own use. The Sheik was an amateur. Only she knew how to use such a desirable object to its full potential. But she would have to move quickly.

Wanda the submissive was of no use to her. She wanted Wanda the untamed firebrand to grace her own devilish and often self tested devices. But in the meantime she was doomed to suffer the agony of her own unfulfilled ecstasy, fuelled to fever pitch by the sight of that hideously restricted film star.

Attention was gradually drawn from the jerking whip animated American stool as preparation for the demonstration forged ahead. The first stage was of course, the obligatory orifice decorations that abounded in Snowy’s fantasies. But from first sight, it was clear that they had more than a filling function to perform.

Both trailed ominous looking wires, and certainly incorporated many items of miniaturised equipment. Grunts and groans rent the air as a dry tight pussy and even tighter bottom stretched to accommodate the plundering monoliths of electronic technology.

The blonde glared at Snowy, wincing visibly as his assistants at the other end of her bent over form worked the invaders into her deep recesses. Why was it all men seemed to think that women were capable of garaging barrage balloons in their lower openings. Her grunts turned to muffled screeches of annoyance as a similar dirigible nosed into her oral cavity.

There was a snap noise, instantly followed by a muffled tone of total discontent. Helga had discovered the properties of a powerful spring loaded pear gag. Too late to do anything about it unfortunately. She shook her head violently in an attempt to dislodge the brute. But with her lips already stretched to a shiny ring of gaping sensuality, there was no more resilience to allow outward passage of the gob stopping bulk of her silencer.

She stood seething with anger as eager helpers assisted Snowy in banding her into a quivering voluptuous column of helplessness. A packing case band sealer made an excellent female bander.

Cheap, effective, and inescapable. The ratcheted strap-tightener took all the hard work out of reducing a woman down to a cinched statuette of impossibly formed curving bulge’s of pink erotica; in addition, this particular model also had provision for crimping the strap joiners firmly into place and cutting off the trailing end from the drum. The device had obviously been designed with the binding of females in mind. Helga was not impressed. At least with the aesthetic values of her ultra steel banded form that is. There was no question that the effectiveness of her metalised sculpturing left her speechless with admiration for Snowy’s innovative genius and enthusiastic use of the bander. Sixteen bands would have held an elephant in check. Applied to a women it was sheer lustful overkill.

The patently unhappy female was lifted carefully as a tube of extra heavy duty black shrink wrap was passed over her body. Then, as the others watched in a state of shock, she was placed standing inside an ultra violet shrink chamber. There was no time to collect a nice sun tan. Helga was reduced to tiny ineffectual squirming within seconds as the plastic snugged down and compressed her with irresistible force.

The ultra violet lights dimmed and a blower cooled the fully shrunken plastic quickly. Four minutes later, plastic hardened, Helga had become a stiffened curvaceous statue of opaque and infinitely interesting content. The eyes still lashed all within range unmercifully. Pure venom added beauty to what was already a stunningly attractive female. But the sheer ferocity of her dangerously glinting eyes added a quality that would have raised an erection in a corpse.

For the next hour, there was little to see as the moulding of her shapely incapacitated form was undertaken in a closed box. But finally as the finished basic cocoon emerged, it could be seen that the transformation from merely a restrained living statue to solidly contained column of womanhood was complete. Helga was nowhere to be seen. All that remained was a faithfully accurate ebony effigy that showed no signs of being anything other than an inanimate object.

Snowy used the first complete cocoon to explain the finer details to an enthralled crowd.

“It’s not just an acrylic coating. Oh No! A whole host of other items have been added during the moulding process. For a start, the original shrink wrap inner lining is retained. In addition, a double skinned rubber inflatable was added prior to the acrylic. She’s also got breast modules built in that expand and compress the boobs. Or alternatively, they can create a massive suction with the effect that the breasts will expand enormously to fill the vacuum. The modules in turn have separate nipple devices which can do exactly the same, and in addition pass electronic stimulation and correction into the same items.” He beamed with pleasure as the ripple of excited chatter spread through the crowd. Clearly they liked his design.

Snowy carried on with the explanation of design specs as the gathering drank in details. Their eye ceaselessly roaming over the various attributes of the mummified woman’s containment. There was the painfully arched and tiptoed configuration of the feet; held powerfully in a ballerina’s tiptoe. The still visible connections that promised even more fun once the deeply buried implants were connected and energised in all manner of modes yet to be discovered. But above all was the totally enclosed and postured head balanced on a neck that was rigidly immobilised and held stretched and swan like. Only the frantic eyes remained uncovered.

The searing venom of before were gone. Now the deep blue pools of Helga’s heavily lashed eyes were darting to a fro in search of a benevolent face that could possibly be coerced into releasing her. Confronted with the totality of her confinement, she had to concede that any person who could design such a device, was equally capable of living up to his claims on her conversion to a simpering sex object. She found no signs of benevolence in any face she encountered. Instead she was confronted by a sea of lustfully attentive males and females who couldn’t wait to see what exquisite torment she could be forced to endure. She resigned herself to emerging as a compliant toy. Being an intelligent woman, she had to concede that they could keep her like this for as long as took to break her down. The eyes bulged as Snowy tested various internally moulded devices, not least of which was the double skinned suit that suddenly took on a life ofits own and squeezed her entire body as air rushed in. Crushed in a vice like grip, the woman was left to ponder her first experience of complete enforced immobility.

The rest of the girls awaiting processing were in a state of sheer panic by now. Each and everyone had to be wrestled to the stand as their turn came. Unlike the blissfully ignorant Helga who was the first to be readied, they all attained creditable wriggling, albeit reduced considerably by the preliminary shrink wrap containment. That was no mean feat in itself, and bore mute testament to the immense effort being made to escape.

The line of fully processed cocoons steadily grew as each maiden was converted into a black gleaming perfectly reproduced facsimile of her former self, ruthlessly robbed of any form of animation or redress. All eleven were eventually propped in a line against the wall, inner suits pre-inflated and the final attachments made as they helplessly stood, impotent and uncomplaining at this final addition to their demise. The final item was of course the control units. These were fitted to the cocoons and directly connected to all the hanging cables, but controlled in unison by a small radio controller that Snowy was demonstrating to an appreciative Sheik.

The collection had taken the Arabic monarch two years to assemble. And in that time he had begun to have grave doubts as to the wisdom of assembling such a large collection of what seemed to be untrainable, unmanageable women. But now it would seem they had met their Waterloo. At the touch of a button he could reprimand or issue pleasure to each and every encapsulated form simultaneously. The feeling of total power was immense, and it showed in his flushed face and shining eyes.

Snowy felt a twinge of pity for the nearby statuettes.

He was under no illusion that even when fully trained, these luckless ladies may well be forced to endure for much longer as their owner toyed with the impossibly controlled form of their vulnerable bodies. However, Snowy’s obvious liking for each and every one of the ensconced damsels had not gone unnoticed.

“Pick one Mr Snowy.” Snowy turned to his customer, not quite sure what he meant. “Pick one for yourself; she’s yours as a gift.“

Unable to believe his luck, Snowy turned back to the silent row of black effigies and tried to remember who was in which. He couldn’t place any one for sure. An overdose of sexual arousal had dimmed his short term memory into nothing. In the end he took pot luck and pointed to the cocoon numbered 6. But then he was undecided and dithered between his initial choice and the Russian; made obvious by her powerful outline even though she was fully moulded.


“Ahh! Good choice Mr Snowy. Number six is our fiery Irish colleen. She will serve you well once she is broken down to subservience.” The stunning green eyes of the Irish hell cat sought out and pleaded with those of her new owner.

And after a moments thought, Snowy turned back to his benefactor who was speaking again.

“In fact take both, take the Russian as well. I can always re-stock, and perhaps you will give me a discount when I bring the new ones for training.“

The Russia cocoon almost dislodged itself from the leaning position as its inmate seethed with fury at her casual disposal.

“If you don't mind Sheik Abdul, I'll take them after they’ve been modified.” The Sheik studied him with a shrewd look, then smiled and shook his head as he spoke.

“You westerners are all the same Mr Snowy:; too soft on your women. A woman must be broken like horse, and then trained to accept like a beast of burden.” He paused in thought. “I can see that you are afraid that you will weaken and let her go, so you want me to break her for you. So be it.“

Before Snowy could answer, the Sheik selected all operations for simultaneous run and jabbed the start button.

Instantly the room filled with muted sounds of torment as each and every women in those inescapable cocoons responded to massive unavoidable stimulation and abuse. All without exception began to rock and vibrate with the stupendous outpouring of the damsels attempts to escape. The whole row became a sea of rolling eyeballs and creaking overstressed restraints. [t was a joy to behold!

It was staggering to contemplate that at this very minute, twenty-two buttocks were shuddering and clenching under the whiplash onslaught of built-in electronic cane stingers, whilst eleven heavenly pussies and bum holes were simultaneously being subjected to rapidly expanding and contracting dildo’s that vibrated and rotated at mind sapping speed. Then there was the two score and two luscious boobs being powerfully expanded by vacuum and nipples that sent devastating erotic sensations through each encapsulated form as they stretched and snapped back under the effect of cunningly contrived manipulators whilst enduring biting electrical charges. The image of that wholesale torment of such beautiful captive toys brought searing joy to the loins of all who watched.

Ten minutes into the enforced trauma and Snowy realised an unforgivable design fault. He’d never thought of the surplus secretions each and every pussy would pour forth under such conditions. A loud squelching noise emanating from all the cocoons was sufficient to inform all watching that the women were already swimming in a bath of love juice that they couldn’t escape. But then, it was amusing to think of such smooth erotically writhing bodies being marinated in their own hopelessly untapped outpourings.

Snowy stooped and placed his ear next to the moulded mound of the Russian’s pussy. His face immediately suffused with the glow of massive stimulation as the sounding of slurping slithering pussy lips permeated through the cocoon.

Severely muted, yet clearly enraged verbiage left no doubt that ‘Ruskie’ was powerfully resisting the influx of stimulation being pumped into her stiffened and vulnerable body. Judging by the steadily increasing sounds of liquid displacement emanating from her overstressed love tunnel, she was losing the battle already.

Snowy made some minor adjustments to the manual controls on the cocoon’s outer casing.

He based the levels of adjustment by the amount of extrusion Ruskie’s eyeballs attained with each and every increase in her torment. The muted screeching fury gave way to a more sinister whooping gasp style of gagged speech, shortly thereafter to be replaced by a series of woofing groans. Snowy smiled as the visible sections of her cheeks bulged impressively and assumed a reddish glow of super engorged blood lust. The eyeballs ranged madly from side to side, then finally rolled upward under closing lids as the Teutonic maiden finally collapsed under the comprehensive onslaught that was fuelling all her sexual needs with a devastating effectiveness.

He turned away and hid the massively noticeable damp patch spreading of the groin area of his robes.

Three or four thicknesses of material had proved insufficient to block the penetration of a high pressure, almost ballistic jet of sperm that erupted from his quivering pole. He needn’t have bothered to try and hide his uncontrolled eruption. A quick survey of the sea of red faces, crotch rubbing females and damp trousered males was silent testament to the fact that all had enjoyed the spectacle of that fearsome maiden’s downfall.

The Irish spitfire fared little better. In fact, by the time Ruskie exploded, she was already into her third horribly public display of total surrender to the forces of lust. They watched for a while as the eleven cocoons continued to shudder and shake in a never ending succession of female explosions. Then setting the master control to permanent run, the encapsulated females were left in a state of unstoppable arousal and retribution. It was only a matter of time before they became eleven totally yielding heavenly bodies. Snowy looked forward to his personal debut with the two newly acquired gift wrapped women. He waited until the crowd had filed out, and then inverted his two new toys to add a little extra spice to their downfall. Ruskie looked particularly cute have an orgasm whilst balanced on her head. Life from now on looked like being one long round of exploiting these two nubile nymphs in a most enjoyable fashion.

In the meantime, he would rack his brains for new ideas and formats that they could be trussed into. Such prizes only deserved the most inventive and vulnerable positions so as to fully exploit the true nature of their seething resentment at such usage. With this in mind, he issued instructions to two assistants pending his return in a few hours.

He returned some two hours forty five minutes later, to find nine cocoons still occupied and leaking copious amounts of syrupy liquid from newly drilled holes at the feet. Nine pairs of bloodshot eyes pleaded for release from the never ending trauma of unending orgasmic torment. But it was not for him to determine how long the Sheik wished his trainee concubines to endure. Given the fact that he had already left the show and ordered that they all be delivered “as is", it would seem they had some considerable time left to spend in those diabolically inflexible sheaths of mummification.

Snowy did a brief circuit of the discarded stools.

Not one had managed to move even a millimetre.

The American stool was also still there, and still sending frantic the eye messages that claimed false kidnapping, .. wrong women, .. and ‘help!

He replaced the dildo the Sheik had left out, and wound it to full throttle. Wanda did her best to scream the gag out with her rage and frustration. Her effort merely solicited a smug smile from Snowy as he moved to her rear again, where warmed up her squirming bottom after plucking the discarded crop from its anal storage socket. The glistening black rump instantly replied with a series of demonic flexing muscle explosions, and for a while he experimented with strikes on different areas, each new blow producing a new and more interesting bevy of rippling discontent. Increasing the severity produced almost magical animation in the taut sensitive latex packaged lobes of her bottom. No matter what abuse he poured into the rump, the owner of the targets remained forcibly maintained for further abuse as the looming vulnerable black sheathed melons of her posterior jiggled and jostled with the onslaught.

Wanda’s compressed and resin bonded configuration remained rigidly still and silent despite the burning fire that was roasting her rump. With a sense of total defeat, the epoxy bonded beauty realised that to all intents and purposes, she was no more than a pleasurable manufactured object in the eyes of her new owners. The stinging blows could be maintained all day and she could neither twitch, complain or beg for mercy. But fortunately for her, Snowy finally tired of the sport and returned the whip to a protesting tight rear butt socket, conveniently offered by the incumbent, and at present not in use by other more robust inserts. The whip wagged frantically as continuing internal muscle activity animated Wanda’s rectal passage in a most interesting fashion. If the poor lass had been able to see what Snowy could see, she would have instantly ceased her efforts to dislodge the intruder.

He leaned over and studied the puckered tight circular sphincter lip at length as it sucked and pouted in a futile effort to spit out the hard rod of the whip handle. But then again, she should have been pleased. At least she managed to indicate that she was marginally more than a solid object.

Perhaps her tormentors would take pity when they realised that this black lifeless stool had a soft female centre capable of feeling. It was a forlorn hope.

As a final gesture to complete her humiliation, he arranged all the other quietly resting stools to be facing in her direction, after all, she was used to be the centre of attraction. Perhaps now as she shuddered through an endless procession of unwanted orgasms the attentions of others wouldn’t seem so important.

“Never did like you, you stuck up bitch,” he murmured to himself. He’d been most put out when his personal choice for the part in her latest film had been ousted under somewhat murky circumstances. No doubt they would re-shoot now with heart throb Amanda Steel in the lead role. Now there was a prime choice for seating duties ! I wonder? The Sheik; ... I wonder if—! Snowy shook off the devastatingly pleasant thought, but at the same time, he knew he would ask. Given that the Sheik was highly pleased with his batch of cocoons, he had no doubt that Amanda would put in an appearance soon after any such request. He stooped and studied the roundness of Wanda’s rear end, his eyes settling on the raging froth drenched vibrator as he mulled over the idea. After all, Wanda and Amanda would make an excellent Chaise-Lounge if used as a pair. And given that there was very little love lost between the two screen goddesses, a butt to butt coupling with a double pronged, double ended ghetto blasting dildo could prove to provide a most interesting item of furniture. The image of those two magnificently crafted bottoms pressed tightly into contact and ravaged in all openings instantly had Snowy summoning the Sheik’s phone number from memory and making note toring him immediately after the show. There was of course the problem of prising Wanda from his ownership. But he was sure that a secret piece of equipment he was developing would prove more than enough to tempt the Sheik.

He turned away from the whip wagging item that was Wanda, secure in the knowledge that she was safely stored in a most effectively immobilised form until his plans took effect.

His mind was made up. The darling of the movie matinee would remain encapsulated until she was his, and then perhaps for a long time after.

An appreciative eye wandered over the scattering of silent black rubber sheathed stools, his mind almost unable to grasp that the whole collection, with the exception of the Humphing!

hot bummed dildo motivated whip wagging American, were now his to do with as he wished. And given a little luck, she too would be his before very long. Of course at this time, he had no idea that Sandra was also in the running for that particular piece of furniture, and had he known of the implications involved in the struggle for ownership that would unfold, he may well have opted for another course.

It was a great day. Not only had the sales of cocoons exceeded all expectations, but he had actually managed to buy the lot at a fifty percent discount. He was amazed to find that bulk buying and western business practice extended to living objects of pleasure. He sniggered to himself and patted a particularly appealing Nubian bottom as he mused to himself.

“I wonder what it feels like to be a discounted item?”” The contorted silent rubber sheathed female object of his attention declined to answer as the patting hand returned to squeeze and knead her offered rump in powerful fingers. Given that she had been, until very recently, a high born Nubian princess, she was probably suffering something of a cultural shock as her previously untouchable body endured the indignity of reduction to such silent enforced impotent fuming acceptance of all and every violation heaped upon her offered form. A straying finger flicked rubber coated love lips, and the royal pussy clenched involuntarily as the full impact of total vulnerability was instantly rekindled. Neither her new owner, or herself for that matter, could know that her superbly and faultlessly smooth body would soon become Snowy’s personal and much favoured dining seat. Nor could they guess that future innovations added to her silent form would enlist her usage as an unwilling waste disposal unit designed to devour any scraps from the table. In fact would come to pass that she would be equipped with all the necessary items required to prolong her present format for an indefinite period, without the need to release her.

Unbeknown to Snowy, this particular beauty was suffering more than most. His instructions to depilate all the stools before latex dipping had been ignored in her case. The vendor, jealous of her noble lineage, decided she needed additional trauma. As a result of that omission, the poor lass was suffering monumental torment as her blood engorged pussy expanded and contracted with each new assault. The latex stretched easily, but carried every single bonded hair with it. Sexual arousal for this maiden became a sensation of fiery retribution that she had no control over. God help that evil weaselly trader if she was ever returned to her former position of power and influence.

A sound behind intruded upon his somewhat gleeful contemplation of the plight of those silently suffering cocoons and stools. Turning, he watched the return of his two gifts from the Sheik. It was obvious at a glance, that one and three quarter hours in a cocoon had not succeeded in quelling the rebellious nature of either of these strong willed women.

Never mind, they could easily be re-installed as soon as he’d fed the sexual hunger raging in his rejuvenated old body. Such a sight would have resurrected a corpse, so there was no chance of him refusing the offer rolling towards him on a matter so trivial.

Both women, stripped of their cocoons, had been denuded of shrink wrap and instantly re- sheathed in a bright red latex dip. But the mode of transport, and indeed the nature of the method chosen to secure and present their succulent forms left him breathless, even though he’d designed it himself. The two trundling totally controlled females were little more than scintillating female bundles, alive with flashes of reflected animation, as shards of light bounced from a ceaseless display of rubberised rippling muscle and curvaceous feminine curves. Even the pouting rubber sheathed love lips were a source of endless glittering elasticised latex wonder as those untamed women fought to end the torment of their travel arrangements.

Mounted kneeling on small carts, both the colleen and her unwilling team mate the Russian were offered in spectacular style. A veritable festoon of stainless steel cinching bands would ensure that they remained that way until Snowy had been drained of the carnal urges stored in his body that demanded release.

Their heads were drawn down, with faces pressed to the floor of the carts by heavy neck bands. It was a configuration that forced them both to project rearing bottoms into the air. The provocative posture was further enhanced by a massive waist crushing band that drew their bodies tightly down to mate with a curved frontal mounting plate in a spine arching . Numerous additional unbreakable bands maintained knees, calves, and ankles in an excellent spread legged posture that denied them even the tiniest morsel of resistance to any assault on the lewdly displayed crotch.

A detailed inspection revealed unbreakable glass tubes inserted into sensuous, generously lipped gaping mouths. Overstressed rouged lips stretched around their circumferences in a red ring of angrily working torment. The glass cylinders stretched down through the floor of the cart and ended a few inches clear of the axle. It was an axle of awesome intent; for it boasted a small crank at the centre that turned with each rotation of the wheels. That in itself was relatively insignificant, unless one spotted the fact that the tongues enclosed in those tubes were ringed and connected.

For once the wagging of those vitriolic tongues was a controlled event, permitted only as the crank turned and produced an endless stretching and release of each tender tentacle of speech.

Any attempt at coherent complaint was instantly converted to gobbledegook.

The rear axle was also cranked, but with a device that ensured a much longer travel as it rotated. With cunning bordering on genius, both girls were mounted on a framework that reciprocated as a direct result of forward movement of the trolley. Leg moulds were hinged at the knee, and additional torso to thigh hinges, ensured that both women were constant thrusting backward and forward as they progressed further into the room, accompanied by the whine of a remote controlled battery powered drive motor secreted below their struggling forms.

Snowy surmised that the bulk of the colossal muscle activity was not as a result of this relatively mild enforcement of movement, but probably as a result of the fact that both tits and clit were anchored to the static base. The poor creatures were being forced to stretch and torment their own sensitive appendages to a horrendous degree. How delightfully stimulating for the onlooker. Those juicy nipples looked magnificent under traction as they drew the pendulous orbs of fully formed breasts out into a stark and tortuously distorted relief. The trolleys braked to a stop as the assistants entered and handed Snowy a pair of controllers. He took them without dragging his eyes from the two delightfully prepared women, and waved away the help.

It took but a few seconds to decide that the Russian would be first to sample the delights of enforced doggy style copulation. Her efforts to escape the torment and inevitable consequences of being secured in such a way were truly stupendous. Snowy stripped for action and knelt into the stirrups conveniently situated behind the Ruskie’s stationary rump. Without further ado, he lubricated his throbbing penile helmet her saturated cleft, and then literally lunged through the suit opening into her tight rubber sheathed pussy. Unbeknown to Snowy, the Russian had been a rather sex shy person. Asa result she was tight and little used in the pussy department.

A groan rent the air as the powerful muscular channel contracted involuntarily and tried to rebuff his intrusion of his gleaming enraged javelin, but it was a forlorn hope. His shaft had become a rod of steel at the thought of the imminent locomotion. He simply peeled her apart as effortlessly as a plough shear in soft soil; loins crashing on to resilient cushions of her offered latexed rump as his deeply embedded rod stretched and filled her little used sex shaft to the limits. For a moment he simply froze and battled for control as the leviathan beauty squirmed under his assault. Then with great effort he temporarily quelled the surging beast of lust and began to affix the safety harness that would maintain him fully buried in her shortly to be animated torso. A large padded strap passed around behind his thighs to snap loudly into a retainer on the other side. Craning awkwardly backward, he added two ankle straps before picking up a controller. Inextricably connected, the frantically squirming Ruskie and her jockey were ready for action.

He disconnected the remote steering as an afterthought, and gripped the small steering wheel as his other hand fingered the control.

The damsel below seemed to sense impending doom and redoubled her efforts to avoid the inevitable trauma. But it was not to be. The thumb pressed down, and both cart and rider jerked into forward motion.

Almost instantly, Snowy exploded into her depths. The sensation of having this seething mass of totally controlled womanhood physically jerking herself back and forth on his pole was something that simply defied all efforts to describe. To think that she was simultaneously being subjected to tongue nipple and clitty stretching as she battled for release was something that no amount of self control could overcome. Not to mention the awesome feeling of actually feeling the pussy elongation’s created by the traction on her most sensitive clitoral finger. It was devastating to actually be impaling that regularly distorting orifice of joy. So novel was the downwards sliding pull of her tormented love channel, that he doubted he would last more than a few seconds before recharging each time.

Drained for the time being, Snowy waved to the stationary colleen as they passed on the way to the tent door. Her eyes betrayed the fact that she already knew that it was only a matter of time before she trundled past the stationary form of the Russian, who having been used to the full, would be left to drain as her more delicate Irish partner was tested to destruction in the same manner.

By the time they passed from the dim coolness of the tent into the blazing sunlight, Snowy was already well on his way to a second explosive eruption. There was no doubt that the trussed beauty below had a hidden submissive streak.

She was literally tearing herself apart in a paroxysm of orgasmic lust at this blatant public abuse of her fettered from. Thankfully he was at the centre of the unleased holocaust in her spasming love tube.

The powerful thighs, despite enforced restrained locomotion, were raging against her captor in a turmoil of spasmodic muscle contractions. The poor woman was basically raping herself with colossal leg contractions that squeezed and compressed her beleaguered cyclically deforming pussy on that inescapable shaft of manhood. Love juice was literally squirting from her overactive love lips, sending hot rivers of love lava flowing down Snowy’s appreciative thighs. The bitch was lost already.

Return to the cocoon would simply be a case of indulging her captive’s whims. This massive sensual abuse of her perfectly prepared body shattered all semblance of control as she continued to be ripped apart by the juggernaut of lust. The big fleshy labial lips gripped and sucked with commanding force. She was powerless to prevent enforced shafting, and that lecherous previously denied sex portal seemed intent on drawing maximum pleasure from an inescapable plight.

The big Russian bucked on and on; stretched, tormented and rapidly becoming delirious with an onslaught she had never been trained to resist.

It was an impossible situation. She was literally being cranked to destruction on a bursting shaft of manhood that seemed endowed with the stamina of a hydraulic ram. Her whole love channel was inflamed as the lancing fire of pleasurably expanded male flesh pumped her up with mechanically enforced precision. It was diabolical in its concept, and yet magical because of the inescapable finality of her ravishment.

Through the haze of semi conscious delirium, the Russia fervently prayed that her trolleyed form would be offered to the crowd for testing once this amazingly active old man had finished with her.

Three circuits of a clapping cheering arena of appreciative visitors saw Snowy almost sucked dry. But the Russian just kept erupting over and over again; the big firm globes of her firm rubber coated bottom pounding mercilessly back and forth. The effect was unmistakable. The entrammelled beauty was frothing at both ends.

Her tormented tongue was almost hidden from view by white foam sliding down the tube, and her seething red hot pussy juice was a welter of foaming secretions, whipped to a froth by Snowy’s joyously humping torso.

Finally he admitted defeat and there was a half hour respite for both as he recouped from the colossal drain on his ageing body. But the sight of that fearfully waiting second trolley and its gleaming turkey-trussed Irish rubber toy was enough to endow him with super human powers of recovery. The more delicate and infinitely different experience of the fine boned high born socialite colleen proved sufficient for his next public appearance to be of an hour’s duration.

By four o clock, both had been reinstated in cocoons and were continuing their newly found interest in submissive pleasures as the tireless machines took over from an almost comatose Snowy. They were already begging him for release from this humiliating spectacle of their lustful inner selves. But that wasn’t enough for Snowy. He envisaged them to be begging for release from unfulfilled newly awakened sexual energy. In short, he would settle only for total capitulation on their part. Given the nature of each, he expected them to be in those cocoons for some time.

THE END OF A GREAT DAY

At last the day drew to a close and a well satisfied crowd began to disperse. Peter watched them go, then turned to watch as all the girls from each exhibit were assembled in the main tent. Moving slowly by an exhibits stand was a flat bed truck stacked dangerously high with a swaying load of stools stacked four high. Obviously Snowy’s sales had gone well.

So well in fact that he seemed to have gained one more acquisition than his battered transport could carry. Trundling along behind the slow moving vehicle was a solitary stool mounted on castors, and being towed by a chain attached to a sorely abused nose. A serrated latex coated clamp through the nose ring served admirably as an anchor point for the tow. Snowy waved and grinned broadly as he passed, and glancing down to the makeshift trailer, Peter just caught the name Wanda emblazoned on the base of the stool as they passed.

“Look’s like Snowy talked the old fox around then,” he murmured as her watched the delightfully displayed rubber covered rump vanishing through the gate. “ The old coot must have got him on the car phone. For a second he felt a flash of pity for the ex starlet, a feeling somewhat tinged with jealousy that the ageing Aussie had claimed her for himself.. He’d seen some of the latest devices, yet to be tested in Snowy’s workshop, and none of them boded well for Wanda’s future comfort. He would have been even more disposed to jealous rage if he’d known that even as the truck passed, a distant woman called Amanda Steel was being trussed into submission by a hulking Arabic bodyguard. The wonders of satellite communication had revolutionised the speed with which new material could be gathered. And the Sheik, having been appraised of Snowy’s new device had given his American operatives six hours to complete the mission, on fear of death if they failed. On return for the favour, Snowy guaranteed that he took delivery of the prototype. That was one and a half hours previous. Within a few days Amanda Steel would arrive and Snowy would get his wish to mate those two famous female bottoms into one gloriously uplifting Chaise-Lounge.

Peter turned back to the recently released participants of various displays and shows. It was a sorry looking bunch. Some could hardly stand and were supported by others who were barely in a fit state themselves to take extra burden. The demands of an insatiable crowd had finally drained each and every one in a never-ending series of orgasmic eruptions. It had been a hard day for them all, but nevertheless, an interesting day by all accounts.

Not one displayed any sign of actual discontent, but instead exhibited a sort of totally fulfilled and tired weariness. Secretly, all had enjoyed the use of their bodies, albeit painful or exacting use at times. Well streaked thighs, red bottoms, and still leaking pussies bore mute testament to that fact.

Peter stood and surveyed his flock with a sense of accomplishment and pride. They were fantastic. He loved each and every one of these magnificent women with all his heart, and knew without doubt that he was truly a lucky man to have been granted a lifestyle that most men would kill for.

He searched out the Princess and Bella for a special word of thanks for their incredible performance in the milking shed, but after scanning the crowd several times he couldn’t locate them anywhere. A cold feeling of realisation chilled his body, and with a shout of panic, he sprinted for the opening of the tent.

He covered in the fifty yards between main tent and milking parlour in Olympic record time; hardly pausing as he burst through the heavy canvas flap of the parlour tent.

Skidding to halt he stared wide eyed at the missing Bella and Princess Tracy. The steady pulsing hiss still pervaded the tent, but the sounds of struggle were gone. The two women made not a sound as they continued to pulse and twitch in time with the tireless machine.

Bella’s eyes were rolled into the top of her head, whereas the Princess appeared to be staring straight ahead with a glazed fixed stare.

Both women glistened with a sheen of sweat, and below them the love juice containers were overfilling and drooling long streamers of sex syrup to the floor. As he watched Bella erupted once more into a purely autonomous orgasm, followed closely by her helpless companion.

The milk containers were full to the brim, and obviously the girls breasts were drained of every last drop. But still these magnificent orbs still appeared full and bursting as a result of the demanding vacuum that expanded them into the containers. Empty expanded boobs could only mean that the girls were now experiencing the novel sensation of a vacuum inside those sorely abused tits. Peter reached forward to flick the switch and bring their ordeal to an end, but paused as his eye caught sight of the clitoral suction exciter. Through its glass wall he could see plainly that each girl’s clitoris was now stretching almost an inch longer with each pulse than when their ordeal had started. They were bloated with the blood of lust and had been massaged into long fingers of fleshy passion.

He ignored the feeble muted pleas from the women, and watched these nodules for several minutes more, fascinated by their endless dance within the tube confines, then switched his enthralled gaze to the nipples below the glass boob expansion globes. He was amazed at the twitching overripe strawberries that these tiny nodules of passion had become; regularly enlarging and springing back so that the root surface of their joining with the breasts vibrated and flexed.

The women began to moan again. He looked up and held their stare as each in turn began to rise to the undeniable peak induced by the machine. The eyes of the captive beauties pleaded, begged. They were promising anything in return for a release from the endless torment of the milker. But Peter was unable to break the spell cast over him by the sight of their beleaguered bodies. Moving around them he slid his hands over the moist smooth skin of each woman, savouring every tiny ripple and twitch as the machine powered them inexorably closer to the precipice of their impending cataclysm. He could sense the building power as their bodies began to strain and bulge in their bonds. Buttocks became hard quivering mounds of knotted muscle as they tensed and vibrated with the unrelenting power, and bodies thrashed mindlessly against the gripping steel. The streamers from the love juice container were thickening by the minute as the inflow increased dramatically.

Peter moved to the front and was transfixed by a final desperate look as they pleaded for mercy.

But he denied them their release from torment with a single shake of the head.

Seeing his denial, each woman knew she was doomed to endure a final shattering explosion from within; and with that knowledge they were unable to stop the volatile fuel of masochism from fanning the blaze in their lower bodies to a roaring inferno. The tent filled with the sound of tormented ecstasy, and all who were gathered stood stunned as they watched the two struggling women disintegrate into a frenzied paroxysm of writhing pleasure. It was a mindless torment that continued for several minutes, before slowly subsiding until the women were still. At last Peter was able to control the raging lust bought on by the spectacle and the five hour marathon ordeal came to an end. Flipping the switch, he allowed the twitching women to slow to a long awaited stop.

Releasing the securing clips he removed the full milk containers, and the breast expander cylinders. A simple action, executed with care, but one that drew gasps of dismay from the captives as he touched their tenderised ultra sensitive breasts and nipples with the container.

It was the same for the clitoris’s, and even worse when he extracted the hot sticky dildos from their sore overused love nests.

By now others had arrived to swell the watching group. On instructions from Peter, they began to coat the sore areas of each woman with a soothing ointment. But it was obvious that even with the gentle touch of these administering angels, the girls bodies were too sensitive to move without causing severe discomfort. Peter decided that it would be best to leave them until morning in the hope that by then at least some of the tenderness may have worn off. The tightly cinched women were not exactly endeared by the idea, but then they had little choice. Besides, if they showed too much fight, Peter may just decide to reconnect them to that diabolical machine.

And so it was that Bella and the Princess were left on the milkers, whilst the other women who had given so much to make the show a success were led away to be bathed and cossetted by the ranch crew. Peter called after two of the departing girls and ordered that a bed be put in the milker tent for himself. Then, remembering that the site needed to be cleared for another reason, decided that they could be moved as they were. He’d intended to stay with the trussed women in case they needed anything during the night. Material needs that is, for he had little doubt that they wouldn’t be demanding sexual satisfaction for some time.

But that could be accomplished by placing them in a stable next to one he had already reserved for other nocturnal sport.

He grinned broadly to himself as he ruefully remembered of his own soreness as result of the ordeal he endured on Bella’s device in the breeder shed.

Revenge was so sweet!

Turning to the assembled crowd of tired maidens, he made a comment that set a whole host of pussies nervously twitching.

“Well ladies, I think we’ll keep the milker.

Looks as if it should prove to be a good deterrent against bad behaviour. Five hours on the milker should be enough to deter any of you girls who get out of line.“

Groans of dissent from the incumbent well milked pair assailed his ears as he turned to leave with the others. But he merely laughed and left them to the silence of an empty tent.

Silent save for the steady drip drip of emptying pussy’s as the last drops of sex-syrup plopped into the containers. But beyond the thin canvas wall, two lonely remaining fence posts had different ideas. Sandra and Angela, both rigidly maintained, and almost delirious with unexploded lust, felt an oozing heat in their mounds as they wondered just what sort of misbehaviour would be required to earn them a spell on the milker. At that moment any form of arousal relief was welcomed.

Anthea had already been mentally passed over to the victor by the beleaguered women. But just how bad would they have to be to spend ten or twelve hours on that device? And if they were successful, how long would it take to drain them of the massive store of unleased sexual power show day had stockpiled?

Silly girls! Masochism was a circular path of self destruction. The more they considered the release offered by the milker, the more they added to the explosive seething inescapable predicament of their tormented forms. Peter’s latest idea wouldn’t have helped at all had they been privy to his thoughts. After remembering the two women under coercion, he cast his eye first at their hopelessly secured forms, and then to the sky with its gathering tropical storm.

For a second he felt searing lustful hunger for the two lonely stiffened edifices of femininity, but it quickly passed. It would do them good to endure the lashing rain of the gathering holocaust for the night. Best leave the uprooting of these two strong willed women till morning so as to ensure they were fully convinced of his need to sample the nubile form of Anthea.

An afterthought had him order their rawhide restricted forms coated with a waterproof resin.

It wouldn’t do for the leather to get sodden and ease their long vigil of crushed immobility as it stretched.

The field was cleared and the throng long gone.

Alone Peter took one last look around, and then climbed into the jeep for the journey back to the ranch some five miles away. Engaging a gear he pulled off, almost unconsciously glancing into his mirror as the image of two leather covered posts passed though the field of view. Those horizon prodding, silent, superbly sculpted effigies looked so forlorn in the flat nothingness of the desert plain. But no matter how much he loved and cherished the companionship of the ensconced maidens, they would have to learn that all inputs to the ranch were for his use at any time.

No doubt he would consider their plight as rain lashed the roof of the stable where he would be savouring Anthea’s trussed form. But he doubted it would spoil his night. In fact he fully expected it to enhance the succulent delights of that waiting lovely as mental visions of the rain-lashed pair left behind boosted his wickedly sadistic libido.

 

 EPISODE NINE

TRAUMATIC JOURNEY

HOMEWARD BOUND

With the show some four months past, the euphoria created by its success was beginning to wane. There were the odd moments of rekindled fire, but on the whole things were becoming a bit quiet for a troupe of women who thrived on excitement and sexual adventure. Peter was fully aware of the problem; but snowed under as he was with financial problems, he could never seem to get to grips with the underlying cause.

It was an odd quirk of nature that the many money problems were instrumental in supplying a useful stop gap in the dwindling activities at the Ranch.

Sandra’s purchases in southern Kuwait were one problem. The intention had been to recover the purchase price of these nubile ladies by selling them on at a profit. But at the end of the day. no one at Bella’s ranch could bear to part with these fettered items that had become part of the fixtures and fittings of everyday life.

Subconsciously his mind registered one of those very same fixtures and fittings being hydraulically jammed down on to a dildo pole as the machine she was clamped to, switched into Fuck-Bound-Bitch mode. Her muffled protestations and the slick sounds of a well penetrated pussy being stretched repeatedly around a massive dildo hardly made an impact on his thoughts.

Then there was Snowy. His cocoons had hit a snag that needed money slinging at it by the bucketful to cure the problem. Not only had sales dropped, but he was inundated with damages claims from disgruntled customers who were unable to extract their converted docile ladies from the cocoons. A freak chemical imbalance created by the proportions of carbon bonded fibre and epoxy used in the manufacture had somehow created a mutated material that dissolved the plastic underlay. As a result the melted shrink wrap bonded with the ensconced maiden and mated both cocoon and captive into a single item.

All attempts to remove the outer cover were abandoned, once it was clear that the delectable objects within would lose the outer layer of their wondrously smooth human skin. Snowy took on extra staff just to feed and service the fifty or so immobilised females that were cluttering his premises; .. returned for repair or refund.

That chore, when coupled to the costly services of a team of biochemists, was draining his cash flow fast.

Unfortunately, the purchase of the stools as a job-lot had left him at a low ebb as regards cash reserves. But it did have its good side.

The ranch benefited from the use of the stools on a loan basis for the ranch revellers who were not actually involved in bondage usage all of the time. That made room for the influx of returned items in Snowy’s store come workshop.

Meantime, Amanda had arrived. As promised by the Sheik, abducted in broad daylight from a street in San Francisco whilst shooting on location. Only then did it become known that Amanda had her own kinky pursuits, as was revealed by her padlocked pussy. Snowy wasted no time in mating this southern belle to the previously acquired Wanda, the starlet and sex goddess of a dozen Hollywood box office successes. That joining resulted in a butt to butt item of furniture that defied description in terms of its erotic effect.

Of course the loan terms included unlimited usage of the sumptuous Chaise-Lounge as part of the deal. It was an item in demand by everyone and a source of almost constant dispute. At the end of the day a compromise between the warring factions allowed the incredible recliner to be allocated on a roster basis. Wanda and Amanda had little or no say in the matter. It was simply a change of planted appreciative bums and reclining cavorting bodies for them. Spitting with impotent rage they endured in silent, rigidly enforced submission as they were passed from user to user. Needless to say, almost every location seemed to have an owner who’s prime fantasy was to have a good shag on the rippling surface provided by the starlets backs.

The addition of double ended electro shockers, bonded and squeezed between the two forcibly mated bottoms, ensured a very interesting sensation for the revellers as the encapsulated women performed a buttock clenching electrically orchestrated cyclic performance that defied description in even the most lurid erotic terms. The fact that two previous arch enemies of the silver screen were being forced to massage each other with wildly flexing nates was an added bonus. Energisation of the double ended, double shafted dildos was another innovation that provided excellent spectator sport. Coerced into a horribly unwanted sex drive by the thundering undeniable attentions of the implanted monsters, the two inextricably mated enemies displayed voyeuristically pleasing aversion to an electrically coerced humping of the rear mounted partner of their configuration. If one switched on the buttock animators as well, one could enjoy the marvellous spectacle of two bitches on heat in a most enjoyably active mode, albeit an activity restricted to spasming bottom movement. A subsequent design change and another attachment forced them to arch heads upwards, thus ensuring that neither could hide the seething anger as they exploded into a symbiotic orgasm. Unable to alter their predicament in any way, they were effectively butt fucking each other with a muscle convulsions that they couldn’t control. Of course, connected clitorises ensured that one component could not experience any form of erotic release without transmitting the effects to the other. As a result, once started, the whole effect became a self perpetuating round of groaning and rippling that lasted for hours, with neither left even the modicum of privacy gleaned by a quiet orgasmic relief from the rigours of her configuration.

One consolation for the two were the modifications to their gags. At least now they were able to enjoy a brief, albeit garbled, outburst of rage every time they were relieved of the expanding gobstoppers. Unfortunately for them, no one would ever understand what they were saying, for whilst the core of the gag was removed, the integral jaw jacks remained firmly in place. Trying to convey any sort of complex message whilst one’s mouth was forcibly held open was somewhat non productive.

It seemed that none of their would be users felt inclined to risk having their treasured possessions, be it clit or cock, severed by gnashing sets of perfectly formed film stars teeth. The change had been instigated mainly by the women at Bella’s ranch, who without exception, were partial to playing with other shapely female bodies in addition to being trussed and stuffed by the two overworked males there. But then again, even when partnering another woman, it was nice to have the musky smell of a rampant male around, just to add spice to the proceedings.

And so it came to pass that most paired girls enlisted the help of Peter and Carlos to make the scene really swing when it was their turn to have the Chais-Lounge on loan. This included having both men buried to the hilt in the offered oral cavities of the couch whilst the girls frolicked and enjoyed the sensations of seething anger rippling through the surface of the lounger. Sound effects supplied by the effect of the butt shockers were an added attraction.

Five minutes duration with those, and the two mated enemies were keen to switch from frozen acceptance of the large male poles prodding their tonsils, to a highly active sucking operation that threatened to result in two sexually drained prune-like males at each end of the couch. The loud sucking and slurping of brimming mouths was music to the ears of the playing nymphettes. Unsolicited pussy secretions provided further entertainment in the form of liquid suction as self-sealing electrically induced thrusts by the butt mated starlets first glued sticky rear ends and then sucked apart their blubbering love lips in an orgy of salacious sound. If a duet of erupting sexual detonation occurred in the Chais- Lounge, the gobbling moans and groans from mouths gagged with male organ, complemented the stereo sex music in a most exotic way. That was considered an extra bonus that usually brought about an immediate re- booking for the moment the much prized piece of furniture next became available. It usually took three or four weeks doing the rounds, but it was worth the wait. For the men it was an exciting view as they looked down to see expanded bursting facial cheeks and felt the pressure of the orgasmic breathing on their appreciative dicks. The couch maidens didn’t intend to add such a bonus, but the explosive gasping response of their captive forms was effectively sealed by lips at maximum elasticity. It was a self defeating cycle they had no way of breaking. Normally, the standard erection achieved by most men would never attain the skin splitting girth of these monolithic throbbing gob-stoppers. But given the spectacle of their demise, and a pair of cavorting nymphettes on their backs, meant that all who entered were guaranteed to seal the women’s oral cavities with a hermetic seal. It was a most enjoyable sensation to have such well secured beauties trying to inflate one through a pulsing penis. It brought a whole new meaning to the phrase ‘Blow Job’ as they huffed and puffed on the throbbing dicks in their mouths.

Meantime, Peter occupied his spare moments with his easily won prize of the delectable Anthea. Sandra and Angela capitulated instantly on his return to the show venue the next day. As a reward for their being reasonable and seeing it his way, he had them fitted to the milker. .. Ostensibly as a favour in order to help drain the massive reservoir of sexual energy they had accumulated whilst they were installed as fence posts. But by the end of the third hour, the two delirious women attached to the machine were beginning to have doubts about his false act of benevolence. By the second day the doubts were gone. The fact that he often appeared and fucked them unmercifully as they writhed to attentions of the machine, could have been instrumental in their seeing through this facade of generosity.

The bastard! He was going to pay when they finally got free. But in the meantime there was the problem of surviving the mechanical demands on their fettered forms long enough to get the chance. For two hours they endured the machine at full power, and there was no sign that Peter was about to return in the near future.

Throughout the rest of the ranch, the numerical preponderance of stools were spread around the various paired couples. Although they were changing hands in swap deals on a regular basis, most were basically left in peace, to endure as silent items of furniture. Often, swaps were a result of decorating, where the seating colour clashed with new decor. Snowy had perfected the attachments to service the items before loaning them out. So now that their incarceration had become semi-permanent, it was a practical proposition to spray them in a variety of patterns and colours to further enhance the visual impact of such desirable furniture In the storage house, the purchases and contracted ladies of Kuwait hung miserably in shrink wrapped silence. With Snowy’s input, they had largely been forgotten; a motionless stockpile of living material awaiting further developments in the field of restraint erotica.

But with Peter’s brain mainly switched to monetary matters, and the others all fighting over who got to bounce on the new lounger, it seemed the a forlorn hope that they would be chosen to test a new contraption in the near future.

THOUGHTS OF HOME

Generally speaking, the various new attractions managed to keep the ranch ticking over. But it was clear to all that they needed new direction.

Snowy solved his problems, and the rejects were all returned, although most were somewhat overcooked submissives, due to prolonged and unplanned exposure to the cocoons ministrations. They weren’t just submissive, they tended to try and tie themselves up before wriggling into the presence of their owners and begging to be abused. A minor detail in Snowy’s estimation.

But some still preferred a little fight left in their conquests.

The upshot of that was that Snowy’s finances blossomed again, and he was in turn able to repay the massive loans he had borrowed from the ranch consortium. So all was rosy in the cash area. With that problem resolved, Peter was able to throw all his mental weight behind the problem of the future.

He decided early on that one answer was to return to greener pastures and restart the whole scene at the remote English farm; an idea which had considerable appeal to him when he cast his mind back to the equipment and extensive workshop facilities that were available there.

But the problem was that none of the girls wanted to travel by normal methods. They insisted that they should arrive at the new venue as they intended to go on. Snowy seconded the motion, having already thrown his clutch of lovelies into the pot. Peter did a quick mental sum, and then groaned at the result.

The problem seemed insurmountable. How the hell did one smuggle the forty-seven willing nymphettes of the ranch into Britain as bound and gagged parcels of sexually exploding femininity? Not to mention some twenty-eight not so willing new recruits, and two silenced raging ex film stars who had become experts at inflating men via the penis. Then there was Snowy’s private collection of furniture, and his day to day items of living apparatus. All together they would need to sneak over a hundred writhing female packages through the Green channel of a hostile un-enlightened ‘Arrival’s lounge’. Not an easy task, that was for sure, given the draconian vigilance of UK Customs, known to one and all in the bondage business as ‘The KGB’.

In the end Snowy inadvertently gave them the answer as he was browsing through the lists of a boat yard bankruptcy sale.

“Well I'm dammed. This guy running the boat yard was a collector by the look of it. He’s even got an ex World War Two ‘T class diesel electric submarine over there, and in full working order as well.“

Peter grunted acknowledgment as he read the newspaper, then with a slow dawning of registration at this revelation, he lowered the paper and looked across to Snowy with shining eyes.

“My God! That’s it. How much are they asking for it?“

Snowy glanced down again and scanned the list.

“It says bids starting at twenty thousand dollars.” He looked up again casting inquiring looks at the jubilant Peter. “Why? What has that scheming brain of yours dreamed up now?“

Peter ignored him and fired back another question.

“Any spares or equipment with it?“

Again Snowy studied the lists.

“It says full complement of admiralty spares as normally carried when operational.

Armaments removed, but a stockpile of inert practice torpedoes to be included in the sale.“

He frowned at the last item, but then realised that some buyers would be scrap men after the valuable metals used in the construction of those one and half ton tin-fish.

Peter virtually leapt from his chair and began pacing back and forth at the news, occasionally firing questions that he already knew the answer to.

“Old Mark 9 - 217 torpedoes I would think?“

It was a thought out loud more than a question.

Obviously the hatching plot just needed a few more bits of the jigsaw adding. Snowy stayed quiet and watched slightly bemused at the prancing figure doing its best to wear a track in the carpet. Suddenly Peter stopped dead and turned to Snowy.

“That’s the answer. We must have it. When is the sale scheduled?“

“As a matter of fact this afternoon. If we go now and drive with a lead foot we can just make it I” He broke off mid sentence as Peter grabbed his arm and hustled him to the door.

“No time to explain now, I’ll tell you on the way. Let’s get going right away.

The girls at the farm looked on in amazement as Peter grabbed what he needed and exited the farm gates in a cloud of dust as the big Holden 4 x 4 headed south.

T-1224

Arriving at the boat yard with only three lots left before the sub, Peter and his friend had little time to look the old veteran submersible over.

But with Snowy checking the engine room and Peter going over the dive and planing controls, they soon established that T 1224 was in excellent nick. The batteries and electric drive motors had been well maintained, and in fact were almost new. The diesel engines were new.

At some time, probably in her decommissioning refit prior to storage at the naval dockyard, she had been fitted with two powerful Turbo-charged Paxman-Ricardo V12 replacements.

According to Snowy, these beauties would give her an extra eight-hundred shaft horse power over the engines she was built with. That translated into a surface speed approaching eighteen knots. Not bad for a forty year old granny of the seas that had in her day clobbered the last desperate endeavours of a shattered and tired German navy. Another point that seemed to appeal to Peter was that the fact that as a result of some ancient loony government idea, she had been stretched to a length forty feet longer than her original spec. Apparently someone had a crazy notion to use the old ‘T’ boats as underwater nuclear rocket storage and supply vessels that could replenish the Polaris subs at sea. Only later had they realised that if all the Polaris subs sulking around the oceans, owned by various groups of lunatic politicians had launched successfully, the human race would have become extinct anyway. The experimental white elephant sub had been sold off to a crazy civilian in Arabia after a sane, and retired British Admiral had calmly pointed that pertinent fact out..

Peter hurried Snowy over to the auctioneers stand, arriving just as T1224 was called.

Obviously T class sludgemarines, as they were affectionately known, were not an item in great demand; unless you were potty collector; or for that matter, part owner/caretaker of over a hundred nubile and mostly trussed women. The old girl never even reached the reserve price, and pandering to his desire not to be left with a rusting pile of useless junk, the auctioneer accepted Peter’s $14,000 offer after consulting with the receivers.

Peter appeared to be walking on air as they hurried back to go over the stores. The sight of fifty-seven gleaming well preserved MK 9 torpedoes seemed to send him into silent orgasmic paroxysms. Snowy seemed perplexed.

“OK! So I can see the idea of using a sub to get into UK territorial waters unseen, but what the hell do you intend to do then sport? Those coast guard wallahs ain’t daft. They’ll pick us up on radar the moment we surface to ferry the girls ashore with a chunk of iron that big“

Snowy had been appraised of the main plan on the way down. But Peter had annoyingly refused to reveal the full ingenuity of his master plan until they had seen the sub. He turned and fixed Snowy with a superior smile.

“Were going to fire half of them ashore, one at a time, and the rest, the Chaise-lounge and your furniture I have another idea for.” He stopped and watched gleefully as Snowy’s jaw attempted to connect with his knees.

“You’re going to what?” He finally managed to sputter.

“Just what I said. You’ll go on ahead and set up a reception area, transport and anything else we need, then we install each one in a torpedo and fire her at the shoreline. You catch the incoming torpedoes and load them for transport to the farm. ... Simple!” Snowy just stared with a glazed look; then his face split into a wide grin.

“You Pommie bastard, you’re winding me up ain’t-cher?” The grin faded as he took in Peter’s hurt look.

“You're bloody serious for gawds sake!” Peter nodded, finding it hard to keep a straight face as he studied Snowy’s heavily lined and superbly expressive face. Poor old Snowy. Just when he thought he’d seen all the bondage world had to offer, this new shattering idea came along to rock him to the foundations. He turned away deep in thought, and Peter could tell he was already warming to the idea. That wily old brain was already computing all the angles and pitfalls of such a daring, and dare he say it, inspired operation.

“Well I reckon it could work if we iron all the creases out of the idea, but you can be the one to tell the girls that you intend to turn em into fifty knot submerged projectiles, driven by hydrogen peroxide motors that are only a short step from being classified as Class 1 bombs.“

Peter really enjoyed airing his superior knowledge, and pointed to a telltale ‘A’ at the end of the MK X marked on the casings of the torpedoes.

“Mark 9 A’s. ... Electric motors old son. All we have to hope for is that the specially designed high output batteries are still available amongst all the spares. Car batteries just won’t hack it. The bloody things would stop and surface after about sixty yards.“

“Surface? I thought these things sank when they ran out of steam.” Pete shook his head.

“The fully armed variety with a half ton of Amatol or Torpex stuck on the front will, but these practice babies are designed to float so that they can be recovered and used again.

That’s why the noses are day-glow orange. It makes them easy to find in a rough sea.” Snowy nodded as the final pieces of his own jigsaw began to fit.

“Hmm! So even if we fuck-up, the girls will come back up and we can try again.” Peter nodded, his face lighting up as he realised that Snowy was fully behind the scheme now.

“But there’s still the problem of convincing the girls sport.” Pete laughed out loud.

“Why? Who’s going to tell them? I sure as hell ain’t until after theyre nicely trussed up, and with the method I propose for the initial stage they won’t have much room to complain.“

Snowy’s face became a picture of joy. It certainly appealed to him that the girls would be well past the point of no return before they found out that their conniving male partner had contrived to launch them into the murky wastes of British territorial waters in a twenty foot steel juggernaut.

“OK! You’re the boss. Just so long as they know you thought up the plan at the end of the day. I don’t reckon I could stand the nervous tension of waiting to find out how they intended to pay us back.“

Peter’s face momentarily registered dismay at the thought; but the lure of the project gave him a devil may care attitude. To hell with the consequences; it was going to be worth it for the sheer joy of pressing those torpedo release buttons. Snowy interrupted his thoughts.

“Anyway, now I come to think about it, this baby really has some real interesting features to ease the boredom of the trip home, if yer catch my drift. Peter eyed the sub, taking in the periscope, conning tower and all, his mind running in parallel with that of his partner in crime.

“So tell me Pete old son, how the fuck do we catch a ton of tin fish travelling at fifty miles an hour?“

They took a last look at T1224 and then walked off, as Peter, arm round his friends shoulder, explained the finer details of torpedo catching in low conspiratorial tones.

YO HO AND OFF WE GO

Three months passed with feverish activity as preparations were made. Fortunately for Peter, in the excitement, none of the women asked any awkward questions about the methods to be used for landing at the other end. A veiled mention that it was to be a surprise, and something really special merely raised the women’s expectations, and quelled any further investigation lest they spoiled the surprise.

Most seemed to have visions of being carried through Customs folded into large travelling cases, or ensconced in packing cases at the docks. Peter did nothing to create any alternative thoughts.

Snowy had basically become a rarity around the place. But then he’d been allocated the task of getting the sub off the slipway, making sure everything was up and running, and simplifying the controls by removing a whole host of tactical warfare tackle they were unlikely to need.

At the end of the day, he’d trimmed the controls down to be managed by three people. It was perfect. Without enlisting any further help, Pete, Carlos and himself could manage the sub after all the girls were safely tucked into their high speed travel cylinders. A crash course in the dynamics of underwater travel by the previous owner, an ex RN officer and submariner to boot, had forewarned him of the main dangers associated with these old veteran submersibles. Unlike their sleek powerful nuclear progenies, these lumbering old girls had a tendency to nose dive if they ran into fresh water, or porpoise if they hit a thermal pocket; there were no computers to automatically adjust the trim. It wouldn’t do to bury the boat in ten feet of mud in a UK river estuary full of fresh water, nor for that matter leap ten foot out of the water in front of a coast guard cutter.

Snowy’s agile active old brain soon grasped the important basics, and he felt confident that could fill in the gaps on the way. He was assuming of course that he had the time for such mundane thoughts. Even now it was all he could do to keep his mind off the various uses that all that lovely intricate gear could be put to when festooned in sensuous female forms.

His tutor warned him that these old boats were hot and sticky when submerged, which instantly translated to naked sweating females in Snowy’s over active mind.

The boat was finally cleared for a sea voyage, and the old Aussie turned his attention to victuals and stores. With some relief he found the huge missile storage bay with its own onboard crane proved easily capable of swallowing the fifty odd sleek steel fish. Truck loads of bondage tackle shipped from the ranch were consumed with equal ease; and still there was plenty of room to ensure that they would dine on only the finest of food during the journey.

But finally the day set for departure arrived.

The ranch was left virtually deserted, save for a handful of maintenance staff, as Bella’s cavalcade of trucks and buses headed south.

Local travellers of that dusty road stared wide eyed as the convoy of singing scantily clad nymphs roared past. The whole bunch were hyped with the images of a new adventure to titillate their licentious natures. Had they been privy to a few of the new fixtures and fittings of that old lady of the seas, perhaps their buoyant mood would have been somewhat dampened by second thoughts about the whole thing. But then, a lascivious nature rarely left room for rational inspection of something that was clearly a risky venture. Only thoughts of carnal excess prevailed, and in abundance, judging by the hurried modified seating in the transports. The was no room for standard seating when there were living stools that could serve just as well. So the seats were dumped.

A few hurried fixing attachments bolted to the base of each of Snowy’s compressed job-lot, and everyone could enjoy the feeling of having a sensuously protesting female body beneath their bottom as the coaches and trucks bounced over pot-holed roads.

It was a touch of genius really. The epoxy bonded, soft female centres made excellent shock absorbers to spare the multitude of curvaceous bottoms from the rigours of a long journey south. As for the Chaise-Lounge, Bella had taken care of that item. Sooner than risk damage to such a valuable item, she’d insisted that it was strapped over the boot of her 1940 Studebaker tourer and covered with a tarpaulin.

It never occurred to her that shielded from the breeze created by their forward movement, and contained in a still air surround, that the two inseparably bonded starlets would very soon be cooking in the oven of a hot desert afternoon.

As it happened, the relative inactivity of being moulded to form motionless seat for months on end had allowed the two to become a little porky. The seven hour trip encased in rubber and resin soon had the pounds melting away.

Peter and Snowy were waiting with something akin to explosive excitement as the convoy arrived on the jetty. But they were a little disappointed to find that the slinky maidens pouring from the transports had eyes only for another woman. T1224 seemed to be the centre of attraction as they gathered and discussed the vessel that was to be the means to take them to new and even more exciting adventures in a far off land. In deference to the mainly female cargo, Snowy, much to the disgust of its former owner had painted the damn thing pink from bow to stern. Peter hadn’t found out until it was too late, but after an initial exclamation of horror at the reverse camouflage, had to admit that this underwater sin palace did look rather becoming in its new livery. Even more startling were the two transfers of Stanton drawings on either side of the conning tower. Those Baroness creations certainly opened a few eyes at the dock.

“Pity we never tried this in the war, it would have worked a treat. Whilst the German captains were dying of laughing we could have sneaked up and blown them out of the water.“

He meant it as a joke, but Snowy doubted it would have been far from the truth. The old girl seemed to radiate like a beacon.

“Nah! They’d have thought it was a new secret weapon and scarpered. That’s how you Pommie bastards got to win. They could never believe that anyone would be so daft as to try some of the crazy stunts the Brits tried. Whilst they were trying to figure out what the master plan was, you blighters got the drop on them. Trouble with the Germans is that they’ve always been brainy bleeders, and they didn’t cotton on to raving lunatics like the Pommies.” Peter smiled and accepted Snowy’s cheerful Pommie baiting in good spirit.

“Come on you bloody Roo’ bait, let’s get the show on the road. They started to usher the chattering throng up the gang plank and down into the forward torpedo hatch. Climbing the conning tower and dropping through into the control room was a skill reserved for practised submariners who were used to living and moving in a sardine tin. Unfortunately, the amidships casing hatch had ceased to exist in the refit.

The line of undulating well rounded female bottoms moved in a delectable line ahead as they climbed the steeply sloping gangplank, and both the men were glad that the girls had arrived at high tide. Given the angle, the display of animated hard working rumps was a joy to behold.

“Come on ladies, we’ve got to hurry to catch the tide.” Snowy turned and raised a questioning eyebrow.

“What yer on about. With our draft we can clear the harbour at low tide?” Peter smirked and spoke quietly from the corner of his mouth.

“If you want to piss around here all day then be my guest. But for me, the sooner I get that lot canned and get to grips with all that lively rump fodder the better.” Snowy pursed his lips before cupping his hands to form a makeshift megaphone..

“Come on girls get a bloody move on will yer.

We ain’t got all day.“

Carlos appeared staggering slightly under the burden of half'a dozen suitcases. He didn’t have to carry them, but veiled threats to plant evidence of wrong doings that would earn him a few weeks on the breeder frame were sufficient to convince him that it would pay to be chivalrous. The stagger was not entirely as a result of his burden, but in fact as a result of being duty toy-boy for the last week.

Unfortunately, the Amazon Wendy was on a sexual high at this time of the month, and her six foot frame absorbed all attempts to tire her with consummate ease. As Peter had so accurately described it, ‘it was like chucking peanuts into the Mersey tunnel in the hope of blocking it up.’ Carlos usually folded after the first day. But Wendy, always determined to extract her hundredweight of flesh, (she didn’t calculate in pounds when it came to her sex drive) had ordered the flagging ex slave ship captain strapped down and stimulated by a team of nubile sex sirens. No matter how he’d tried, his sore and overworked flag pole had rebelled against his wishes and risen to the occasion. It took a real man to resist the expert hands of Bella’s well practised hellions, and so far noone had seen this mythical super human. Carlos wasn’t even getting to first base on that score.

As a result he’d spent a week facing the ceiling with his view almost permanently blocked by Wendy the Jockey, and any friends she’d invited along. Unfortunately she had many when it became known that she’d assembled another one of her many sex aids. But what really pissed him off was that she had taken to wearing a Stetson and cowboy rig for the more public events. It was bad enough being fitted with a groin saddle that left his manhood poking up through, and stirrups to give her more purchase for the task in hand. The buxom lass really put all her effort into enacting the scene of a bronco busting cow-girl; sadly, to the detriment of the saddle pivot she used to stay mounted. It was fun at first to have a twelve stone well endowed maiden rollicking around on the end of his manhood; but the novelty wore off at a proportional rate to his tender penile skin. A man would need to be sheathed in croc’ skin to withstand that awesomely powerful pussy grip. Then as if to add insult to injury, she’d installed a suspended Susan, fully impaled in his resurrected shaft just to keep it warmed up for her return each time.

One would think he would simply have shrunk out of her. But it was hard to wilt when impaling such a delectable object as the limbless wriggling torso of that sexual super athlete.

Lacking in limbs was the only defect inherent in Susan. In all other departments that dynamic economy sized lust generator surpassed almost all, with perhaps Wendy as the exception.

The two sniggering male onlookers jibed Carlos unmercifully as he staggered past.

“Come on Carlos, get a move on. You've got thirty women waiting in the forward torpedo room, and they all have to serviced by sundown.

Wendy is already waiting with the saddle.

Carlos blanched visibly, then struggled on towards the looming apocalypse that threatened to reduce him to twitching insensibility.

“Thirty? I thought he only had ten left on the duty list.“

Peter heard Snowy’s comment, but waited until he was sure Carlos was out of earshot before replying.

“He has. I lied! But it was worth it to see his face. Still, he’ll be useful addition to our team.

I’ve seen his work aboard ship, and I can tell you he’s got few peers when it comes to using a vessel to tame women.“

Snowy nodded in agreement as stories of Carlos’ time as slave ship captain came back.

There was no doubt he was an inventive chappie.

For two hours, the majority of girls settled into their allocated spaces, whilst others chosen as crew were familiarised with the controls.

Sandra sat at the diving plane controls, whilst Angela was in charge of vents and pumps.

Peter meanwhile had taken to wearing a greasy battered sub captain’s cap, retrieved from the previous owner’s sea trunk. Snowy on the other hand preferred the standard issue white roll necked sweater. He later found it was a bad choice given the heat and dirt of the engine room, not to mention the bother of continually wrestling it off as a particularly attractive female specimen took his fancy.

Peter reached for the public address microphone.

“Prepare boat for leaving harbour, Assume damage control state one condition Yankee.

Close all watertight doors.“

Snowy prepared to engage the throbbing diesel’s as he shook his head in disbelief.

“Typical Pommie Okaloosa.” He chided with good humour.

“Let go springs. Let go for 'ard. Half astern port engine Mr Snowy.“

The boat trembled and then lurched slightly as she moved astern, snubbing against the still connected stern warp and swung her bows out into the channel.

“Let go aft, half ahead both engines if you please Mr. Snowy.“

Snowy mentally corrected his opinion. It was good to know that Pete was taking the sub’s handling seriously and going by the book.

Several hundreds of tons of steel made one hell of a mess when it went rogue.

“Clear away and secure for sea. Fo’castle party secure and clear the casing.“

All in the claustrophobic confines of the hull felt the deck begin to lift and pitch with the swell of the open sea. Scurrying feet on the casing told of hurriedly retreating nubile bodies as the casing became awash with rollers that threatened an early ducking if they were swept off. But far in excess of the novelty of that moment, was the feeling of the start of something new and fantastically satisfying for the girls. After three long months, they were finally on their way. The great adventure was actually under way. Stiffened, gagged, and trussed, ‘not so willing” cocooned females filling the spare torpedo racks were not so impressed. But no doubt they would come to accept their new role in life. If not; ... well in the immortal words of somebody that nobody could remember; ... TOUGH!

THE PERISCOPE CAPER

T1224, aptly named ‘The Baroness’ by her new compliment, headed out to sea and down the southern coast of Arabia. Running on the surface for the time being, her upper decks proved popular with those fortunate enough to remain free for the time being, and not so popular with the score or so of glistening wet, stretched and naked females cluttering the forward casing. Venting holes on both sides had immediately been seized upon as useable and conveniently placed anchor points for Peter’s equipment. As a result Baroness’s foredeck was a pleasant sea of curvaceous feminine undulations that made bridge duty as officer of the watch a far less tedious task. One could watch the struggles of those regularly submerging felines for hours without getting bored. A head-on sea provided perfect conditions to set the old sea horse plunging up and down with most enjoyable results. And of course if one felt the urge, it was an easy task to swing over the bridge rail and venture down to the fettered maidens for more intimate sport.

In addition to the deck attractions, there was the new pennant flying from the periscope standard.

Wendy was not amused. With torso and leg stiffening casts banded to her legs and body, she was unable to flex other than by bending at the waist. Taking that into account, Peter and Carlos had affixed her wrists and ankles to the metal in such a way as to force her to form a triangular flag with her naked bottom as the tip. Streamed like a flag, she waved back and forth at the mercy of the prevailing wind caused by their passage. All agreed that the new decorations accurately conveyed the concept of the Baroness, and so Wendy remained as their mascot with only short breaks for feeding and toileting. The latter was an amendment to the program, inspired by Peter who happened to be officer of the watch when a sudden downpour caught him unawares. Wendy was protesting in the only way she could. He took exception to having his favourite cap showered in golden rain, but was mentally grateful that she hadn’t stooped to more messy methods of impressing her discontent. Still it gave the other girls a good laugh.

But the time had come to make the first practice dive. The foredeck maidens were gratefully released, but Wendy remained as she was. It was the intention that they submerge to periscope depth on the first attempt, so she could stay where she was for now. The Amazon beauty fought her bonds with frenzied attempts to escape as she saw the decks cleared and the conning tower hatch closing. Unfortunately she was the only one on board who hadn’t been told that is was to be a shallow dive.

With horror, she heard the muted blare of klaxons inside the hull, and watched with alarm as the tanks vented compressed air allowing the pressure hull casing to dip below the waves.

Her trauma was further increased when she saw the deck smoothly receding as the periscope extended, but then with the return of rational thought, she worked out that this was intended to keep her high and dry. So they hadn’t forgotten her after all. At least that was some relief. Skimming across the surface with no visible support other than a woefully thin steel rod to which one was bound could not however be classed as a fun thing to do.

Down in the control room, Peter bent forward to look into the raised scope, then cursed and bent down to retrieve his fallen cap. Suddenly images of grimy U boat captains wearing caps back to front took on new meaning. Peak’s didn’t go with eyepieces. Peter leaned into the eyepiece and for a while was still, finally straightening with a grin. A close up image of that expertly gagged mouth was a crotch warming sight to be sure. But it didn’t do much for conning the ship.

“I think we fucked up there Sandra. The commissioning pennant is blocking the view.“

Snowy, who was just entering the control room, overheard.

“That’s no problem, use the attack scope you dope.“

Peter kicked himself for not thinking of the obvious, and turning he raised the thin battle scope from its well. A few minutes later he leaned back with a mystified look on his face.

The scope appeared to be blocked. All he could see was a strange reddish glow with dark lines in a random pattern. Snowy seemed equally perplexed after he had a look.

“There must be something in the prism or the tube---!" He broke off as Peter stopped him with an arm-clutching hand, then watched as he screwed out the eyepiece of the scope, well beyond normal focus range. He stooped again and peered into the lens before straightening again.

“Snowy my old fart. How far apart is the cruising scope and the attack scope?” Snowy compared the two columns.

“About two maybe three foot I’d say. ... Why?“

Peter answered with another question.

“And about how far would Wendy’s legs hold her away from the main scope given the angle?“

Snowy stroked his chin as he pondered the equation.

“About two to thr--- ! Oh! Fuck! You don’t think—?” Peter nodded slowly.

“I think we are being treated to a view of Wendy that even she’s never seen; from the inside out!

That red glow is the sun shining through her body, and the lines are veins. With the lens at basically a macro setting, all the details are in focus. The question now is, which hole did we score the goal in?“

Forty feet above the discussion, the pennant was still. All the waving to and fro had ceased as a slender steel locking bolt in the form of the attack scope penetrated nine inches into the offered pussy socket. Wendy’s eyes were bulging with disbelief. Not many women were lucky enough to be able to claim that they had been fucked by a battle scope in the middle of the Indian Ocean. But somehow that honour was somewhat dimmed by the fact that the roll of the boat was proving rather distressing when speared on a solid unyielding rod of steel.

Having one’s pussy stretched alternately in opposite directions as the sub rolled was not recommended. Meanwhile the discussion below went on.

“Don’t worry Pete, the attack scope is made deliberately thin so that it doesn’t throw up a feather in the water. Now just ease it back down a bit and let’s see what we slotted into.“

Peter eased the scope down, remaining with his eye pressed to the view finder as he moved down. Suddenly he stopped and after a few seconds rose and stood back to allow an impatient Snowy to take the grips. Snowy stooped and immediately let out a whoop of laughter.

“Geez! That Wendy needs a shave.“

A half retracted upper lens was peering through a forest of massively magnified hairs, whilst the distant blurred horizon was framed perfectly by two gloriously generous pussy lips in perfect focus. He leaned away and shoved the scope back up to full extension as he turned to Peter.

“You thinking what I’'m thinking,” he asked.

Peter said nothing at first, but his flushed face told all before he spoke.

“Yes! Let’s give our flag a little fun shall we?“

Snowy’s head bobbed enthusiastically as he agreed.

Zipping along above the waves, Wendy swore an oath of vengeance. The wildly oscillating scope was pumping her pussy like a demented dildo. That swivelling lens she found particularly annoying. Those bastards were a bunch of internal peeping Tom’s, studying her deepest secrets with high resolution imagery.

It felt as if she had no secrets left in the whole world as the continuing revolutions of the scope appraised her of the fact that the whole damned crew were having a look up her pussy.

“Huuumph! Huuurrr!“

A particularly heavy handed operator jacked her rear end up before the tightness of a protesting sphincter muscle capitulated to the thrusting scope. A slight movement on her part had positioned the wrong hole over the ascending glass voyeur. The scope became almost frenzied as it pirouetted inside her rear tube. Dammit! The bastards were really enjoying the view now. Wendy made a mental note to maintain full distance from the cruising scope once the peeping Tom in her bottom moved down again. That way she had a fair chance of allowing her more elastic pussy to do the sword swallowing act.

The sub maintained periscope depth for some hours as every detail of Wendy’s succulent openings were viewed by all. Then, having seen all there was to see on the inside, she suffered the indignity of having her nether regions studied by a retracted but still active scope, with the top prism angled to spot aircraft. The view in 1994 was infinity better than that of a diving German Stuka back in 1944. No doubt the bastards were using the camera attachment on the view finder to take sly shots of her private region. She was wrong in fact. It wasn’t a still camera at all. Snowy’s Sony was recording the whole event on broadcast quality video tape, whilst Peter was selling the live eyepiece view to eager women. Wendy, being the powerful lass that she was, had forcibly savoured all the inmates of Bella’s farm at one time or another.

Now it was pay-back time. Pete’s price was one hour of bondage fun per minute. So far he had accumulated some three days of roped bliss from the ravishing crew, who were only too pleased to offer their bodies for torment, in exchange for a chance to humiliate the amazon Wendy.

It was as Snowy entered for a second time some hours later, that a new and even more exciting use for the periscope standards was mooted.

The reciprocating antics of the attack scope were put on hold, leaving the threatening tip poised for action some two inches from Wendy’s love nest. Meanwhile, unseen in the bowels of the boat, more skulduggery was afoot.

Kicking and struggling, one of the rubber sheathed Southern Kuwaiti beauties was uplifted from her storage in the torpedo racks, de-cling-filmed and carried unceremoniously into the control room. Wide eyed and desperate, she registered the hungry looks of the gathered control room crew with a sinking heart, knowing that she was in for a rough time. She could see Snowy fiddling with limit switches on the big pneumatically lifted main periscope, and didn’t need to be a genius in air power to figure that the modifications had something to do with the reason for her being there.

A dozen willing hands reached forward to hold and assist as the wriggling rubberised female produced a series of frenzied and hopelessly incapacitated manoeuvres in her attempts to escape. But it was a pointless exercise. Less than ten seconds later she was upended and being pressed against the shining polished steel of the periscope’s lower guide. Ratchet straps appeared as if by magic, and with a series of clicks, reduced her wriggling torso to a permanent fixture on the shaft. Legs that were still freed waved ineffectually in the air, but were soon caught and pulled powerfully downwards, no matter how much she fought.

The handles of the scope bit into the top of her thigh crease, but as they were strained further, the knurled hand grips were engulfed by her folded form. More ratchets snugged around both torso and backs of thighs, squeezing her into a tight folded inverted shape that left her pussy, devoid of rubber sheathing, pointing towards the deckhead. As her arms and wrists were released from the snug embrace of a standard storage arm sheath, the maiden made a bid to break free. Again she was thwarted, and soon found her limbs pulled around to clasp across the backs of her knees in a hug that supplemented the bands already forcing her into a folded creation. A few more fixtures and fittings, and the poor lass was double trussed, her own arms providing the back-up. Her ankles were separately encircled by steel fetters, and each in turn pulled out of harm’s way as they were drawn up on either side of her jackknifed body.

The throng of willing hands withdrew as Snowy prepared the final item. But unfortunately for the bound maiden, out of her field of view. Had she been able to see, it was doubtful she would have felt any less concerned about the forthcoming ordeal. The old Aussie was affixing a hurried converted clamp to the deckhead, just a few inches from the gland that was swallowing the gleaming shaft of the periscope. Even more disconcerting would have been the sight of a monstrous fluted dildo clamped tightly in the gadget’s steely grip.

Even the most naive of the bunch had already figured out the plot.

The clamp resisted all attempts to be dislodged despite several deliberate attempts to yank it off. Content with the fixing, Snowy wiped his hands on an oily cloth and pressed a button that would send the main scope up, at the same time lifting the lower reset limit to allow the actuator to pass without hindrance as the scope slid smoothly up to full extension. The inverted maiden made muffled wailing noises as she was carried effortlessly towards the deckhead, changing note abruptly as a pre-positioned fluted stalactite bulldozed into her ascending pussy. There was a dull thump as she bottomed out with buttocks plastered to the deckhead and a full nine inches of hardware buried in her love channel.

Snowy moved over to the attack scope and with eye plastered to the viewfinder, raised the scope until the image of Wendy’s pussy was but a halfinch from the evilly expectant upper prism.

He doubled checked the setting, then locked the attack scope rigidly in position.

In true showman style, he turned, doffed his baseball cap and bowed to a hushed audience.

At the same time his hand reached and flicked the switch that would lower the main scope.

The was a hiss of air, followed immediately by a slurping squelch as the ceiling decoration lurched off her invading pole. There was a roar of laughter as it dawned on all present that the cursing pennant above decks would have been simultaneously impaled on the attack scope.

The descending damsel, now one inch clear of the glistening, recently lubricated stalactite, hit the re-wired and repositioned lower limit and switched direction. Zooming back up, pussy stretching to absorb the massive bulk of the marauding dildo, she slid up the love juiced shaft and bum-smacked the deckhead.

Wendy, having been rudely dragged off her glass and steel dildo by the same motion, had by now figured that the control room crew had dreamed up yet another scam to lighten the drudgery of submarine life.

And so the Baroness ploughed southward, complete with its yo-yoing pennant and oscillating control room sex puppet. And whilst the impact of the Wendy portion of that dancing duet was out of sight, the inside entertainment served admirably to fill the omission. A dildo with half inch deep grooves was hardly the tool for smooth insertion into a tender fleshy orifice. In fact, the result of endless pumping up and down on that awesome monolith produced some rather interesting side effects for the jolly japer’s of the second watch. Quite apart from the blubbering sort of slurp provided by well lubricated rubbery sliding sex lips, there was the added attraction of watching both over stuffed pussy and round bottom juddering madly as the luckless girl’s body absorbed the multiple shock waves created by the pistoning undulations, and her pussy’s attempt to faithfully follow the changing diameters of the dildo.

As with most new inventions, it needed development to reach full potential. Snowy’s periscope pussy pumper was no exception. By the time the third watch trooped into the control room two hours later, the reluctantly reciprocating heroin was enjoying even more additions to her orgasmic dance. A clit spring attached to the dildo clamp base added a whole new dimension to being an inverted shag exhibit, especially when the spring started to take up the strain two inches before she reached bottom of stroke. Two bouncing weights clipped to her nipple rings added even more spice. But without doubt, Peter’s contribution seemed to be voted novel idea of the day. A couple of stiff scrubbing brushes glued to the deckhead seemed to make excellent buffers for the bright red bristle-pierced lobes of the maiden’s tautly stretched bottom. Apparently she didn’t agree, and as a result had been fitted with a pump-up double skin balloon helmet to deaden the din of disapproval.

Night began to fall, and in view of the fact that they were travelling along a sea-lane frequented by blundering Panamanian super tankers; generally devoid of crew on the bridge, it was decided to run submerged during the night for safety. Peter doubted that either periscope adornment would realise they owed such a debt of gratitude to some unknown tanker crews.

He ordered the periscope stopped. Two very sore, and well used ladies were then released and taken down to their bunks for the night.

Weak and unable to respond in any way, Wendy screeched with rage when she realised that the film show in the for’ard torpedo space was a video of the inside of her pussy.

“Diving stations. Prepare to dive. Planes to five degrees, takes us down to one hundred feet Sandra. Blow main ballast.“

The deck of the boat angled down at the bow as the roar of escaping air drained the buoyancy from Baroness. Without further ado she slipped below the waves into the calm cool depths of the Indian Ocean.

THE ISLAND AND OTHER EVENTS

A part from that first day of innovative exhibition, things pretty much returned to normal. In general there were a few truss up and screw jobs by the men when the need took them, and of course a never ending procession of disabled damsels in the care of one or more of their mates. Endowed with a far greater capacity for sexual fun and games than the male of the species, these curvaceous femmes-fatales seemed to split into two groups in order to pursue the plentiful supply of relief knocking around. The two main groups were huntresses, and hunted. The hunted were generally the weaker women who were unable to resist the advances of predatory types who seemed to use them at will. Of course there was always the immobilised variety if one bothered to go and choose one from the torpedo store, but they were generally reserved for the hunted women who were incapable of subduing a more active female.

One noteworthy event in the long journey was the repainting of the unused and empty No 3 torpedo store. This cavernous compartment had missed out on the refit, and as a result of years spent lying inactive as a vessel of the reserve fleet, had become rusted and musky. Faced with something like eight thousand square feet of painting, Snowy decided to enlist the aid of the Southern Kuwaiti contingent, who at present were simply loafing around in one silent stiffened form or another.

Kitted out in throw-away shrink film overall tubes that reduced and squeezed all the attributes of their naked bodies into sumptuously exciting relief, the painters presented an awe inspiring sight for anyone coming to check on the progress of the artwork.

Peter dropped by later that day and stood stunned at the extraordinary scene being enacted by that bevy of curvaceous forms.

Arms compressed into useless back prayers; legs mated into a single column of gleaming translucent perfection, the pogoing dusky maidens were hard at work applying a gleaming new coat of battleship grey. A difficult task one might think without the use of hands or arms, but thanks to Snowy’s ever inventive mind, certainly not impossible.

A simple easily modified punishment helmet on each woman served a double purpose, in that it both gagged and silenced the woman, and also provided the socket to install a brush.

A metal brank clamp added over the helmet ensured that mouths were irrevocably clamped and teeth buried into the handles. But of course, these lazy girls required more motivation than that to provide such voyeuristic movements in the execution of their duties. A watchful sphincter stretching monolith packed neatly into the tight rear passages and crimped by luxuriously flexing nates gave them all the required encouragement they needed. Ominous wires from each, leading to a multi station controller in the hands of a reclining Snowy ensured that they were all painting with enthusiasm. With the exception of one who seemed preoccupied with Snowy’s family treasures. She was kneeling in front of him, her face was buried in his lap with head working madly. A straggling wire running from the controller and vanishing into her bottom revealed that she was also a networking item.

“How’s it going sport?” Snowy looked up and saw Peter, then pausing for a moment to spur a flagging painter on, he turned to his mate. Peter watched avidly as the plastic puppet jiggled madly under the onslaught of rectal retribution, and upon cessation began to apply the brush with feverish fanaticism.

“It’s getting a bit boring now to tell the truth.

In the first hour I had a lot of fun watching this lot hopping around with hot-wired asses, but now they seemed to have got the idea, and 1 only get the odd bit of fun now and again.” He paused again and reduced another glittering plasticised lovely to frantically gyrating, wide eyed, nostril flaring antics as she danced to the tune of her fizzing electrified bottom.

“See what I mean? At first | had the whole lot jiggling around at once, now that was a really interesting time.” He stopped with a smirk then froze with a sort of shuddering tension as he involuntarily exploded into the throat of the kneeling maiden. Peter started to laugh.

“You randy old bleeder, don’t you ever get tired?” The shuddering old man managed to shake his head then arched up against the busy head. Peter bent down to study the coupling, fascinated by the fact that none of Snowy’s tackle was on view. With the paintbrush removed, he’d packed the lot ‘balls and all” into the empty oral cavity and then carefully tightened the woman’s jaw down to grip him at the root of his sex tackle. The bulging cheeks of the gobbling girl seemed hardly capable of containing a set of well developed balls, let alone the rejuvenated manhood that was probably three inches past her epiglottis. Peter turned his attention to the other end, and instantly felt the stirring of a slumbering trouser snake.

A pair of plastic coated nates, stretched taut and beckoning as the figure worked hard were more than he could resist. He quickly dropped his trousers, and kneeling, plugged into the free sex channel of the twitching plastic sheathed painter. The conversation resumed a few minutes later, interrupted on a regular basis by either Snowy or Peter as one or the other pumped the labouring woman full of seed. Peter groaned aloud on several occasions, as Snowy, seeing that his pal was close to eruption, supplemented the experience by activating the anal energiser with astounding effect. It was so satisfying to feel that double reamed damsel exploding into paroxysms of electrically generated muscle spasm. No doubt the kneeling worker was seriously doubting the wisdom of signing a five year contract, but then, it was a bit late to start crying over spilt milk. Of course she was not at that time aware of the fact that these special unwillingly offered services usually reaped a reward. Peter always had an attack of guilt after using his women harshly, and would spend days figuring out a way to repay the debt. The bucking tormented female below had no idea that within twenty-four hours she would be begging him to repeat this harsh scene so that she may be earn a new allocation of ecstatic repayment for her trauma. Three super skilled naked lovelies working on her spread-eagled and vulnerable body for four hours or more was an experience she would want to repeat as often as possible.

Pushing onward, the Baroness ploughed through the tepid sand laden waters of the southern Red sea and across to the horn of Africa. Within a few days they were abreast of Tanzania, when Peter called Sandra and Angela to the scope for a look.

“Remember that place girls.” Neither did. But that was not surprising really. The last time they passed this way they had been strapped face down on two whipping trestles in the bowels of Sharna’s boat, the Miranda. Peter refreshed their memories and watched as they shuddered with fear at the memories of Masasi. How near they had come to being lunch for the ferocious Mazimba’s. But at least this time they were safe. Surrounded by steel, friends, and hidden by thirty feet of water. Masasi passed by on the starboard beam and was soon lost in the haze of another boiling day. But around late afternoon, Snowy came to Peter with a problem.

“Pete, we’ll have to stop fora while. I’'m having trouble with the port shaft reduction gearbox.

Nothing serious, just a bearing that needs an extra shim. Looks like the dockyard fitters got a bit over zealous and made the clearance too tight.” Peter frowned at the news.

“Bollocks! We’ve got a storm front coming in, and I needed to run surfaced for a while to recharge the batteries before it hit.” The snorkel that would allow them to charge submerged was still a mystery to one and all, and at the last attempt to run the diesel’s whilst submerged they had almost sucked the sub dry of air as she dipped too low and closed the topside valve.

Sandra was the best they had at the planes. But holding the boat steady enough for snorkelling required many weeks of practice and tutoring.

Besides, the reduction box was a primary unit that was in service whichever power plant they were using.

Peter scanned the charts, then ran a periscope search of the surface. He was about to turn away from a clear watery horizon when the slightest smudge appeared at maximum range. He consulted the charts then went back to the scope.

“Looks like we’ve got a small uncharted island here Snowy. You ever come across it in your gun running days?” Snowy checked the charts and then took a look.

“Yeah! I believe I did. If I remember right it was about two miles by one in size, and you're right, it doesn’t appear on any charts for some weird reason. Don’t suppose they bothered seeing as it’s so small and so far off the shipping lanes. You can only get near it with shallow draught boats anyway. There is a deeper channel, but it’s on the other side.

Peter turned away from the scope in thought.

“Reckon we could con this tub up the channel and anchor in the lee for this storm?” Snowy rubbed a stubbled chin as he considered the idea.

“Yeah! Reckon we could at that. The water is clear around here, and going slow with someone up at the bow we can sneak her in OK I reckon.” Pete considered all other options.

Finding none, he ordered a course change towards the distant inland.

Within the hour, T1224 had surfaced and was nosing quietly into a sheltered lagoon. It was obvious that low tide would ground them due to lack of depth. But having checked the bottom, it was found to be flat unbroken sand.

No problem for a sub that had spent many hours of its life lying silent and dormant on the ocean floor, whilst German depth charges battered her hull with massive shock waves.

Anchors were run out and secured, and Snowy shut down the diesels to affect repairs. For probably the first time in something like a year, all the girls, with the exception of the Kuwaiti contingent and Snowy’s furniture were unfettered, and seeing that the forward casing was free, took full advantage of the moment to arrange loungers and get in a spot of Sunbathing. Peter was pretty much at a loose end. Snowy ordered him out of the engine room after two abortive attempts to help, which left him idling the time away on the bridge as he gazed down at the sea of delectable female curves spread out below.

His musing was interrupted by the appearance of his two personal tie-up dames Sandra and Angela, the inseparable twins of sin.

“Snowy says the place is uninhabited, so we decided to go on safari and have a look around.“

Peter swung back to the dense vegetation of the shoreline for an instant as he weighed up the risks, then nodded.

“Should be OK. Keep to the beach and make sure you take a snake bite kit with you. Oh!

And steer clear of the water here, the sea snakes are deadly and there’s no antidote.“

The girls nodded and disappeared for while.

They reappeared half an hour later kitted out with small rucksacks and shorts. Peter supervised the launching of the Gemini rubber boat and watched as they streaked away towards the shore. Crazy bitches. They never went anywhere at a leisurely pace. The Gemini was going full bat as they wound the big 300 horse Evinrude to full throttle. Snowy called him over the intercom to fetch some spares, and by the time he returned to the bridge, the Gemini was the sole occupant of the beach.

Only a set of footprints on the virgin sand gave a clue to the direction the girls had taken.

He looked at his watch and scanned the sky. If they were back in the four hours he had proposed they would be safely aboard before the storm hit. Radio reports gave typhoon Louise a rating of severe with wind speeds of one hundred and fifty miles and hour. But as far as the sub went, they would be spared the full force by the bulk of the island. He would have much preferred to be a hundred foot under the waves. But the Baroness had decided otherwise. Nevertheless, it wouldn’t do for his two favourite ladies to still be on that beach when mother nature unleashed her fury. Flying uprooted palm trees and monster waves were to be avoided at all costs.

As it happened, Snowy finished the work with two hours to spare, and Peter, impatient to return to sea, now that the opportunity had arisen at high tide, scanned the beach anxiously for signs of the returning women. The beach remained maddeningly devoid of life. Worst of all, Baroness only had the one rubber boat, and short of swimming through half a mile of snake and shark infested water, there was no way they could go in search of the adventurers.

Peter’s worried look grew by the minute as threatening clouds began to form, swirling and rolling in a tumultuous bank of black angry cumulus that heralded the arrival of lady Louise. A rising swell began to rock the sub violently, and within minutes the last sunbathing beauty had vanished down the for’ard torpedo hatch. Snowy appeared beside him and scanned the shoreline with the same worried look.

“Where the hell are they? Christ on a crutch, have those scatter-brained women got any idea of what its going to be like over there in a few minutes?” Peter turned away from the island and shouted above the screaming banshee of the wind.

“It’s too late now. If they’ve got any brains they 1l find shelter and sit it out. It’ll be suicide to try and get back in those seas——!” He broke off as Snowy grabbed his arm and pointed shorewards.

“Too late anyway cobber. Look!” Just in time, Peter caught a glimpse of the Gemini through the first wave of sheeting rain. The wind had picked it up at the bow and twisted it over on itself. Seconds later, the wooden transom split under the strain and dropped the heavy outboard to the sand as the boat took to the air and whirled into the trees.

“Oh! Fuck. That’s shagged everything up. How the fuck do we get them off now?” Snowy tried to reply, but the words were ripped away by the wind, and he gestured for them to crouch in the cover of the bridge wall.

“Nothing we can do now except hope. There’s no chance of us getting over there alive until this blows over.” Peter nodded and followed him down into the oily warmth of the sub’s control room. The conning tower hatch clanged shut and magically switched of the din of the screaming hurricane of the storm. Baroness creaked and groaned as she snubbed at her anchors, but for a vessel designed to withstand the forces of depth charging, the buffeting she would endure was a mere inconvenience.

OH! SHIT

The girls sauntered along the beach of this tropical paradise, gazing with wonder at the brightly coloured birds, and talking over all that had happened since they had renounced the normal humdrum life of normal debutantes. It was an amazing set of circumstance that was for sure. But both freely admitted that they had no intention of returning to their former pursuits. Peter and Bella had awakened a pleasure beast in the pair of them. They were slaves to the carnivorous sex monster that had been prodded awake by the ministrations of those enlightened friends. Idly they chatted, hardly aware that as they walked, they had reached a point almost exactly halfway around the island and opposite the lagoon. But then their progress was halted as they came to an odd inlet that appeared to dissect the beach and vanish into the tree line in a silver strand of water. It looked deep, and if they were to cross it would be by swimming. Obviously there was a deep water channel here that Snowy didn’t know about. Sandra looked up at a darkening sky, and after pointing out the gathering storm, suggested that instead they should return the way they had come and get back to the sub.

Angela was about to agree when her eye caught sight of something bright in the lush growth where the inlet vanished inland. They walked over and pushed aside the ferns, staring with astonishment as the sleek lines of a large motor yacht sprang into view. The inlet led to a well equipped mini harbour with dock wall and even a small crane. For a moment they scanned the scene with amazement, then as Angela began to move forward for a closer look, she was pulled back by her partner.

“Just a minute Angie. Look at that stack of cages over there by the shed. Don’t they look familiar to you?” Angela looked at the pile before answering.

“They sure as hell ain’t lobster pots, and if I was asked to bet on it, I’d say they were slave cages.”” Sandra nodded, confirming that she had come to the same conclusion.

“I think it’s time we got the hell out here—!“

Her voice trailed off as the glaring Sunlight was blocked by something very large moving in behind them. Both girls spun around with alarm, to find themselves faced with four of the biggest Ethiopian thugs they had ever seen.

Angela screamed in shocked reaction, only to be viciously backhanded to the sand. Sandra meanwhile, stood rigid with shock as she saw that two of the brutes were carrying handfuls of strong nylon cord. Shit! These gorillas must have been watching them for some time and had come prepared.

She made a dive to break through a gap in the wall of rancid male flesh confronting her, only to find herself eating sand as an expert karate blow to the top of her back converted her headlong rush into an ignominious nose dive.

Strong hands seized her and held her down.

Ripping noises conveyed the loss of shorts and blouse, and then with a feeling of dread she endured as actions she knew only too well announced the end of freedom to move.

The men were rough. There was none of the care and finesse the women had become accustomed to at the ranch. These guys were simply interested in reducing the women to trussed helpless objects in the shortest possible time. There was no regard for feelings, and scant regard for the delicate nature of female skin. The rope cinches were jerked down tight, resulting in deeply compressed furrows that chafed and hurt. Apparently, the gorillas hadn’t thought of everything. Gags were probably considered unnecessary on this remote island.

But it would seem that the girl’s screeches of rage were pissing them off. A particularly ugly brute grinned at his mates as he removed boots and socks. Seconds later both girls were fighting back the puke as they waffled through a wadded mass of fetid wool. Left to wriggle ineffectually, they rolled to watch fearfully as two of the men hacked at a huge nearby bamboo with machetes; returning after a few minutes with a pair of eight foot poles. It didn’t need and expert in jungle transport to figure what they were for. Ten minute later, two face down parcels of womanhood, rigid and stiffened, swung impotently under supporting poles.

Having been lifted and moved feet first, their dangling unprotected boobs made a nice grope for the brute carrying the rear end of the pole.

Past the dock and down a narrow track, the safari and captured game moved forward.

Minutes later the jungle fell back to reveal a massive clearing, the centre piece of which was an equally massive ranch style building complex surrounded by a ten foot electrified fence. Ominously, both women noticed that it was designed to contain rather than repel people.

In line ahead, the convoy of cinched captives moved through the gates, opened by a remote control from within the house, and proceeded towards the wide stepped veranda at the front of the impressive building. They came to halt, and unslinging their shoulder burdens, the men swung the fettered females down, balancing them erect on the carrying poles.

Unable to move a muscle, the girls watched with trepidation as a shapely figure appeared.

At first the features were indistinguishable given the distance. All that could be seen was that the woman was clad in a diaphanous black silk blouse, wide brimmed sombrero, and very tight matador style breeches that vanished into highly polished calflength stiletto heeled boots.

The awesomely attired vixen came to a stop only yards away and stood gently tapping a free hand with a riding crop as she surveyed the newcomers. Sandra raised her eyes to meet those of her captor, and an icy finger of fear made her shudder with foreboding as they locked gaze.

My God! It was Sharna. But how could that be? She stared transfixed at this apparition of doom, only noticing a similar dawning recognition in the dark eyes facing her as a secondary reflex. The women moved forward peering hard at first Sandra and then the equally shocked Angela.

“Is that you Darcy? .. Sandra Darcy?” A glint of evil intent flashed from her eyes as Sandra affirmed that she was with a grunt..

“Then you must be Angela I presume.” She walked around the two rigidly contained figures savouring this moment of supreme triumph.

“So we meet at last my fine tethered friends.“

At first the full import of that simple statement went over the heads of both girls as they shivered in terror. But then a glimmer of puzzlement seeped into their stunned brains.

We meet at last; .. Not, we meet again! What the hell was going on here? Their bewilderment must have showed despite the filthy mouth bulging socks.

“Ah! [ see you haven’t put two and two together yet. Allow me to introduce myself. I'm Nadia, Sharna’s twin sister. Heir to this, the remains of a shattered empire, thanks to you two meddling morons; ... not to mention your part in Sharna’s demise as a snack for the Mazimba’s.“

The eyes bored into the two helpless women with a piercing coldness. If anything this super bitch seemed even more evil than the late unlamented Sharna.

“Well it’s payment time girls, and with the interest added on I can assure you that the settlement price is going to be high.” She motioned to the four thugs nearby.

“Put them on the double punishment stand, I’ll question them later after they’ve softened up a bit. We need to find out how they got here before we go any further.“

Both women refused to lower themselves by pleading for mercy and glared back defiantly as they were lifted and transported away. But the stony looks directed at their future tormentress only drew a more devastating reply.

“That’s good girls. I want you to fight me as hard as you can. It just adds to the joy of delaying your final breakdown.“

The retreating pole mounted women visibly shuddered at the thought of what was to come.

Evenif Peter and the gang figured out that they were in trouble, they both knew enough about typhoons to understand that a rescue attempt would be impossible before the approaching storm blew itself out. A minimum of six hours torment was the best they could hope for.

The pole bearers carried the squirming women to a nearby shed, and upon entering, both women smelled the aroma of fear and pain.

There was no doubt that this room had witnessed many tormented souls at the hands of Nadia.

There was little to see other, than five sturdy posts arranged four-square and one central. The corner posts were about three foot high. Two were fitted with a single ring shackle at the top of each, and the others had a powerful looking boat winch in place of the ring. The central column was some sort of mechanism, but more ominously, topped with a whippy painfully efficient cane connected to the top. Currently it was pointing directly towards the ceiling, clearly poised to strike.

Both women felt a surge of relief as they were carried past and on into an adjoining room, where they were roughly deposited on a pair of tables.

The ropes and poles were stripped away. But there was little chance of managing to escape with these hulking brutes standing by. They lay shivering with fear as the oral socks were prised out, and more equipment brought to their sides.

A brief visual inspection failed to reveal the purpose of this new arrival, but that was soon rectified as a bundle of wide rubber bands appeared. It took little imagination to figure out the next move as a selected band was fitted to device that stretched it to huge circumference.

There was no doubt the strength of the band was beyond anything even these gorillas could have expanded. Without further ado, the expander and its rubber cinch were passed over Sandra’s ankles. A switch was operated and the fingers released the rubber which snapped viciously around her ankles and crushed them together in a savage biting compression. Sandra whimpered, then bit back the pain as another band welded her knees together, shortly followed by a thigh cinch that threatened to severe her fleshy upper leg. For good measure, another was added just below the curve of her shapely bottom, and then a breath whooshing smaller version that cinched her waist to astonishing reduction. The bands marched upward, framing and forming her breasts into jutting melons, and finally continuing in an equally spaced cage of rubber that extended to her wrists, held tightly and pulled above her head by a grinning goon. Sandra was left to watch as Angela was quickly reduced to a matching banded figurine. The goons seemed happy with arrangements, and without further delay, unceremoniously lifted the incapacitated females like sacks of meal and carried them back to the post room, where they were placed parallel to each other, and with a pair of posts each at head and foot.

Angela got first honours this time, and squirmed madly as her screams of rage earned her a massively expanded pear gag. Sandra hadn’t murmured a sound, but got the spare one anyway.

Powerful businesslike coil springs were attached to wrist and ankle bands, which in turn were connected to winch and shackle rings, leaving the girls lying stomach down, but arched upward at each end toward the apex of each post.

Simultaneously, ratchets on the winches began to clatter, and no matter how much they fought, the women felt a steadily increasing tension on their banded bodies. At first the springs stretched and they remained grounded. But as the winches continued to rob them of freedom, the poundage of spring pull matched their body weight and began to haul them away from mother earth.

At first, the two swinging figures rolled and writhed in the two point suspension; but then the pull increased and their ability to resist was steadily eroded as they were drawn into a horrendously taut line. The winches ceased their chatter, but not before both women were tensioned to an almost perfect straight line.

Only the slightest droop in those fettered forms gave any indication that they were pliable objects. Sweating profusely, faces lined with strain, the two women hung beaten and dejected as preparation continued.

Gripped with terror they hung stiffly and unable to resist as their ringed nipples and clitorises were connected by thin chains and strained to a common floor anchor. Thin steel unyielding wire ropes connected nose rings to the top of poles and were drawn excruciatingly taut, whilst the other end, toe cuffs secured and immobilised their feet in a similar manner. The largest of the gorillas bent down and leered with rotten broken teeth as he taunted them.

“Have lots of fun ladies.” He paused to maul the quivering mounds of the band sculpted bottom flesh, then turned to the leader of the team.

“Hey! Jo-Jo. How long do we set the machine for? Jo-Jo shrugged as he answered.

“Just set it for continuous run. Nadia can switch it off when she feels the urge. I’'m not hanging around here, it’s well past my lunch time. The others grunted in agreement, and Willy spun the control to continuous. With a final pat of the nearest exposed rump, he flipped a switch.

Instantly there was a loud swish followed by a crack, and Sandra’s banded form jerked convulsively and emitted a muffled shrieking scream. Another swish and Angela struck up a duet. The men had already left by the time the third cord was played. They’d seen it all before.

There was no longer any novelty in watching two curvaceous fettered women being thrashed unmercifully.

The machine soon settled to a steady beat.

‘Swish - Crack, Swish - Crack, Swish - Crack, Swish - Crack.

Unseen by the suffering women, the pole mounted cane was swinging viciously in a one hundred and eighty degree arch that ended in a ferociously powerful contact with first one, and then the other set of twitching nates placed in its path. It delivered ten strokes to each pulsing bottom, and then paused momentarily as the pole notched over a few degrees. The resumption instantly painted a matching red welt on each thrusting mound of tormented flesh, exactly one inch above the last.

The tautly stretched women strained and screamed to no avail; unaware that a reclining Nadia was watching the punishment from the comfort of her lounge. After all this time, it was so satisfying to watch the tormented twitching forms of her enemies undergoing such delightful repayment. She poured herself another drink and mentally booked a visit to the punishment room in a couple of hours. By then those two bitches would be only to glad to tell all they knew. Then just when they thought they’d earned a reprieve, she’d just switch the machine back on and leave them for a while longer.

In that distant building, two horrendously trussed females sweated and strained with gargantuan effort as they fought to escape the fiery burn of the cane. But it was useless.

Hundreds of poor unfortunates had proved the futility of such attempts; .. although no-one had ever sampled the torment for a duration even remotely approaching that which they were to endure.

Sandra’s fingers clutched madly as stroke after stroke seared her bottom. She steeled herself not to react, but was unable to subdue the natural body reaction to such abuse. It was only as she bucked and writhed that the full horror of their bondage became apparent. The springs of their suspension were flexing with their frantic effort, but the steel chains and wires attached to other items were unyielding. Any attempt to move or ease the onslaught resulted in searing pain lancing through nipples and clitorises. Toes and noses suffered the same fate. At the outset the two bucking women had learned to stay put and endure as the relentless caning continued unabated.

Nadia watched with a cool appraisal. For such dangerous adversaries, they looked so cute and harmless when displayed as a series of cinched twitching pink curves. And those black rubber bands contrasted so well with the rosy glow of restrained flesh, and the scarlet lobes of the jostling bottoms. What a feast of symmetrically contained femininity they made. She turned up the sound on the monitor and relaxed to the sound of an orchestrated reprisal.

‘Swish - Crack, Mrrph! Swish - Crack, Mrrph!

Swish - Crack, Mrrph! Swish - Crack, Mrrph!

Nadia eased back into the lounger and indulged herself with a bout of crotch fondling as the surveillance cameras fed a series of carefully angled views to her screen. A simple flick of the controller instantly supplied a new area or zoomed in for detailed analysis. Full frame, and camera zoomed out allowed her to enjoy the spectacle of both curvaceously stretched forms in all their panoramic splendour; whilst the macro camera could supply an in depth study of pulverised buttock flesh at close range. Every flashing indent, each savage contraction of pain,; it was all there to savour as memories of the damage these women had done to her organisation flooded back.

By God! Seven and a half million dollars would take some recovering, and a year of striving to replace the loss of their slave ship had taken its toll. Now she intended to extract every last cent from those quivering bound carcases.

Nadia groaned at the prospect of a prolonged campaign to reduce them to subservient grovelling slaves, and rubbed harder as infinitely pleasurable sensations flooded her mons.

A thunderous clap of thunder interrupted her pleasure. She looked out of the window at the blackened sky and decided that sooner than risk the storm which was liable to last for three or four hours, she’d just let the two run for the duration. Just making that decision created series of uncontrollable convulsions in her love tube. It served to enhance her total power over the two distant tautly stretched items of retribution. The duration of their ordeal was a matter entirely beyond their control. She could chose and hour, a week, a month. Whatever she chose they would endure. It was absolute power.

In a mutual muted screaming duet the tormented women continued their eyeball rolling, muscle and sinew straining ordeal.

With buttocks flexing madly under each blow they endured as the fire marched inexorable around the radius of their superbly present rumps. Already the cane had moved from top of thigh to small of back, Now it reversed and retraced each agonising step as it added more lustre to the reddened artistry of the first pass.

Nadia zoomed in on the welt ridged butts, smiling as she considered the next game for her new toys. It would be nice to enjoy the pleasure of seeing them suffer the agonies of sitting on those nicely tenderised nates. Her thoughts immediately went to the very special chairs in store number three, and reaching for the intercom, she ordered them made ready as soon as the storm abated.

THE HUNT IS ON

Baroness was rolling like a duck on wet grass.

Sub’s were not the best of surface vessels under any circumstances. But the modifications to her hull had never really been tested before she was mothballed. As a result, the fixed ballast had been a calculated guesstimate pending sea trials that never materialised. Snubbing her anchors viciously she rode high on the rollers passing below, then performed a gut wrenching corkscrew dive into the following valley. Peter flooded two tanks, and marginally increased stability. He probably could have bettered that effort by settling her on the bottom, but at the moment his mind was on other things. T1224 was safe, albeit uncomfortable, but those missing girls could be in serious trouble.

He looked through the periscope for the tenth time in as many minutes, just in time to see a large palm tree capitulate to the forces of nature.

Trunk, roots, and all, took to the air and vanished out to sea. Beyond, through the flying spindrift, he could make out the remains of the Gemini, caught in a tree and reduced to flailing shreds of rubber. As he watched the whip like tendrils thrashing frenziedly, he had no idea that a similar occurrence was being vented on his lovely ladies only two miles away. Even if he’d known, it may as well have been the other side of the moon for all they could do to help.

After three hours the full fury of the storm was past. Already Snowy had assembled the tackle for a search; but it was going to be a long swim to shore. On the good side, with the wind and tide swinging onshore, it was only a matter of staying afloat really, and they would be carried onto the beach whether they swam or just lay dead in the water. An uneasy feeling dogged Peter’s thoughts, and unable to shrug it off, he had Snowy add weapons to the shore party’s equipment. ‘Better safe than sorry’ was his reason for an inquisitive Snowy.


Peter turned and watched the assembling search party. The team consisted of the amazon Wendy: ... an essential item for any testing foray, and complete with her inseparable wriggling back-packed limbless playmate. Also there were six hand picked girls from the original team that had flattened resistance at Carlos’ ranch, then there was Carlos himself, Peter, and Snowy. All was ready. All they needed now was for typhoon Louise to tire of her bitchy antics and go in search of other sport.

She obliged, and within forty-five minutes, Snowy considered the conditions were right for the first attempt. The hatch swung open and spindrift blasting down into the control room on a wall of cold air that knifed into the hot humid soup of the sub’s diminished oxygen.

Through the scope it seemed reasonable conditions had returned, but all were having second thoughts as the protection of the sub’s hull was breached. The thought of two desperate women out there on their own in that holocaust spurred them on, and climbing carefully up the pitching ladder, they made the bridge and began the trek down to a wave lashed casing. The comforting life jackets and gleaming wetsuits seemed woefully inadequate now, but it was too late to turn back. They huddled together as Snowy finally joined them.

Drawing several oblong metal containers from a rucksack, he pulled the pins and threw them into the sea.

T1224 rang with a succession of metallic hammer-like shock waves as the ten pound antidiver charges detonated. At least now they could be sure that any prowling sharks would be long gone. Sea snakes that were particularly vulnerable to underwater shock would either be dead or burrowing frantically in to the sandy bottom.

Peter went first, launching himself as far from the casing as he could. Others chose to slide down the streaming water-drenched slopes of the saddle tanks. Whatever the chosen style, they all ended up in the water and began to strike out for the shore, lifelines dragging between them as a strong onshore current sped them on their way. As it happened, what had seemed to be a foolhardy and fearsome trip ended with relative ease as the rollers dumped them one by one on the sandy shore. The triumphant team assembled and began to trek off in the direction taken by the missing girls, all of them half afraid that at any time they may stumble onto two lifeless forms. Many times they stopped to investigate unrecognisable lumps rolling in the surf; only to find that it was invariable a mass of tangled seaweed, torn lose from the bottom by the storm.

Nevertheless, the anxiety never lessened as each dark shape came into view. Onward they trudged, each step giving them a little more hope that when they were found the girls would be bedraggled, cold, battered; ... but alive.

Peter drew up short at the inlet and pondered a crossing. Then, presented with a gift by a freak of nature, he spotted three or four footprints that were sheltered and had escaped erasure by the storm. They led straight inland alongside the inlet. Calling the others, he increased his pace as the trail grew warm. If the girls had gone inland and sheltered then maybe there was a chance. If they’d stayed on the beach the chances of survival would be slim.

The team cannoned into each other as their leader stopped abruptly upon reaching the foliage, and peering past him they stared at the berthed motor yacht. Snowy spotted the cages immediately and a nod from Peter informed him that he also understood the significance of the design.

“So what the hell have we got here then?” He muttered half to himself. Stepping through the shield of ferns he made to go forward, but Snowy urged caution, and seeing the wisdom of his wariness, Peter gave hand signals to the others to spread out and surround the boat. He cursed himself for not thinking rationally, then seeing that they were all in position, he edged forward with Snowy in close attendance.

The boat was deserted; as were the dock sheds.

However, it was interesting to find over a ton of commercial explosives and blasting caps in one building. Given what they had found so far, Peter had a feeling that the knowledge may come in handy. The boat sheds, in fact everything there screamed ‘slave traders’ Cages, shackles, chains, whips; .. everything any selfrespecting slave trader would need was lying around in abundance. For some unfathomable reason, Peter had a sneaking suspicion that this little set-up was linked to something in his recent past. But so far he was unable to put his finger on just how it was connected.. Was it the style of the equipment, the position of the island, or what? He shrugged off the feeling, although given the direction of the footprints and what they had found, he had a hunch that his ladies were still alive, but in need of rapid rescue from some very unsavoury characters. As an afterthought, he had Snowy disable the engines on the yacht.

At least now no-one would leave until they had given the island a thorough going over.

The party moved off into the jungle. All weapons were now ready for action, the plastic bags used to ferry them ashore were discarded as they prepared for a serious rumble. Peter originally was concerned that the SM 12 auto’s would prove to heavy for the swim ashore. As a result, most of the team had settled for an 143 Sterling; not the best weapon for jungle combat, but better than some. As usual he had also brought his trusty Smith & Wesson M29 as a side arm. Pete considered any sidearm as a purely defensive weapon; the last fling in a hopeless situation. So it was comforting to know that the only item standing between him and extinction packed the same wallop as a thirty mile an hour car. There was no argument with that beastie. If a supersonic 250 grain .44 Magnum wadcutter slug hit you, at 1600 feet per second, you were most definitely going down for the count.

With Snowy leading off, he checked each girl passing to make sure she was ready, ending with Carlos who was bringing up the rear.

Carlos for some reason seemed unnaturally edgy, perhaps just nerves, but Pete made a silent note to keep an eye on him. He turned and made his way to the front of the column, noting with some relish that armed neoprene clad lovelies like these looked even more inviting with the added ferocity they exuded. It made him feel good to reminisce over the times he’d had them bound and gagged, totally helpless, and his to do with as he pleased. To attempt games like that now would be the ultimate folly. These female chameleons had metamorphosed into deadly fighting machines.

MEANWHILE -

BACK AT THE RANCH

Nadia peered out to consider the lightening sky.

The wind had dropped almost to zero, and the rain had resumed a more normal vertical fall.

She glanced back to her video screens, and seeing that the two thrumming female torsion bars had almost gone beyond the point of registering pain, she decided to brave the downpour and begin the interrogation. Donning a poncho, she sprinted across the quadrangle and dived through the door into the punishment room. The occupants barely appeared to registered her entry, but merely rolled their bloodshot tear laden eyes in her direction. The concentration required to resist reacting to the cane took all their effort. There was no room for pleading or trying to escape. In any case, they both knew that either course was doomed to failure. Nadia was enjoying their plight too much. She would release them when it suited her and not before. Any signs of begging would only serve to length their punishment as she savoured her power to refuse. Even so, it took great effort to remain unco-operatively stubborn as the architect of their pain strolled around and watched their continuing torment at her leisure.

Suddenly the cane stopped, and a pair of abused scarlet bottoms shuddered to a halt in their twitching dance. Nadia chose Sandra to question first. Operating a spring release, closed the jaw stretching pear and she extracted it from her aching mouth. Spitefully, she twanged the taut nose connection as Sandra flexed her jaw, and waited for a few minutes.

“So Miss Darcy, perhaps you’ll tell me how you got here, before I switch the machine on again.” It was her first mistake. Instead of questioning them separately, and then comparing stories, she’d given Sandra the chance to prime her friend. No doubt she felt that the threat of the cane was sufficient to have both women babbling out their innermost secrets, sooner than risk returning to the horror of that stretched retribution. She was wrong.

Both women were made of sterner stuff. These were no frightened young girls. They were both upper class professional ladies with a stiff upper lip. OK so it may have quivered a bit when the canes were active, but that was to be expected.

“We were on holiday in a yacht heading for Durban when we heard about the storm on the radio. At the time we were about ten miles offshore, so we decided to try and make this is island for shelter.” Pausing slightly, Sandra tried to remember what she had overheard in the sub’s control room, but a twang on the nose ring prompted her to continue. “We tried to find a passage through the reef on the North side, but we hit a rock and sank the boat.” Nadia cocked an eyebrow in disbelief.

“So how come my men found you on the East shore and tracks coming from the South?

Sandra’s mind raced as her nose pinged viciously in response to a sadistically plucking finger.

“Arggh! We walked all the way round looking for someone to help.” Nadia pursed her lips as she considered the explanation. Then prodded Angela.

“Is that true?” Angie nodded and immediately shrieked with pain as the forgotten nose fixings taught her to keep her head still. Nadia chuckled to herself then turned back to Sandra.

“If what you say is true, the wreckage will be washing up in a few hours when the tide changes. I’ll have my men check, and God help you if they find nothing.” She narrowed her eyes and fixed Sandra with a malevolent stare.

But the tormented woman gave no sign of fear at the prospect of being found to have lied.

Inwardly, Sandra was praying that a swat team from Baroness was already on its way.

“In the meantime I have a few new ideas for you to try, but it will take ten minutes for my men to arrange the equipment. Now we can’t have you two just hanging around doing nothing can we?” Involuntary pleas for mercy from the ungagged Sandra were quickly stifled as the gag was replaced, followed shortly thereafter by a more insistent pleading waffle as the cane resumed its devilish activity. The total indifference to the suffering she was handing out only served to increase the hopeless resignation of the girls. They watched with pleading eyes as she turned and sauntered out.

Fifty yards away, shielded from view at the edge of the clearing, Peter scanned the compound with a pair of high powered binoculars.

“Shit! They must be in there. But how the fuck do we get past that electric fence?” Snowy nudged his arm and pointed.

“And that’s not all. Look over there just to the left of that Mapani tree. See it? A bloody trip wire. Pound to a pinch of shit that’s wired either to an alarm or a Claymore mine. Peter picked out the silvery tell tale piano wire and nodded in agreement.

“Yes! And if there’s one there’ll be others. With the exception of the road and the track I bet the whole place is wired. The road and the track have got cameras covering them, so they’re out for a start.

For almost an hour they lay quietly checking out all possible avenues of approach. But in the end, the end it all came down to the road.

The question was, how could they use it without fear of being spotted? Even then, they still had the gates to contend with, and they were almost certainly electrically charged the same as the fence. The watch continued as Peter strove to keep his mind off the thoughts of what was happening to his favourite girls as they pontificated. But to rush in would be insane.

As it happened, the answer came an hour later as the gates swung open and disgorged a truck.

Peter swung his binoculars and studied the accelerating truck as it trundled across the clearing and vanished into the northern mass of forest.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!, Got the bastards.” The others looked on and waited patiently for their leader to share his revelation.

“Only one occupant, and the North shore is only a half mile from here. Wherever that guy is going, he’ll be coming back soon. Those two mountains East and West mean that there can’t be anywhere else to go but the beach. If we wait and whack him when he comes back, we can use the truck; we’ll be inside before anyone knows that they’ve been rumbled.” The others all seemed keen on the plan, such as it was, and at a gesture from Pete, began to pull back in search of a suitable ambush site.

“How many do you reckon we’re facing then?“

Snowy was worried about the odds. Pete mentally tallied the sightings before answering.

“Well counting the guy in the truck I’ve only seen four and a woman all the time we’ve watched. My guess is that the main group is away somewhere. Did you noticed the fenders on that boat, outboard of the dock? There’s normally another vessel alongside her, and a fairly large one judging by the size of the mooring ropes. My guess is that they are away on a business trip, collecting more slaves no doubt. This lot is the skeleton crew.” Snowy seemed a little happier. Four blokes and a woman were easy meat for the team they had.

Reports of the Carlos affair gave him great confidence in the fighting abilities of these seemingly tame pussy cats. Pussy Cats my arse he thought to himself. Sabre toothed tigresses - was a better description.

The team picked a perfect spot on a blind bend, and all save Peter and Carlos settled down to wait as the men felled a big palm just out of sight around the bend. If Pete’s calculations were correct, the driver would have no warning of the blockage until he was almost round the bend. Take away the thinking and braking distance, and the truck should end up about fifteen feet from the tree. Another check for any defects in the plan, and Peter joined the others to wait.

HOT SEATS

Released from the punishment posts, both girls were barely able to struggle as their beleaguered forms were manhandled to another part of the compound. Ironically, the avenging swat team had moved to the ambush location and missed their first sight of the missing women. Perhaps it was just as well. Had they seen them in that condition it could well have triggered an ill advised attempt to act immediately sooner than mount an offensive that had a good chance of success. But for the ladies with the welted rumps, it was a minor consolation when faced with the certainty of even more painful abuse.

Nadia’s next testing trials and tribulations bordered on genius if one considered the inflicting of torment as an art form. She had decided to try two different devices in deference to a matching pair of chairs, although both devices were designed to achieve the same goal.

The goal was to use those two recently tenderised extensively flayed bottoms as a super conductor through which to pipe even more exquisitely painful retribution. The super bitch called the men to halt and bent to inspect the offered rumps. She prided herself on her devices of correction, all designed to inflict maximum suffering without leaving permanent damage that might lower the bidding price on her merchandise. The caning machine was no exception. Equipped with a flat sided cane, it imparted all the sting and burn of any normal flagellation tool without even breaking the skin.

Without question, both bottoms were a massive bruise just waiting to erupt, but that would soon pass. She wanted the final product, a grovelling pair of beaten women to be saleable at the end of it all. The final insult would be to sell them to some stinking downtown brothel on the African mainland where they would end their days playing host to a multitude of rancid unwashed pricks.

Nadia motioned the men forward, and Sandra was forced to watch as Angela became the first to be prepared for stage two. She was placed face down on a long bench affair, her breasts hanging pendulously through holes sited conveniently at chest level. The format used to secure her was pretty much the same; hands above head and stretched into a straight line.

The differences were that instead of rubber, she was encircled by adjustable flexibly woven steel wire straps. These in turn seemed to be mounted on a sort of sliding rail running along the centre of the bench, and were obviously intended to maintain the prisoner rigidly, and yet allow the body to flex at the hips by way of shortening the captives overall length. A handie was pumped at the side, and Angela’s flaring hips rose as a bar arranged at thigh crease position lifted her marginally. Nadia seemed satisfied and ordered the men to continue.

Next came an item that needed no explanation and was received with a loud stifled groan by the strapped maiden. It was a twin rotary caning device, placed strategically below her exposed boobs in a way that left no doubt as to purpose.

Her pride and joy, the orbs of heaven were in for a sound painful whipping, and there was no way she could draw away. Nadia gloated over the helpless girl with the rosy glow of sadistic arousal colouring her face.

The next addition was something of a mystery.

At first glance the contraption being bolted into place above Angela’s partially raised rump appeared to be two flat electric hot plates from a stove. As it later turned out, the first guess was entirely accurate. They were indeed as surmised. The difference was that they had been modified to rise to a temperature that was sustainable against the skin without damage.

Barely sustainable. But given that the area of skin to come into contact was already scalding hot with a trauma of constant caning, any such meeting could only impart extremely agonising discomfort to the fettered woman. Nadia explained as the men added one final torment.

At that moment it was just an uncomfortable link that connected clitoris, via a hole in the bench to an immovable anchor below the bench. It was a minor addition of potentially evil intent.

“Clever don’t you think Angela?” Angela glared and refused even a muted comment.

“Every time you jerk or struggle the centre bar notches up one millimetre. You’ve got one hundred free jerks and twitches and then your hot little bottom gets the barbecue treatment.“

Angela considered her upward thrusting rump, still afire from thigh to back, and suddenly understood what vulnerable meant. A second more devastating revelation came when she remembered her anchored clitoris. Her face blanched under the tan and Nadia clapped her hands with glee.

“Oh! I'm so glad you like it my dear. It is so gratifying to have one’s humble efforts appreciated by experts.” The tone changed instantly to a cold vicious tone as she swung towards Sandra.

“Right! Now let’s see what delights we can arrange for you Miss Darcy. Something special I think for the initial instigator of all my problems.” Sandra shuddered at the evil message in that tone, but was powerless to prevent her preparation when three mega sized gorillas were in attendance. She was dragged squirming and wriggling towards an ominous looking chair with a holed seat, and without pomp or ceremony thrust down onto it.

Instantly her pussy twitched with apprehension as the meaty lobes of her fully formed love mound protruded, exposed and vulnerable, slightly parted by the pressure of her own weight and revealing a cheeky clitoral nodule for all to see. Her sitting posture was apparently only a temporary thing whilst they shackled her ankles to the chair legs in a splayed mode.

Further bands at the upper shin completed their immoveable connection to the chair. Next came a steel preformed collar that squeezed tightly and made her arch her head up to full extension in order to ease the pressure on her windpipe.

For a few seconds her hands were freed, but only long enough to force them up into clamps situated at the back of the collar. Afraid and trembling with fear she sat facing her tormentor as Nadia fondled herself at the thought of what was to come.

A jerk on her hair and a powerful lift raised Sandra from the seat and held her poised awkwardly in a half'sit form. Hands were busy beneath her and she grimaced as clumsy fingers snapped a clip onto her ringed clitoris, easily accessible through the big hole in the chair.

Then came another machine, similar to the boob basher connected to her friend, also fitted with small whippy canes. She watched with dismay as the device was placed under her chair with canes positioned directly under the hole. The pussy twitching escalated to spasmodic clamping as the target zone became apparent.

Even more easily recognised was a pair of those devilish hot plates that were being slid beneath her raised bottom.

Sandra trembled uncontrollably as the scene unfolded. Already her legs were shaking with the effort of not sitting; a position she had to maintain even though her hair was now released. She couldn’t rise without ripping her clit off, and she couldn’t sit for fear of barbecuing her abused and throbbing bottom.

It was hell already, and the fun had yet to start.

“Same idea, different shape,” was Nadia’s dismissive explanation. “React to the pussy whipping and the clitoris cable ratchet’s down one millimetre per jerk.” Sandra almost collapsed with fear as she assembled the full facts in her brain. It would be impossible not to react to each and every pulverising pussy stroke. Even if she managed to resist for a while, the inevitable searing burn of every blow would sooner or later exhaust her resolve to withstand such and onslaught. At that point she would have to make the choice. Have her clitty ripped off or steel herself for the pain of those waiting hot plates. Some choice! But at least they would have time to consider the alternatives as they were slowly narrowing the gap millimetre by millimetre.

Both girls were so busy considering their plight that they didn’t notice their antagonists leaving and were totally unprepared for the first biting lashes to bite into their womanly charms.

Sandra lost fifteen millimetres of reserve agony avoidance in the first unexpected onslaught, whilst Angela managed a respectable eight millimetre concession to inattention.

Sandra looked across to her friend as the biting canes lashed her labial lips, torn between the exotic beauty of Angela’s thrusting bottom, and fear of seeing it damaged as it inevitably contacted the evil steel hot plates. In a way she was fortunate. The fact that she was able to see Angela’s plight nurtured her own deeply submerged sadistic streak, and in doing so, provided a powerful distraction from the agonising flames of havoc raging in her crotch.

Angela was truly a magnificent sight. Her curvaceous muscle rippling form was coated in a gleaming sheen of sweat, buttocks rising like two pulsing purpled volcanoes, and breasts jostling madly under the fiery sting of those canes. Her clitty chain was already eating up the slack. Given a few more millimetres rise, she would be experiencing the first diabolically engineered effects of having her most sensitive nodule in traction. But it was only as she ran her eyes up the chain that Sandra noticed the wet sticky moistening of the links. Poor Angela was already drooling sex syrup as she fought to subdue her masochistic arousal at the ingenious method of her abuse. The thought boomeranged on the voyeuristic onlooker, and instantly the torment being inflicted on her own vulnerable pussy sprang into focus. Sandra jerked convulsively as her shuddering mound absorbed the waspish stinging blows, and instantly her straining clitoris dragged her unwilling form closer to the nemesis of her own predicament. Legs quivering with strain, she battled to stabilise her body in an effort to balance out the opposing forces of retribution, cursing herself for her own weakness as the hot rivulets of her own love juice coursed freely across tremulous thighs. With a terrifying inevitability, both girls found themselves being ratcheted towards the waiting plates, and were powerless to resist in any way. Pussies and boobs shuddered and tensed as the punishment continued without pause, occasionally a thrashed nipple or cleaving blow into the slot of a pussy would inch them five or six notches closer to the waiting apocalypse as they prayed for the sound of Peter’s arrival.

A LITTLE INSURGENCY

GOES A LONG WAY

Jolting and revving, the truck ground its way along the crude road, unaware of the hidden team watching its progress with growing excitement as it neared the bend. Suddenly the driver spotted the tree and stamped on the brakes, sliding to a stop a mere six inches from the heavy trunk. Peter hadn’t allowed for bald tyres on greasy mud. The driver just sat dumbfounded for a second or two, then started with shock as his cab door was wrenched open.

“OUT!“

The gesturing muzzle of Peter’s Smith & Wesson produced a severe blanching of the shocked face. Staring down that drainpipe barrel, the guy could actually see the nose of the bullet that would bring down the final curtain. Carefully opening the door the brute began to alight. Peter stepped partially behind the door to open it further. A second later he cursed loudly as a spray of hot fluid and a sticky mess showered his head.

“What the Fuck---?“

He saw the hulk collapse like a sack of potatoes as his head literally exploded before his eyes.

Turning, Peter caught sight of the thin wisp of smoke curling from the barrel of Wendy’s hip held Sterling.

“Jesus Wendy! What the hell did you do that for?“

Wendy smiled sweetly and pointed downward with the still smoking muzzle. Pete followed her lead and spotted the butt of a 9mm Parrabellum poking from beneath the body.

“He was lifting it out of the door side pocket as he got out.“

Peter flushed with embarrassment at his blunder and mumbled an apology. At the same time he was inwardly marvelling at this woman. At any other time she was a sensuous AC/DC Dyke looking for a place to carnally explode. She willingly gave her body to anyone for using as a tie-up plaything so long as she was assured a full ration of orgasmic pleasure. And yet this same super feline sex siren had just blown a guy away with about as much feeling as would normally have shown when vacuuming the carpet. Truly, women were a deadly breed.

“Better clean you up Pete.” Chortled the delighted Susan in her back-pack. You look like a slaughterhouse attendant.“

Looking down Peter realised that even the pea sized brain of a Neanderthal like that made a fair mess when reduced to strawberry jam by a burst of round nosed 9mm slugs. It took then another fifteen minutes to clean him up from a nearby stream, and twenty more to drag the tree trunk clear of the track.

Piling into the truck they made off towards the compound, all eager to mix it with the opposition and rescue their friends. In a way the incident with the driver had done them good. None of the women doubted that they were the equal of any men once the advantage of physical strength was negated by firearms.

Wendy had just given them a perfect object lesson in ruthless fem-power.

The chatter in the canvas covered back stilled as they approached the gates. Peter dressed in a hurriedly washed shirt stripped from the driver, scanned the wire blockade for a means to open them. But he needn’t have worried. Noone at the ranch had any idea of the looming crisis, and the opening mechanism was remotely triggered by someone at the sound of the returning truck. Flooring the gas pedal he sent the truck scorching through the gates and on into the compound, drawing up alongside a block shed so as to afford his team some cover as they disembarked.

But all was quiet. Nobody even came to investigate. In fact they had all alighted and were discussing tactics as the first sign of life made itself known. A forest of eyes watched undetected as a six foot gorilla appeared from a bunk-house and crossed the compound to another building. So far so good. First they check the house, then they would search the buildings one by one, taking out any opposition as they went.

A few furtive scurries from cover to cover, and the team were ready. Moving silently they entered the house, and a systematic room to room search had soon established that it was deserted. They regrouped, and then realising that Peter was missing, went in search of the team leader. They found him in a rear facing lounge staring agog at three enlarged photo’s on the wall. Two were blown up snapshots of Sandra and Angela gracing some of the equipment at Sharna’s home, and a third was an old newspaper clipping of himself. All bore the marks of dart holes, and in fact the clipping of himself still had three darts buried in the image. Whoever this place belonged to, they had no love of the three of them. Grave misgivings about this seemingly innocuous island began to cloud Pete’s brain. He warned the rest of the team to be ultra cautious as they moved out to the next objective.

A row of sheds proved empty save for mounds of patently painful restraint apparatus, and the block shed at the end supplied a single male for the girls to practice their capture technique on. Surrounded by gun barrels and neatly clipped behind the ear by a cosh wielding Snowy, the gorilla folded silently to the floor.

Within minutes his recovering form was ensconced in a slave cage three sizes too small, whilst being bound and gagged as a safety precaution. Two down, three to go.

The two other men proved even less trouble.

Zonked out of their minds by an overdose of best Canadian hash, and liberal alcoholic liquid intake, they smiled with great stupid grins as the girls trussed them up like chickens. In their befuddled brains they probably imagined that Nadia had arranged it all as a joke. Being thrown hogtied down a flight of cellar steps probably wiped the smiles, but no one ventured down to check. Now there was only the woman and the girls. The last remaining building stood silent and foreboding as they prepared for the final assault that would reveal all.

Pay-Back TIME Nadia stood legs astride and backs of hands resting on hips as she watched the final act of the unfolding saga. Still dressed in her black rig with riding crop gripped in her hand she looked evilly impressive to the beleaguered women. Already they were suffering the first radiated fingers of heat as their cane lashed buttocks hovered dangerously close to the plates. Nadia had appeared only minutes before, and had stopped to watch as the final ratchet clicks had powered her toys closer and closer to the waiting pain. Now only a few millimetres separated metal and tenderised female rump, and Nadia waited gleefully as the moment of supreme agony drew near. It amused her to watch the long streamers of love juice dribbling incessantly from those superheated masochistic pussies, and she really enjoyed watching the tormented twitches of horribly unwanted orgasms that only served to speed those bottoms on their way. But now the final act was about to start.

She smiled grimly as the click of ratchets heralded the theft of another minute amount of gap; ... then her face froze in a mask of surprise as a hard cold steel object ground into her temple. Carefully she twisted her head to find herself staring into a pair of green cold eyes.

Young Julia willed her to move and give her an excuse to pull the trigger, but Nadia refused to exhibit a death wish. She stood still and unmoving as the room became a hive of activity around the straining women on the devices, then watched open mouthed as the restrained women were released from the hellish torment.

Angela staggered slightly, then lunged at her tormentor. But it was too soon. Her forward rush ended with her on her knees as the drain of the last few hours robbed her limbs of strength.

“Don’t worry Angela,” piped up the back packed Susan. “We’ve found some lovely gadgets for this tart in the other shed.” Nadia’s face went white with fear; then her jaw dropped as Peter hove into view.

“You! That was all she could manage as the full impact of her predicament struck home.

Peter looked equally shocked as he peered at the face.

“Sharna?“

“No not Sharna.” Interjected Sandra. “This is her twin sister Nadia, co-director of the defunct Petros - Sharna outfit.” she advised as she nursed her tender throbbing pussy. “And if I get my way, headed for a similar situation.“

Three minds rolled back to the time they had left Sharna to the mercy of her own gadgets. It was a nice thought to think of replaying that scene with an identical subject.

“First we need some answers, and I think our Nadia can supply those answers.” He looked towards the woman and saw only a stubborn hardening resolve to tell nothing.

“Oh! Goody, she’s going to be obstinate.“

Wendy looked well pleased that Nadia wasn’t going to sing without some persuasion. The trouble was, they were spoilt for choice on the means to start that tongue wagging. Their brief recce’ of the buildings had revealed a whole host of devices for changing peoples minds, all excruciatingly effective, and some downright ingenious. The question was which to use. Sandra threw her ideas into the pot.

“She mentioned that this little get-up was only her starter pack for beginners.” A hand gestured towards the recently vacated tackle. I for one would like to see her try something at least as effective as this if not more so.” Snowy held up and hand for silence, raising an appreciative eyebrow as Sandra lent weight to her words by waving her scarlet bottom in their direction.

“I think the gear in the second shed fits the bill,“

A chorus of yes from the rescue team and a moan of horror from Nadia confirmed that he’d guessed right.

“That settles it then,” agreed Angie. That look of pure terror in Nadia’s eyes was sufficient to convince her that the gear in shed two was something really mean.

A SIGHT FOR SORE EYES

Twenty minutes later, the cluster of working female bodies stepped back as Peter and Snowy moved forward to survey the results. Carlos came in at that moment and stopped dead in his tracks as he cast his eyes over the restrained form of one of his former bosses. Peter turned and cast him a questioning look.

“Where the hell have you been while all the work was being done?” Carlos hesitated slightly then poured out his explanation.

“I lost all my spare ammo magazines somewhere in the house and went back to look for them.” It seemed a bit lame, but then there were more important things to attend to than a shirking gutless Carlos. He turned back to the intricate format chosen for loosening Nadia’s tongue, noting as he did so that her gagged mouth was already trying to spill all she knew.

But he was not one for robbing the girls of some fun. Nadia would just have to endure until the girls decided it was time for her to talk. He for one didn’t intend to try and step in and rescue her from the imminent ordeal now. Chances were that he could end up alongside the wriggling woman if he tried, given the ferociously hyped state of these blood lusting fem-fatales. Apart from that, there was the indisputable pleasure of watching a group of females vent their anger on one of their own, especially one so incredible vulnerable and restrained.

Feigning technical interest to hide his raging erection, he bent and studied the fettered woman at length. It was an interesting and diabolically devised arrangement, and he felt sure that only a female mind could have conceived of such an exquisitely functional apparatus.

Nadia was trussed into the most powerful hogtie he’d ever seen. The medium used for achieving such potent compression was a series of massive two inch wide hose clips that cinched ankles wrists, and all areas of folded limbs into one tight parcel. More interestingly was her precarious position at the top of a greased ramp placed in a head down mode. A spreader bar gripped tightly into folded knees ensured that her charms were on full display and inner thighs agonisingly taut as a result of the massive spread. He peered closely at Nadia’s fettered clitoris, his eyes following the loose chain connection back to and odd winch arrangement at the top of the ramp. Even more interesting was the massively intrusive insert gracing her bulging well filled pussy, a device that appeared to be connected by a single power cable. Rigidly bolted to the surface of the ramp, another monolithic shaft of plastic and metal formed her overstressed anal ring into a shiny taut single lip of abused muscle. That secret normally puckered opening looked so inviting when invaded by a stiff pole of one sort or another.

He moved on to other attractions, taking note of the two slotted holes running full length of the slide. The fact that Nadia’s ample breasts were jutting through the upper portion of the twin apertures boded well for spectator sport when allied to the sight of the strips of course sand paper beneath. Ballooning ends to her boobs and invisibly compressed nipples clearly demonstrated full and traumatic contact, fraught with painful side effects if the maiden were to move down the slide. Many of the women were grimacing and unconsciously cupping their sensitive nipples at the mere thought of such an event. Nadia unfortunately was in no position to afford herself the same comfort and contemplated the effect with severe reservations. With sadistic glee she had added that little subtlety as an after thought when she designed the thing, never dreaming for one minute that her nipples would be the first to grind down the ramp.

With her head held back in a fearsome steel cage connected to the spreader bar, Nadia could only stare and contemplate the oral dildo waiting at the bottom of the slide. Once set in to motion she had two choices. She could either close her mouth and take the impact on her teeth; .. or open wide and consume the awesome beast in her generously lipped mouth. Broken teeth as a result of the former plan didn’t strike her as a good idea. But her final decision was based on her insider knowledge of the workings of this hideously effective device. A small sensor trigger in the base of the cone shaped gobstopper would allow the machine to time out and index to the next mode, which given the many events that would transpire as long as she remained at the bottom end, was an infinitely desirable choice. The only problem was the increasing girth of the beast. Initial insertion would halt her downward progress at about the halfway mark. From there on she had to inch her jaw wider and wider and coax the monster into her throat. Only full insertion would allow her teeth to clamp on the pressure switch and send her to the next stage. The initial concept of the thing was to use punishment periods as a dual purpose training time. A few hours on this gadget and even the tightest lipped slave girl would be adept at swallowing the largest of male tackle.

Peter eventually gave up his pondering and allowed Sandra to explain the full technical genius of the device.

“Right then. First we have the rigid bum hole probe. Nadia is only maintained at the top of the slide by clenching her ass to grip it, apparently designed to impart an ability to please bum reaming new owners. However, that in itself is a bit of a problem for her because those canes poised over her bottom and the shocks going through the thing itself tend to make you lose concentration after a time.” Peter nodded thoughtfully as the simplicity of that part sank in.

“So when she finally let’s go, two things happen. First of all she starts to slide down on her boobs; but at the same time the pussy plug is energised to give some really painful shocks and at the same time expand. Given the choice, I’ve no doubt she would choose to stay on the bum plug. However our intrepid traveller here is committed to her trip down the slide. She has to go so as to reach the other end and reverse everything.” Sandra paused to listen gleefully to the groans of despair from her captive before snarling a reply.

“Don’t blame me you cock sucking bitch, you designed it.” Nadia needed no reminding of the fact.

“As I was saying, Nadia does her boob sanding stunt and finally gets to grips with the dildo gag. I reckon it will then take ten minutes for her to get the thing fully in and all the time her pussy is being stretched like a condom on a gate post and jolted by some nicely positioned internal electrodes on her pussy pulser.. Then once she’s bitten down on the switch, she has to wait another five minutes for the timer to run out.” She paused again, beaming at the jaw sagged males who were drinking in all this deliciously exciting jargon.

“Then comes the real bummer. The winch triggers and drags her back up the ramp and onto the ass dildo for a replay—!" She stopped abruptly as Snowy interjected.

“Drags her up the ramp?... How?” Angela enlightened him by reminding him of the clitoral connection. Peter almost shot his load as the final item of information completed the jigsaw of Nadia’s awesome confinement. His face suffused with pounding blood, he turned away as he lost control and produced a huge wet patch in his trousers. A few minutes later he turned back to the assembly to find that Snowy had vanished completely in a similar state of disrepair, leaving a host of smirking women scoffing at the male inability to control sexual arousal.

“Ah! Shame. Has that shattered poor Peter’s illusions about being the ultimate entrepreneur in bondage design?” Susan was mocking him openly and deliberately increasing his obvious embarrassment.

“Well let’s get on with it shall we, the sooner she talks the happier I'll be.” Peter answer gruffly. Sandra gave him a last smirk and operated a switch.

Instantly, supplement by a pleading wail as her gag was removed for action, Nadia became a sea of rippling efforts to escape as her tender stretched bottom absorbed endless internal electronic bursts of power and the lashing bite of mechanised canes on her juddering nates. It was truly an impressive sight, and although she was already screaming to tell all she knew, nobody moved to switch the thing off.

Unpractised in the art of pain absorption, she rapidly succumbed to the distracting ministrations of those tireless attentions, and with a screech of pure terror, lost control of her ass vice and began her slide down the chute.

The screech rose several octaves on the way as her succulent nipples dragged fiercely on the sandpaper braking strips; but then was silenced with a loud Ulppp! as the dildo ploughed into her mouth.

The hogtied mass of femininity strained valiantly against the metal bands.

Unfortunately, her efforts to escape merely prolonged her stay at the foot of the slide. A rapidly swelling crotch monster that was jolting her tender orifice with the stinging bite of electrical current soon forced her to concentrate on the task in hand. Nadia’s jaw worked madly as the cone was inched in bit by bit. At last she reached the switch and screwed up her eyes as she struggled to endure the five minute mandatory wait. She made a fantastic sight squirming away with her mouth massively plugged, lips shining and taut with the horrendously enforced stretching that enabled her to trigger the switch.

After a half lifetime elapsed for the trussed woman, the winch whirred into action. At first there was no response other than a vibrant stiffening of the banded form as her clitty took full tension. But then as she was dragged steadily upward her mouth cleared the dildo and she gave vent to an ear splitting scream.

They all covered their ears as she ponderously mounted the ramp and slotted neatly back onto her rectal suspension. The screaming subsided marginally, but at a sign from Angela they all trooped outside.

“Jeez! What a din she makes. Typical I suppose.

Good at handing it out, but not so keen when it’s her turn.” The others nodded agreement as she continued. “I'm feeling a bit peckish.

Anyone else fancy dining at Nadia’s expense while we wait for her to make her mind up.“

Screams for mercy filtering from the shed clearly gave the impression that Nadia was already convinced:; ... but not a single ear heard her desperate entreaties. They all turned for the house as the screaming rose to another level.

Nadia was descending again by the sound of it. A sudden cessation of sound confirmed that Nadia was once again eye bulgingly gob stopped, and enduring a second pussy expanding electrotherapy session.

Lunch was a long drawn out affair as they lazed in the luxurious surroundings and sampled the expensive cuisine of their unwilling host. But eventually they wandered back to the noisy shed for a chat with the horribly tormented Nadia. It was just as well really that they chose to return when they did. Another five minutes of that banshee howling and Nadia would have lost her voice completely.

The device was halted, but even with every thing turned off. Nadia was still left gripping her precariously placed anchor with quivering clenched bottom, fully aware that only the flick of a switch stood between her and a resumption of the torment.

They quickly gleaned the information they needed. Peter’s guess that the main compliment of the garrison were away on the other vessel proved to be correct. In fact all eighteen employees had gone down the coast to collect another fourteen tons of explosive, apparently to supplement the ton they had already found in the shed.

It seemed that Nadia was embarking on an expansion program requiring a larger harbour capable of taking two ex military tank landing ships instead of the single vessel she had at the moment. The explosives were for blasting out new basin. Peter nodded as it all slotted into place. But at the mention that they were due back today, he became concerned. Five guards they had handled with ease. Eighteen were a different kettle of fish altogether. He had no doubt that an ambush by his dusky maidens would end in triumph, but the risk of getting one of his girls killed was too high. He thought quickly, and then as if making a decision, he ordered Nadia released and put into some sort of storage bondage. Susan helped out there by reporting she’d seen just the thing for the shaking broken ex slaver in a nearby cupboard.

He indicated that he would go along with anything they felt suitable and returned to his plotting Choosing all except Sandra and Angela to help him with some sort of plot, Peter left the shed and the two girls to sort out the trembling Nadia on their own. At first the captive women thought they would merely switch her back on, but it was not to be. These two venomously vengeful ladies seemed to have other plans for her.

NADIA LEARNS THE HARD WAY

Nadia watched fearfully as they began to drag equipment out of a cupboard, but she was unable to crush the fear of the imminent ordeal as she surveyed the mass of rubber and straps building to a pile in front of her trussed form.

She’d seen strong women reduced to subservient wrecks by this equipment.

The inventory complete, two girls stooped and lifted the temporarily bound woman, impatiently jerking her upward as she gingerly tried to ease herself off the rectal plug and extract the overly large pussy plug. A wet slurping sound flushed her face with embarrassment as her love tube relinquished its grip on the front shaft, whilst behind, relief flowed through her sphincter as it snapped back to its normal tight size.

Peter was recalled, and with Nadia was quickly bound into a duck waddle format, and fitted with a posture collar and yet another massive pussy filler. Leashed and helpless she could only waddle awkwardly as the girls had her moved to the control room. Once there, the ropes were replaced with more powerful shackles and restraints One of the many suspended collars around the place soon held her slender neck in captivity and Nadia had to admit that the team planned well and had a thorough knowledge of bondage techniques. There was no chance of her ever being free to resist at a time when her hands were unshackled. She had the expertise to cripple anyone within kicking range given that she was an expert kick boxer, no doubt to leave them rolling in agony; but to what end? The collar fixing’s were always well out of reach of any occupier. She would still be waiting around when a vengeful captor recovered.

Resigned to her fate she stood still as the wrist shackles were removed and her body prepared with powder. It was pointless even shielding her modesty with concealing hands. They’d already seen and plundered everything she had to offer.

Sandra entered and dragged over the rubber mountain she’d carried from the store shed.

Nadia trembled as it was dumped near her feet, and arranged ready for installation. She watched fearfully as a kind of tube affair was smoothed out. Angela indicated for her to step into the open circle of the device and reluctantly she obeyed.

The next half and hour was a mixture of grunts and swearing as aided by Sandra, she steadily stretched the double-skinned garment upwards over her body. She stopped at the neck and standing back sweated and cursing, rested from his labours. Nadia stared across the room and surveyed the mummified figure of herself in a large mirror opposite. The rubber cocoon was in itself fairly innocent. It was the huge dildo nestling in her love tube that worried her.

When Angela paused at the top of her thighs and produced that awesome monster she had felt the first pangs of fear trickle through her mind. ... Not because of its size, but as a result of seeing the forest of wires and tubes running from it. Her fear was well founded on a complete knowledge of its awesome potential.

The pussy plug was installed and the trailing ends of wires pulled tautly down the inside of her leg tube until they nestled neatly in the valley between her legs. Craning her head forward she was able to see the wire loom exiting from between her ankles and felt the fear begin to blossom within her.

Sandra finished preparations of other items and moved forward to complete her enemy’s entombment. She released the collar which was by now an irrelevant restraint. First Nadia was fitted with a breathing tube threaded into the hollow centre of the ball filling her mouth.

Satisfied with its emplacement, her antagonists proceeded to work the loosely hanging, final section of the device, up past her neck and over her head. A loud snap sounded as the tube completed her enclosure by closing tightly around the base of her short pony tail and the breathing tube sprouting from the top of her head. Nadia felt panic rising in her body as the dark demons of claustrophobic fear rose in the stygian blackness of her rubber prison. With a supreme effort she remained calm and felt Peter’s hands on her body as she was lowered to lie on the floor. Sandra’s voice penetrated the cloying rubber and she listened with horror as she outlined the plan.

“How do you like your nightdress slut?” She taunted, although not really expecting an answer. “You will I can assure you. By morning you’ll know the true meaning of dick-teasing; or rather ‘fanny’ teasing,” she corrected with a sneer. ‘Nadia was not impressed’. She had a distinct feeling that by morning she was going to be rather the worse for wear. Laying still she tried to decipher the intent as she listened to the activity outside her dark prison. Whatever they had in mind sure entailed the use of a lot of equipment that she had never envisaged being used with this item of restraint.

Sandra checked everything again, the thin pipes leading to the base of the suit, wires running out of its lower end, connections to various machines standing around the room. All was ready! Now she could really begin to repay this woman and in doing so reduce her to a grovelling subservient female. She would give her insults of ‘Toad’ .. ‘Toe-Rag’ .. ‘Pervert’.

She wouldn’t be so keen on attaching insulting titles by morning; .. of that she was sure.

Reaching out, she operated a valve nearby and watched with interest as the taut skin of Nadia’s cocoon stirred into life. Steadily the rubberized form began to grow, and with the growth of size came a increase of frantic squirming from the occupant. At first her movement was violent, but that steadily diminished as the pressure between the double skins of the suit continued to rise. Already the nubile squirming form within was several inches off the floor supported on a rising cushion of compressed air.

The outer surface began to loose the female lines of its internal moulding and stretched into an ever expanding sausage shape with smooth external lines and rounded ballooning ends.

Sandra cut off the air and slowly walked around the silent, minutely flexing ‘Frankfurter’. Now they had to wait for developments from within; ... developments that would surely come as the effect of her entombment began to trigger deep intrinsic thought patterns in the female mind Nadia panicked as the crushing pressure squeezed every inch of her body. The ballooning enclosure had steadily reduced her hopeless struggles to near zero as it straightened her into a stretched semi-rigid pole of femininity. She battled with her internal terror of suffocation, only managing to subdue her baser instincts with the coherent thought of her upper mind. She couldn’t move or twitch, but could breath freely. At least she wasn’t going to die in the darkness of that rubber tomb.

Silently Nadia lay waiting; .. listening for the next move by her captors that would spell out her fate. The queen bitch was not to know that they too were waiting, for it was herself who would customise her own demise. This device had originally been designed merely as a claustrophobic method of reducing recalcitrant slaves to grovelling obedience. There was no way for Nadia to know how she had been connected up to the various machines and power supplies. The silence stretched into infinity and Nadia was convinced that she had been left alone for the night. She relaxed as much as possible and began to consider her plight.

All in all it wasn’t half bad she thought. If she relaxed it was fairly comfortable, and better still, nice and warm. That damned dildo was a nuisance, stretching her pussy like that and tickling at her libido, but at least it looked as if it wasn’t intended for use just yet. The thought of that penetrating shaft sent warm fingers of pleasure rippling through her lower body and with nothing else to do she indulged herself in the welcome distraction of arousal, unaware that her infinitely private feelings were being relayed faithfully to watching waiting machines beyond the tight confines of her capsule.

Sandra watched the gauges and instruments with interest. She noted the slight rise in temperature and moisture being monitored by the dildo nestling in deep in her love shaft.

Surface pressure sensors relayed the details of slight pressure increases as the encapsulated woman tensed her pubic muscles. She was watching an electronic picture of Nadia’s awakening arousal and for some inexplicable reason it made her feel like a sneaky Peeping- Tom. Paradoxically, she was still unable to tear himself away from this unfolding scene of the arch bitch’s innermost secrets.

Nadia couldn’t know that her reactions were the first visible signs of a phenomenon known to psychologists as ‘the womb syndrome’, a mental device reserved almost exclusively for the female of the species. They alone were the only creatures able to regress at will to the comforting, warm, secure environment experienced during their early embryonic state.

Some men were capable of achieving minor levels of this experience, but only a woman could unconsciously use the facility fully to enhance her almost transcendental orgasmic pleasure. The triggering of this phenomenon had the effect of blanking out all worldly distractions and released an experience that made the male climax pale into mediocrity by comparison. Unfortunately for Nadia, knowledge of this deep secret in the wrong hands could prove to be a devastating weapon when used against her.

Sandra watched the steadily rising readings being fed from deep within the body of her captive; her expert ears tuned to the increasing depth of the breathing sounds emanating from the tube. She noted with enthusiasm the increasing level of distortions in the rubber sausage lying before her, and with an intimate knowledge of the workings of the female form, smiled as the message rang loudly in her thoughts. Her attention was intense. The monitoring of this first performance was vital to her planned retribution. A wildly flickering needle on one of the meters caught Angela’s attention. Nadia’s internal contractions were growing more powerful by the second. A moisture detection meter told them that her pulsing pubic lips were at saturation point, whilst thermal sensors indicated that the heat of her vaginal tube was now more than two degrees higher than the rest of her body as a result of the hard working muscles and inrush of pounding blood. She was burning up in the fires of her own arousal; slowly being consumed by the furnace of her own uncontrollable lust.

The breathing became laboured and steadily increased in tempo as the gusts of air became short and frantic. Sandra waited, her finger poised on a button that would freeze all readings at present levels and feed them into the machine’s micro-chip brain. The breathing became shuddering gasps and the sausage’s contortions stilled to a trembling rigid arch.

Nadia had capitulated to her own internal time bomb! The orgasm was but a second away as Sandra’s finger jabbed down. With her left hand she simultaneously operated another switch and then listened in undisguised pleasure as a wailing frantic moan of anguish filtered through the tube. With the press of a button she had quenched Nadia’s fires of lust in a devastating crushing blow.

Inside her rubber confinement, Nadia screamed her frustration as icy cold fingers raced over her body and invaded the very depths of her twitching love nest. Refrigerated water pumped through tiny tubes in the double skinned sausage and the invading monster in her crotch dropped her body temperature like an express lift. The freezing onslaught was but a mere irritation when compared to the screaming torment caused by the theft of her moment of triumph. In her anguish and torment, her mind conjured up vivid graphic images of the terrible price Sandra would pay for this treachery if she ever turned the tables. Sandra however, was too busy to consider the possibility. She had all she needed to ensure that Nadia paid the full price for her methodical abuse of their bodies, ‘with compounded interest added on’.

Angela, not being one to miss an opportunity, straddled the flexing sausage and allowed Nadia’s struggles to massage her crotch.

Leaning forward she also took advantage of another treat on offer. Sandra who was busy fine tuning Nadia’s torment felt her miniskirt lifted, and Angela’s snaking tongue reaching into her backward thrusting pussy.

Given the audio input of arousing sounds emanating from the flexing Frankfurter, it didn’t take either of them long to reach climax, and with scant regard to the horrendous torment beneath them..

Turning the machine to auto, they took one last look at the quivering torpedo of encapsulated womanhood, and left to join two others who had returned and were looting the stores for any interesting gadgets they thought might be used on themselves. Both retiring ladies were confident that all Nadia’s needs would be attended to by his faithful, incorruptible and impassive machine.

The burning need subsided in Nadia’s body as she drew back from the precipice of her orgasmic non event. But her respite was to be short lived. Deep within her recess the monster burst into life with a carnal ferocity and began to vibrate her saturated tube with devastating effectiveness. ‘It could not be ignored’. The sheer impossibility of her plight fuelled latent masochistic tendencies in the dark corners of her mind. Her desperate need returned in a fury of tumultuous feeling, fanning the heat of lust into a roaring wall of flame. Only seconds passed before she was once more standing before the gates of a Utopian dream, reduced to a boiling volcano of encapsulated orgasmic plasma that just yearned for the final trigger to her cataclysmic eruption.

Her screams of hellish denial sounded even past the wadding in her mouth and filtered through the thick rubber walls of her prison as the icy fingers robbed her yet again. The machine had skilfully judged her point of no return and snatched her back from the jaws of ecstasy once more. The day wore on as Nadia was steadily reduced to a seething mass of torment; torn apart by her own redirected internal forces.

Susan’s plan was superb and she knew she had badly misjudged that limbless trollop. Her knowledge of incapacitated womanhood was profound. Only when armed with such dangerous knowledge could a another dream of being able to destroy a woman’s resolve with such devastatingly effective ruthlessness.

Susan knew that it was only really possible if one used their own prodigious forces against them. Only then was there a chance of success.

Physical duress could crush a person’s will to fight, but to destroy and shape the mind and soul required infinitely more subtle weapons.

Nadia knew that this diminutive female had discovered the arms-dump of her downfall and she hated every fibre of her being for the simple reason that she knew her secret. She was a danger to all women as long as she retained that information.

Nadia’s day was somewhat restless; but then Sandra herself was not exactly enjoying a peaceful time. For hours now her mind had kept straying back to that tormented woman in the cellar. Not because of the trauma she was suffering. She felt she owed her that! Her problem was that she kept envisaging herself in that tube of indescribable denial. And even though she fully understood the mind sapping consequences of such confinement, there was still the masochistic urge to be entombed herself. The fickle hand of sadomasochistic pleasures was indeed a deadly double edged sword. Unable to stay away, she found herself drawn back to the scene of that indescribable torment as soon as no one was watching.

Bright shafts of sunlight glinted from the twitching sausage as she approached from the door. She watched for a few minutes as the last dying tremors of Nadia’s last totally destroyed arousal was quenched for the fiftieth time by the freezing water. The wails of distress were by now hoarse groans of distorted sound from the conduit of her breathing tube. She was done!

Nadia was totally exhausted and drained by the machine’s infallible judgement. Squeezed dry of any remaining resistance by her insatiable bodily demands.

A hidden streak of compassion invaded Sandra’s mind. She felt shamed. What had she done? How could she have destroyed this woman so ruthlessly? She knelt down and began to remove her enclosure, revealing as she did a shattered sweating wreck of the proud female who had tormented them only hours before. He prised the ball from her mouth and waited as she flexed her jaw to ease the cramps, unsure of how to proceed.

Nadia turned her head slowly, and as their looks met she shrank back from the pure burning venom that seared into her eyes. The fact that she had misjudged this woman’s capacity to endure came as a physical slap in the face.

“YOU .. MISERABLE! .. DESPICABLE!  EXCUSE FOR A MISERABLE SHIT OF A WORM! .. YOU PILE OF DOG SHIT! ..

You! .. YoU! .. YOU! .. TOTAL——!

AAAARRRUMPH! UUURRRGHH---!“

Sandra didn’t wait for her to find new insults, but merely re-plugged her mouth. Nadia yanked at her pneumatic restraints and savagely squirmed away from her grasp, her eyes transmitting shafts of concentrated hatred that sent a shiver down Sandra’s spine.

Unsure what to do and her mind in turmoil, Sandra started as a hand was placed on her shoulder. It was Angela. Standing silently, she had witnessed the whole thing from the door.

“Seems like you had the same thoughts as me.

I was in here and hour ago and got the same response. I reckon she’s a lost cause Sandra sweet. Let’s just slip her back into that dark world and leave her to simmer in her own juices.” Sandra nodded in agreement, and helped by her friend, they returned the evil wriggling bitch to her inescapable world of endless torment and denial.

Peter and the remainder of his team returned from the dock and they all made ready to go.

The remaining three goons were checked, and bonds modified to incorporate a fail-safe timer.

Twenty-four hours hence, the timed chains to cuffs would release and allow then to reach carefully sited keys. It would only be matter of time then before they were free to rescue their encapsulated boss from the rigours of the cocoon. But by then she would be destroyed.

“So what have you skiving buggers been up to then?” Inquired Sandra as they all stood watching the twitching black sausage.” Peter studied the cocooned Nadia a while longer before turning to face her.

“Oh! Nothing much. We were just transferring a ton of explosives to the yacht and wired it to pressure switches in the fenders on the outboard side.” Both girls looked mystified as they mulled that over. Then a slowly dawning realisation crept into their faces.

“Oh! Neat! The landing ship comes alongside and Boom! Bye bye everything.” Sandra paused and then frowned. “But won’t that set off the ship’s cargo?” Pete smiled and nodded.

“Yep! We’d best be well underwater when all fifteen tons of Gelignite goes pop.” The girls were radiantly gleeful at Peter’s cunning plot.

The whole nasty bunch of those slavers wiped out in one glorious bang. What a fitting end to a bunch of men who had abducted and sold God knows how many frightened women. Such a pity that most of those sex slaves would never know how their tormentors met their end.

The girls were still smiling as several of the others sneaked in behind them carrying gear.

The smiles froze to astonishment as they were seized, then turned in trepidation as two very familiar rubber mounds were deposited nearby.

“Oh! No. Not that. Peter! You bastard, you wouldn’t dare!” Peter smiled smugly as he watched them stripped and shackled.

They were putting on a good show of anger, but he could feel the radiated heat of their arousal at the forthcoming encapsulation.

“But girls, why not? We’ve all been watching you get the hots over Nadia. [ mean, even a Priest couldn’t mistake the signs of crotch rubbing, tit squeezing arousal you pair have been showing every time that machine wound her up. So we just thought we’d give you a treat.

“Not on your bloody life pal. You’re not going to Arummph——!" Two simultaneously applied gob stoppers silenced the tirade, and the two women stood wobbling and glaring venomously at him as they slowly vanished into the encroaching rubber tubes. Peter watched as the visible signs of disapproval were reduced to zero and two expanding black sausages replaced the vibrant free women who had stood strong and defiant only minutes before. The girls disconnected the pumps, and he tested the inflation with a kick to each reverberating rubber balloon. The shapes responded by bouncing and rolling to the other side of the room, but displayed no sign of the seething emotions they contained.

“Perfect! Bring the spare control tackle and let’s get down to the dock with them. He turned for a last look and saw Carlos kneeling by the remaining cocoon containing Nadia, and for a second was sure he saw him whispering to the encapsulated woman.

“Come on Carlos we’re leaving. What are you up to there?” Carlos rose sheepishly and explained that he was just checking the restraints. Something about that didn’t ring true with Peter, but he had no time to discuss it now.

He ushered Carlos out and slammed the door behind him.

Unfortunately, monster slippery sausages that tended to twitch spasmodically proved difficult to carry, and as a result, were rolled all the way, propelled by a multitude of shoving kicks. A few badly placed boots resulting in the tubular balloons rolling off track and bouncing down the sloping sides into the jungle, but despite the resultant delays as they were retrieved, no one seemed to mind the time wasting. Well at least no one capable of voicing an opinion.

Sandra and Angela may have had something to say about ricocheting from tree to tree, but nobody asked them.

As they approached the dock and the moored yacht, Peter warned them all to stay well clear.

The surprise he’d planned for the returning slave ship worked equally well for friend or foe. Without further ado, they climbed into the boat borrowed from the yacht and watched astern as the inlet and its deadly surprise vanished into the concealing foliage. But noone could resist their eyes being drawn to the playful dirigibles skipping along in the wake.

The dinghy outboard was hardly the right vessel for fighting an incoming tide with two large objects in tow. But finally they made it to the comforting steel safety of T1224’s wallowing bulk.

Peter urged them on as he repeatedly looked at his watch; fearing that at any second the converted landing ship would round the headland. As it happened, the last foam marking the spot of submergence was just dissipating as the blunt bow of the slave ship bulldozed into view. Two steel and glass eyes watched furtively from the depths as her bow wave diminished and she lined up with the inlet.

Peter watched with baited breath through the main scope, oblivious to the scrap going on around him for time at the attack scope. The ugly stern of the landing ship turned towards them, and a few minutes later had been swallowed by the lush vegetation overhanging the inlet. He found himself almost hopping from foot to foot with nervous tension.

Mentally he was visualising and timing outof- sight events, trying to pre-judge the moment of truth. First the skipper would, be taking off the way. and then sidling the big boat up to the more fragile yacht. The rails would be lined with thugs ready to secure her; no doubt wondering why there was nobody there to catch the heaving lines and drag heavy mooring ropes across.

A bright flash, momentarily bleached out the strong sunlight, followed a second later by an awesome eruption of matter that left even Peter stunned by its ferocity. Milliseconds later the sub was tossed bodily sideways as a giant sledgehammer shock wave pulverised the pressure hull. Jerked from the scope, Peter struggled back up the canting deck and glued his eye to the scope; staggered by the unfolding scene of devastation being revealed as the smaller debris settled. Huge chunks of metal and machinery continued to rain down as a mini nuclear mushroom pulsed into the indigo sky.

Through the blossoming waterspouts of plummeting wreckage he caught first glimpse of the shore.

It was total devastation. Trees for a hundred yards in all directions lay flat. The first fifty yards or so from the epicentre of the explosion was completely denuded of all vegetation. His view was rudely interrupted as a thirty foot tidal wave obliterated the scope’s view, then as it passed he returned to his study.

“Looks like the deceased Petros™ old company is in for another big knock on the stock exchange.” Julia at the other scope responded with a laughing tone.

“Well at least Nadia got her new harbour.“

Peter zoomed in on the dock; .. or rather where the dock used to be. All that remained was a massive crater boiling with seething brown water as the sea greedily snatched more space from the land. Of the ship, yacht and dock buildings; ... it was if they had never existed.

Peter chuckled to himself. Nadia was now effectively marooned, her power base destroyed; and to add to her problems, she was the only female on an island inhabited by three male gorillas. The tons of bondage tackle would no doubt be tested to the full in coming years.

T1224 rose from the bottom and trembled as her screws began to bite. Slowly the bow swung to face out to sea and a buoyant successful crew prepared to resume normal activities. It was still a long way to England and there was a lot of fun and games planned to break the monotony of submarine life.

Peter took a last rearward peek through the scope as if searching for sign of that forlorn and by now rather traumatised Nadia, not expecting to see anything, but allowing his mind to fill in the omissions. Drawing the scope down, he depressed the lens and took an underwater peek at two sleek black rubber sausages banded tightly to the submerged for’ard casing; once again finding himself chuckling as he tried to imagine what that shock wave had felt like to the two women squeezed into those pneumatic prisons. As an afterthought, he turned and asked Julia to check the air feeds to the external hull. Connecting Sandra and Angela to a life supporting oxygen supply had been a hurried affair when it was found that their new transport arrangements wouldn’t pass through the hatch.

“Oh! And perhaps you could adjust the remote controls to maximum.” Julia grinned widely.

“No need Cap'n. I did that on the manual controls before we submerged.” Peter frowned in mock admonishment.

“You wicked little vixen. How could you do that to those poor helpless women?.

“Dead easy,” floated back the casual reply as her shapely form ducked through the watertight door leading for’ard. Peter made mental note to inform the two over stimulated females outside of Julia’s hand in their trauma. The resultant return match could prove interesting.

As it was, the girls sleeping in the forward mess deck found it hard to sleep that night as the continual thrumming of highly active cocoons drummed against the hull. It was hard to imagine what level of titanic activity could result in such movement when so effectively stiffened and crushed. But Peter finally solved the problem by taking the boat down from thirty feet to one hundred and fifty. The massively increased pressure quickly reduced the squirming hull attachments to totally rigidity.

In fact all activity had ceased at one hundred feet, but Peter was never one to skimp on matters of bondage. That extra fifty feet would ensure that the girls were incredibly compressed into twitchless immobility, whilst the pressure proof vibrators did their devilish work.

THE BATR WOMEN

Baroness rounded the Cape of Good Hope a week later, and heading northwards in the southern Atlantic they began the long haul up the west coast of Africa.

Only after they’d released the two deck cocoons and prised a pair of sexually exhausted females from their rubber chrysalises did Peter discover a major blunder in calculation.

He’d never even stopped to think what the effect would be on the inmates as their drum taut outer cocoons had been dragged through the water at nine knots. As it was now revealed, the effect had been to produce a magnificently magnified vibration in the reverberating confines of the pneumatic prison, which subjected the incarcerated females to a neverending, all over, body massage of the most exotic and irresistible proportions. The poor girls had pumped and writhed in a contained sea of their own making, basted in a soup of sweat and love juice, and reduced to slippy slithering objects of continually orgasming plasma. All pleading and praying for deliverance had come to nought as the crushing press of water formed an impenetrable gag. The sudden dive to over a hundred feet had merely suppressed any meagre luxury of movement left, and effectively reduced the two hopelessly tormented females to inwardly exploding carnal sex bombs, with as much animation as a stone statue. To be subjected to such levels of unwilling orgasmic participation whilst held so impossibly still would inevitably have resulted in converting them to gibbering idiots.

Fortunately, a tiny step short of that eventuality the pressure had eased as the sub surfaced.

Peter made sure the semi conscious girls were slipped into their bunks, and as an afterthought, had them strapped down for his peace of mind.

Given what he had subjected them to they were sure to seek revenge.

Whilst making a routine prowl through the after section, he decided to visit Snowy in his seventh heaven, the noisy oil laden clattering engine room housing his beloved engines. He entered to find that the old Aussie had supplemented his two V-12 Paxman’s with twenty-four carefully selected southern Kuwaitis. He stared in wonderment at the new decorations installed by Carlos and the engineer and cursed for not coming down sooner.

The poor unfortunates were hung inverted in four neat rows that followed the line of the two engines. Suspended by ankle clamps and ensconced in form fitting rubber sheaths with crotch and boob cut-outs, they looked like huge animated bats as they wriggled incessantly.

Juice streaked rubber and glistening wet exposed love lips informed him that these movements were not the result of efforts to escape, but were in fact orchestrated by massively aroused libidos. That could well be as a result of Snowy’s stabilising fixtures.

The Paxmans, in common with many marine propulsion units, had indicator rods attached to the top of each and every valve rocker. The idea being that the nodding rockers gave an instant indication to the engineer if a valve dropped or ceased to function. Snowy had taken the idea a step further. Given that the valve indicators moved only a half inch with each operation and were well within the elasticity of a woman’s boobs, he affixed small rings to the top of each rod, then connected the rows of presented nipples and nodding rocker indicators with slim inflexible rods.

Peter followed the finely machine rods up from the rings with lustful anticipation as they arrived at a multitude of rapidly fluctuating nipples. He did a quick mental calculation. Four stroke engine running at five hundred rpm: ...

My God! Those nodding nipples were pulsing at two hundred and fifty searingly pleasant movements per minute. No wonder the poor girls were exploding into frenzied lustful gyrations on a regular basis. He feasted his eyes of the nipple nodding jellified rows of tits as they jostled and jiggled in unison. One girl to each cylinder meant that she didn’t even have a respite between strokes of the massive engine.

With one tit energised by an exhaust valve, the other by the inlet, they were being subjected to a alternating shafts of pleasure pulses that defied all description..

He sidled up to Snowy and expressed his congratulations at the arrangement. Then cupping his hands he shouted over the din of the thundering nipple nobblers.

“How long can they take that for?” Snowy shrugged.

“Don’t know. We took them down after an hour and they played hell and asked to be reinstalled.

They’ve been up there all morning now.” Peter felt the heat in his groin rising to a throbbing inferno. There was nothing he liked more than to see woman reduced to twitching jelly by their own internal fires. It was so good to see that these bought women were finally capitulating to the fully awakened demand of own bodies.

“We need to get a move on Snowy, how about winding her up a bit?” Snowy threw him a knowing look and reached for the throttles.

Seconds later forty-eight nipples had become a blur of erotic sensation as the mighty engines wound up to a full eight hundred revolutions.

It was only as Snowy reached out and turned up another knob that Peter noticed the trailing wires from deeply concealed pussy implants.

His toes nails almost curled up as he visualised the massively increased input of lascivious energy being poured into those upended female forms. He was mesmerised as the engine rapidly became a mass of exploding lustful animation. The black glistening effigies were erupting into continuous frenzied gyrations that were most gratifying to watch; their whole bodies resonating with the effect of those blurred juggling titties. Even though encased in rubber, it could be clearly seen that the sumptuous lobes of those pert young bottoms were not immune from the vibrations created by the wildly jiggling boobs. Jointly endowed with the continuous muscle contractions of massive orgasmic activity, they added a final spice to an otherwise unfinished masterpiece of carnal engineering as they rippled and flexed, sending shards of burnished reflected light in all directions as the super tight rubber sheath mirrored the powerful engine room lights.

Peter felt his legs turning to rubber as he drank in the heady spectacle of that thrashing orgasmic femininity. He had no doubt that many were already begging for release from their own destructive spiral in to oblivious insensibility, but heavy pump-up gags and full rubber punishment helmets prevented any reversal of their rash decision to sample more.

They were offered the chance of reprieve and had foolishly opted for an experience of unknown duration. Sadly they were unaware of the hugely stimulating apparition they had become to a watching male. Had they realised, it is doubtful they would have entrusted their sexually accelerated forms to the opposite sex with such naive innocence. Given the chance, both watching men would have kept them there forever.

Peter’s eyes panned back over the erotically flailing boobs and he cursed as he lost control.

The renewed appraisal of those rapidly oscillating orbs provided the final trigger that had him erupting into his pants. Nothing got him going so powerfully than to see such a preponderance of bouncing fulsome boobery.

Snowy picked up a rag and began to wipe the dripping sticky mess collecting on the rocker casings as brimming pussies dumped surplus liquid. He completely ignored the fact that the generator of these liquid pools were already screaming with incoherent babbling pleas to be released from the unceasing torment of supercharged carnal energy. He reached up like a good engineer and fine tuned the adjusting thread on a slightly unbalanced pair of boobs before turning back to Peter.

“It does have a down side.” He remarked. “But I reckon I'll have to live with the mess.” Peter agreed, then added his own thoughts.

“We need to make up lost time pal. | reckon we should run continuous for the rest of the day, don’t you? * Snowy cast a glance at the rows of frantically wobbling tits and heartily agreed. He too had a special affection for abused female orbs, then latching on to an improvement, made a mental note to have them all cinched at the base as soon as he had a minute spare The holes in the rubber cocoons were tight, but the added reduction in base size achieved by super cinching bands would add a whole new dimension to the effect. Bursting over pressurised spherical tits would bounce and oscillate with far more satisfying alacrity.

Should he stop the engines and ask the girls first? Na! He’d fit them whilst they ran. Surely they would all say yes anyway, and besides he wouldn’t want to chance hearing the pleading sounds a quiet engine room would reveal.

Better he didn’t hear, then he couldn’t be swayed by compassion.

When Peter nipped in for another voyeuristic treat an hour later, he almost swooned at the sight of a multitude of purple bouncing chest decorations. Without doubt it had spurred the bat-maidens to new heights of endeavour judging by the frantic contortions of those superbly sculpted rubberised forms. It would seem that even Snowy had been unable to resist the tempting sight of such magnificently motivated female chest hardware. Balanced on the thundering engine, arms wrapped around hips and gripping a pair of spongy rubber sheathed nates, he was in seventh heaven as a pair of spectacularly cinched tits engulfed his manhood between their jiggling bulbosity.

Helpless though she was, the trussed maiden was milking him dry with her animated boobs.

It was then that he noticed another addition.

Snowy, bored with the task of mopping his engines clean of the ever increasing amount of pussy goo, had collected all the empty tins from the galley. With a hole punched in the lip of each, and tremulous clitorises squeezed through the apertures, they made fine collection vessels for the copious outpourings of over stimulated pussies. Needless to say, the stretched nodules had immediately expanded to prominent dimensions on the inside of the restrictive holes, which served well to keep the cans in place as they increased in fluid weight. No doubt the tit Jiggling maidens had other ideas about the steadily filling cans as their clits’ came under mounting torsional stress. But seeing as they were in no position to pass comment, their opinions would have to wait until a benevolent male decided that they could be released.

As he resumed his voyeuristic appraisal of the engineering excellence, Peter suddenly had a brainstorm. Reaching for the intercom, he swiftly organised some equipment and assistance.

Snowy never even noticed the girls sneaking in. He was too far gone on his next shuddering eruption. Then, before he had time to recover, he was surrounded by grinning women. It took but a few minutes for the strong girls to reduce a sexually drained old man to a rope encircled attachment on that vibrating column of erotica.

Peter ended up rolling on the floor with laughing as the old man’s face registered shock at his predicament. Given the pummelling breast massage of his throbbing shaft, he had no illusions about the outcome of the union.

But perhaps Peter should have been more conscious of his helpers. Had he seen the looks of gleeful mischief in those eyes, he could well have avoided the avalanche of bodies that pinned him to the floor. He struggled valiantly but without result. With two women sat on each arm was powerless to prevent the Ether soaked cloth dropping over his face.

Groggily, Peter returned to the land of the living, his senses suddenly bursting into sharp focus as he felt a horrendously pleasant feeling in his groin. Groaning aloud at his lack of foresight, he registered the fact that he had also become an attachment. Seconds later under extreme provocation, he lubricated the juddering cleavage with his seed and cast pleading eyes down to two triumphant and recently freed women who stood watching with undisguised mirth. Sandra and Angela seemed well pleased with this fortuitous opportunity from the Gods. Now they would see how their tormentor liked a taste of his own medicine.

But Peter had no time to contemplate their victory. A slithering sperm greased pair of reciprocating boobs were adding a whole new dimension to his perception of the ultimate auto-wank as the bulbous tits jostled madly on his bursting rod.

“Reckon that ought to make him think twice about sticking us in a cocoon and driving us nuts hey Angie. ... Angie?” Sandra turned to find that she was talking to herself. Angela had succumbed to the sight of those thrashing rows of boobs. An irregular globular shape at the far end of the Port side assembly gave her away.

Having climbed up to a rather juicy specimen, Angela had hoisted herself up and gripped the helpless dangling damsel in a powerful legs scissors. The result was that she now had a pair of spongy diesel powered titties pummelling the underside of her thighs and a well syruped pussy. But it wasn’t a one way thing. Angela’s cheeks were pressed tight to the offered love lips of the rubberised girl; tongue deep into the presented pussy and working hard to give as good as she got.

The mere sight of Angie’s erotic duet was enough to get Sandra hyped. Carefully choosing from the magnificent selection on offer, she hoisted herself atop the throbbing diesel, which in itself was a source of pleasant sensations that set her own well ripened breasts in motion. That alone gave her a small insight into what it would be like to have her own nipples connected to the flickering rocker arms.

The mere thought made her gasp and clench her thighs as horrendously powerful surges of erotic feeling scorched her twitching mons.

She knelt down on the hot metal rocker covers and eased herself into position; carefully extending her chest until her own nipples made contact with the blurred nodules of her chosen toy. Instantly her throbbing blood engorged nipples were bludgeoned into submission as a searing indescribable wave of oozing pleasure spread through her whole body. Sandra panicked as the hugely satisfying feelings robbed her of strength, and grabbing for support, she found her hands full of spasming vibrating bottom cheek, that whilst serving to prevent her falling, fuelled the blossoming explosive response with an abundance of combustible fuel. Her whole body erupted in sympathy with the convulsing bat girl as she pulled the rippling inverted body tight to her own. Their breasts merged into a single mass of juddering womanhood and became exotic fleshy conductors that passed the sensual vibrations to and fro. It only added to her fiery orgasm as she felt the full incredible force of the stimulation these girls were having endure.

But then she was free to escape the awesome arousal at any time she chose, and that tended to dilute the full impact of being at the mercy of those tireless insatiable machines. If only she were trussed and helpless like they were.

Sandra’s submissive streak ran riot as she fantasised what it would be like if it were her inside that perpetually writhing rubber sheath, pussy-plugged, gagged into silence and unable to scream for mercy as her boobs danced to the tune of the mighty diesel; just a pulsing female puppet on a string. She erupted again as her fantasy wrung yet another glorious response from a drooling superheated pussy, and she made a vow to ask Peter to grant her wish.

The girls returned to the engine room as often as their duties would permit. Mainly to sample and play with those fabulously active boobs again, and partly to snigger at the two incapacitated males as they were inexorably pumped dry of all sexual energy.

To ensure that the bat women themselves didn’t become part of the retribution they had planned for Peter, fresh female material was unpacked from the stock in the torpedo store, and Peter was moved to new cleavages on a regular basis so as to give the respective females a respite from their duties as cock manipulators.

For three days he endured, growing weaker and weaker in the face of exquisite unspeakable torment until finally he succumbed to the deep dark pit of exhaustion and faded into unconciousness.

 

 EPISODE TEN

FULL CIRCLE

THE CARGO CAPER

The trip was drawing to a close. Already they were past the Cornish peninsular, the Scilly Isles and were well into the Irish sea. It was time to start preparing for disembarking the fabulous cargo of females. Snowy was dropped off at a deserted bay on the Welsh coast and made his way ashore in the dinghy borrowed from Nadia’s defunct yacht.

Well briefed, armed with maps and a rucksack full of money, he began to assemble all the equipment they would need. The original plan was to send Peter with his superior knowledge of the country. But in the end, nothing could persuade Snowy to be on board when the dark deed they intended for the women became known. He knew what these women were capable of when they chose to get even, and quite rightly was afraid he might not survive to tell the tale.

Meanwhile, as Snowy worked ashore, Peter and Carlos began the long task of packaging and preparing over a hundred women. It was a tricky task requiring a great deal of thought. If any of the women assigned to torpedo transport got so much as a whisper of what they planned, the jig would most certainly be up.

After some tricky talking they managed to convince all the girls that their initial preparation would take place in their own bunk space, and in this way were able to enlist the help of the others to prepare the complex first stage securing.

First came the fitment of astronaut type toilet bags to take care of any waste, followed by carefully fitted helmets with breathing connections that were robust and foolproof. A series of rubber band binders held them roughly in position, but that was only to ease the application of the final layer. Even Sandra shuddered as she saw the medium to be used and old memories flooded back. It was 2" vulcanising rubber tape. The last time she had been wrapped in that was as a crushed barrel traveller at the mercy of Sharna the arch bitch.

She managed to shake off the dread with the thought that Sharna was long gone and her sister Nadia marooned. Controlling her fear she stood uncomplaining as they reduced her to a thoroughly gagged statuette of rubber. Three layers proved more than enough to prevent any backing out once the method of unloading became known. But that was because Peter had used a dozen thick wicker canes in the construction of each immobilised form. After applying the first layer, six foot canes were taped to their ankles and arranged to run up the body in a parallel cage. A few bands of the tape at strategic places pulled the cage to form to the girl’s shape. Then the second layer bonded cane and rubber into a stiffening cage that held them rigidly controlled. Pete tugged hard on the rubber roll as he proceeded upward, squeezing and moulding each form with infinite care so as the ensure that the stiffening canes became a homogeneous part of the structure.

The third layer was simply to pander to his own fetish for the female form in powerfully helpless compression. He paused with each at the halfway stage and inserted the obligatory pussy stretching implants, making sure that the trailing control wires were positioned to reappear at the feet. Hurried tests with these twelve volt trench diggers proved that they could handle the twenty-four volts of a torpedo battery with ease. The fact that earlier, they had almost bored through the test bench in a frenzied demonic vibration was irrelevant to him. Further calculations revealed that the projected torpedo run would only use twenty-five percent of the available battery charge. It seemed a shame not to use the spare capacity for something.

So finally they had all the women prepared save for Sandra and Angela. And despite their continuous curiosity, the two male conspirators managed to keep the secret of the torpedo storage bay to themselves. With the bay door locked firmly and with all the occupants completely silenced, there was no indication of how they were to be prepared for off loading.

But now the sub had reached its final destination. After some careful chart checking and even more detailed study of the shoreline by periscope, Peter ordered Angie to flood all tanks. Baroness settled gently onto the bottom with her bow tubes pointing directly at the planned target.

Within an hour, they were carrying the final two female crew members, stiffened and rubberised into the cavernous storage bay. All was silent save for the occasional shifting of sand on the outer hull as the sub responded to gentle submarine currents. There was nothing to reveal the fact that they were surrounded by fearfully waiting women who had finally figured out the mode of off loading. It was too late for them to do anything about it now.

Rigidly held and compressed, they couldn’t move a muscle inside those gleaming steel fish as the oppressive sound proofing cushion of expanded foam held them centrally positioned and powerless to move a muscle.

Neither of the two final additions would guess until it was all over bar the shouting. Blinded by the helmet, ears plugged and bodies robbed of tactile contact, they had no way of realising until the clanking of steel on racks gave them the first clue. Within seconds they would piece together all the clues and begin to rave and shout in silence impotent fury.

Peter watched as the women were slid in and the nose cone was refitted. He found himself unconsciously holding his breath as the foam was poured in through a superfluous explosive fusing hole. Seconds later the expanding foam mix jetted out and solidified. The waste was cut off and a steel nose cap refitted. It was too late for the girls now. The only contact they had with the outside world were the single breather holes in each casing. Closing them off for firing would bring in the air-tank supply buried in the foam with them. Then it was simply a matter of pulling a handle and they would rocket from the tubes on a column of compressed gas. A trigger trip in the tube ensured that the motors started as they were launched, and in addition to the vibrations of a super powerful drive unit, the girls would also be subjected to the raging supercharged moles in their pussies. All in all it looked like being a novel experience for those luckless ladies.

It seemed an eternity waiting for the signal from shore. On the hour every hour Peter scanned the cliffs with an anxious eye. Then, just when he was beginning to believe that something had gone wrong, the coded message blinked its welcome. Snowy was prepared and waiting.

Everything was set up and ready. Torpedo catching net, tools, winches, and last but not least, a sparkling new box-trailer semi with all the gear required for ensuring that the cargo of ladies were transported in safety.

Peter sent a confirmation that he was about to launch the first fish using the periscope signalling light, then checked the fire control panel a final time. All six lights were green. It fantastic to think that at this very moment the first half dozen rigidly prepared maidens were lying in those tubes.

He gave the order for Carlos to open the bow doors, knowing that the in-rushing water he could hear would be ten times as loud for the trembling girls in those sleek projectiles. Using the calibrated attack scope he ran a final check on the bearings and then pressed the release for tube number one.

“Fire One” Not strictly the correct command.

In real life the word ‘Shoot " was used to prevent some dick-brain launching a torpedo, when in fact somebody was trying to tell him the boat was on fire. But made him feel good to ape the Hollywood movie image of a sub captain.

The sub jerked slightly, and he wondered how it had felt to the accelerated at that speed whilst trussed in a rubber cocoon of immense strength.

Exercising all his will power he concentrated on the task in hand. Seconds after the launch, the torpedo adjusted to a preset running depth of ten feet. This had a dual advantage, in that it not only allowed him to watch the progress as it left a trail of cavitation bubbles, but it would also hit the gently shelving sand at a very shallow angle. If all his calculations were correct, that should be within ten or fifteen feet of the water’s edge. On a beach half a mile away, Snowy’s binoculars picked out the trail as he muttered under his breath.

“The crazy Pommie bastard actually did it.“

Until then he had hardly dared believe that Pete really intended to do as he planned. Right up to the last minute Snowy had expected him to chicken out and find another way. But there was the proof. Streaking towards him at fifty knots was a torpedo filled with live female.

The silvery trace neared the beach and the old Aussie found himself crossing his fingers as the speed seemed to increase ten fold with the closing range. Then it was there. Like a killer whale, the glistening sleek shape lurched from the water and ploughed across the sand as its inertia was destroyed. Snowy gasped, fully expecting the rocketing juggernaut to go straight through his waiting steel cargo net and bury itself in the cliff. But by the time it got to the net it was almost at a standstill Propeller still racing, it gently nuzzled the mesh and came to a stop.

For a second Snowy just stood there with hanging jaw. It actually worked. Peter’s act of insanity proved to be a stroke of genius.

Suddenly he remembered his job, and leaping forward he triggered the switch that switched off the motor, smirking to himself as he remembered that there was no such luxury afforded the encapsulated maiden. Safe in her padded warhead, the battery would maintain her pussy pulveriser at full bore until the big battery re-sited in the nose finally discharged.

By his reckoning, the three quarter charge that was left would last at least a couple of days powering that tiny little motor in the vibrator.

Armed with a skill learned whilst they were at sea, Snowy quickly detached the warhead complete with its precious cargo, and rolled it clear. Wendy, the only woman to go ashore by normal means, was waiting at the cliff top. At a signal from Snowy she lowered the winch hook and waited as he snapped it onto the recovery ring on the detached warhead. Then, seeing the signal, started the powerful winch on the front of the truck. The bullet shaped maiden-missile began the climb up the hundred foot cliff, but as far as Snowy was concerned, his job was done on that part of the cargo. From now on Wendy would handle the whole thing.

When the warhead arrived at the cliff top, she would transfer it to a hydraulic Hiab on the truck and slot it into the waiting racks.

Snowy on the other hand had a more testing task. Using a crowbar he started to slew the truncated torpedo sideways until began to roll down the beach of its own accord. Once in the water it became easy to turn, whereupon he aimed the spent tin fish out to sea but away from the hidden sub and restarted the motor.

In a trice the humming beast had vanished forever. Somewhere out there the battery would finally run out and it would sink harmlessly to the sea bed.

And so it went on for the rest of the day. Fish after fish arrived safely in the net as the cargo was transferred, ‘pre-packed’ for the trip to the farm. By late afternoon, the last warhead containing Sandra was almost at the cliff top.

Snowy gave a sigh of relief that it was all over, and turned back to face out to sea. Now there was just the furniture and that reconstructed Chaise-Lounge. He waited impatiently for the appearance of the second part of the cargo, fully aware of the form it would take having helped prepare the shipment. Finally he was rewarded as a distant black object bobbed to the surface, quickly followed by a second. There was a short delay and then smaller items easily recognisable as stools began to appear in abundance. He grinned to himself and raised his binoculars. The two larger items sprang into sharp relief and he was pleased to see that their design worked well.

Having been released from their long incarceration as a silent mutually protesting and well used lounger, the two starlets had been quickly remoulded into a more practical format, given the task in hand. At least now these arch enemies were separated, but he doubted that carried any real weight for them. Being pressed into service as tug boats was hardly the same as box office fame.

Snowy studied the floating reshaped females with some relish, for he was largely responsible for their new format and well aware of the rigours of such a usage.

As with the stools, the material used for moulding was the carbon fibre reinforced plastic, which in its own right was a buoyant material. Tests had shown that his fabulous stool collection floated admirably, which solved one problem of getting them ashore. It was a simple matter to jettison them through the forward escape hatch equipped with breathing cylinders, and allow their natural buoyancy to rocket them to the surface. The addition of a small weight to each base ensured that they floated upright once on the surface.

But that left the problem of ushering fifty or so inanimate floating objects to the shore in the chop of an Irish sea. Snowy solved that problem even before they left the dock in Arabia.

Equipped with the basic idea from Peter, and after purchasing two outboard motors, he vanished into the torpedo storage bay where a makeshift workshop had been arranged. Shortly thereafter an amused crew watched as the silently fuming Chaise Lounge joined the plethora of tackle vanishing into his lair. Two days of feverish activity followed in which noone including Peter was allowed near the place.

Then on the third day, Snowy appeared and opened the workshop for public viewing.

The crew had crowded in and stood aghast as they studied the focal point of all his comings and goings.

Wanda and Amanda - ‘the Chaise Lounge’ had ceased to exist. In two cradles stood the answer to the problem. He had created a pair of exquisitely formed tug chariots which were loosely based on the wartime Italian two man chariots used for infiltrating enemy harbours with a half ton warhead. But unlike their predecessors, these sea horses had none of the brutish cylindrical lines of those metal hunks.

They were masterpieces of female engineering,.

The basic concept required the unwilling maidens be cast into a preformed graceful backward arch. However in order to ensure they had enough material for buoyancy it had necessitated that the majority of their torso be engulfed in a fairly thick mass of plastic. The result was a banana shaped round edged slab some twelve inches thick and roughly two and half feet wide. At the bow. the slab curved upward abruptly to form a wave breaker that conveniently doubled as a solidly effective unit in which to encase an arched back head. He had, for his own enjoyment, maintained all the facial features in a thin skin of acrylic plastic leaving a black emotion free mask with only the angry eyes visible.

Arms, prior to moulding, were forced into a folded position just above the small of the back which left a convenient hump to form a saddle pommel for the riders. Rearing plastic sheathed buttocks completed the seating area and ensure that any sea jockey had a pleasantly curving saddle in which to plonk his or her bum. But of paramount interest was the mode of propulsion.

The lower limbs were spread wide and cranked ninety degrees upward at the knees, terminating in facsimiles of stilettoed feet, which of course left a pair of winking lower openings exposed and available for further use. But Snowy was not one for leaving such perfectly positioned sockets idle. He had already figured out a really interesting use for those.

The mounting brackets of each outboard had been modified to form two inch and half diameter prongs roughly an inch apart, the mounting base of which formed a curved padded cup. Locating the two mounting prongs in the offered protesting openings, he had pushed and shoved until the curved cups snugged tightly into the wide spread crotch of each woman, then using the screw adjuster, he clamped the engine on to its female chariot.

Judging by the wildly pleading eyes, the starlets were not amused at having their sensitive lower holes squeezed together as the dildos were clamped tight on the bridge of flesh separating their orifices. Especially when this area was a section of their bodies containing an abundance of erotic nerve centres. But then, the design of the fitting took that in to account. Two additional stabilising bars riveted to the underside of the moulding completed the fixing. Unfortunately, these bars ran the full length of the chariot. Rising from the black acrylic near the rib cage, they continued on to terminate in a pair of powerful nipple clamps.

Snowy had bowed to his own lustful preferences in the titty department and left the jutting orbs of those world famous boobs naked, accessible, and vulnerable to male usage.

All that had remained to be altered then were the outboard tillers. Affixed at right angles to their normal position, they travelled sideways for a foot, then turned forward to run alongside the seated charioteer thus allowing the whole contraption to be controlled with the right hand.

The concept was brilliant in its simplicity. Even the vertical lower legs were a functional part of the living vessel. As shapely bollards they would serve well as towing posts around which to drop hawsers.

It was these floating dehumanised utility objects that Snowy feasted his eyes as the rubber sheathed heads of two divers made an appearance. He watched with expectant glee as they swam to the rocking starlets and mounted their charioted forms. Even at this distance he could see the raging fury in those eyes. The girls seemed a bit peeved at being so horrendously incapacitated and used.

Starters cords were yanked and the Johnsons burst into life. The mere sound was enough to make Snowy’s toes curl up at the feelings generated by his intimate knowledge of the effect on those women. He watched intently as the throttles were wound open and was acutely aware of the of the horrendously increased consequence on those superbly crafted females.

Those two high and mighty bitches would be rising to inescapable orgasmic eruption within seconds now. Breasts punching through the waves, and crotches absorbing the massive vibrations generated by a hundred horse power engine left them no choice. Added to that was the enormous thrust that ensured the clamping dildos stayed deeply buried and crotches pressed tightly into contact with the curved vibrating thrust plate. It was a diabolical device to be sure. With all their erogenous nerves clamped in a madly vibrating vice, the ex starlets would be screaming for an end to the mind-bending stimulation within a few seconds. In addition, the stabilisers strips were designed to ensure that the clamped nipples received their full share of the action as a portion of the powerful vibro waves were faithfully transmitted the length of their torsos.

But there was work to be done. The chariots had fifty pedestals of floating femininity to collect and drag to the beach. Given the distance they had dispersed over as they surfaced, it was going to take at least a couple of hours. He watched avidly as the roundup began, the chariots skipping off wave tops and plunging into the next as they powered around.

Soon each fem-tug had a clutch of five stools in tow. They were connected nipples to clitty by specially prepared tow links that ensured they all endured a nice dose of nodule stretching as they buffeted and cavorted in the wake of the chariots. Being surrounded by a thinner jacket of the bonded plastic they were less buoyant and floated with backs awash. That in turn had the side effect of creating more drag as they were pulled through the water. No doubt those impossibly deactivated ladies would have preferred to swim ashore, but ensconced as they were, there was choice for them. The only section of their anatomies capable of any movement were the traumatised upper faces that spoke volumes for the disapproval.

Snowy watched the approach with undisguised pleasure, whooping with delight as the first chariot grounded on the beach. Apparently Amanda was not partial to ploughing into the beach with her tits, and Wanda seemed even less enchanted when a last minute waves lifted her form and bounced her, boobs first, onto the sand.

The stool convoys were quickly detached and dragged away for loading. Shoving their novel craft back into the surf, the two men returned for another load. Judging by the rearing bouncing motions of the chariots, going out against an incoming sea was even more traumatic. Unseen from the beach, the chariots had rolled their eyes up under lids and were wildly convulsing with the power of unending erotic eruptions. They pleaded for it all to end, but the savage stimulation continued to wrack their beleaguered bodies as they cavorted and caroomed madly under the thrusting influence of the throbbing engines in their crotches.

But eventually the cock quivering display came to and end. The flock was safely gathered in and the chariots de-motored and sent aloft. Pete and Carlos seemed well pleased with the motorised nymphettes, and sent the outboards with them. There were plenty of rivers near the farm, and with a larger engine attached they had no doubt that both women would make excellent water skiing tows. Snowy wasn’t so sure. He had serious reservations about pushing exposed tits through the water at fifty knots.

But Pete’s suggestion of adding hydrofoils to the jutting orbs may have merit. Still, that was a problem for a later day. Right now they had to clean up here and get the booty back to the farm.

He watched as the divers swam out to the hidden Baroness, and then vanish as they dived back to the sub.

An hour passed, and just as he was beginning to get worried, the surf disgorged two black heads. Shutting down Baroness and securing all her equipment for a long stay had taken time.

But now she was silent and still; ... slumbering on the sea bed until they needed her again.

Wendy winched them all up, and Peter checked the neatly stowed warheads with pride. Hed done the impossible. All that remained was to see if the girls had enjoyed the trip ashore. But that could wait for a couple of days. In his opinion it would be better to wait until all the batteries had run down and tempers had cooled.

In the meantime he just had to contend with an irate Wendy, who had only been let into the secret as Snowy was setting up the net.

Peter sat quietly throughout the trip to the farm as his ear battering continued. But it was water off a duck’s back. In fact he didn’t hear a word she said. Using the cradled chariot that was Amanda as a seat, his thoughts were firmly rooted in that distant farmhouse and his extensively equipped workshops and dungeons.

Never during all the hours he had lavished on its construction had he ever dreamed that it would one day host such a comprehensive selection of tie up female toys to test the bizarre excesses of his fertile mind.

FETTERED FANTASIA

They made good time negotiating the hills and valleys of southern Wales, considering that the initial haul away from the coast had been a clandestine sneak along deserted and carefully chosen farm tracks. By early morning, after a quick refreshment stop, the gleaming pantechnicon and its fabulous cargo of entrammelled womanhood had crossed the Severn bridge and was heading east along the M4 motorway at a steady 70 miles per hour.

An hour and a half later they were at the turn off. Heading further south by several by-roads, they ventured deep into the lush pastures of rural Hampshire. Wendy handled the truck like a pro, and Peter was hardly surprised when she revealed that her younger life had included delivering fifty ton tanks as a women’s army recruit in the Royal Engineers. The roads narrowed further and the big box trailer was soon brushing back the overhanging trees as it ventured deeper and deeper into no-mans land.

The final five miles saw the tarmac give way to a rutted track, and as they rounded the last curve, Peter’s lair hove into view. Wendy who was still driving, cast a doubting glance sideways at her male companions; a shiver running up her spine at the first glimpse of their new home. She was hard put to decide whether it was in fear or anticipation. Shrugging off the feeling of approaching doom inspired by that grim fortress-like medieval farmhouse, she began the turn as Peter indicated where he wanted the truck parked. Expertly she circumnavigated the largest barn and lined the truck up with the passage between the house and outbuildings. A few minutes later the sigh of air-brakes heralded the end of a long and interesting journey. It remained to be seen if it had all been worthwhile. Meanwhile, the cargo of frenzied orgasmic activity barely registered the cessation of external movement. Sandra was perhaps the only one who had pieced together the last bumping miles with an old almost forgotten memory of her previous, somewhat less willing journey over that road. Vaguely through the veil of mind-bending erotic torment, she perceived the fact that they had arrived. Thank God! At least now they would be freed from the shattering never ending ministrations of those demonic pussy moles.

“OK! Let’s all go in and have a bite to eat then get the beds sorted out. I’'m bushed after that all night drive I can tell you.” Wendy turned to face Pete” with a look of puzzlement.

“Shouldn’t we start unpacking the girls first?“

Peter looked at the silent semi-trailer and simply shook his head.

“No! We can leave that till morning. After all, they’re not going anywhere are they?” Wendy’s face registered anger as the words sunk in. For a start, her limbless bed warmer was in there somewhere. And secondly, she felt that the girls had suffered enough, given the traumatic method used for their landing on English soil.

“Not a chance Peter. They’re coming out right now, and then——!" She got no further in her angry ultimatum. Peter, expecting trouble from the volatile amazon, had already briefed his two male partners. Wendy went down in a welter of flailing legs and windmilling arms as Snowy and Carlos tackled her from behind.

Peter watched the battle for a while, and then seeing that his henchmen were steadily losing the battle, decided he’d better lend a hand. The battle ebbed and flowed first one way and then the other; but at the end of the day, Wendy’s battle for supremacy was a lost cause.

Glowering dangerously she finally lay still.

Cuffed hand and foot, and gagged into silence there was no point in struggling further. And besides, she was enjoying the feeling of being overpowered for a change. Peter grinned at her as she craned her neck to look up, and he taunted her with annoyingly vague references to her short term future prospects.

“Never mind Wendy. Where you’re going you won’t need a bed warmer.” Twenty minutes later she had to agree.

The copper cylinder of the farm’s hot water supply was still cold as it stood silent and unused in the cellar. But the grinning men standing back to study their handiwork knew that it was a condition shortly to be rectified.

They waited impatiently as the sound of refilling indicated that the water level was near the top, and watched expectantly as Peter rested his hand on the immersion heater switch. The sound of running water stopped as the tank level reached the top, and flipping the switch, Peter joined his companions as they all studied the recently installed Wendy.

There was little to see really. Just a normal tank with an odd looking black ball balanced on the top. Only close inspection revealed that the ball was flexing slightly and making faint groaning noises. Wendy was not amused.

Ensconced in a form fitting body sheath of four millimetre thick neoprene sharkskin rubber, she had fought like a lioness as the plan became clear. Draining the cylinder and removing a special oversized flange at the top left no doubt as to the intent behind such a design modification. Additional cinching bands proved necessary to ensure the security of this wayward wench. Then, cowed by the vitriolic invectives being hurled at them, they decided that the overkill of a double skinned inflatable rubber punishment helmet was the order of the day. The room quietened considerably as the hiss of air robbed Wendy of any personality and mushroomed her black sheathed head into a spherical silent ball. Satisfied with the effect, Peter motioned to his pals and helped lift the squirming amazon into the neck of the open tank. Being a tall girl they were a few inches short in the height of the cylinder, a device originally designed to hold the shorter kidnapped Sandra. But with much pushing and shoving they finally managed to position the resisting girl’s neck level with the sealing flange. The device duly gripped and sealed the powerful woman in her watery prison, and at the same time sealed her fate. It wasn’t comfortable at all to be held rigidly in a knees bent format. But there was no escape now. Even in the unlikely event that her sheath and bonds miraculously burst open, she would still be impotently incarcerated within the metal walls.

Worse still, exposed to the full heat of the hot water.

Ten minutes passed as the big 4 kilowatt immersion heater worked silently away, and already there were frantic rumblings from within as Wendy began to understand the reference to being warm. Although protected from the skin blistering heat set on the thermostat, she would nonetheless endure a stifling slow simmering of her fettered form as the neoprene allowed a controlled input to her body. Peter gave a mocking tap on the resilient inflated ball, and then followed the others out.

With Wendy safely defused, they could relax and plan for a busy day ahead. As it turned out, none of them enjoyed a peaceful shower.

Dreadful knocking noises transmitted by the plumbing, and a pulsing delivery of water to the shower-heads raised a triad of erections.

Poor Wendy’s titanic bid for freedom was playing havoc with a normally stable water supply. Needless to say, none of the three men volunteered to forgo the erotic effects of their shower, each preferring to savour the aquatic erotica being transmitted by that distant, slowly stewing, female form.

LIQUID LUST

With a ten hour sleep to kill the weariness of the last few days, the three began the task of unpacking the beleaguered cargo, that only now was running to a stop as battery after battery was finally exhausted. Wendys, still rocking the tank with her efforts to break out, was. Aftera group decision, she was left to simmer a bit longer.

First to be lifted out of the trailer were Snowy’s stools, and having been allocated a temporary shed for servicing, he left the other two men to the unloading work for a while as he plugged each rigidly contained stool into a portable servicing unit. It was a slow job given that he only had the one machine unpacked at the moment. Venting waste and pressure washing those epoxy sculpted rear ends out took an hour to be sure each was sparkling clean inside; ready for any throbbing male poles that may be inserted in their defenceless bums. Without exception the bonded depersonalised occupants attempted to resist by the only means left to them; that was to clench their quivering sphincter muscles tight against the lancing shaft of high pressure water, thus crushing and closing the outer low pressure return of the concentric double walled tube. The result was often blown connections as the pressure reached critical levels inside the hydraulically expanded waste channel of the magnificently contained female soft centre. Experience however taught Snowy to recognise the signs, and often he was able to correct the problem with a stinging slice of the cane to the rubberised nates. First there was a noticeable ballooning of the luscious rubber coated bottom, the only item afforded relief from the crushing embrace of carbon bonded fibre. The expansion was as a result of the foundation for the curving mounds of female erotica being pumped up and stretched by the increasing internal pressure. A last minute warning, bare seconds before the tube burst free. was the erupting un-bonded latexed cone of a puckered anal ring piece. This was the result of a monstrous mushroom retainer seal being forced down the exit channel of her bottom whilst still fully expanded. The slashing cane brought an instant remedy. The resisting girl-thing contained within would buck infinitesimally in her synthetic prison and the servicing pipe would kick savagely as she vented in a great blasting gush of exhausting waste, resulting in the bulging ring piece snapping back to normal recessed tightness and buttocks resuming their natural firm allure.. Then there was the other problem of the force feed mode. Unfortunately most females could only accept a two inch diameter induction pipe. And even that tested some lips to the limit. Reducing the food to minced mush and pumping it in under pressure had helped, but it still took ninety minutes to service each one in both modes. Seeing that it was going to take all day, Snowy left the unit on auto cycle for each one and assisted in the unloading as each operation ran its course; retuning only when each distressed damsels had been emptied and then pumped burstingly full with new fuel. Blown connections became a rarity as they learned the error of resisting one by one.

Returning to the truck, Snowy happened to spot the obligatory farmyard duck pond, and was delighted to see that two geese and a flock of ducks had instantly taken to the new arrivals.

Wanda and Amanda displayed eyes that told of a different emotion as they bobbed at anchor in their new home. It was a pity really, they really did look so fetchingly beautiful floating quietly amongst all the lilies with nose rings chained to a small wooden jetty; clitty rings being jerked and pulled by inquisitive geese.

A fight developed between two of the geese as both decided that Wanda’s ring was the one they both wanted. Snowy paused briefly to watch as the rocking woman was stretched twixt jetty and squabbling beaks. The sleek female craft was pulled to the full extend of her nose connected mooring line, yet despite the fact that the ex film-star was being jerked around by her most sensitive mooring points, the sleek craft remained oddly inhuman in its negative response. ... Mute testament to the effectiveness of her incredible containment.

The strain pulled her down by the stern as two heavy geese exerted full power in the struggle for supremacy, raising thrusting tits clear of the water. Instantly the flocking ducks seized on the deliciously tempting pink morsels of her nipples and attempted to peck them off. This little foray also ended in two groups of squabbling birds attempting make off with the nipple rings; .. unfortunately in opposite directions.

Snowy watched gleefully as the rubber sheathed titties were stretched apart and faint sounds of distress seeped through the thick resin of Wanda’s floating prison. He turned away to resume the tasks in hand, despite the urge to stay and tease the haughty dehumanised starlets. But the thought that his partners were well into unloading the torpedo heads by now quickened his step. There was time enough later to take the floating beauties for a spin on the river. In the meantime he wanted a say in how each and every unpacked maiden was to be stored for further use. As it happened, he had none, but was less than disappointed when he saw the results.

As he arrived back at the truck, Peter was just swinging down a warhead marked clearly with an ‘X” in spay-on paint. For some reason the occupant had been singled out for special attention during packing, and Snowy was curious as to why.

“What’s wrong with that one Pete?” Peter finished the unloading but instead of placing the projectile with the others waiting to be inside, he put it on a small four wheeled barrow.

“Oh! She’s one of the new girls from Kuwait.

We had a problem with her over water-sports, so I marked her down for a full familiarisation run once we got back.” Snowy’s ears pricked up. There was nothing he liked better than a mix of curvaceous female and liquids.

“Are you doing it now?” Peter nodded.

“Yes mate. If you want to help you can start by taking her over to the lean-to there. The tackle for training her was set up there when I intended to give Sandra a lesson.” Snowy almost ran across the yard with the truck rumbling along in tow as Peter sauntered over with a huge grin on his face.

It took half an hour to prise the pale exhausted female from her claustrophobic prison, and there was little fight in her as she was prepared for training. In no time at all, the men stood back and surveyed the fettered frightened girl with some relish. The first part was done. With back prayered arms, and her body savagely cinched by a series of steel preformed clamps, the young nubile female looked exquisite in a stiffened straight line stance. But now came the fun part. Connecting her up to the nearby machine. Snowy watched and learned as Peter started by plugging her loudly protesting mouth.

The insert at the end of that first corrugated pressure tube looked like a modified gum shield; the first section fitting snugly into her clenched teeth. Then there was an external overshield that screwed down and clamped the girl’s lips tightly in a waterproof vice. Her rectal connection was much the same, although the sphincter clamp was supplemented by a massive expanding pear-head that opened up once deeply implanted in her bottom. Under pressure it was designed to push forward and seal the tube against the inside flare of her twitching protesting ass ring. The surface clamp that gagged her rectal lip was merely a backup.

Although of a different shape, more like a banana, the outward appearance of the pussy clamp was much the same, and internally exactly the same.

The poor girl was rattling the frame with her trembling as Peter set the machine parameters; explaining as he went to Snowy who was crowding his left shoulder.

“First we bleed the air from the tubes, then fill them with the liquid. ... What? Oh! It’s a non toxic oil, something like baby oil. Then we simply set the timer and program sequence and Hey Presto!“

“Hey presto what?” Came back an annoyed Snowy.

“Well seeing as she’s completely new to this and not actually under punishment, I've set the first hour of expansion therapy to hold for only two minutes at each inflation. Once she becomes accustomed to being inflated with warm oil she’ll find that the machine is adjusting upward to maintain her for thirty minutes at a time. By morning she’ll be fully conversant with the joys of hydraulic bondage.

... Won’t you my little pearl?” He chucked her under the chin playfully, and chose to ignore the frantically shaking head and muffled pleas as he flicked the control on. The men watched with rapidly rising erections as the fluid flowed into protesting female pressure vessel, fully savouring the muffled OOMMMphing! Cries as her body was expanded with commanding force. It was exciting to hear the rushing gurgle of oil as it eagerly pumped into her body. First came the bulging spherical cheeks and wide staring eyes, followed by a definite expansion of her rear as the pressurising rectal tube inflated her bottom into stark quivering relief.

Seconds later the flat tummy and lower abdomen showed the first signs of filling. She grew a pretty little pot belly that threatened to hide the powerful waist cinch completely, and her luscious mound swelled alarmingly to a beautifully sculpted double hillock in her crotch.

The pumps stopped and valves closed.

“Believe it or not, our tubby maiden here is playing host to four litres of oil now,” Peter remarked casually as he flicked the drum tight lower abdomen with his finger nail. But Snowy never answered. His eyes were riveted to the damsel’s scarlet tautly expanded cheeks that had seemingly engulfed the lip clamping device in the curve of their expansion. The pipe just seemed to vanish into a second set of rump cheeks that had appeared on her beautiful face.

Peter laughed as he flicked the quivering cheeks in the same manner and produced a frenzied eye rolling performance from the powerfully inflated woman. All movement was denied her as her form swelled into the unyielding clamps.

“Wait till morning if you think that looks good now Snowy. By then she’ll be taking six or seven litres to fill. Some of it is due to stretching, and the rest is tissue absorption.

She’ll look like Michelin Man for a couple of days. The bulbous woman stared with uncomprehending eyes as her inflated form was discussed with all the reverence of a discussion about an inner-tube. Her mind simply refused to accept that men could use a woman like this just to enhance their own pleasure. How on earth could they derive sexual satisfaction by sealing all her openings and pumping her up like a party balloon. It had never occurred to her that her usage in skilled hands would produce a similar arousing effect in her own fettered body. Nor could she know that her own response was liable to make the male’s feeble effort pale into insignificance. The clamped woman’s exotic writhing waned as clicking valves allowed her to deflate, then reappeared in a more frantic mode as the pump refilled her.

“Of course there is a nice little side effect for the lady you know,” Snowy cocked his head attentively as Peter waited for the girl to reach full expansion. “The pressure is massaging all her internal G-spots at the same time, and the tension in her pussy makes it ultra receptive to any tampering. Watch!“

He thrust a probing finger between the stretched bulbous lobes of her hydraulically inflated pussy and located the crushed clitoris nestling hidden and engorged with pounding blood. His other hand then began to stroke the melon-like mounds of her mons as his hidden finger juggled the nodular trigger of her lust.

Instantly the OOOOmmmmphing! of distended cheeks became more of a crooning sound, and eyeballs rolling up under lids betrayed the girl’s loss of control. Within the two minute expansion period she had already exploded into strictly contained orgasmic eruption, all the more exciting for the sight of her puffy bulbous figure as it twitched jerked and wobbled in the biting cinches of the clamps. Her eyes pleaded again as the cataclysmic eruption subsided, but neither of the onlookers realised that it wasn’t a plea for mercy, but in fact a silent cry for a repeat performance.

They left the machine and its safely installed project to their own devices, but Snowy could hardly wait for morning. A seven litre Kuwaiti storage vessel promised to be an awe inspiring sight. He paused as the re-inflating girl ballooned out into the first of her newly indexed four minute cycles, noting that she was already perceptibly larger with an increased volume of liquid as her body stretched to accommodate even more. No doubt with an extended expansion period she would grow to like the experience, and then be increased to even longer duration as an oil filled female bladder.


It was going to be hard to sleep tonight with the image of her lonely body-pulsing vigil out here, getting bigger and more rotund with each passing hour. The ballooning figure reached eye popping proportions about the time Snowy was sure she would burst, tempting him to stay and savour her impossible dilemma. But work beckoned. There was still half a truck to unload, and more than twenty stools still to service.

There was plenty of time to figure out how to inflate her tits later.

The writhing pressure-tautened figure followed his gaze to her breasts and her struggles to escape the banding increased dramatically.

Three minutes later the pump effortlessly added another half litre to her previous expansion volume.

Cheeks like rosy apples, bottom and tummy expanded to unprecedented contour, the luckless lady strained mightily as she was inexorably expanded to a new level of deliciously quivering tautness.

THE MILL

The unloading of the truck seemed random at first, but steadily a pattern emerged as the original team of Bella’s ranch were singled out one by one and sent to a separate holding shed whilst still contained within the inescapable steel tombs of the warheads. Snowy’s querying look only received a finger tapped against a nose. The message was clear. Keep your nose out!

He took the warning at face value and asked no more. Whatever it was, Peter would surely take great pride in revealing once he was good and ready. Given some of the masterpieces of erotic engineering he’d unveiled in the past, Snowy guessed that his patience would be well rewarded in the end.

In the meantime there was a whole new plethora of equipment to see in operation, and plenty of heavenly bodies to torment. He doubted he’d get bored during the wait. Peter had remarked that when he had designed and constructed the place, he’d never dreamed he would ever have more than Sandra to test at any given time. But that was before the evil Sharna and her greasy lecherous sidekick Petros had opened up a whole new ball game. It now seemed as if he would see everything in use at once. ... A sobering thought indeed.

The next four were Kuwaiti’s, and after feeding and toileting, were carried, still bound hand and foot, to the small stream feeding the pond.

Standing stark and foreboding was the old mill, complete with a massive water wheel at one side. Peter vanished for a few minutes to set the brake. That done, he swung the sluices and temporarily diverted the water flow over the ponderously turning wheel. He reappeared just as the wheel ground to a halt.

With the wheel stopped, Snowy was able to study new planking that betrayed the fact that this ancient power source had undergone some recent and radical changes.

The paddles were all new, and unlike any other water wheel in the world, had self defeating holes in each that allowed the main force of water power to drain through. But closer inspection revealed that each paddle was twopiece, and suspiciously similar in design to items more at place in a dungeon. For a while, the clearly intentional clustering of four paddles per set, and then a space, had him baffled. He did a quick summing up, and as it turned out came to the correct conclusion as he mentally unravelled the usage. The uppermost, or lowest, depending on which side of the wheel, would crimp paired wrists held above the head. The next down was clearly neck size with side cutouts to encircle the upper arms and pinion them to each side of the head. That was followed by a waist sized third paddle hole.

Which just left number four. It didn’t take a genius to figure that the final plank would neatly accommodate a pair of trim ankles.

Carlos arrived in time to help with the installation. Ten minutes later, four wailing girls were arched backward into a graceful circle of fettered curvaceous nudity. It hadn’t been easy wrestling the madly struggling maidens into place. Even amateurs like these had managed to figure out the outcome of becoming part of that wet wooden rotor.

Peter vanished again, and shortly thereafter the remaining two helpers saw a slight movement in the wheel as the brakes were released. Then the wheel began to rotate as a particularly well endowed maiden at the top created an imbalance. It was fantastic to watch her melon shaped breast mounds slowly elongating to become pendulous orbs as gravity played a hand. Steadily gaining momentum, the heaviest girl swung slowly down to the lowest position and was just coming to a rest as the water reappeared from the topside feeder chute. Peter had redirected the sluice gates.

Instantly the air was rent with screams as ice cold river water doused the maidens and impacted on the upper paddles; showering in all directions in a silvery cascade of water droplets. The slowing swing of the wheel faltered, then took on purpose as it began to turn. Each frantically struggling girl was in turn submerged in the powerful flow of crystal clear water as she passed the chute; only to appear spluttering and gasping at the lower arch of the wheel. Pretty soon the wheel was up to speed. With water wasting holes so beautifully filled with femininity the old water engine ran smoothly at full speed.

It was a marvellously uplifting sight to see those struggling, wetly glistening, nubile bodies rotating and arched to perfection. Already both newcomers were convinced that the long trip had been well worth the effort and stood entranced by the vision of the writhing rotary lovelies.

“Come on guys, we need more material for the inside.” Questioningly they turned to look at Pete™ and saw him grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“All the original equipment is still operational in there, and I modified it at the same time as the wheel. We'll need another four dozen girls to fill all the vacant spaces in one item alone.“

Both men turned towards the stone face of the mill wall and all of a sudden the deep rumbling from inside took on a whole new meaning as they visualised the ponderously cranking cogs and wheels of the ancient machinery. Peter began to head back to the truck, and realising that they were wasting time, the lustfully dreaming pair galvanised into action and follow him at the trot.

Fitting out the next item took some time. The giant twin mill stones were equipped to accept twenty girls each, and in fact were the only item that was completely modern. The great two ton sandstone originals had been replaced with moulded Plaster of Paris copies, that externally looked no different, other than being a different colour. But when Peter disengaged the drive shaft and operated a mechanism to lift them apart, the major difference became apparent.

Arranged in a symmetrical radius format, rather like the petals of a daisy, were what could only be shallow female shaped recesses. Each in turn was festooned with a plethora of shining steel fetters that were deeply embedded in the moulding.

Under Peter’s direction, the first madly wriggling girl was released from her temporary shackles and forced bodily into the nearest available indent, quickly losing her fleeting moment of freedom as the shackles of the stone clamped her down into place. They stood back and studied the whimpering girl. Fixed face up, a third of her restrained body was raised clear of the protecting solidity of the mill stone.

Snowy instantly latched on to the fact that she was slightly bowed upward once fully secured, boobs and pussy mound prominently displayed for whatever diabolical test of libido Peter had cooked up in his lecherous mind. But there was no time to stand around contemplating her navel. ... Another twenty three recesses had to be filled to complete the lower stone. Then there was the more difficult task of inserting the same number of maidens into the upper section.

Fully kitting out the millstones took two hours.

But in the end all was ready. The noise of dissent had been quelled by gagging the whole lot with highly effective head harnesses incorporating plug gags as the standard fixture.

And now, the only recourse left to the fettered maidens was the shaking bobbing rings of protruding heads sticking out of each massive stone.

Peter operated the engaging mechanism, and they all watched gleefully as the upper stone began to rumble around. He waited till the clutch was fully engaged, then moved over to a lever that would lower the upper daisy arrangement into contact with the bottom stone.

Inexorably the two undulating surfaces of human embossing moved together, until finally nipples began to flick on all the women as the first contact was made. A chorus of moaning gasps filled the air as each and every restrained woman felt her pre-aroused nipples flicking exotically, tantalisingly, teased by the fortyeight hardening nodules of the opposing stone.

But Peter was far from finished yet. He continued to ease the squirming females into intimate, and infinitely more interesting contact, studying the increasing effects of heavier contact with the eye of an expert. At first the nipple nodules merely snicked past each other. Then the flipping touch became a heavy contact that set the luscious titties wobbling and jostling as the fully engorged kernels of their libido poked and prodded at areola and nipples alike. He kept winding them in closer until the sheer force of the massive friction was flattening each and every rotating boob set into shuddering compressed ovoids of womanhood that dragged nipples painfully sideways.

Finally he seemed satisfied, and locked the lever in position before joining his pals in bug eyed wonderment. When he had built the device, it had been a forlorn hope that he would ever see this magnificent array graced by anything other than lifelike models to fantasize over. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever considered that one day it may be fully occupied by real warm sumptuously endowed feline forms.

The nodding heads were already frenzied in the attempts to escape as the full impact of the body milling arrangement ground home. Fleshy tits and instantly excited sex juiced pussies were being pounded to destruction as each and every cinched woman was forced to endure the staggeringly erotic feeling of being smeared across the bodies of the opposing stone arrangement. The room became filled with the heavenly sound of groaning orgasmic eruption as the living millstone homogenised into a single mass of heaving carnal flesh. Grooves faithfully reproduced in the plaster, that at a time in the past would have carried the ground flour, now seeped with an endless trickling flow of musky female syrup. This pure nectar of womanhood became tainted with a foreign substance as Peter turned on a small valve. They all watched avidly as a fine spray of baby oil jetted between the rotating nubile surfaces and turned the curvaceous peachlike projections of mons and boobs into glistening oiled splendour.

The groaning gave way to a frantic pleading as a grinding dry boob contact was replaced by the oozing sensation of tit sliding against tit.

The outflow from the grooves increased dramatically, and with a final adjustment to increase contact pressure, became a steady flow.

Snowy peered between the stones into the dark core, and was able to see a multitude of offered pussy lips blubbering and trembling with reaction as they were minced against opposing thighs and clashing love-lips. But the sight began to disappear as Peter wound them into even greater compression, finally halting when the stones were only three inches apart. It was most enjoyable to watch the traumatised faces of the upturned females as their noses began to flick against the downward facing maidens like a giant female ratchet device. Snorting blasts of panting breath adding effect to the general music of spasming females in symphony The thought of what was happening inside those stones hardly bore thinking about now.

Helpless tethered girls were literally being mashed together in a most erotic manner; ground into a pulverised mush of straining orgasmic female jelly. The Kuwaiti girls were receiving their first baptism of fire in the furnace of their own fully awakened bodies.

“Come on you lot, we’ve still got a lot of installation work to do yet.” It was Peter, eager to complete the full mechanised display, his face already endowed with a rosy flush that belied his detachment from the scene. Goggle eyed, the two stared around them at all the massive gears and reciprocating chunks of iron, and their minds ran riot at the possibilities offered by this wondrous place.

They left the female lust-grinder to run as they went to collect even more soft sensuous fodder for the insatiable driving energy provided by that voluptuously cavorting water wheel.

Doubtless none of the paddle plugging females had any idea that they were instrumental in putting fellow women through a love-juice press; squeezing the traumatised maidens precious love liquid out by means of pressure and unavoidable arousal. But then, how could they know that each time the freezing deluge hit their rotating bodies, forty-eight bound beauties had completed another round of boob squashing, pussy pulverising contact? Peter’s human juice extractor rumbled on.

Snowy was needed at the servicing shed and he vanished for a while as he became occupied with moving the portable servicing unit to its next stool. Standing alongside Carlos, Peter scratched his head and studied the rapidly emptying truck. A quick check of the markings on the warhead casings appraised him of the contents. Apart from a few sundry Kuwaiti’s and the odd western girl picked up at random in the refugee recruitment drive, there were only two notable women left to find a position for.

The frown vanished as he mentally allocated a particularly arduous punishment section of the FULL CIRCLE mill machinery for some mischievous ladies he owed a return match to.

“Let’s have Sandra and Company for this next little exhibit.” He needed them for his pet project in the special shed, but they could wait till last for moulding and fitting. In the meantime it would do them good to languish a few days away in the mill-house. The eight remaining Kuwaiti’s would serve well for day to day events, pulling pony traps, decorating the wheels and the like.

Sandra and Angela were in worse shape than the others as regards fighting spirit. Their stay in the sub’s rubber cocoons had already weakened them prior to installation in the torpedoes. As a result they proved no problem at all as the men first freed, and then fed and toileted them. By the time the cramps had eased and they were in a state to make a physical protest with some hope of success, the chance had passed.

Of all the Mill “workers’ the two terrible twins, as Pete’ often referred to them, were the only ones granted the luxury of clothing; although clothing was stretching the description somewhat. Occupational apparel was probably a more accurate term. ‘Pete’s fetish whim’ was probably a better description. Needless to say, in a very short time both women had been forcibly dressed in rather foxy rubber outfits that sparkled with the sheen of polished latex and served admirably to cinch and shape the nubile women in a most enjoyable manner..

Glowering menacingly, the two stood silently under protest as the rig was finished, only to find themselves instantly jerked aloft by old sack hoists that had been connected to their wrists. Sullenly they stared down as Peter’s henchmen completed the setup under expert guidance.

The rubber wear consisted of knickers, stilettoed thigh boots, bra and brank gags As usual the gags were effective in the extreme, and whilst the bras were over-full and covered most of the bulging orbs of compressed womanhood, they still managed to shape and present the girls boobs like a pair of half melons that begged to be groped. Nipple tips were missing. ... ( Surprise surprise! ) And the boots, although comfortable, shaped the dangling limbs into irresistible columns of surreal perfection.

There was a little bout of kicking as their ankles were grasped, but on the whole it was a token affair A spreader bar with a pair of odd swivel mounted central slider tubes soon removed that method of complaint. But shortly thereafter it became an ominously effective item.

The swinging women were ready, and without further ado, were swung over a massive horizontal drive gear some ten feet in diameter.

Sandra craned her head forward and stared at the passing gear teeth with more than a little trepidation. A spread pussy hanging lined up with dozens of heavily greased busily whirring gear teeth was hardly a desirable position to be in. But remembering the bar of the leg spreader, she gleaned some comfort from the fact that her gaping pubis had a crash barrier installed.

Mistrustfully they watched as Peter reappeared in their line of vision carrying four rods that resembled long broom handles. With even greater misgivings they struggled valiantly as two rods were threaded through the swivel rings of each spreader, and pushed up to touch the rubber sheathed crotches full of bulging vulnerable womanhood. But again, both women felt secure to a certain extent. After all, both their spread and offered openings were already well filled with the panti’s internal rubber dildos. Had they been privy to the sight from below, they would probably have not been so comfortable in their assumption. The rubber pantie plugs were hollow.

Sandra, the first to discover that all was not kosher, gasped past the gag as her frontal rubber implant swelled alarmingly. Only then did she realise that the advancing rod had actually been thrust tightly into the unseen socket formed by the dildo cavity. The gasp was repeated, only louder, as her bottom stretched to accommodate an anal swelling rubber butt plug. The portent of doom loomed as with one mind, both girls felt the rod’s stiff levering motion deep inside their bodies. Additional ankle chains attached to the spreader clamps were tightened leaving them both ominously centred, rod ends lined up with the rotating serrations of the gear below.

The struggles became violent, and muffled cries for mercy rose higher as the sack hoists squeaked and began to lower the female burden.

Only inches separated rod and teeth, and now even that was being stolen as the helpless women were lowered.

Clackity!- Clackity!- Clackity! The end of Angela’s dangling pole made contact, and instantly she burst into frenzied efforts to escape. The pair of expanded rubber bungs in her lower body had begun a mechanised dancing vibration that set her whole groin afire with feeling. It was like a magnificently stiff male member routing and thrusting in an orgy of wanton unchecked lust. But worse; it went on and on without pause jarring and poking with gay abandon.

A muffled curse and Sandra’s clacking duet added to the din of well prodded pussy plundering as Peter lowered the other hoist.

Muted screeching emanated from her well packed oral cavity as the twin poles squirmed and rattled in her body. Within seconds, both pair of panties were leaking streams of love juice to run un-impeded down the glistening rubber clad thighs. Spread legs flexed with muscle power as the dangling dames tried to squeeze their aching love buds. It was a fiendish arrangement. Fettered by the taut ankle chains, they were held in perfect alignment with the source of the motive power wrecking their pussies and bums. Worse still they were arranged in such a way as to prevent any attempt to ease the burgeoning lust that was roasting the blubbering lips of those pouting pole pounded pubises. But Peter wasn’t done yet. Attaching a waist harness, he ran cords through a single ring positioned away from the body and snapped crocodile clips on the ends to each heaving tit. Weights on the other end were dropped, and soon made contact with the whirling gear. The effect was staggering for the onlookers, but not so well received by the nipple owners. Clipped smartly by a passing gear tooth, each weight tended to fly wildly in random swings that sent devastating sensations along the twanging cords. But it was far more sinister than that. Given the girls squirming forms; the differing angle of contact; and several other variables too complex to calculate; the jerking sexually enraged nodules could never know when the next impulse was due. It was a totally random titillation that drove the unfulfilled boiling sex crazed women insane as they tried to plan their rising eruptions to match the twanging stimulation in the jerking fire of their jutting defenceless nipples.

For a while they all watched the juddering pussies and rolling eyeballs, but with the inevitable result. Like the terribly tormented women, the men needed to find an outlet for the massively pleasurable sensations spawned by such delectably traumatised female flesh.

So, upon spying a last remaining item unadorned, Peter brought in four of the girls allocated as Ponies. Pulling Pony carts was an easy task. First they could earn the privilege of being reduced to beasts of burden.

The mill, like many water engines of the old days was used as a source of power for many small mundane tasks. Pumping water from a deep well to the farmhouse was one of them. A huge rocking beam gea.red to the main power shaft had at one time worked a crude lift pump.

But Peter with his inventive mind had instantly envisaged another use for such linear power.

Two of the fearfully shrinking violets were singled out and selected for the ornamental side of the device. Quickly they were secured with simple leather binders at ankle and wrists, then carried towards an vaguely human shaped cage affair. After much pushing and shoving, laced with groans and squeaks of protest from the steel encircled damsels, the selected girls were fully enclosed and the fastening snapped shut.

Ensconced in a form fitting medieval mannequin cage, they had little chance of escaping before the next trails and tribulations were vented on their stiffened forms. Crushed together in a face to face format, the two matched lovelies looked exquisite as they wriggled their bulging bottoms through the deliberately undersized shape of the cage. One olive skinned beauty tried to speak, but only achieved a garbled exclamation of pain as her working mouth contacted the spikes of a monstrously effective double ended brank gag.

Those ancient witch-hunters had certainly known their trade. Any woman condemned as a witch would have little chance to plead her innocence once fitted with these gadgets.

Fearfully they watched as a heavy wooden cover was pulled aside to reveal a brimming full well, and seeing the men turning in their direction, both began to heave mightily against the cold steel bands of her confinement. But it was useless. They could only struggle impotently as the cage was hoisted and inverted, then carried to the vertical pump shaft hanging from the stationary beam. Seconds later they were firmly fixed in a inverted mode, heads poised a mere twelve inches above to black water of the well.

Now came the preparation of the working parts of this arrangement. Peter studied the choice for himself. The other two could share the remaining girl, but for now he had chosen the most voluptuous of the pair; a dusky maiden of exquisitely rounded firm curves, and more importantly, a well padded bottom.

She was seized without further ceremony, and taken up the ladder to a small staging above that surrounded the pump shaft on three sides.

Quickly she was reduced to ineffectual struggles as her upper torso was welded to the shaft with a series of roller buckled straps. A choker collar with shaft fittings served to hold her head firm and erect, whilst folded arms, palms touching the front of her shoulders, were soon included in the strapping, compressing her arms uselessly to her sides. The fingers left sticking up framed her face perfectly as she clutched and clawed at thin air. Trembling with apprehension, the girl stood still as her legs were gripped at the ankles, and with two of the men working together, were drawn up until they passed from her sight behind her head.

Youth and flexibility were on her side. Having her ankles swung past her body and mated behind the shaft was stressful but not painful.

The degree of exposure to her leaking pussy was a different story. Cords passing either side of her pouting mons served both to hold her tightly back to the shaft, and extrude her pussy in most provocative manner. Exposed by tautly stretched buttocks and drum-skin firm thighs, her mons was stuck out on offer like a flashing light. It took two minutes to enhance the scene with a second back to back display as the last girl became part of the pump shaft.

Peter checked everything over a last time. As an afterthought he smeared both the quivering love mounds with a liberal dosing of heavy gear grease. Then he collected a chair from the back of the landing and arranged himself in a seated position before the trussed maiden.

After some careful chair shuffling he seemed content and reached down to unzip his fly. The fettered girl’s eyes widened in shock as a huge throbbing purple headed trouser snake leapt from the confines of his crotch and pointed menacingly at her impossibly vulnerable love lips. She’d foregone the chance to study mechanical engineering in her student days, but then a mentally retarded rabbit could have figured out what came next. There was a minor scuffle at the other side of the pole as Carlos and Snowy vied for first honours, and suddenly Peter saw a beaming Snowy with an aged, yet perfectly serviceable shaft of his own sitting down to face him.

‘Let her rip sport,” was about all he could manage between gasping breaths of lustful anticipation.

Peter grinned as he saw the pounding heart flickering in the old man’s chest and reaching out, operated a large wooden lever nearby. The beam’s drive mechanism engaged with a crunch as the shaft began to move. .

Even with mouths jacked open by the branks, the descending caged women managed a creditable din that was quickly extinguished as they were plunged headfirst into the icy water of the well. Streaming and spluttering they rose with the returning beam, only to be dunked again. The whole cage vanished from sight as they submerged to a depth of some ten feet, ensuring that every inch of the girls was well dipped. The beam engine settled to a nice steady stroke interspersed with wailing entreaties from a pair of nicely glistening caged felines, who kindly undertook to enhance the whole image of wet naked bodies with an immensely pleasing, powerfully restrained, contortionist demonstration..

Peter and Snowy hardly noticed. They were too preoccupied with the folded females who had arrowed down to spear themselves most conveniently on the thrusting poles of their manhood. But not content with merely swallowing the presented dicks in their sex tubes, they had continued downward to thump exquisitely firm taut bottoms into appreciative male laps. The reverse motion dragged them upwards with a creditable squelching as they drew off the marauding manhood. Up and up they went, rising to nearly a foot above the skin splitting inflation of those penile prongs until the shaft sent them plummeting down to a new pussy piercing landing. The shaft mounted girls bucked and screeched, but were powerless to end the thundering good shafting being handed out. Snowy moved twice, and twice was rewarded with a carrot peeling super tight sphincter juddering down his erection. Luckily, some of the pussy grease had carried over on his pulsing pole, and this eased what could have been a disastrous non-event as the puckered ring refused him entry.

But Peter wasn’t satisfied. He moved to another clutch handle and engaged a nearby set of horizontal cog drives.

The effect was instantly apparent as the two small wheels began to spin at speed. Fitted with a leather thongs on each, and geared to run in sync with the nodding beam, the thongs always arrived at the dipping cage just as the bottoms were aligned at the top of stroke. The full brilliance of Peter’s unquestionable genius for the sport of retribution became clear. It was pure magic to watch, ... but hard work on the ears and over expanded prodding male poles as the sounds of dissent notched up another four or five levels. A sound thrashing and dipping was sure to have the desired effect on two confirmed masochist females in close contact. But for the men, the effects of having an already bursting erection swell even more as the living wanking machine dropped a squirming tight pussy on it was another matter.

Peter gripped the girl’s nipples as she oscillated up and down, allowing the weight of his arms to draw her youthful breasts into painful elongation. But far from feeling pain, the crimson face and flaring nostrils of the orgasmic bobbing feline left no doubt that her abuse as a thing of male masturbation was not entirely without her approval. That had been freely given after her second drop onto the plundering pussy stretcher provided by her tormentor. Already her eyes were rolling up under lids as she experienced highs that were unthinkable only hours before. Hot breath blasted from flared nostrils to flutter the chest hair of that ingenious man she was servicing.

She struggled, but not to escape. It was more a desire to enhance her own enjoyment by savouring her inability to avoid being mechanically impaled with such force and finality.

The gusting sounds of explosive breath gained power. Each snorting exhalation seemed timed to coincide and indeed was enhanced by powerful thrusting impalement on that column of vibrant male. She couldn’t resist the feeling of her pussy literally exploding open with each dramatic reaming, followed by a sharp jolt as her bottom flattened on impact. Then there was the delightfully erotic feeling of a deep rooted suction as Peter’s throbbing phallic piston was withdrawn at speed. Even though it took mere milliseconds to travel back up the pulsing shaft of manhood; she began to scream impatiently for the hugely pleasurable sensation created by her pussy lips smacking back together. Her emotions boiled over as the impending storm grew, sphincter muscles twitching with uncontrollable muscle spasms released fart after fart, occasionally supplemented by another similar sound as her well pumped pussy released trapped air. This coupled to the squelching impact of each pussy splitting, buttock flattening, downward stroke all added to the symphony of groaning wailing orgasmic eruptions permeating the mill room as the various fettered damsels burned in the fires of uncontrollable lust and wanton abandonment.

It was a wondrous sound for any man to hear; let alone two men being shagged to death by flying trussed pussy holes. Carlos didn’t bother to wait for some strange reason, and contented himself by almost yanking his cock off in the corner.

The day dragged on. Finally three exhausted males staggered from the mill room to complete the tasks in hand. Behind them the water wheel ponderously rumbled on; whilst inside that den of wailing lost souls the mayhem continued unabated as two well shafted maidens jerked up and down on replacement polished wooden male organs. The millstones ground round, and the mincing manipulation of those pulverised twitching female forms maintained the copious musky flow of sex oil in the grooves. With bloodshot pleading eyes, they could only watch as the cog-tormented terrible twins suffered a fate almost worse than theirs, ... pussies subjected to constant levering vibration of the dildo crowbars. It was small consolation as forty-eight tits ceaselessly mashed against their own, and orgasms raged through drained and weakening bodies.

PLOTS AND PONIES

The Mill-House was kept in operation for several days. However none of the girls were expected to withstand the continual abuse meted out by any single contraption.

Compassionately, Peter and his male coconspirators arranged a rotor system and moved the women onto other devices after each feeding and servicing session. Of course the girls being milled to twitching orgasmic dust had longer to wait before rising to higher things because of the sheer numbers. But at least they had the comfort of knowing that sooner or later they would be taking the place of one of the other traumatised women in view.

During that time Peter started on his pet project.

No-one was allowed near the special shed, not even his male partners in crime. All women who were summoned for development purposes were bound gagged and blindfolded, and throughout the sometimes complex mouldings and manufacturing processes, remained blinded to the final outcome. Snowy and Carlos were both of the opinion that something very special was going on down there. Virtually continuous arc welding flashes through the skylights, late night hammering and banging, and the constant whine of power tools left them in no doubt that it was a major development in technology of female control.

Vans and trucks came and went delivering materials and gadgets, or taking away items to be made from moulds. But Snowy and Carlos were never being allowed near enough to study the secretive operations. All at the farm were left in wondering as to the outcome of this masterpiece of female control. There was of course a major difference in the perception of this apocalyptic event. The men were chomping at the bit; whilst the women seemed to exhibit a slightly less enthusiastic view of the future.

Each in turn dreaded the morning role call that would call them for fitting in “the shed’. Once their names were shouted out, it became obvious that they were destined to become a working part of Peter’s imagination. The fact they were literally kept in the dark as to their eventual usage made the looming prospect even more overwhelming. Torn between a desire to escape and head for the hills; or stay and endure nightmarish levels of unspeakably exotic arousal, the ladies singled out invariably succumbed to the lure of unknown sexual delight.

Occasionally Peter would take a well earned rest from his labours, and collecting a couple of Kuwaiti’s from wherever was handy, would hitch them up to his private buggy and go for a spin in the grounds. It helped him to think as he watched the hard working rumps and cavorting bottoms. At times he simply reminisced over old times, the flashing thighs and rumps bringing back fond memories of his favourite women racing for the honour of first reprisal against the evil Sharna. Now that had been a sight for sore eyes. But in her way, the late barely missed Sharna furthered his own appreciation of the art, and indeed added many ideas that once de-tuned to less destructive levels, were eminently suitable for his own use.

A development of Sharna’s racer harness added even more voyueristically pleasurable views to the side by side pony team. Powerful clips gripping sensitive labial lips, tightened to spread the generously fleshy love lips of these sumptuously endowed ladies, were connected to the rump harness. This simple arrangement allowed him to savour the full glory of self engineered trauma as the Pony’s own movement placed exquisitely unpleasant stress on the fleshy lobes of her womanhood. Spread wide like a blooming red rose, the mincing pussy passages slithered and sucked in gaping enticement, dribbling and drooling with the unwanted juices of masochistic arousal as the connecting harnesses strained and stretched with the effect of jostling buttocks. Coupled to this was the awesome sight of a tautly stretched, buttock-massaged, anal sphincter muscle, delightfully expanded around the shaft of an inserted pony tail. That in itself was sufficient to provide top notch in-flight entertainment for the lounging jockey. But with both lower openings displayed at their unenviable best, the result was a treat of a quality rarely surpassed in any other format.

A tubular clitoral confinement and the sheer weight of that heavy brass container did little to ease the burden of unavoidable torment as it swung and jiggled; ... jingling the affixed cow bell mockingly so as to impress upon the sweating ponies just what levels of humiliating display they were providing. The reins trailing back from ringed nipples and passing underbelly, were even less fun. Threaded through neat designer runners in the dancing clit cylinder, they tugged and stretched every time a change in direction was indicated.

But Peter ignored all this trivia as he lashed the straining nates and set his ponies into a fast trot. He paid no heed to the trickling rivulets of sweat that betrayed overworked bodies at full stretch. They were ponies for the duration of his pleasure, and had no choice but to provide motive force at any level demanded.

The avenue of tress flashed overhead, echoing the clip clopping of excruciatingly formed stilettoed ballerina hooves, and he was at peace with the world as they sped along the leafy highways and byways of his new lair, led by a spectacular display of rolling harnessed female bottom, rippling thighs and pendulously swinging tits. What fabulous beasts of burden these females were.

When the urge took him; which was often, given the enticement, he would stop the lathering damsels and disconnect the carriage.

Reins drawn forward around the bole of one of the mighty oaks lining the driveway and tied on the other side, ensured that the titty tethered team stayed put whilst he indulged his relief.

Paired bums jutting out from the tree were easy meat when harnessed into a neat right-angled bending format.

Recommencing the journey after a few hours of most enjoyable rutting activity, Peter spotted anew idea clicking away in a field. The electric cattle fence wasn’t his, it was on the neighbour’s property; ... but it would serve well for a new idea that resurrected his flagging well serviced pole in a instant. He reined the ponies in at the control box, and switched the pulsing device off. Then moving further along the single wire, he located a join. Parting and reconnecting the wire took some time, but eventually two unsuspecting ponies stood tethered by the wire passing through their gold nipple rings. It was doubtful at that point that they understood the excellent conducting properties of gold.

Peter grinned as the next stage conjured up delightful feelings in his crotch, and giving each pony a hearty slap on the rump, he made his way back to the controller. He was about to switch on when he had second thoughts and bent to read the manufacturers plate. He heaved a sigh of relief as the legend bore out his suspicions. 15,000 volts pulse, but only .01 of an amp. Not something one would normal want connected to an ultra sensitive part of the anatomy, but well within human tolerance without danger. He flipped the switch and listened as the swinging pulsator notched back up to a steady ten second impulse, then pushed his way back through the bushes surrounding the headland of the field.

For a second he stopped dead as the ponies came back into view. Jumping and jerking madly, they were being surveyed by a boggle eyed farmer who had appeared through the gate on his tractor. Peter strode over as the craggy old-timer hopped down and stood red faced; breathing hard as he moved behind the spectacle of the dancing rumps.

‘Morning! Hope you don’t mind me borrowing your fence for a while?” The farmer’s mouth opened to reply, but only managed something akin to a croak. Pete’, sensing he had a kindred spirit here, pressed home his advantage.

“Care to try the one on the right? I fancy the left hand one myself.“

The farmer watched agog as Peter dropped his trousers and thrust powerfully into the jiggling bottom of the nearest electrically motivated maiden.

“Oh! And I'd advise you keep your Wellington’s on,” he added. 15,000 volts passing through a wet and tender prick could have disastrous effects on the male libido. But without a path to earth, they would be immune to the jolting fire passing through the traumatised boobs and out via dancing steel clad hooves. The farmer needed no second invitation, and within seconds the nearby woods echoed to the sound of groaning well pleased men.

It was a novel experience to shaft a woman who every ten seconds jerked savagely as she reacted to the input of high voltage electrons through her throbbing nipples. The rigours of such an enforced posture seemed to channel the powerful muscle response into a rearward thrust that threatened to permanently nail them to the plundering male poles. A most enjoyable thought in the men’s estimation; but requiring some strenuous hip gripping to ensure one stayed mounted on those bucking broncos.

For an hour they plundered the electro-humping ponies, spurred on to greater effort by a farmer who knew how to shorten the impulse timing to three second intervals. But finally both men were spent completely. Peter accepted the offer of a cup of coffee from the farmer’s flask, and they stood chatting as the jerking ponies continued their antics.

By the time the girls were released, they were firm friends, and offers of help and any farm machinery he needed were as close as the next farm. With a firm invite to Peter’s debut of his latest and greatest device, the farmer swung into the big John Deere tractor and was gone.

Peter was well satisfied with the outing as he drove the carriage back to the farm, and didn’t spare the whip as he urged the racing ponies to greater effort. During his rest vacation, the answer to a problem had been solved. Now all he wanted was to get back and put his ideas into practice.

The ponies whinnied and tossed heads as the lash continually snaked out to bite their juddering nates, occasionally flicking a searing tip into the gaping mouths of their pussies. But each time they managed to squeeze an ounce more effort from the flying legs and thrusting powerful buttock muscles. Peter waved a cheery goodbye as they flashed past the trundling tractor in the lane, then he turned back and laughed as the big green John Deere abruptly vanished into a hedgerow with a crashing of branches and smashed fencing.

Never mind, he doubted his new acquaintance would be angry at a loss of control engineered by the sight of his mincing pony team. In fact given the nature of the man, it was a fair bet that his big buxom wife back at the farm would soon be pressed into service as a creditable shire-horse, and find her sleeping arrangements relegated to the stable. Still laughing loudly at the mishap, he turned back to the panoramic view of the straining, ultra delicious pageant of flexing female hindquarters and laid the whip on with a gusto.

Ho! Ho! Giddyup! Ho! Ho! Ho! Crack! Crack!

The sleck carriage rocked and weaved as it careened around the bend and into the long straight back to the farm. Now he could really wind them up.

Crack! - Crack! - Crack! - Crack! - Crack! - Crack!

A curling vicious whip tip danced devilishly on the rounded flexing rumps, drawing further dismayed supplications from the straining ponies as they strove to obey. The breeze against his flushed cheeks strengthened considerably, and flecks of flying love juice spattered his face as the ponies burned up the road with long athletic strides of their flashing legs. Pussies mincing and mashing with alacrity; buttocks wobbling and flexing in perfect rhythm, the elegant olive skinned beauties pounded onward. He reached up and pulled down his goggles, then laid on a few more strokes for good measure. This was the life! Who the hell would want to return to being a salesman when there was a chance to control and abuse and use gorgeous females like this?

With a swish of gravel he reluctantly reached the farm and slewed the rocketing carriage around on the drive as he drew the gasping maidens to a halt. Carlos appeared and took the offered reins as Peter indicated he wanted to get back to his workshop.

‘Mind if I take them for a spin boss?” Peter looked back to the trembling sweat streaked ponies and then waved consent.

“Yes! Do them good, they look a bit out of condition to me. Give them a good work out on the straight stretch will you?“

Carlos grinned wolfishly and turned back to the bitted silently pleading ponies as he climbed aboard. Pete would be busy for hours once he vanished into that shed; ... ample time for an ex slaver to indulge his sadistic side and run these beauties into the ground. He reached forward and pulled back the head tensioning lever, grunting with satisfaction as both girls were forcibly yanked into a neck breaking upward facing mode, then as a final adjustment, screwed the torso bender to maximum. Peter never used full settings, but he himself much preferred the ponies bent slightly below horizontal and vulnerable bottoms rearing invitingly. Now they were just as he liked them, and ready for action; ... tortuously moulded to perfectly submissive targets and guaranteed to endure maximum stress as they strove to please.

Apart from that, the awkward positioning always produced a much more pronounced animation in the struggling rumps; .. a rolling exaggerated gait that instantly conveyed the impossible trauma of trying to perform as demanded in such a ridiculously humiliating position. He made a mental note to draw round to the grain shed and load a few hundred pounds of ballast into the cart. That always produced a most enjoyable effect in the rearward thrusting rumps as they strained to overcome the extra burden, not to mention the effects of driving them up that steep hill at the back of the property.

Peter meanwhile was enjoying the power of nonchalantly condemning the helpless team to a prolonged bout of muscle grinding effort at the hands of his heartless helper. He grinned to himself as the sound of cracking whip and crunching gravel heralded the start of the team’s next run, and turning back he watched as the team galloped past, eyeballs rolling, bitted mouths slavering, lithe limbs flexing and straining to please the new driver.

JUST MESSING ABOUT ON THE RIVER

But Peter wasn’t the only one due for some R & R. Snowy felt that he too deserved a break from the tedium of trussing women and sinking his aching shaft into their helpless bodies. A delivery from a south coast marina provided the excuse he needed.

Wanda was duly hauled up the slipway and into the boat shed for modifications. In this instance it was more a case of dragging her up the muddy bank with a tractor, and sledging her weed festooned form across to a handy cowshed. The mud wasn’t so bad, but a cobbled farmyard played havoc with her jutting boobs.

Snowy set about the task of removing to underpowered Johnson outboard, and no doubt the solidified maiden was pleased to have her novel transom relieved of the weight, if only for a short time. The Johnson was put to one side; and with a sense of urgency, prodded into being by a raging lust, Snowy hacked at the recently delivered crate with a wrecking bar.

Eventually a gleaming new Evinrude 300 horsepower outboard stood denuded of packing on the delivery pallet. Snowy eyed it with relish.

A sentiment not mirrored by a nearby bugeyed female chariot-boat, who only had thoughts on what an extra 100 horse power thrust would mean to her bruised orifice bridge.

But she needn’t have worried, Snowy the marine architect, ‘self appointed’ had figured all stress angles. A massively increased girth in both locater plugs would absorb some of the power as a result of the maximised friction on the walls of her fleshy tunnels. That and a heavy duty crotch moulding designed in carbon bonded GRP, vulcanised to a spiked rubber lining would ensure the motor stayed firmly in place. Five hard rubber spikes buried deeply in to the clamp compressed bridge between ass and pussy would guarantee the Evinrude couldn’t move and inch. In addition, the nipple stabilisers were to be supplemented by two heavy duty riggers that connected to the base of tit cinching steel bands clamped tightly to the base of her generous chest assembly, and a further rod snugged into the cleft of her buttock humps would pass full length to connect with a new collar clamp on her severely stretched and epoxy stiffened neck.

He set about the work like a man with a plan, and by mid afternoon, the Evinrude was securely mated to its feminine craft. The craft seemed a might miffed judging by the hearty groans emitted by the black arched-back figurehead formed by Wanda’s masked face.

But give her time and she’d accept the twin four inch diameter steel motor mounting Frankfurter’s nestling in her lower body.

Snowy checked that all was correctly aligned and screwed the orifice clamp tight. Even though encased in a powerful rock-hard moulding of fibre glass and carbon fibres, the ex starlet still managed to achieve a minute degree of flexing as she rebelled against the near parallel mating of her two lower channels.

A few minor adjustments to increase the tension on all three stabiliser bars, and all was ready.

Snowy frowned as a small problem arose.

Wanda was weighing in at about 400 kilos with the engine and moulding. Dragging that lot across two fields to the river could prove unproductive in maintaining her fabulous knockers in a gropeable condition. No! ... He would have to find another way.

Wanda fumed and raged inside her inescapable prison as she swung to and fro, the sheer weight of her attachments was bending the protective mould and torsioning her tormented form even more. A three point lift, between ankles and neck clamp was Snowy’s solution. A tractor equipped with a front end loader came in very handy for this sort of work. He trundled his lofted speedboat to the river and after some searching, found a convenient spot to launch the craft. Wanda should have been pleased as the lapping water promised an easing of the load on her casting, by allowing her to resume a less strained format. As it happened her mind was on other things. Apart from wondering if she would ever be allowed to resume a comparatively normal human shape again, her immediate thoughts were on just what would happen when Snowy started yanking that starter cord for the first time. Her thoughts were interrupted as the slip shackle hoisting her form was released. From a height of some six feet, Wanda plummeted down to a full frontal entry into the cold river. After some submergence and a whole lot of bobbing about, the female craft settled in the water and was allowed to return to the previous disconcerting thoughts of the engine starting.

She didn’t have long to wait before finding out.

Snowy clad in a brightly coloured wetsuit thumped into the saddle. The craft was floating stern down due to the extra weight of the big engine, but unleashing three hundred horses would do that anyway. Wanda’'s gagged protests and pleading had no effect as she felt the first tug and braced herself for the ensuing trauma. Frozen into a helpless resin entombed impotency, she couldn’t even twitch to convey her discontent. Her demonic straining efforts to escape the forthcoming trauma didn’t even register as a slight distortion in the massively powerful hull structure. Snowy savoured that fact, appraised of her efforts by the muted sounds wafting up between each effort to get the motor started.

The big motor was being awkward. Seven times Wanda suffered the agonies of suspense before the Evinrude coughed and then burst into a full throated roar.

Wanda screamed into the gag as something massive gave her a kick up the crotch that would have floored an elephant, humping her squashy bottom into a massive hillock as the charging engine bulldozed into her and compressed her exposed regions against the unyielding edges of her floating prison. But even before she had time to react, she found her boobs being slapped around like a boxer’s punch bag. The sheer speed through the water turned each little wavelet into a callused palm as they battered the crap out of her tits. Her mighty snort of horror was drowned as Snowy gleefully wound open the throttle and the big motor opened up to full bore; ... an event that gave her a choice of preferences. The boat lurched out of the water with the huge surge of energy, and Wanda was pleased to feel her pummelling boobs lifting clear of the water and skipping lightly across the wave-tops. It was a matter of preferring to have ones super-cinched spherical knockers used as footballs, or have the savagely thrusting great throbbing wedge of that vibrating juggernaut trying to overtake by going straight through the middle. Wanda decided her boobs were expendable as the giant 300 horse power trench digger punched deeper and deeper into her wide spread crotch. Her problem was passing on the carefully considered decision to her joy-riding charioteer.

Gritting her teeth against the violent abuse of her nether region, and steeling herself against the massive buffeting jerks as they bucketed along, she strove to suppress horribly unwanted masochistic feelings gathering in her rigid form.

Only a few months ago, the idea of becoming sexually excited at thought of being converted into a rigid dehumanised floating erection enhancer would have been scoffed at. And yet here she was, the soft centre of a solid block of resin, being driven nuts by a boiling desire to satisfy the raging arousal coursing through her veins; no less amazing for the fact that her jockey was wizened old man who seemed to enjoy her trauma as her sensuous body was hurled across a river at breakneck pace. There was no accounting for the quirks of the human mind. ... His or hers!

Concentrating ahead, she forced herself to focus on something that would take her mind away from it all. Wanda instantly got her wish as her disbelieving eyes latched on to the object ahead.

The high pitched keening scream of her terror was lost in the roar of engine and lashing spray.

Snowy skidded the craft around in a power turn that almost gutted the sensitive engine mounting, and placed massive loadings on her juddering boob roots. Ignoring the Gee forces of such a turn, he lined her up with a five meter ski jump left in the river by a local water ski club. Bracing for the leap and raising his vulnerable nuts away from the bucking saddle, he yippee’d as the skipping chariot thumped tit first onto the lead-up and rocketed up the slope. The mashed boobs compressed and dragged painfully backward as the heavy machine flashed up the ramp, fortunately the curvature of the underside prevented the full 400 kilos from using her tits as castors. But Snowy was out of practice, and putting a fraction too much weight in one stirrup as he stood up. he caused the chariot to slew just a fraction. Almost in slow motion the speeding epoxied woman and her rider thundered off the ramp and took to the air. Gracefully, chariot and charioteer then parted company and splashed down some thirty yards from the take off point in two massive geysers of spray.

Snowy rose quickly to the surface spouting a geyser of swallowed water, then laughed out loud as he searched around for his steed. But it was nowhere to be seen.

He was just starting to get worried when the surface boiled and a streaming chariot burst into view. Poor Wanda had completed a perfect arc before finally nose diving into the river at an acute angle.

Four hundred kilos travelling at thirty knots whilst plummeting from the sky had a tendency to go deep, not to mention the impacting tits that were well placed to endure maximum reentry drag. A mud caked figurehead was proof that the submarine excursion had stuck her headfirst into the bottom, and then dragged her clear of the glutenous mess as the natural buoyancy hauled the chariot to the surface.

Snowy clambered aboard and yanked the big engine back into life. Fortunately it was fully waterproofed and fitted with an automatic intake shut-off. It fired first time.

He tried the ramp twelve times before he got it right, and seven times Wanda completed an in depth survey of the river bottom, including a study of mud burrowing creatures and several long sunk old boots.. The other five mishaps were either two point titty touchdowns that ended in both rider and chariot somersaulting down river, or inverted belly-up affairs that merely planed her under the surface for ten yards or more. On one of those occasions she landed before her skydiving jockey, and Snowy was amazed to watch the twin conning towers of her bobbling water juggled boobs streaking through the water like conical periscopes as they raised feathered plumes of spray.

Finally he tired of the ramp and sped off in search of other fun things to do. Rapids seemed a good bet for some tricky riding, but the straining rigidly contained orgasm below seemed unimpressed as she regularly ploughed the pebbled bottom with her nipples or suffered the indignity of having a tilting outboard jemmying her novel crotch transom. Orgasm was the best description for the feeling in the bonded fibre imprisoned woman. Poor Wanda had finally capitulated to her exploding lust as the motor ravaged her crotch. From the third attempt at the ski jump, and all those following, she had ceased to be a woman, and had evolved into a contained orgasmic entity that pulsed and seethed in an escape proof juddering container.

The frothing wake hid the tell tale signs of her spasming torment as it skilfully blended her frothing pussy secretions into the turbulent water. Even a slalom of sunken tree stumps whizzing past as Snowy jinked and swerved had little effect on nullifying the ravenous beast of her enraged carnal drive as the raging motor crushed her clitty flat and juggled her lower body with a shattering ferocity.

But finally Snowy had run out of things to do.

A quick check of the fuel status told him it was time to go home.

Spinning the craft around he headed back at a leisurely ten knots and slid back out of the saddle to perch on the comfortable humps of a throbbing, conveniently presented ass forming the back stop. Only then, as he revelled in the feeling transmitted by those jiggling jellied mounds did the full magnificence of Wanda’s motorised vibrating torment strike home.

Feeling himself near to eruption he wound the big motor up to full bore and completed the job as the bottom humped up in compression and performed a frenzied massage of his squirming appreciative butt. His eruption was not long in coming, But when it did, the force of the event took him by surprise. Locked in a muscle grinding spasm of ecstasy, he momentarily lost balance. In a flash of realisation he grabbed for the tiller to steady himself, but was too far back to ensure a full grip. The effect was for his wet slippery hand to roll the throttle open. The chariot exploded into action, throwing him backward over the viciously accelerating bottom in a undignified backward somersault. He wildly threw his arms out and connected both sides with the vertical towing posts of Wanda’s lower legs. Seconds later he emerged spluttering and gurgling, hanging onto the legs as if his life depended on it as he belly-sledged in the tossing wake.

Buffeted and pummelled by the massive turbulence of the big prop, he struggled to climb forward, careful to avoid the racing propeller between Wanda'’s stiffly sheathed thighs. But it was useless! And anyway, the scene looming ahead made it a pointless manoeuvre. They were home! Unfortunately, there was no-one aboard this latter day Marie Celeste to shut down the thundering Evinrude as they headed straight for the bank. Snowy groaned and closed his eyes as an unavoidable disaster area sped towards them.

The impact when it came was more of a huge squelch than a bang. But even, so every thing went black. Stunned by events, it took several seconds to realise that the blackness was a visual phenomenon, not a mental shut down.

Snowy reached out and felt a breeze on his hand, then prising himself up, he rose from the deep mud like something from the black lagoon.

A shrieking of laughter sounded nearby, and scraping the mud from his eyes, he turned to see several of the girls from the farm rolling around with laughing. He peered at them through caked eyelids with a sense of embarrassment. Coated in mud with a stiff erect cock still jutting out of the fly hole in his wet suit was not the most debonair of styles.

Suddenly he remembered the chariot, and searching around, he noticed two stilettoed feet poking from a recently disturbed mass of stinking mud and rotting weed. As he stood staring, a great boil formed on the surface of the mud, and then burst with a dull phut.

“Quick! ... Give me a hand with the boat.” He promptly fell flat on his face as knee deep mud clutched at his feet. Then struggling forward he began to yank at the towing posts of the buried maiden. Gloopy plops all around heralded the arrival of the girls who jumped from the bank, and with a concerted effort, they extracted the heavy machine from the bog.

Snowy rushed to the bow and began to scrape away the gunge, then started back as two minstrel eyes in the mud plastered mask opened to stare accusingly at him. Strangely, there was no malice in the look. Instead it conveyed a well worn phrase used by some silent movie comedians.

‘That’s another fine mess you’ve got me into Snowy’.

The girls were still giggling, and the old man felt the first tremors of a huge unstoppable belly laugh swelling up into his throat as the funny side of it all came to the fore. He finally collapsed, and through a veil of laughter tears saw the accusing eyes forming crease lines of erupting mirth. Rather painfully for the boat woman, her exploding laughter was excruciatingly contained and manifested itself in the form of tearful rolling eyes and vibrations through the hull. Wanda the convert had arrived. Once given a free arm, she was fully prepared to sign up and join this travelling goon show. Snowy finally managed to regain control, and propping himself up on one elbow, he cupped the resin frozen features in a hand of friendship and smiled.

Welcome to the clan, but I'm afraid an early release isn’t on the cards sweet cheeks. Not yet anyway Wanda baby. You’ll have to stay in there a while longer; at least until we rig Amanda with a bigger outboard and stage a race. Besides, I like having you all trussed up and moulded into a solid uncomplaining toy.

He reached down into the mud and squeezed the exposed and vulnerable mounds of her thrusting bottom to emphasise his freedom to abuse her captive form.

The eyes showed a strange mixture of resignation to her inescapable fate as his plaything, whilst the stare was tinged with a cheeky gleam of anticipation at another spin on the river. Apart from that, there was the thought of savouring Amanda’s first taste of a 300 horse power vibrator. It was a thought that would have brought a wide grin to her full luscious lips had they not been frozen into a carbon-fibre mask. The general gossip in Hollywood was that her arch rival Amanda was a dick teaser of the first order. A rumour that she was still a virgin at the ripe old age of twenty-five seemed to lend weight to that when none of the usual sleaze digging press had managed to dig up any proof of a lover. Seeing the plague of her acting life deflowered by a frenzied throbbing Evinrude was an event that Wanda didn’t want to miss.

THE PLOT THICKENS

As the days rolled by Snowy and Carlos saw a pattern emerging. Not that it got them any closer to a solution of Peter’s mystery plan. But at least they had an idea of the size and complexity of the growing civil engineering project in his off-limits workshop.

In depth questioning of damsels who returned from a day of fitting revealed a variety of tortuously shaped configurations, and endless puzzling plethora of inserted items. But the most important detail to come from the many inquisitions was that Peter seemed to be working on something that required multiples of the same format. Sometimes five women and sometimes three would describe identical procedures having been tested on their blindfolded forms. Then out of the blue, Peter screwed up that theory by shaping one girl into a format that none of the others had experienced. The various guesses went right out the window after that.

Needless to say, the inquisitive men didn’t give up. Peter had sworn each girl to secrecy with the threat of placing them in the millstone if they blabbed. So with some delight, the two inquisitors enjoyed many hours squeezing and coaxing details from reluctant ladies in every conceivable format open to them, given the masses of equipment stored at the farm.

Unfortunately, the girls were as much in the dark as their interrogators, but that didn’t seem to stop the men having a rare old time trying to find something that wasn’t there.

Wendy, recently released from her liquid immersion, and being a strong willed woman, took a most enjoyable amount of time to break down after her visit. She had been the single item that had fucked up their guessing. It took two full days on the punishment couch to wear her down.

The punishment couch was a device dreaded by all who had seen it, albeit a very simple device when compared to the other tackle lying around. But Wendy was the first to actually sample its persuasive ways.

Strapped face down on the leather covered bolsters, she seethed with anger and swore not to reveal what little she knew no matter what they did. She had seen the mill at work, and deep down she was afraid of the havoc those mashing female stones could have on her sexually supercharged body.

The couch consisted of two long bolsters, separated at the hip. Both sections were mounted on tracked rollers, and the leg securing section incorporated a raised padded hump that elevated the occupant’s bottom in a most salutary way. Underneath, a long thin hydraulic cylinder was clearly visible and seemingly connected to the foot end of the arrangement.

Wendy struggled quite violently as she saw the massive horizontally aligned hook shape poised menacingly above the bolsters, and took an instant dislike to the drum mounted array of canes and tawses hovering slightly behind it.

Once placed face down and immovable cinched, her mind began to calculate the computations of the equipment. She reached a conclusion just as the massive dildo gag nudged her tonsils. Damn it to hell! It was time to spill the beans, ... now if only they would take it out so she could tell what she knew.

Snowy guessed that she had already capitulated, but wagged an admonishing finger at her.

“Naughty! Naughty! Trying to spoil our fun were you?” Wendy’s relatively free head bobbed energetically as she tried to make her wishes known, but she already knew in her heart that the boys were going to put her through the wringer anyway. She exerted her immense strength against the straps as her buttocks were parted and liberally greased, her efforts growing to herculean proportions as Carlos parted her bottom cheeks and lubricated her tightly clenching anal ring with a taunting finger. Her magnificently rounded muscular nates plopped back together as the job was done, and she watched with trepidation as a smiling Snowy reached out to the controls.

Above her and out of sight she heard the drum spinning up to speed, the building centrifugal speed creating a waspish hum as the many and varied attachments sliced the air with vicious intent. Heart pounding and breath coming in short frenzied gasps, Wendy watched the fateful finger press a second button.

The dual sectioned couch began to slid smoothly back as the extended ram below withdrew into silkily into the cylinder, drawing the whole assembly along on the nylo-glyde rollers. She knew what was coming, but no amount of straining could shift her targeted bum-hole out of the path of that advancing hook. Seconds later, the polished chromium arrester hook peeled her bottom apart and located its tip in her resisting ring. The couch never even slowed as it ploughed deeply into her rear passage and snugged the contoured bottom of the curved hook tightly into her ass cleft. Still the couch retreated, and Wendy screeched her displeasure as the static fixed hook hoisted both pinioned rear end and the hinged couch section upwards as a single unit, adjusting the helpless woman automatically to accommodate her moving target within the predetermined range of its reach. The screech became a howl of dismay as the rising bottom interrupted the flailing arc of the drum attachments. Something like fifty strokes a minute off assorted intensity and type were drumming against the offered taut skin of her rectally raised rump. The couch moved on, hoisting her further into the maelstrom of flagellation and increasing the severity with every advancing inch. The straps of the couch groaned with strain, and Wendy’s superb physique became a sea of dancing ripples as she fought and bucked against the massive input of persuasion.

There was a click as the couch reached end of travel, and after what seemed an age, the squirming amazon felt the onslaught dwindling to zero as she traversed back to the start and assumed a lower profile. The hook slid out of her gratefully shrinking bottom hole, and she heaved a sigh of relief that it was over as her burning rump subsided to a mere sizzling throb.

There was a click as she hit the back-stop, and the screeching frenzied appeals resumed as the couch began a second run. But there was no one to hear. Snowy and his mate were gone.

The couch was set to auto-cycle until they returned. Wendy strained and struggled to no avail. With monotonous regularity she was hooked and hoisted, strapped and caned, then given a mere two minutes relief before the mindless machine presented her again.

Within five cycles her tormented bottom had already grown welts both broad and thin, and the overall hue had changed from pink to a plumb red. Screeching rage and pain, her voice cracked with the intensity of her begging, and she was reduced to mouthing silent curses as the treatment continued.

The return of the men later that day brought some relief. That is if one called being rectally hoisted, stopped at maximum elevation and being given a thorough shagging, ‘relief’ Strong springs attached to her clit and titty rings, additionally anchored to a fixed point, were considered a desirable innovation by her playful tormentors. But a reactivated, recycling Wendy had other thoughts on the matter as her stretching nodules added a whole new dimension to the ass whacking joys of the couch. She screamed, begged and pleaded as the hours of torment merged into one endless bout of burning pain. But the empty room mocked her desperate cries for help as the couch nonchalantly continued to offer her to the gleefully hissing rotor.

The lads returned at teatime and serviced the rearing hillock of torment again. Then to add insult to injury, played a game of noughts and crosses with the livid welts as the horizontal lines. Wendy endured in fuming silence as the deliberate humiliation continued, her thrusting rump pressed in to service as a convenient coffee table as they discussed other events. At last they finished the coffee, and she sighed with relief at the expected release. A garbled screech of disbelief echoed around the shed as the couch resumed its reciprocating torment.

Meanwhile, back in ‘the shed, Peter was just making himself a cup of coffee as the latest plaster moulding hardened. By supper time he would have completed the set of five required, and then the moulds would be collected for conversion to a tough fibreglass replica with carefully designed integral strapping. He surveyed the blindfolded lass with some regret.

It was a pity that she would have to wait several days before being returned to her present format. Folded and compressed into a bundle by heavy clamps, she looked so pathetically helpless and vulnerable. But with only mock inserts to give reference points indicating her bodily openings, he felt that it was worth waiting to see her finally emerge with the custom built attachments she would soon been displaying, sooner than enjoying her half completed format.

In fact the same applied to all of the batch in this section of his plan. The metal brass and women were created to be mated together.

Rubber sheathing, added to protect her from the curing plaster looked so inviting, he’d decided to incorporated that in much of the overall design for many of his castings so far.

There was something infinitely satisfying about the curving bulbous squeaky containment of the trussed and contorted female form when endowed with a second skin of tautly stressed latex rubber. Given the impossibly controlled and pulsating nature of their intended usage and limited animation in the finished product, he knew that the rubber would create a unrivalled perfection in the sensual imagery of the assembly as a whole.

The casting was duly completed. Re-gagged, shackled, and still blindfolded, the last maiden of that clutch of designer sex toys was led back to the mill to replace one of the terrible twins on the cog.

Angela was first off, and staggering slightly on weakened legs, she faithfully followed her nipple leashes to the shed, guided only by sharp tugs to correct any straying as a result of the blindfold. Twenty minutes later she found herself rigidly contained in a setting sheath of plaster. Squirming slightly to ease the stress of her position, but careful not to move enough to crack the plaster, she contemplated the configuration and added the other snippets of information in her quest to solve Peter’s big secret.

Folded double with her ass and tender mons blatantly exposed was nothing untoward. Nor were the temporary rods giving placement positions in her crotch openings. The same could be said for similar items marking nipples and clitoris location. What the hell was he up to? She was still pondering as the cured plaster was sawed in half with a safety plaster saw and her pre-fettered from eased out of its claustrophobic prison. Sandra had about the same level of success as she replaced her in an identical moulding an hour later. Discussing the event at feeding time only gave them the clue that they were being designed as a matching pair, seeing as the next five girls into the shed told of an entirely different arrangement.

They had been pulled out straight whilst lying face down on a rack, and then back castings made after the points of anchorage were raised to produce a magnificently curving spinal shape Further dimensions were carefully noted as they hung curing; apparently fixing the position of ankles, neck, wrists, and pussy with highly accurate double checked measurements. But after all that they were still totally confused as to what was in store for them. It was obvious from the touching pieces of cold metal offered up and adjusted, that part of the assembly consisted of moving parts or actuators. Unseen items clamped onto their limbs were being modified and preset after checking articulation and limitations.

Days flowed into weeks, and the tension grew day by day as more of the completed fibre glass fixtures and fittings started to flood back from the moulding shop, owned by a proprietor who had decided that money was more important than asking awkward questions. Trimmed of the initial full plaster shape resulting from earlier moulding, the streamlined functional final products proved even more perplexing to the watching fraternity.

A baffling delivery had all of them agog when an item later classified as a Pianola was unloaded on a hydraulic tail-lift. Carlos watched bug-eyed as the heavy instrument was skated into the steadily filling shed.

“What the hell is a Pianola then Snowy?“

Snowy stared after the disappearing instrument and then answered in a vague thoughtful sort of way. Something in the year gone by had sparked a filed forgotten memory.

“Its an old time music-hall piano, seen plenty off them in the old days. Some don’t need a player. There’s a punched card that feeds through and plays the thing all by itself.” Carlos was watching his face as he spoke, and seeing the sudden gleam in the old man’s eyes, he guessed that at last he’d figured it all out.

“You know what he’s up to don’t you? You've figured it all out.” The was a pause as Snowy’s face creased into a knowing artful smile.

“WELL! What the fuck is that barmy bastard cooking up?” Snowy just shook his head.

“Patience young fella and all will be revealed.

Judging by that last addition, I reckon it won’t be long now. I can assure you that if [ 'm right, you are going to see one of the most spectacular sights of your entire life. Everything you’ve seen up to now will just be faint irrelevant memories after this gismo hits the spotlights.™ Carlos just stood with a stupid look of disbelief on his face, which rapidly turned to frustration as Snowy flatly refused to give in.

“I"1l tell the girls that you know. They’ll get it out of you.” Snowy pivoted to face him, an evil look slitting his eyes as he faced up to the man threatening him.

“And I'll make sure you are always the one on duty when Wendy is on heat.” Carlos” face blanched and he dropped his eyes to the ground.

Another session with Wendy was bound to arise, and he wasn’t looking forward to that at all. A guaranteed permanent position as the bound toy-boy of the bronco busting amazon set his knees knocking at the mere thought.

“OK! You win you wizened old fart.“

Snowy just gave his best superior smile and watched as Carlos moved away muttering dire threats that he knew he would never dare implement. The old man turned back to the shed and watched for a while hoping to see more.

But the doors swung shut and Peter vanished with his new gadget. Turning Snowy shook his head in disbelief as all the bits slotted into place; his face cracking into a wide grin as he walked away mumbling to himself.

“Good luck you crazy Pom. If it works it sure is going to be one helluva show.”

THE PUMP

For hours Peter just studied the Pianola until he was fully conversant with its complex operation. As surmised, he was going to need an air supply to feed this and other devices of his ultimate creation. There was an old compressor in the outbuildings, but the air pump he had in mind was a far cry from a noisy chunk of steel. His compressor had to be a device that served a duel purpose. The secondary function was to supply air. Its primary function would be to place two women under incredible sexual duress and subject them to the most diabolical humiliation he could conceive. There was a third woman involved, but her function would be a far less traumatic affair, although an essential part of the whole device.

Two of the hand picked specials he had put aside on unloading were delivered to the door.

There was no need for them to be blindfolded because this was the final stage of construction.

From here on in, the demise of these luckless lovelies was a one way ticket to the curtain going up on his masterpiece.

He looked the temporarily incapacitated forms over, confirming that his choice had been sound. Both had given birth in a past abortive marriage, and both were showing firm but distinctive little pot bellies below the waist.

Nothing huge, and in fact quite becoming if one like his women a bit curvy. Nonetheless, that cute little hump gave him the ingredient he needed to ensure success. They had been stretched before. There was capacity in that cute little tummy to hold large volumes of air in reserve, a feature that figured highly in his design criteria.

He set about assembling the pump with a fervour born of an insatiable desire to use the female form in new and even more erotic ways, subconsciously sensing the rapidly approaching time when his long dreamed of plans came to fruition. First they were issued with a new rubber skin; then, protesting loudly, were assembled in a doubled position maintained by a stiff former inserted between the two halves of their jackknifed forms, extending above their heads in a Y™ format.. Plasti-cinches arranged at two inch spacing drew them in to mate tightly with their own personal splints. Tugging and checking each and every restraint, Peter left them to lie impotent and trembling with trepidation as he fetched the hoods. Filled with dread, the girls waited as the plot unfolded.

Torso’s immobilised, legs drawn up straight and strained to past either side of their heads left them totally exposed and vulnerable to any abuse of their crotch display, and they could be sure, the whole arrangement was hardly for pure aesthetic value.

Frantically shaking heads proved a pointless nuisance. The end result was the same, and all the head tossing in the world simply delayed the inevitable. Eventually, hooded, gagged and fold-trussed, the maidens were ready for the next stage.

Unable to see and barely able to hear, the faintly twitching pair sensed the rumbling vibrations of a something heavy approaching. The noise ceased nearby, and the sounds of preparation seeped through ear packing as the thing; ..

whatever, was prepared for fitting with two new living components.

Peter picked up the nearest form and carried it ‘rump down’ to the main pump carcase of the compressor. A double cranked drive shaft had been positioned and locked with one crank at top-dead-centre, and it was to this that he offered the folded form as he located a set of clamps and secured the maiden’s waist to the crank centre. The clamp situated at the small of the back incorporated a bearing , and as a result of her weight being on one side of the crank, she swung forward and tended to hang at an angle. But that was of little concern. Once fully installed she would have no option but to remained stiffly vertical.

Carefully releasing the brake, her rotated the crank and watched with satisfaction as the folded form dipped to bottom-dead-centre. An apt engineering term considering that her superbly taut folded rump was now hovering an inch or two off the base plate.

Number two filled the second crank space that had risen to its highest position, and took but a few minutes of cinching and clamping to convert her to a permanent attachment as well.

With the brake released again, he turned the drive shaft by hand and nodded with satisfaction as the two cranking women remained vertically aligned despite the rotating crank. The bearings incorporated in their waist clamps worked well. After ten turns and as many up and downs of the bound women, they still presented bottoms to the floor.

Selecting a huge tubular dildo affair from his equipment, Peter crouched down and angled the slightly tapering end into the suspended pussy of the uppermost woman.

Until now the rubberised lady had been still.

But upon feeling the probing nozzle of a well greased upward pointing metal finger, she began to struggle.

Peter cursed as her slight movement spoiled his aim, and he dragged tube back out of her squirming ass, having missed the intended front opening. A second try proved more successful.

Perhaps the woman had given it some thought and decided that if it had to be, it might be better to have that monolith stuffed into a more flexible sex shaft-way than her clenching bottom hole.

The tube slid in, straightening to vertical as clearance given by its ponderous induction allowed the bottom end to slide across the base frame. Peter grunted with relief. His calculations were correct. Working quickly, he bolted the steel column to the base, and then stepping back, rotated the shaft again. The trussed impaled woman guffawed around her gag as her bound form was cranked down onto the pussy stretching shaft, finally arriving with the monster deeply embedded as her lower body pressed against the cold steel of the base plate. Further more, the installation of the dildo ensured that the tendency tip forward had been corrected. With awesome pressure directed against the front of her invaded love tube, the woman was maintained in a perfectly vertical mode. He repeated the operation and fitted the other raised woman with a matching internal ornament, completing the bolting down with some difficulty due to his trembling fingers.

Finally it was done. Then came the attachments of air hoses to connection on the base. The dildos were concentric hollow shafts. The outer, and greater area of the double tube was vented to the atmosphere via ducts in the base. The other inner and smaller tube would carry the compressed air. Small valves in both vents allowed only inwardly moving air to pass into the larger tube, and outward compressed air to vent through the small tube. Somewhere in the main base the two outputs joined to provide a less pulsed flow.

Now came the test. Heart in mouth Peter flipped the start switch that was geared to the main shaft, his hand being followed by the wide pleading eyes of two incredibly utilised females.

Immediately the air was filled with a cacophony of muted frenetic complaint as the two maidens began a sliding, cranked, bobbing, animation on the fixed tubes. But even more exciting was the steady hiss of air delivery into the empty pressure tank, and the steady thump! thump!

of pulverised rumps. They looked so cute bouncing on their bottoms like that; nates flattening and wobbling with each and every impact. Besides, the resultant sound effect gave the added bonus of adding authenticity to the machine. He watched avidly as the needle on the gauge flickered and began to rise a few notches, but remained low as the safety valve outlet allowed the pumped air to escape. A proportionate rise in the gagged pleas for mercy was inherent with the design. But being a green type, he had decided to quell that noise pollution with a double skinned inflatable helmet once the system was perfected. The pumping maidens would be reduced to a pair of oscillating eyeballs, left deliberately uncovered so as to add flavour to the image.

He had no doubt that bulging eyes would serve admirably to faithfully relay graphic descriptions of what it was like to be pressurised on a intermittent basis. But for the moment it was necessary for him to judge the amount of stress in his machine as the final adjustments were made, so the girls stayed unhooded so as to pass on muted levels of protest; ... a rough guideline to their level of trauma.

He allowed the pump to run off-load for a half hour as he checked clamps, bearings and restraint bands. Nothing untoward required a shutdown. The human pump was running smoothly; exactly as he had envisioned. Even the self lubricating piston arrangement was working at full efficiency. Two dry pussies had rapidly succumbed to the ministrations of those sliding shafts and coated the shiny steel with a lubrication that surpassed even the finest engine oil.

Peter left the compressor ticking over as he fetched the component for completing the safety valve, returning thirty minutes later with the diminutive pre-rubberised form of the limbless Susan.

A back brace included in the ultra tight rubber cocoon held her completely still. Wide eyed the rubber sheathed peanut shaped women stared in fascination at the smoothly pumping machine, wondering with a mixture of dread and anticipation what her part in the grand scheme was destined to be. She couldn’t see her lower crotch area, or else she may have put two and two together and related the polished steel ring fused by super glue to her circularised pussy with the bare tube of the relief valve.

Peter hoisted her lightweight form up to the jutting pipe. and locating the end in her gaping mons, slowly lowering the instantly traumatised sex toy down onto its polished mass.

Susan felt the blast of pumped air milliseconds before her twitching labia engulfed its tip. It took little imagination to figure what would happen if she were lowered onto it. But the end was located, and Peter released the orally protesting woman who promptly slid gracefully down the tube, coming to rest fully impaled and held vertically upright by her own socket.

The immediate result was a jump in the pressure gauge as the escape route for the air was blocked. Susan’s eyes bulged as her lower body attempted to match the antics of her protruding eyeballs. Steadily the pressure rose, and with it Susan’s form. The increasing pressure was lifting her weight and sliding her back up the tube as her belly became hard and distended.

Seconds later, her pubic lips cleared two holes drilled horizontally through the shaft and the air vented in a loud hiss. The torso dropped, then rapidly returned the to the venting position as mounting air pressure lifted her again. He connected the ringed clitoris to a prearranged spring, then adjusted the tension to hold the bobbing relief valve down. The pressure rose a bit, but air continued to be released as Susan endured her clit stretching to horrendous levels.

A stronger spring was out of the question. That quivering nodule was already approaching breaking strain.

Peter frowned as he studied the gauge. The needle was hovering at 10 psi. It required a full 1 atmosphere to make everything work. But 14.7 1bs per square inch would lift Susan straight off the tube and snap her clitty like a piece of perished elastic. The answer came in a flash, and fetching some divers weights from the lean-to, he quickly added a receptor belt around Susan’s cinched waist and began to add the weights one by one.

Beaming with triumph he watched the needle crawled higher and higher as the valve remained firmly sealed; finally settling at a twitching 15 lbs per square inch by the time the black peanut torso finally lifted.

Susan was not amused. He could tell. At this pressure her lower abdomen was rock hard. Not only that, but having reached the required pressure, she maintained the system pressure by a series of delightful bobbing releases as the valve vented then closed in rapid succession.

Psst!, - Psst!, - Psst!, - Psst!, - Psst!, - Psst!, - Psst!. Peter considered a damper on the pussy hopping human valve, but seeing that the pressure fluctuations were within 0.5 psi, he decided that Susan’s antics were a rather desirable effect.

Susan had a completely different opinion. Each and every release was fluttering the internal walls of her sex tube with a mind-numbing ferocity. Even though bonded to the steel ring, her pussy lips were quivering like demented jellies with every blast. That added to the fact that she inflated like a balloon and jerking spasmodically up and down on a massively desirable steel monolith could have only one result, given her incredibly powerful sex drive.

Orgasmic explosions were almost instantaneous. Peter stood open mouthed as the mini-maiden began to self destruct before his eyes. But he was powerless to intervene and destroy the magical view of that demonic dancing display of carnal capitulation. Just the mere sight of her quivering distended tummy sent him erupting violently into his own trousers. He reached out and placed a hand on the straining lower body, sensing that only the restraint of the strong rubber sheath was preventing an explosion as Susan blew apart.

Under such stress, warmed by her internal fires, the rubber was exquisitely exciting to his touch.

However nice it was to pet and prod that curving pot belly, reason prevailed as he added two strong rubber cinching bands to increase its pressure rating. He was glad he’d fitted that modification when he saw the effect. Susan’s lower abdomen looked far more enticing now that it was bisected into three stunningly curvaceous bulging cinched curves.

It was then that he noticed a similar effect in the cranking pump components, albeit a somewhat more interesting development than the valve. A few more straps, and they too were upgraded to high pressure vessels.

The pump was fairly basic in its operation. Each upward stroke closed off the tube to the pressure tank and prevented them refilling from the pressurised system. In effect the upward stroking pussy piston was creating a vacuum that sucked their little pot bellies inwards as they rose. Instantly the inlet valve opened and vented to atmosphere in an attempt to correct the pressure imbalance. Greedily the concaved bellies drew air in to prevent total implosion.

Then as they passed over top-dead-centre, the plunging crank caused the piston to switch valves and forced them down onto a column of trapped air. The tummies snapped outward to full expansion, forming a shiny tautness as the women plummeted towards the buttock bouncing bottom stopper and forced air into the system. Peter was ecstatic at the success of his design; especially as he could see that all the components were already experiencing horrendously engineered orgasmic response in titanic proportions.

Now it was time to turn to the most important task of all, the control for the final arrangement.

He turned away from the hissing pump and eyed the Pianola thoughtfully. The pump would remain in operation until it was time to put it into service. That way he would be sure it was fully run in and devoid of defects.

Within the hour, the Pianola was virtually stripped to the base frame. His modifications required extensive alterations, which included tiny micro switches being affixed and aligned on each and every hammer. In addition were hundreds of tiny pneumatic valves and a network of carefully marked micro-bore air tubes. It was exacting work. Every single connection, be it air or electrical, needed to be checked and double checked to ensure that it arrived at the correct destination. The old clockwork drive was replaced by washing machine motor, and connected for mains supply. Being a multi step motor, it gave him the option of running the Pianola at varying speeds; which was a very important factor given the outcome of his vision. The work progressed rapidly as the final connections were made, and all the time he was urged to greater effort by the sounds of the labouring air pump behind. It took all day, but eventually he was able to stand back and survey the result with undisguised satisfaction. Everything was ready. The compressor was still running smoothly, although showing a severe case of over lubrication; ... but that was an acceptable defect given that the gauge had stayed constant throughout the day.

Now nothing stood between him and a long cherished dream, other than the time required to assemble the creation in full. He wasted no time thinking about it, but picked up the internal phone and snapped out instructions to Snowy for preparing the main hall.

On the other end of the phone, Snowy put down the receiver and turned to a sullen Carlos sitting at the kitchen table.

“He’s ready, get your arse into gear Carlos, we have work to do.“

For a second, Carlos sat stunned, unable to believe that the time had come to reveal this masterpiece of female engineering. Then as the words sank in, he galvanised into action and ran after the scurrying form of Snowy.

ALL IS REVEALED

The first job in the hall was to build a stage at the far end. equipped with curtains and all the trappings of a theatre, as per Peter’s explicit instructions. Carlos was mystified, but seeing that Snowy was fully behind the scheme, and aware that he knew what was going to happen, he entered into the spirit of the work with a previously undisclosed commitment to hard labour.

Girls were commandeered to help, many freed for the first time since their joining the clan, and some unknowingly, even assisting to help set the stage for what would soon be their own public debut.

Although the planned first night premier performance was only expecting four males, which included the farmer next door, and possibly a couple of girl helpers, Peter had insisted that the whole place was set up as a fully operational theatre. This required the use of Snowy’s entire furniture store, arranged so as to form row upon row of seating in the cramped amphitheatre. That proved to be no problem to the inventive genius of Peter’s prize understudy.

Simple double ended dildos solved the problem of keeping the rows of solidly entombed females in orderly lines. Dildos shoved into tightly resisting bottoms, and then swallowed orally by the following stool, ensured that rows were constructed in a bum to face format, that did little to endear the ass-ring kissing ladies to a life as an item of furniture. But then nobody bothered to ask their opinion, and anyway, they looked so cute with their noses notched into another woman’s buttock cleft; almost as if they were designer items. Some of the stools even decided to make the best of a bad lot, and after a bit of experimentation, found that they could impart a desire to lick ass in the girl behind by simply tensing their bottom cheeks and squeezing the nose flat. Without air, the rear stool had no choice but to work her mouth as she tried to suck breath through the only other channel, and if the plundering dildo gag allowed, work a tongue around its bulk to add weight to sucking lips. It didn’t take them long to figure out what was required of them, and sooner than be chastised by suffocation in a crimping bottom, they gave way to the demands to work lips against the straining anal ring.

Some, preferring not to use their tongue, gripped the double dildo with their teeth and worked it as best they could.

Peter appeared half way through the work, and gathering a couple of girls as helpers, he left to fetch the heavy Pianola waiting outside the doors of his shed The hard-working theatre crew stopped to watch as the highly modified piece was trundled onto the stage, but despite the hundreds of trailing wires and tubes, none, with the exception of Snowy, were able to decipher its purpose. The old man merely smiled with smug satisfaction as his guess proved right. This promised to be a most incredibly night, and possibly one he would remember for the rest of his life with great affection.

The curtains drew closed, and on fear of diabolical reprisals if ignored, all present were instructed to stay clear. Under no circumstances was anyone to invade the secrecy of the curtained stage area and a small preparation room allocated that lead off to one side. Even the rear hallway was cordoned off with rope to prevent sneak previews down the passage. All the equipment accumulated over the past weeks was to be brought to the edge of the stage and left. The same went for the unwilling participants, now trussed and unable to escape as they were summoned for fitting. Even the previously selected helpers in the theatre were seized and trussed. Peter was determined to ensure that all his components were ready as he needed them.

And so late afternoon passed into early evening.

But judging by the diminishing pile of equipment stacked outside the stage no-go area, and an almost bare store that contained the unpacked and chosen women, things were taking shape quickly.

Finally the pile had vanished completely, and the store was empty save for a few discarded shackles. Peter appeared at long last, and enlisting the help of his two partners, and the farmer who had turned up and hour early in his eagerness, they trooped out to the shed to collect the final item.

With drive motor stilled, and covered with a canvas sheet, the heavy machine gave no clues to Carlos and the new convert, although Snowy had a fair idea of what was under the tarp’.

Beneath it three silent women were thankful that at last they could rest from the shattering pulsations of pressure, and even greater pulses of orgasmic eruption. They made no sound at all. Even given the inflated helmets that were ninety-nine percent effective, they could if they had wished, produced at least some sound to indicate a human presence. But exhaustion ruled, and they stayed totally soundless as the monstrous device was carried in. Peter had the pump deposited just outside the curtains and waved his helpers away. Carlos dallied and sneakily tried to remain unnoticed in a dark corner; but Peter’s eagle eye winkled him out and ordered him from the hall whilst he manhandled the heavy contraption though the curtains.

Carefully positioning the pump so as to be within reach of all the connections, yet aesthetically placed to give maximum benefit to the audience, Peter re-fastened the curtains behind him and began the final stage.

By now it was becoming increasing difficult to work. Bending was a skill he quickly found required a sort of skewed stoop. A straight forward bend only produced a savage pain in his belly button as his body attempted to buckle the most colossal hard-on he had ever experienced. Given the monstrously assembled SANDRA (Volume 3) female contingent surrounding his labouring form, it was hardly surprising. He resisted the urge to relieve his throbbing need by hand, and seeing as all the other available holes dotted around the placed were firmly sealed with one gadget or another, he decided to forego his personal needs for the moment. There would be plenty of time for that later. With an abundance of Snowy’s spare seats in the house, he could simply disconnect a row, and plug into the rump of his choice whilst the show went on.

He toiled on, mindful of the time as the clock marched on. Within the hour almost all of the most difficult air connections were made. Now all that remained were the clearly marked multipin Plessey plugs that would complete the thousands of electrical control connections, some high voltage, but mainly milli-volts that would control muscles by overriding natural brain impulses.

A half hour passed, and the impatient audience began to troop in and choose ringside seats.

Snowy reserved the centre stool for Peter, should transpire that he needed one. Their ears pricked up as a steady thumping beat of a machine struck up behind the curtains, closely followed by the hiss of air. Faces aglow they all stared at the obstinately still curtains, willing them to pull back and reveal the full extent of Peter’s genius. None had the slightest idea that they were already enjoying the audio entertainment produced by bouncing two helpless horrendously trussed women on their asses.

Shock registered as a sound like a strangled fart rent the air, a sound that was repeated over and over again as a long drawn out blubbering wail; each time gradually changing note to become the clear clarion call not unlike that of a French horn. The same thing happened five times in all, and a murmur of discussion between the two un-enlightened men in the emporium rose with each reverberating note.

Snowy sat arms folded, eyes glazed, and a massive erection tenting his trousers. He knew exactly what was going on, and the mere thought was causing painful pulsing surges to rage in his temples as his blood pressure soared.

The last clarion note echoed into oblivion, and was replaced seconds later by a most awful grunting roar. Again the sound mellowed, finally arriving at the clearly defined Ompa!

of a Euphonium. There were two of those whatever they were. The replacement bloodcurdling din that followed finally achieved trumpet status. Two mystified men registered increasing concern as sounds of horrible tormented animals continued to breach the calm of the theatre. Occasionally a sound that required no tuning to recognise thumped powerfully from the stage. That was a base drum. There was no mistaking that. But the screech of a strangled Tomcat had them all guessing, even Snowy. His frown slowly dissolved as the plucking and sawing notes of a tuned violin replaced the shattering caterwauling of that first attempt. Suddenly all sound stopped, and with baited breath they all waited as the steady thump and hiss resumed its place as the only audible sound. The curtains twitched, then annoying fell still. Suddenly the gap opened and Peter in full evening dress, including tails and white gloves appeared before them. He waited as the ribald comments and guffaws of laughter subsided, and then went into his well rehearsed introduction.

‘Ladies and gentlemen- - - !” He smiled as Snowy pointed out that the only ladies present were for the moment reduced to inanimate silent blocks of epoxy bonded carbon fibre.

“Piss off Snowy, you’re fucking up my act.“

Snowy laughed as the others jeered and shouted for him to get on with it.

“Gentlemen! ... And incapacitated ladies. It is my pleasure this evening to bring to you one of nature’s great wonders of the world. A veritable plethora of lovely ladies who will now enterta—!" “Geroff you plonker and let the show start!“

Peter glared at Carlos and made a note to sort his hash later. No doubt Wendy would be only to glad to repay the male fraternity for this evening’s enforced performance, and if Carlos was the only one available to take the full force of her revenge, then he would have to do. He cut the planned speech short, and launched straight into the announcement.

“A big round of applause please, I give you the one and only ‘Bondofem Philharmonic!“

Hands clapped madly as the curtains began to slide back, then froze into silence as the full impact of Peter’s surprise struck them dumb with shock. Even Snowy sat mouth agape, face exploding with colour as he surveyed the long awaited unveiling. He had been totally correct in his assumption, But his fertile imagination had failed dismally in its attempt to conjure up a picture that even got close to this panoramic assembly of fettered impossibility.

Carlos cursed as his cheroot dropped from a sagging jaw and started to melt nylon trousers into the sensitive skin of a bursting cock.

Meanwhile the farmer sat stony faced and rigidly still as he went into shock. Peter just grinned broadly. He had already mastered the art of controlling his lustful feelings as a result of long hours at close quarters with each and every straining instrument. He waited for the initial shock to wear off and then moved over to the Pianola to select one of the many punch cards that would set the orchestra in motion.

As he sifted through, the audience took time to study all the instruments in detail as the final pieces of a massive jigsaw finally slotted into place.

There were the trumpets and French horns arranged neatly in two tiers of five, gleaming in their rubber sheaths, eyes darting to and fro in desperate entreaties, and hogtied with incredibly powerful cinches to form neat compacted units, horns angled up at forty-five degrees jutted from pre-formed all encasing head gear, terminating in metallised tightly puckered lips, gripping the mouthpieces with a permanence that defied any attempt to eject the inserted device. Unseen were the oral inserts that would modulate the gusting blasts powering the instruments; ... but in full view were the cables connected to buttocks, nipples and clitorises, designed to dictate the force of each note-forming unavoidable gasp as powerful electro-coercion compelled the girls to respond.

Sandra and Angela, true to his first idea back on the Grey Lady, had been pressed into service as Euphoniums. Pressed was a good choice of words, for that is exactly how they were to be used.

Trussed and rubberised, knees-under-chin, ankles and wrists-connected in an over the rump arrangement, they had been laid between the pressure plates of an air powered press that could effortlessly squeeze them down even further. A separate air supply snaked towards Euphoniums that were mounted vertically in front of them, with mouth pieces disappearing into reluctant anal rings. Slightly thicker than the normally accepted lip tube, they served a dual function of feeding compressed air into the expandible interior of the human part of the instrument, and being equipped with none return valves, left only one way out for the air when the bound female was squashed and forced to expel the stored air. They had all heard the effect earlier during the tuning session, as it now transpired to have been.

And it didn’t take long to figure that the awful screeching din had emanated from a row of females stiffened and bowed backward on moulded back formers, stretched hands above head, and adjusted to horrendously taut configuration by ankle and wrist cuffs that were mounted solidly to screw tensioners. But that was only part of it. Any violin, viola or cello, needed strings, and these human versions were no exception. The larger Cello’s, used toes as the bottom anchors, a dildo with a right angle mounted bridge piece, and agonisingly stretched and folded down fingers equipped with swivelling mini-winches, to form exquisite string instruments. Heads held firmly back, and a gag angled to accommodate a long fingerboard, completed the picture.

The Viola’s and Violins differed only in that the girls so used were required to be a shorter format, and had been bound with hands in back prayer. The top tensioning screws were affixed to a strange jutting gag affair that formed an integral part of the helmet. Also, finger boards were attached to breast cinching harnesses that moulded the two lush mounds into a single purpled throbbing hump in order to facilitate mounting. Two split-pinned nipples jutting through the fretwork served well to hold the bar in place.

Oversized bows were held in complex manipulator arms, filched from a redundant car assembly line, were connected to the monotonously working pump nearby.

Electrical connections straying back to the Pianola gave a clues as to the control.

Snowy quickly realised that the bridge pieces were also connected to nipples via thin rigid bars that served as stabilisers, no doubt an idea borrowed from the water chariot Wanda. He shrugged that bit of industrial espionage aside as he was quite interested in seeing what effect the sonic vibration of a played string would do to those sensitive nodules.

Then there was Wendy. Woe of woes, the poor amazon had ended up in a most humiliating and ignominious predicament. Resting basically on the back of her neck, with arms and lower limbs securely clamped down to the mounting platform of the big base drum, she was bent provocatively over her torso, allowing her ample curvaceous bottom to point skywards. It was a simple but highly effective arrangement that required a large heavy drumstick being buried in her unprotected ass and poised to strike the drum. An additional lightweight version occupied a nervously pouting and very generously presented pussy, no doubt intended to cater for short rapid beats that would prove impractical with the ponderous rear mounted drum-skin cruncher.

Stick-on pads spouting wires, attached to pussy lips and trembling tautly exposed nates immediately conveyed the method of control.

A sharp shock through either set of muscles would jerk the required orifice in an involuntary spasm and flick the drumstick through an arc to strike the drum, returning to the poised position as natural elasticity brought the flinching hole back into shape. It was brilliant, and as they had all heard at the tune-up, very effective.

The rest of the orchestra was basically slight variations to accommodate different sizes of brass and woodwind; ... brass mainly using the squeezer technique, whereas the wood-winds seemed to favour the oral concept. A few like the Oboe used pussies for the mouthpiece, but in all other respects were the same squeeze technique used on the bigger brass instruments.

All in all, whatever the format or inserted instrument, the whole assembly was a cock rearing mass of rippling rubber effort as the women fought to escape the first recital.

Three girls triangulated to form the harp were an exception to the rule in format, and also in the fact that two of them were naked. The naked maidens were suffering a novel skin traction from head to foot, brought about by strips of string connectors bonded to the entire length of their fettered, splinted, form. With the strings of the harp tuned, these strips were pulled out away from the body by the horrendous tension and formed a ridge of quivering skin like a second backbone. In fact, had it not been for the powerfully constructed back frames they were mounted on, they would have been pulled into a back breaking bow. As it was their banded forms remained still and straight, whilst the skin from their whole shapely bodies was drawn around to the front resulting in an ultra sensitive super stretched covering that moulded and shaped the already exotic form into magnificent curvaceous relief.

The third supporting member of the trio was seemingly only having to suffer the aesthetic decor of her body-crimping rubber armour, and of course, being basically reduced to an ornamental effigy. But a quick calculation revealed that in fact she was taking double the burden of the other two, in that she was the pillar holding the string collector maidens apart.

It was blatantly obvious that she was thus subjected to the full compressive power of dozens of tensioned wires. A moulded skull steel cap spread the upper load to some extent, but below, the full brunt of the onslaught was being channelled to her ballerina toes format.

Attached to this array was Peter’s only concession to relative freedom. A superbly sculpted, fully leatherised doll of exquisite beauty was throat shackled to her work. The Harp had finally won over Peter’s attempts to design a mechanised female musician. As a result he had capitulated to the considerable talent exhibited by Julia, who had mastered the instrument at an early age. At least she got to play with her closest friends; ... or perhaps play her friends was more apt. The harp was constructed using the string torsioned bodies of Bella and the Princess Tracy, with Mandy, the raving girl chaser and self confessed female body snatcher, as a disgruntled support pillar.

Snowy only had eyes for the cymbals. A solitary figure arranged to one side had drawn the short straw when it came to boob abuse.

She, like the violins, was rigidly stiffened into a black statuette by the body formed moulding; grafted to her back by the excruciatingly tight metal bands that cinched her cruelly, thrusting her tightly cinched tits forward in outrageous spherical profile. She differed from the strictures of violins, only in that she was a mobile item. Mobile, in as much as her back former was pivoted at the heels. An ominous pneumatic ram vanishing into the cleft of her rubber sculpted bottom gave a clue as to the modus-operandi, and with the other end secured to a swivelling clevis-pinned connection situated two foot to the rear, it was clear that she was designed to rock forward as the ram powered out. Two huge brass cymbals faced her on a convenient extension of the base, but most interestingly, were opposed by a matching pair at the outer extremities of the girl’s bloated breasts.

Peering intently, members of the audience could just see that the sole method of fixing were two strangulated nipples that had been painstakingly threaded through the tiny holes in their centres and then split pinned. It was a perfect arrangement that allowed the discs all the flexibility of hand held versions. Snowy’s eyes flicked between cymbals and violins, comparing the two, and wondering just which configuration would impart the most effective range of vibrations to the mortified maidens.

What he couldn’t know was that the bottom plugging actuator ram on the cymbals didn’t end at the curved plate nestling tightly between the clenching buttocks, but in fact extended nearly ten inches inside the luckless lady in a pre-formed knobbly dildo, and was also equipped with a sphincter gripper to facilitate withdrawal to the vertical ready position.

Forward tilting promised to be a traumatic affair as the stiff intruder reshaped her back passage with an altering angle; ... not to mention the return stroke that threatened to pull out her ring piece as a detachable unit. After the initial test run, the girl could not help but wonder what her rear view would look like if she were unlucky enough to end up with a missing asshole. Her pert bum would certainly not have the same allure when embellished by a ragged portal. The audience ended their gawping stupor as Peter produced a baton and tapped the top of the Pianola, demanding the concentration and undivided attention of his orchestra. It was a wasted gesture. Dozens of pleading eyes had never ceased to be riveted to his back, all contemplating the eventual movement that would spur the controlling Pianola into action.

“Gentlemen! and er! ... ladies. I have decided to start the evening with a rousing recital of the 1812 overture.“

He ignored the groans of dismay from the orchestra, and turned to face them with baton raised high as the hall hushed into expectant silence. In a dramatic and nerve tingling gesture Peter stood poised and still as he savoured the moment of triumph. Then the baton swept down, and a furtive free hand flipped a hidden switch below the keyboard of the Pianola.

The first quavering notes rang out clear and true as a cheek bulging woodwind section burst into action. Cool clean air flowing from the straining compressor supplemented gusts of breath extorted from electrically controlled diaphragms, whilst jolting tit shocks created the sharp staccato of fast sections. They were soon joined by the Bass Tubas and Euphoniums, oompahing away as the pneumatic press squeezed and pressed them in perfectly controlled rhythm. Trumpets blared, and busting red cheeks pulsed and fluttered as mechanical fingers controlled the hurricane of whooshing breath solicited by electronic control. The hogtied beauties heaved mightily in their restraints, but simply continued to play as the Pianola used them as mere extensions of its hammers, impudent living music vessels that were rigorously forced to comply with the marching punch card. There was no escape, no mercy. All the eye rolling, muscle straining, protest in the world couldn’t produce a single wrong note as the flickering micro-switches manipulated them with effortless ease.

The unfolding sheet continued to feed as the tempo rose; violins joined the concerto adding a whole new dimension to the novelty of vibro stimulation. Within minutes, all the violins were producing a hitherto unprecedented quavering quality to the music with their orgasmically resonating forms. Even from the audience it was possible to see the pulsing veins standing out on their faces, labial bridge clamps fluttering as pussies violently clenched and pulsed with carnal energy, Blood engorged minutely vibrating tits ballooned even further as blood pressures rose to critical levels. The blue veined orbs sponged up transmitted sonic titillation with voracious appetites that could only end one way. Those pitifully vibrating human tuning forks could do nothing as the sawing bows ravaged them with lasciviously destructive force. Each stroke was a searing agonised burst of sensory excitation that fuelled the fires of arousal with the heat of a rocket exhaust; ... hovering on the borderline between extreme pleasure and unbearable torture. But no matter how much they strained and screamed into their gags, the stimulation just kept pouring in as the Pianola pumped, jerked, jolted and squeezed them with total disregard for the effect on their traumatised forms.

Pleading looks cast towards a red faced and thoroughly entranced audience gave small hope of mercy from that quarter. Snowy and Carlos were heavily involved with screwing the living daylights out of two hapless stools, and the farmer was supplementing this magnificently up-raising masturbation scene with fleeting mental images of a plump naked wife, her spare bulk cinched cruelly into a series of pink juddering inner-tubes as she lay shell shocked at the turn if events in a cold stable. Until the previous day she had always ruled Tom with an iron hand. then right out of the blue he had turned as she nagged incessantly and wrestled her to the floor. Slowly recovering from the shock, she had found herself stripped and bound. He gave her an insight into her future role in life, then dragged her to the stable where she now lay in total confusion. After this little showing, she was in for a rare treat when he finally returned. As with Snowy, long years of sexual inactivity had dulled his libido, now when faced with this incredible ensemble, he found his sex drive being honed to the keen razor sharp edge he had enjoyed in his youth.

For the onlookers it was a feast of rippling rubber-sheathed femininity that surpassed any previous vision ten fold, and severely challenged the impossible excesses of the mind.

But that was only a small part of the whole exploding symphony. Unsure where to look next, and rapidly reaching erotic overload, the men stared bug eyed at the unfolding musical drama.

The concerto flowed on, steadily building to a finale as the tempo built with devastating results. Already the whole orchestra was into unstoppable orgasmic detonation as the rubberised forms jerked and pumped like trussed ebony marionettes. The demands on the pump were horrendous, and already Peter had switched the motor to a higher speed. Susan was jiggling up and down like the lid of a boiling kettle, her delectably available, and often gratefully sampled love tube, was pulsing and sliding like a demented jack rabbit. Even at full lift, a sudden and short cessation of demand built the air pressure to a level that even the vent holes couldn’t release quick enough.

Peter frowned as a loud pussy fart interrupted the flow of his recital. He glared in Susan’s direction but received no acknowledgment from the bloated explosively occupied spasming rubberised peanut.

He needn’t have worried. The rogue notes of her blubbering wind orchestrated love lips were quickly drowned out as the concerto raced to a conclusion. Wendy struck up with a loud booming to simulate the cannons, her madly flexing electro-energised buttocks and twitching asshole hammering the drum with mighty strokes. Being a big strong woman she was more able than the rest to resist the bite and rigour of her traumatic usage, and her face suffused with boiling contained rage as she was forced to perform her degrading solo drum performance. The cymbals clashed loudly, and all eyes turned to watch the buxom latex sheathed effigy tit-bouncing her instruments with mind-bending force; the men almost cringed in sympathy as the resonating discs zinged and buzzed on those staggeringly tormented nipples Each backward stroke seemed to produce a mixture of grimace and sensual eye rolling torment, probably a finely defined line between having ones asshole pulled out, and enduring unspeakably erotic tingling vibrations in one’s nipples as the big cymbals rang with sound, sadistically funnelling it straight into the captivated nodules of those strangled central fixings. The forward stroke produced wide eyed horror as her resonating tits surged towards an unavoidable booster charge of electrifying stimulation, jiggling delightfully as she refused to accept the inevitability of her situation.

The music crashed to a pinnacle of sound, then silence descended as the punch card ran out and flopped to the floor. Sweating profusely, Peter turned to an audience too stunned to move let alone clap. He bowed, partly to mimic a high flying concert conductor, and partly to hide the huge dark stain spreading across his crotch.

Behind him the instruments wheezed and groaned, whilst the pump faithfully resumed a steady thumping hiss.

The next piece of music was a string concerto, and as a result they were all able to concentrate on one small section of shuddering abused femininity. Peter meanwhile relinquished control to the Pianola and was enjoying the grasping offered love channel of a repositioned stool with the rest of the pussy pumping men.

But it fell on him to insert the next card. It was his invention, so he was nominated to run it.

Grumbling to himself he pulled out of the slick half used sex tube and returned to the stage.

Determined to extract a full measure of enjoyment from the waiting epoxied woman, he chose a nice long rambling piece that would ensure all instruments were used to the full, and more importantly that would allow him to savour the pleasure of total triumph as he watched the cavorting instruments from the delightful security of a cock massaging pussy.

It was a long evening for all. ... An eternity for the musically motivated female artefacts. No one gave the instruments a second thought as request time came around. Jazz and heavy metal requests proved particularly traumatic. In the party atmosphere prevailing, they were simply regarded as instruments of masturbation with little regard to the horrendous levels of writhing tormented arousal each and every punch card produced. To the men, those weren’t women on the stage, but merely pleasurably animated black effigies endowed with extremely appealing ripples of flexing latex and undulating curves. Nobody seemed to notice that most pussies were frothing like rabid idiots as the unending spasms of sexual eruption ripped savagely into air expanded, metal manipulated forms. And if they did, which was unlikely, it only added to the spectre of the totally depersonalized objects of lust they had become.

First Carlos, and then Snowy capitulated to exhaustion and each choosing a stool to fill the remaining hours of the night, they disappeared to their respective rooms. Tom, the farmer was flat out unconscious, and still plugged into the stool he had slumped over.

Peter on the other hand selected his favourite composer, and settled back to enjoy some uninterrupted perusal of his creation. Ten minutes passed as the orchestra rippled and writhed its way through the first movement, and so entranced at the sheer beauty of it all, he missed the flitting shadow that moved across the wall to his side. Nor did he hear the soft footfalls. The frantically widening eyes of Sandra he took to be a particularly explosive orgasmic reaction to her part of the recital. It never occurred to him that she might be trying to convey an urgent message. Pete’ was halfway through the second movement of Vivaldi’s Spring Concerto when the lights went out, and as he slumped forward, his last image was of a hand wielding an evil leather covered cosh.

FULL CIRCLE

How long he was unconscious only became clear later. But as he groggily opened his eyes and battled to focus, the first thing that impinged on his fuddled aching brain was that somehow his prize Euphonium’s had managed to escape. The rest of the orchestra were a sea of purple pleading faces as they pumped and plucked in an endless cacophony of synchronised sound. Only then did it dawn on him that he was trussed like a turkey and his ankles secured to a row of seats.

Trying to wake from this bad dream took time, and it was only the blare of French horns that snapped him fully awake. He looked up to the ballooned cheeks and bulging eyeballs of five frantically tooting maidens, then swung his gaze to the punch tape. In a flash of realisation it dawned that the orchestra was now playing Holst Planet Suite, a particularly long and strenuous piece of music for trussed human instruments. Worse still, the punch card had been Sellotape’d start to end so that it ran in a continuously feeding loop. His eyes opened wide with shock as the strident notes of Mars: ... Bringer of War permeated into his battered consciousness. My God! That was almost the last movement on the card; a brief glance at the counter showed that the Pianola had already complete the suite four times before. Struggling madly he fought the ropes, but to no avail. After ten minutes struggle he gave up and cast his eyes around for a means to cut the cord. In his search, his gaze swept over the pump, almost missing a point that impinged on his mind a second later. He stared back at the madly thrashing pump, now running at an unprecedented full speed, and rocking violently as the pressure built to catastrophic levels.

Susan was inflated to impossible dimension, eyes popping out, vibrating powerfully as her body rapidly approached bursting point. Peter stared uncomprehending at the unyielding cord replacing her clit spring, at the same time noting additional cords stretching her titty nipples to grossly elongated fingers.

‘My God! He muttered. Some idiot has tied the safety valve down. The quivering gauge now standing at 2.5 atmospheres confirmed his worst fears. He swung his eyes to the pump and was greeted with the same vibrating, near bursting, vision of torment as the captivated damsels rocketed up and down with pussy pulverising force. Both they and the tied down valve were venting continuous farts of air from blubbering sex tubes, but this release was barely coping with the massive delivery from the over- speeding pump. Only the strident overpressurised instruments, now at full bore on a particularly demanding section were managing to slow down the steadily gaining volume of air. Peter’s face grew ashen with fear. This piece of music ran to a slow quiet section within a few minutes. Any reduction in demand would mean an unchecked rise in pressure that could only result in a cataclysmic catastrophe for the bulging over pressurised orchestra and vein lined pump assembly. His attempts to escape became frenzied as a apocalypse of unprecedented proportions threatened to destroy his magnificent female collection in one horrendous blast of shredded womanhood.

The stools moved, and glancing down, Peter realised that with maximum effort he could drag the four seats connected to his ankles. His head turned back to the pump, and fixing on the spinning vee drive pulley, he saw a way to slice through his bonds.

Jerking his legs, and wriggling forward, he inched his convoy of epoxy bonded females towards the stage; finally arriving at the step breathless and desperately afraid. So far so good. But if the rope connecting him to the heavy resin-blocked damsels was too short, he would never manage to hoist them up the step.

He pushed the devastating thought to the back of his mind. He was no good to his steadily expanding ladies if he succumbed to fear.

With a lurching half roll he gained the stage.

Wriggling madly as soon as he hit the deck, he inched over to the motor and rolled over just as the rope snagged taut on his ankles. But he was in luck.

He gasped in pain as the spinning pulley relieved him of some flesh on his wrist, then forcing himself to be calm, he positioned the unseen bonds and eased them against the pulley edge.

A smooth rounded safety edge didn’t make the best cutter, but strand by strand the cord began to part as it burned through with the friction.

Peter could hear the keening sigh of escaping air as joints and females alike began to fail under the mounting pressure, and he forced his hands down harder. The music was slowing, only seconds remained if he was to rescue his violently rocking supercharged orchestra from total destruction. The extra force exerted against the pulley gained him vital seconds as the motor fractionally slowed down. But it was only a temporary respite as the strident notes of Mars rushed to a conclusion.

The cords parted, and gabbing at his rear pocket, Peter feverishly fumbled for his penknife. His fingers turned to bananas as he fought to open a stubborn blade. Then as the shining steel emerged, the music stopped.

The stage and all on it began to rumble and tremor with the approaching storm, vibrating and bulging in all directions as the pressure rose rapidly, a host of muffled screaming pleas for help tortured his ears as he physically felt the horrendously straining trauma of his trussed and helpless orchestra in the waves of transmitted torment. He slashed wildly at the strumming cords of Susan’s retention and cursed loudly as he missed the clit anchor. Her thrumming sex finger took the full load and stretched to massive elongation. He slashed again as the gauge swung past 5 atmospheres and continued to climb.

“Twang! The cord slashed back as it was freed of the awesome tension, and unable to reach out because of his ankle retention, Peter could only watch as the grossly expanded form shot up the shaft with an explosive expulsion of air from her pussy. She was climbing like a demented rocket with her pussy blaring sound, pushed even faster by the expanding column of air rushing up the relief pipe.

Susan lifted a foot clear of the vent pipe, even though she was still loaded with lead weights, but Peter’s waiting arms were ready as the venting torso finally returned to earth. All around them was the venomous hiss of escaping fury as the storm abated. The pumps, freewheeling on open circuit, gave vent to grateful muted cries, and Peter sagged backward under a writhing rubberised peanut trying convey her thanks. Exhausted he lay recovering from the shock of near disaster.

Then, remembering that the pump was still running, and hearing the orchestra beginning to strike up again, albeit on residual pressure only, he lunged for the handle that would stop the strip, and watched fearfully as the wheezing played out orchestra wound down. Thankfully they all seemed to have survived the mammoth recital, but it was doubtful they would ever want to repeat the events of the last couple of hours.

That was when it struck him. He’d been out for at least two hours for them to have performed their quadruple rendition in full, and secondly, he clearly remembered the Spring Concerto as being his last conscious choice.

He stared at the gasping instruments, noting in their midst, the damming evidence that Sandra and Angela had somehow managed to evade the impossibly tight, and as he’d thought, inescapable bands that had held them so delightfully arranged. For the first time he felt real anger towards his favourite girls as he contemplated the stupidity of this prank.

He staggered to his feet grasping the edge of the keyboard console for support, vaguely registering faint sounds from the passageway cupboard.

Ah! So that’s where the vixens were hiding.

Obviously they’d only just freed themselves in time, and as he’d awoken, scuttled into the nearest hiding place that became available. He crept up on the cupboard that was still emitting muffled noises, and gripping each handle firmly ripped open the doors.

“Got you! You litt ?” The words froze in his throat as a terrible coldness descended.

Snowy seemed a bit peeved at being trussed and gagged like a chicken, and was in no mood for Pete’s silly games. A grunting well bound farmer on top did little to sooth his anger. With fumbling fingers Pete’ freed the old man and his partner, frustratingly for Snowy, leaving the huge wadded cloth gag until last.

“Where the hell have you been? I've been lying in there kicking shit out of the door for two hours or more.” Peter frowned at the confirmation that he had a huge blank to fill in.

“I heard the music stop and was just coming out of the lounge to see what was up when some asshole slugged me from behind.“

Peter’s anxiety increased tenfold. He doubted that either of the escapee’s would have had the strength, or for that matter the inclination to knock out a tough old bird like Snowy, who on more than one occasion had engineered massively desirable feelings in their fettered forms. It looked more and more as if there was a third party at work here. He felt relieved that his women had not been responsible for such a dangerous act as tying down a safety valve. But whoever had done it had almost wiped out his private harem in one vicious calculating act.

He was even more convinced now that it had been a deliberate attempt to burst his whole entourage and remove them from the scene with one evil master stroke. Thank God it had failed.

“Did you see anyone; ... anyone who shouldn’t be here?” Snowy shook his head as he thought.

“Na! The only people I’ve seen all morning were those guy’s changing the beer barrels in the cellar.” Pete’s eyes slitted with thought.

“What beer barrels? I didn’t order any beer, we’ve still got two full barrels of bitter and half dozen crates of lager.“

“But I saw the delivery men rolling two empties out to the truck and P 220 They rose together, and without bothering to talk further, raced towards the cellar door. Peter made it first, and Snowy almost cannoned into him as he skidded to a stop at the foot of the stairs.

The cellar was a mess of white footprints, discarded empty paper sacks, a tub with the remnants of hardened plaster and some bits of electrical wire. Peter scooped a cardboard roll core from the floor and studied the manufacturers stamp on the inside, his eyes narrowing as he pieced the damming evidence together “Vulcanising rubber,” he murmured. “Jeez! I'm getting too old for this shit.“

“What shit?” Pestered an impatient Snowy who didn’t have the luxury of previous experience in this particular matter. He never got an answer as the sound of jet engines sounded from the new county airfield nearby. Peter rushed to the window and watched intensely as a small private executive jet arrowed into the sky and began a turn to the South.

“Fuck it! Why didn’t I realise the bitch would have her own personal airstrip on that island.“

He glanced down to the wire scraps in his hand, and the thought of what was happening to his women at this very moment raised a rock hard quivering shaft in his trousers. Whilst he himself could never bring himself to drive a woman that far, he could enjoy the thought of some else with less consideration indulging themselves. At the same time he felt almost uncontrollable rage that someone had dared to abuse his ladies. The rage won!

“Here we go again!” Peter muttered, causing Snowy to look even more puzzled. His bewilderment was noted as Pete’ turned away from the window with a look of cold determination.

“Unless I miss my guess good buddy, that jet has just legged it with two very valuable beer casks. My second guess is that they ain’t full of beer, but have instead been filled with an excellent brew called plaster encased woman.

For a hat trick, I would also guess that dear Sandra and her mate are in for a second dose of ‘Sharnering' at the hands of none other than Nadia. God help them!” He paused for second in thought, then galvanised into action.

“Come on Snowy. We’d better get packed for a long trip. I'll get the armaments organised, and you sort the girls. Get Carlos to help you.“

An after thought slid into his brain. “By the way, where is Carlos?“

A rapid search of the house and grounds resulted in confirming his absence, and left Peter kicking himself for not realising sooner.

“Damn it to hell! I should have known he was up to no good when I saw his uncharacteristic behaviour on the island. That asshole was planning this even then. There’s no other way Nadia could have found us so quickly; I’ll cut the bastard into strips when we catch up to them. That double dealing bastard will suffer a slow death for this.“

Snowy put a hand on the shoulder of his friend who was by now shaking with rage.

“Na! ... Not a good idea cobber. Why don’t you just give him to the girls. I'm sure his destiny in their hands will be far more excruciating than simply being killed.“

Peter paused in his vitriolic outpourings long enough to nod as he himself pictured such an event.

“Yep! You’re right old timer. That would be a fate worse than death.

Snowy watched as Peter vanished back up the steps two at a time; then gathering his own thoughts, he headed for the weapons store with heart pounding and a new injection of youthful blood pounding through his veins. There was nothing like as good rumble in the jungle to get the old body wired up for action. He voiced his feelings out loud as he scuttled away.

“Don’t panic girls, the Cavalry’s on the way.“

Ten minutes later he sheepishly returned, full of apologies as he began the task of dismantling the patiently waiting orchestra.

It took over half the night to extract the girls from their long tortuous ordeal, but by the time Peter had arranged all the tackle and transport, they were briefed and ready for action. Fed, exercised, and appraised of the task ahead, the girls were champing at the bit. But there was a problem.

“It’s going to take me a week or more to get all the stools dismantled, and then there’s the two chariots. Apart from that, how the hell do we load them onto the sub without surfacing. They floated up, they’re not going to float back down.“

Peter frowned as Snowy finished. In his haste to get to grips with Nadia, he’d forgotten all about the responsibility living furniture burdened one with. He cursed as he saw no other option other than to delay the rescue and release all Snowy’s girls from their bonded prisons. That in itself was a tough decision.

He’d become used to the sumptuous luxury of those curvaceous bum rests.

In the end Tom came to the rescue.

“I’ll look after them for you, I've got plenty of room at my place now we’ve stopped running a dairy herd. All the old milking sheds and buildings are standing empty.” He looked at the two men as they considered the offer, his face alive with anticipation.

“Why not leave them here and just pop over to service them every day?” Tom thought about that then shook his head.

“Na! Couldn’t manage that. There’s too much to do on the farm every day to guarantee I'll be able to get over here, especially now Peggy has become one of my stock. Best I take them all home then I can be sure they’re looked after.“

Pete’ agreed. But that raised the problem of getting fifty or so solid lumps of womanhood over to his place. The lane was far too narrow for the pantechnicon. Again Tom came up with an idea that appealed to them both.

“That shed with all the gear stashed in it. [ saw dozens of pairs of small trolley wheels in there.

Would it be possible to fit all the stools with a set?” Snowy nodded without really seeing how that helped them solve the problem. Wheelborrowing that lot down the lane would take days. Tom saw that his new friends were not endowed with the natural farmer’s inventiveness: a trait that usually ended up with everything being fixed with bailer twine and six inch nails.

“Well, if you fit each stool with four wheels, and then we couple them with something like you used for the theatre seating, I can tow the lot with the tractor.” Peter and Snowy looked at each other in amazement. How come they hadn’t thought of such an obvious solution.

The rest of the night and all the next day was a scene of feverish activity as stool after stool was serviced, then up-ended and fitted with wheels. Each finished unit was then trundled out into the yard to join a steadily growing convoy behind the tractor. The Chariots had already been retrieved, and a not too amused Wanda was back on a front-end loader, with an even more pissed-off Amanda dangling between the rear lift arms. Burdened only with the lightweight Johnson engine, it fell to Amanda to carry the portable servicing unit roped onto her saddle.

The stools had by now all been refitted with different nose to tail couplings. These monsters, unlike the lightweight items they had been previously linked with, were rugged double ended expander versions that could easily take the full load of the train.

As dusk began to fall, all was ready. Tom had his full compliment of trailing passengers, and a huge list of instructions from the mother hen, Snowy. The truck was loaded and ready to go, the women all seated in the back and fired up for action.

With a cheery wave, Tom clambered aboard the tractor and began to move off. Snowy sniggered to himself as the tractor took the load, and a rippled groan travelled along the line of the tow. Like the links of a chain, each nubile and totally helpless woman was being stretched between her filled mouth and her rear butt coupling. Two grinning males watched as the helpless female snake began to faithfully follow the tractor, rumbling and bumping over the cobbles as it wound out of the yard.

“That last girl has an easy job, but the leader must be having some second thoughts.” Peter followed his eyes to the first stool in the convoy and smiled broadly as he nodded in agreement.

Coupled to the tractor by the 50mm towing ball buried in her mouth, and towing forty-nine heavy stools with her ass ring was probably not the most sought after position. They watched as the last trundling, eyeball rolling seat vanished from view and then closed the rear doors of the pantechnicon.

“OK! Snowy, let’s kick ass.“

The old Oz jerked out of his reverie, and with a look of determination joined his pal as they swung up into the cab and started the engine.

The big diesel roared into life, and with a last look back at the farm in his mirrors, Peter engaged a gear and pulled off.

Chugging down a leafy lane running parallel to the road, Tom watched the big truck accelerating away into the gathering darkness, and whatever the future may hold for that motley crew. He smiled with a little sadness as the sounds of singing female voices wafted faintly over the hedgerow. For him life would certainly be different, yet still burdened with the same old boring drag of farming to spoil his new profession. But for that vanishing team of lovelies and the two lucky men, there was adventure, danger, and boundless fun ahead.

“Good Luck matey’s, and God speed!“

His hand reached down to the gear stick, and slipping the tractor into a faster road hauling gear he smiled as the tractor accelerated and solicited a multitude loud of groans from the jostling train of helpless females. At the back of his mind he already had a plan for financing the bulk purchase of all the extra milking facilities he was going to need to ensure that his helpless charges got their full measure of mechanised breast massage. Without doubt, the image of milking time at the farm was going to be a whole lot different from now on. Rows of straining female butts clamped into milker stalls were certainly an improvement on the normal bovine variety.

 

 And so the saga of Sandra finally draws to a close.

Or does it? Maybe we will get to hear how the rescue attempt went at sometime in the future. Given that Peter and Snowy, are not prone to faultless planning, and that the entourage of lovelies they have collected are renowned for being a bunch of gung-ho hellcats once sicked on the prey, it could well be that this simple recovery venture might turn into something a little more drawn out
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