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Chapter I
Taking the Plunge
 
The young woman stepped out onto the stage, smiling at the crowd and acknowledging their applause.  Mounting the steps to the platform near the top of the tank, she swept off her cape and stood for a moment to allow the thousand or so people standing there to admire her figure.  She tossed the cape to an assistant below.
Elena was worth admiring.  At twenty years of age, she combined a youthful appearance while still being a full-figured and sexy woman.  Of Mexican parents who came to the US to make a better life for themselves and their two children, she had the warm chocolate skin of her people, long, shiny black hair that hung down to mid-back, and dark, mysterious eyes.  There was just a hint of Aztec in her exotic appearance, a shadow of an ancient people who ruled that southern land long before the coming of the white people.
She wore a one-piece swimsuit that hugged her body like a lover, of a black color and so thin and semi-transparent as to almost be naked while still allowing her to appear in public.  No question it was a woman’s body, from the slender, long legs, up to the narrow waist and the full breasts, she presented a sexy, attractive package that quickened male pulses.
Standing on the platform, she was easily visible to all.  Next to her was a large tank constructed of steel angle iron and plates, with a Plexiglas front allowing all to see within.  The tank was filled with water to almost the top.
Elena smiled and turned her back on her assistant, Maria, who was also her younger sister by two years.  A pretty girl in her own right, Maria was dressed in a sequined, form-fitting red costume that showed off her youthful figure but not enough to distract male eyes from the star of the show.  Maria lifted a pair of handcuffs for all to see, then placed them on Elena’s wrists.  A second pair went on her arms, just above the elbows, which pulled her elbows in and made her chest stick out – to the delight of the men in the audience.
Elena stood near the edge of the tank while Maria held up for view another pair of handcuffs.  Those went onto Elena’s ankles.
“Not so tight,” whispered Elena.
“Has to look good,” countered Maria, who then stood up and lifted a small boat anchor for the audience to see.  That she placed on the edge of the tank, in front of Elena.  Attached to the end of the anchor was a chain about three feet long.  Elena bent over to lower her head and Maria looped the end of the chair around her neck, locking it in place with a large padlock.  It was obvious to all that the chain collar was tight enough so that it could not possibly be pulled off over her head.  The heavy padlock hung down between her breasts like a medallion.
Maria held up the anchor while Elena shuffled on joined feet to the edge of the tank where she lowered herself to a sitting position.  The platform was level with the top of the tank, so it was easy for her to swing her legs over the edge as Maria was placing the anchor next to her.  The pretty Latina was now sitting with the lower part of her legs in the water.  The audience could see them, and the handcuffs that locked the ankles together.
The crowd quieted down, awaiting the moment when this young woman would put her life in danger to entertain them.  Overhead wispy white clouds formed a lacy pattern across an otherwise deep blue sky.  To the south, a lone jet, too high to be seen, made a straight contrail across a corner of the sky.  The hot desert air was still but the sounds of the fair came from the rides and concession stands around the display area where Elena had set up her act.
“Ready?” asked Maria as she put her foot against the anchor.
“Yes,” Elena told her, and took in a deep breath.
Maria pushed the anchor over the edge.  Elena pushed with her shackled hands and slid into the water before the falling anchor could jerk her neck.
It was not a huge anchor, but one heavy enough to immediately drag the shackled girl to the bottom.  There she was held with her head only two feet off the bottom and her body rising up above her.  Immediately she began to struggle, twisting her arms around and shaking her head.  The handcuffs on her arms glistened in the sunlight.  The water in the tank sloshed at the edges, some spilling over to land on the pavement below.
This scene held the audience’s attention for what seemed a long time before Maria, who had been counting to herself as she climbed down from the platform, reached twelve seconds as she took the edge and pulled a curtain across the front of the tank.  The water continued to slosh small amounts over the top edges, indicating that the woman inside was still struggling in an attempt to defy a watery death.
As the seconds crept by, people began to wonder how long she could hold her breath.  The splashing water came less frequent until no more danced over the top of the tank.  To the side, Maria put on her act of looking worried, more so as time passed.
In practices, it usually took Elena only one minute and twenty seconds to free herself from the trick handcuffs and padlock.  She had practiced that act until she could do it consistently within that time limit.  With her very accurate inner clock, she could time her emergence from the water to within a couple of seconds of that time.  The restraints were usually off well before that time limit.
This afternoon, Maria stood by and her fearful appearance was not totally faked.  She did not have a clock to look at, but she knew that the normal time limit had come and gone.  In all their practice runs, they had never encountered a real emergency, but they had only discussed that possibility a couple times.  There was a fire ax standing by.  Should it be necessary, Maria could take that and try to break the plastic front of the tank.  If successful, the breaking would probably get much of the audience wet, but that would be the fastest way to get air to Elena.  Jumping into the tank and trying to pull her out would be difficult because the tank was not really very big.  It would also take longer, and might not be possible for the smaller girl to accomplish.
At around two minutes, one person in the audience called out that something must be wrong and why did Maria not do something.  Fifteen seconds later, Maria picked up the ax and stood nervously before the curtained tank, wondering if she really could break that thick plastic.
Fortunately, she did not have to.  Gasping and soaking wet, Elena’s head popped up above the edge of the tank.  Grabbing the edge with her hands, she just held as she sucked in big gulps of air.  After a few, she shook her head and pulled herself out of the tank.
She seemed a little weak-kneed as she stood there, smiling and acknowledging the applause.  As had been planned, the water had made her suit as transparent as glass and there was very little left to the imagination on that wet and sexy girl.
Elena climbed down the stair and was greeted with a towel by Maria.
“You took long,” she said.
“Padlock.  Wouldn’t spring,” she whispered, making sure no one could overhear.
“How...?”
“Later.”
She finished the act, shaking hands and even signing a few autographs.  When the crowd dispersed to seek other sights and thrills, she made her way back to the small trailer parked nearby.  Inside she collapsed to a seat and began to shake.
“That was close, Maria.  I damned near didn’t get up.”
“What went wrong, Elena?”
“The lock wouldn’t spring.  That hidden lever was stuck.  Jammed or something.  I got the handcuffs off okay, but the lock wouldn’t release.  I had to pound on it with one of the handcuffs before it opened.”
For a while, she just sat there, waiting for her limbs to cease shaking from the adrenaline surge.  Finally, when she was calm enough, she looked at Maria and said firmly, “I’m going to get that lock and find out what went wrong.”
With only the towel wrapped around her still-wet suit, she marched back to the tank and climbed in.  She pulled up the equipment, piece by piece, and handed them to Maria.  Back in the trailer, she examined the lock, taking it apart just as she had when she installed the secret lever to make it open.
“Shit!” she finally said.  Then added a few more colorful words in Spanish.  “There is a piece of rubber wedged inside the lever.”  She looked up to Maria and said, in a frightened tone, “This has been sabotaged!  Somebody tried to kill me!”
 







 
Chapter II
Running Back to Teacher
 
“I cleaned out the lock, repeatedly tested it, then kept it in my sight after that.  I managed to finish the rest of the performances without problems.”
Elena was speaking to her friend and mentor, Stella Walters, who just happened to be the world’s most famous female escape artist.  The female Houdini, they called her, although she never liked that title for she felt she was better than Houdini, having taken his tricks and acts and carried them to another level.  In that, she was aided greatly by the advances in science and materials made since Houdini’s day.
They were at Stella’s School for Escape Artists, in the main practice area, watching a group of students at work.
“Was the lock out of sight anytime before the performance?” Stella asked.
“Yes.  It was in the trailer while we set up the tank.  Then in the box next to the tank.  There were times when most anyone could have gotten to it.”
“You’re going to have to put a lock on that box.  And anything else that someone might get to.”
“That might be hard,” Elena said.  “There’s always some gear that has to be set up and then stay set up until the performance.”
“Maybe the more important question is why would someone try to sabotage your act?  And maybe worse.  Maybe it was an attempt on your life.”
“You think that thought hasn’t occurred to me already?  But I don’t know anyone who would really wish me dead.”
A sound drew their attention over to where the students were practicing straitjacket escapes.  For a while they watched the eight students, broken up into pairs, working on the escapes.  Four lovely young women were strapped tightly into the jackets while the other four watched and coached.
For two years now, Stella Walters Escape Artist School had been training a whole new generation of female escape artists to provide entertainment and thrills for audiences world-wide.
“Has anyone threatened you?”
“Well, yes.  At first, I dismissed it as a prank.  You know how weird fans can be sometimes.  But twice before that performance, I got threatening emails.  All they said was that if I continued to do escapes, I would die.  I just figured it was some fan trying to spook me.  But after that jammed lock...”
“You tried to trace the email back to its source?”
“Yes.  I had a friend who really knows computers try, but he said that it was untraceable because it went through what he called an anonymous server.”
“Can you think of anyone who would maybe not want to kill you but would want to sabotage your act?”
“The only person I can think of who doesn’t like me is Miko.  Queen Miko, she usually calls herself.”
“I know who you are talking about.  Queen of the Escape Artists, she bills herself,” Stella said sarcastically.
“Well, we were in a contest in Florida about six months ago.  I won, but she claimed that I stole my escape from her.  I didn’t, of course.  It was just a variation on the Milk Can escape.  But it was much like one that she did.  I didn’t have to steal it; you taught us that trick at the beginning of the school.”
Stella agreed, saying, “A lot of escapes are variations of that trick.  It goes back to Houdini and maybe before him.  But he’s the one who made it famous.”  Stella paused for a moment as one of the students fell to the floor in her struggles.  “Did Miko make this claim openly?”
“Right in the Press, yes.  It seemed she was pretty mad about it.  Claimed that was why she won second place and not first.”
“So you think she might have something to do with this sabotage?”
“I don’t know.  Maybe.  I don’t know anyone else who might be mad enough at me to do something as dangerous as this.”
“You got that part right,” Stella said firmly.  “Playing around with a water escape can be deadly.”
Elena only shook her head.  That very thought had been on her mind ever since she almost failed the escape.  Maybe Maria could have broken through the plastic window with that ax, maybe not.  A professional escape artist plays at teasing death, but all the tricks are carefully orchestrated to be as safe as possible. Still, it is a dangerous trade and no professional needs to have someone trying to kill her.
“Stella, I just don’t know what to do!  I can be cautious, but can I protect against every possibility?  Oh, Stella, I don’t want to quit the profession!  I’m just getting started and establishing myself.  The gigs are coming in.”
“I know,” Stella said.  “I’ve been keeping track of you.  I do for all graduates.  Your escapes have been getting good reviews.”
“Thank you.”
“I think the only way you are going to feel safe is if we find who did this and put a stop to it.”
“Thank you, Stella.  You’ve made me feel much better.”
“Where are you scheduled next?”
“Los Angeles Country Fair.”
“Fine.  I’ll take some time off and we’ll see if we can solve this little problem quickly.”
Over on the mats, one of the students had just managed the straitjacket escape and was jumping up and down with joy.
 







 
Chapter III
Near Miss
 
A bare-chested muscular man with a spear in his hands ran over and added it to a rack of them, all with sharp points upward.  That spear, like the other dozen or so, was a wooden shaft, a silvery, pointed metal head, and a colorful ribbon tied just behind that.  On the ribbon was writing in Japanese kanji characters.  The man retreated.
Above this bed of upward pointing spears was a framework of metal bars, roughly resembling a large playground “jungle gym”.  Just below the top bars was suspended a woman.  She was dressed in a red silk, highly modified Japanese kimono.  In truth, it was more of a tight fitting dress with a hemline above the knees, a considerable slit along one side that revealed most of her shapely leg, and a diamond shape cutout between her breasts.  The bright red material had golden cherry blooms woven into it.  All in all, it was hardly the traditional Japanese woman’s dress, more of a costume designed to show off the young woman’s slender figure.
At the moment, that shapely figure was in a precarious position, to say the least.  She was bound with ropes to a pole only a few inches longer than herself.  At each end of the pole was a ring.  Tied to those rings were ropes that went upward in a Vee and came together at another ring.  From that one, a single rope went to the top of the framework.  It was that rope alone which held her suspended above the bed of spears.  She had been bound to that pole by her two bare-chested male assistants, who had made a show of the binding the young woman with much rope, and showing that her wrists were tightly tied behind pole.  When they were finished, she was bound to the pole from her ankles up to her shoulders.
They had lowered her to the ground, on her stomach, before attaching the support ropes and hoisting her into the air until she was suspended in a position high above their heads.  The ropes had been carefully adjusted so that she hung horizontally.
The woman suspended above what could be a grizzly death, was Miko, the Queen of Escape Artists.  She was a classic Japanese beauty, and, although not as big breasted as American women, she did have enough curves to attract male gazes, especially when dressed as she was.
One of the male assistants now came forward, carrying a burning torch.  He touched the torch to a small string that quickly caught fire.  That fire raced up the string to the main rope holding her up.  That rope burst into flames.  It had been treated, of course, with an accelerant so it burned cheerfully away.
Now she was in trouble.  As the rope burned through, there would come a point at which they could no longer support her weight and her body would fall to become impaled on the spears.  Immediately she began twisting her hands and wiggling her bare feet.  Those watching could see her picking at the ropes around her wrists with fingers straining to reach them.  That scene continued for a half minute.  The flame was, at that point, burning all the way from the top down to ring.  Certainly it could not continue to burn for very long without breaking.
At this point, her assistants, having doused the torch, came to either side of the framework, took ropes in their hands, and used them to pull up a cloth screen.  That diaphanous screen allowed the viewers to see her shadow but no details.  At the top of the screen, the shadow appeared to be struggling mightily, jerking up and down, and shaking burning rope, most of which was visible above the screen.  This scene went on for almost a minute, stretching out the drama and tension, until there came a climax.  With Miko’s shadow still struggling, there came a snapping sound and rope parted.
The shadow on the screen fell.  There was a loud thud and the framework shook.  That shadow now rested unmoving atop the spears.  Some of the watchers gasped in horror.  A couple just smiled.
Was this the end to her career?  Was this the often feared mistake that escape artists knew haunted them each time they teased at death?
The light that had been casting the shadow upon the screen went out and the image disappeared.  A few seconds later, Miko came prancing around the side of the framework, waving happily and smiling.  She was no longer dressed as she had been, but now wore only a skin-tight costume resembling a one-piece swimsuit.
After accepting the adoration of the audience and she leaving the stage, the smile dropped from her face to be replaced by a scowl.  She approached one of the assistants to stand toe to toe with him, looking up at his ashamed face.
“You were late getting the rails in place!” she yelled.  “I almost fell onto the spears, you idiot!”
“I’m sorry, Mistress Miko,” he muttered, eyes downcast, unwilling to meet hers.
“The timing has to be perfect so that the rails come up just as the curtain does.  At the same time, I roll down the rails just as the shadow projector comes on and the curtain finishes coming up.  If it is not perfect, the audience will see me roll backward.  Or I’ll miss the rails and fall.  Would you like that, idiot?  To see me stuck on those spears?”
“No, Mistress.”
She made a disgusted sound, almost a growl, at him, then turned and stomped away.  Behind them, the crew was pulling down the curtain, revealing that there was nothing above or on the spears.  Behind the framework, on the floor, was the dress she had been wearing, the pole, and a pile of ropes that had been binding her to the pole.  Getting out of the ropes had not been a problem for her.  They had been tied in such a way as to look tight but really allowed her slack when she twisted.  Besides, there was the assistant there to aid her in getting the ropes off and out of the tight dress.
“Mistress...?” came a voice from behind Miko.  It was Aiko, her personal assistant.  Immediately Miko’s frown disappeared and she smiled warmly.
“Aiko, my love child!  Did you see that fool almost ruin the escape?”
“Yes, Mistress.  He should be punished.”
Miko smiled.  “I shall.  By not punishing him.”
Aiko returned the smile.  She understood that would be a fine punishment for a man who adored Miko, especially when she hurt him.
“I have news,” Aiko said.
“Yes?”
“That American girl, Elena, the one you’re pissed off at.  She is scheduled to appear in Los Angeles at the county fair.”
“When?  What dates?”
When Miko was told the dates, she smiled.  As it happened, she had no scheduled appearance at that time.  She would be sure to catch Elena’s performance.  She would not miss it.
“I will go.  It would please me greatly were she to have an accident.  A terrible, tragic accident.”
Aiko bowed in agreement.
 







 
Chapter IV
Driving Across the Desert
 
“Well, I’ll begin with a jacket switch,” Elena said.
The two escape artists were driving in Stella’s brand new ’Vette across the California desert.  The bright sun burned the sands and rocks outside the car as it zoomed across the interstate with a healthy disregard for local speed laws.
“That’s simple, but the crowds never catch onto it,” Stella commented, glancing up at the rear view mirror.  She liked to know if something was coming up behind her, although there were few cars that could catch her.  “Then what?”
“I’ll do a glass cage switch, using two assistants.  I’ve worked out a variation of the costume change that is faster than the traditional way.”
“Oh?  You’ll have to show me that.”
“Of course.  Haven’t you shown me enough of your tricks?  Anyway, then I’ll do a saw the lady in half.”
“Isn’t that a bit stale?”
“Not the way I set it up.  I put two females in the same box.  At each end you see two feet with a head between them.  The girl on top is face down.  It drives the guys crazy imagining how those two women are positioned inside that small, coffin-like box.”
“Oh?” Stella thought for a few moments, then said, “I think I know how you do it.  We’ll have to discuss details later.  But that’s a nice variation.”
“The finale will be the water tank escape, using the shackles and chains.  It will seem a little more difficult because I’ll be wearing a locked-on hood.”
“Locked at the neck?”
“Of course.  The hood will be made of plastic, not leather, because of the water, you know.  But it will be traditional with only a small hole for my nose.”
Stella paused while she zoomed around a couple slower cars that were doing only ninety miles per hour.
“You know, Elena, you are beginning to confirm what I suspected when you first enrolled in the school.  You have the potential to be a great escape artist.  It’s not just that you’re good at the escapes, but you have imagination and a flare for the dramatic.”
“Thank you.  I had a good teacher.”
Stella had to slow down some because they were nearing Palm Springs and the traffic was increasing.  She loved to drive fast but was not reckless.
“You haven’t had any shows for a while,” Elena said.  “You aren’t retiring, are you?”
Stella laughed.  “No, I’m not retiring.  Just been working on several new projects.  An escape gets old after a while and most people have seen it.  It’s a task to have to come up with new and ever more dangerous escapes all the time.  Or that at least appear more dangerous.”
“Yeah!” Elena agreed, remembering her own near escape when the lock failed to spring while she was weighted down at the bottom of the water tank.
“You checked, and Queen Miko has no scheduled appearances at the same time as yours?” asked Stella.
“Apparently not.  Her next one is scheduled for a month from now.  I’ll bet my straitjacket that she’ll be around when I go on.”
“And we’ll be on the watch for her.  We won’t make it easy for her to sabotage your show this time.”
“I hope so.  It’s bad enough worrying about performing each escape perfectly, without having to add on worrying about equipment failure.”
Stella agreed.  “You know, I got to thinking about what happened to you, and that got me to thinking about making a safer water tank.  You know that we’ve never tested if you sister, Maria, can break the Plexiglas with an ax.  So what I was thinking was that we could add a safety drain to the tank.  In the back there would be a lever that would open a fairly large hole, allowing the water to totally drain out in a few seconds.  Or maybe design the tank so that it will split apart at the seams.”
“That sounds like a good idea.  But we won’t be able to build and test it in time for my LA show, will we?”
“No, not this show.  But for future shows.  For this time, we’ll just have to be careful.”
“That’s easy for you to say.  You’re not the one climbing into the tank.  At least, not this time.”
Stella drove on in silence for a while, her mind mulling over what Elena had said.  Finally she came out with, “You have given me a great idea.”
“Huh?  I did?”
But Stella would say no more, claiming that she had to work out some of the details in her mind.
 







 
Chapter V
Aiko Asks for It
 
Swish!  Smack!
Swish!  Smack!
Each time the small whip cut through the air and landed upon soft, feminine flesh, there came that sound.  That flesh was the bottom of Miko’s assistant, Aiko.  The young woman was naked and bent over a thick metal rail that happened to be the end of a magnificent bed, one large enough to hold four or five people.  But it held only Aiko, and she was not laying on it but bent over the bottom rail with her head pressed into the crimson silk cover.  Her hands were tied behind her, after having been pulled up and bound with the wrists at the level of her shoulder blades.  Rope around her at the level of her breasts lashed her arms to her back.  It was a rough way to have a woman’s arms bound, but Aiko was used to it.  Besides, it was not the discomfort of her binding that was the focus of her attention right then.
Her feet were spread widely and tied to the metal legs of the bed.  In addition, her thighs were bound to the rails of the bed’s end, making any movement of her legs impossible.  In fact, about all she could do was lift up her torso and twist it about.
Swish!  Smack!
“Ohhhh...!”
Aiko finally gave voice to the burning pain on her ass.  Already a dozen red streaks marked up that smooth, rounded surface.  Each mark was swollen flesh showing where the whip had kissed her.
“Are you ready?” asked Miko casually.
Aiko sniffed and closed her eyes.  The silk cover beneath her face was wet from her tears.  “No, Mistress.  I do not want that.”
Miko smiled wickedly and swung the whip again, this time placing a mark across the soft skin at the top of her left thigh.  Quickly another mark joined it, but on the right thigh.  Aiko cried out at these strokes for they hurt more than those that had struck her padded bottom.
Miko held off with the whip so she could watch the red marks form.  Each was a white strip with red edges.  She knew that those whip marks would hurt the girl for a day or so, and would heal totally within a week.  By then she would be ready to replace them with fresh ones.  It was her joy to see her close friend and lover suffer.
Swinging with all her might, she placed a couple new marks at the base of her ass.  Aiko’s head jerked up and she whined most pathetically.  Tears stained her cheeks as she turned her face to her Mistress.  “Please...” she begged, “These hurt.”
“I know.”
Aiko placed her head back on the cover and tried to ignore the burning pain.
“Are you ready?” came the question again, so very innocent sounding; simply an inquiry if Aiko was willing for the next act in this little drama.
“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered, wishing with her whole heart that she did not have to say the words.  But every woman has a limit to how much pain she can stand.  Aiko did not want any more vicious, ugly marks placed on her soft skin.  But mostly, she wanted the pain to stop.
Miko smiled again and laid the whip on a dresser.
“I knew you’d come to ask for it,” Miko said softly.  She went to the end of the bed and gently caressed the largest of the marks.  She could see Aiko shudder at that touch.
“Junichi!” she called out.
“Oh, no!  Please, Mistress, not Junichi!” Aiko cried out, jerking her body up so she could look directly at Miko.  It was something she rarely did during these little sessions, but honest fear filled her eyes and she was forced to plead for mercy.  “He’s so big!  He hurts me so!”
But Miko ignored the plea as she went to the dresser to pick up a jar of cherry scented lubricant jell.  Taking a large glob of it on two fingers, she parted Aiko’s ass cheeks to expose that tiny hole here.  She pushed the jell into that orifice and repeated the process until a large amount filled the hole and smeared the surrounding area.
Miko lowered her head to the bed and wept for the horror that was her coming fate.
The door to the bedroom opened and a man came slowly in.  His progress was sluggish because he could not see.  Encasing his head was a black leather hood, laced tightly on and locked with a small lock at the neck.  The rest of him was naked.  He was a large man, the largest of the assistants Miko used in her acts.  Aiko did not turn her head for she did not want to see, but Miko gazed upon his erect penis and licked her lips.  She occasionally took that huge rod inside her; occasionally allowed its immense size to pleasure her, but never allowed the man to have his pleasure while it was inside her.  Sexual satisfaction and pleasure were for Queen Miko, not the servants.
The man had been waiting on the other side of the door, listening to the sounds of torture and the cries of the lovely and oh-so-petite Aiko.  Hearing the sounds of her pain and knowing of his coming role, he needed no more stimulation to assure that his tool was ready to perform.
Junichi, which means “Obedient One” in Japanese, groped his way over to the bed and felt around until his hand came upon soft female flesh.  Quickly he moved into position behind the girl, feeling her naked flesh and even the ropes on her thighs.  He felt the heat of abused flesh and traced the ridges of swollen skin with his fingertips.  That excited him more and made his prick ache.
He knew that she was bound down and helpless.  His hands even reached up to feel the way that her arms were bound.  Knowing how helpless she was excited him and made him eager to be about the business of ravishing her body.  He wasted no more time on exploring and rushed right into the heart of the matter.  His hand spread her cheeks while the other one guided his phallus straight to the target.  Its head was slow to push its way into her, but once he knew it was in, he shoved hard with his hips and buried it deeply inside her.
Aiko let out with a loud yowl, her body jerking upward.  But she could do nothing save give voice to her ravishment.  She twisted and turned, but accomplished nothing.  She remained helpless and at the mercy of his brutal male.
He rammed hard into her, banging his hips roughly against her ass.  Her cries of distress came through the leather hood and pleased him greatly.  As he pounded away at the helpless girl, he was aware that his Mistress, the beautiful Queen Miko, was nearby.  He also knew that she was naked and enjoying the show he was putting on.  But he could not see, and never would, her lovely nakedness.  That was not for lesser creatures such as he.  Even those times when she ordered him to pleasure her with his monstrous phallus, he did not see her.  The hood assured that.  But his hands felt her loveliness, and the rare moments when he was inside her were the most incredible moments of his life.
Every ounce of his being urged him to pound away fast and hard, eager to satisfy his lust by injecting his seed into her.  But another part of his brain overrode the lust and begged him to go slowly, to prolong the act as long as he could.  That would give a better show for Queen Miko, and that was all that was important.  So he slowed down and even stopped on occasion when he felt a climax coming near.  The need inside him was so strong that it was a painful ache.  But still he held off.
Until there came a point where he misjudged and, with a cry of his own, jammed hard into her and let his need have its way.  He trembled and grunted as he pumped his precious fluid deep inside her.
As his penis shrank, he withdrew it and lowered himself to his knees.  Hoping with all his heart that he had pleased the Queen, he crawled out of the room on his knees, careful to close the door behind him.  Much later, Miko would send someone to take the hood off him – unless she forgot again.
Miko had been leaning against the wall, fingering herself as she watched the male animal have his way with the helpless female.  She watched the delightful way that Aiko twisted around and her fingers fluttered helplessly as she was ravished.  Her cries and tears were wonderful!  And when the lowly male had crawled out, she went to the bed, laid herself out with legs spread at the end of the bed.  She lifted the girl’s head and wiggled down far enough so that her shaved cunt was almost touching Aiko’s chin.
“Begin,” Miko ordered.
Aiko found it a strain to keep her head tilted backward so she could lick her Mistress, but Miko had one hand entangled in Aiko’s hair to help hold her head up, while the other hand spread wide her labia to make the act easier for Aiko.
Soon Miko was moaning with pleasure.  She could see Aiko’s tightly bound wrists and arms, how wonderfully the ropes cut into the slender girl’s skin, and even the darker shade of the hands were the circulation was impeded.  It was a beautiful sight and excited Miko.  That sight and the knowledge of what the girl had just suffered through were quite arousing.  Under Aiko’s talented tongue, she was soon feeling waves of heat flowing out of her pussy.  Then her universe exploded into flashing colors and heat.
A long time passed before Miko gave any thought to Aiko.  The girl had stopped crying and the pain in her ass was not the flaming agony it had been.  She was still bound in that awkward position, not asleep but unmoving and silent.  Miko considered leaving the girl tied like that for the night so that she would be in position as soon as Miko awoke to service her again.  But Miko was not the total sadist she often appeared to be, and so she untied Aiko.  The rope marks on her arms were deep and red.  As soon as her legs were untied, she sank to her knees and put her tingling arms around Miko’s leg.
“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered.
“You’re welcome.  Now get to the shower and clean yourself.  You’ve got dried cum on your thighs where it leaked.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“And you might unlock the hood on Junichi.  And don’t forget to thank him.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Aiko crawled away to do as ordered.
 







 
Chapter VI
Sort of the Same Thing
 
There had been no question that they would share a hotel room when reaching Los Angeles.  Elena and Stella had been good friends when the Latina had been attending Stella’s Escape Artist School.  Very good friends.  Intimately good friends.
Which was no surprise, since Stella took a close personal interest in most of her students, an interest that often took the form of additional, after regular school hours, personal training.
They had pulled into LA in the middle of a warm afternoon and were greeted by two things for which LA is famous.  A thick, eye-burning layer of smog sat upon the basin like a demonic fog seeping up from Hell.  The second was the normal afternoon commuter traffic jam in which it took them three hours to travel fifteen miles.  They were glad to reach the hotel, get out of the car and take a refreshing shower in the cool, air conditioned room.  They had a nice view out over the Pacific Ocean, if they could only see it through the haze.  As the sun sank towards the western horizon, the smog turned from a dirty brown to a wonderful display of reds and oranges.  Eventually the sun disappeared into the haze, leaving only an afterglow.
The hotel fortunately had a pretty good dining room and they enjoyed a good dinner of steak and salad and fresh veggies.  There was a cocktail lounge next to the dining room, but they were a little tired from the long drive and, besides, neither felt like having a drink – or being picked up by some strange man.
Back in their room, Elena kicked off her heels and stretched.  “You know,” she began, “I think that maybe I need more practice at rope escapes.”
Stella smiled.  They both knew what she was really asking for, and Stella was happy to provide it.
“Just happen to have some rope right here,” she said as she opened the suitcase.  Sure enough, there were a couple lengths of white cotton clothesline neatly coiled up and waiting.
“You promise you’ll be gentle with me,” Elena said as she slid out of the red dress that had been drawing all the male eyes in the restaurant to her shapely legs.  “It’s been a while since I was tied up with rope.”
“How long?”
“Last week,” Elena replied shyly.  “But you will make it a challenge, won’t you?”
“Don’t I always?”
Before Stella had the coils of rope unwrapped, Elena had all her clothes off and was standing there with a twinkle in her eye.
“Oh, I see you’ve kept up with shaving your pubic hair,” she commented.
“I have to.  Because of the skimpy costumes I have to wear.  Some of those are soooo tight that any hair down there would show right through.”
“Right.  And your sweet little pussy doesn’t?”
“Oh...  Some...”
By the end of that little exchange, Elena’s hands were bound behind her back and her elbows were caught in the rope and coming together to be tightly bound.  Which did wonders to make her breasts stand out.
“Oh...” Elena sighed, “You tie so nice and tight.”
“You know that you’ll be punished if you fail to escape?”
“Of course.  You taught me that punishments are necessary to assure maximum effort at the escapes.  No slacking off if you know that something nasty will be coming if you fail.”
Stella jerked the last knot at the elbows tight and turned Elena around.  “I recall that you were very, very good at moving your hands around in front of you even when the elbows were bound, as they are now.  I’ll have to do something to prevent that.”
The something Stella had in mind was simple enough.  She took some additional rope, wrapped it tightly around Elena’s arms and body at the narrowest part of her waist, and then cinched that rope down so tightly that it nearly disappeared into her waist.
As Stella was tying the final knot, Elena leaned forward and gently kissed Stella.  “That’s ever so tight,” she whispered.  “I can hardly breathe.”
“Good.  You should feel the ropes strongly enough so you can’t forget that they are there.”
“Of course, Mistress.”  Elena’s eyes were getting that far-away look as her world shrank down to just her and Stella and the ropes.  She twisted and pulled on her arms, but they both knew it was not really an escape attempt but rather simply enjoying the feeling of her restraints.  Her arms were now pretty much useless, welded to her back and each other.  Given enough time, a good escape artist such as Elena could work her way of that bondage, but it would not be easy.  In this case, she really did not want to get free.  They were not really practicing escapes.
Stella took her student’s head in both hands and gently kissed her on the lips.  Elena responded by pressing her bare breasts against Stella’s and returning the passion she felt.  They were both feeling a hunger but were not eager to obtain the final satisfaction too fast.  Slow and gentle, each level of excitement enjoyed before moving on to the next one, and a sharing of love as well as sexual arousal.
Soon Stella’s clothing was a pile on the floor and she was pushing Elena down to the bed.  The girl moaned as Stella’s hands roved over her body, exciting every place they touched.  Her mouth clamped on one breast and teased the nipple into a glorious state of rigidity.
The foreplay could not be extended forever, and soon Elena was breathing, “Now!  Please, do it now!  Let me at your lovely pussy!”
She was begging for the classic sixty-nine position so favored by lesbians everywhere.  But Stella was in command and not ready begin what could not fail to lead to wonderfully satisfying orgasms for both of them.  And she knew that Elena, while truly aching with desire and begging for pleasure, could be lifted to an even higher state of arousal.  Pushing back the panting girl, she stood up to look down at the naked and bound woman.
“I don’t see any progress towards your escape,” she commented dryly.
“Oh, Mistress, I tried, but I’ve failed.”  The voice was filled with self-pity.  “I know I must be punished.”
Without being told to, she rolled over onto her stomach and slithered down until her hips were just off the bed and she was kneeling with her breasts pressed against the covers.  She formed her hands into fists and pulled them away from her lovely, smooth ass.  As she prepared herself to cry, Stella was fetching a riding crop from the suitcase.
The first swat was delivered without warning and struck her squarely on the right cheek.  Elena yelped and jerked her bottom, but she did not move from that bent over position.  The next one came on the left cheek.  For a few seconds, Stella admired the two red spots on that cute little ass before adding to the count.
After a dozen such strokes, and none of them mild or half-hearted, Elena was crying.  And it was for real.  That riding crop was not much as real whips go, but it hurt and made the girl’s ass burn.
“Turn over,” came the command that Elena expected.  While not eager about the next stage in this little drama, she struggled to turn over without hands to help.  She rested her hips on the edge of the bed and spread her feet widely apart to expose her shaved and oh-so-sweet little pussy.  She leaned backwards, which pushed her breasts out and up to make them a better target.  She said nothing, but Stella could see honest fear in her eyes.  There was something worse than a few swats on the rear coming, and Elena knew it would really hurt.  That was the way the game was played.  The bondage was real and the ropes both tight and effective at robbing her of hands and arms.  Likewise, the pain would be real.  No love-taps, not play acting, nothing like that.  Stella was going to hurt Elena.
But this was a strange punishment because it was given and taken out of love, not hate or anger.  These two women were playing an exciting game that few women ever dare explore.  Strange as it would seem to most people, this binding, this giving of pain, and this domination of one over the other was an act of love.  They were both riding high on an emotional and exciting trip.
“You should try harder,” Stella told the student.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“This will help you remember that.”
She struck the left breast hard enough to indent the flesh and make it bounce.  Elena squealed loudly and jerked her body away from the riding crop.  A nice red blotch was forming on that breast, right next to the nipple.  Stella backhanded the other breast, adding a matching red mark to it and making Elena whine like a whipped cur.  But she immediately resumed the position that offered her body to the riding crop.
“Brace yourself,” Stella said needlessly.  Then she swung the riding crop upward between the spread legs.  This time there was a real scream as the pain on her most sensitive place lanced up into her body.  She twisted up into a ball, and slid down to the carpet where she lay moaning.
Knowing that the timing was just right, Stella dropped the crop and lifted Elena to her feet.  She pushed her over and watched as she bounced on the bed.  Then she was on the bound girl, grabbing a breast with one hand and squeezing tightly enough to bring fresh tears to her eyes.  Her other hand sought the injured place between Elena’s legs, pushing them apart to gain access.  The finger inserted came out wet and warm.  Were she a man, she would have rammed her penis deep into that tunnel and it would have slid in nicely and been welcomed.  But Stella was not a man, and she had no penis with which to ravish her lover.
Instead, she climbed atop Elena’s body as she lay on her bound arms, turned around and brought her face down to her pussy, while wrapping her arms around the girl’s hips to hold her.
Having no arms to hold onto Stella, Elena lifted her head and sought to do the same to her Mistress.  As Stella started giving a good tongue-lashing to Elena’s clitoris, she lowered her hips to make it easier for the younger girl to return the favor.
Both women tried to prolong the enjoyment, but the need was too great and soon they were both having intense orgasms accompanied by much trembling and moaning.
Afterwards, Stella took Elena in her arms, pushed one leg between hers and pulled them breast to breast on the bed.  For a long time they both floated in the warm afterglow of lovemaking.
Both love and pain were given and taken in that strange sharing.  Yet both were more than satisfied.  And, on another day, they would exchange places in the erotic drama.
 







 
Chapter VII
Double Escape
 
The day came for Elena to put on her first performance.  Understandably, she was nervous, for one thing because the crowds would be larger at this larger fair, and because her mentor, Stella, was present.  All during her training, Elena had tried so very hard to be as perfect as the great Stella Walters herself.  She wanted her teacher to be proud of her.
The evening before, Stella had told her of a slight change in the escape, something that would make a simple water tank escape much more unique and interesting.  Elena was hesitant at first, but after thinking about it, agreed that it might be a good idea.  They spent most of the evening working out details.
Came the morning and the first show of the day.  It was just after lunch and the fair grounds were crowded, the summer day hot, and the crowd eager to see a pretty young girl risk her life for their entertainment.  The water tank set up on a stage with enough room in front of it for at least a thousand people to stand and watch.  Elena was checking over the shackles for the tenth time, inspecting and working each to assure there would be no problems.  Stella stood by, watching during this safety check.  They both knew that escapes are dangerous, no matter how many tricks are used, and safety was of critical importance.  Everything seemed in good working order, and Elena put them all into a small suitcase and gave that to her younger sister, Maria, to watch constantly until they would be used in the act.
Then they checked over a second set of shackles with equal care.  Those, too, were placed into another case.  This one Stella kept by her side.
A fair sized crowd had gathered fifteen minutes before the scheduled presentation.  At five minutes before, there was no more standing space left before the stage and many were turned away because they could not see the tank.  Behind the curtains, the three women waited nervously.  Elena had peeked out and seemed both surprised and a bit overawed by the size of the crowd.  She proclaimed that it was the largest she had ever performed before.
“Makes no difference if there are two people or two thousand,” Stella advised.  “Just do your escape and ignore the crowd.”
The announcer began his spiel, working the crowd up by describing how Elena Montez would be risking her life in what he called the “Water Death Tank.”  When he introduced her, the crowd applauded with enthusiasm.  She smiled at them as she whipped off her cape to reveal a lovely body shown off by the skintight red single piece suit.
“And, as an added attraction,” the announcer continued, “we have a special guest today, a guest who will join Elena in the tank after being herself shackled and made helpless.  Miss Stella Walters, the world’s greatest female escape artist!  Let’s welcome Stella!”
The applause was louder.  Those who followed the female escape artist profession were well aware of the incredibly difficult and dangerous escapes she had performed over the years, many of which were televised specials.
Stella joined Elena on the stage, whirled off her cape and basked in the whistles and admiration of the crowd as they viewed one hell of a great body, also shown off by the skintight stretch fabric, this time in electric blue, Stella’s signature color.  Went well with her long, golden hair.
First Elena ascended the steps to the platform that adjoined the top edge of the tank.  Maria came right after her, carrying the shackle case.  As the announcer explained what was happening, Elena’s wrists were locked in two pairs of handcuffs behind her back.  An additional pair went on her arms just above the elbows.  She turned around for all to see.  Now that the restraining had begun, the crowd quieted down.  Another pair of handcuffs went onto her ankles.  Like the performance a couple weeks earlier, in which Elena had nearly drowned, a small boat anchor was handed up to Maria and she proceed to secure it with a heavy chain and padlock to the handcuffs around Elena’s ankles.  The only difference was that it was not locked around her neck this time.  Still, the weight of the metal anchor would drag her down to the bottom of the ten foot tank, leaving her head well below the surface.
Then it was Stella’s turn.  She walked up the stairs, carrying her own case.  Elena stood back as far as she could until she was in danger of falling off the back edge if bumped the slightest.  The platform had been built with only two people in mind and three made for a crowd.  As she had been instructed to, Maria opened the second case and began withdrawing shackles and applying them to Stella’s limbs.  There were the double pair of handcuffs on the wrists and another pair on her elbows.  The men in the crowd especially loved the way that made her breasts stick out, as if she were thrusting the forward to tease them.  Truth was, she was exaggerating the effect a little, but not much.  And she loved teasing men.
The last pair went on her ankles as the announcer was telling everyone that having two bodies in the tank at the same time would make the escape much harder.  Since the tank had been built with the intent of holding only a single person, that statement was very true.  The two of them would be very close together, to the point of getting in each other’s way as they struggled.
When Stella was shackled, she shuffled her way over to the edge of the tank and stood there while Elena took her position so close beside her that their hips were touching.  In a move that made the audience gasp, Maria took another set of handcuffs and locked one cuff on Elena’s arm just above the cuffs on her elbows.  The other cuff went onto Stella’s arm, locking them together in this death-defying escape attempt.  Maria moved the anchor around so that it was touching Elena’s feet.  As usual, she placed her bare foot on the anchor in preparation for shoving it into the water.
The announcer was telling the crowd that such a double escape attempt had never been made before and was particularly dangerous for the two young ladies.  He was stretching it out so both girls could hyperventilate to load their bodies with oxygen.  They would need it while holding their breath.
When he finally fell silent, Elena looked to Stella.  A slight nod told her Stella was ready.  Elena turned to Maria and nodded.  Immediately Maria pushed on the anchor, sending it with a splash into the water.  The two girls jumped so that they would enter the water in a controlled manner, not being dragged in.  Immediately they sank to the bottom where they both began to struggle against the steel restraints.
Maria climbed down and took her position beside the front of the tank, her hand on the rope that would pull up the curtain to cover the tank.  It would not do to have the people see how easily the two girls trigged the secret latches on the handcuffs and padlock.  They all looked very real and secure, but in truth, all had been modified.  They wanted it to look dangerous, but neither of those girls was stupid.
Maria just stood there, smiling and holding the rope.  Inside, in the water, both girls were wiggling about, pulling at their arms and shaking their heads so that their long hair flowed around their beautiful faces like mermaids.  Maria was to let the audience watch them struggle uselessly for a while before raising the curtain.  As soon as they were no longer visible, the two of them would begin the real task of freeing themselves.  All the struggling at the beginning was just for show.  But with her inner sense of timing, Elena knew that Maria had passed the point when she should have lifted the curtain.  If she did not do it soon, they would be forced to begin triggering the fake cuffs or risk running out of breath before they could get them all off.
Elena glared at Maria’s form and wanted to shout at the girl.  Stella was also giving the girl glances out of the corner of her eye.  She was as aware as Elena of the delay.  Finally, Maria seemed to come to the senses and pulled on the rope, lifting the black curtain.  Even before it had reached to top of the tank, both of them were beginning the serious removal of the shackles.
Long seconds ticked by and accumulated, until a minute had passed.  Still the only sign that anything was happening was some sloshing of water over the top of the tank.  The audience could imagine both women struggling desperately against tightly applied restraints designed to hold them captive.
More seconds passed and some of the crowd began to grow restless.  Was this the time when something went wrong?  The time when one or both of these escape artists would push their luck a little too far?
The announcer went over to Maria and whispered, “How much longer?”
“They’re fine,” she told him out of the side of her mouth.
He was looking much more worried than Elena’s assistant.  And, in truth, he had reason to worry.  Inside the tank the escape was going frighteningly wrong.
 







 
Chapter VIII
Problem!
 
Inside the tank, Elena was having trouble with her handcuffs.  One pair had come loose immediately as planned but the second set was not obeying the lever that should make them pop open.  She shifted to trying the other cuff but it also failed to open.
Memories of the time a few weeks before when an equipment failure had nearly cost her life came flooding back to her.  In a less trained person, panic would have set in and sent her thrashing around, desperately seeking air.  But she was a trained professional and knew full well that panic could kill you.  She steeled herself and turned to Stella.
The older woman had just finished removing the handcuffs from her wrists and was working one hand up to reach the pair on her elbows.  It was not an easy reach and took a great deal of flexibility and training, but Stella had done this so many times, she could do it in her sleep.  The complication in this case was that her right arm was linked to Elena’s left arm by that extra set of handcuffs Maria had put on last.  That meant she had to reach up with her left hand instead of her right hand.  She was right handed.
As she struggled with that, she became aware Elena was trying to get her attention.  With a final effort, she reached the cuff and pushed the lever.  Her elbows came apart and she could turn her attention to Elena.
The girl was gesturing with her head behind her.  Stella immediately freed the cuff around her arm that joined them, and turned Elena around.  There she saw that the girl’s wrists were still joined when they normally would have been the first of the restraints to be taken off.  She reached over and pushed against the lever on one cuff.  Nothing.  Again she pushed.  Still nothing.  Then she tried the other cuff.  Only one had to come off.  If they finished the escape with cuffs dangling from their wrists, that would be no big deal.  The other cuff also refused to open.
As she considered what to do, she reached up and pushed the lever on the cuffs around Elena’s elbows.  Likewise, she dropped the pair that joined their arms.  Those came off easily.  That left only the one pair still on Elena’s wrists and the pair on each of their ankles.  If necessary, she could free the ankle cuffs and push their way up to the surface to get air.  Freeing those handcuffs would also free them from the chain connecting Elena’s feet to the anchor.
Bending over, she reached for one of the cuffs on Elena’s left ankle.  That one also refused to open.  Changing to the other ankle, she pushed and that one dropped off.  But the anchor was still attached to her left ankle by the short chain and padlock that had been threaded through both the last link of the chain and the center link of the handcuffs.  Stella did not know if she could push hard enough or paddle hard enough to lift both of them and the anchor to the surface for air.
She could tell that Elena was not panicking, for which she was very glad.  A struggling, panicky girl would make this much harder.  Reaching down, she felt at the edge of her suit.  A moment later, she had withdrawn a slender metal pick from the seam of her suit.  Holding that as carefully as she could, she began working at the cuff around Elena’s ankle.  She figured that if she could get that one open, she and Elena could reach the surface even with her hands still locked behind her.
Fortunately, the lock on that handcuff succumbed to the pick and opened.  As it dropped away, she turned her attention to the handcuffs on her own ankles.  Elena was already kicking her feet and heading for the surface.  The lever worked, and Stella was quickly kicking and swimming for the surface.
Once at the surface, she used the pick to removed one of the handcuffs from Elena.  Then they both climbed out of the tank, soaking wet and looking exhausted.  The escape had taken a full sixty seconds longer than it should have, and both girls had been pushing their limits.
Maria was there to help them climb out.
“What took you so long?” she asked innocently.
Elena said nothing.  She was almost shaking from the adrenalin surge.  Fear does that to a person.
Stella helped Elena stand, and they waved to the audience and accepted their applause.
As soon as they were down the stairs and wrapped in towels, Stella turned to Maria and asked sharply, “Did that case ever leave your sight?”
“No,” protested Maria.  “Well, not really.  The stage manager called me over to ask a question about the tank.  I was gone for less than a minute.”
“And you didn’t take the case with you?”
“No.”  The young girl looked as if she were about to cry.  “I’m sorry,” was all she could say.
“Three cuffs refused to open,” Stella told Maria when they were behind the curtain. “Three!  All of those were checked and double checked!”
For a while, no one spoke.  Maria was softly weeping and looked like a little girl about to be punished.  It was Elena who finally spoke.
“Go get the shackles out of the tank.  And bring them back here.  I want to look at them.”
“Me too,” agreed Stella.  “I want to see what went wrong.”
Outside, the crowd dispersed to seek other thrills.  Two of those walking away were young orientals.  But dressed in ordinary clothes, no one recognized Miko, the Queen of Escape Artists, and Aiko.
 







 
Chapter IX
Evidence
 
“See here?  Something was jammed in and broke the lever inside.”
“Right.  All three of the cuffs are the same.  All three have been sabotaged.”
On the table before them, the handcuffs in question were disassembled and lying open.  The carefully constructed levers were broken, all three of them.
“You have extras, right?” Stella asked as they sat back from the examination.
“Of course.  You taught us not to depend on one set of gear.”
“So you will be able to go on with the evening show.  Good.  Now the question is, how did these get broken?  And why just those three?”  Stella thought about it for a moment, and then said, “It had to be sabotage.  With those three disabled, you would be trapped at the bottom of the tank.  Your hands would stay locked behind you and you would still be locked to the anchor by a foot.”
Neither of them had to openly say what that meant.  With her hands useless and the anchor keeping her down, she would have drowned.  Only Stella’s being there saved Elena from disaster.  And that was only because of their change in plans.
“How could someone have broken those levers?” asked Elena.
“Not hard.  Just jam a solid metal rod into the keyhole, twist up, and the lever would be broken inside.  Nothing would show from the outside.  And it would take only a second to do.  Open the case, sabotage the handcuffs and close the case.  It would not take more than a few seconds.”
Now that the danger was past, Elena began to tremble.  “Someone is trying to kill me!” she said.
“Maybe not.  Maria could have broken the tank with that ax.  Maybe.  You probably wouldn’t have drowned.  But the act would have been ruined, that’s for sure.”
Stella picked up one of the cuffs, and then dropped it back on the table with a thud.
“One thing is for sure.  From now on, I will keep the equipment close to me at all times.  I won’t have anyone screwing with my star student.”
Elena smiled her thanks and was obviously still worried.  And who would not be, after narrowly escaping death for the second time?
 







 
Chapter X
News
 
Miko sat in the comfortable throne-like chair and considered the printed email message Aiko had just given her.  Her young assistant stood by in case she was needed.  Not that she would rush off otherwise.  She was happy just to be in the presence of her Mistress so she could serve her.
Finally, the escape artist looked up and smiled.  “Aiko, child, come over and kneel before me.  Good.  Now down on all four.  Closer.  Good.”
The assistant made no protest as Miko placed her feet upon the girl’s back, using her as a footstool.  Talking more to herself, she said, “This is good.  That Montez girl will certainly be there.  And maybe that bitch Walters!  This could be a wonderful chance to do something to both of them.  Something ugly and nasty.  I hate those women.”
Still Aiko said nothing.  She had heard her Mistress’ opinions of those two before.
“Did you see how that bitch Walters pushed her way into Montez’s act?  Couldn’t let the poor girl have all the fame and attention.  They both disgust me.”
Aiko had, on a few occasions, met those two escape artists her Mistress was currently ranting on about, and had found them to be reasonable people.  But if her Mistress hated them, then she must also.
“Check my schedule!  If anything is planned, cancel it.  This is one contest I wouldn’t miss for anything.”
“Yes, Mistress,” Aiko said, and quickly headed for the computer.
“I haven’t been able to extract revenge on those two yet, but that won’t last for long!  This time I won’t fail!”  She was laughing as she reread the announcement.
 







 
Chapter XI
Inventor
 
“I’ve never met him,” Elena said as they pulled into the driveway of the Palos Verdes Estates home.
“He doesn’t get out much,” Stella told her as she parked the car.  “But he’s a nice guy and a hell of an inventor.  Some of my best escapes were made possible by his skills.”
“Then I’m looking forward to meeting this Herbert.”
The house was not one of the massive, ultra expensive estates, but more modest and a bit older, being one of the homes built before the area became one of the most expensive in Southern California.  What it might lack in elegance, it more than made up for in view.  A short distance beyond the house, a cliff dropped off into the Pacific, affording a grand view out over the blue water.  On that summer morning there was a haze in the air and visibility limited, but when the weather was clear, there was very fine view of Santa Catalina Island about fifty miles away.
Stella rang the doorbell, waited a minute, then opened the door and walked right in.  The inside was neat and clean but had a strange feeling about it.  It took Elena a moment to realize that it was the presence of only a few items of furniture.  The main room was large but had only one sofa and two chairs, leaving a lot of hardwood floor unoccupied.
“Herb, it’s Stella,” she called out.
“Just a moment,” came a deep voice with a Caribbean accent, perhaps Jamaican.  A short time later the man came into the room.
He dark-skinned but not totally of the Negro race; perhaps some African blood mixed with native Caribbean tribes.  None would call him handsome, having rugged features that made him look as if he had lived a rough life.  That improved considerably, however, when he smiled at Stella.
“You don’t visit me enough, honey,” he told her.
The man had very well developed upper body build, but as his wheelchair rolled into the room, Elena could see that his legs hardly seemed to fill the pants and bent to one side.
“Elena, this is Herb.  Herb, this is student I was telling you about.”
“Very pleased to meet you,” he said, unashamedly giving her figure a good looking over, to the point of undressing her with his eyes.
Elena was used to men looking at her that way, and usually just returned the stare.  In this case, her eyes could not help but lower to the chair and his shrunken legs.
“Birth defect,” he told her.  “I’ve never walked.”  He said it without bitterness, simply stating a fact.
“But don’t challenge him to a race.  He can make the chair really haul ass.  You would find tire tracks up your back.”
“I won’t.  Sorry I was staring.”
“That’s cool.  I was staring at you, that much for sure, mon.  And I do love tight hot pants.”
“We have a couple evening performances tonight,” Stella interrupted, “so could you get to the item we talked about on the phone?”
“Of course, love, anything for you.”  He turned and wheeled out of the room, expecting them to follow.  His workshop was a large converted den filled with electronics and hundreds of tools, pieces of metal, wood and plastic in strange shapes.  About the only items Elena recognized were a water tank like that used in many escapes, an iron maiden in one corner, and a goodly selection of shackles and other restraints hanging from pegs and filling one wall.
“If you’ll look over here...” Herb said as he pulled up to a large cylinder.  It was only a couple feet wide and about eight feet tall.  There were two holes about five inches in diameter in the middle and several rings bolted onto the metal surface all around it.
“The top of the cylinder swings open.  You are chained up – as usual – and lowered into the cylinder through the top.  About ten seconds after you disappear from view, this will happen.”  He pressed a button on a small controller in his hand.
Elena was surprised to see a pair of female hands come out of those holes.  At first she thought that he had a girl hidden in there and she had put her hands out the holes on command.  The hands and wrists were slanted exactly right for a girl who was standing inside the cylinder and sticking her hands out through holes behind her.
“If you would attach these handcuffs to those wrists...” Herb said, motioning to a set of handcuffs lying on a table.  He was addressing Elena, so she took the cuffs and locked them around the wrists.  As she did, the fingers moved and the hands even rotated at the wrists, exactly as a real human would, but Elena could feel that the skin was not quite right, even if it appeared to the eye as perfectly natural skin.  With the handcuffs on what appeared to be a girl in the cylinder, she stepped back.
“I’ve programmed it to move exactly as a real person would in that position,” he told them.  “Watch.”
The hands twisted and turned as if testing the handcuffs and finding them solidly locked on.
“They looks very real,” Elena commented.
“Thank you,” Herb said.  “I try for perfection.  You would be surprised how much work it took to get the servos to move the way a human hand does.”  He aimed the remote at the cylinder and it began rotating on its base.  When the other side came into view, they could see a small glass window built into the tank.  Through that they could see what appeared to be Stella’s face looking out at them.
“Holograph,” Herb said.  “I tried making a model head that could move and even blink its eyes, but it proved far easier to just project a video image onto the glass.  State of the art holographic projector.”
The cylinder halted with the image of Stella’s beautiful face staring out at them with a worried expression.
“At this point, the top would be closed and the outside chained up through those rings.  Padlocked, of course.  Top would be locked on.”
He put down the remote.  “From this point on, you set up whatever death scene you want.  Strap dynamite around the tank and blow it up.  Dump it in the ocean.  Hang it over a mass of wood and make a bonfire.  I think the best is to blow it up.  If you could find one of those buildings where they are going to blow it up to clear it away, you could have the cylinder inside it.  Make it appear that you’re locked in there and get killed when the building collapses around you.”
“That would work well,” Stella added.  “Make for a good special.  People like to see buildings blown up.”
“Excuse me,” Elena interrupted.  “But how do you get out of the cylinder before it blows?”
“As is often the case, I would never be in it in the first place,” Stella explained.  “I would be shackled and lowered into it.  But as soon as I get in there, I would trigger the chains off my legs.  As I’m escaping out the bottom of the tank, the mechanical hands would come out and appear to be me.”
“Bottom is rigged that way.  If it’s on a platform, you might have to contort sideways because there wouldn’t be enough room to drop straight down, but that should be no problem for you.” Herb looked at Elena’s smaller figure.  “She could make it easily.”
Stella walked around the cylinder, inspecting it carefully.  It was only up close that she could detect that the face staring out at her was an image.  Likewise, the hands lost the lifelike appearance only when you were standing next to them.  From far away or in a shot from a camera, they would be totally realistic.  She turned to Herb.
“How long would it take you to change the escape for Elena?”
While Elena looked at her mentor in surprise, Herb rubbed his chin and thought.  “I’ll have to change the skin tone.  Elena is darker.  And make them more slender at the same time.  Have to get holographic images of her head.  Maybe two weeks.  But why?  I made this especially for you.  It would make a fine TV special.”
“There’s going to be a contest in five weeks.  The Amateur Escape Artists Club of Austin is offering a substantial financial prize to the winner, plus the prestige of being the number one female escape artist.  It will probably be the only competition for the rest of this year, so that means a lot.
“I’ve won about every competition around.  I’d like Elena have a try at the big prize.”
“Oh, you don’t have to do that!” protested Elena.  “This will be a wonderful escape for you.  You do it.”
“The techniques Herb is developing will be used in more to come.  But this first time, I want you to do it.  Sort of as a test case.  If the mechanism fails, you can take the blame.”  She was looking at Herb as she said it.  He was frowning.
“Crap!  Fail!  No way.  My devices do not fail.”
“What about that double water can escape?” she teased.
“Operator error.”
“And...” Stella began.
“Okay!” he cut her off.  “So sometimes there are minor bugs to work out on new escapes.”
“So we’ll let Elena test it first.”
Herb and Stella knew that the device would be tested and tested again many times before a public performance.  Letting Elena go first as a test dummy was hogwash.  Elena knew it too, but she was willing to go along with it ruse because she wanted to try out this escape.
They spent the next half hour going over some of the details, getting photos of Elena and measurements of the smaller girl.  When they left, it was a happy Herb making notes and humming to himself.
 







 
Chapter XII
A Mild Punishment
 
Junichi, one of Queen Miko’s assistants, brought in the box she had ordered him to fetch from the storage area of her large office/apartment complex.  He rolled in the wooden crate, slid it off the dolly, bowed, and then departed with the dolly.  Miko walked over to the crate, noting that the two padlocks in the steel hasps and bands around the box were still locked.  She would have been surprised if there were not.
With considerable force, she kicked the side of the crate and was rewarded with the slight sound coming out of the air holes.  It sounded like a young girl severely gagged and confined within.  Which, given the nature of this cruel Mistress, was exactly what it was.
Unlocking the padlocks and removing them from the hasps, she lifted the lid of the crate to expose the girl within.  It was her most trusted assistant, Aiko, who was also her lover when she felt the need to be serviced by a woman.
The girl was curled up into a ball and bound with ropes cutting into the soft flesh of her limbs.  She had to be in a small ball in order to fit within the confines of the solid wooden box, for it was very small.  She was naked and gagged with a large rag crammed into her mouth, and held in place by numerous windings of strong duct tape around her head.  Her head turned upward as she looked with weary eyes to the one who had bound her and locked her in that box.  Her eyes were red from crying from being there with thin ropes cutting into her limbs, the cramped, immobile position, the darkness, being alone, and not knowing how long she would have to suffer.  In truth, it had been only two hours, but to the punished girl it had seemed much, much more.
Aiko’s arms and legs had been bound before she had been stuffed into that box, but it was the tiny space of the crate that held her in a small ball.  Miko reached in and lifted the tear-stained face.  Gently, she pulled at the end of the tape then unwound it.  The damp rag came out and Aiko worked her jaw for a moment, and then said, “I’m sorry I spilled the tea, Mistress.”
“Should I replace the gag and close the box again?” Miko asked sweetly, as if talking to a small child.  “And put you back in that room for the rest of the day?”
“As my Mistress wishes,” Aiko said sincerely.  Had her Mistress restored the gag and again locked the box, Aiko would not have protested for she was sincere in her total obedience and submission.
But Miko did not return her to her suffering.  Instead, she lifted the girl out of the box, sat her on the bed and began untying the knots that held her arms behind her, starting with the elbows.  When she removed the cords from her wrists, Aiko wept softly from the pain of returning circulation.
“I have work for you to do at this time,” Miko told her slave.  “Perhaps later I’ll finish your punishment.”
“As my Mistress wishes.”







 
Chapter XIII
The Stage is Set
 
The Amateur Escape Artists Club of Austin might sound like a penny-ante bunch, but in reality they were a large group of enthusiasts covering much more than just Texas.  Their annual contest drew amateurs from all over the country, occasionally from beyond.  Escapism, as they referred to it, was becoming a bit of a fad with amateur groups springing up all over.  These escape artists, or as they were sometimes called, escapists, practiced their hobby on all levels from simple rope escapes up to elaborate staged device escapes such as the water tanks so popular with the professionals.  After a number of incidents involving amateurs, several of the larger clubs formed a nationwide committee to oversee such contests to assure safety as well as provide a formal set of rules governing the competitions.  The American Escape Artist Federation, AEAF, provided rules and safety guidelines and made the hobby into almost a formal sport.  However, at its heart, escape artistry was a form of entertainment.  The contests were to determine who could entertain the best.  Sort of an Academy Awards thing.
By three weeks before their announced competition, they had eight professionals signed up, along with another six talented amateurs who wanted to break into the profession.  With ten days still left before the beginning of competition, they had already sold out every seat at every performance, plus signed up for television coverage.
No, this was no penny-ante event.
Stella and Elena arrived in Austin five days before the event began.  They flew in, while their equipment was transported in the large truck Stella had custom built for her shows.  They picked a good hotel not far from the Austin Center for the Performing Arts, the venue for the competition, almost within walking distance.  Once settled in, they spent the rest of the day examining the venue.
“The stage has the usual number of trap doors,” Stella commented.
“It would have to,” Elena added.  “Half the tricks require an exit hole.”
“Take a good note of the viewing angles the audience will have.  And particularly where the TV cameras will be placed.  I assume in that booth up there, although probably there will be at least two mobiles.”
Elena already had a small notebook out and was drawing a schematic of the auditorium.
“After this, we’ll take a look at the outdoor venue,” Stella told her.  “I especially want to see where the explosions can take place.”
Having taken all the notes they could about the indoor area, they left the building to check out the parking lot.  Fortunately, there was a football stadium next door, and arrangements had been made to use a part of its parking lot for the competition.
“I’ll want to see where the stands will be set up.  Would be nice if they had the TV platform set up now so we would know where it will be.”
“When will that go up?” Elena asked.
“Better be pretty soon.  It’s only five days until the first day’s competition.  There’s a lot to do in the meantime.”
They stopped by the office, picked up a revised schedule, and then went looking for a good place to have an early dinner.  They did not notice the man who had been carefully watching them from a distance, the Japanese man who just happened to be one of Queen Miko’s assistants.  But then, there were a lot of people walking around the auditorium and parking lot.
After dinner the two checked out that Stella’s truck had arrived safely and was stored in the parking area reserved for performers’ equipment.  She checked the locks on the trunk and made sure that the alarm system was activated.  If someone should try to break into the truck, that system would send a message to her cell phone as well as the two male assistants who had driven with the important gear.
The two escape artist had no intention of allowing anyone to get anywhere near their equipment.
After that, they retired to the hotel room, still unaware that they were being watched.
Half an hour later that man was giving a detailed report to Miko.  The Japanese woman waved her chopsticks at him and asked, “Did she open the truck?”
“No, Mistress.  She did a walk-around inspection and spent a few minutes in the cab, but she did not open the doors.”
“Early tomorrow morning I want you back there.  When she finally opens that trunk I want photos of what is inside.”
“Their gear will probably be in boxes, Mistress,” pointed out Aiko.  “You’ll see very little.”
Miko snapped at the young girl, “I know!  But even a little information can be useful.
“Junichi, take the camera with the telephoto lens.  And get good photos!  Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.”  He looked afraid.  That was because he knew what happened when you failed the Queen.
 







 
Chapter XIV
Practice Makes Perfect
 
In a hotel room not far from where Stella and Elena were going over plans for the next four days, another of the contestants was practicing a difficult escape.  Her name was Janet Smith, but she had always considered that name to be rather plain and preferred to be called “Coco,” which worked well for her because she was one of those black women blessed with a creamy chocolate brown complexion and a sweet smile that could melt men’s hearts.  Not that her body failed to turn men on; it was most pleasing to gaze upon, but it was her sweet face that first caught your eye.  She was also the only black female entered in the contest.
As we gaze in upon her practice session, we see that she has just been bound with rope by her assistant and close personal friend, Wilma.
“Are you sure you want to work on this escape?” Wilma asked.  “You’ve never been able to work it, and you won’t be using it in the contest.”
“I want to defeat it.  There has got to be a way to beat this.  I know that Stella Walters has done it.”
“Stella had done about every possible escape,” Wilma commented dryly, “and a few that were impossible.  That don’t mean that you can.”
The form of restraint that Coco was referring to was what is known as a “reverse prayer.”  The arms are bent backwards and the hands lifted up on the back until they are between the shoulder blades.  The wrists are cross or placed side by side and bound that way.  Then additional rope is wound around the body and arms, usually at the level of the wrists, to bind the arms tightly to the body.  Sometimes additional rope is added from the wrists up and over the shoulders to help keep the hands from being lowered.  If done properly and tightly enough, this is a position that a woman can simply not work free from.  The knots are tied at the wrists or down near the elbows, and there is no way the fingers can bend backwards to reach them.  When properly tied, the only movement allowed is some wiggling of the fingers.
Wilma had done, as ordered, a good job of binding Coco.  The white ropes made a nice contrast against her brown skin, but more importantly they were tight.  Her wrists had been placed so that the hands were palm against palm, and then tied tightly.  The rope around her upper arms and body passed just above her breasts and was cinched down tightly.  The knots were tied where she could not possibly reach them.  It was a good job.
“Now tie my legs,” Coco said.  “If I do this as part of a show, I won’t be able to walk around.”
“Yes, sweetie,” Wilma said with little enthusiasm.  But she took some more rope and began winding it around her friend’s ankles.  With that finished, she added some more above the knees.
Coco stood up from where she had been sitting on the bed, shuffled her feet to present her back to the large mirror over the dresser, and glanced back over her shoulder.  Any normal woman should have been despondent over what she saw: tight ropes cutting into soft flesh and arms in a contorted, immobile position.  Surely no human could escape from such good bondage?
“You did a good job,” she said as she sat back down.  “You can go ahead and get yourself some dinner.”
“You sure you want me to leave you alone?” Wilma asked.
“I’ll be fine.  I want to work on this problem.”  That was how she addressed them.  If she could free herself, then it was an “escape.”  If she could not, then it was a “problem.”
“As you wish.  I’ll be back in an hour or so.”
“Take your time.  I’ll need it to work on this.”
“You got that right, sweetie!” Wilma said as she looked over her well-bound, naked friend.  “You ain’t never gotten out of that, and you knows it.  Why you keep trying, I have no idea.”
“I want to defeat it,” Coco said.
“Well, good luck, sweetie.  You tied me like that once and, sweetie, I don’t see how any gal could get free.”
“I will.”
“Yeah, sure.  Be the same day I wins the lottery!”
“Wilma,” Coco called out as her friend neared the door.  “Don’t forget the punishment.”
“Honey, why do you do that to yourself?”
“I have to be motivated to work hard.”
“Honey, my whipping your ass don’t do much ’cept make it all sore.  And gets you to crying.”
“Promise...?”
“Oh... all right.  I promise I’ll whomp your ass ifen you don’t get free.”
Wilma picked up her purse and waved goodbye as she exited the hotel room.  As she closed the door behind her, she placed the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the handle.
Coco immediately got down to work.  She had taken one look in the mirror but after that made it a point not to look at her bondage again.  If she were doing this as part of an escape, she would not have mirrors to help her.  She would have to have a complete mental image of where every rope was.  And every knot.
She began exploring with her fingers, not because she thought that she could reach the knots, but because she wanted to see just how much mobility this particular binding allowed her.  Not much, was the result of four minutes of straining.  She could just touch a few of the strands around her wrists but that was all.  She could pick at the rope with her fingernail but not get the nail around it enough to try to pull some slack into it.  With a sigh, she began working on twisting her wrists around.
Half an hour later she had made absolutely no progress and every rope and knot was exactly as it had been at the start.  She sighed and lay her body on the bed to rest.  It was obvious that she was going to be defeated again by the reverse prayer.
She would rest a bit and then try again.  In her heart, she knew that she could not possibly get free.  But that did not bother her much.  In fact, truth be admitted, she was feeling pleasantly excited at that point.  It always happened when she was truly and totally helpless.  Not much during the escapes – those were show business.  This was different.  This was personal.  The tight ropes and helpless feeling was an aphrodisiac to this young woman.  As she struggled, a heat began between her legs and grew as the helplessness settled in.  At times she would be wildly and hopelessly struggling against the ropes until she was as sexually excited as when a man was pumping away inside her.  It was an incredible feeling, that mixture of helplessness and arousal.  At these times, she had a nearly overpowering urge to hump her pussy against the edge of the bed, the side of a couch, anything that would give her enough stimulus there to obtain an orgasm.  And she had done exactly that many times.  But this time, as she often did, she held off on reaching for satisfaction.  In a few minutes, Wilma would come back into the room, find her still bound and, as promised, deliver a whipping across Coco’s bare ass.  The whip, a short one of braided black leather with stiff ends to the three tails, would hurt but do no damage.  Her bottom would burn with a wonderful pain, and Coco would have that orgasm she was currently denying herself.  At the same time, she would be struggling and crying and begging for mercy.  All of which would help hide the orgasm her body was experiencing.
That night was no different.  When Wilma returned, she found Coco still bound and looking fearful.  She chided Coco for being so stupid as to continually try the impossible, as she picked up the whip.  She grabbed Coco’s bound wrists and forced her half off the bed until she was kneeling with her breasts pressed into the covers.  Then she whipped that bare ass.  She counted each stroke as she did, and none of them were half-hearted.  She struck with the full force of her arm.  She knew that each blow was truly hurting Coco.  Those tears that burst from her eyes were not faked.  The way that she jerked around each time the whip bit into her flesh was not faked.
Nor was the orgasm that she tried to hide when it came.  But Wilma was well aware of this game and kept on whipping that ass as its owner was overcome by an intense orgasm.
Having accomplished that, Wilma put down the whip and began slowly removing her clothes.  The second part of the “punishment” was coming up.  She turned Coco over onto her back in the middle of the bed and crawled over her to position, her pussy an inch away from Coco’s mouth.  Then, under the threat of additional whipping, Coco began to use her tongue and mouth eagerly on her friend.
That was officially a part of the punishment.  As her ass burned, she was “forced” to give oral sex to her friend.  And, she was left tied up for another hour as additional punishment.
Sometimes training is hard on the escape artist.
 







 
Chapter XV
Preparations
 
At four days before the beginning of the competition, Stella and Elena unpacked the truck, moving most of their equipment into a warehouse area allocated to them.  Certain key items, however, remained in the truck unless being used.  Since the truck had a pretty good security system built into it, that was deemed safer than leaving them in a warehouse that could be locked but to which there might be many keys available.
Elena’s sister, Maria, joined them that day to help with the preparations and practice her part in the escapes.
As they supervised the assistants unloading Herbert’s explosion tank for the main escape, Elena sidled over to Stella and whispered, “There’s a man over there taking photos.”
“I’ve seen him.  Maybe just press.”
“He’s Japanese,” Elena pointed out.
“And therefore a spy from Queen Miko?  Perhaps you are right.  It is not too unusual for escape artists to spy on each other.  Might find out a trick or two you could use yourself.”
Elena was not comforted by the remarks.  “Or find a way to sabotage the escape,” she said.
“True.  You want to go over there and take his camera away from him?”
“Well... no.”
“It’s a free country.  And we are public performers.  The courts ruled that we have to expect a certain lack of privacy because we choose to be public figures.  He is breaking no laws.”
“I still don’t like it,” was Elena’s last comment on the matter.  They continued with their work, and the man continued to take photos.
The competition would be broken into three phases.  The first would be the classic straitjacket escape.  Then would be an on-stage, indoor escape of the artist’s choosing.  Many of them would choose the water tank, as that was a popular and dramatic escape.  And, finally, there would be an outdoor escape.  Each would be judged on originality, presentation, and degree of difficulty.  Points would be awarded for each factor, with a weight assigned such that the outdoor escape would count the most, followed by the stage and then the straitjacket.  There would be two overall winners, one in the professional category and one in the amateur.  There would be a reasonably large cash prize and a trophy.  The trophy was designed by the club and showed a female artist tightly strapped into a straitjacket.  The trophy was gold plated, and became known as the “Goldie.”  Then someone pointed out that there were tiny padlocks on the straps of her straitjacket, so the name was changed to “Goldilocks.”
It was not so much the money to be made by winning the Goldilocks, but there was a lot of prestige.  And that usually translated into money for the professionals.
After all their gear was organized, Elena spent two hours repeatedly working her straitjacket escape until there was no doubt in their minds that she could do it in her sleep.  Then they turned their attention to the stage escape.  She had originally thought about doing a water tank escape, but too many others would be doing the same escape, and she was still a little uncertain after her narrow escape twice before.  So she opted for an equally dangerous escape that would leave her dry.
In the privacy of their warehouse space, they practiced it until they were sure the mechanism would work perfectly.  And it had to, for this was a truly dangerous escape she was attempting.  Afterwards, they locked up the equipment in its boxes and stored them in the truck.
After dinner at a good seafood place, they practiced some private escapes in the hotel room and fell asleep in each other’s arms.
The third day before the competition opened, they checked out the gear for their outdoors escape.  This one was more complicated and everything had to work perfectly.  Most escape artists prefer to rely on simple mechanisms, on the theory that the simpler the less likely to fail.  But to create a realistic illusion sometimes required more than a simple latch or release lever.  Such was the case with the explosion tank.  It was designed to make it appear that Elena was secured inside the tank right up until the moment it blew up.
They saw that Japanese man again, still armed with his camera and looking to photograph all he could of their equipment.  They did not allow him much chance, however, and he went away at the end of the day disappointed.  And more than a little fearful of what Queen Miko would say, or do, when he reported to her.
In other parts of the venue, other escape artists worked on their escapes, each reluctant to reveal their tricks, often even to let others even know what type of escape they would be doing.  It was not just paranoia; most of the professionals made their living off the quality of their escapes.  Some of the amateurs wanted to enter the professional ranks and felt pretty much the same about their tricks.  These women formed a special, unique sisterhood.  But, as with most sisters, there could be a great deal of rivalry.
Except for the Japanese male taking photos, Stella and Elena did not encounter any attempts to get at their equipment.  Elena was nevertheless nervous.
The day before the competition was to begin, everything seemed to be in place.  All the equipment was in good working order, and the two presenters, Elena and Maria were well practiced in their roles.  They all attended the formal welcoming dinner given by the club.  Everyone of the female escape artists was present, all dressed in finery and smiling at the press and the large number of fans who either attended the dinner or stood around outside just to catch a glimpse of their favorites.
Stella noticed that Queen Miko seemed to deliver more glances in their direction than anywhere else.  Her smile, when she was looking at them, was less than friendly.
“She doesn’t seem too happy to see us,” commented Elena during the dinner.
“She never is.  I’ve never seen a woman before who could smile so broadly and still convey the feeling that she hated you,” Stella added.  “I understand that her father is a rather wealthy Japanese businessman and that he provides all the money she could ever need.”
“You mean she doesn’t have to work for a living, like the rest of us?”
“Not really.  She is in the business because she wants the adoration of fans and the recognition of the media.  She doesn’t need the money.”
“Oh...  Lucky bitch.”  Elena’s tone was less than friendly.
“You think that she’s the one behind the attempts to sabotage your act?” Stella asked.
“The more I think about it, the surer I am it is her.  She’s publicly stated that I stole an escape of hers.  I didn’t, really, but she thinks so.  It just happened that we both hit on the same idea at the same time.”
“She does not seem to be above some spying of her own.  Isn’t that man at her table the one who was taking photos of us?”
“Yes.  At least he doesn’t have his camera here.”
“Of course not.  This is just a welcome dinner.  We’re all one big, happy family of entertainers, don’t you know?”
“I’ll be glad when the competition starts tomorrow.  I’m tired of waiting.”
“I wonder what Queen Miko has planned for the contest?” Stella said.  “It will be something grand, I’m sure.  She has enough money to buy experts in any field and spare no expenses in building the fanciest equipment.”
The rest of the dinner went without incident.  The contestants were introduced to the audience one at a time, and then stood together in a group for the media to photograph.  A couple of the amateurs came up later to meet the famous Stella Walters and offer best wishes to Elena.  It was the amateurs who were friendly, while the professionals hardly spoke a word to each other.
Stella and Elena retired early and engaged in their favorite pastime.  Hint: it involved ropes and a lot of tongue licking.
 







 
Chapter XVI
Round One
 
The contest began in the afternoon with several demonstrations by amateur members of the club who were not competing themselves.  For the most part, they were fair.  These may have been amateurs, but they were serious amateurs and put a lot of effort and dedication into their work.  Most were the standard straitjacket or chains or handcuff escapes, a few done with a bit of flare but none up to professional standards.
After that, the straitjacket escape competition began.  The order of the contestants’ appearance was chosen by a random draw.  Elena was scheduled next to last, two positions behind Queen Miko.  There would not be much variation in the escapes since every straitjacket was required to be of certain standards, designed to make the contest fairer.  And, since the contestants provided their own straitjackets, there was little chance that an escape would fail.
The first up was an amateur who did her act with a standard, off the shelf Posey model 8118, cotton canvass with a single front loop; a good general purpose jacket but one not designed for the professional in that it cannot be tightened down as much as other, high security, jackets can be.  She worked enough slack into one arm to pull that arm back far enough for the elbow to slip into the main part of the jacket.  From there it was easy to work that free hand down and out the bottom of the jacket where she used her hand to unfasten the crotch straps.  After that, it was a simple matter to pull the jacket over her head.  She got polite applause for what was a pretty much standard escape.
And so it went.  Some used straitjackets that were not off-the-shelf brands, being obviously hand made for the artist.  When Queen Miko’s turn came, she surprised the crowd with what appeared to be a straitjacket made of bright red silk.  However, before it was put on, she turned it inside out and you saw that the inside lining was made of standard canvass and nowhere near as flimsy as silk would have been.  Her jacket had a single crotch strap rather than the two many of the jackets had.  That strap was wider and buckled up in back apparently quite tightly.  Elena commented that the Japanese girl was probably enjoying the pressure against her sex.  Stella told her not to be catty, since she had often displayed all the signs of sexual arousal and even an orgasm while struggling against a single strap straitjacket herself.
Miko had apparently worked on choreographing her struggles, because it seemed that she was doing a dance.  A rather sensuous dance at that.  She might not have had large breasts to please those male judges who liked them huge, but her body was pleasantly curved and sexy in a slender way.  It was a sight to behold her twisting and turning as she worked some slack into one sleeve.  The jacket had been put on rather tightly by her assistants, so the escape was not easy, even for a girl as slender as she.  Still, she managed to work one hand back enough to slip it down into the main part of the jacket.  Even with one hand out of the sleeve, it was a struggle to work that free hand out of the bottom.  She did it behind her so she could reach the crotch strap buckles first.  After that, it was easier.  She received hardy applause from the crowd.
Then it was Elena’s turn.  She went out onto the stage, smiling and posing in her body-hugging, tight suit of electric blue spandex.  Her legs were bare and she wore high heels to show them off to their best.  There was a diamond cutout in the front that allowed the insides of her large breasts to show.  It was quite sexy, and you could almost hear the males suck in breath when she appeared.
Her sister Maria and Stella served as her assistants for the suiting up.  The jacket was of black leather, including the straps.  Unlike many of the other jackets, the sleeves were not loose, but encased her arms snuggly.  The back was buckled up, the single crotch strap pulled hard and buckled as tightly as Stella could make it, then Elena wrapped her arms around herself and the ends of the sleeves were crossed on her back and buckled tightly in place.  It appeared as if she were hugging herself very tightly.  There was a strap attached to the front of the jacket.  That went around her arms at the elbows to not only hold them together but also in a position over her breasts.  There would be no shifting the arms up and down to work slack into the sleeves.
All in all, it was as secure and tight a straitjacket as any shown so far.  A murmur passed through the crowd as some of the knowledgeable people doubted that any woman could get out of that jacket.
But that was not all.  Stella and Maria went over the buckles, attaching small padlocks on each so that even if she could reach them, she could not unbuckle them.  That was something no other artist would try, since many of them counted on being able to work the buckles loose.
Almost on tiptoes in those high heels, Elena did a slow turn to show off the jacket from all sides.  She was smiling as Maria came up to her again, this time with a piece of black leather in her hands.  It became quickly apparent that it was a leather hood, often called a discipline hood because wearing it for any length of time became quite uncomfortable.  There was only one small hole for the nose to sort of stick through, allowing the victim to breathe.  Save for a slit down the back, the rest was supple, black leather with no other openings.  The slit in back had rivets along each side so that it could be laced up.  With the laces tightly pulled and knotted at the neck, a wide belt was placed around her neck and locked in place.
The hood really did little to prevent escape from the jacket, but it did add a delightfully kinky touch to the show.  With that hood attached, Maria retreated and Elena was left alone in center stage and quite snugly bound up.
Bracing her feet apart, she began the escape attempt.
Since time to total escape was part of the judging for this contest, some of the people were surprised when Elena did not at first seem to be struggling.  Perhaps that leather hood somehow robbed her of her powers of concentration?  Or maybe she had bitten off more than she could chew and was going to be terribly disappointed when her assistants had to take the jacket off her.
But there was a little movement.  Her left shoulder seemed to drop down some, then her right.  Her arms shifted just the slightest within the tight straps.  She did not twist around and strain against the fabric of the jacket as others did.  It was therefore surprising when one enclosed elbow slowly rose while the other was lowering.  The strap in front around her arms prevented much movement, but the tiny bit allowed her was being used.  Her body slowly twisted to one side and that arm rose a little more.  Lowering her head, she bent at the waist until her head was at the level of her hips.  That one arm continued upward on her body until it seemed it could travel no farther.  It seemed she was trying to insert her leather-clad head beneath her arm.  That would have helped, but mainly she was using her head against the inside of her arm to gain a little more leverage in her attempt to lift her arm as high as possible.  With a sudden jerk and twist, her arm was over her head and behind it.  From that awkward position, she worked to pull that arm back in the sleeve and twist her body until the hand came out of the sleeve.  From that point, it was simply a bit more hard work for her to slip the hand out from under the jacket at her hips, twist her fingers nimbly around and pick at the small padlock holding the crotch strap secured just above her ass.
Elena and Stella had worked out this escape after much practice.  It did involve a bit of a trick, in that there was a small pick hidden inside the jacket – actually three of them.  That enabled her to remove the locks.  With the crotch strap undone, the rest was easy.  She pulled the jacket up and over her head.  With the jacket off, she unbuckled the strap around her neck and unlaced the hood.  The face and hair that emerged was wet with sweat but smiling.  The applause was considerable.
She lost some points for taking longer than most for the escape, but made up for that in style and difficulty points.  At the end of the competition, she was in second place, just a tiny hair behind Queen Miko, although there were some who contended that the judging was not fair, that Elena had done a far harder escape, and the judges were putting too much emphasis on showmanship.
 







 
Chapter XVII
Morning, the Second Day
 
The second round of competition was scheduled for the next day and again was in the auditorium.  This time, the artists were to present an escape of their choice, the only restriction being that it had to be performed on the stage.  Many had chosen the iconic “water torture” escape, a couple of the amateurs even going so far as to share the water tank – mostly a cost-cutting choice.  Large, custom-made water tanks are expensive to build.
Elena and Stella woke up in each other’s arms, and greeted the day with a smile and a kiss.
“Want to go down to the restaurant for breakfast, or have it brought to our room?” Stella asked.
“If we order it, we’ll have time for a quick shower before it gets here.”  The way Elena was smiling clearly told that she expected the shower to be shared.
The room service was faster than expected, and the waiter was surprised to find the door answered by a dripping wet, gorgeous blonde wrapped only in a delightfully too small towel.  He offered to serve them breakfast but his offer was declined.
During breakfast, a call came in.  Stella took it.
“That was Jimmy,” she said after hanging up.  “He says that all the equipment is secure but that he saw a young Japanese woman around the trailer.  He thinks she was trying to get a look at the apparatus or even get at it.”
“Japanese, huh?  Is the Queen up to some spying?”
“Maybe more than just a little spying,” Stella reflected.  “Someone has sabotaged your rigs.  Might just have been Miko.”
“You don’t think that she managed to get into our gear, do you?”
“Not according to Jimmy.  If someone had broken in, the alarms would have gone off.  No, I think we’re still safe in that regard.  But still...  I think I’ll go over the equipment again before the competition.”
“My idea also,” Elena agreed.
“And I think that tonight we might set a trap for that spy.”
“Oh, boy, I love traps!  You catch her, what are we going to do with her?  Turn her over to the police?”
“I don’t think a little spying breaks any laws.  But if we catch her, maybe we can interrogate her a little bit.”
“Oh, I love interrogations even better than traps!” Elena exclaimed happily.
A short time later they were at their trailer, carefully inspecting the equipment that would be used that afternoon.  They found Maria talking with Jimmy who was about to go off duty, and his replacement, Carlos, who was just coming on.
“Are you sure you want to do this escape?” asked Stella.  “It is a tricky one.”
“But a good one,” Elena replied.  “No, I’ll stick with this.  I was quite impressed when you showed me how it works.”  She walked around the water tank, the same one that she had trouble in previously.  “You know, I wish we could heat the water – at least a bit.  Right out of the tap, it’s rather cold.”
“Want to wear thermal underwear?”
Elena laughed.  “That would ruin a good part of the presentation,” she said.  “I’m going for high style points.  Especially with the male judges!”
“Never hurts,” agreed Stella, who had been known to display a fair amount of bare skin in her escapes.
Maria was pulling out the metal suitcase that contained the shackles to be used.  The case itself was double locked and only Elena and Stella had the keys.  Before unlocking it, Stella carefully inspected the almost invisible seal she had put on the case.  There were no signs of tampering.
They laid out the shackles and handcuffs on a table.
“In this competition, the judges will be going over the equipment before the act,” Stella said.  “And probably invite a couple of observers from the audience to look them over too.  If they are club members, chances are they would spot a trick set.”
“That’s why I’m not using any of the rigged shackles.  These are all standard, police grade handcuffs and leg-irons. No one will find any hidden levers.”
“Don’t forget your pick,” Stella cautioned.
Elena gave her a dirty look.  “I have three of them, all hidden on my person.  You taught me how easy it is to lose a pick.  Especially when you’re in a hurry.”
“Good.  Okay, Maria, you can pack these up again,” Stella said.  The two escape artists watched as the younger sister placed all the shackles carefully into the mental case and locked the large padlocks on the outside.
With Carlos guarding the trailer, and everything under lock and key, they felt that they had done what they could to assure a flawless performance.  At least, they hoped so.
 







 
Chapter XVIII
Competition: Round 2
 
Once again, the sequence of appearance was determined by random drawing.  Elena drew a spot in the middle of the pack and expressed disappointment that she had not gone nearer the end.  “The later performances always stick in the judges’ minds,” she complained.
“But they’ve already scored each contestant,” Stella pointed out.  “Still, your point is valid.  But I believe the rules stated that the performance order for the last contest tomorrow will be determined by total scoring up to that point.  The highest scorer will go last.”
Elena was distracted by the arrival of their water tank – empty of water at that point.  Maria and Carlos were pushing it up on a cart.  The framework was steel but the large window in front was made of Plexiglas and therefore lighter than glass would have been.  She and Stella helped position it along with the other equipment lined up backstage.  There were five other water tanks, attesting to the popularity of that type of escape.
As soon as the tank was in place, Maria left to fetch the rest of the apparatus.  A short time later she came back with another, smaller, cart and the locked case with the shackles.  Those were set in place beside the tank.  All was ready.
The first group was mostly amateurs and featured two of the upside down, ankles-locked-in-stocks water escapes.  The escapes ran smoothly but were rather standard, and the scores reflected that.
Queen Miko came up and put on a good show with a variation of the falling swords escape.  There was a framework with a solid platform to which she was secured via handcuffs and chains.  Over her, on rails that would allow them to fall straight down, was a rack of swords, not very long but rather sharp and wicked looking.  That rack was held in place and prevented from falling onto the scantily clad Japanese girl by a single rope.  Since it was coated with a wax, it burned quite nicely, and after three minutes or so, parted and allowed the swords to fall with a thud onto the platform.  Since a curtain had been pulled around Miko right after the rope was lit, no one could tell how close she was to escaping from what would certainly be a bloody and unpleasant death.  After a dramatic pause for the audience to wonder if she had met her doom, she came prancing around the side of the device, smiling and holding her hands up triumphantly.
“Would have been better if there was a scream and some blood trickling out the bottom,” commented Stella.  “More dramatic that way.”
“Got that right,” agreed Elena.
A few more escapes followed involving pretty much standard disappear-from-the-box tricks, and then it was time for Elena.
Carlos and Stella rolled the tank onto center stage and began filling it with water.  All that went on behind the closed curtain as the judges announced the latest scores and the announcer introduced Elena.
She came out wearing a skin-tight bathing suit of silky, iridescent light blue.  High heels helped to show off her legs, and the low cut top allowed the audience to see a goodly amount of her breasts without actually showing the nipples.  It was obvious where they were, to judge from the bumps in the black material.
The main curtain pulled aside to reveal the water tank, still being filled with water but nearly to the top.  Maria stood by the cart with the plastic box on it.  That box was made of Plexiglas about half an inch thick.  It had brass reinforcements on the corners and a hasp on the lid.  It was resting on two lengths of thick chain, obviously meant to go around the box once Elena was inside.  The shackles were laid out on the cart next to the box.
Two judges and two members of the audience came up and inspected the shackles.  They pronounced them genuine.  By the time that was done, Carlos had filled the tank to within two feet of the top.
Elena dramatically turned her back to the audience, braced herself on widespread feet, and put her hands behind her back.  Maria immediately came forth with the first of the shackles: a pair of Peerless handcuffs.  Those were locked on her wrists.  Then a second pair was locked on her ankles.  With her feet thus secured, she had to be helped by Carlos, who picked her up and set her down in the plastic box.  She was helped down to her knees and then into a prone position on her stomach.  The box was only an inch or so longer than her body – if she bent her legs.  A third pair of handcuffs was secured between those already on her body, turning it into a steel hogtie.  The lid of the box was then closed and locked in place with a padlock.  Carlos and Maria lifted the chains and brought them together atop the box where they were secured with two more padlocks.
From an electric hoist that had been installed in the overhead of the stage for such use, a cable was lowered and the hook at the end attached to the chains there.  The hoist hummed away and the box, complete with the hogtied Elena, was lifted into the air.  Using a ladder on the side of the tank, Carlos guided the box until it was directly over the open water.  The box was smaller than the water tank but not by a lot.
On the cart that had held the box, there was a large digital timer.  Maria moved the cart aside but made sure that the audience could see the timer.  She pressed buttons on top and set the timer for three minutes.  The announcer told everyone that the small box was not airtight and that three minutes was the amount of time needed for the box to completely fill with water.
Slowly the hoist lowered her until half the box was under the surface of the water where it was held for a few dramatic moments before Carlos pulled the pin and disconnected the cable from the chains.  The clear plastic box immediately dropped into the tank, sinking to the bottom.
Maria pressed a button and the timer began its countdown.
There was obviously air inside the box.  But there was also a small trickle leaking in through the seams where the lid did not fit perfectly with the sides.  Not much of a leak, but enough so that eventually the box will be filled with water.  Since it was resting on the bottom of the tank, its lid a good five feet below the surface of the water, it behooved Elena to free herself from the shackles and the box before it filled with water.
Maria stood by with her hand on the curtain attached to the front of the tank.  For a while she just stood there to allow the audience (and judges) to absorb the scene.  Here was this lovely young woman, nearly naked and tightly shackled with three pairs of handcuffs, locked inside a box slowly filling with water.  Already Elena was struggling against the handcuffs, wiggling and straining against the steel restraints, but without effect.  That part was just for show, of course.
Then Maria pulled the curtain across the front of the tank.  She calmly picked up a fire ax and stood by.  The assumption was that, should Elena not free herself before the box filled with water, Maria would break the tank open and save her sister.  That also assumed, of course, that she could break the Plexiglas with the ax.
As Stella stood off stage, she could imagine what was happening behind that curtain.  Picking handcuffs was hard enough when you had them in front of you.  But when it was behind your back, it became much more difficult.  Most women would not be able to do it even without the added pressure of water filling your plastic prison.  Then she still had to escape somehow from the plastic box.
Dangerous, yes, but a good presentation of a difficult escape.
The timer reached two minutes and continued.  Everyone’s eyes were on the numbers counting away the seconds.
Stella sidled over to Carlos and told him in a whisper to be ready to rush onstage and grab the ax should the timer reach zero.  She doubted if the slender and small Maria could swing the ax with enough force to break the Plexiglas.
The timer reached one minute, and there was still no sign of Elena.
Stella could feel the tension increasing in the audience.  They were familiar with most escapes performed by professionals, and knew that this one was of a higher level of danger to the young lady.
In practice, Elena had performed this escape in just under two minutes, most of which was spent picking the handcuffs.  At that point, the water in the box was just covering her head and she would have to hold her breath from then on.  Once free of the handcuffs, she had to trigger the latch on the box so that one end swung free.  The brass fittings on that side were not as solid as they appeared.  The end would open until it hit the side of the tank.  Pushing the end open would also break the chain over it, because there was a link that was designed to come apart.  Elena then had to squeeze herself through the small gap between the box and the tank side.  From there, it would be an easy push up to the surface and fresh air.
Forty seconds left.
Stella was frowning.  Elena had never taken this long before.  Even when first practicing the escape.
Thirty seconds.
Stella put her hand on Carlos’ arm and could feel the tension in him.
Twenty seconds.
Okay, something was wrong.  Never mind the show, it was time to save Elena.
Suddenly a hand appeared at the top of the tank, dripping wet and with a handcuff still attached to the wrist.  Then the hand was grabbing the edge of the tank and Elena was pulling herself out of the water.  She paused there, arms draped over the edge, panting and trying to catch her breath.  When she could, she pulled herself out of the water and climbed down the ladder on the tank.  There was another pair of handcuffs attached to her left ankle.
The audience applauded, and everyone, including Stella, could breathe easier.
Stella grabbed a towel and went to Elena to wrap it over her shoulders.  She passed by Maria who was still standing there with the ax in her hands and looking surprised.  Throwing the towel over Elena, Stella asked, “What went wrong?”
She could see the fear in Elena’s eyes as she replied: “Side wouldn’t release.”
 







 
Chapter XIX
Debriefing
 
Elena received a high score from judges who realized just how hard her escape had been.  A few might even have realized just how close it had been to disaster, or maybe not.  Stella helped push their gear aside so the next artist could bring theirs on stage.  It was not easy pushing the tank still filled with water, and it took Carlos, Maria and Stella to do it.  It was a few minutes before she had a chance to talk with Elena.
“Okay, just what happened?” she asked when they were alone back stage.  Carlos was nearby, draining the tank of water.
“I picked the handcuffs just fine,” Elena said.  “But then, when I went to push the side of the box off, it just wouldn’t go.”  She shuddered as she said that.  “I had to put my feet against the end and push as hard as I could.  Finally it popped off, but I was underwater by then.  Fortunately I managed to squeeze out.”
“We checked the hinges at least twice yesterday, and again this morning,” Stella said with surprise.  “There should not have been any way they would fail!”
“Well, they did.  At least for a while.”  She was pulling off her wet bathing suit and taking the robe Stella offered her – much to the delight of a few stagehands not far off.  They went back to their work when the brief strip show was over.
“I’ll want to check those again,” Stella said.
“You and me both,” added Elena.  “I don’t like it when something fails.  And this is happing all too often.”
They walked over to where Carlos was draining the water from the tank.  They could see the offending Plexiglas box at the bottom, along with a pair of handcuffs.  From what they could see, the box looked perfectly normal.
Later, after they had taken all their gear back to the trailer, they were able to look at the box up close.
“That hinge has been bent!” exclaimed Elena, pointing to one of the hinges hidden in what appeared to be just a corner brace.  “I know that wasn’t like that this morning.  It was pushed in so that it would stick when I released it from the inside.  I was just lucky that it didn’t wedge totally in place or I wouldn’t have been able to kick it off.”
“Sabotage,” muttered Stella.
“Damn right!” said Elena.  “Again!”
Stella was fingering the defective hinge.  “It wouldn’t have taken but a second to hit this with a hammer or something to bend it in like this.”  She straightened up and sighed.  “Someone must have gotten to it between the last inspection and the competition.”
“But who?  And how?  Someone was always watching over the equipment.  And no one saw that Japanese girl snooping around.”
“One of Miko’s assistants must have gotten to it somehow.  It would have taken just a moment to ruin the hinge.”
“And my act.  Hell, nearly my life!”
Looking around at the busy trucks and storage area, Stella said, “We can’t let this happen again.  Tomorrow you’ll be working with dynamite and we can’t afford any mistakes.  Or sabotage.”
Elena shivered despite the warm weather.
 







 
Chapter XX
Setting a Trap
 
After the second day of competition, Elena and Queen Miko were tied for first place.  Nipping at their heels was a surprising Janet Smith, aka “Coco.”  She was only an amateur but had done a fair straitjacket escape and scored highly with an intricate rope escape from a reverse prayer position.  And while hanging upside down by her ankles.  Very few artists would even have tried that.
After the water tank and Plexiglas box had been disassembled and put away, the two of them went over the other equipment that would be used in the next, and final, day of competition.  They move all the equipment for that escape into the warehouse area they had been assigned, but then proceeded to set up a complex and sophisticated alarm system on the door and windows, of which there was only two.
“Why aren’t you leaving this in the truck?” asked Maria.  “It would be safer there.”
“Bait for a trap,” answered Stella.  “We’re going to catch a little Japanese spy.”
Maria frowned but said nothing more.
With everything put away and the alarms turned on, Stella and Elena went to dinner.  Stella was checking her cell phone every few minutes because, if there was a break-in, an app would alert her immediately.  But no alarm came during dinner and afterwards.  They returned to the hotel room and made preparations for the night.
In the meantime, there was a little spying going on.  Several shadowy figures were seen creeping around the storage areas.  A couple were caught by security guards and escorted off the premises.  But one eluded capture and zeroed in on the storage area assigned to Elena Montez.  Using the diversion created when one of the other spies was being hauled away by guards, she gained access to the storage room by picking the door’s lock.  Reasoning that any security system would require power, she located and disconnected the power to that area first.  Once in, she used a small flashlight to find the equipment waiting for her, and was busy snapping away photos when she heard a noise behind her.  Turning quickly, she was shocked to see Stella Walters standing there with a large automatic pointed directly at her head.
“Elena, would you please confiscate that camera from our guest?  Then turn the power back on.”
A minute later the lights came on to reveal a frightened, young girl standing there.
“I believe your name is Aiko, correct?”
Aiko said nothing, but the slight widening of her eyes told Stella that she was correct.
“And you’re here to learn what we have for the competition tomorrow?”
Again she did not reply.
“And maybe to sabotage the escape?”
This time there was a reaction.  Aiko threw her flashlight at Stella and made a break for the door.  She might have made it outside but for the fact that Carlos was just outside the door and she crashed right into him.  His arms went around her and he carried her, kicking and trying to punch him, back into the building.
“Where do you want her?” he asked, grinning.
“Put her down here and hold her.”
With sure movements, Stella took a length of rope and bound Aiko’s wrists behind her back.  Another piece of rope went around her elbows, pulling them together tightly.  Fortunately for the slender girl, her elbows came together easily.  Turning the girl around, Stella was pleased to see fear in her eyes.  They wanted some answers from this spy, and making her afraid was the first step.
“Elena, bind her feet while I get our bag of torture instruments.”
The bag was something that Stella had put together earlier that evening.  From it she slowly removed a pair of pliers, a small hunting knife, an electrical soldering iron, a bottle labeled “Hydrochloric Acid,” two long metal needles, a short, black leather whip, and a pair of large and ugly looking alligator clips, the kind with a strong spring and lots of tiny sharp teeth.  She made sure that Aiko had a good view of the instruments.
“It would take too long to fill the water tank,” Stella mused, “or we could see how long she can hold her breath.”
Elena poked Aiko in the ribs and said, “You’re in for it now.  She’s quite sadistic when she’s mad.  The last girl had to be carried out because she couldn’t walk.  And she didn’t look very good for a long time after that.”
“Carlos, go outside and see that we’re not disturbed.”
Carlos looked very disappointed.  “Don’t worry, sweetie, I’ll make it up to you later.”  As Carlos left, she added, “And, Carlos, just ignore any screams you hear.”
Carlos was grinning as he closed the door.
“Now then, let’s get down to serious business.  Elena, help me with the gag and these ropes.”
A dirty rag was rolled up and shoved into the girl’s mouth as Elena held her head in both hands.  Aiko struggled, but she was not only bound but also at the mercy of two larger, stronger women.  Duct tape was wrapped around her lower head to secure the rag gag in place.  Above the gray tape, her eyes were now wide with fear.
Quickly a length of rope was tied to that around her ankles and tossed over a rafter.  The girl was pushed to the concrete floor, and then hoisted by her ankles until her head was even with Stella’s breasts.
With a healthy disregard for the poor girl’s clothing, Stella and Elena began ripping the cloth from her inverted body.  It did not take long before they had every stitch of material off the girl and were enjoying the view.  Aiko’s breasts were definitely not of the class of her captors, but nicely shaped and firm.  Perky was one word that could describe them.  The nipples were nicely stiff, mostly likely from fear.  The young girl’s pubic patch was missing.  Only smooth, soft skin showed around the entrance to her vagina.
“First, I’m going to show you that I mean business,” Stella said, picking up the whip.
The first stroke came immediately and cut across the girl’s breasts.  A thin red line appeared.  Aiko’s body jerked sideways and a surprisingly loud scream worked its way through the tape gag.  The backhand stroke added another line just below the first, and brought on a frenzied jerking around like a fish pulled out of water on a line.
Stella looked to Elena and offered the whip.
“Oh, thank you.  I owe this bitch something for those attempts on my life.  If you would be so kind as to pull her arms down?”
Stella pulled over the heavy metal case that held some of the shackles.  To the handle she tied a rope, then threaded it around the girl’s wrists.  When she pulled on that, Aiko’s arms were forced backward and downward until they were parallel to the floor.  The naked woman might jerk on the case and even lift it some, but her arms would be held away from her ass, which was the target Elena set her sights on.  After Aiko’s jerking lifted and let drop the case a couple times, Stella stood on it to put a stop to any movement before it was all banged up.
Elena had only playfully whipped another girl before, and that with a thin belt, not a real whip.  And that had been in the way of fun and games.  This time she had a reason to inflict pain and went about it with a will.  Those red lines began to appear across the smooth globes of Aiko’s ass, placed there by a strong arm.
The cries that came from the hanging woman were loud in the bare-walled room but probably were not noticeable outside unless you were listening at the door – which Carlos was.  He also peeked in the window because he found that a partial view was better than just the sounds.  And she put on a good show.  Aiko’s hands curled up in fists and her head twisted and jerked about, twirling her long black hair around like a fan.
When a dozen red marks covered the poor girl’s ass, Elena paused to catch her breath.  There was a smile on her face.  Stella took advantage of the pause to attach the alligator clips to Aiko’s taut nipples.  As those metal teeth sank into the girl’s flesh, the loudest screams of all erupted.  From that moment on, the whining and crying was continuous.  Big tears fell to wet the concrete floor as Elena positioned herself behind Aiko and resumed the battering of her ass.  That abuse ceased only after two dozen more cuts of the black leather had been inflicted.  Stella placed a hand on Elena’s arm, a signal that they did not want to do any real damage.  The flesh around each of the marks was swelling up to make thin, ugly ridges, some of a grayish-bluish color.  There was no question that the girl was hurting.  Which is what they wanted.
Stella picked up the soldering iron and looked around.  “Is there a plug for this?” she asked, making sure that Aiko could see the metal rod in her hand.  “This is a poor substitute for a red-hot poker, but it will do enough damage and pain for our purposes.”
Stella reached up and inserted a finger into Aiko’s pussy.  It came out moist.  Then she spread the labia with one hand and inserted the soldering iron in with the other.  She did not shove it deeply, just enough so it would not fall out and the girl would feel it inside her most tender place.
“Get me an extension cord,” Stella said.  “I’m anxious to plug this sucker in and see what happens.”
Aiko was whining like a hurt animal (which she was).  Stella gauged that the time was about right.
“While we’re waiting for that to heat up, are you willing to answer a few questions?”
The nod was vigorous and whipped the long ebony hair about.
“Well, we’ll see.  If I don’t like what I hear, the torture will continue.”
She pulled off the duct tape with a total disregard for Aiko’s comfort.  Then she pulled the rag out and set it aside.
“To start off with, why did you come here tonight?” Stella asked.  Elena tapped the sore ass with the whip as a reminder that she could resume the punishment easily.
“Please don’t hit me again!” was the first response out of her mouth.
“We will,” Stella told her.  “Often and hard if you don’t tell us what we want to know.”
“I came to find out what your escape was for tomorrow.”
“Queen Miko sent you?” Stella asked sarcastically.
“Yes.  I must obey her in all things.”
“See what blind obedience gets you?” Elena asked.  Aiko ignored her.
“What does your boss want with this information?  She’ll see the escape tomorrow.”
“She wants to know how you do it.  Tomorrow she will see only what you want the audience to see.  She wants to know more.”
“So she can copy it?” Stella asked sharply.
Aiko did not speak.
Stella continued, trying to sound casual as she asked the most important question.  “Did you do anything to Elena’s escape box today?”
Aiko frowned.
“Did you sabotage my escape?” Elena cut in with.
“Your escape went as you wished it,” she said weakly.  “I did nothing with your equipment.”
Stella was quiet.  Elena looked to her with the unasked question: “Do you believe her?”
“You had better be telling us the truth,” Stella began.  “Or I’ll track you down and what I’ll do to you will make this feel like a gentle kiss.  I’ll cut your breasts off and hang them on my wall as a trophy.”
“Please believe me.  I seek only information.  I did nothing.”
Stella led Elena aside so that Aiko would not hear them.
“I think she’s telling the truth.  She didn’t know that your act had been sabotaged.
Elena replied with a hearty, “Damn!”
“I don’t think there is anything else we can get out of her,” Stella said.  “Might as well let her go.”
“Ah...  Couldn’t we keep her for a while longer?  I like playing with her.”
Stella smiled back.  “I guess we don’t have to let her go right this instant.”
Aiko was let down but not untied.  Instead, she was gagged again and shoved into one of the wooden crates used for equipment.  Then Carlos was called in to carry the crate to the hotel room.  His reward for all that manual labor was to be allowed a few minutes with Aiko in the bedroom of the hotel suite.  The girls were not sure what he did to Aiko when he was alone with her, but after he left and they went in, Aiko had a dreamy look on her face.
That dreamy look was wiped off quickly as the girls required her to perform depraved sexual acts for and on them.  The session continued until well after midnight and resulted in three very exhausted but satisfied girls.  Aiko was rebound with only her arms tied, but in a reverse prayer.  Then she was kicked out the door and told to find her way back to her boss as best she could.  It would have been a nice gesture if they had loaned the poor girl some clothes, but, as they pointed out just before slamming the door behind her, none of their clothing would fit Aiko.
 







 
Chapter XXI
Retaliation
 
“I wonder what Miko is going to do?” asked Elena casually over breakfast.  “For this afternoon’s performance, I mean.”
“I don’t know, but it will be spectacular,” said Stella as she was about to place a piece of steak in her mouth.  On the morning of any performance, she liked to have steak and eggs for breakfast.
“Do you suppose that Aiko made it back to her boss all right?”
“Well, she couldn’t just step outside and call a cab,” Stella remarked.  “She didn’t have any money.”
“And we have her cell phone, so she couldn’t call for help.”
“True.  Besides, the way we tied her arms, she couldn’t have used a cell phone even if she had one.”
After reflecting over a piece of toast for a minute, Elena asked, “You don’t think we were too harsh with her, do you?  I mean, when she left her, her bottom was pretty well marked up.  And we did let Carlos have at her.  That wasn’t very nice.  Carlos has one huge prick - I know, I’ve seen it.”
“In action?”
“Well, sort of.  But she is just a small woman.  He might have been too much for her to take.”
“She took it.  Did you see the look on her face when we went into the bedroom?”
“Yeah, she did look satisfied.”
“I wonder how Miko is taking what we did to her spy?”
“Knowing her, probably plotting revenge,” Stella said.  “But the more important question is: if she didn’t sabotage your act, who did?”
Neither of them had an answer for that question, and the conversation died down as they finished the morning meal.  With that out of the way, they dressed and made ready for the big day.  The final competition would be that afternoon and out of doors in the parking lot behind the auditorium.  Bleachers had been set up, as well as a platform for the TV cameras.  A few of the amateur contestants had dropped out because elaborate equipment for such an escape was too costly for them.  But all the professionals and a couple of the amateurs would be present.
Once again they checked the equipment in their trailer and storage area.  Nothing seemed to have been touched.  While they were standing by the trailer, a man came up and asked for Elena Montez.  After identifying herself, Elena was told that she was needed immediately in the administrator’s office to clear up a problem.  Turning to Stella, she explained that she would be right back, and left.
It was not a long walk to the offices, but as she neared the door, Elena was met by Queen Miko and two of her male assistants.
“Excuse me, I am wanted in the office,” Elena said as she tried to pass by.
“I have other plans for you,” Miko said icily.  “Get her.”
It was quick and one-sided contest.  The strong male hands grabbed Elena and forced her up against the wall.  While one pushed a cloth over her mouth to muffle cries, the other bound her hands behind her back, using thin cord and binding tightly enough to hurt.  There must have been something in the cloth because Elena became woozy and nearly fainted.  Never actually loosing consciousness, she still could not cry out or resist them.  It was as if she were an observer rather than a participant as they finished the binding of her arms by pulling the elbows together and wrapping the cord so tightly that it dug into her flesh.  She stumbled along as they led her out of the hallway and down stairs to a waiting car behind the building.  A couple of people saw them, but paid no attention since the sight of a bound, shackled or straitjacketed female was not uncommon during the contest.
She was taken to an abandoned house a few miles off.  Making sure that they were not seen, they carried her into the house.  As they held her standing in the middle of a dirty, empty bedroom, her mind began to clear of the drug-induced fog.
“Let me go,” were her first words, slurred but recognizable.
“Good, you’re awake,” said Miko as she stood close to the captive girl.  “I want you to be aware of what is happening to you.
“Begin preparing her.”
Preparations consisted of pushing her down to the floor and binding her legs together with more of that thin but strong cord.  Again, following orders from their boss, they wrapped the cord as tightly as they could, forcing it sink into her flesh.  The knots were tied multiple times and as tightly as the men could make them.  A final touch to the binding came when one man dripped some thick liquid onto every knot.
“That’s a fast drying, superglue,” said Miko, obviously enjoying the girl’s distress.  “It will melt into the cord and harden.  Even if you had your hands free to work at them, there is no way that you could untie those knots!  You may be an escape artist, but there’s no way you can get out of these ropes!  No one can, not even your friend, the famous Stella Walters.”
With the securing of her arms and legs, Elena was picked up and carried over to a door.  It was opened to reveal a walk-in closet of modest size.  Apparently they had been there before, because screwed into the walls were several brightly shining steel rings.
“They made sure that those rings are screwed into the wooden beams in the wall.  You won’t be able to pull them out like you could if it were just plaster.”
One man held her while the other tied cord between her elbows and rings on opposite sides of the small space.  More cord was used to attach her knee bondage to another set of rings down lower.  The final cord was looped around her neck and run through a ring in the ceiling.  That was pulled tight enough to force her head to one side and constrict around her neck, making breathing a little hard.
“I don’t want you to strangle,” Miko told her.  “But I do want to make sure that you’ll be in the closet for a long time.  A very long time.  No one ever comes to these abandoned houses.  You might never be found!”  She laughed at that thought.  Elena looked ill.
“Gag her,” was the next order.
It was done, and none too gently.  A metal rod was forced into her mouth, much like a horse’s bit.  They made sure that it went under her tongue, not only so that it would make speech impossible, but also would add to her discomfort.  The strap was buckled tightly behind her head.
The men stood back so Miko could partly enter the closet and stand face to face with her captive.
“I don’t like what you did to Aiko,” she hissed.  “You hurt her.  You marked up her body.  Then you threw her out into the streets, naked and bound.”
The hatred fled from her face to be replaced by a wicked smile.  “It’s not that I haven’t done as bad and worse to her myself,” she said sweetly.  “But she is my property.  You have no right to abuse her.”
Suddenly, like a light bulb coming on, the anger was back.  “I’m going to mark you up, just as you did to Aiko.  Then we’ll leave you here to ponder your fate.  You’ll miss the contest this afternoon, of course, which means that I’ll win!  But worse than that, you’ll be forced to stand there and pray that someone, anyone, will come back to rescue you.  But no one will come!  How many days and nights will you suffer?  Many, I hope!”
The thought came to Elena’s mind that this woman was insane.
The crazy and sadistic woman reached out and ripped away the tank top from Elena’s body.  The bra underneath was pulled off viciously, evoking a strange sounding cry of distress from behind the bit gag.  Those lovely, full breasts bounced into view, something that seemed to enrage Miko even more.  With a hiss, she reached out to take one breast in her fingers and squeeze.  Her long fingernails dug in painfully.  Elena tried but could not pull away.  All she could do was cry out.
Unbuttoning Elena’s jeans, she tried to pull them off her hips.  With an effort, she managed to work them down to the level of Elena’s knees where the rope stopped the disrobing.  The black, slender pair of panties went next, ripped off her hips.
“Whip her!” came the order, and both men stepped forward, eager to obey.  Using the belts from their pants, they took turns whipping the bound girl across her breasts and the area over her pussy.  Elena pulled back as far as the ropes allowed but could not escape the punishment.  With each strike, her breasts bounced and she cried out.  It was especially painful when the belt happened to catch her nipple in its kiss.  Likewise for those strokes that happened to fall with the end of the belt directly on her sex.
The whipping continued until the men slowed down because their arms were becoming exhausted.  None kept count, but if any one had done, the tally would certainly exceed a hundred.  When a halt was finally called, the entire area around Elena’s breasts and hips was red and swollen with bruises forming in ugly colors.  She was almost hanging in her bindings, sobbing her heart out.
Still smiling wickedly, Miko took out her cell phone and took a couple photos of the abused girl.
“I’ll send one of these to your friend.  In a few days.  I want her to realize how much you’re suffering.”
Miko returned the cell phone to her purse.  “Close the door, Junichi.  We have to leave her now.  I have a contest to win.”
The closet door was closed.  From within came a startled cry of distress.  It might have been a plea for mercy, but they had already left the room and would not have responded even if they had heard it.
Slowly the darkness faded as the tiny amount of light leaking in under the door allowed Elena to see, but just barely.  The cruel treatment and horrid fate she was condemned to would have pushed most any woman into blind panic and utter distress.  But Elena drew strength from the knowledge that there was one possible salvation from her plight.  Slight though it might be, she knew it was her only hope.  With a silent prayer, she tried to lift one foot up, but the cords around her ankles were far too tight to allow that.
With an effort, she bent at the knees and lifted both feet off the floor.  Without that support, she sagged and all her weight was taken by the harsh cords around her limbs, but she endured the extra pain because it had to be done.  With all the force she could muster, she quickly brought both feet back down on the floor.
She repeated the process three more times and hoped that would be enough.  Then she began exploring her bindings with the hope she might find some fault in them that would allow her to escape.  Unfortunately, it was as Miko had said.  The knots, to the tiny degree her fingers could reach them, were a solid mass of cord, cemented together by that glue.  Adding to the distress, those tight cords were restricting the circulation and her hands were already going numb.  Before too long, she would have no feeling in them at all and escape attempts would be impossible.  But up to that point, she would be trying as rapidly and hard as she could.
An hour later, she was exactly in the same situation as before, despite her efforts.  All the training and skills she had were defeated by thin cord and glue.  She wept, alone and distraught in the semi-darkness.
 







 
Chapter XXII
Rescue!
 
Stella’s cell phone chimed at her.  She picked it up, looked at the text message and cursed.  “Damn!” followed by, “I hope she’s only broken a heel on some stairs.”  She knew that was improbable, and immediately tried to call Elena’s cell phone.  After half a dozen rings it switched to voice mail.  “Damn!” she cursed again.
Grabbing Maria’s arm, she ordered the girl to stay with the equipment, no matter what.  Then she rushed over to where Carlos was standing by the trailer.  “Come on,” she told him urgently, “Elena’s in trouble.”
Going into the trailer, she dug out a metal case buried under some of the other equipment.  Hauling that out, she thrust it into Carlos’ hands and told him, “Come on.  To my car.”
At the car, she grabbed the case with one hand and handed Carlos the keys with the other.  She took the passenger seat for herself and told him to start driving.
“Which way?” he asked reasonably.
“South for now.”
As the Corvette left the parking lot, Stella had the lid open on the case and was pulling a small antenna out of it.  Reaching out the window, she put it on the roof.  Then she was fiddling with some controls and staring at a screen intently.
“Keep heading south on this road.  Look for a major street leading off to the left in about two miles.”
Carlos, enjoying the responsive power of the sports car, obeyed.  As they drove, Stella explained what she was doing.
“A couple years back I did a mission for one of our government agencies, you know, the kind known by three letters usually.  Had to travel to Japan; but that’s a story for another time.  The agency was very grateful for my efforts.  I made friends with one of their field agents.  It was from him that I got some special equipment not generally available to the public.  One of those was a tracking system.  There is a very small module you carry on your person.  If there is a problem, you only have to give it a hard knock and it begins transmitting a signal that can be tracked by a device like this.
“I gave Elena one of those units and she put it in her shoe.”
“You were expecting trouble?” he asked as he turned sharply onto an eastbound street.
“After what happened last night, you bet your booties.  As you know, we had to get a little rough with Aiko.”
“I wasn’t rough with her.  I was gentle.”
“I’m sure.  But what we did to her was enough to get Miko plenty mad.  I figured she might try to grab Elena, so I gave her one of the tracking devices.  It’s sending out a signal and I’m tracking it.  Turn right on that street up ahead.”
They were entering an older section of town where the homes had fading, peeling paint, and wrecked cars on the lawns.  A few blocks later, the homes became abandoned.  The stink from a nearby marsh helped to explain why.
“That house over there.  At the end of that cul-de-sac.  The white house, I think.”
As he pulled into the driveway, Stella took a small but deadly looking automatic out of the case and checked the magazine and slide.  It was loaded.  She held it out to Carlos.  “Know how to use one of these?” she asked.
“Damn right I do!” he said eagerly.  “Someone messing with Elena and I’ll make them pay.”
“No killing unless we have to,” she warned him as she took a second Glock 30 SF from the case.  “Safety off?  Good.  Let’s go.”
It was fortunately that they did not find any of the kidnappers in the house.  Carlos looked as if he were eager to blast away at anyone who might have harmed Elena.  They searched, but it was a while before they heard her faint cries and opened the closet.
Elena did not look too good.  She had been standing in there for less than an hour but her arms from the elbows down were purple/gray color, especially the hands.  Her feet were also an unhealthy color from the cords around her legs being too tight.  Carlos pulled a knife from his pocket and immediately set about cutting Elena free.  She collapsed into his arms and was lowered to the floor.
“Shit!  What did they do to you?” Carlos asked upon seeing her bruised breasts and hips.
When Stella got the bit gag out of her mouth, she answered.  “They whipped me in retaliation for the whipping we gave Aiko.”
She was moaning as her arms lay lifeless on her thighs.  The color was coming back into them, but from the tears in her eyes and pitiful moaning they knew the returning circulation was hurting her aplenty.  Eventually she could move her fingers a little and the color was returning to normal.
“I think you’ll be okay,” Stella told her.  “I’ve seen plenty of cases of impaired circulation.  You were lucky we got here when we did.  If you had to wait until someone discovered you, you probably would have lost your hands.”
“Wonderful,” Elena said sarcastically.  “Damn, but they hurt.”
“I’m going to get that woman and beat the shit out of her,” exclaimed Carlos.
“No you’re not!” said Elena.  “What they did to me was nothing much more than what we did to Aiko.  Turnabout is fair play, they say.”
“But they were going to leave you here!” he protested.  “You might never have been found!”
“But I was found,” she said in a gentler tone.  “Thanks to Stella’s foresight.  Thank you for insisting I take that tracking thing.”
Stella said nothing, but she was looking at the remains of the ropes, especially the knots.  “They were playing pretty seriously,” she said.  “You could have been hurt much worse.  Remember, they did not know that you had a tracker on you.  Unless Miko planned to come back later, you could have stayed tied in the closet until you died.”
“Okay,” Elena conceded.  “Next time we get Aiko in our clutches, we’ll teach her what it is like to be really tied.  Or Miko herself!  Might be interesting to rig one of them up like this and make her think she’s going to be left alone forever.  Give her a good scare, I can tell you!”  She looked at Carlos, and added, “Of course, we’ll come back after a while.”
Carlos frowned to show he disagreed with the last part.
“Let’s get out of here.  You think you can go ahead with the escape this afternoon?” asked Stella.
“I’ll do it.  I’ll have to change my costume so the bruises don’t show, but there’s no way that I would miss the chance to see the look on Miko’s face when I show up!”
Carlos wrapped his shirt around Elena’s shoulders to hide the fact that she had no shirt or bra.  Fortunately her pants were still in condition to be pulled back up.  When Stella drove them back, Elena had to sit in Carlos’ lap because the Corvette only had two seats.  Neither of them seemed to mind.
 







 
Chapter XXIII
Stage Three Competition
 
Things were hectic on the parking lot.  For each of the escapes, the required apparatus was set up but covered with canvass tarps.  This was to prevent speculation about the escapes until the artist was ready to put on her performance.  The canvass covered lumps sat in the noontime sun as the audience filled in the bleachers.  All were eager to see what spectacular new escapes would be presented.
Stella and Elena were the last to arrive, hurrying into their storage area.  They found that Maria and the other assistant, Jimmy, had positioned the equipment out on the stage area and were nervously standing by.  Elena returned Carlos’ shirt and dug through one of the trunks to find a better costume than the one she had planned.  Stella looked at the bruises covering her front and asked, “Are you sure you want to go on?  That was a rough ordeal they put you through.”
“I’ve been in worse...  Though I don’t remember when.  But I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”  Elena paused in her dressing to take Stella’s arm.  “When this is over, we need to talk to Queen Miko.  This kind of stuff can’t go on.  I could have been killed!  One way or another, we’ve got to come to a settlement or something.”
“I agree.  This can’t go on.”
“I hope this will cover the worst of my bruises.”
“You’re going to be sore tomorrow,” Stella commented.
“I’m sore right now.  This look good enough?”
Stella gave her a good look all around.  She had on what was, for her, a rather conservative costume.  Basically it was what is called a “romper” but mostly resembling a one-piece bathing suit in the area it covered.  Her legs were completely bare save for the fishnet pantyhose she had first put on.  The romper covered her front completely all the way up to a collar around her neck.  The material looked rather like leather but was much softer and more flexible.  There was a vee-shaped slit on each side, exposing a bit of her hips.  It was complete with full length sleeves, and fairly tight on her.
“I haven’t worn this in a while,” she said.  “I think I’ve gained a little weight.”
“You look fine.  And you want the clothing to be tight for this type of escape.  You’ll be doing some wiggling in a tight place.”
“Got that right!”
They heard an announcement and knew it was time to get to the waiting area, a tent set up to one side of the exhibits.  Elena covered herself with a robe.
Elena was searching for Miko as she entered the tent and found her on the far side, talking with Aiko who, it was noted, was not showing much in the way of effects from the rough time she had had the night before.  When she caught Miko’s eye, she waved cheerfully and smiled sweetly.  Miko’s face turned dark with anger, and she looked as if she were about to have a conniption fit.
“Wish I had a camera,” Elena remarked to Stella.  “She almost shit in her pants when she saw me!  Would have made a good picture.”
The competition was beginning and they had little time for chatting.  The tent had the side facing the stage area open so the contestants could watch.  They had a side view of the apparatus while the audience had a full front view.
The announcer welcomed everyone, introduced the judges (for the third time), and spent a few minutes elaborating on how dangerous these escapes were and not to try them at home.  Finally, he got to introducing the first contestant.  As before, they had been assigned random order, save for the three leaders who were scheduled last.  First up was an amateur from Dallas who almost botched her escape.  She was supposed to be locked inside a trunk after being handcuffed, and then the trunk was to be run over by a speeding truck.  After the trunk lid was locked and the assistants moved away, a clock started a countdown.  When it reached thirty seconds, the trunk began its run from the far corner of the parking lot.  Everyone knew that she was suppose to time it so that she would escape the trunk just before the truck hit it.  The problem was that she had trouble with the trunk lid and popped out only a split second before the trunk smashed into it.  She was leaping for safety when part of the shattered trunk struck her legs.  She was limping when she got up and there was some blood on her left leg, but at least she survived.
She got a good round of applause, mostly because the audience knew how close she had come to really messing up the escape.  Her score was not all that high.  She did not get any points for nearly getting killed.
The acts continued, most of them involving some form of bodily danger to the artist, from which she escaped in the nick of time.
Stella had seen most of those escapes before and spent the time going over Elena’s escape to make sure that the morning’s brutal treatment had not messed up her mind.  She seemed okay, eager to get on with it even.
But they paid attention when it was Miko’s turn.
Her assistants uncovered her apparatus, which had been the tallest of the covered lumps, to reveal a classic wooden French guillotine.  It was about thirteen feet tall and had a shining metal blade mounted in a large wooden block. The edge of the blade was slanted and the block would slide down on twin rails when released.  At the bottom of the device was a wooden stock with a single hole for the neck to be inserted and held in place for the blade to come slashing down and sever the head from the body of anyone unfortunate enough to be secured in place.
The announcer told the audience, “Have you ever wondered what it would look like if the French Revolution had occurred in Japan?”  It was unlikely that anyone in the audience actually had, but it set the theme for the escape.  Queen Miko was led onto the scene by two guards, her hands tied in front of her and a very worried look on her face.  She was dressed in a pair of pants and peasant blouse, but the material was of fine red silk with lotus blossom designs embroidered in gold.  When she saw the guillotine, she screamed and began to fight her captors.  They easily led the struggling girl up to the death-dealing device.
As she was forced to watch, one of the guards/assistants placed a melon in the neck hole of the guillotine.  He then came around to the side were a long lever was sticking out.  It was obviously the release level that would send the blade crashing down.  To the end of it he tied a bag.  The lever began to slowly move downward without him touching it.  The bag was obviously just a weight to pull the level down.  It took all of a full minute for the lever to reach horizontal, but when it did the block holding the blade suddenly slid down the rails.  With a thud, it slammed into the neck stock, cleanly cutting the melon in half.  Each half fell to the ground with a wet plop.  It was easy to imagine what that would do to a human neck.
After that demonstration of the effectiveness of the killing instrument, he pulled the rope to lift the blade back up in position.  Then they turned their attention to the prisoner.  There was a flat board resting on a cart next to the guillotine.  She was dragged over that and pushed face down on it.  While one man wrapped chains around her ankles and waist, the other untied her hand only to lock one cuff of an incongruous pair of modern handcuffs on her left wrist.  He then pulled both of her hands down and around the board she was lying on to lock them underneath.  She was held in place with her head sticking over the end of the board.  With her binding finished, they rolled the cart around behind and then up to the stock.  One man lifted the top of the stock and the other pushed the cart forward until her neck was lined up with the bottom half.  As she struggled and whined, he closed it over her neck and locked it with a padlock.
At that point, a large black cloth hood was produced.  The two guards knelt and slid the hood over her struggling head.  From the belchers, the audience had a good view of the black cloth covered head sticking out but a poor view of the rest of her body because of the height of the neck stock.  However, there was no question that she had been secured in place; that was done in plain sight of all.
“It would be nice,” whispered Elena to Stella, “if the phantom saboteur were to mess up her escape and the blade really did remove her head.”
“Don’t be so vindictive,” hissed Stella.  “It’s not polite.”
The stage was now set for a beheading in the grand old style.  One guard went to the level, which was in the up position, and attached the bag again.  For a while he held the bag’s weight in his hand as he grinned at the helpless female prisoner.  It was easy to see that she was shaking her head in denial and trying to pull back out of the stock.  But she was held tightly.
With an evil laugh, he stepped back to watch as the bag began to slowly pull the lever down.
The lever seemed to move even slower than in the demonstration, and the audience held its breath.  The head was still moving and there was no sign of Miko freeing herself.  A few times the whole guillotine shivered with her struggles.  As the lever neared horizontal, more than one person in the audience had to wonder if something had gone wrong and this was the end of that pretty Japanese girl’s career.
With surprising suddenness, the blade let go and began its deadly slide.  Still, the hooded head and neck remained locked in the wooden stock.  The blade, flashing in the sun, gained speed.  When it slammed into the stock, many in the crowd gasped in shock as the head fell off.
 







 
Chapter XXIV
Miko keeps her Head
 
It was shown, during a replay of the TV recording, that several women in the audience screamed as the head fell, and one woman even fainted.  However, the consternation did not last long: only a few seconds before Miko bounced up from behind the guillotine and leapt over it to confront her guards.  Rapidly she delivered a kick to the groin of each, and, as they fell to the ground moaning and holding themselves, she held her arms up triumphantly to accept the applause of all.
“Damn!” said Elena.  “I didn’t get my wish!”
Stella laughed and said, “Don’t be so vicious.  You knew she would survive.”
“Yeah, I guess...  But that wasn’t very nice what she did to her assistants.”
“They’re okay.  See?  They were wearing protection.”
“Too bad.  Those were the two guy who tied me up and whipped me while Miko watched and chuckled.”
“Well, maybe next time they’ll forget to wear protection.”  Stella sighed.  “That was a good presentation.  She’s get high scores from the judges.”
‘Yeah, I guess...”  Elena frowned.  “Say, how do you think she did it?  That was a pretty convincing beheading.”
Stella smiled.  Having already figured it all out, she explained, “First off, you know how she could get out of those handcuffs pretty quickly.  She didn’t have to pick them; they’re rigged with quick releases.  Likewise for the chains around her.  They weren’t very secure in the first place.  Okay, she’s lowered into the horizontal position and pushed up to the stock.  At that point, the top of that stock blocks much of the view of the audience and the bottom part extends all the way down to the ground.  You know she’s lying there, but can’t really see her slip out of the handcuffs.  Then her hands and arms are free and come up behind the stock.  The assistant lifts the top yoke and the board is slid forward enough to move her head into place in the bottom semi-circle.  At that point her hands are touching the back of the stock.  Here’s the fun part.  As the assistants move around to the front they are blocking the view of her head behind the stocks.  In that brief moment, she takes a styrofoam ball that is taped to the back bottom half of the stocks and slips it into the hood where she just removed her head.  Then she’s holding the ball and hood from the bottom as one lifts the top yoke and the other reaches across to pull her forward.  To the audience it appears her head has been pulled into the stocks.  Immediately the top half is closed and all you can see is her head sticking out this side and assume that she’s still locked in the stock and still bound.
“While the assistants are setting up the weighted bag on the handle, attention is distracted from the black hood, and Miko is using her freed hands to remove the chains holding her down.  You noticed that the neck stock extends all the way to the ground.  That hides what she’s doing, like dropping the chains to the ground.  The chains around her feet might simply fall off when she pulls her feet apart hard; a weak link perhaps.  By the time the weight has pulled the handle down far enough to trigger the release of the blade, she’s totally free.  Then the blade comes down, ‘chops off her head’, and it falls to the ground.  The blade fills the neck hole so that you can’t see that she is back there with her head still on.”
“Very good.  That sounds right,” agreed Elena.
 







 
Chapter XXV
An Explosive Escape
 
Then it was time for Elena’s presentation.  While Miko’s assistants, amazingly fully recovered from the kick to the balls, were removing her guillotine, Elena was being introduced.  Her apparatus was at the end of the area, a good twenty feet from any of the others.  It was also farther back from the audience than any other.  After her introduction, the announcer explained that because this escape involved the explosion of sticks of dynamite and was so very dangerous, it was set back for the protection of the audience.
Stella and Maria pulled the tarp off it to reveal a shining metal cylinder standing on a wooden platform.  It was the cylinder Herb had designed for Stella and now modified for Elena’s use.  And improved it in several ways.
Elena climbed up on the two foot platform to stand by the cylinder.  As the announcer was explaining that she would climb into the “Death Tank,” be shackled in place and locked in, and then a timer would set off sticks of dynamite that were attached in a circle around the middle of the cylinder, Elena was climbing up a ladder on the side.  The top lid was hinged and standing open.  Elena swung her legs over and into the cylinder, and then sat on the top edge to wave at the crowd.  She lowered herself inside and closed the lid over her.  Maria climbed the ladder and threaded a chain through the lid and locked it.  That would hold the lid in place.
Herb had made a couple changes to the cylinder.  The two holes for her hands to stick out of were still there, but another had been added above them at head height.  A couple seconds after the top was closed, her head came through the top hole.  She was apparently standing with her back to the holes and tilting her head backwards to stick it through the hole.  It was an awkward position, and one forced her face to be turned upward.  Her hands could be seen pushing her long dark hair through the hole so that it hung down, almost to the hand holes.  A couple seconds later, those hands appeared in the bottom holes, fingers wiggling.  Maria immediately stepped over and attached a pair of handcuffs to the wrists.
The audience was sure that the young lady was standing inside that small cylinder, shackled in a way that would prevent her from escaping, because her joined wrists could not be pulled back inside.  Her head moved a little, as did her hands, but she was held immobile in that position.
Marie and Stella set about inserting red sticks of dynamite into slots built into the sides of the cylinder.  There were eight of them equally spaced around the middle.  They then went around attaching a wire into the top of each stick.  The wires led to a timer set on the platform.  It was a digital timer with a large enough readout to be easily seen by all.
Maria pushed some buttons on the timer and “2:00” appeared.  Looking for Stella’s nod, she pushed the last button and the timer began counting down what might be the last two minutes of the pretty girl’s life.
Inside the cylinder, Elena was busy contorting her body around the mechanism that controlled movement of the fake hands and head.  The cylinder was designed to give the appearance being large enough to hold only the body of one slender young woman.  After having pushed the fake head out and using her real hands to make the attached fake hair fall down outside, she had pushed the fake hands out and activated the motors that made them move.  She was then busy trying to position herself so she could make her escape through the trap door at the bottom.  She had been standing on that door, but as the timer counted down she was ready to get the hell out of there.  The explosion would be real and could be deadly.  She braced herself against the sides, lifted her feet off the door and reached for the lever that would open it.  But when she pulled, the door failed to slide aside.
She frowned, and pulled on the lever again.  Still nothing.
It was a simple mechanism, just a lever and two rails for the metal plate to move on.  There should not be any way for it to fail.  But it had.
She jerked on the lever as hard as she could in the cramped space.  Still it failed to move.
Outside, the timer was at 1:32.
Elena put her feet back down and took a deep breath.  She was not worried about being killed.  There was a safety switch that would allow her to turn off the timer from inside the cylinder.  Herb had built that in to assure her safety.  But she was worried that her escape act would be ruined.  It would not be the same if she had to use the switch and climb out the top with no impressive explosion to please the crowd.
Again she lifted her feet, braced herself, and tried the lever.  But no matter how hard she pulled, it would not move.
With a muttered curse, she put her feet back down and tried to think.  There had to be some way to salvage the act.  It would be a big disappointment to Herb and Stella if the act failed.  Besides, she did not want to lose to Miko!
The timer read 0:53.
There was no way she could stay inside the cylinder when the explosion went off.  They were not using real dynamite but an explosive less powerful.  Six sticks of real dynamite would probably send shrapnel flying into the audience.  But there would still be a nice explosion that would make a shambles out of the cylinder and look as if it could easily kill anyone inside.
She knew from tests that it would take her eleven seconds to wiggle out the bottom and into the platform underneath.  That was her best time.  Unfortunately, from inside the cylinder, she could not see the timer and only a vague idea of how much time was left.
Common sense said it would be better to flip the safety switch right then.
But she did not want to fail!  It would be embarrassing to have to climb out and admit to all that her trick did not work.  Would not do much good for her professional reputation, which was her livelihood.
The timer said 0:21.
Guessing that she had thirty seconds left, she began a mental countdown while still trying to figure out some way to rip success from the jaws of defeat.
She could not see where the lever went under the platform, but remembered the setup.  Simple: two rails, a metal plate and a lever to push it along the rails.
If the lever would not push the plate aside, would something else?
Bracing her back against the side, she put both feet flat on the door and pushed with her legs.  Standing as she was facing the side with the fake hands and head, she had to try to slide the panel sideways.  That was not easy, but the plate beneath her trembled and then began to move.  Not as fast as it should have, but it was moving!  Hoping she could get it open enough to fit through, she continued to push.
With a sudden jerk, the plate slid all the way aside and she half fell through the revealed hole.  Hurriedly, she bent her legs and slid them under the platform.  Then she twisted around and bent at the waist to get her hips down.  In her rush, she pushed against the motor frame for the fake hands.  It tore her costume and left a gash on her side.  Ignoring the pain in her side, she bent her head and shoulders, and pushed as hard as she could to get her body all the way under the platform.
As soon as her head cleared the opening, she was grabbing the sliding door with both hands and pulling it back into position.  Her mental countdown was at ten when the darkness down there was replaced by a flash of bright light.  She felt as if a huge hammer had come down on her and for a few moments she faded out.  When she came to, there was a loud ringing in her ears and she was blinking at the sunlight.
The explosion had been as spectacular as planned.  The explosive had been chosen by Herb to produce a loud noise, a bright flash, and then a lot of smoke.  It succeeded to a greater degree than even he had hoped for.
All that remained of the cylinder was a ragged half circle of its bottom still attached to the platform.  It had been constructed of thin metal, not much thicker than a soda pop can.  As the smoke cleared, pieces of the cylinder were scattered for yards around.
Still dazed by the explosion, Elena could see that she had not gotten the trap door closed totally.  Part of the explosion’s force had come through the small open remaining.  Remember what she was supposed to do, she struggled with the door to get it fully open.  There was a lot of smoke, making her choke and her eyes water.  She was supposed to crawl out and make an appearance coming through the smoke as if she had survived the explosion unharmed.  Extra smoke producing packages had been placed inside to assure a lot of smoke.
It took all her strength to force the door open enough for her to crawl out.  The explosion had warped the rails.  As she did, she felt her side and it was wet.  But the showman in her would not let her pause to see how badly she was hurt.  She had to finish the act!
She did.  Emerging from the smoke, she proudly stepped forward, hand held high and smiling.  Her tangled, dirty hair, torn costume and the blood trickling down her side, all made it more dramatic.
As Stella rushed to her side, Elena was composing mental notes for Herb about how to improve the escape in the future.
 







 
Chapter XXVI
Escape-off
 
“You’re bleeding!”
“Yeah, a little.”
While Stella was tearing a piece of her skirt off to make a bandage, Elena said, “It was sabotaged.”
“What?!”
“The trap door wouldn’t open.”
“Oh, shit!”
The bleeding was not serious, and holding the makeshift bandage against it controlled the trickle of blood.  They began walking towards the paramedics’ ambulance.
“I pulled the lever but the door would not slide open.”
“Did you hit the safety switch?”
“No.  I forced the door open with my feet.”
“How did you get this cut?”
“I think I hit some of the stuff Herb put in there as I tried to get down and under.”
“You know you’re a fool for not hitting the safety switch immediately.”
For a few steps, Stella was silent, finally saying, “I don’t see how anyone could have gotten to the stuff.  Maybe it wasn’t sabotage.  Maybe just a malfunction?”
“I don’t think so.  We can look, but I’ll bet the lever was sabotaged.”
As the paramedics came up to them, Stella looked over to the performers area and saw Miko staring at them intently.  Stella wanted to go over and deliver a few questions to the Japanese girl, but getting Elena taken care of came first.
The cut was not bad and was bandaged easily enough.  Elena was anxious to get back and see what scores her escape was given.  Stella left her standing next to the judges’ stand while she examined the wreckage of Herb’s work.  She could not tell if the door mechanism was sabotaged or not.  Much of it was damaged, especially the lever.
The audience was a little restless because the judges were taking a rather long time to announce their findings.  Finally, the announcer stood up, microphone in hand, to say, “The judges have awarded Elena Montez a total of thirty-seven points.  Ladies and gentlemen, it seems that we have a tie between Ms Montez and Queen Miko for first place.”  He paused to check with someone sitting next to him before continuing.
“Rather than split the reward, the judges have decided that, adhering to the principles of escapism, there will be a tie-breaking procedure: not a play-off but an ‘escape-off.’
A murmur raced through the audience but, after a few seconds, applause began.  Another performance – a sudden death showdown as it were – pleased this crowd.
“In one half hour, both Queen Miko and Ms Montez will be put to an equal test each, to determine which is the better escape artist.  The judges are forming the rules at this time.”
Indeed, the judges were in what was apparently a heated discussion with much arm waving and head nodding.
“What are you frowning for, Stella,” asked Elena.
“I’m thinking if we have something we can use to put on another escape.  We only planned on three, and therefore only brought equipment for that.”
One of the judges hurried over to some of the stage crew and talked with them, pointing to the area directly in front of the bleachers. They immediately began to rush around, gathering material to form a makeshift stage on the indicated spot.
A short time later, the announcer came back to say, “Ladies and gentlemen, attention please.
“The judges have decided the escape-off contest will be conducted as follows: on the stages before you, both of the contestants will be bound hand and foot with rope.  Beginning at the same time, they will attempt to totally escape from their bonds.  The first one who can walk off the stage, completely free of all the ropes, will be the winner.”
This seemed to meet with approval from the audience.  Stella, however, was not looking happy.
“Why are you frowning?” Elena asked her.  “I’m pretty good at rope escapes.  You know that.”
“Normally, I would agree.  But you’ve just been through an explosion, was whipped this morning and have bruises, and you have a cut on your side.  Struggling against ropes will probably open that up.”
She took Elena’s hands in hers.  “I’m afraid the odds are against you.”
Elena sighed, and said, “At least I don’t have to worry about any equipment being sabotaged this time.”
They smiled weakly at each other.  It was not much of a joke.
One of the judges came over to them.  “Ms Montez, you will be given ten minutes to change your costume.  You will pick a costume that is very tight on the body and does not cover the arms or legs.  You will be inspected to assure that you do not have any devices that may give you an advantage.  Understand?”
“Like a razor blade?” said Elena.  “Yes, I understand.  I have something that will fit the bill.  And it makes me look damned near naked.”
“That will be quite satisfactory,” he said with a smile.  “Actually, I voted to have you both naked but was overruled.”  He winked at her, and then walked away.
Elena sighed and muttered, “Men!”







 
Chapter XXVII
Triumph!
 
Elena reappeared wearing what was basically a body stocking.  It was of black material resembling nothing more than a woman’s nylon stocking.  And, as Elena had told the judge, it made her look naked.  Everything underneath could be seen – nothing was left to the imagination.
Miko came out dressed in a romper that looked a lot like Elena’s had before being torn.  Hers was emerald green and almost as transparent as Elena’s.  Both girls had bare legs and arms, as per the instructions.  Miko was looking confident as she stared at the bandage under Elena’s costume.
Both girls came up to the stage.  Two piles of white cotton clothesline were resting on opposite sides of the stage.  A simple wooden chair had been placed on each side, next to the rope.
“Are they going to tie us to the chairs?” asked Elena when she saw them.
“I don’t know,” admitted Stella.  “That would make it harder to escape.  Depends on how they tie you.”
The announcer addressed the audience again.  “We are ready for the first escape-off in the history of the Amateur Escape Artists Club of Austin.
“Each woman will be bound in identical fashion with exactly the same amount of rope.  There will be two teams of judges doing the binding.  After completing the binding, the teams will trade contestants and inspect to assure that both pieces of bondage are identical as possible.
“Then the contest will begin.  There will be no time limit.  Each contestant must stay on the stage at all times.  The first to remove all rope from her body will be the winner.”
“Are you ready?”  That last was addressed to the two nearly naked girls standing beside him.  Miko gave a graceful bow, and Elena just nodded.
Behind each girl were two male members of the judges panel.  They moved them apart and immediately began the binding of each woman.
First, each girl’s wrists were bound together, palms facing each other.  The ropes were wrapped firmly but not nearly as tightly as Elena had been bound earlier that day.  Each was cinched down and knotted exactly three times.  Then their elbows were pulled together and bound in the same fashion.  Exactly ten windings of rope, three cinch windings over that, and three knots tied tightly.
The next length of rope went around the narrowest part of each girl’s waist, including her already bound arms.  There were seven windings, and then the rope was cinched between the arms and body.  The last bit of rope was wrapped around the wrist binding, passed down between her legs and up to the waist ropes in front.  It was passed over that and back to the wrists again.  That crotch rope was pulled tightly enough so that it obviously was separating the labia and pressing very tightly right over the clitoris.  Both girls grimaced as the judges pulled that rope taut, but said nothing.  The last bit of rope wrapped around the wrist binding again, then was passed up to the elbows where the final knots were tied.
Each was then asked to sit on the chair while their legs were bound.  In the classic bondage manner, the ankles and legs just above and just below the knees were wrapped, cinched down, and then knotted.  Again, the binding was tight but not cruelly so.
Stella watched carefully as her friend was bound.  It was a basic position and could have been worse from the point of view of the escape artist.  If the judges wanted to be quite strict, they could have bound each girl in a reverse prayer with the wrists tied high up on the back.  Or something equally harsh.  That kind of bondage was very close to impossible to escape from, and might well have defeated both of these contestants.  Instead, they gave each a difficult but doable challenge.
The teams exchanged positions and inspected the other’s work.  All four judges announced that they agreed the bondages were identical as possible and were satisfied it would present a challenge worthy of a professional escape artist.
The announcer lifted a small starter’s pistol into the air and fired off a shot.  The contest had begun!
Both gave a quick glance at the other, and then began their escape attempt.
Stella was worried.  This form of rope escape was difficult and would require a lot of wiggling and straining.  Most women could never get out of this type of bondage, but these were not normal women.  These two women were experienced and worked hard to perfect their escape techniques.  Many, many long hours were spent enduring bondage like this and worse; struggling to gain a tiny bit of slack, to reach a knot, or leverage against the ropes.
Miko was standing and leaning backward, trying to create some slack in the crotch rope.  That rope would have to be removed in order to grant the hands a greater degree of freedom.  Not much, mind you, but some, and, hopefully, enough to let her work at the ropes.
Elena was leaning back in the chair and trying to wiggle the ropes around her knees down to where her legs were narrower.  But the ropes were tight enough to make it difficult to get down over the knees or over the calves.  By straightening her legs, Elena was making the knees a smaller protrusion, and hoping that would be enough.
Stella approved.  The ropes above the knees were usually a weak spot and could be attacked reasonably effectively.  If she could work the ropes off her legs, it would give her a greater degree of mobility.
It was obvious from the beginning that this contest would not be over rapidly.  But, that was the judges’ intent.  This was a contest, but it was also entertainment for the paying audience, and they wanted to put on a good show.
For a while, it appeared that neither was going to work her way out of the ropes at all.  But Elena managed to wiggle those above her knees down to below them, making those coils much looser.  Miko, meantime, had forced a little slack into the crotch rope.  Not enough to allow her hands to move much, but at least it eased the tightness of the ropes cutting into her sex.
On it went.  At one point, both women were sitting on the floor, bending their legs and bodies backwards to bring their feet up near their hands.  If a girl is flexible enough to do that, she could work on the knots on her ankles.
Being more slender and flexible, Miko got her ankles freed first.  But when Elena managed the same trick, she was slightly ahead because she had already worked the ropes down off her knees.
On and on it went, two lovely bodies straining and contorting as they fought against the ropes holding them prisoners.
Stella wanted to cry when she saw fresh blood appearing at the edge of the bandage, but Elena seemed to be ignoring both the bleeding and the pain she must be enduring.
All good things must come to an end, someone once said.  After almost twenty-eight minutes of delightful female bodies putting on a good show before an audience enraptured with the sight, one finally pulled the last rope off her elbows and weakly rose to her feet to accept the applause of an appreciative crowd.
Elena was still lying on the stage, trying to work her now-freed hands high enough to reach the elbow binding with her fingers.
When she heard the audience and turned around to see Miko standing there, she sagged into an exhausted pile of still partly bound girl flesh.
 







 
Chapter XXVIII
Aftermath and Resolution
 
One judge untied Elena’s elbows.  She stood up and, with one hand held over the bandage on her side, went over and offered her other hand in congratulation.  Miko looked surprised but took the hand and thanked her, smiling all the while.  Elena’s smile looked more than a little forced.
Gingerly, Elena stepped down off the stage to find Stella awaiting her.
“You didn’t have to do that,” Elena was told.
“Yes, I did.  Protocol.  If I hadn’t, I would have been labeled a poor loser.  But I hated it,” she added in a whisper.
While the judges were making the presentation of the trophy, Elena returned to the paramedics for a fresh bandage.
“You know,” she said as they bandaged her, “I wasn’t sure at first, but after struggling up there, I am pretty sure I have a cracked rib.  Might have been when I hit those motors.  Or maybe the explosion.  I told you that the trap door wasn’t completely closed.  I felt it pretty strongly.
“Anyway, it hurts.”
“Elena, you’re an idiot.”
Elena was called back out to accept her second place trophy and had to force a smile again as she stood on the stage next to Miko.
After the photos were taken and they were getting down, Miko said, “Oh dear!  You’ve got bruises all over your breasts!”
“A gift from an absolute asshole,” she hissed back.
“Oh dear,” repeated Miko with mock sweetness.  “You should be more careful.”
If there had not been a lot of people around with cameras, Elena would have tried to knock Miko’s head off her shoulders with the second place trophy.  Instead, she walked away, muttering to herself.
Elena plopped down in a chair to rest.  It had been a long, grueling day.  She ached all over, had a headache – hopefully not a concussion from the explosion – and was pissed off royally.  When she turned around to say something to Stella, she could not find her.  A search of the thinning crowd revealed that Stella was talking with Miko.  Elena figured that she was giving the Japanese girl a piece of her mind, but their discussion seemed to lack any hostile overtones.  Wearily, she rose from the chair and walked over that way.
As she approached the two of them, Miko looked up at her but said nothing and showed no reaction on her face.  She continued to listen to what Stella was saying.  When Elena came up, she broke off to turn to her friend.
“I was telling Miko about the attempts to sabotage your acts.”
Immediately Miko said, “I did not know of this.  And you thought it was done by me?”
“Yes, we did,” Elena said with some heat.  “You did say that you would ‘get even’ because I stole an idea from you – which I never did, by the way.  I figured you were doing that.”
“Yes, I was angry.  I still think that you took my idea.  But I did not interfere with your escapes in any way.  I would not do that.  Such is not good for our profession.”
Elena was not sure she believed Miko.  She said, “Well, someone did.  Who?”
“I think I have an idea about that,” Stella cut in.  “I’ll tell you later.  Right now, let’s put this feud to rest.  Miko, Elena and I apologize for what we did to Aiko.  She was spying on us but we thought she was looking to sabotage also.  We punished her more than she deserved.  We are sorry.”
Miko looked to Elena for confirmation and did not find it.  Nevertheless, she bowed slightly to Stella, and said, “I, too, am sorry for what I did to Ms Elena.”
There came a brief silence in which none of them seemed to know what to say.  It was Stella who finally came up with: “Well, we may not be friends, but at least we agree not to be enemies.  Right?”
“It is as you say, Stella sensei.”
“Good.  And congratulations on your win.”
They all bowed and departed.  As soon as they were out of earshot, Elena said, “Did it hurt you as much to congratulate her as it did me?”
“Maybe more.  She was pretty much the cause of your not winning.  If she hadn’t treated you so rough this morning, you would have been in better shape and might have won the escape-off.”
“Yeah, maybe.”
 







 
Chapter XXIX
Saboteur
 
Elena took a long, hot shower and was looking forward to a nice dinner and then some needed rest.  When she came out of the bathroom, drying her hair with a towel, but otherwise naked, she found Stella sitting on the couch in the living room area of the suite.
“I believe I have your saboteur,” she told Elena.
“Who?”
“I’ll show you.”  She rose from the couch and went to the closet.  She opened the door to reveal a young woman who was naked as well as bound and gagged.
It was Maria, Elena’s younger sister.
“What!” Elena exclaimed.  “Marie!  No way!  She’s my sister.”
“Think about it,” Stella began as she reached in to pull Maria out.  The girl’s arms were tightly bound behind her back, her legs were tied together, and she was gagged with one of their ball gags.  She did not look very happy.  “We took all kinds of precautions to keep outsiders from the equipment.  After a while, I came to realize that it might have been an inside job.  And who was present every time one of your escapes was sabotaged?  Maria.”
“But also Carlos,” protested Elena, not wanting to believe it was her sister.
“Ah, yes, but the only time the ‘Tank of Death’ could have been sabotaged was after our last check of it and show time.  And Carlos was with me, rescuing you.  It was Maria who was back at the contest, supposedly guarding your equipment.”
“But...”
“And she’s the only other one who knows enough about how all the escapes work.  Carlos knows the escapes but not all the details of how they work.  Each sabotage was not random damage, it was targeted.  Done by someone who knew how to sabotage effectively and so it would not show.”
Elena was staring at Maria.  The girl turned her head down and would not meet her eyes.
“Maria, did you do those things?” Elena asked.
Meekly, Maria nodded, but she still would not meet her sister’s stare.
“Why?” Elena asked weakly and miserably.
Stella reached over and unbuckled the ball gag.  “Tell her,” she said.
Still not looking at her sister, Maria spoke in a voice so low they could hardly hear her.
“I have always been jealous of your fame.  You are popular.  You are the big star.  I am just a helper.  I help you and clean up afterwards.”
Elena asked, “It’s more than just that, isn’t it?”
Maria began to weep.  “You were always the favorite.  Papa and momma always made a big deal of your wins and the fact that you were making good money.  I hated being a nobody.”
“So you tried to kill me?”
“Oh, no!  I did not want to kill you.  I only wanted to spoil your escapes.  I wanted you to not be the big star any more.”
“You sabotaged the handcuffs I used in the water tank?  And the trap door on the Tank of Death?  You do know that I might have been killed.  What if I were trapped in the water tank and you couldn’t break the tank with the ax?  And what about this afternoon?  I was nearly killed by that explosion.”
She was crying openly now.  “Oh, Elena, no!  I did not want that.  You would have stopped the explosion with that switch inside.  You would not have died.  But the escape would have been ruined.  That’s all that I wanted.”
“Oh, Maria...” was all Elena could say.
Stella replaced the ball gag and took Elena into the bedroom so they could talk, leaving the crying girl tied in the living room.
“So what do you want to do with her?” Stella asked.  “Just drop her from the act?  Let her stay and forgive her but watch her carefully in the future?  Or punish her?”
Elena took a while to reply.  She was trying to sort this all out in her mind.
“I don’t know if I can trust her in the future,” she finally said.  “I fear this hatred goes farther back than just my escape artist career.  It may be much more deep rooted that just jealousy over my success.”
“You’re probably right,” agreed Stella.  “That is what I sense also.”
Elena took in a deep breath.  “I’m sure she realizes what she did was wrong.  But it is going to take a lot to change her feelings towards me.”
“Is it worth trying?”
“I’m not sure.  But she is my sister.  Family is important.  I can’t just throw her out and ignore the problem.”
Stella said nothing for a while, giving her friend time to think.  When she did speak again, it was, “Maria is like a little child.  They learn mostly by punishment along with some rewards.”
Elena looked up.  “Are you suggesting...?” she said softly.
“Well, we have a lot of equipment for punishing a girl.  You know, ropes and handcuffs and such.  You could do a good job of correcting her ways.”
Elena was shaking her head slowly.  But she was not rejecting the idea Stella was presenting.
Stella continued.  “You could let her stay on the team, so to speak.  But dish out daily punishment along with a talk about proper family relations.
“In fact, maybe you could teach her a profession!  You think she could be taught to be an escape artist?  Would take a lot of practice, you know that.  Why, it would take her months and months just to learn basic rope escapes. Think of all the hours she’ll spend trying.  And each time she fails, you can add a little more punishment for the failure.  You know, like I did with you often enough...?”
Elena was grinning.  “You know what would frustrate her no end?  A lot of escape artist training but no lesbian sex!  I sure she’ll get as horny as I do when she’s tied up.  But we’ll not let her do things like we do.  If she complains, we’ll let her watch but refuse to touch her.  It will drive her crazy!”
“I didn’t have to sell you very hard on this idea,” commented Stella.
“Okay.  I will keep her as an assistant but kept her away from any chance of sabotaging me again.  And we’ll both do a lot of training on her.  Hours and hours each day.”  Elena was brightening up at the prospect.
“She might not make a good escape artist, you know,” Stella pointed out.
“Yeah, I know.  But that won’t stop us from training the hell out of her!”
“Sounds good to me.”  Stella always enjoyed training girls in such arts.  “Between the two of us, she’ll hardly have a free moment.”
“Great!  Let’s go and tell her about her new life as a trainee.  We can start by leaving her tied like that all night so she can begin immediately.
“I’m sure she’ll mend her ways – given enough punishment.”
“Yeah...  I’ll get a belt, you bend her over a chair, and we’ll begin right now.”
And they did.
 

The End
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Alien Property

Earth is no more than a breeding ground for slaves.  Beautiful women are taken to provide pleasure for sadistic humanoids, their minds wiped so that they can be trained to serve, however bizarre, the desires of their new masters (and mistresses).  But a few will start to remember, and those cannot accept the restraints, the torment and the sexual whims of those who use them as pleasure toys.

 
Amazon’s Revenge

Long ago, in a harsh land, a woman was traveling alone.  Her quest: to find a kidnapped princess destined to be sacrificed to a cruel god.  But this was no ordinary woman who might fall victim to predatory men with evil on their minds.  She was an Amazon, and men would do well to beware of her, even in a land where enslavement was common and the ravishment of helpless women almost a way of life.

 
An Eternity of Pain

Jeannie must be punished in cruel and terrible ways, but she is no ordinary girl.  She is under a curse.  She must seek those who will cause her pain and then reveal to each that, if the right conditions are met, she can grant up to three wishes.  She is also driven by her own intense desires, and yet she will never age or die and must suffer for eternity at the hands of sadistic men – and women…

 
Angel in Reform School

Clifftons is a reform school for bad girls aged 18 to 21, and Angelique is sentenced to three years for a crime she didn’t commit.  The “school” is run by a sadistic and kinky Headmaster and Headmistress, who punish the young women for the slightest infraction.  Angelique needs gentleness and love, and finds it from one of the other young women in that terrible establishment.

 
Aztec Captive

Pursued by a sheriff and bounty hunters, Luke flees with a beautiful young woman prisoner into the jungles of Mexico.  They are captured by a tribe of natives who have remained hidden for centuries, a tribe whose ancient Mayan rituals include sacrificing young maidens after tormenting them and abusing them so their pain will please the gods, as well as satisfying the lusts of men.

 
Brigand’s Captives 1

Taken by a gang of barbarian outlaws, ten women are held as prisoners to please the ruthless brigands whenever and however the barbaric men wanted.  But the gang leader kept one young woman for himself.  Perhaps she was special, and perhaps, in time, she might become more than just another prize to be cast aside when he had had enough of her.

 
Brigand’s Captives 2

Broshu’s band of brigand warriors are in search of treasure, taking along their female prisoners and keeping them bound, restrained, and generally available to accommodate whatever needs the brigands may have.  But the journey is long and hard, and at the end of it there are fearsome monks skilled at martial arts… and something very much worse.

 
Compelled to Bondage

What strange force compels Nancy to degrading sex acts?  Why does she dress in revealing clothes and stand on the street corner like any ordinary hooker inviting men to use her?  And why are these men always those who understand how to control a woman with handcuffs, ropes and the whip?  Is there some sort of connection with the old sports car she bought and, if so, what can she do about it?

 
Conquering Dawn

Dawn was a little wild, very sexy, and spent her time enjoying the California lifestyle and many, many men – without finding real satisfaction.  Richard was handsome, rich and powerful, and he intrigued her, yet at the same time his arrogance repulsed her.  He was determined to make her obedient and submissive, and once she experienced his sexual prowess she had difficulty refusing him anything…

 
Criminally Insane

Sandy is assigned to go undercover to investigate rumors of abuse at a Hospital for the Criminally insane.  She soon discovers that it is all true, but the abuse of the female inmates is far more extreme than she could have possibly imagined.  Even worse for her, there is a conspiracy to hide the truth, and once incarcerated in that despicable institution she may be there for life.

 
Gift Wrapped

A slavegirl for Christmas was the perfect present for a kinky, sadistic, dominant, lesbian young woman who already had almost everything.  But would Danila, the slavegirl, be able to last for the one-year contract for a very large amount of money?  Constant restraints, handcuffs, tight ropes and spankings from the first day were, perhaps, more than she could take.  And there was worse, much worse.

 
Honor Slave
James is a hit man by profession, but when hired to dispose of a beautiful young lady who has disgraced her family, he has other plans for her.  She has a choice: he can carry out his orders, or she can become his personal sex slave for a year.
 
The only problem for Marwa, as he tells her right from the start, is that James wants more than sex.  He is a sadist who enjoys seeing a woman shedding tears of pain and suffering, who delights in the crack of a whip across a bare ass, and loves seeing a woman totally helpless in cruelly tight ropes.
 
Will Marwa last out the year?  Or will she begin to wish she had taken the other option?
 
How to Turn a Bad Wife into a Good Slave

How could she suffer such pain, survive such bondage, undergo such degrading sex acts?  However much she complained or threatened, her ex husband would not be dissuaded.  The only solution was to hold his wife prisoner until she accepted a lifetime of pain, submission – and sex.

 
How to Turn a Bad Wife into a Good Slave 2

After a glorious honeymoon, Walter’s beautiful, sexy wife seemed to have lost interest in sex, which did not please Walter.  So he came up with a plan to change all that and make his fantasies of an obedient and often punished wife come true.  Author’s Note: This story is dedicated to all those henpecked men who hold this fantasy dear to their hearts…

 
I Want Pain

Cindy loved tight ropes and painful punishments.  With an unexpected inheritance, she is ready to explore the world until she finds the ultimate.  She finds out what it’s like to be a professional submissive, but finally, through a private club in France devoted to the erotic arts, she tracks down the mythical Convent of Esclavage, and learns far more than she ever expected.

 
I Want to be a Prisoner

Pamela liked bondage and captive games, but when it happened for real and she was facing the prospect of being imprisoned by a sadistic, dominating man for the rest of her life, then it was all very different.

 
Island of Submission

With absolute power over their island and its inhabitants, a Count and Countess want new slavegirls to torment and sexually abuse.  Posing as psychologists studying human submissive nature, they advertise on the Internet, but the girls who respond soon find themselves prisoners, facing a lifetime of restraints and pain.

 
Marla’s Submissive Secrets

Marla is different.  Tell her you are going to tie her up and hurt her, and instead of screaming and running away, she will tell you to do your worst.  Being helplessly tied by tight ropes is pure ecstasy, as is the sting of the whip or the biting agony of metal clips.  Pain is an aphrodisiac and she wants to experience it all.  She wants to feel the ultimate in pure helplessness and suffering.

 
Missing Penny

Searching for her missing sister, Lynn is forced to enter the shady world of specialized sex outcall services for the very rich.  She has to endure bondage, spankings, whippings, forced lesbian sex, and other even less pleasant activities in her quest.  The action-filled climax features a naked avenging angel, more than capable of handling the nastiest opponent…

 
Mother and Daughter Enslavement
Sandra, away from home at college, had a secret: she loved being tied up, and found a few young men who were able to satisfy her desires.  She always wondered what her mother would have thought of her kinky needs, but never had the nerve to discuss it with her.
Rachael, Sandra’s mother, was a natural submissive and terrified lest her daughter find out.  She had a Master, who visited and dominated her, but his love of causing pain and his demands were becoming more and more extreme.  Finally, when Sandra was home on an extended break from college, Rachael’s master insisted that Sandra too should become his submissive, and resorted to violence when the two women tried to refuse.  Something had to be done, but by that time it seemed both of them were under the control of the strong, aggressive man who dominated them both.
 
Mother and Daughter Slavery
Melinda is snatched, taken by professionals under instructions to acquire a young, blonde slave.  They had not noticed the older woman in the car with her and, having taken the young woman they have little choice but to take the other one too.  As it happens, the slave dealer has an outstanding order for such a combination, and before long the two women are being shipped out of the USA to suffer whipping and torment in a remote Scottish hunting lodge.
 
My Daughter, My Slave

All Rebecca thought she had to do was to spend the summer at her the old house in the Colorado Rockies to be given an all expenses paid trip around the world, but she soon found out that there were other plans for her.  When Rebecca’s friend, Patricia, turned up in search of her, it was not long before there were double the screams of pain and torment.

 
My Sister, My Slave

Patty makes it clear to Raven, that she has a penchant for bondage, and that is the start of new, loving relationship of domination and submission.  The roles of Mistress and submissive fit them well, but a chance meeting with two other women who share the same type of relationship complicates matters – and things turn nasty.

 
Nazi Terror

In Nazi Germany, it was the task of a specialist SS unit to instil terror into those who opposed the Party in ways they would never forget.  It appealed to Wolfgang Muller’s sadistic nature, particularly when he had beautiful young women in his clutches.  But Lorelei was different.  Perhaps her unarmed combat skills and her obvious man-hating attitude could be put to good use.

 
Planet of Slavers

An intergalactic private detective, known as an “Adjustor”, is hired to rescue a princess of a warrior race who has been kidnapped to be trained as a slave on a distant planet.  The Adjustor’s employers, three beautiful warrior women, make it clear they have little regard for men but seem to be taking an interest in the female captain of the star ship he acquires for the task…

 
Prisoner on the Moon

Hidden on our moon is a secret prison.  It has only a few prisoners, each condemned to a life sentence of pain and torture.  A quarter of a million miles away from Earth, it is the perfect prison; impossible to escape from, and a place where the sadistic nature of its jailers can be given free rein upon helpless females with no fear of retribution.

 
Repression 

Snatched from the street for voicing an opinion against the world government, Dawn is locked in a steel box to be taken away for “penitence and purification.” Pain and severe bondage are not all she suffers.  The sadistic nuns in charge of her punishment want far more from her, as do the men who place bids for the right to use and abuse her body.  She faces a lifetime of pain and abuse.
 
This is the first of the four Repression books.

 
Repression 2 - Rebellion

Dawn, heroine of “Repression”, is back after having escaped from the evil of Saint Secundina’s, a prison and den of sexual perversion disguised as a religious abbey.  She is on the run, searching for the resistance movement.  When a friend of hers is imprisoned, Dawn knows she must return to that place of her nightmares, and then to the depths of an even worse prison of torment.

 
Repression 3 - Revenge

Dawn, who had suffered and risked all in rebellion against the evil nuns, was once more a prisoner.  She was being tortured by wicked, sadistic nuns, who really knew how to deliver pain and enjoyed their work.  The resistance had knowledge of a weapon that could bring down the government and return the Church to hope and love instead of perversion.  The mission: to rescue Dawn and save the world.

 
Repression 4 - Retribution

The final book in John Savage’s “Repression” series, a tale of a corrupt society in which anyone who does not conform is designated as a “sinner” and incarcerated in institutions to be used and abused by sadistic nuns under the pretence of reform and repentance.
 

The Repression Saga

The four books of John Savage’s “Repression” series in one volume.  The story of a future world in which dissidents are incarcerated and sexually abused by sadistic nuns under the pretence of “penitence and purification”, and one girl’s fight to escape and to bring down the corrupt hierarchy.

 
Rope Streaking

Streaking: the act of running naked, except for shoes, in a public place.  Except that when they resurrected the tradition, the girls from the secret college club were in bondage of one sort or another.  In a conservative small town, it was shocking, to say the least, and the public displays became more and more extreme as the Sheriff tried to catch them.

 
Ropes and Ice

Sabrina Cory is favorite to win the National ice-skating championships, until she is kidnapped.  From that moment, she, and other sweet, young women are tied, chained and punished.  From the hot deserts to the cool pine forests, the hunt for the missing girls goes on, while they are bound, whipped and ravished, then sold to a man who delights in watching girls in pain make love to each other.

 
Ropes and Spurs

In the Wild and rugged West, Marshall Stryker and his prisoner, the beautiful Katrina, fall into a long-hidden canyon.  There, a secret sect has lived for decades.  They believe that all women should be kept as sex slaves, constantly chained or bound, and available for any man to use.  There is no escape, it seems, and Katrina faces a future filled with punishments and pain.

 
Sacrifice to an Angry God

A young woman makes the mistake of accepting a date with the wrong man and finds herself tightly bound and the prisoner of a group of sadistic religious fanatics determined to save the world - no matter how many sweet, innocent girls they have to torment.  They are intent on satisfying their lusts and warped desires before it is her turn to take the journey into darkness.

 
Savage World: Slave Bondage

An experimental virus escaped, and turned every woman into a vicious, dangerous, man-hating wild animal, heightened her sex drive and mutated her body into the most beautiful, sensual creature imaginable.  So they were kept in bondage, used and abused as sex slaves.  They were fit for nothing else, except… maybe one of them was different.

 
Savage World 2: Revenge Bondage
Mother and daughter, Helena and Melody, are willing slaves of Judas Cory, and the only two women in the world unaffected by the Savage Virus that turned all the others into man-hating Wild Women.  In a world where the only way to handle a woman is to keep her bound and restrained, Judas Cory’s women are unique, and yet he knows that revealing his two slaves’ unique characteristics will put them, and him, in great danger, not least from the crazy scientist who believes that Helena holds the key to the mutated virus that could give him the power to change and control both men and women.
 
So as not to arouse anyone’s suspicions, Melody and Helena are kept bound, chained, regularly punished, and at least as uncomfortable as any Wild Woman has to be kept, although neither of them are totally averse the sexual demands and whims of their Master.  But the mad professor wants them back, and is prepared to go to any lengths to find them, and soon a rogue special agent known only as “Razor” is on the hunt for them, with his own particular reasons for wanting revenge on Judas Cory.
 
School for Torture

Angel Martin thought she was attending an academy for young ladies.  What she did not know was that her stepfather had made arrangements for her to be kidnapped and taken away to a very different establishment, a former convent where she would be held prisoner by sadistic nuns whose only desire was to inflict sexual torment and torture on her – for the rest of her life.

 
School for Torture 2: Return to Hell
Once, there was a private school for young ladies.  Only it wasn’t really a school, but more of a prison.  Those who had a young woman they wanted out of the way (and the money to pay for it), enrolled their problem in Saint Hortense’s and never have to worry about that problem again.  After a while, there would either be an unfortunate accident or the girl would simply disappear.  End of problem.
 
One such young lady was Angel Martin.  Sent to that place of eternal torment and pain, she managed to turn the tables and free the other “students”.  The school was shut down and all the Satan-worshipping, sadistic nuns were arrested and put away in prisons of a different type.  End of that problem.
Wrong.  Angel and Darla, a former nun who turned against them, were enjoying freedom and their own unique form of love when a detective steps into their lives and informs them that Saint Hortense’s is again in operation and that only they can help shut it down.  Highly unpleasant memories of the torment they both endured are pushed aside as they depart for France and the dangers of plunging again into that cesspool of evil.
 
Danger lurks around every corner and the evil nuns are always looking for a fresh, young female for their Dark Lord.  Torment, imprisonment, sexual pain… Just a typical John Savage novel.  This book is a sequel to “School for Torture.”
 
Slave of the Internet
Take a lovely young woman with fantasies of captivity and enslavement, and introduce her to the unbelievable and highly erotic world of the underground Internet, where fantasies more intense than hers abound, and see what happens.
 
Under the tutorage of a man who she knows only as Mentor, Diane begins her lessons in what it is like to be a captive to ropes and chains and even whips.  Bound in impossibly tight ropes, held prisoner by lesbians, and introduced to more pain than she could ever imagine as a whip curls its lash around her body, Diane learns a great deal about herself from those lessons.
 
When she strikes out on her own, the trouble begins.  She finds a private prison where females can be locked up, bound up, and chained up for a day, a weekend or a week.  But danger is lurking, and before she knows it Diane is caught in a web of deceit and harsh captivity surpassing even her darkest fantasies.
 
Slave Safari

A sadistic king in a tiny African country made a habit of imprisoning beautiful women in his dungeon, abusing them, torturing them, and being generally unpleasant to them.  On seeing a gorgeous American movie starlet on the television and deciding he wanted her in his dungeon, and the news that she was visiting a nearby country on vacation was just what he needed to hear…

 
Slavegirl in a Kr’ll Prison

Marlena, space pilot of the Haylon Space Forces is captured by the evil Kr’ll and subjected to all manner of pain and sexual abuse, which is recorded and sent to the Kr’ll Emperor.  Unknown to her, there is a deeper purpose to the torment she suffers…

 
Slavegirl in Training

Tanya was an innocent virgin.  She had no idea when the Secret Police took her away, sold by her father to a wealthy tyrant.  She was to be a sex slave, and her training began immediately.  She was kept naked; whipped, bound, tormented, humiliated, and used and abused for the pleasure and amusement of her owner and all the men who worked for him.  Would her suffering never end?

 

Slavegirl in Training 2
Tanya, the young girl sold by her father to be a slavegirl, is back.  Her initial training included whipping, assorted tortures and abuse, and then this unwilling slavegirl was sold to a new owner.  She is taken as a pet by mother and stepdaughter who take turns abusing her and teaching her the art of lesbian lovemaking.  When the son comes home, she finds herself strangely attracted to him…
 

Slavegirl: Sandra’s Story

Sentenced to seven years in prison in a remote country, Sandra finds that instead of prison she becomes the sex slave of the sadistic Count Alucard and his even more sadistic daughter.  In a strange twist of fate, as the country descends into civil war and chaos, Sanda’s future may be very different indeed.

 
Slavegirl: Serena’s Story

Taken to serve in the King’s castle, Serena is resigned to the fact that she will have to provide sexual services to her master.  In fact, after days of suffering restraints and punishments, she starts to become very frustrated that her master, the Prince, has not yet taken her.  He is, after all, a man with outstanding male attributes, and she is a young woman with unsatisfied needs and desires.

 
Slavegirls of Dragon’s Lair
Ace girl reporter Lynn Carter thought she had come upon the training camp of white slavers when she spotted a string of nearly naked and bound girls being marched through a forest far from anywhere.  She followed, and discovered a house where there were naked women all over the place, bound in stringent and painful ways, enduring torture and sexual abuse, all apparently victims of the white slavers.
 
Determinedly on the trail of this great news story, Lynn infiltrated the house and found lovely women suffering unspeakable punishments deep in the dungeons.  She had no idea there is a secret to this hidden house; a secret that would surprise the girl reporter and force her to confront her own inner needs and desires.  All too soon she is feeling the tight ropes crushing her arms and legs into helplessness, and harsh gags filling her mouth.
 
Slavegirls of the Third Reich
In a world torn by war, lovely young women were kidnapped, held prisoner and tortured in numerous gruesome ways under the guise of medical research by a cruel and evil regime.  Horrible torments were inflicted upon innocent women; insufferable pain and agony became their constant companion.  All restraints were off as sadists tortured their victims brutally and filmed the anguish for their masters back in Berlin.  Into this hell on earth came a loyal officer and a brave soldier.  But he made the mistake of falling for a beautiful, dark-eyed beauty.  And then a lot of excrement strikes the air circulation device…
 
Slaves of a Barbarian World

Escaping from a starship just before it exploded, and just as she was about to climb into bed with a beautiful stewardess, Tiffany was marooned on a remote planet where the local tyrant’s interest was primarily how much pain he could cause his slavegirls.  There seemed little hope she would ever manage to get away from the tight ropes, whippings and constant suffering…

 
Strange Desires

Melody craved more than sex.  She needed a man who could bind her tightly and securely, and then satisfy her kinky needs.  She decided to ask someone who surely would know all about it, but her friend Cheyenne was now running a high class brothel, and Melody was not at all sure she wanted to become one of the kinkier girls working there…

 
Submissive of the Castle

Melinda has a promising career as a submissive at The Castle, a professional house of domination and submission where men and women pay to treat her as the submissive she really is, but she is kidnapped and tortured by a man who thinks she is a dominatrix who corrupted his son.  She faces a lifetime of ropes, handcuffs and whips as a slave, abused by a sadistic Master.  And then it becomes worse.

 
Suffer, Witch, Suffer

It was a time when evil walked the land, when witches danced naked in the moonlight and put curses on innocent people.  It was also a time of Witch Finders, professional men who went from town to town, seeking out those who might be witches and “putting them to the question”, a polite way of saying that they were tortured until they confessed.

 
Tales of the Rope

Fourteen short stories of the wonderful world of bondage, sadism, pain and helplessness from the twisted imagination of John Savage.  As you would expect from this accomplished storyteller of B&D, there are lots of tight ropes cutting into soft, feminine flesh, and cries of pain echoing off basement walls…

 
The Amazon League

A club, The Amazon League, play lesbian games of domination and submission, but too few of them are truly submissive to keep the others satisfied.  They must hunt for more members, submissive women with a deep desire to suffer bondage and pain, but there are those whose dominant tendencies take a far less caring direction, and soon the would-be huntresses find that they themselves become the prey.
 
The Barbarian and the Amazons
A young man is captured by man-hating Amazons (who, of course, need to have a captive male from time to time for breeding purposes).  The young man’s father, once a wild barbarian but now a peaceful villager, is determined to rescue his son.  Capturing a young Amazon, he hopes to trade her, but the Queen of the Amazons is determined not to give up her new toy.

 
The Beauty and The Saddle Tramp
A Wild West story of an unlikely romance, gunfights, and bondage. Seth knew he’d made a mistake shooting it out with the son of the richest man in the territory. Worse, he had to take the man’s beautiful daughter with him when he ran. She objected, of course, but not too much – even when had tied her to stop her causing him trouble. And then he picked up three more women and a load of gold bars…
 
The Dungeon Master

The King liked to keep a few beautiful young women in his dungeon so he could torture them and ravish their abused bodies.  Things changed when he appointed his troublesome nephew as the new Master of the Dungeon and, at the same time, had the most beautiful woman in the kingdom kidnapped.

 
The Fantasy Machine
Fantasies Incorporated can provide whatever fantasy you desire.  Just select from hundreds of pre-programmed fantasies, lie on a couch while the technicians attach the electrodes to you head, and the fantasy that follows will be indistinguishable from reality.  Everything: sight, hearing, smelling and even tasting, will be exactly the same as reality, and yet your fantasy is perfectly safe, with no after-effects, no damage – however painful the fantasy might have seemed at the time – and no harm caused to anyone.
 
You could ski down a steep mountain, climb to the highest peaks, walk on Mars, win the lottery… and yet the most popular fantasies sold by Fantasies Inc., are, for some strange reason, the sexual ones.  And, perhaps not so strangely, the most popular of the sexual fantasies are those that cannot so easily be experienced in real life, those that involve pain, extremes of bondage, and every variety of sexual kink that, for one reason or another, might be difficult, embarrassing, potentially illegal, or downright dangerous to do for real.
 
For Ellen, a newspaper reporter sent to research and write an article about Fantasies Inc., it is a whole new experience, awakening the submissive side of her sexuality that she had hardly realized existed.
 
But not everyone is happy with this new toy.  There are those believe these sexual fantasies are sinful and should be eliminated at all costs.  In fact, they believe it so strongly that they will go to any lengths to destroy Fantasies Inc., and it is not long before they decide to target the young woman who wrote the newspaper article praising this ‘work of the Devil’…
 
The Ghost who loved Ropes

Marsha’s aunt left a fortune in diamonds when she died, hidden in her old house.  Whichever of her relatives found them would inherit the lot.  But the house was haunted by a ghost with a passion for bondage, and Aunt Molly’s will made it quite clear that no one was going to find the treasure without the assistance of the ghost…

 
The Girl Who Loves Ropes
Some women like being tied up with ropes.  Some love it.  And then, a level above that, there is Sharon, the Girl Who Loves Rope.
 
These true stories of bondage adventures, told to John Savage by Sharon, have formed the basis of several of John Savage’s other short stories and episodes in some of his novels.  This book contains all of them in their original form, unembellished (mostly), and as Sharon told them.
 
From an early age, this lovely and lively young woman had been enchanted with the idea of being tied with ropes to the point where she was totally helpless.  When she was younger, she had several bi girlfriends who shared her love of tight ropes, and together they played many bondage games, the most popular being “Escape Artist.” After college (and a lot of adventures therein), she met and moved in with a man who was both an expert with the ropes and imaginative enough to almost satisfy her insatiable hunger for immobility and harsh restraints.  For over two years she lived what was almost a full time slavegirl’s life, often tied up, sometimes punished, and enjoying every minute of it.
 
Within this book, you will read of her true life adventures.  Share her thrill at being a tightly bound mummy in a haunted house, of an incredible night time naked and bound walk in the snowy woods, of a contest pitting her against a Bondage Master, and other sexy stories of a girl who loves being tightly bound above all else.
 
The Great Ponygirl Race

The rich play games, and not the games of common folk.  They purchase young females and do as they wish to them, which includes turning them into ponygirls, making them race and pull their Masters around in carts.  The bite of tight cords and the kiss of the whip upon bare flesh reminds them of their status.  Terrible and painful are the punishments handed out by harsh Masters to those who falter.

 
The Lord High Executioner

A horrifyingly gruesome tale of unpleasant torture and death.  John is the Lord High Executioner, and Ravena is the Lord High Executioness, and they have no choice.  Unless they come up with new methods of execution to entertain the King, they themselves will be executed…

 
The Pirates and the Amazons

What would a pirate do if he were to capture a tall, beautiful, athletic young woman on a remote Caribbean island?  Take her prisoner, of course; keep her in tight bondage and use and abuse her body until he reached somewhere he could sell her at the slave auctions.  But finding thirteen man-hating Amazons may be more than any pirate crew can handle…

 
The Prince’s New Slavegirl

Trying to sneak onto a rich island Kingdom and steal a bag full of diamonds, Natasha is taken prisoner and ends up in the Prince’s stable of slavegirls.  If she had known the torment, pain and sexual suffering she was going to endure, she might have preferred execution by firing squad she thought was her fate.  But Natasha had the body of a goddess, and the Prince was not unaffected by her charms.

 
The Slave Who Sold Herself

It seemed the perfect solution for Colleen, who desperately needed the money.  She would agree to be kept as a prisoner, chained, bound and punished, to provide kinky, sexual services to her master for one year.  She had no problem with that.  She might even enjoy most of it, but she had no idea that the Master’s wife also intended to use her, and she was a real sadist…
 
Tanya’s Toy
Colleen’s life as a slavegirl is not becoming any easier.  The contract she signed to put herself into slavery for one year because she desperately needed the money has, it seems, been disregarded, and now the behavior of her Mistress is becoming steadily more extreme.
 
Tanya is also showing more interest in Colleen, and yet her priorities appear to be taking a rather different direction.  Along with the pain and the restraints there is definitely something else, and perhaps there is a little more to it for Tanya than simply her own pleasure and Colleen’s suffering…
This is a sequel to “The Slave Who Sold Herself.”

 
The Taking of Sarah MacDonnell

The daughter of the American Ambassador is kidnapped and taken far away to become a sex and pain toy.  She is kept naked and constantly chained or bound, and quickly discovers that her captor is as interested in making her suffer as he is in using her gorgeous body.  And then it all becomes worse when she is sold into sexual slavery to be used and abused by strange men – and women.

 
Time Jump into Bondage

She was a scientist, a time traveler who was supposed to be nothing more than an observer of historical events from the safety of a host body whose owner did not even know she was there.  As soon as she felt the ropes on her body and realized she was naked and bound, she knew that something had gone badly wrong.

 
Time Jump into Bondage 2

Dr Helena Carter suffers bondage, pain, whipping and all manner of extreme sexual torment as she “Time Jumps” uncontrollably from the body of one suffering woman to another, like Dr Hutton before her.  Finally, she is thrown into a future society where it had become normal for both male and female slaves to be kept and abused for the delight and sexual gratification of their owners.

 
Torture is My Business

Malcolm was a professional torturer.  For a price, he would arrange for a woman to be kidnapped, taken to a hidden location, then tortured and the torture captured on video.  That video would be used to force a husband or father to do whatever Malcolm’s clients wanted.  And then Heather arrived, and Malcolm could not get this beautiful woman out of his mind…

 
Tortured Sacrifice

Pain and torment were needed to prepare the girls for sacrifice to the ancient demon.  They already knew pain, having worked for William Tremain, an expert in making fantasies come true, fantasies of ropes and gags and whips and more.  Now kidnapped, they faced pain far more extreme than any of Tremain’s carefully crafted scenes.  Would Tremain find and rescue them before it was too late?
 

 

The Escape Artist Series
 

Escape Artist

Thomas Crofton kidnaps beautiful women and sells them abroad as sex slaves.  Stella, a professional escape artist, is asked by the FBI to lay a trap to catch him, but she becomes a prisoner in bondage from which even she cannot escape, and is used and abused for his kinky, painful sex games.

 
Escape Artist 2 - Imprisonment in Japan

At the end of the first book of this series, the famous and beautiful professional escape artist, Stella Walters was sold her to a Japanese sadist.  Now boxed up and shipped off to Japan, she is at the mercy of a man who takes delight in torturing beautiful women.

 
Escape Artist In Trouble

While on vacation in the Caribbean, professional escape artist Stella and her beautiful assistant Tara are kidnapped and held prisoner by an evil madman who wants to put Stella’s skills to the test.  Each test becomes harder and more dangerous, and Stella knows sooner or later her skills will not be enough.
 

School for Escape Artists

Someone wicked is tormenting the minds of women, leaving them helplessly bound and believing they will never escape.  Stella Walters, the world-famous escape artist, is called in to help the police, although she is somewhat reluctant to take time away from her new school for trainee escape artists.  Will she solve the crime, or will she simply become another victim?

 
The Great Escape Artist Contest

Extreme bondage, erotic clothing, danger and excitement – it’s all in a day’s work for a female escape artist.  But a competition for the best escape artists in the world brings out the best in people – and the worst.  Someone is determined that not all the women will escape…
 
 

Sled Speed, Private Dick Series
 
Kidnapped Sorority Sister

Private Detective Sled Speed is called in to track down a beautiful young woman missing after a sorority stunt goes wrong.  Aided by the sexiest housemother ever to grace a sorority, Sled hunts for the imprisoned girl, encountering many kinky characters and much bondage, BDSM, whipping and assorted sexual punishment along the way…

 
Kidnapped!

A gangster wants to hire Sled Speed, private detective, to get the gangster’s daughter back from kidnappers who are treating her to an overdose of bondage and pain.  Knowing Sled won’t work for crooks, the gangster has kidnapped Sled’s ex-girlfriend and is mistreating her to force Sled to take the case.  And just when it all seems to be working out fine, Sled’s little sister is kidnapped too…

 
Experiments in Pain

Girls are being snatched right off the university campus, then held prisoner in cages, ropes and chains, and subjected to all manner of painful experiments.  When Linda Goodbody, a close friend of Private Detective Sled Speed is kidnapped, all hell breaks loose.
 

The Case of the Kidnapped Countess

A beautiful Countess is kidnapped and Sled Speed is on the case, but his not-so-little sister, Susie, wants to help.  She is sidetracked (frequently) by various men (and women) with an interest in ropes, handcuffs and chains, numerous visitors to a BDSM convention, and then things get really tacky when the bad guys snatch Susie and a couple of not-too-bright henchmen want to torture her.

 
The Case of the Mad Scientist

In this, the fourth tale from the cases of Sled Speed, Private Dick, something very unusual happens.  Sled finds himself teamed up with three gorgeous heroines from other John Savage novels: Stella Walters, Tara and Blaze Lane.  To further stretch credibility, the escape artist, her assistant and the last of the rough, tough, hardboiled detectives are recruited by the CIA to locate and retrieve a scientist who has fled with vital secrets.
 
Under the guise of giving a benefit show of Stella’s escape artist act, they go undercover in Japan and begin searching for the evil doctor.  As you would expect from a John Savage novel, there will be lots of beautiful females tied, chained, handcuffed and bound, not to mention punished and sexually used.  Sled Speed has done it before, but will he be able to outwit this Mad Scientist?  Or is this his last case?
 
 
Secret Agent Blaze Series
 

Tortured Spies
Blaze was only a secretary.  By chance, she bears a remarkable resemblance to a beautiful American spy, and by another remarkable coincidence she makes the acquaintance of a CIA administrator at very time that same American spy was on a vitally important mission but has been captured and is being painfully interrogated.  A Russian agent will divulge essential information only to the spy whose picture he has seen.  Blaze, therefore, is the CIA’s only hope, and her mission is simple and apparently without risk or complications.
 
Unfortunately for Blaze, it is not so straightforward.  She too is captured, more than once, and each time falls into the hands of sadists whose interests are as much in the sadistic and sexual torment they can inflict on her naked, bound and defenseless body as they are in extracting any information from her.
 
And then it becomes even more complicated…
 
Blaze ’n’ Saddles

Once again, Blaze, heroine of “Tortured Spies” suffers tight bondage, pain and abuse, and she was only on a “mission” to interview a spy being held by British Intelligence.  This time, Stella Walters, the beautiful escape artist, also becomes involved.  With two beautiful women at his mercy, is it any wonder that the evil owner of a remote spies’ hideout becomes somewhat distracted…

 
Blaze to the Rescue

Blaze is on an impossible mission, one that the Agency expects her to fail.  Accompanied by another female agent, an efficient but man-hating operative, she must rescue a captured spy and retrieve vital documents.  Inevitably, Blaze is captured, bound, and tormented in all manner of unpleasant ways.  Will she reveal every secret she knows?  Will this be her last mission?
 
 
The Rope Girls Adventures
 

The Curse and the Rope

Colleen was under a curse and had to be restrained to her bed every night, otherwise she would turn into a howling monster, a danger to all around her.  Now without any family, she asked her best friend for help, persuading her that she too should experience restraints.  But being bound tightly can have an arousing effect, and the result went far beyond anything either of them expected.

 
The Curse and the Rope 2

Kinky Colleen and Sandra are back together again, but Colleen’s boyfriend Robert is living with her too.  Far from complicating matters, it seems to be the ideal solution because now they have someone who can tie up both of them in inescapable restraints at the same time! Of course, it wasn’t that simple.  There was a male ego to deal with, and that’s not easy when you’re naked and helpless…
 
The Rope Girls and The Haunted Prison
Kinky Colleen and Sandra see a sign “Haunted Prison” and go to investigate. The former women’s prison is ideal for their bondage games, and they offer to rent the whole place from the young woman running it. Unfortunately, it really is haunted by ex prisoners and a mad, sadistic female warden, which is all very frightening, to say nothing of painful, when helpless, bound, gagged and locked up…
 
 

Co-authored with Susan Strict

 

The Temple of Vesta

Rome in 59BC: few were aware of what was going on.  The Vestal Virgins were not all so virginal, but their secrets known only to a few who took their pleasure on the trembling, screaming young priestesses.  A man who upset the High Priestess might find himself trapped in that house of women, suffering and serving their needs and desires forever.  But then one of the Vestal Virgins was kidnapped…

 
Two for Torture
A wealthy businessman intends to kidnap both the only daughter and only son of a business rival.  His plan is simply to hurt his rival.  He arranges to have the daughter treated cruelly and a video made of her suffering.  At the same time, he has an evil band of women capture the son and treat him in the same way.  But his rival is soon onto him, with quite unexpected results…
 
The Barbarian and the Amazons
Whether it’s beautiful, powerful women and their captive males, or dominating men and their bound prisoners, this novel has it all.  From the co-authors of best-selling “Two for Torture” and “The Temple of Vesta”, Susan Strict and John Savage, this story tells of the capture of a young man by man-hating Amazons (who, of course, need to have a captive male from time to time for breeding purposes).  The young man’s father, once a wild barbarian but now a peaceful villager, is determined to rescue his son.  Capturing a young Amazon, he hopes to trade her, but the Queen of the Amazons is determined not to give up her new toy.  He slowly tames the girl he has captured, but his task remains to find a way to free his son.

 
 

Non-BDSM books by John Savage
 
Blood, Lust and War

Dark creatures lurk in the shadows, knowing that if the human race destroys itself then their lives will end.  The werewolves plan to reduce the human population and keep men as cattle, but their ancient enemies, the vampires, disagree.  Something is trying to start a war between the werewolves and vampires.  Can the love between a beautiful vampire and a powerful werewolf save the world?

 
Demon for Hire

Alcarzara is a demon, kicked out of Hell for being too soft on humans.  Now she has to walk the Earth, and somehow find a way to fit in.  Calling herself Alex Zara and trying to become a private investigator, she runs into a case that seems impossible for even a former demon to handle.  Her client is a teenage girl suffering from demonic possession, and it’s a more powerful demon than Alex ever was.

 
The Bone Breaker

A horror story originally published under the pen name Brian Donovan.  Someone is kidnapping girls and then killing them most horribly.  Melody Lane, who has an unusual ability to talk to ghosts, finds herself enmeshed in a dangerous web of murder and torture, and the murderer may have come up with a weapon far more powerful than all the ghostly forces Melody’s contacts can muster.
 

 
And even more...
 
This list is up to date as of the publication of this book.
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