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Chapter I

Showtime!

 


“And now, ladies and gentlemen,
the one you’ve been waiting for! The woman no rope or chain can
hold! The foremost female escape artist in the world: Stella
Walters!”

The announcer’s words were
echoing from the rafters of the auditorium, accompanied by the loud
applause of the thousand or so people gathered there. A female
assistant pulled aside a curtain at stage left and Stella appeared,
standing with one arm raised to acknowledge the cheers and with one
leg shifted forward a bit to better show off her lovely figure. She
wore a cape of red satin that revealed the leg but covered the rest
of her. Her long black hair draped around the shoulders and hung
down to the middle of her back. Her dark eyes and slightly oriental
features showed a faint smile, as if she were somewhat amused by
all this attention. She held the pose for a good ten seconds, and
then stepped forward and swayed up to the apparatus at center
stage. It was a huge metal tank with a glass front. And it was
filled with water.

The female assistant, who was
dressed in a tight fitting black leather catsuit molded to her
curves, took the cape as Stella unbuttoned it at the top. The
cheering increased as her figure was revealed. The skin-tight
one-piece swimsuit she wore left little to the imagination of the
rest of her figure: it was magnificent! Large, firm breasts,
slender waist, and just the right amount of flare in the hips made
the male hearts in the audience beat a little faster. There was a
large diamond cutout in front that showed much of her stomach and
the lower part of those breasts, and the back was almost not
there.

From the right side, her
assistant pushed forward a stairway on rollers. The flat platform
on the top was a good three feet above the top of the tank. Stella,
who was wearing black high heels, walked over to the steps and
ascended with grace. She was showing off a fine body and knew just
how to present it to best effect. At the top she stood on the
platform to await the announcer’s voice. The assistant, a young
woman named Tara also went up the steps carrying an armful of metal
restraints.

“Stella will now be locked into
six sets of police handcuffs, securing her hand and foot.”

As he was saying that, Tara, who
had put the pile of handcuffs on the platform, was holding one
pair. Stella turned her back and placed her arms behind her for
Tara to attach the first pair around her wrists.

“You will note that there are
two pairs of handcuffs going on her wrists,” he continued. “And
then another pair locking her elbows together.”

Tara finished locking down the
two pairs on Stella’s wrists, making sure that her actions were
easily visible to the audience. She and Stella both knew that there
was a camera crew with close up lens recording the shackling and
had to make sure that there was no question of the handcuffs not
being placed on tightly. The pair that encircled her arms just
above the elbows pulled her arms back and made her breasts thrust
out quite nicely.

“Two pairs of handcuffs will be
placed on her ankles,” the announcer continued. He paused while
Tara clicked shut those around the ankles. Then he continued. “The
handcuffs on her wrists and ankles will now be joined with another
pair. She will be hogtied in steel!”

Tara helped Stella to kneel
down, and then lowered her to the platform surface on her stomach.
Stella bent her legs so that Tara could lock one cuff of the last
pair around those two on her ankles, then pulled her feet until the
second cuff could go around the handcuffs on her wrists. Then Tara
stood back to allow the cameraman to film close-ups of the tight
shackles on the arms and legs of this beautiful women. He included
some footage from the side showing how her body was secured in a
mild arch. Then he backed off.

“Stella will now be dumped into
that tank of water before your very eyes! The weight of the
handcuffs will drag her to the bottom of the tank! Stella says that
she can hold her breath for two minutes. But if she cannot escape
from these restraints within that time, the results will be
terrible!”

Tara had retreated down a couple
steps and held a lever in her hand. She looked at her friend lying
there, nearly naked and hogtied in steel cuffs, and tried to smile.
Every time Stella performed such deadly tricks, she worried. There
was so much that could go wrong, and death was a very real
possibility. Stella smiled back at her and nodded. Then she looked
out at the audience and smiled. Tara waited three seconds, and then
pulled the lever.

The platform at the top of the
stairs was hinged in front. As the small motor hummed, gears were
lifting the back edge of the platform and tilting Stella towards
the tank. Ever so slowly, the surface rose and tilted at a sharper
angle. The audience held its breath. Ten degrees of tile. Twenty.
When would gravity overcome friction and her shackled body slide to
what might be a watery grave? Twenty-five degrees.

Then there was a gasp from the
audience as Stella slid downward and off the platform. There was a
big splash as her body entered the water. The audience watched in
disbelief as her lovely body sank to the bottom of the tank. The
glass front went all the way down, so they could see her lying on
her stomach in that steel hogtie, a tiny stream of bubbles
trickling upward from her nose.

Tara quickly descended the
stairs, moving rapidly but without seeming to be in a rush. She
went to the side of the tank and grabbed the edge of a curtain. She
walked across the front of the tank, pulling the curtain behind
her. The woman in the water disappeared from view.

“Fifteen seconds,” said the
announcer.

Tara stood by the side of the
tank, wanting very much to look inside to assure herself that the
escape was working and all was going right. But the presentation
required that she stand by, smiling, holding the audience’s
attention as she held the edge of the curtain.

“Thirty seconds.”

Tara forced the smile to stay on
her face. Her friend was only a couple feet away and in danger.
While she stood there, Stella might be caught up on the shackles,
not getting them off the way they rehearsed and rehearsed for hours
on end.

“Forty-five seconds.”

What if the mechanism
jammed?

“Sixty seconds!”

Tara wished there was some kind
of signal that Stella could sound if something went wrong.

“A minute and fifteen
seconds!”

Not much longer now. The escape
should take one minute and twenty seconds. That was the average
time. If something went wrong, there was still about thirty more
seconds of life left.

“A minute and a half!” The
announcer managed to put a dose of worry in his voice. But then,
like Stella, he was a professional.

Tara swallowed. Stella should be
out by now! Was something wrong?

“A minute and forty-five
seconds!” The announced managed to sound really worried now. Maybe
he was. The audience was silent.

Tara was about to jerk the
curtain aside when there was a gasp from the audience. At the top
of the tank a hand thrust itself upward out of the water. Then the
arm. It draped itself over the edge of the tank and Stella pulled
herself out of the water. She was gasping, and water was running
off her head.

Tara almost cried with joy. The
fact that Stella appeared to be exhausted was to be expected. If
all went as planned, she would not really be out of breath but
wanted to give the appearance of such.

Tara pulled the curtain aside
and went to the stairs. Lying at the bottom of the water tank the
audience could see a pile of shining steel handcuffs. The lever,
when pushed the other way, lowered the platform back to horizontal
position. Then Tara was on the platform, helping Stella out of the
water.

“You okay?” asked Tara in a
whisper.

“Sure,” was the reply. But
Stella acted as if her legs would hardly support her. She was
helped down the stairs by Tara, and then stood before the audience,
one arm raised upwards in triumph. The audience applauded
wildly.

Tara handed Stella a towel and
stood back while Stella dried off her face, pushed back her long
hair and headed towards the announcer for the after-escape
interview.

Tara retreated as the outer
stage curtain came closed. She looked at the pile of handcuffs
lying on the bottom of the tank and sighed.

What a way to make a living!


Chapter II

A Proposition

 


Tara was stripping the black
catsuit from her body in the privacy of their dressing room while
Stella finished toweling herself. The escape artist was standing
naked, having already shed the bathing suit costume, and was drying
her lengthy tresses.

“Glad that one is over,” said
Tara. “You know how I worry when you do these types of
escapes!”

“Oh, don’t be such a worrywart.
We have everything planned out carefully. It’s only the audience
that thinks I’m really in danger.”

“Stella, you’re a sweetie and a
damned good escape artist, but I will still worry.” She tossed the
catsuit on the chair and stepped over to Stella. “I would die if I
lost you,” she said sincerely.

They were standing very close,
the nipples of their breasts almost touching. Stella was a little
taller so Tara’s pressed into the bottom of Stella’s when they
embraced. The kiss between them was that of two women very much in
love with each other: slow and passionate and tender.

There came a knock on the
door.

“Shit!” exclaimed Stella.
“There’s always something when we kiss like that.” She pulled a
robe out of the tiny closet and put it on. “You’d better get
something on, too. Might be a man.”

“Fine,” Tara retorted. “He can
look all he wants. But he can’t touch.” She smiled her innocent
little girl smile and retreated to the tiny bathroom. When the door
was closed, Stella called out, “Come on in!”

Expecting to see the manager or
one of the production crew, she was surprised when two men in dark,
conservative business suits and ties were standing there.

“You are Miss Walters?” one
asked. He flipped open a wallet to reveal an id card proclaiming
him an FBI agent. “I’m Special Agent Rogers. This is Agent
Williamson. May we come in?”

“I don’t recall breaking any
laws…” she said with a faint smile, “…recently. Come on in. We were
just getting ready to pack.”

Rogers was in his early
thirties, with a stern look about his otherwise handsome features.
Williamson was younger and looked as if he were trying to imitate
Rogers, but there was just too much little boy in his face to pull
it off.

“So, what can I do for you?”
Stella asked.

Just then, Tara opened the door.
She was dressed as usual in jeans and a silky blouse, both in
shades of blue. The fact that she liked to wear two inch heels with
her jeans made it a rather sexy outfit, as did the electric blue of
the blouse with her fiery red hair and green eyes.

“We would like you to come with
us,” Rogers said.

Tara frowned big time. She had
heard the introductions through the door. Coming from a background
of being a runaway teen and having been in trouble with the law
more than once, she was naturally wary of any kind of
policeman.

“May I ask why?” Stella said.
“We have to be on the road for a performance in three days in Las
Vegas. And it takes two days to set everything up.”

“We know. Director Collins wants
to talk with you.” He saw her frown, and added, “In person.”

“It is important?” Stella asked.
Tara took a step backward and was shaking her head. If they wanted
Tara to go with her, they would have to handcuff her and drag her
all the way.

“Yes, ma’am, it is.”

Stella sighed. “You want Tara
too?”

“The Director didn’t say
anything about her. He only mentioned your name.”

“He can’t talk to me on the
phone?” she asked.

“No, ma’am.”

Turning to Tara, Stella took her
arm and said in a low voice, “It will be okay. You get the packing
done and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Tara looked as if she wanted to
cry and scream at the same time. “It will be all right,” Stella
added. “I’ll be back soon.” Then she said back over her shoulder in
a louder voice, “Right, boys?”

“I don’t believe you will be
long, ma’am,” said Rogers.

“Then I suggest you two get out
of here unless you want to watch me getting dressed.”

Rogers frowned but turned for
the door. Williamson looked very much like leaving the room was the
last thing in the world he wanted to do. But a stern look from
Rogers and he, too, left.

“Oh, Stella, don’t go! Nothing
good can come of this,” lamented Tara.

“Look, honey, we haven’t done
anything wrong. You know that. So what can they do?”

“The fuzz usually do whatever
they want,” returned Tara. “Why the hell do they want to talk to
you?”

Tossing off the robe, Stella
took Tara in her arms and hugged her. “I’ll get this done with and
meet you back here. When we get to Las Vegas, I’ll let you practice
some escapes and treat you real nice.”

The promise cheered Tara up – a
little.

Dressing did not take long, and
when she opened the door both of the agents froze. Apparently they
had been discussing something in low tones and did not want her to
hear it.

“You boys have a car?”

“Of course. Right this way.”

 


* * * * *

 


The district headquarters of the
FBI in that town was a small two-story building it shared with a
few other federal offices. They led her down the hallway to a door
marked “Director Collins.”

Collins was a heavy-set man,
late forties, with a lined face that suggested he worried a lot. He
rose from his desk and offered his hand across the paper-strewn
surface. He had a surprisingly weak handshake.

“Thank you for coming, Miss
Breckenridge,” he said.

“You know my real name?” she
replied.

“Of course. The sign outside
says ‘Federal Bureau of Investigation’.” He emphasized the last
word. “Please have a seat.” He waved to the two chairs across from
the desk. She pulled up one and sat down, displaying a fine set of
legs when the short skirt rode up.

He did not seem to notice. “You
were born Nancy Lynn Breckenridge in Los Angles twenty-four years
ago,” he read from a folder. “Your mother was Japanese, your father
American. You went to college at UCLA and obtained a B.S. in
Library Science. After working nine months, you quit and went into
show business. Since then you have become one of the leading escape
artists in the county.” He tossed the folder down.

“I know my history. Now if you
would care to enlighten me as to why you had me come here…?”

“We need your help,” he stated
simply.

“My help?”

“Yes.” He paused for a moment,
looking around his desk. Then he folded his hands on the desk and
went on. Stella got the impression he wanted to find a cigarette
there and light up.

“A little background,” he said.
“There is a man we would like very much to see behind bars. His
name is Thomas Augustus Crofton. He is very wealthy, very smart,
very ruthless, and very much into the human slave trade.”

“Human slave trade?” Stella
asked. “I thought slavery was illegal.”

“It is. In this country. But
there are plenty of other countries without the enlightened legal
codes we have here. Slaves are bought and sold daily, sometimes on
open markets in parts of the Middle East and elsewhere, sometimes
behind closed doors. It may surprise you to know that one of the
biggest markets for female slaves is Japan. I can see by your face
that you didn’t expect that. Arabian countries, sure, you expect it
there. But in modern Japan? You bet your sweet booties!”

He looked around again but there
was still no cigarette on his desk.

“Females are kidnapped right off
the streets, then sold in other countries. It’s a big money
business. I’m sorry to say that it happens right here in
America.”

“You’re kidding!”

“I wish I were. It’s not as
prevalent here as in some countries, but it happens. Do you have
any idea how many young women go missing every year? More than you
would ever believe. Two to three thousand. And it’s increasing
every year.” He paused, apparently to let his temper cool. “And the
biggest trader in this country is Crofton. He has teams that prowl
the country, looking for runaways, hitchhikers, any females that
are easy to grab and look good enough to sell.

“The problem is that we can’t
prove it! He’s too damned good at covering his tracks and keeping a
distance between those who do the dirty work and himself.”

There was a slight pause, so
Stella inserted, “A terrible problem, but what does it have to do
with me?”

Collins leaned back in his chair
and looked her directly in the eye for the first time. “I want you
to get the evidence we need to convict him.”

For a few seconds there was no
sound in the office. Collins was apparently waiting for a comment
from Stella. He got none, so he went on.

“You have particular skills that
will allow you to get close to Crofton. As it happens, he is very
interested in bondage. More so than most. You might say that it is
a passion with him. We have testimony from prostitutes that he
normally binds and gags them for sex. But it goes beyond that. He
has a poster of you on his bedroom wall.”

This time Stella reacted. She
lifted one eyebrow.

“It was from your San Diego
appearance last year. As near as we can figure, he has a crush on
you. He has bought front row seats for your performance in Las
Vegas four nights from now. He has a big house in the desert
outside of Las Vegas. He’ll be there, and we’re pretty sure that he
will try to make contact with you in some way.”

“I have many fans,” Stella said
evenly. “Some even follow me from city to city on the tour. I get
love letters and presents all the time. I am often asked out for
dinner and such by them.”

“The difference is that we want
you to accept any offer Crofton makes. Get to know him. Get close
to him. Get inside that fortress-like house of his. Find something
that we can use in a court of law.”

“You want me to spy on this
man?” she said in a disbelieving tone. “And what do you mean by
‘getting close to him’?”

“Whatever you have to do.”

“Whatever… Well, Director
Collins, this interview is over.” She started to rise from the
chair.

“Wait! I know this sounds
strange, but we really believe that you are the only one who can
get to him. We’ve tried to insert agents as staff or servants but
failed. Two of our female agents posed as prostitutes. They got
nothing but rope burns and sore asses for the effort. He uses the
women and then kicks them out.”

“What’s to keep him from ‘using’
me and kicking me out? Just like the others.”

“Because you’re an escape
artist. You are a woman who makes a living being bound, chained,
handcuffed. Things that he has a deep passion for. He won’t be able
to resist the chance to at least talk to you. Our profiles tell us
so.”

“Did they tell you what he might
do to me? Sounds like I’ll be lucky to only get raped.”

“As far as we know, he has never
really harmed a prostitute or anyone else. Not when it comes to his
personal sexual life. His business dealings, well that’s another
story.”

“I don’t think I like this whole
setup,” Stella told him, a firmness creeping into her voice. “Not
at all. You’re practically asking me to make friends with a
stranger who is into heavy crimes. You know that he’ll want it to
be a sexual relationship, don’t you? Bondage is sexual in nature.
Why do you think all those men flock to my performances? They want
to see me handcuffed and tied and helpless. I often think that most
of them would rather see me fail to escape.”

“I can’t force you to do this,
but…”

“But what?” Stella was beginning
to show signs of anger herself.

“Are you sure that your tax
returns are correct? For five or six years back? You sure that you
have all the licenses and permits you need for your shows? Any
outstanding parking tickets? Miss Breckenridge, I hate to have to
do it, but we can find ways of making it difficult for you to
continue performing your act. You’ll find managers will be
reluctant to book you. The big TV deals will fall through.”

“You’re a bastard!” she
exploded. “You want me to prostitute myself so you can arrest on
man!?”

Collins closed his eyes for a
moment. Without opening them, he said simply, “Yes.”

There followed a long silence.
Collins was looking at her now, firmness in his eyes and
determination in his face. Stella stared right back.

“There will be a large reward
for you,” he said quietly. Then he named a figure that was more
than she made from a whole year of risking her life daily.

Stella was taken aback. “You
threaten me. You bribe me. Is this that important to you?”

“Yes, it is. This man is worse
than a murderer. He does not end women’s lives; he destroys them.
He condemns each woman to a short but horrible lifetime of
degrading, painful slavery.”

“What if I can’t find out
anything about his operations?” she finally asked.

“You’ll still get paid. All I
want is an honest effort.”

Stella was a sharp woman. She
had not worked her way to the top of her unusual profession without
having brains. “I’ll do it,” she told him. “For twice the amount
you named.”

Collins did not even bat an
eyelash. “Agreed.”

The tension in the room, which
had been thick enough to cut with a knife, eased. “You’ll be
briefed by Agent Rogers in Las Vegas.”

“I’ll want this in writing,” she
told him.

“Very well. But it will only
state that you are being paid for services rendered.”

“Services rendered… An unusual
way to put it.” She rose for the chair. Collins did too, and
reached again across the desk to shake her hand. “Thank you very
much,” he said.

Outside the door, the two agents
accompanied her out of the building. In the car on the way back to
the studio, all three were silent until Rogers spoke.

“Collins is a good man. He hates
to assign dangerous tasks to anyone, especially someone not in the
bureau. What you should understand is that he lost his daughter
last year.” He paused to glance at her. “Laura Collins was eighteen
years old and disappeared on the way home from school one
afternoon. Witnesses report that a car stopped next to her and two
men dragged her into it. Then sped off. License plate was smeared
with dirt. The car was stolen. Collins never heard from his
daughter.”

“My God,” whispered Stella. “No
wonder he wants Crofton.”

“He wants the man’s hide nailed
to the barn door,” he told her. “He’ll probably never know if
Crofton is the man responsible for her disappearance but… Well, you
understand.”

“I guess I do,” was all Stella
could say.


Chapter III

Shipment

 


The young woman lying on the bed
was muttering incoherently, her eyes closed and her limbs
occasionally twitching. She was a real blonde as could be seen from
the golden patch between her legs, and had that cheerleader pretty
looks some teens are blessed with, although she appeared to be near
twenty. Several places on her naked form there were bruises from
rough handling.

“You drug her?” asked a man
dressed in a business suit and standing just inside the door.

“No,” replied another man from
next to the bed. He was a rough-looking hulk of a man, at least six
foot and a handful of inches extra, mostly muscle but turning to
fat as often happens with men who pump iron when young then let
their bodies go as they grow older. He was buttoning his shirt.
“She’s just tired.”

“I’ve told you to go easy on the
girls,” said the business suit. “They’re supposed to be in good
condition.”

“Ah, we was just having a little
fun. Ain’t like she was no virgin or anything.”

The business suit glared at the
man who topped him by at least eight inches and a hundred pounds.
The other man avoided eye contact.

“Did you do anything… unusual to
her?”

“Nah, we just screwed her.”

“You’re lying,” accused business
suit.

“Well… Donny and I… Well, we
fucked her in the ass pretty good. Must have hurt her ‘cause she
screamed a lot. Wasn’t like we was really hurting her or anything;
won’t hurt a girl to get screwed in the ass.”

“You have been told not to
damage the goods. You shouldn’t even be screwing the merchandise.
Where did she get all those bruises? You rough her up?”

“Nah. Donny, he slapped her
around a bit but mostly they was ‘cause she fought when we grabbed
her. Real little hellcat, she was.”

Business suit glared but said
nothing. The silence stretched out until finally he said, “From now
on, you don’t mess with the girls. You understand me? No screwing,
no rough stuff, and no more screwing them in the ass. Turn her
over.”

The man did as he was told.
There was a smear of blood on her ass and the backs of her thighs,
matched by more on the sheet.

“Damn! You stupid ape! You’re
too damned big to be shoving that thing in a small woman.”

“Ah, boss, it ain’t nothin’.
She’ll heal.”

“Clear up that blood and package
her for shipment.”

“Yes, boss.”

After business suit left, the
other man, whose name was Manny, spat on the floor and cursed. “Was
just havin’ a little fun.”

From the bathroom he brought in
a damp cloth and wiped the blood off her body. Still muttering, he
picked her up and carried her easily from the bedroom to the den
where they had the equipment set up. There he put her on a couch
and began preparing what would be needed for shipping her out of
the country.

First there was the box. A large
box of extra thick cardboard marked with logos and words to the
effect that inside was electronic parts, fragile and handle with
care. That was set in the middle of the room. Then came the metal
box, custom built so that it fitted just inside the cardboard box.
Across the bottom of the metal box were three rows of green
cylinders, connected by hoses leading into a small box. Manny
checked the gauge to assure that all the tanks were filled with
compressed air. Then he tested the regulator. When all checked out,
he placed the panel over the tanks and screwed it down.

Next came the girl, but first he
bound her with soft nylon ropes. Her wrists were crossed behind her
back and tied that way. Then he linked her elbows and pulled them
towards each other. They would not touch because of the wrists
being crossed, but he managed to get them close. It made her arms
very tightly secured behind her. Then he bound her legs at the
ankles and again just below her knees.

She moaned as he jerked the
ropes tight and when he inserted a special gag in her mouth. It was
a thick rubber balloon with a valve. A short hose from the valve
was connected to another bulb so the balloon could be inflated. It
was flat when he inserted it into her mouth but filled up as he
pumped the bulb. He watched carefully as the balloon filled her
mouth then overfilled it, forcing her jaw open wide. When he could
pump it no larger, he closed the valve and disconnected the
hose.

The girl opened her eyes slowly
and moaned. Then they widened with fright as she realized what was
happening to her. She shook her head and tried to twist her arms
free of the ropes, but the ropes did not move and neither did the
inflatable gag dislodge. She was whining through her nose in
protest. He, of course, ignored her sounds.

A roll of silvery-gray duct tape
was in his hands. Despite her attempts to prevent him, he easily
began wrapping the duct tape around her head, sealing the lower
half of her head completely. Even if the balloon gag should leak,
there was still the duct tape tightly wound around her to prevent
noise.

“Don’t want you making noise,”
he told her when he finished with the tape. Then he took her left
breast in his big hand and squeezed hard. The muffled scream was
not very loud. He grunted in satisfaction.

It was easy for him to pick the
bound girl up and place her into the box. Inside the metal part
were several handles screwed into the walls. They were not large,
just big enough to pass ropes through. Again he ignored her
struggles and began binding her body inside the box that was only
slightly larger than her to begin with. He had placed her on her
knees in the box and proceeded to tie ropes across her lower legs
to hold them down. Then he pushed her down until her body was
folded into a small ball with her breasts squashed against her
thighs and her head down in front of her knees. Ropes crisscrossed
over her body to hold her in that bent down position. She was
whining and her hands clenched into fists when he finished the
web-work of ropes holding her down.

Satisfied that she would not be
moving around inside that box, he placed the metal lid on it and
screwed it down tightly. Then he closed the cardboard outside and
stapled it down with a large staple gun.

From the outside, no noise could
be heard from the frightened girl inside. Nor could any movement
she might try inside show on the outside. To all appearances, it
was a shipping crate of electronic parts.

He brought a large
furniture-moving dolly into the room, shoved the end under the box
and rolled it outside to the garage. There it was loaded into a
small truck and the first part of her journey into a lifetime of
slavery had begun.

The cylinders of air and the
small one-way valve in the otherwise airtight metal box would
assure her a twenty-four hour supply of air. It would take nearly
that long for her to be taken to the airport, loaded onto a plane
and flown off to a distant land where she would be unloaded and
eventually opened like a Christmas present by her new owner.


Chapter IV

Showtime in Las Vegas

 


“So, what did they want?” Tara
asked the moment Stella came into view. They were standing outside
the studio next to their car and the truck they used to haul their
props from gig to gig.

“Just something they wanted me
to do,” Stella said evasively. “Nothing important.”

Tara glared at her friend. “I
can tell when you’re lying. It was important, and you’re worried.
We’ve known each other too long for you to lie to me.”

“Okay, they want me to spy on a
guy.”

“Huh?”

“Get in and I’ll explain on the
way.”

She did explain as they drove
through the night’s darkness. Tara was as angry as a wet hen. “What
the hell do you expect from the fuzz!? Bunch of bastards all. You
turned them down flat, right?”

“Well, not quite. Actually I
said I would do it.”

“WHAT!!!”

“Now calm down. It isn’t as bad
as you might think. They just want me to make friends with him and
see if I can get any information about his operations.”

“You’re going to make friends
with a man who kidnaps women and sells them! Stella, you’ve spent a
little too much time in the water tank. Your brain isn’t working
right!”

Stella made no reply. What could
she say? It was a crazy idea in the first place.

They drove on in silence for
many miles before Tara finally said, “I don’t suppose there is
anything I can say to change your mind?”

“No. It is not something I want
to do, but you should have seen Collins’ face. He wants this man
put away so he can’t hurt anyone else. I do too. Tara, you were a
runaway once yourself. You might have been one of the kidnapped
girls.”

The silence continued until the
glow of Las Vegas was visible in the distance.

“You’re an idiot,” Tara said in
quiet voice, all traces of anger gone. “But I love you. Please tell
me that you won’t take any chances?”

“Of course I won’t. You know
what a cautious woman I am.”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll remember that
the next time I dump your handcuffed body into the water tank.”

 


* * * * *

 


The first show went off
smoothly. Less than forty-eight hours after hitting Las Vegas, they
were set up in the auditorium of one of the bigger hotels and doing
the water tank escape before a large crowd.

The act was repeated twice more
that night.

The next day Stella was
contacted by Agent Rogers and driven to the local FBI office. Tara
went along because Stella said that she could not possible pull off
the spying act without her close companion and assistant knowing
what was going on.

The FBI office was in the
northwestern corner of Las Vegas, a few miles from the Strip and
across Lake Mead Blvd from a condo complex with the quaint name of
“Whispering Timbers.” They sat down in an interrogation room,
complete with one-way mirror on the wall. Tara looked very nervous.
Stella was not too at ease herself.

“I’ve set up some precautions
for your safety,” Rogers began. He pulled up a briefcase and took
out a cell phone identical in appearance to Stella’s. “When I
install your chip in this phone, it will work exactly like yours.
But it will also give us your coordinates via GPS at all times. If
you punch in 911, it will connect you immediately with me.” He put
down the phone in front of Stella. She handed him her phone and
watched as he opened them and switched chips. She put the new phone
away in her purse.

“There is also this device,” he
said, holding up a small, flat wafer. “If you squeeze this, it will
send out an emergency signal. Williamson and I will be on
twenty-four hour shift to monitor your location and listen for this
emergency signal. Needless to say, you only press this if you are
in real trouble.”

Stella put the little wafer into
her purse.

“Best you find someplace to hide
it on your person,” Rogers told her. “It will slip into a bra
easily.”

Stella said nothing. Tara made a
disgusted little sound.

“At tonight’s performance,
Crofton will be sitting in the front row. We’ll make sure that the
manager relays any messages to you. It is our guess that he will
try to contact you. When he does, you’re to meet with him. You know
what you are trying to find. Computer files, documents, anything
that will link him to the kidnappings and shipping of girls out of
the States.”

“I have to steal these things?”
Stella asked.

“No. Based on your testimony to
their existence, we can get a court order to search his house. If
you can bring something out, great! But that would increase your
risk.”

Tara made that little sound
again.

“What if he doesn’t go for the
bait?” she asked.

“Our profiles say he will. He
has this really huge fetish for bondage. And for you in particular.
He has that poster of you in handcuffs and chains on his bedroom
wall.”

“Wonderful,” was Stella’s
comment.

They discussed a few other minor
items and were finished. Before she could leave, Rogers asked
Stella, “Tell me, how do you do that escape? I saw you last night
and the handcuffs looked real enough. There didn’t seem to be any
place you could hide a key in that rather tight suit you wore. How
did you do it?”

“A magician never tells her
secrets. But I will in this case. There is a trapdoor on the stage.
Most all stages have one or more.” Rogers nodded. “The tank is
directly above that door. The bottom of the tank itself is a
sliding trap door. It can be slid back so that half the bottom
opens. Under the tank is another tank, also filled with water. When
I go into the top tank, an assistant, Fred, slides open the bottom
of the tank and I wiggle through to the lower tank. Then he closes
the sliding panel, sealing the way between the two tanks.

“Once the connection is sealed,
he releases another trap door and the water in the lower tank
floods out into a drain. I’m uncovered in about twenty or
twenty-five seconds from the time I go in. The assistant then
unlocks the handcuffs. I climb a ladder on the back of the top tank
and toss the handcuffs into the top tank so the audience sees them
when the curtain is pulled back. Then I slip over the top edge,
hidden from view by the curtain, and into the water of the top
tank. A little bit later I stick my hand up above the tank and
crawl out, pretending to be exhausted from the struggle.”

“So you don’t have to work the
handcuffs off yourself?”

“No. They’re real police issue
type handcuffs. Sometimes we let people of the audience examine
them.”

Rogers shook his head. “Very
nice. I’m glad to hear that you weren’t in any real danger.”

“Oh, there is danger. One time
during practice, the panel caught and I couldn’t get down to the
lower tank. I almost drowned.”

Tara grunted again. She
remembered having to jump into the tank and pull Stella up so she
could breathe until Fred could get there to help lift the shackled
girl out of the water. Even so, it was a close call. After that,
they keep an axe near the tank so Fred could break the glass
quickly if need be.

“And all your escapes are like
that: tricks?”

“Most. Some of the rope escapes
are not tricks. But even Houdini faked most of his escapes. For
example, he would insist that any handcuffs brought in by outside
sources be put on display in the theater lobby for at least a day.
At night, he and his assistants would take the handcuffs apart to
see how they worked. Then they would either sabotage them or know
how to bypass them.”

Rogers whistled. “And I thought
he was the real thing.”

“All escape artists have
secrets,” she told him. “Picks hidden on their person, keys hidden
where the escape is to be performed. There are fake milk cans that
come apart, pillories with secret releases… Well, the list goes
on.”

“I’ll see you tonight,” he
concluded. “Good luck.”

 


* * * * *

 


That evening’s performance went
well. No sliding panels stuck, no handcuffs refused to come
unlocked. And in the front row sat a tall man with distinguished
looking features and a hint of gray at the temples of his otherwise
black hair. Stella could not see the people, even those in the
front, because of the bright lights, so she did not try to find
him.

Backstage, after the third and
last performance of the night, Stella received an envelope. Cards
and flowers and such were not unusual from admirers. In fact, this
one was accompanied by three bunches of flowers, one rose, and a
few invites to dinner. She opened the card. Inside there was a
folded piece of white paper, and inside that was a thousand dollar
bill. The paper had only a phone number on it, nothing else.

“Looks like our target has made
his move,” she told Tara, waving the bill in the air.

Tara’s eyes widened. That was a
lot of money to her. “Take the money and run,” she said. “That was
the advice of my sainted mother and it is good advice.”

“You told me you didn’t know
your mother,” Stella protested.

“Well, I’m sure she would have
said that.”

“Right. Excuse me, I have a
phone call to make.”

The voice at the other end of
the line was a deep baritone with just the slightest hint of some
European upbringing. Maybe Slavic?

“I got your message,” she told
him. “Very nice present. I usually get flowers.”

“I wanted to get your
attention,” he told her.

“Well, you got it.”

“I enjoyed your escape
tonight.”

“You were in the audience?”

“Of course. I wouldn’t miss you
for the world.”

“Thank you.”

“You are the best. And you
looked so ravishing in that suit and those steel handcuffs.”

“I try.”

“I saw you once in Chicago when
you were first starting out,” he continued. “You did a rope escape
right in front of the audience after letting a couple of the men
tie you. It was a fair hogtie, but you made it looked easy when you
wiggled and squirmed your way out.”

“Those were the hard times.
Letting men from the audience tie me up for a few dollars a night.
And with the danger that some of them might be good enough so that
I couldn’t work free.”

“You made them all look like
fools that night.”

There was silence for a second,
then, “I would like to offer you a large payment if you will put on
a private show for me.”

“I don’t do private shows,” she
told him. She knew this was exactly what the agents wanted to have
happen, but she didn’t think she should give in too easily.

“The pay would be
considerable.”

“I don’t… Well, truth is I could
use the money right now. Long story, big debts. How considerable
are you thinking of?”

He named an amount that made her
want to whistle.

“And what would I have to do?”
she asked, trying to sound only a little interested.

“Allow me to bind you a couple
different ways and then escape from them.”

“And if I don’t escape?”

He laughed. It was a good,
honest laugh. “I’m pretty sure you will be able to work free. I’m
hardly a professional. But if you don’t, you’ll still be paid. I’m
sure it is a lot more than you were paid for letting a dozen men a
night tie you in those old, small theaters.”

“Well, you’re right about that.
I have four shows to do tomorrow, but I’m free Monday and Tuesday.
Would one of those days work for you?”

“Monday would be fine.” He
sounded very pleased. “I shall send a car for you. Shall we say at
five o’clock? You can have dinner with me at my house and then do
your little show afterwards.”

“I really shouldn’t,” she told
him. “But…”

“Please… I’ll pay you well and
you’ll be pleasing your biggest fan.”

“Oh, okay. Five o’clock on
Monday.”

“Very good. My chauffeur will
call for you at that time. I look forward to meeting you.”

“You’re really going to do it?”
asked Tara as soon as Stella hung up. There were almost tears in
her eyes. “This is a dangerous man! Who knows what he might do to
you.”

“I doubt he’ll do anything much.
At worst I might get raped. Like that hasn’t happen before…”

Tara sniffed and hugged Stella.
“Be careful.”

“I will. Meantime, we have to
get to work on a new escape. The water tank is getting old. I was
thinking of something involving a heavy weight held up by ropes
that are on fire. If I don’t get free in time, the ropes will part
and the weight will come crashing down.”

“Great,” said Tara. It was a
sarcastic reply, but she was willing to work on the idea. Like
Stella, she enjoyed the challenge of making up death-defying
escapes.


Chapter V

Private Show

 


The Sunday shows went well – as
well as can be expected in a town where everyone is drinking and
the hecklers are out in force. Stella escaped, and they applauded.
She suspected it was more because of her skin-tight suit than her
skill at working out of handcuffs. There were always those who came
to see if she would fail. The same kind of people who go to auto
races hoping for some big crashes.

Monday was a day off, for which
she was glad. Four shows plus a few interviews for the local media
was a full workload. She rested and only worked a bit with Tara on
the preliminary ideas for the Crushing Weight trick, as she
referred to it. They decided that just a weight was not enough, so
there would be sharp metal spikes on the bottom of the weight. And
it should crash down with a very loud noise. Stella would be
secured under the weight by handcuffs on wrists and ankles, then
chains and padlocks from her ankles and wrists to corner of the
framework. They were working on what portions of the escape they
had to hide from the audience and how best to do that, when Stella
noticed that it was nearing time for her to be picked up.

She undressed totally then put
one of her skin-tight and very skimpy suits, this one a shocking
pink. Then she put a party dress over that and added high heels.
She brushed out her hair, applied a slight bit of make-up and was
ready. Just as she was putting the lipstick down, the phone rang.
It was exactly 5:00 o’clock. A car was waiting for her in front,
the voice informed.

Stella hugged Tara, promised
that she would be careful, and then left the worried looking
redhead in the hotel room.

The car was more than just a
car. It was a Rolls Royce with a uniformed chauffeur who tipped his
cap to her and opened the door for her. Stella settled into the
plush seat and discreetly checked her purse to make sure the
modified cell phone was turned on. Then she settled back to see
what would transpire that evening.

The car took her away from Las
Vegas towards the mountains to the west. They were only a dark band
under the setting sun but were reached fairly quickly as they moved
along highway 160. A turn off labeled “Blue Diamond Road” led them
into the mountains. Then a much smaller road that was paved but
only one lane began a climb into the mountains above that tiny
town. When they pulled up to a house, she was surprised to find it
was on a mountain top with a grand view out over the desert floor
and the glittering lights of Las Vegas. The house was nothing to
sneeze at, either. Only one story, but it covered a lot of the
flattened mountain top and had a high white-washed fence with a
wrought iron gate that swung majestically open for them. It was
what Stella thought of as California Mexican: white walls topped by
red tile roofs. The windows, at least on this side, she noted, had
bars over them. Fancy wrought iron bars, but still security bars
nevertheless.

The Rolls stopped before the
huge front door. When the chauffer opened the door for her, her
host came up to help her from the car. While holding her hand, he
kissed it in the continental manner.

Thomas Augustus Crofton looked
to be in his middle forties, slender without an ounce of fat on his
body, and possessed dark, piercing black eyes. His features were
thin, his nose almost pointed. When he smiled at her, the smile
seemed reluctant to travel above his lips. His eyes remained hard
and cold. There was a smear of gray at his temples, adding a
distinguished look.

“Welcome to my humble abode,” he
said in a well-cultured voice. She had expected more of a gangster
look to the man, but he looked more like a college professor or
perhaps even an English lord.

His eyes openly gave her the
once over, from the high heels to the masses of shining black hair
framing her face and falling to mid back. “You are more beautiful
up close than on a distant stage.”

“Why, thank you,” she said
politely. What she was thinking was that he was shoveling the BS on
with both hands.

“Please come in. The cook will
have dinner waiting for us.”

Inside, the place was a contrast
to the outside. The furniture and paintings and floor coverings
were all modern. A lot of stainless steel and black leather and
bold, color-filled paintings met her eye. He led her through a
front room and to a connecting dining room that was only slightly
smaller than her parent’s whole house. Fine crystal and gold
silverware graced the snowy white tablecloth. But what caught her
eye was the view. They were on the side of the house facing the
glittering oasis that was Las Vegas. There were thousands of
lights, every color imaginable, and even a greenish laser beam
pointing straight up into the sky just beginning to fill with
stars. It was like a jewelry box of bright colors shimmering in the
darkening night.

“It is magnificent,” she said
honestly.

“I like it,” was his modest
reply. He held out her chair. She noted that he had her facing the
impressive view.

A waiter in formal dress poured
a glass of champagne for them both. Crofton stood and held up his
glass in a toast: “Santé.” She touched glasses with him and drank.
Then the first course was served, a French onion soup with toast
and cheese floating on top. The soup was excellent.

There was a salad, followed by
the main course, Boeuf Bourguignon, marinated beef
simmered with onions and mushrooms in a Pinot Noir sauce, served
with garlic mashed potatoes. It was quite good and she dug in. When
those plates were cleared away, there came a platter with several
types of cheese upon it. Crofton offered her the cheese plate, and
she cut off a couple slices onto a fresh plate provided for that
purpose. Then came coffee and dessert. The coffee was rich and had
a flavor she had never tasted before. But then, she really was not
a coffee person. The dessert was Crème
Brulée, and was followed by glasses of
Drambuie.

Crofton
sniffed his glass and sipped at it with a satisfied look on his
face. “The name Drambuie,” he told her, “comes from the Scottish
Gaelic phrase ‘an dram
biudheach’ meaning ‘the drink that
satisfies’.”

Stella, whose
taste in liquor ran to Crème de menthe,
sipped the strong drink and found that she approved. At his
gesture, they took their drinks out onto the patio. The sky was
filling up with stars, and the desert had finally cooled off enough
to be pleasant. They sat on loungers overlooking the gleaming
city.

It surprised her, but Stella
found herself at ease. This man was charming, if a little distant.
The food, certainly, was excellent. For a very long time neither of
them spoke, although she was aware of his eyes upon her. But then,
being a beautiful woman, she was used to having men look at
her.

Finally, she tossed back the
last of the drink and said, “Well, when do you want to start the
show?”

“Be not
impatient, Mon Chéri,” he said. “Let your food digest.
There is no rush.”

Stella looked to him by the dim
light of the distance city. He seemed at ease where she had
expected him to be eager to begin. Men like to put ropes upon a
beautiful woman, some much more than others. She settled back and
waited for him to make the first move.

“There are times when I want to
chuck all the hustle and bustle of the business world,” he told
her. “And just retire here to enjoy the fruits of my labors.”

Depends on your business, she
thought to herself. Kidnapping and selling women hardly qualifies
as justifiable “fruits of your labor.” She held back comment. Have
to tread carefully here, she told herself. Very carefully.

“If you are ready…?”

“When you are,” was her reply.
She stood and walked towards the house, knowing that he was
following close behind.

Stella half expected to have him
lead her to a bedroom, but instead he showed her what looked like a
library. There, in a middle of the room lined with bookshelves, was
a plush blue carpet and a small table to one side. On the table was
a large selection of ropes. Stella went to them and inspected them.
About half were white cotton clothesline, a good basic rope for
bondage. The rest were about the same thickness but made of a very
soft nylon. She estimated that there was about four hundred feet of
rope in segments ranging from ten feet long to forty or forty-five.
This man was certainly prepared.

She could find no reason to
object to the equipment, so she turned to him and seductively
unzipped her dress. She shimmied out of it then kicked it onto a
sofa. She spread her arms wide as if to say, “Here I am.”

Crofton nodded and went to the
rope table. “I see you wore one of your stage costumes,” he
commended as he picked up a length of the cotton rope. “Very good
idea. Keeps the clothes from getting in the way.”

“Do you want me to keep my heels
on?” she asked.

“Might as well. I don’t see
where that can interfere with the binding.” He uncoiled the rope
and was holding onto one end. “This is the way we will work this
private show. I’ll bind you with rope – nothing else. You may
stand, sit or lie on the carpet, whichever, depending on the tie.
Then we will see if you can escape. We will do this twice - three
times if you get free too easily from the first two. Each time you
will have one hour to free yourself completely. As I told you over
the phone, if you escape or not, you will still get your full
payment. Is this agreeable to you?”

Stella, who was standing with
one leg shifted forward, a position she knew displayed her body
well, added only one limitation. “No ropes around my neck.”

“Agreed,” he said. “I was not
planning any such type of bondage. Shall we begin?”

It was Stella’s turn to nod
agreement.

Over her life she had been bound
by many man and not a few women. Normally she was calm and relaxed,
knowing that she could free herself from all but a few people who
really knew what they were doing. But this time was different. She
could not purge her mind of the fact that this man kidnapped woman
and turned them into slavegirls.

He took her wrists, put them
together behind her back, and began winding rope around them. When
the length was almost finished, he began winding the last between
her forearms and hands, across the other windings. When there were
half a dozen such windings, he pulled the rope. The whole binding
tightened up as the last ropes closed around the main windings.

Well, he knows how to cinch down
a binding, she told herself. And fairly tightly, too. A lot of men
who bound her did not make the ropes very tight. Usually they were
simply afraid of hurting her. The ropes put on by Crofton were
rather tight, but she knew from experience that they could be much
tighter. That was the one thing the any escape artist has to watch
out for: the person who ties the ropes as tightly as his or her
strength allows. In those cases, the circulation is impeded even in
a woman with excellent circulation such as Stella. The hands become
numb, “go to sleep” as the saying goes, and working free is usually
impossible.

As he looped rope around her
arms just above her elbows, it was obvious that this man knew what
he was doing. And had most likely done it many times before. The
binding process clearly told of his expertise. The placement of
each winding, the placement of the knots where the fingers could
not reach them, and the tightness, enough to prevent any slack or
movement of the ropes but not so tight as to cut off the
circulation. At least he was making a fair contest of it in that
regard.

He tied off the end of the rope
and she could feel her elbows were really tied tightly together.
And they had their own piece of rope and separate knots from that
on her wrists. Yes, he knew what he was doing. This was not going
to be an easy escape.

He helped her down to a sitting
position on the carpet, and then began binding her legs. It was as
she expected; the ankles together then the knees with the rope
right above them. She knew from experience that unless that rope
was tied very tightly, she would probably be able to wiggle it
loose. A woman’s legs go from thicker at top to thinner at the
ankles. The rope would want to wiggle down if she worked on it. She
was a little surprised when he tied her knees only moderately
tightly. But she also suspected the reason for it. And she was
right.

He rolled her onto her stomach,
and then proceeded to tie a short length of rope from her wrist
bondage to her ankle bondage. When he pulled on that rope, her legs
folded up behind her. Being a very flexible woman, he was able to
easily bind her feet right up against her hands. In fact, he spread
her hands wide and pulled the ankles right up against the palms. He
knotted the connecting rope on the other side of her ankles from
her fingers.

Then he backed off to look at
his handiwork. It was a nice, tight hogtie that would hold most
women prisoner indefinitely. Stella just lay there, not moving
yet.

“That is all for this tie,” he
told her. There was a hint of pleasure in his voice. Or maybe it
was a little faster breathing because of excitement. She knew that
when hogtied, she was a pretty package that men who appreciated
good bondage would love. She moved her shoulders a little and felt
around with her fingers. But she was not really trying anything
serious yet.

“You will give me an hour,
right?” she asked.

“That is the agreed upon
time.”

“And are you going to watch me
the whole time? My escapes are usually performed with the audience
not seeing the critical parts.”

“Ah, yes. I understand. Well, I
shall give you privacy. But every ten minutes I will check in on
you. To make sure that there are no circulation problems and
such.”

Stella said nothing but was
waiting for him to leave. She knew, again from considerable
experience, that she could stay tied this tightly for a lot longer
than an hour. In fact, she had endured tight hogties like this
overnight. It was not comfortable, to say the least, but she knew
she could take it. Still, the last time she had performed such a
feat was when she was much younger and still learning the tricks of
an escape artist.

Reluctantly Crofton departed,
giving her a long backward glance from the door. Then she was
alone.

Immediately she began to explore
the ropes that her fingers could reach. As she expected, there were
no knots immediately available. Starting with the rope that
connected her wrists and ankles, she began pulling on one strand.
She worked it and pulled it until the other strands tightened up.
But the others getting tighter meant that the tiny bit of slack
transferred to that rope. When she calculated by feel that she
could get no more slack into that one, she rolled over onto her
side. In that position she could arch her body more than the ropes
had forced it to. That loosened all the ropes between her wrists
and ankles. Again she set about pulling on that one strand with the
slack in it. As she transferred more slack to that one, there came
a point that she had been hoping for. There was just enough slack
to slide it over her foot. First she had to arch her foot but the
high heel shoes, and they were four-inch heels, helped in that
endeavor. She had to work it and strain with all her strength. but
the rope slowly worked its way along her arched foot until it
reached the toe. Then, with a final heave and it came off with the
shoe.

Working the slack from that rope
into another of them took a few minutes of pulling. Just as she was
getting ready to pull the second rope over her foot, she heard the
door open. Quickly she rolled over onto her other side so her arms
and feet were behind her.

“Is everything good?” he
asked.

“I’m working on it,” she
answered truthfully. “But you tie very well. It will take me a
while yet.”

“I can take the hint. I will
leave you alone. I’ll be back in ten minutes.”

“Make it fifteen, or twenty,”
she told him. “That way I won’t get interrupted so much.”

He laughed at that, and was
still laughing as he departed the room.

Again she arched her body as
much as she could, and pulled on one of the other ropes. The first
one had been the hardest, it always was. The second only took a
couple minutes. After that, the rest came easily. She was able to
unfold her feet. There was still a rope tied to the ankles and to
the wrists but it was all loose now.

The second step was not too
hard. She pulled herself up into a sitting position, and then
rolled sideways, tucking her knees under her. It took a few tries
but finally she was kneeling. Then she arched backwards, rested her
hands on the back of her ankles, and began exploring the ropes
around them. The knot, as she expected, was on the other side. But
arching her body way back, and twisting sideways, she was able to
pull on the ropes until she found the one that had the knot. Again
it was a strain, but she managed to get her fingernails on the knot
and work it loose.

Back in the sitting position,
she wiggled her feet and twirled them to unwind the rope from
around the ankles. When that was off, she easily pushed down the
rope that had been on her knees and her legs were free.

But now came the hard part. The
key to any escape is normally the hands. Free them, and you can
usually get everything else off. With her elbows tied together, she
was limited but could bring her hands around her side enough so
that she could look at the binding. She could see the two knots up
between her forearms where her fingers could not reach them. Damn!
This guy knew what he was doing. But so did she.

Carefully she began working the
ropes cinching down her wrist bondage. As she did with the other
bindings, she tried to work all the possible slack into one rope,
even if it did mean that the others would be much tighter. But he
had tied those ropes so tightly that slack was almost impossible to
get. After a lot of straining, she had to stop. As she stood there,
letting her fingers rest, she noticed the table. Crofton had not
said that she had to do it without any aids. Most escapes from rope
were done without any aid unless it was a very difficult tie and
was done as part of an act. Then, she used special rope that parted
easily, hidden razor blades, anything that was needed.

She went to the table and felt
the corner. It was a square table and the corner gave her a dull
point that she could work with. She positioned her wrists over the
corner and tried to work at the cinch ropes with that point. It was
hard work and she had to work blind because she could not see
behind her. She tried to push the corner between her forearms so it
would touch the knot. If he had tied it to one of the cinch ropes,
she might be able to push it out from between her arms and to where
her fingers could reach it. She worked and strained and cursed, but
the knot only moved a tiny bit. If he had tied it to the main ropes
around her wrists, then she would not have been able to work it
down.

She heard the door and quickly
stepped away from the table. When Crofton stepped up to her, she
was doing a good job of pretending to be struggling. She twisted
her body and strained her arms as she tried to pull them apart. He
said nothing but watched her for a full minute.

“Amazing. You have worked your
legs free,” he finally said. “I don’t know how you could have done
that, but you did.”

“Yeah, I did. But these ropes
are a different story,” she said as she stopped struggling. He
watched her breasts rise and fall with her panting, and smiled. “I
don’t know if I can make it.” She tried to look the poor, defeated
little girl. “How much longer do I have?” she asked.

“Thirty-five minutes,” he told
her.

“Well, come back in thirty-five
minutes,” she said. “Maybe I’ll be free then.”

He smiled. With a woman’s
instinct, she knew that this man was excited. Sexually excited,
that is. To a man with a bondage fetish, this was pure nectar. It
was a very reluctant man who left the room a minute later.

Stella sighed. She had escaped
any problem that time. It really did not matter whether or not she
escaped. She would get the money, and she would maybe have a chance
to learn more about him. But her professional pride made her want
to win the contest. That same desire to fight the ropes and win had
been the impetus that led her to this profession in the first
place. She simply wanted to win.

She rested a few minutes. She
really needed it. Struggling against the ropes is very tiring, as
she well knew. You have to be in good condition.

When she began again, it was
with the table. But the corner just would not work in between her
arms enough to move the knot. It would press against it but not
move it.

Ten minutes later she had to
rest again. And reconsider. This tactic was not getting her
anywhere. For a while she considered using her secret weapon. With
that, it would be easy to free herself. But that was a last resort.
She wanted to win by her efforts, not trickery. The secret weapon
could just stand by.

Then it struck her. There was
another object she had access to that might work very well. She sat
on the edge of the sofa and reached down to her high heels.
Removing the shoe was not a problem but getting it positioned in
her hand properly took a bit of doing. The proper position was with
the slender heel pressing between her arms on the knot. She worked
the shoe’s heel against the knot. It slid in between her arms
easily, but getting the end to push on the ropes of the knot was
not so easy.

There is one weapon in an escape
artist’s arsenal that should never be underestimated: perseverance.
She worked and worked at the knot. Several times the shoe fell out
of her hand. But suddenly she felt it catch under a rope and then
move. She worked it some more and was rewarded with another rope
moving. Suddenly the knot between her arms was loose!

She dropped the shoe and began
working the rope with her fingers. The cinch rope came loose. Then
the final winding of it was off and the ropes uncoiled from around
her wrists.

She looked down at her wrists.
There were deep indentations left by the rope and a little redness.
But her hands were free!

Now came what is really the hard
part. The rope binding her elbows together was well beyond the
reach of her fingers. Even holding the shoe, she could not reach
the ropes up there. She knelt down and backed up to the table
corner. It was at the right height to touch the ropes on her elbows
but could she manage to get it to loosen the knot?

She worked at it. Again and
again the corner of the table slipped off the ropes. And she was
guessing where the knot was. She had paid very close attention
while he was binding her; an escape artist has to know exactly how
she is bound to have any chance at escape. In this case, all she
knew was that the knot was up on top those ropes holding her elbows
together.

Nothing seemed to be moving or
loosening despite all her efforts. Her internal timer told her that
she was only ten minutes or less from the end of her hour. And the
terrible part was that even her secret weapon could do nothing
about this binding.

During one rest period, she
found herself looking at her shoe lying beside her. Then the idea
came. She picked up the shoe and placed it on the corner of the
table, heel sticking out. Carefully she backed up to the table.
Holding the leg with one hand, she pushed her elbows against the
shoe. A dozen tries and then a dozen more yielded nothing. But then
the heel caught under a rope. Carefully she lowered her arms and
felt the rope being tugged on by her heel. Pushing backwards and
down, she suddenly felt the rope give.

The first knot was loose!

It took more effort, but the
second knot yielded to the pressure of that stiletto heel. Then she
used the heel to work free the cinch ropes. After that she only had
to use the corner of the table to push the ropes down and off her
elbows.

With a massive sigh of relief,
she stood up, completely free of the ropes. It was such a relief to
stretch her arms above her head after an hour of bondage. Then she
coiled up the ropes neatly and placed them on the table. She
replaced the high heel on her foot and sat on the sofa. She did not
have long to wait before Crofton came in. The surprised look on his
face was very satisfying to the escape artist.


Chapter VI

Private Show, Part II

 


“I don’t believe it!” Crofton
exclaimed as he walked over to Stella. He looked at the pressure
marks on her arms and legs, the latter almost faded by that time,
and shook his head.

“How did you do that?”

“Professional secret,” she
replied casually.

He looked at the ropes and at
her again. Apparently no woman had been able to escape from that
bondage of his before, Stella surmised. And with good reason. It
was a very good position. The classic hogtie with tight enough
ropes to defeat most any woman – or man for that matter.

Crofton took a deep breath, and
conceded defeat. “You win. And I must say that I did not expect you
to.”

Stella said nothing. No use
gloating, she told herself. That can only get you into trouble, the
little voice in the back of her mind whispered to her.

“Well, round one to you. You may
rest for an hour before the second challenge. If you wish anything,
please ask.”

“A bathroom might be nice,” she
told him sweetly. “To freshen up, you know.”

“Of course. This way.”

Later, in the same library room,
they sat and talked about unimportant things. Like how did she like
Las Vegas, and where her tour would take her next. She told him
that this would be the last week in that town and then she would
move on to San Francisco. Dallas after that.

She tried to get him to talk
about his business but he put her off by saying it was boring. She
was at a loss for ways to get him to say anything that might be
important. And she was searching furiously for some way to get him
to let her alone in his house. Or at least to come there again.

Suddenly Crofton stood up. “It’s
show time again.”

Stella smiled – outwardly.
Inwardly she was afraid of what might happen next. If he had
anything nasty planned, it would probably come when again he had
her bound and helpless. And even if he had nothing nefarious in the
works, whatever bondage he put her into should be harder to escape
from than the first one. It simply stood to reason that he would
save the better position for last.

She stood and turned her back to
him. It was not hard to figure that he would bind her hands behind
her. And he did. But this time he did not bind her hands as she
expected. Instead, he took her wrists and bent her arms so that her
hands were pulled up between her shoulder blades. Stella felt a
knot of fear in her stomach. She had been bound like that before
and always found it a most difficult position to defeat – more
often than not, impossible.

He placed her wrists together,
palms facing each other. Then he was winding rope around those
wrists. He added three cross-windings to cinch the ropes down
tightly then knotted it down where her fingers could not possibly
reach.

Then he looped her forearms down
by the elbows and pulled. Stella grunted at the stress, and some
pain, that came as he forced her elbows to come together. He tied
that rope off and stood back. It was the same as her arms had been
bound before, wrists together, elbows together, but her elbows were
doubled back and her arms were high on her back, her fingers almost
touching the back of her head.

Stella was not happy. This man
really, REALLY knew what he was doing. When he added rope from her
wrists up and over her shoulder, then down between her breasts and
around and back up to her wrists, she knew that no woman would be
able to get out of this tie, even one as experienced and good as
she was. He tied more rope from the wrists over the other shoulder.
The ropes crossed between her breasts and were pulled down very
tightly. She could move her fingers, but was already feeling the
first hints of numbness from circulation restriction.

She did not complain. She had
agreed to let him tie her as he wished. It was professional pride
that bid her not try to restrict that binding, even if it made her
hands go numb. As a minor positive point, she was glad that he had
obeyed their agreement upon restriction on ropes around her neck.
One time she had been tied much like this, but the man had put rope
from her wrists up and around her neck. Those ropes did not tighten
down like a hangman’s noose would, but when she pulled on her arms,
the rope cut into the front of her neck. She recalled that she had
not escaped from that tie.

Satisfied with the way her arms
were bound, Crofton eased her to a sitting position on the sofa and
began binding her legs. As he worked on her legs, binding them
above the knees, below the knees, and at the ankles, she was
feeling around with her fingers. As she expected, there was
absolutely no way she could reach a knot. And she could not get a
purchase on any of the ropes with her fingers. She would not be
loosening any ropes on this tie.

With her legs bound, he eased
her down to the carpet and rolled her over onto her stomach. Here
comes the hogtie, she thought. And she was right. He tied rope to
that around her ankles and then threaded it between her forearms
and back down to her feet. When he pulled, her legs doubled up. As
any girl who has been tied in anything like this manner knows, as
your legs double up, the area around your knees expands. The result
is a great deal of tightening of the ropes there. Until they can be
tightened no more. Then your legs will simply not fold any
more.

Hers were folded almost into a
normal hogtie, stopping about six inches above her ass. But that
was not good enough for him. He rolled her onto her side and pulled
some more while bracing her knees with his leg and using one hand
to pull on the ropes binding her elbows. Her body arched into a
bow; there was nothing she could do about it. His other hand took
up the slack in the connecting rope and he pulled some more. When
he could force her no farther, she was arched backwards into a C
shape. He tied off the ropes at her ankles, far from her
fingers.

Then he stood up. With his leg
and hands gone, Stella found that her body stayed in that high
tension arch. She whined very quietly to herself at the strain but
said nothing.

“How long do I have?” she
finally asked when he did not seem to be inclined to add any more
ropes.

“One hour should be enough. If
you are not free by that time, I would say that you probably won’t
be if I gave you all night.”

The thought of remaining in the
excruciating bondage all night send a shiver down her spine. That
would be a real torment.

“Very good,” she said, putting
on a brave face. “I will see you in one hour.”

He said nothing for a minute,
just stood there looking at her nearly naked and tightly bound body
lying on his carpet. Stella looked up at him and noticed a bulge in
his pants. The guy is horny as hell, she thought. At least he can’t
screw me tied like this. But her experiences in bondage had taught
her that access to her vagina was not always necessary to satisfy a
man. If he wanted, he could easily force her to render what is
commonly called a “blow job,” aka oral sex. At least that would not
be too bad. It had happened before to her, and it was not the end
of the world.

If that was all he did to
her.

Even if he untied her legs and
performed intercourse, it would also not be the end of the world.
It was always unpleasant when a man forces himself upon a woman,
but Stella could take that. She had before.

“One other thing,” he told her,
hardly being able to keep his voice from quivering. He went to a
cabinet and took out something. When he knelt down, she could see
that it was a ball gag: a rubber ball with a strap through it. She
opened her mouth without being told to. This, also, she was used
to. If fact, she often used it in her act. The strap was buckled
tightly behind her head. The ball filled her mouth, pressed down
her tongue and the strap cut into the sides of her mouth. It was
unpleasant from the first, but she knew the real problem with a
ball gag was that it would make her jaw ache. Force it wide open,
as this gag did, and the muscles of her jaw would complain about
the strain very quickly. And she knew from experience it would
become quite painful.

Satisfied that he had done a
good job of binding her, he told her, “The gag will keep you from
biting through any ropes.” Which was an impossibility, and they
both knew it. “Would you like me to put you on your stomach?” She
nodded and he rolled her onto her stomach. Her legs and upper body
were lifted off the carpet. Crofton bid her goodbye and left.

Stella immediately began
exploring the bondage. Her fingers had already been testing their
range – and finding it very limited. Now she stressed each part of
the bondage separately, seeking weakness. And finding none.
Everything was as tight as it could be.

Bending her fingers downward,
she tried to catch the ropes in between them. No use. She pulled
and strained but could not move her arms from the position high on
her back.

Her head hung down but did not
touch the floor. She sighed through the gag. This was impossible!
No possible way she could get out of this tie. Not by cunning or
strength or extreme flexibility.

It was time for the secret
weapon.

Knowing that her hands were
growing numb and would be useless long before the hour was up, she
strained her arms not downward, but upward, trying to get her hands
higher up on her back. With the elbows together, her arms did not
want to move, but she managed to coax them a tiny bit higher. It
felt as if her shoulders were going to dislocate from the effort,
but she ignored that. Then she reached for the ropes going from her
wrists over her shoulders. She began working on them.

When Stella finally got the
ropes off her arms and unfolded her body, she lay there for long
minutes, recovering from the strain and getting feeling back in her
hands. The pressure on her wrists and elbows had really impeded the
circulation. Her hands were numb and nearly useless when she
finally parted the first rope. Working the rest off was almost
impossible. Several times she almost gave up. It would have been so
easy to just lie there until he came in. But she would not admit
defeat. Not while she had her secret weapon and some strength left
in her body.

When her hands were fairly
normal, she unbuckled the gag and pulled the wet ball from her
mouth. Her jaw had begun to ache shortly after she was left alone,
but she had ignored that pain as best she could.

It was easy to untie her legs
with her hands free. She gathered all the ropes together and tossed
them into a wastepaper basket by a desk. She put the gag on the
small table.

Then she sat on the sofa,
resting and thinking.

Now that the challenge had been
met and defeated, she could return her thoughts to her mission. She
figured that she had taken around half an hour to free herself.
That left her with another half hour before he returned. She began
by looking in the desk drawers. There was nothing but stationary
supplies. No computer. She scanned the bookshelves, but nothing
seemed out of place. She finally came to the conclusion that he did
his business someplace else.

Could she sneak out and do some
spying? And get back before he came looking for her? Not very
likely. She did not know the layout of the house. There might be
servants around, and she had no idea where Crofton was. It would be
very likely that she would be caught before she could find
anything.

Sitting back down the couch, she
did some quick thinking. There was not much she could do in the
half hour allowed her. She would have to find a way to stay in the
house – for a while, at least.

There was only one way she could
think of to do that.

When Crofton came in, he found
the ropes gone and Stella sitting calmly on the sofa, reading a
book. But she was totally naked!

Placing the book aside, she
stood and walked her sexiest walk towards him.

“Being tied always makes me
horny,” she told him. She put her arms on his shoulders. “Even if I
get out. The struggling gets me all excited,” she purred. “Please
tie my hands behind me and take me to bed.” She handed him the
length of rope she had retrieved from the trashcan.

Grinning, he turned her around
and bound her hands. But this time the wrists were crossed with
rope tied in an X shape around them. He cinched it down and knotted
them firmly. But the binding was not nearly as tight as that from
which she had just escaped. This time it was just right for laying
a women on her back and spreading her legs wide open.

As he led her to a bedroom, she
sighed inwardly and told herself that it was for the good of her
country. The fact that she really did get horny when bound had
nothing to do with it. Well, not much.


Chapter VII

I Spy

 


Crofton proved to be a very
capable lover. He was of good size and knew how to use his tool.
And he proved to be long lasting; not the usual quickie that is the
best most men can do. He drew the lovemaking out for a long time,
with the effect of building up Stella’s level of excitement quite
nicely, thank you.

When she finally reached an
orgasm, he sensed it and allowed himself to do the same. It would
have amused both of them to know that at the same time they were
both thinking the same thing: both were remembering Stella lying on
the floor in that incredibly high tension arch and totally
helpless. He was feeling the incredible sense of power such control
over a beautiful woman gave a man such as he. She was remembering
how deliciously helpless she felt.

It was not an easy thing to make
Stella really feel helpless. She had been bound so many different
ways, and able to escape from most. Making her truly helpless and
really feeling it was an accomplishment.

Of course, she had escaped, but
she cheated. She had her secret weapon.

When the great lovemaking was
done with and they lay side-by-side, panting and feeling good, she
asked him if he would untie her hands. She had to use the
facilities, as she put it. He did and watched as she slinked
towards the bathroom. That woman was more sexy just walking that
most women were lying down and spreading their legs.

When she returned, she smiled at
him and knelt on the bed. She put her hand on his currently limp
penis and said, “Will he be up for an encore?”

“In a while,” was the reply.
Crofton smiled as he said it.

“Good. If you don’t mind I would
like to make a call to my assistant to tell her that I won’t be
back until tomorrow. Assuming that is all right with you?”

“No problem. Make your call.
Before I tie you again.” He was grinning now. So was Stella.

She walked through the house
back to the library to retrieve her purse and clothing. She
returned to the bedroom before using her cell phone to call Tara.
Since she had not been gone more than two minutes, no suspicion was
raised. She did look around carefully, memorizing what she could
see of the floor plan.

“I’ll be staying the night,” she
told Tara as she stood before Crofton’s bed. “Everything is okay.
We had a nice dinner then he put me in some good bondage. I’ll give
you the details when I see you tomorrow.”

She used the code they had
agreed upon. If she talked of the dinner, it meant that everything
was okay. If she did not, then there was something wrong and help
should be sent.

She pressed the button to
disconnect and replaced the phone in her purse. Then she crawled
onto the bed to check if Crofton was ready for another round. He
was showing signs of being well on that road to a full recovery of
his powers. Taking the rope, he bound her hands behind her again.
Then he pulled some more rope out of a dresser and, putting her on
her back on the bed, bound her legs to the bottom posts, widely
spread. Then he was ready to perform again. Binding her really
helped him achieve a good, hard erection. She knew many men who
were like that.

The lovemaking was slower,
longer and in some ways better. But there is nothing like the heat
of the first coupling when two people are horny as hell and hot to
trot, as the saying goes.

Stella asked him to untie her
afterwards, citing the same reason as before: she wanted to clean
herself. He allowed that, but when she came back to bed he again
tied her hands behind her.

“You going to have another go?”
she asked him. “Twice is nice but few men can go a third time in
the same evening.”

“No, not right now. But you’ll
stay tied while we sleep,” he told her.

Stella wanted to be free so she
could try to sneak out of the bed and do some spying after he fell
asleep. She still might be able to, even with her hands bound
behind her. She smiled and slid up next to him. He put his arm
around her shoulders and pulled her breasts against his body.

“You really are quite a woman,”
he told her. “How did you get out of that last hogtie? I would have
thought it was impossible for any woman to escape from.”

“Any normal woman,” she told
him. “I’m not normal.”

“You can say that again! You
sure you won’t tell me how you did it?”

“No.”

“I could bind you again and then
whip your ass until you tell me how you do it,” he said.

Stella felt a large sized twinge
of fear. Would he actually do that? So far they had talked about
and done nothing but bondage. Whipping was another story entirely.
“I don’t think that you would actually do that,” she told him with
as much conviction as she could muster.

He laughed. “You’re right,” he
said. “I won’t.” Then he paused and added with a grin, “This
time.”

Stella let that go. He was
probably just playing mental games with her. Dominant men liked to
mess with a girl’s mind, promising a lot of harsh acts that they
really would never do.

Except in this case, she was not
so sure. This man, if what she had been told was true, was a man
who did terrible things to women. Even worse than a little rape now
and then. He ruined woman’s lives. Stella suppressed a shudder and
the idea of that happening to her.

“Tell you what,” she purred in
his ear to distract him from the current topic, “in the morning,
you can hogtie me and I’ll give you the best blow-job you ever
had.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

Lordy, the things I do for
justice! she told herself.

Stella awoke with morning
sunlight coming through a window. She was alone in the bed, her
hands still tied behind her. It took only a few minutes for her to
work those ropes off. It was not high quality bondage.

All the while, she cursed
herself for falling so solidly asleep. Well, after two nice
orgasms, not to mention a couple hours of exhausting struggles
against the ropes, any girl would be tired.

She used the bathroom, and then
dressed. Off she went, looking for Crofton. It would be very nice
if she found herself alone in the house so she could get on with
the spying. But that was unlikely. She found Crofton in the dining
room. A hearty breakfast was being set out on the table. The bacon
smelled very good, and she was hungry.

“Sleep well?” he asked as she
sat down.

“Like a baby,” was her reply.
“Sex makes me do that. Was that poster of me on the Washington Tour
on your bedroom wall just there to impress me?”

“It has been there for a long
time. I told you, I am your biggest fan. Sometimes I look at you
while I’m going to sleep. Gives me pleasant dreams.”

“I’ll take that as a
compliment,” she said. Then popped a piece of bacon into her
mouth.

“I have some important business
to attend to,” he told her, “so I’ll be leaving soon. I will have
Robbie drive you back to your hotel.”

“Oh. And what about…”

“Ah, yes, that. I guess I can
take the time for a little after breakfast sex. You said something
about a blow-job?”

Stella looked up at the servant
placing fried eggs on the table. He did not seem to notice the
reference to a sex act. “Sure,” she said cheerfully. “I did say
something about that.”

Breakfast was good and she was
hungry.

After breakfast, they went to
the bedroom. He did not ask her to remove her dress, but hogtied
her on the bed in her clothes and high heels. It was a good job,
but nothing like the arched hogtie of the night before.

He was ready as soon as he
opened his fly and let the monster loose. Stella, true to her word,
performed excellently. She teased his penis, licked circles around
the soft head, and sucked gently but firmly. She slid her head back
and forth, sensing when he was approaching a climax and speeding up
as he did. It was, as she had promised, a very good blowjob, as
good as he had even experienced. The fact that it was coming from
the woman he had a fixation on, added to the pleasure.

There came a moment after he had
ordered her to clean off his prick and she obeyed when he paused
and she wondered if that was when the Mr. Nice Guy routine ended.
Would he untie her and let her go? Or would she become his latest
merchandise?

With a sigh, he untied her.

“I’ll be in town for two more
days,” she told him. “Maybe we could do this again.”

“The private show? Or just fun
and games?”

“Maybe both.”

Stella knew that she had failed
on her mission. Being tied almost every minute she was in his house
had prevented her from doing much searching. But maybe she could
get him to invite her back again. And next time he might be more
lax.

“Sorry. I’ll be gone until after
you leave Las Vegas. But maybe you’ll return one day.”

“Maybe,” she said, and then
returned to her breakfast. She was surprised and disappointed that
he was not eager for a return performance. Maybe he was one of
those men who conquer then forget a woman. Even the one they claim
is their idol.

He kissed her, handed her small
briefcase and sat back, smiling while she opened it. Inside were
more hundred dollar bills than she had ever seen in her life. She
could not help but let out a little gasp at the sight. But she
recovered, closed the briefcase as if it were an everyday
occurrence and thanked him. He then led her to the front door where
the uniformed chauffeur was waiting with the Rolls. On the trip
back, she felt herself a failure. She had not learned a thing that
might help the FBI. It would be unpleasant telling them that, but
they would have to live with it. At least she had the pride of
having defeated the best efforts of a pretty good binder. Still,
she was disappointed with herself. Maybe if she had not been so
eager to engage in sex with him…

Back in the hotel room, Tara
immediately rushed up to hug Stella.

“Did he hurt you?” were her
first words.

“Not really. His bondage was
very good, though.” She told Tara exactly how she had been tied.
“The first hogtie was hard but I managed to work a little slack
into the ropes. The second time I had to use the secret
weapon.”

She held up her hand. The nails
were painted a bright red and were of moderate length. But a couple
of them on each had had been modified. Under the nail polish there
were acrylic nails, except those there were made of a thin layer of
titanium, sharpened to a fine edge. It was glued onto her real
nails and quite solidly in place. It was also extremely sharp. Only
a thin coating of nail polish covered that sharp edge, and that
wore away almost immediately. She had practiced often with them and
could slice through any rope easily. It was like hiding a knife on
her person. It made escapes much easier. She had not used it on the
first hogtie because she thought she could work herself free
without it.

She went to the bathroom to use
the solvent on those special nails. She did not go around with them
in place in everyday life. She replaced them with acrylic nails and
repainted them.

As she worked, she and Tara
talked. She explained all that had happened on her visit to
Crofton’s house, even the highly personal acts. She and Tara were
not only friends, but also lovers who shared each other’s bodies
freely.

“I’ve got to call the FBI and
tell Agent Rogers that I failed.” She wiggled out of her dress and
took a shower before she made the call. But putting it off did not
help. Before she was dried off, Rogers called her.

“I was worried about you,” he
began. “Your assistant told me you called and said everything was
all right. But I still worried. You weren’t hurt?”

“No. Some rough bondage,
though,” she told him while standing here, still naked and wet from
the shower. “You were right about him. His has a very strong
bondage fetish. But he was a gentleman and didn’t try
anything.”

“Did he… I mean, did you
two…”

“I went to bed with him,” she
told him without emotion. “It seemed the only way to stay in his
house.” Then she added, with more than a little touch of sarcasm,
“You did say I should get close to him.”

“I don’t know what to say. I had
hoped you would not have to go to that extreme.”

“Don’t worry. I want to send him
to prison – if he is as guilty as you say.” She remembered that he
was a serious man but had stayed within the limits he had
promised.

“Oh, he is. Believe me, he is
guilty as sin.”

“He said he was leaving for a
few days. I tried to get him to invite me back but he didn’t. It
was almost as if he didn’t care anymore. Sorry.”

“Thank you for trying. If you’ll
come into the office, I’ll see about getting you paid.”

She was about to thank him but
tell him to keep the money. She had already been paid a goodly sum
for that little private performance, and taking money from the FBI
when she failed on her assignment made her feel guilty. But then
she remembered how that escape artist business paid really very
little for risking your life, and simply said a sincere thank
you.

She promised that she would
contact him if Crofton contacted her again.

As she hung up, she said to
Tara, “You know, Crofton seemed very indifferent to the idea of my
returning to his house. I wonder why?’

She was soon to learn why.


Chapter VIII

Captured!

 


The last couple of shows in Las
Vegas went smoothly. One pair of handcuffs resisted her assistant’s
efforts, and that delayed her appearance at the top of the tank an
extra twenty seconds. No one, save Tara, noticed. They packed up
the props in the truck and were ready to go. She sent Fred on ahead
to San Francisco, telling him that she and Tara would leave later
that day.

Doing multiple shows a day can
be exhausting to any performer. Stella had decided that she and
Tara could take a little time off and play tourist in Sin City, as
it is sometimes called. The first thing she did was to take that
briefcase Crofton had given her to the nearest branch of the bank
she used. She added to that the check Agent Rogers had given her.
The clerk showed little surprise at the amount of money she was
handed, but processed the deposit professionally. Stella guessed
they were used to large amounts of money in that town.

Then, armed with a handful of
the money she had stashed in her purse, she set out to have
fun.

Las Vegas is a place where you
can have fun. Especially if you like to gamble, drink and/or make a
fool of yourself. The thousands of bright lights, flashing and
luring suckers in, the carnival atmosphere within the casinos, all
tend to make people forget their moral principles and act
differently from the way they do at home. Stella especially liked
to watch the people around her as she and Tara visited the roulette
wheel, the Blackjack table and the even tossed the dice a few
times. Stella lost money slowly, while Tara, for some reason known
only to the gods, was winning consistently.

There were hayseeds from the
mid-west, foreign tourists, would-be Cassonova’s with their shirts
open down the front and heavy gold chains around their necks, and
the serious gamblers in their thousand-dollar custom made suits and
flashing diamond rings. Some even had gorgeous blondes hanging on
their arms, encouraging them to bet larger, and giggling at each
winning hand. With all the crowd, it was not surprising that she
did not notice the two men who gambled haphazardly nearby but were
really watching her.

After a scrumptious lunch at the
most expensive restaurant she and Tara could find, they headed for
their car. They did not notice the men following them.

The mid-afternoon, hot desert
sun beat down on them as they made their way to their auto amid
hundreds of other cars baking in the heat. “Be sure to open the
doors and let the heat out,” Tara reminded. “Gets damned hot in a
closed car here.”

As they stood waiting for the
heat to flow out of their car, they were not paying attention as
another car, a large, black limousine, slowly came down their
aisle. The first hint of something wrong was when the car stopped
next to them and two men jumped out. In a flash, one punched Tara
on the jaw and she went down before she could even cry out. The
other was holding on to Stella’s arm while she tried to kick him.
The second man grabbed her other arm and they forced her into the
limo. The whole scene lasted only ten seconds. The limo drove
slowly out of the parking lot.

A short time later some tourists
found Tara lying on the ground and called the police.

The limo cruised northward on
the Strip until it was leaving Las Vegas. On the outskirts of town
was a large light industry complex with numerous offices and
buildings housing many small businesses. The limo pulled up behind
one of the buildings and a large metal door slid upward to allow
the car inside. Once the limo was in, the door closed again.

Inside, Stella was lying on the
floor. Her wrists had been handcuffed behind her back as she was
overpowered by the large man. Well aware that she was an escape
artist, he kept one foot on her back, holding her to the floor, and
a careful watch on her hands. She did not even try to work out of
the handcuffs. The timing was not right.

Dozens of questions flooded her
mind, but the uppermost was the one that asked if Crofton was
behind this kidnapping. It seemed too much of a coincidence that
she would be kidnapped only two days after a run-in with a
well-known kidnapper of women.

During the ride, the thought
occurred to her that she still had that modified cell phone with
the transmitter directly to the FBI agents. If she could just have
a chance to get at her purse, which, having been slung over her
shoulder, had come along with her.

After the bright sunlight, the
interior of the building was dark and cool. She was hauled out and
made to stand on her feet with one of the goons holding tightly
onto her arm. She considered giving him a swift kick in the balls,
but he seemed to be ready for that. Besides, there was the other
goon. She had no doubt that they were armed. She had felt the
shoulder holster as one of them wrestled her into the car and
forced the cuffs on her.

The one not holding her was
talking on a cell phone. She looked at the man with his meaty paw
on her arm and said, “You can tell your boss that he won’t get away
with this. By the way, how is Tom?”

The man refused to reply. He
stood there as emotionless as a wooden Indian.

“He says to package her for
shipment,” the other said as he slid the cell phone into his
pocket. “And to use the special box he had made.”

The one holding her put his
other hand on the center chain of the handcuffs and pulled her arms
high up behind her. She was forced to lean forward. It made for an
awkward position to try to kick one of them, which was probably why
they did it. The other began by cutting the strap to her purse and
tossing it aside. Then he knelt down and locked another set of
handcuffs on her ankles. Kicking – and running – were now out of
the question.

With rough hands, he began
cutting off her dress none to gently. It did not take long; the
dress was both thin and very short. The bra and panties went next.
Stella fumed inside but said nothing. Words, she knew, would avail
her not. She would observe and await a more opportune time to try
action.

This particular establishment
was in the business of shipping merchandise around the country and
overseas. It was a legitimate business, but owned by Crofton and
used as a front for shipping women out of the country. One does not
simply walk a kidnapped woman onto a plane at the nearest airport.
They are packaged for shipment.

The one holding her arms dropped
them and put his around her chest, grabbing a good amount of breast
in the process. The other wrapped his arms around her legs at the
knees. Together they picked her up and carried her over to a wooden
table used for wrapping packages. She was set down on her stomach
and held in place while one man locked another set of handcuffs on
her elbows. Then, in a move that surprised Stella, he pulled over a
cardboard box and began taking out pairs of handcuffs. These were
all large, very heavy-duty handcuffs. Two more pairs were locked on
her arms above her elbows. Five more were locked around her wrists.
All were clicked down tightly. Three more were added to her
ankles.

She was then turned over onto
her back. Lying on her arms was very uncomfortable because her
weight made them cut into her flesh even more. A couple of them
even clicked another notch tighter. She was aware of how this
position made her breasts stand up proudly. But these henchmen did
not seem interested in those gorgeous attributes. Instead, they
concerned themselves with increasing the number and effectiveness
of the restraints on her body.

While one man lifted her up a
little, the other passed a metal band under her. It was not too
thick and only an inch wide. The ends were brought together just
under her breasts and crimped shut with what looked like a pair of
bolt cutters. One man pulled the band tightly around her while the
other slid the small end of the device under where the two ends
overlapped. He shut the level arms with an effort. When he pulled
off the device, and the other man let go of the band, she found
that the band was still tightly bound around her. There was some
kind of small metal clip that secured the band ends together.

They repeated the process with
another band, this time just above her breasts. Then another around
the narrowest part of her waist. And another one around her hips at
the level of her wrists.

As they began adding those bands
to her legs, she tested those around her body. They were very
tight. Two bands were passed around her legs, one just above and
one just below her knees.

They stood her on her feet. The
silvery metal bands cut into her, especially on her legs, and she
had to be held upright while the other man forced a ball gag into
her mouth. He jerked the strap so tightly that the edges cut
cruelly into the sides of her mouth. Then, not content with a ball
filling her mouth, he wrapped numerous turns of gray duct tape
around and around her head, sealing it from just below her nose to
her chin.

Only then were they satisfied
with her binding. Stella’s eyes grew wide as she saw the small size
of the wooden box one of them slid over next to her. The sides were
of thick wood, the corners and edges reinforced with brass
fittings. She was lifted into it and forced down until she was
sitting with her legs stretched out before her. Her shackled arms
were pressing against one end while her feet were pushed in by the
other end. Her knees were slightly raised because she could not
straighten out her legs totally.

Strong male hands then pushed
down on her back, forcing her to bend forward. They did not stop
until her face was against her legs. The position squashed her
breasts against her thighs and made everything on her arms and
around her body seem to tightened down even more. She squealed as
she felt the thick wooden lid coming down against her back and
arms. It forced her down even more. Darkness descended around her
inside her wooden prison. Only tiny bits of faint light crept in
through small air holes around the base of the crate. She could not
see, but outside the men were screwing down the lid with large wood
screws. She did feel the box tilt as they attached thicker metal
bands around the crate and secured them down just as they had with
those on her body.

When finished, Stella was one
really restrained woman. As she sat in that painfully bent over
position, she knew that she was completely and totally helpless.
She would not be escaping from this confinement. Within the
claustrophobic confines of that box, she tried to remain calm. She
had been in enough similar positions in her acts and the research
work she and Tara did. It was not in her nature to panic under
conditions that would drive most women insane. Still, doubt and
fear lingered. This was not one of her tricks. She had no idea
where she was being shipped to. Some foreign country? Or just to
Crofton’s house? Or to some fate worse than either of those?

She tried not to cry, but after
a couple of hours in that box, tears were creeping down her
face.


Chapter IX

Shipment

 


The journey was not all that
long, only three hours and a bit. But to the girl bound in steel
and locked in that wooden crate, it was an eternity. All her skills
were for nought. This was no Death Water Tank with its trick floor
and gadgets to make escape easy. Nor was it a simple rope tie that
her special skills and abilities might defeat. This was steel
handcuffs for which she did not have the key nor a pick, and that
were much too tight for her to slip a hand out of. This was steel
bands that she could not have taken off even if she had free hands
to work with. Escape artist she might be, but this bondage was
beyond anything she could even make a start on.

In a word, she was helpless.

Had this been done to her by
Tara or by someone else she trusted, and if she knew that she would
be allowed freedom after a reasonable period of time, then she
might have even enjoyed it. Stella was, after all, one of those
women who found helplessness to be exciting. Had it been friendly
hands that put her into this impossible situation, she would have
studied it, tried everything in her power to work free, and when
she failed she would congratulate the person who had put her there.
She would even have enjoyed the incredible feeling of
helplessness.

But it was not a friend who had
done this to her. So she was afraid and suffering in that wooden
prison. She knew that Crofton would be suspected as soon as the
authorities knew of her disappearance. So it was unlikely that he
would take her to his house. That would be too easy. Besides, this
drive was taking far too long if it were only to his house on the
hillside overlooking Las Vegas. So where would Agent Rogers, or
Tara, for that matter, look for her? She did not even know where
she was going.

As she thought of her friend
Tara, she prayed that the young girl was all right. She last she
saw of Tara had been a brief glimpse of the girl lying on the
ground next to their car.

There was little air getting to
her. The box was hot and she was all sweaty. And the ride was
sometimes bumpy, which is how she knew she was being driven
someplace.

Then the truck stopped. Minutes
passed, then it started up again. A few moments later it stopped
again. The faint vibrations of the engine ceased and she knew that
she was at her destination. But where was that? And what fate
awaited her?

She could feel her box being
moved. It was tilted this way then that. It was even dropped once.
The steel bands were cut and the screws were taken out of the lid.
When it was lifted, Stella blinked at the bright light. The air
that flowed over her was refreshingly cool, but she lacked the
strength to straighten her body. Male hands took hold of her and
lifted her out of the box. She was put on her feet but could not
stand and had to be held up. She felt faint.

When she could pay attention to
her surroundings, she was surprised. A small truck was to her left,
but in front of her was a grove of pine trees. All were tall and
densely packed together. A carpet of pine needles covered the
ground.

“I see you could not
escape.”

The voice behind her was the one
she expected. Had she not still been gagged, she would have told
him what she thought of him, and the language would have been very
unladylike.

“Cut the bands then bring her
into the den. Oh, and take that gag out of her mouth. There is no
one around to hear her if she wants to scream.”

Stella knew that the last
comment was directed at her, in effect telling her not to bother to
try screaming or yelling for help. A large pair of shears appeared
in her vision, and then she felt it slide under the top band. It
made a twanging noise when cut, and jumped away from her body. The
other bands were cut off, leaving a pile of steel ribbons lying on
the ground.

Hands picked her up and carried
her into the house that she had not seen at first. It was of
moderate size, only one story, and looked fairly new. Just inside
the door she was set down on a sofa. One of the men who had
kidnapped her took off the tape, being surprisingly gentle and
careful not to pull her hair too much. With the tape gone, he
unbuckled the gag and pulled it from her mouth.

Stella worked her jaw and was
grateful that it had been taken out. Her jaw had been aching
something terrible during the trip. Why did men always use balls
that were too big for her mouth? Could they not use a smaller ball
that would still be effective but hurt a lot less?

Crofton was sitting across from
her, watching as she was given back the ability to talk. He smiled
at her. She glared back.

“Go ahead. Call me a bastard and
tell me that I’ll never get away with this and will go to prison.
Go ahead.”

Stella said nothing. Her first
impulse had been to do exactly that, but he stole her thunder.
Instead she simply asked, “Why?”

“Why not!” He laughed. “You are
something I want. I knew it long before I invited you to my house.
And I certainly knew it after I had bound you with ropes and made
you helpless. And what I want, I go after and get.”

“You are a bastard.”

“Probably. I never knew my
parents. But I did not bring you here to discuss my parentage. You
are now my possession. I have you and will keep you. You might even
say that I own you.”

“You do not,” she said
coldly.

“Oh, yes I do. Look at yourself.
You are naked and shackled beyond even your skills to escape. And I
promise you that I will never, repeat never, make the mistake of
putting you in restraints that you might free yourself from.”

He picked up a pipe from the
coffee table and packed it with tobacco from a pouch. He took his
time in lighting it. When it was lit to his satisfaction, he stood
and walked over to stand before the shackled girl.

“I had a camera in the library
recording you every second you were in there,” he told her. “I saw
both of your escapes. The first one I would have thought impossible
until I saw how you worked at the ropes. You are very, very good.
The second one I knew was impossible for anyone to escape from. I
was very surprised when I came in and you were free.”

He paused to light the pipe
again. “It was not until I studied the recording that I began to
see how you did it. At first I was baffled. The ropes just seemed
to magically part when you touched them. Then I examined the ropes
you had tossed into the wastepaper basket. They had been cut. Then
I went back to the recordings and studied them in slow motion and
magnified. You had some kind of blade in your fingernails, didn’t
you?”

He smiled as explained her
secret to her. “Which is why, my dear, you were not bound with
ropes to be brought here. A blade hidden in a fingernail can do
nothing against the solid steel of handcuffs. Or those bands. I was
sure that you would still be bound when you arrived. And I was
right!”

“So what are you going to do
now?” she asked, trying not to show any fear.

“I intend to keep you as a pet.
You are a very good fuck. About the best I ever had. That body… And
the way you move… How tight you are… You are all a man could ever
want. All I could want. I shall find much pleasure in keeping you
as a prisoner.”

“For how long?” She was hoping
he might have only a short time in mind.

“How long? As long as you are
still sexy. As long as you are still fun to tightly bind and
torment. Have you ever been whipped?”

The last question took her off
guard. Suddenly he was introducing a new element – sadism. He would
not be content with just keeping her a prisoner and screwing her
when he felt like it. He was going to hurt her. She knew it deep
inside. She had known many men and knew those who liked to hurt a
woman. As with keeping them tied up, it created an almost
overpowering sense of power. To not only control a woman, but also
to inflict pain was a powerful aphrodisiac.

She also knew much more about
the psychology of the whole domination/submission scene. She was
not all that much into it but had many experiences with people who
took it to heart. Bondage was just one tool of those people, not a
wonderful end in itself the way Stella felt about it. So she asked
him, “Do I call you ‘Master’? And you call me ‘slave’?”

He tilted his head back and
laughed. “Oh, you are a good one! Yes, call me Master if you want.
Or don’t. I don’t care. I am your Master, your owner. Simple words
spoken or not spoken will not change that. It is ropes and chains
and handcuffs and locks that make me the Master over you. Think of
yourself as a ‘slave’; it may help you come to accept your new
life. Or don’t. Fight me all you can, that is okay with me. In
fact, I would rather you did. Makes owning and training you all the
more of a challenge and much more satisfying in the end.”

Stella bowed her head, not in
submission but in defeat. She was losing this word game, just as
she had lost her freedom. She would fight him; they both knew that.
She vowed to herself never to give in to the man. He might have her
body and would use or abuse it as he wished, but he would never
have her mind.

Still, she knew something about
this kind of man. He would sexually use her, and would cause her
pain at times. He might call it ‘punishment’ for some imagined
misdeed or for no reason. But he would do it. There was nothing she
could do about that. But… And this was a big ‘but’: she need not
antagonize him. Do not give him reason to inflict more pain than he
would otherwise. Be meek and submissive. Survive and keep your eyes
open for a chance to strike out and run.

Good advice. She hoped she could
adhere to it.

Strangely, as she sat there,
heavily shackled, she found the sweet smell of his pipe tobacco
pleasing. It reminded her of some boys back in college who thought
it made them look more academic if they smoked a pipe.

“My men will now take you to
your room,” he continued. “I had it fixed up just like a prison
cell. I’m sure you will like it. It is escape-proof. Which is good,
because it is not really practical to keep you chained up like this
every minute of the day, now is it?”

She said nothing. A few moments
later the two henchmen picked her up and carried off to a life of
imprisonment.


Chapter X

Kitten with a Whip

 


“Please get... Rogers, yes,
that’s his name. FBI agent Rogers.”

Tara was lying on a gurney at
the emergency center of a Las Vegas hospital. A uniformed police
officer, note pad in hand, was there to take her statement about
the mugging.

“Now, lady, please just tell me
what happened.”

“I’ll tell you, but I have to
talk to Agent Rogers.”

The young redhead with the
bruise on her jaw looked so insistent that the officer had no
choice but to promise he would call the local FBI office. As soon
as she gave him a statement, that was, so he could get on his way.
She told him what happened.

“You mean your friend was
kidnapped!?” This was not the usual mugging he had taken so many
statements on. He whistled. This was bigger than he was prepared to
handle. “I’ll have to call my supervisor on this,” he told her.

“Just hurry. Heaven only knows
what is happening to Stella.”

When the officer was leaving,
she called out to him not forget calling the FBI. He said nothing,
planning to dump the whole affair in the lap of his sergeant and
get back to helping tourists who were stupid enough to lose their
wallets to pickpockets and muggers. If the sergeant wanted to call
the FBI, let him do it.

Tara settled back on the gurney.
She had a headache, but she was pretty sure she had no concussion.
She would have to wait for a doctor to tell her that, but then she
was going to start looking for Stella. She had not told the police
officer that she was sure it was that Crofton guy who did this. The
pounding in her head increased as she thought about what Crofton
might do to Stella. Then she hollered at a nurse to get the damned
doctor.

 


* * * * *

 


Her jail cell, as Crofton had
called it, was really a bedroom of that house. The single window
had been covered with a thick wire mesh and then painted black so
that no light shone through. The wires were rather thick and had
very little space between them. Stella doubted that she could have
removed it, or even have poked through it to break the glass. It
would take a thin, hard rod or something to do that, and it seemed
unlikely there would be anything like that in her cell.

There was a bed, a single
mattress lying on the floor, no bed frame of any kind. There were
several large metal rings secured to the walls at different
heights, giving the room a dungeon like appearance. A door to her
left was open and led to a bathroom. She could see that the small
window above the tub was also covered with that wire mesh and
blacked out. A couple more of those rings adorned the walls in
there. Another door on her right was closed. She guessed it was a
closet. Not that she had any clothes to hang up in there. That was
all. The floor was bare concrete and the walls painted a dull
blue.

All this she noted while
standing just inside the door and leaning against a wall. The men
had set her there. One stood next to her, eyeing her fine body. It
was the first time that any of those henchmen had shown anything
close to normal male interest in a very sexy and very naked
woman.

He did not, however, seem
inclined to touch her more than necessary. Stella was pretty sure
that Crofton had given orders that this woman was off limits to the
hired help.

The other man returned, carrying
a chain of heavy links. He wrapped one end of the chain around her
neck and padlocked it on. The fit was snug enough to make removal
impossible, but not tight enough to restrict breathing. The other
end was carried over to a ring set into the floor next to the
mattress. It was locked there with another padlock.

The men then removed the
handcuffs from her, a process that took a while because there were
so many of them. When the last pair came off her elbows, Stella
groaned as she brought her arms around in front. Her shoulders hurt
from the hours confined in that box.

She was not given time to enjoy
this relative freedom. Her wrists were immediately locked together
with the same pair of handcuffs. Then a second pair was added. And
a third. They were not taking any chances with this woman.

Then they left, closing the door
behind them. She heard locks clicking shut on the other side. She
had noted that the usual hollow-core wooden bedroom door had been
replaced with a steel door set into a steel frame.

After the heavy weight of all
those handcuffs, this was rather mild. Only three pairs. The chain
locked around her neck, however, was heavy. The links were thick
enough to hold an elephant, she was sure. Overkill again. She had
to admit that Crofton was thorough.

She clinked her way over to the
bathroom, not just to use the facilities but to explore her prison.
In there were the usual items, a tub with plastic shower curtain, a
toilet, and a counter with a sink. She noted that the usual mirror
over the sink had been removed, as had the medicine cabinet. No
glass anywhere. Maybe Crofton thought she might break the mirror
and use it to cut her wrists – not that Stella was the kind of
woman to ever consider such rash action.

The sink drawers were totally
empty. Sitting on the counter was a single item: a plastic brush.
The water turned on. Thank heaven for small favors, she thought as
she splashed water on her face. Then she used the brush on her long
hair, which had suffered from the confinement. It was not easy to
brush with hands weighted down by the cuffs, but she was used to
doing things while handcuffed.

Her neck chain, she noted, was
just long enough to allow her into the shower.

Finished with her exploration of
that room, she went to the other door in her cell. It was also a
metal door replacing the usual wooden one. This had three hasps on
it with large padlocks in them. The padlocks were not closed,
however, and she was able to remove them and open the door. Inside
she found a small, thick steel-barred cage sitting on the floor.
The walls were covered with iron sheets and had a dozen rings set
into them at different heights. That was all.

She examined the cage carefully.
It was custom made, she was sure. The bars were an inch thick and
very solidly welded into the channel iron frame. The lid was
heavily hinged and had two hasps for padlocking shut. It was not
the kind of cage she had used in her act upon occasion. Hers were
rigged so she could easily escape; bars could be twisted out, the
pins on the lid hinges could easily be removed to allow exit with
the lid still locked. This one was quite solid. Any woman locked
inside would stay there until doomsday.

And the cage was only large
enough to fit her inside if she were doubled up into a ball. It was
that small.

She closed the door and replaced
the padlocks. That former clothes closet was really a torture
device. And any time spent locked in that cage would be painful, to
say the least.

Stella turned her attention to
the mattress. It was new and clean, and she thanked heaven for
that. She stretched herself out on it. For the first time since her
kidnapping, she was relatively comfortable, although the chain
around her neck was far from being easy to wear and she wished they
had left her a pillow. She was wondering if she should try to get a
nap when she heard the locks on the main door clicking.

One of the henchmen was holding
the door open. Through it came a woman. She was young, not much
over nineteen or twenty at the most, slender and dressed all in
black. It was, Stella noted, a black leather catsuit, a one piece
garment that covered her from ankle to neck, laced on and was
damned near skin-tight. It showed that this young woman had a fine
figure with large, but not overly large, breasts. The narrow waist
flared out to full hips. She wore her auburn hair in a ponytail.
Her eyes were hazel. But it was her mouth that told the most about
her. It was set into a thin line of disapproval and cruelty.

“So you are that famous escape
artist,” she said in a youthful, rather mellow voice with overtones
of sarcasm. “Not escaping now, are you?”

Stella did not answer the
question – no answer was necessary.

Then she noticed a short whip
coiled and hanging from a loop on the waist of that catsuit. It was
not hard to figure this woman’s sexual tendencies. They would be
painful and severe. Stella knew from experienced that a woman can
often be crueler than any man.

“Sit up.” The order was softly
spoken but had an iron edge to it.

Stella lifted herself up to a
sitting position. The young woman walked over, her high-heeled
boots clicking loudly on the cement floor. “Hold out your hands.”
Stella did. The woman examined the red painted fingernails. Then
she took a clipper from a pocket and cut each of them short as
possible. “No hidden blades now,” she said, despite that fact that
Stella had not worn her “secret weapon” that day.

The girl stood and ordered
Stella to do the same. “Tom says that I am not to harm you. But a
little pain isn’t really harming you, is it? Turn your back and
bend over.”

Stella knew what was coming
next. But what could she do? She obeyed.

The pain, when it came, was not
as terrible as it could have been. Only a few times had Stella felt
the touch of a whip, but enough so she knew that a good whip,
properly applied, can be the source of incredible pain. Still, this
one hurt, and she cried out and fell forward onto the mattress.

“Get back up!” the girl ordered,
raising her voice for the first time. “Bitch, I said get up!”

Stella rose and stood facing the
girl with the whip in her hand. “Turn around!”

Stella did, feeling the burning
streak across her ass and knowing there would be another soon. But
how many in all?

The second blow was a little
harder than the first. “Ohh…” Stella cried but kept her feet and
bent over position.

The total count reached five,
each a sharp burn on her bare skin. Then Stella heard the
click-clack of heels on the concrete floor, followed by the
slamming of the door.

She lowered herself to the
mattress, careful not to sit on the abused bottom. She could not
reach her beaten flesh because of the handcuffs, but she did manage
to reach down between her legs and feel some of the lower impact
sites. There was a slightly swollen ridge of flesh that was still
burning and sensitive to the touch. Stella knew, again from
personal experience, that this was a mild whipping. There would be
red streaks on her ass, but probably not much bruising. The whip
had been thin, designed to inflict a sting rather than a heavy
bruise. The marks would fade quickly – quickly meaning in a day or
so.

Who the hell was that woman
barely out of her teens? She had known about the secret blades in
her fingernails, so Crofton must have told her. And also told her
to ensure that they were not there now. Even her normal fingernails
would be of no use against ropes now. They were too short.

Stella curled up into a ball on
her side on the mattress and wondered just how bad this new life
was going to be.


Chapter XI

Torture Chamber

 


“The receptionist said you were
quite insistent about seeing me,” said Agent Rogers to the
distraught young woman before him.

“Damn right I am. You tricked
Stella into going to that criminal Crofton’s place. Now look what
happened!” Tara was angry, no doubt about that. Her eyes flashed
with the strong emotions of her Irish heritage.

“Whoa! Slow down and tell me
what happened,” he countered.

Tara did. And threw in her
displeasure at the local police who did not contact the FBI as
promised, the whole FBI for dreaming up such a stupid plan that
endangered Stella’s life, and a few choice comments about the
ancestry of that bastard Crofton.

Rogers looked very disheartened
at the news. “I never thought he would go to that extreme,” was his
first comment. “I’ll contact my superiors and we’ll get permission
to enlarge the task force. Williamson and myself aren’t enough. Of
course, the first thing will be to get a court order to search his
house up in the hills. God only knows what I’ll tell a local judge
to get it. He won’t be happy with us for using a civilian so.”

“I’m not too happy, either!”

“Don’t worry, we’ll find her. My
guess is that he wants her for himself. In which case, he won’t
kill her. Nor will he sell her like one of the woman he
kidnaps.”

Tara could see the anger
building up in this man. If Crofton had been in the room with them,
the two of them would have torn him to pieces. Then taken turns
stomping on the pieces.

Rogers told Tara to go back to
the hotel and wait. He admonished her not to “try anything stupid.”
They would do the job and Stella would be rescued. Tara did not
look too convinced, but she left. She was not even to the car when
she was making plans.

 


* * * * *

 


Stella guessed it was nearing
dinner time based on the beginning of hunger pains. She had been
left alone for the rest of the afternoon, and used the time to
explore some more. She could find nothing that she might use as a
pick on the handcuffs or padlocks. A paperclip would have been
nice, but the room was bare of useful items. She tested the
strength of the rings, chain and locks, finding all to be of
industrial strength and far beyond her powers to do a thing
about.

She wondered what dinner would
consist of. Probably not up to the standard of the food served in
his house a few nights before. Maybe bread and water. It would fit
right in.

The door opened and one of the
men came in, carrying a tray. The food on it smelled good and
Stella found herself hungrier than she had thought. He set the tray
down and left without a word.

There was pork chops, mash
potatoes with gravy, green beans, a roll and a glass of water. Not
the haute cuisine of the previous meal from Crofton, but
still not nearly as bad as she had expected. As she dug in, she
realized that he did not want to injure her, nor starve her. He
wanted her in prime condition so he could use her. And probably
torture her some.

She did note, however, that the
glass was plastic, there were no eating utensils of any kind and
the plate was of stiff paper. Nothing she could possibly use as a
weapon or to hurt herself. She ignored that part and finished off
every bit. Then she went into the bathroom to wash her hands,
having eaten with her fingers. She left the glass on the sink for
future use.

The tray was removed by a silent
henchman. A couple hours later she was summoned to her Master’s
presence.

She was taken down stairs to a
basement. The room resembled a torture chamber, a fact that did not
surprise her much. Men such as Crofton had very active fantasy
imaginations. Crofton was there, inspecting a very functional
looking rack. There was also a pillory, stocks, a small cage much
like the one she found in her closet, and a few other devices she
was not sure about, but knew they were designed to hold a woman for
abuse, or cause the abuse itself – such as that rack.

There was cold knot of fear in
her stomach at the sight of all those torture devices. This man was
not only a criminal; he was a depraved sadist.

“Like my little torture
chamber?” he asked cheerfully. “I had it made up especially for
you.”

Most of what she could see did
not look new. In fact, some of it looked much used. Stains on the
wooden bed of the rack told as much. But she did not contradict his
statement.

“You’ll get to try all these,
sooner or later. But let me show you something else a little
different.” He led her to a door and opened it. Inside was a small
room. It was the classic “padded cell” of mental institution fame.
The floor and walls were covered with white cloth over thick
padding. A person locked in there could try to bash her head
against the wall but do no damage to herself.

“This room is an escape artist
room. I will, from time to time, tie you with ropes in there and
leave you to see if you can escape. You will note there are a
couple of video cameras in the ceiling. I can monitor your actions
and record them for later enjoyment.”

He seemed rather proud of his
special room. That part of the basement, did, indeed, look totally
new. She was pretty sure he had really added it just for her. She
also noted that there was a single bright overhead light and no
rings or other anchor points. Being restrained in there would mean
ropes on her body and nothing else to aid her helplessness.

“I’m sure you will spend many
hours in there, enjoying very tight ropes,” he continued happily.
“But not tonight. For tonight I have something special in mind for
you. Take her up to my bedroom.”

The naked woman was marched up
the stairs and into a very large, well appointed bedroom. The bed
was quite large and covered with expensive looking fur. Around that
large bed were four large posts, connected across their tops and
looking quite solid. As she stood with hands locked in front of
her, she wondered if he would change her restraints or just screw
her as she was. He’ll probably take the cuffs off and bind me with
rope, she reasoned. That is sexual style of a man like this.
Besides, those handcuffs could be used as a weapon to hit him with.
If she were desperate enough try that. If sex was all that was on
his mind, she would submit without a fight. It was not as if she
had not had sex with this man before.

As Crofton entered the room, she
noted that the two henchmen were standing on either side of her.
One had nothing in his hands but a small key she figured fitted the
handcuff. But the other held a baseball bat!

Stella was confused. A heavy
wooden bat was not the usual instrument of choice for a sadist.
They usually went in for whips and riding crops and such, all items
designed to inflict pain but not do serious damage. The blows from
a baseball bat could easily break bones and do major internal
damage. She reasoned that he was there only as a psychological
threat. Or so she hoped.

“Remove the handcuffs,” Crofton
ordered, and was obeyed. He approached her with a length of rope in
his hands, that soft nylon rope so much like clothesline. Roughly
her turned her around and pulled her arms behind her back. The
ropes went on quite tightly, cording the elbows together and then
the wrists. Nothing new here. But then he guided her over to the
center of the room, a few feet from the end of the bed. There he
smiled and pushed the button on a small remote control in his
hand.

A humming noise made Stella look
up. Descending from a small hole in the ceiling was a metal ring at
the end of a wire cable. He stopped it when that ring was at the
level of her breasts.

Taking some more rope, he looped
it around the narrowest part of her waist. A dozen turns of the
rope, each wrapped very tightly by his male strength. The ropes
crushed her arms tight against her back. Then he added another rope
from her wrists down between her legs and up to the waist rope in
front where it passed over that rope and back down between her
legs. Carefully, he positioned the two strands of rope on either
side of her vagina, not directly over it as a crotch rope was
usually positioned. He was aided in this by the fact that Stella
had a shaved pubic area. The skimpy customs she wore for her act
ready did not look good with her pubic hair showing. He pulled on
that rope and she felt it dig into the soft flesh down there. It
also had the effect of squeezing her until it felt as if it were
protruding from her body. He passed the end of the rope up to her
elbow bondage and tied it off.

Another short piece of rope was
then used to bind her elbows to the ring at the end of the cable.
With a sinking feeling, she realized what he was going to do. It
was not really torture, but it would be damned uncomfortable.

He pushed the button and the
cable began taking up. She felt the pull on her elbows and rose to
her tiptoes. But it continued, and soon she was hanging by her
elbows, toes a good foot off the carpet.

“You guys can leave now,” he
told his helpers. “I’ll call you went it is time to take her
back.”

Once alone with his captive, he
added an additional touch to the bondage, one that confirmed
Stella’s suspicions. He tied a rope to each ankle and pulled her
legs wide apart, held that way by tying the rope to rings in the
wall.

This was a stressful position
for the poor escape artist. All her weight was taken by the rope on
her elbows. She could feel the rope round them tighten down, and
already the slight numbness coming to her hands from reduced
circulation. She hoped that she would not have to hang like this
for very long.

Crofton had been very careful in
positioning Stella at just the right height. He undressed slowly,
as if putting on a show for the hanging woman. Stella did not
appreciate it and wished only that he would get on with it so she
could get let down.

But he was in no hurry. When he
divested himself of the last garment, she could see that he was
already erect and ready. But he did not use that weapon yet.
Instead he stroked her flanks, teased her nipples, and kneaded her
ass. He kissed her nipples then sucked on them while his fingers
were parting the labia and stroking her clit. She gasped as he
touched her there. It was surprising to her how ready her body was
for this attention. Her nipples were taut before he began to tease
them. There was a heat between her legs as his hands began stroking
her body. By the time his finger worked its way into her vagina, it
found the tunnel moist and warm, ready for something larger to be
inserted.

When he shoved himself inside
her, Stella gasped in delight. It felt so damned good! She had
intended to remain passive during the sex act, but that intention
flew out the window, so to speak, as soon as he began to excite her
body.

As had been mentioned before,
Stella was one of those special women who find helplessness
exciting. The very tight ropes on her body, the forced spread of
her legs, and the fact that she was hanging in midair, all
contrived to turn her on. Soon she was moaning loudly as he pumped
away inside her. Someone standing behind her would have seen her
fingers spread then close into fists. They would also see the way
she clenched her ass each time he pumped into her.

He tried to make it last but,
being only a man, he could not hold off the inevitable for long.
With a loud grunt, he shoved extra hard into her, straightening his
legs for extra force. Stella cried out and tilted her head back,
eyes closed and her body on fire. Then there were skyrockets
exploding in her brain and rational thought was drowned in pure
ecstasy.

When she finally came back down
from that high, she was still hanging there with all the stress and
pains that caused. But she did not mind. Crofton was sitting on the
bed, his rod now limp but a satisfied smile on his face.

“That,” Stella said in a
whisper, “was the best fuck I’ve ever had.”

“Yeah, I know,” was all he said,
obviously taking full credit for the excellent performance.


Chapter XII

Try to Escape

 


“Nothing!”

Rogers slammed down the papers
on his desk. “Not a damned thing. I go through hell to get a judge
to order a search warrant and then there is nothing in his house.
Not even him.”

Williamson said nothing. He had
been along on the search and knew that Rogers was only venting his
anger. The senior agent was taking the blame for the kidnapping of
Stella, and rightly so. He was the one who had talked her into the
whole stupid plan. If he had not, she would have turned down
Crofton’s offer for a private performance just as she usually did,
and that would be the end of it. Instead she was a captive of a man
who might do anything to her.

“He’s got her someplace else,”
Williamson said calmly. “What other properties does he own?”

“Many. He has two houses we know
of, the one here and one in Hawaii. He has businesses all over the
United States. Most are legitimate but some I’m sure are covers for
his illegal operations. There are dozens of place he could hide
her. And he doesn’t have to do it in a place owned by himself. We
can’t possibly search them all.”

“Then we do the Roberson trick,”
said Williamson.

Rogers’ head snapped up.
Roberson was a former agent who became famous for what they called
“leaning” on a suspect. His techniques were not always lawful. He
was eventually fired from the FBI but only after a few seemingly
impossible convictions were obtained.

For a long minute he said
nothing, then: “All right. Who do we pick to lean on? We don’t know
where Crofton is right now.”

“But we know where his household
staff is.”

 


* * * * *

 


Stella was awoken by the door of
her cell opening. The tray of breakfast smelled very good and she
actually smiled at the thought of enjoying the food. Part of her
mellowness was undoubtedly due to her being a sexually satisfied
woman. The first screwing while she hung in Crofton’s bedroom had
been mind-blowing. The second one was also pretty damned good.
Might have been first rate had she not been hurting so much from
hanging by her elbows for over an hour and a half.

After a satisfying breakfast,
she took a shower. It was no problem for her to do with hands
shackled in front of her by three pairs of handcuffs. She was used
to doing things while shackled. The only part she could not reach
was her back, but otherwise she was clean. She even washed her hair
and brushed it out to let it air dry.

What would this day bring? she
wondered. More sex? That might not be so bad. She had hurt last
night but the pleasure overrode that hurt and the total experience
was one she would not mind repeating.

Torture? Maybe. She had no
illusions that Crofton did not wish her pain. Inflicting pain at
his hand was just part of the whole Master/slave mindset.

Boredom? Maybe he would do
nothing to her this day, and she would suffer all day from boredom.
Maybe she could ask for some books to read. That was a reasonable
request from a prisoner.

It was a combination of pain and
boredom when it came. She was taken from her cell in midmorning and
marched down to the basement torture chamber. Crofton was waiting
there with a half dozen coils of rope and a smile on his face.

“Hope you slept well,” he bid
her, “I certainly did.”

“It was okay.”

“Oh… You mean your sleep or the
sex before that?”

“The sleep. A woman does not
like having her body used without permission. There is a word for
that.”

“You seemed to enjoy it at the
time,” he told her, grinning at her objection to what had been good
for both of them.

“Today I’m going to test your
escape artist abilities. You’ll get to try out that special room I
set up for you.”

Stella was glad that it was not
to be a torture day but said nothing.

“I’m going to tie you up and
leave you in there,” he said as he picked up one coil of rope. “You
will have four hours to escape. At the end of that time, I will
check on you. If you have escaped totally from the ropes, you will
be rewarded by dining with me. If you have not, then you will be
punished.”

Here it comes, she thought.

“I’m not sure what punishment it
will be yet, but maybe I’ll whip your breasts. I’m sure that will
encourage your efforts, no?”

Stella felt a little sick. The
very idea of being whipped on her breasts was horrible for any
woman.

“So, shall we begin?”

Stella held out her shackled
wrists but said nothing.

Crofton bound her with ropes and
left her sitting on the floor of the padded room. It was not a
comfortable position at the start, but she knew it would get a lot
worse as the hours dragged on.

First he had crossed her wrists
behind her back and tied them quite firmly. There was the cinch
ropes running across the other ropes and five knots at different
points in the wrapping. At the end, he left ten feet of rope
hanging down. He made her sit down on the padding and bound her
ankles crossed. He left some rope hanging out after tying the
knots. A ball gag, probably the same one she had worn when shipped,
was put in her mouth and tightly strapped in place. A leather
collar about four inches wide was buckled around her neck. There
was an attached ring in the front.

Only then came the really fun
part. With a hand on the back of her neck, he forced her to bend
down until her chin was nearly touching her bound ankles. The
leftover rope from her ankles was then passed through the ring on
her collar and back down around the ankle bondage. When he pulled
on that, her head was forced down until the chin was actually
touching her ankles. That arched her back and turned her into a
flat package. He tied off that rope. Then he passed the leftover
rope from her wrists down and under her ass, then up to the collar
ring and back. When he tightened that rope, her hands were pulled
down so she could not possibly lift them. He knotted the rope well
away from fingers.

He checked all the ropes over
carefully. Satisfied that it was a good bondage job, he lifted her
until she was resting on her bottom only. Then he lowered her onto
her bound arms. Her legs were widely spread by that position, and
her sex very much on display. He noted the way this bent over
position squashed her breasts against her thighs but also made them
protrude between her legs. He smiled.

“Do you wish to be left like
this?” he asked. “On your back? Or would you prefer I leave you in
the sitting position?”

Stella did not have to think
very hard on that question. Lying on her back put more strain on
her whole body as it tried to unfold. She grunted and nodded her
head, indicating that she did not want to stay like that.

He rotated her back into the
sitting position.

“Have fun!” he bade her most
cheerfully. Then the door closed. Stella could see out of the
corner of her eye that the inside of the door was also padded. The
light had been left on, undoubtedly so that his cameras could
record all that she was doing.

Which would not be much, she
decided. This was a very good bondage position. She had been tied
like that only once before and found it very challenging. As usual,
the hands were the key. Before she had been able to work some slack
into the cinch ropes on her wrists and that began the escape. But
this time those cinch ropes were kept taut by the pull of the rope
tied to her neck collar. She explored with her fingers but found
not a knot within range.

She tried pulling on the whole
tie, hoping to create some slack when she relaxed. But the ropes
were too tight for that. She tried to force the ball gag out of her
mouth, but that damned strap was so tight. She knew that before too
long her jaw muscles would be aching terribly, but it would be a
contest between them and the muscles in her back. That bent over
position put a lot of stress on her back. Already she was hurting
there.

It took only fifteen minutes for
her to exhaust all the possibilities for escape that she knew. Then
she did the only thing she could do: she relaxed as much as she
could and waited.

To help keep her mind off the
slowly increasing pain, she thought about what Tara might be doing.
She hoped that her friend was not taking this too hard. She also
hoped that she had not been injured in that attack in the parking
lot. Then she thought about Agent Rogers. He was a nice guy just
trying to do a tough job. She was sure that he would be looking for
her. But not even she knew where she was, so how could he?

Then she passed the time
dreaming up tortures she might do to Crofton if their positions
were reversed. After a while, she realized that the tortures she
was making up in her mind were not the cut-off-his-balls and
skin-him-alive type. They were more sexual in nature. Like tying
him down and teasing him until he had an erection, then whipping
the hell out of it until it shrank down to nothing. Or seeing if he
liked having a dildo strapped to her hips shoved up his ass.

It made her ponder how she felt
about her captor. So far he had not seriously injured her. Hurt
her, hell yes, but nothing compared to what he might have done. It
puzzled her that she could not generate more hatred towards him.
And bothered her.

At exactly the four hour mark of
her suffering, the door was opened and Crofton himself stood there
looking down at a woman still bound as she had been left. He
smiled, even though she could not see it. “Punishment time,” he
told her. “You failed!”

Punishment was in two parts.
First he rolled her on her back. Then he used a powerful vibrator
to stimulate her sex. Being a helplessness freak as she was, her
body had already been a battleground between the pain and the
sexual arousal of the bondage. It did not take much before that
vibrator had her moaning behind her gag. When he tested her vagina
with a finger, he found it well lubricated and certainly ready for
a male cock.

He pulled down his fly and knelt
with his knees up against her ass. Then he guided his stiffness
into that gaping hole. It slid in easily and deeply. Stella cried
out around the gag. Her whole body trembled with pleasure as she
felt that intruder plunge deeply into her. Gawd, but that felt
good!

He took his time. And,
fortunately for her, he was a man who could control his body to
make it a long, drawn out procedure. Stella was moaning
delightfully within a minute and making useless effort to thrust
her hips up at him. Placing his stiff arms on the padded floor to
either side of her head, he leaned forward, an excellent position
from which to pump away. And pump away he did.

Stella’s body responded nicely
and her mind went along for the ride. She allowed the pleasure to
flow over her. She hit one massive orgasm and screamed into the gag
from the unbearable ecstasy. She shivered all over, shaking
violently but not moving hardly at all because of the tight ropes
holding her into a package. Before she could catch her breath, she
felt another orgasm overtaking her. She gave out with a long cry as
the new waves of ecstasy flowed over her.

She was one of those lucky women
prone to multiple orgasms, but that day she exceeded all prior
performances. She lost count the number of highs as all the
universe became a blur of pleasure.

As she came back down to earth,
she was aware that someone was rubbing her sex hard with a coarse
rag. She was still lying on her back and tied when she opened her
eyes. There was that young woman kneeling beside her, wiping her
none too gently with a rag.

“You certainly are a mess,” she
told Stella. “I don’t know how much of this is Dad’s and how much
is yours, but you certainly have been secreting, bitch. You need a
shower.”

Stella agreed but said nothing
because the gag was still in her mouth.

The young woman stood, tossed
the rag aside, and then left the room. She gave some orders and the
two men came in, picked up the still bound Stella and carried her
out of the padded cell. She was taken to her upstairs cell and, at
the girl’s orders, set down in the tub on her back, sexual parts
wide open. The girl then turned the shower and allowed the cold
water to pound down on poor Stella’s whole body.

It was good to be getting
cleaned but most uncomfortable to have it done with cold water
while she was tightly bound. The girl let the water run for several
minutes until Stella was shivering. Then she turned it off and left
the bathroom.

“Untie her, chain her and then
leave her,” she ordered the men.

Stella moaned loudly when the
ropes came off.


Chapter XIII

Punishment

 


Williamson sat down at the bar
next to Rogers. “You have it?” Rogers asked.

The other agent put a piece of
paper on the bar surface and slid it over with one finger.

“You don’t have to come,” Rogers
said, pocketing the paper without looking at it.

“I may not be anywhere near as
experienced an agent as you are,” Williamson said, “But I’ve been
your partner for a year now and I know you have a very strong sense
of what is right and what is wrong. And I’m not talking about the
law. I’ll go with you because it is right that we save that girl.
And nail Crofton’s ass to the door.”

They left the bar and drove off
into the heat of a summer night in Las Vegas.

 


* * * * *

 


Crofton showed up shortly after
they brought Stella a plain dinner. She had just sat back down on
her mattress from washing her hands when he came in.

“Time for your punishment,” he
told her. “You surely didn’t think that screwing I gave you was the
punishment you deserved, do you?”

“Of course not,” she admitted
with not a small amount of sarcasm in her voice.

“Stand up,” he ordered. When she
did, he told her, “Step through your arms so that your hands are
behind you. I know you can do it.”

Stella did not argue. She bent
over and put one foot between her arms and over the handcuffs. She
shifted her weight to that foot then brought the other foot
through. When she straightened she had to push her hips a little
bit forward but her shackled wrists came up behind her.

“Now sit down.”

She sat on the edge of the
mattress.

“Spread your legs wide and keep
them straight.”

She obeyed, spreading them so
wide that they nearly formed a straight line with each other. She
was a very flexible woman – a tremendous asset in the escape artist
game.

Crofton stepped forward. From
behind his back he brought a whip around to where she could see it.
It looked a lot like the whip she had seen with that girl in the
catsuit. It was a little hard to accept, but apparently that cruel
woman was this man’s daughter.

“I am going to whip your
breasts,” he informed. “You will not move. You will not close your
legs. I am going to give you a dozen strokes across the breasts
with this whip. Each time that you start to close your legs or jerk
your body away, that stroke will not count. Understand?”

Stella nodded. Those were
typical rules in that Master/slave game.

“It will hurt,” he advised.

“I’m sure it will,” was her
comment.

“Then let us begin.”

He positioned himself slightly
to one side, the whip reaching down to the floor. Suddenly his arm
jerked and there was a swish. Before Stella could react a burst of
pain appeared in her left breast. Involuntarily she cried out and
jerked back. One leg swung around and bent until the foot was flat
on the concrete.

“That one will not count,”
Crofton said evenly. “I told you it would hurt.”

Stella felt tears crawl down her
cheek. There was this burning on the top of her breast. She looked
down to see a red line there. The skin was beginning to swell
up.

Stella knew how these games were
played. She straightened up and pulled her legs apart again.
“Sorry, Master,” she said.

Crofton laughed. “Call me Master
if you wish. I guess I like the sound of it after all. Ready for
the first one?”

Stella said nothing but braced
herself. Behind her she dug her fingers into the mattress and
concentrated on keeping her legs still.

The second stroke was less of a
surprise but hurt just as much. Her body jerked backward a little
bit – she could not help that. But she managed to keep her legs
spread with only a little jerk of her feet.

“That is good enough to count as
one.”

He switched over to the other
side. Her right breast bounced as the whip impacted against it, and
the pain jolted her. The thin red line that was immediately forming
was very near her nipple. Maybe that was why it hurt more than the
first two.

“Two.”

Three and four and five were
delivered to her right breast. Then he switched position and
planted six and seven on the left one. Each blow brought forth a
moan from Stella. She focused all her attention on keeping her legs
wide, not on the pain that was burning her breasts or that was
coming.

“Eight.”

The tears were flowing now and
she was sobbing between the little shrieks of pain.

“Nine.”

“Please…” she said. “It hurts so
much.”

He laughed. “There are
punishments that will hurt much more than this,” he told her. “This
is mild.”

Stella did not argue with him.
She continued to focus on keeping her legs apart.

“Ten.”

Her legs were trembling from the
strain of trying to force them apart when her whole body wanted to
curl up into a ball.

Eleven and twelve came in rapid
succession. He cruelly aimed them squarely across the breasts so
that the whipmark appeared directly across her nipples. She
screamed and twisted around. Her legs both jerked towards each
other before she could halt them. Immediately she pulled them back
apart.

Crofton looked down at her tears
and pain-contorted face. It was so wonderful to hold this kind of
power over such a beautiful woman. The red whipmarks crossing her
breasts were beautiful. Her pain was beautiful. He tossed aside the
whip and went to her. Taking her in his arms, he pushed her back
onto the mattress. He jerked down the zipper on his pants and was
into her almost before she realized the whipping was over and the
screwing about to start.

He took her hard and fast. Her
body, strangely enough already hot between the legs from the
whipping, responded. But not quickly enough. She was just working
up towards an orgasm herself when he was shooting his load into
her. Then he was out and pulling away from her.

Stella sobbed and twisted around
until she was curled up on the mattress. It was hard to tell if she
was crying from the pain in her breasts or the denial of pleasure.
Probably both. Crofton did not care. She was beautiful when she
cried, and he intended to have her in that condition often.

At the door, before leaving her
alone, he turned back and told her, “Next time try harder to
escape.”


Chapter XIV

Leaning

 


“She has Thursdays off,”
Williamson said quietly as they sat in an unmarked car across the
street from an apartment complex. “And she always visits her sister
on those days.”

The complex was not one of the
more glamorous sections of Las Vegas. In fact, it had a rather
run-down appearance with fading brown paint and a parking lot
filled with older cars.

“There she is,” Williamson
suddenly said, pointing to a woman exiting from a car in the
visitors’ section.

“Let’s go,” Rogers said as he
opened the door on his side.

The two FBI agents, having
abandoned their business suits for casual clothing, crossed the
street and followed the woman as she entered the complex. They knew
which apartment number she was going to, so they did not have to
follow too closely. Around the corner from the target apartment,
they waited for the woman to ring the doorbell and be admitted by
her sister. As soon as they heard a voice raised in greeting they
rounded the corner and, moving swiftly, were behind the woman,
pushing her into the apartment and catching her sister in the
shove. Both woman tumbled in. Williamson closed the door behind
them, while Rogers stood over the totally surprised women with gun
drawn.

“Do not make a sound,” he
ordered them.

The woman they had followed,
Susanna Agnelli by name, was in her early
thirties, not a bad looking woman in a plain sort of way, but did
have a nice figure to judge by the bulge in her blouse and the legs
showing below the skirt. Her sister, much younger and wearing only
a slip over bra and panties, was prettier.

“Please do not hurt us,” Susanna
begged. As the situation registered with them, both women showed
signs of fear.

“Quiet!”

Williamson came around and
pulled Susanna away from her sister. Roughly, but without hurting
her, he pulled her arms behind her and crossed her wrists. Quickly
he had a pair of the disposable plastic handcuffs wrapped around
the wrists and tightened down. He added another pair to her ankles,
crossing them first. Then he secured her sister in the same manner.
The younger girl was crying, fear and bewilderment showing on her
face.

“Do as I tell you and you won’t
be hurt,” Rogers barked, hardly sounding like the professional
agent he was.

“We don’t have much money, but
take it,” Susanna began.

“We don’t want money.”

Susanna looked stricken. If they
did not want money, then…

“Please, do not harm my sister.
She is… not too smart.”

“I am aware that Christina is
retarded. And that you give her money each week. Answer a few
questions and we will not harm you. You work in the home of Thomas
Crofton.” It was a statement, not a question.

“Per Dio…” she said.

“He had a woman visit him four
days ago, a good looking woman, tall with long dark hair. Did you
see her?”

“Yes. She had dinner with
him.”

“She was kidnapped. Do you know
anything about that?”

The woman looked suddenly more
frightened, if that were possible. “No, no. I do not know of his
business.”

“I do not believe you,” he said
with menace. As soon as they were secured he had put away the
automatic. Now he drew out a knife and flipped it open. It was a
wicked looking blade, serrated on one edge.

Susanna looked as if she were
about to wet her panties.

“You have two choices. You can
tell me what I want to know. Or…”

Standing where the women could
not see him, Williamson was grinning at Roger’s performance as a
tough guy.

She was still silent, so Rogers
knelt down and slipped the blade into the opening of her blouse.
With a jerk he sliced the top button off. Then the second. And the
third. The blouse opened. Placing the blade under the center of her
bra, he pulled towards himself, easily cutting the bra. Two rather
nice and very full breasts burst free. The woman was trembling and
her breasts quivered.

“Where has Crofton taken that
woman?” he asked with a snarl.

“I do not know! Please…!”

“Where?”

“I do not know.” She was crying
now. Her sister was looking puzzled but also crying. She might not
understand what was happening, but she knew it was something
terrible.

Roger’s experience told him that
she was telling the truth. It was entirely possible that she really
was just a housekeeper and did not know a thing about the criminal
side of her employer. That thought did not make him feel very good
about what he was doing to these women.

“Damn,” he muttered.

Apparently that word scared her
more than the knife for she suddenly blurted out: “Si, he
had that women kidnapped. I heard him give the orders on the
phone.”

“Where did they take her?”

“A place he uses…” she paused,
suddenly afraid to say too much about her boss’ business.

“A place he used for the women
he kidnaps…” he prompted.

“Si, it is a place
outside of town.” She did not know the address but gave him the
name of the business she had heard him mention.

“And where did she go after
that?” He was afraid of the answer. If she had been shipped out of
the country like so many other women had been at this man’s orders,
they would never find her.

“I do not know. He told them to
take her to the usual spot. That is all I know. Please…”

He believed her. He questioned
her some more, but she really did not know anything of use. With a
sigh he stood up and went into the kitchen. From a drawer, he took
a large cooking knife. Back in the front room he knelt down a few
feet from the women, who squirmed at the sight of the big butcher
knife. With strength he shoved the knife into the floor so that it
was solidly stuck.

“When we leave, you can use that
to cut your bonds,” he told them. “And I would suggest you find
another job. You work for a very bad man.”

“Si,” she said through her
tears.

They left the two crying women
lying on the floor.

Rogers was not happy with what
he had done. Not only was it illegal, it did not sit well with him
to frighten two innocent women so. But he pushed that thought down
and assumed a cocky grin. At least they had a lead. “Was my
performance good?” he asked as they got back into the car.

“Academy Award time.”


Chapter XV

Failures and Punishments

 


During each of the next two
days, Stella was bound and locked into the padded room. Both times
the bondage was superior in all aspects, one being an extremely
tight hogtie, the other having her wrists crossed and bound high up
behind her back with ropes around her neck preventing her from
pulling her hands back down. She did not escape either time.

It was not that Stella had lost
her skills, it was simply that there were bindings that no escape
artist could escape from. Ropes tied too tightly to be worked
loose, multiple knots far from questing fingers, and contorted
positions that severely limited her ability to move at all were the
reasons. She was, after all, only a human female.

After each failure to escape,
she was punished. After the hogtie, she was allowed to rest and
have a dinner before being taken to Crofton’s bedroom where she was
hung upside down, arms bound tightly behind her, and whipped. Her
hips, thighs and breasts took the beating, but it was with a small
whip and while painful, was not severe. After he abandoned the
whip, he screwed the crying woman in the mouth while she hung
there. After that he kept her hanging until her tears dried. And
then for an hour more after that. Her ankles hurt from the
tightness of the ropes because all her weight was pulling those
ropes together.

When he was ready again, he
lowered her until her head was almost touching the floor. Lying
down and spreading his legs around her head, he bid her again “suck
him off,” as he put it. Again she was forced to use all her skills
at oral sex to please her Master. The strain of hanging upside down
for almost two hours was taking its toll on the poor woman. She
tried to hurry the job in hopes that he would let her down when he
had been satisfied again. But he was aware of what she was doing
and held off as long as he could. Since he had a climax a short
time before, it was not hard for him to exercise self-control and
force her to work her mouth around his penis for a very long
time.

When he finally shot his load
into her mouth, Stella was feeling as if she might faint. Many
times in her career she had felt the pins and needles of returning
circulation in her hands, sometimes quite painful as the nerves
there awoke and complained. But when he finally lowered her to the
floor and untied her ankles, she had the worst case of returning
circulation in her feet that she had ever felt. It made her cry
again.

Crofton looked on with an amused
smile on his face as she rocked back and forth and moaned. After a
few minutes of that, he ordered her to lie on her back and spread
her legs. She obeyed but was surprised that he would be ready to
screw her just after his second climax in such a short time. And
she was right. He did not screw her. Instead her knelt between her
legs and used a powerful vibrator right on her sex. Amazingly
quickly she felt the heat blossom until she was moaning for a
different reason. With skill and a surprisingly good knowledge of
just where a woman might be most stimulated, he used the vibrator
to play her like a musical instrument, building up her excitement
until she was thrusting her hips against the vibrator and arching
her body upward. Suddenly she gave out with a cry and fell back
down. Her legs clamped around his body and squeezed as if trying to
press him against her sex. At the same time, her upper body twisted
back and forth a few times. Then she shuddered all over and her
legs went limp.

Crofton was smiling as he rose
and put the vibrator away. It had been quite a display of female
orgasm, and he was a little surprised that it had brought him
pleasure to grant the same to her. It had never really occurred to
him before to consider how a woman was feeling about the things he
did to her. He hurt them, fucked their bodies in all three
orifices, and left them for hours to suffer in extreme bondage. But
he did not care if they had an orgasm or even if they hated or
enjoyed what he did to them. This woman was different. He had not
thought about and made a decision to use the vibrator on her; it
had simply happened. And he was glad he had, even though it was a
new experience for him.

The second punishment did not
come in his bedroom. In fact, it did not come from Crofton at all.
A few hours after dinner, about the time Stella was wondering if
Crofton had forgotten about the promised punishment, the door
opened and the man’s daughter walked in. Behind her came one of the
guards. She had several coils of rope in her hands and a smile on
her face. She was wearing that black leather catsuit that fitted
her like a glove.

“Dad said that you are to be
punished,” she told Stella. “But he had to go away and asked me to
do it in his place.”

Stella’s mild happiness at the
thought she might escape punishment that night evaporated.

“Remove the chain and
handcuffs,” she ordered, and the rough-looking man obeyed. His
hands were none too gentle as the handcuffs came off, and he
managed to sneak in a feel of a breast while removing the chain
from around her neck. Stella noted that he was careful to position
himself so that the girl could not see his grope.

“Stand up!”

Stella obeyed with a sigh.
Whatever coming was not going to be pleasant, she was sure.

The girl herself came forward to
do the binding. As she was wrapping the rope around Stella’s wrists
behind her, Stella decided to try to establish a rapport. This was
another female, not one of those goons Crofton employed. Surely as
a woman she should understand what Stella was going through.

“What is your name?” she
asked.

“None of your God-damned
business,” came the tart reply, along with a jerk on the rope
cinching down her wrist bondage. A minute later, as the ropes were
going on around her elbows, the girl spoke. “You may call me Bitch,
‘cause that is what I am going to be to you. A real bitch.”

“I won’t call you that.”

“Then don’t call me
anything.”

As the ropes were being tightly
cinched down on her elbows, crushing them together, Stella hoped
that this punishment would not last long. This young woman, like
her father, really knew what she was doing. Suddenly she was pushed
and fell on her ass on the mattress. Then the girl was knelling and
binding her knees together.

“You can go now,” she told the
guard. “She can’t try anything.”

The guard left without a
word.

Stella realized that the girl
was right. With her arms bound behind her and her legs being bound,
there was not much she could do to this girl. If she tried to kick
her, it would have to be with both feet together and probably would
do nothing beyond earning her more punishment. Instead, she decided
she might try flattery.

“You are very good at tying,”
she said. “You probably know that I am a professional escape
artist, so I should know.”

“I know you were a professional
escape artist,” was the tart reply. “Now you’re not doing much
escaping, are you?”

“Your father is good at tying
me.”

“I know.”

Her ankles were now bound
together. The girl went to the closet and dragged the steel barred
cage over to where Stella was sitting. She tilted the cage onto its
side and swung the lid open. “Get in,” she commanded.

Stella looked up at her but did
not move.

“I said get in.” There was ice
in her voice. “Squirm forward then turn sideways next to the
cage.”

Stella knew that she was
helpless and this girl could do anything she wanted to her. She
wiggled her bottom off the mattress and over to the open cage.

“Now lie on your side, legs bent
and facing towards the cage”

When Stella was positioned as
she wanted, the girl stood over her, lifted her legs with one hand
and pulled the cage so that the edge slid under her feet. She
picked up Stella’s hips with both hands and slid the bars under
them with her foot. Stella was now half in the cage. The girl put
both hands on Stella’s shoulders and lifted while pushing her
towards the cage. That moved Stella until most of her was inside.
Then the girl grabbed the edge of the cage and lifted. As it
tilted, Stella found herself sliding into it. With a grunt, the
girl managed to get the cage back onto its bottom. Stella had slid
all the way down until she was kneeling on the bottom bars.

Stella’s head and shoulders were
above the top edge of the cage, but she knew when that lid was
swung closed she would have to bend forward until she was in a
compact, bent over, kneeling position. And it would not be
comfortable.

“Bend your body down.”

“Please,” Stella said, “this
will be very painful.”

“Damned right it will,” the girl
told her. And she sounded most pleased at the thought.

Stella bent down until her
breasts were pushed up against her thighs and her head was pressed
against the end of the cage and touching her knees. It was only
then that the lid could be shut. The girl immediately secured it in
place with two large padlocks on the hasps.

Stella knew that she was right
in telling the girl this was going to hurt her. The bend-over
position tightened all the rope until that alone was punishment.
But the doubled up position would grow very uncomfortable, and it
would not take long for that to happen. She wanted to ask the
question uppermost in her mind: how long? But she was afraid
to.

Instead, she asked, “Where did
you learn to tie so well?”

The girl frowned. Her heels
clicked on the concrete floor as she walked around the cage, and
gave it a shove with her foot. Then she sat down where Stella could
see her and stretched like a cat.

“My Dad taught me.”

“Sort of father-daughter
bonding, huh?”

The girl laughed sincerely at
the pun. “Yes, you could say that. But not the way you think. He
taught me by tying me up. He started when I was rather young. I
have probably been tied in more ways and more times than even
you.”

“That would be saying a lot,”
Stella said. “As a child I was often tied up by my mother as a form
of punishment. She said it was because she didn’t like spanking me.
What she didn’t know was that I quickly found that I liked it. I
was a very naughty child.”

The girl in the black leather
looked at her captive with wonderment on her face. “Really?”

“Yes. My mother raised me alone.
It was a contest at first. She would tie me to punish me and I
would work my way out of it. Then she would learn to do it better,
and I would learn how to escape better. Of course, eventually she
got good enough so that I didn’t escape very often. I guess that
was where I got the idea of being an escape artist.”

“Wow. That’s great! Like we have
much in common.”

She was sounding more like a
teenager chatting with a friend now, instead of captor and
captive.

“Did you like it when your
father tied you?” Stella dared. She was eager to make friends with
this girl – if possible

“No. I hated it. He tied me so
damned tight right from the start that I never could get out. I got
used to it after a while. Eventually I realized that it was my
Dad’s way of telling me he loved me.”

“What?”

“Well, it does sound sort of
funny, but that was true. You have to understand that my Dad had
trouble communicating with me. When Mom died, it hurt him something
terrible. He loved her very much. And suddenly he was left with a
daughter to raise. Well, we just had trouble talking.”

“So he tied you up as a way of
communicating?”

“Don’t make it sound so
unbelievable,” the girl snapped. “It was his way. I found out later
that Dad used to tie up my mother all the time. It was not that he
was cruel to her - he actually loved her very much. And he never
harmed her. Sometimes he hurt her, I know that, but he never harmed
her. Understand the difference?”

“Yes, I do.” Stella was thinking
of the times with her mother and how she had come to think of being
bound by her as something nice between them. Stella had to admit to
herself that it was a form of communication between them. Or even
the times when Tara tied her then teased her or even spanked
her.

“Well, I found some photos that
Dad took of Mom before I was born. Boy, he was really good at it
even back then. I remember thinking how strange it was that Mom
looked so… So… Well, satisfied is the best word I can think of.
Even if she was crying in the photo, she still looked as if she was
happy. Not smiling but still you could tell. Know what I mean?”

“I do.” A pause, then she added,
“What is your name?”

“Cindy. But don’t ever call me
that in front of the men. To them I am Mistress. I don’t let them
ever see me as anything but a real bitch.”

“Why?”

“’Cause the men he hires are all
assholes. None of them have any brains, only muscles. It gives me
shivers to think of any of them touching me. You know what I
mean?”

“I do. I would not want them
touching me in that way.” Stella paused again before venturing into
deeper waters. “Did your father ever… Well, touch you that
way?”

“You mean fuck me? Shit, no!
When I became a real woman and started getting all hot and bothered
at the thought of what a man could do to me, I told him that he
could do it to me. A few times I even begged him to. Especially
when I was all tied up. That made me so damned horny I could
scream. Know what I mean?”

“I sure do.”

“Well, he told me it wasn’t
right. At first it didn’t make sense to me. He loved my mother and
he tied her up and screwed her. I knew he loved me and he tied me
up, so why didn’t he screw me? Made sense. I know what he meant
now, of course. But back then… Well, the first time I actually
begged him to fuck me – and in those terms – he slapped me. So, the
answer is no, he never did a thing to me.”

Stella thought to herself that
she was glad to hear that, but did not give voice to the idea.

“So why are you so cruel to me?”
she asked. “The way you have me tied and caged now is rather
uncomfortable. And it will be really painful very soon. So
why?”

“Well, right now because Dad
told me to. But it is my nature to anyway. It is simply the way I
am. I found out early on that I liked other woman much more than
men. And I like being cruel to them. I had one girlfriend, Debbie
was her name, that I used to spank her ass every chance I got. And
more! I paddled her ass with hair brushed and belts. But one time
she went home with whipmarks on her ass and her mother found out.
Boy, did the shit hit the fan!

“But that didn’t stop me. No,
sir! I had a couple more of girlfriends that I practiced my
ropework on. And making them sorry that they ever let me tie
them!

“I remember the first time that
Dad called me into his bedroom and showed me a naked woman tied
down to his bed. She was tied so nicely tight and with her ass
sticking right up. She was gagged and crying and I could see that
Dad had already whipped her ass some. There were nice red streaks
and some were swelling up already. Then Dad gave me the whip and
told me to have fun. She was just a prostitute, he told me, so I
could go ahead and do whatever I wanted to do.

“Oh, did I! I whipped that
girl’s ass until she was screaming loudly even with that gag in her
mouth. Dad had left me alone, so when there wasn’t any place on her
ass that wasn’t beaten and all red and swollen, I took the gag out
and made her lick my pussy. It was great!”

Cindy was smiling at the memory.
“Since that time, he often lets me have a turn with the
prostitutes. He even allows me to order the men to get me one when
Dad’s not here. Sometimes I let them fuck her when I’m finished.
They like that.”

“I’ll bet they do.”

There fell one of those silences
that sometimes happen during conversations. Cindy was the first to
break it.

“Don’t tell any of the men a
thing I said,” she admonished. “Dad, well he knows all I told you,
but the men don’t know any of it.”

“I understand,” Stella said.
“I’ll keep your secret. And, Cindy…”

“Yes?”

“Thank you for talking to
me.”

“Oh… Don’t think it means we’re
friends. I’ll still whip you and make you suffer every chance I
get.”

Stella sighed. “I understand. I
don’t like it, but I understand. Cindy, couldn’t we come to some
kind of agreement? If I let you and your Dad tie me up and even
punish me sometimes, but you let me be free otherwise? I promise
that I would not say a thing about my being kidnapped. And I’ll
visit you regularly for… Well, to let you do these things to
me.”

“No way!” Cindy said firmly.
“Dad would never agree. And, for that matter, I don’t either. Dad
has a business that… Well, he could never take the chance.” She
smiled wickedly and added, “Besides, why should we settle for
occasionally use of you when we have you full time now?”

Stella could not argue with the
logic. So she asked the question: “How long will you leave me in
here?”

“All ni… For three hours. Now I
have to go. I think I’ll get Brad to fetch me a whore. Tying you
and locking you in that cage has gotten me all horny. And since you
can’t satisfy me while you’re in that cage, I’ll just have to find
someone else to do it. Goodnight. I’ll come back and let you out
when I’m finished with that whore.”

The girl jumped up and quickly
left.

Alone in her prison, Stella was
of mixed feelings. She had established communications with Cindy,
but would that really do her any good? She was sure that Cindy was
about to tell her that the punishment was to last all night, which
would be so damned painful that Stella would probably be screaming
before dawn. Not that three hours would be pleasant. Already she
was feeling how uncomfortable the bars she was kneeling on felt to
her lower legs. And the tightness of the ropes, not to mention the
strain of that doubled over position.

She should have been depressed
at the prospect of the next three hours, but was not. Somehow, that
talk with Cindy had made her feel a little better about her
imprisonment. Not that she could understand why, but it did. She
even felt a stirring of something inside her about Crofton himself.
Maybe he was not the extremely evil person she had envisioned him.
He had hurt her and used her body without permission. But he had
not harmed her body. There was a different, as Cindy had pointed
out. And a couple times his use of her had given her such a damned
good orgasm...

Then she reminded herself that
this was a man who enslaved many women and sent them off to a life
of living hell.


Chapter XVI

Standing and Waiting

 


“I don’t know what the hell you
guys are looking for, but I told you, we are a distributorship of
appliances. You know, like washers and driers.”

Agent Rogers was about to make a
bitter retort but bit it back. Half an hour before they had marched
into the business on the northern edge of Las Vegas, waving a court
ordered search warrant.

“So if you are finished, get out
so I can get back to work,” said the manager, a plump, balding man
chomping on an unlit cigar.

“Yeah, you can go back to work,”
Rogers told him. “But you can tell Crofton that we’re on to
him.”

“Who?”

Rogers turned on his heel and
walked out.

In the car, he and Williamson
sat there and fumed. “Damn!” Rogers spat. “I know he is using this
place to prepare women for shipment. Has to be.”

“Well, he will not be using this
place again, I’ll bet. He knows we’re aware of it.”

“Yeah. But he’ll just find
another place. Probably has several places where he holds the woman
before shipping them out.”

There was not much else to say.
Their lead had turned into a dead end. Rogers shoved the car into
gear and drove out into the hot desert afternoon.

 


* * * * *

 


Tara was not sitting idly by,
doing nothing. It had taken some digging but she found out where
the house belonging to Crofton was. She had driven by it to check
out the place. Then she went back to Las Vegas to see about buying
a gun.

 


* * * * *

 


Stella was allowed to dress for
the first time in many days, but she was not too sure about the
outfit. Basically it was a dress, very tight and black, but the
bottom came barely to her bottom. Standing upright, her ass and sex
would be covered but every inch of her legs showing. If she bent
over the slightest, goodies started being revealed. The top was cut
very low and cupped her breasts while exposing all of their tops.
So much was exposed, in fact, that if she took a deep breath, her
nipples would pop out of hiding.

Cindy had brought in the dress
and ordered her to put it on. Then she gave her a pair of high
heeled shoes. Stella had worn four inch heels as part of her
costume on occasion and sometimes with a cocktail dress because
they made her legs look so damned good. But these heels were five
inches tall, had ankle straps, and were like standing on tiptoes.
She could barely walk in them, having to take small, wobbly steps
only.

That was the clothing part. Then
came the bondage. Cindy bound her wrists together behind her, and
then corded her elbows together. Nothing new there; she was often
tied that way. But then Cindy added a ball gag with a brightly
colored red ball. It was buckled tightly into her mouth. Okay, that
was not unusual for this captive. But then Cindy tied a short cord
to the back of the gag strap. That cord went down and around the
ropes binding her elbows, back up through the gag strap again. Then
Cindy pulled on the cord with one hand while pulling on her
forehead with the other. Stella’s head tilted backwards. Then some
more. When Cindy tied off the cord, Stella was looking straight up
at the ceiling. She could do nothing else.

As if she were not already
pretty well restricted, Cindy added a single glove. That was a
leather sheath the pulled up over the arms and had straps that went
over the shoulders to hold it up. The back was open but had eyelets
and cord so that the opening could be laced up. That Cindy did with
all the forces she could muster. The soft leather molded itself to
Stella’s arms like a second skin. The glove was so tightly laced
that you could see the outline of the thin cord binding the wrists
and elbows under it.

That – finally – finished the
bondage.

Cindy took a riding crop she had
brought and swatted Stella’s bare ass with it unexpectedly. Stella
squealed and almost fell over.

“Time to go upstairs,” Cindy
informed. “Take five steps forward.”

There was absolutely no way she
could see the floor. In fact, there was no way she could see
anything but the ceiling. Hesitantly she took a step. Then another.
When it was decided that she was taking too long, Cindy used the
riding crop on her flank. Concentrating on her steps, Stella did
not expect that sudden pain and came very close to falling. Had
Cindy not grabbed her bound arms, she would have.

“Three more steps forward,”
Cindy told her, “then you turn to the right about forty-five
degrees. No, more like thirty. Maybe thirty-five.”

Stella wanted to swear, but both
the gag and prudence forced her to keep her opinion to herself. She
took another step, wobbling on the high heels like a drunk.

The turns and steps were given
to her, emphasized by painful blows to her flanks from the riding
crop. Walking along the concrete was bad enough, but when she came
to the stairs she whined in despair. Taking a step up as well as
forward while so restricted was incredibly hard. A blow from the
riding crop every third or fourth step did not help, either. She
was very afraid that she would stumble and fall down the stairs and
break several bones.

The top of the stairs was
reached, seemingly an impossible task to Stella, but the trip was
not finished. She had to traverse a long hallway, several turns and
cross half of a large room before Cindy called a halt.

Stella could not see, but she
felt the cold steel encircle her ankles and heard the clicking of
handcuffs being closed. Her ankles were now joined by only a couple
inches of steel chain.

“You are to stand right there
and not move,” Cindy told her. “Dad called and said he would be
home in a couple hours, and he wanted you to be standing like this
when he came in. If you are not, he said that both you and I would
be punished.”

There was a sharp pain in her
right breast, causing Stella to fight for her balance.

“If that happens, you will
regret the day you were born, ‘cause I will punished you in
terrible, horrible, painful ways when Dad leaves me alone with you
the next time. Have you ever had needles stuck into your breasts?
That can hurt plenty. I might even brand my initials on your ass,
but I’m not sure Dad would like that. He considers you his
pet.”

Stella closed her eyes but
jerked them back open when she found herself swaying. It was
easier, she found, to keep her balance if she concentrated on
looking at a point on the ceiling.

“Okay, I’m gone. Have fun. And
please don’t be anyplace else but standing right there when he
comes.”

The floor was covered with a
thick carpet so Stella could not be sure if Cindy had really left
her. After a while she was pretty sure she was alone. As she stood
there, fearful of losing her balance and falling down, she thought
about this torture. She had to give credit to one of them for
having invented a nice little torment. Walking while secured like
this was a real task. Hell, just standing still was a torment.

The escape artist part of her
made her explore the bondage. She soon gave that up, however, when
she realized that the tight leather encasing her hands made it
impossible to work her fingers up to the rope. And even if she
managed to work it free, she was not at all sure that she would be
able to get her arms out of that sheath. Defeated again!

Even if the room had a mirror,
being forced to stare straight up would prevent her from seeing
what she looked like, but she suspected that the dress and that
single glove made her look really, really sexy. The high heels did
not hurt, either. For some strange reason, she did really feel sexy
standing her in tight restraints. She knew her breasts were
sticking out and her legs were very shapely. She hoped that Crofton
found her as sexy as she felt. Then, maybe, he would screw her. He
had been gone for two days and she had to be honest with herself:
she missed sex with him. He might tie her in painfully contorted
positions and hurt her with that damned little black whip, but he
also gave her the most incredible orgasms she had ever had.

She wondered if she were turned
towards the door so that he would see her breasts first, or is she
were turned away from the door entrance so he would see that black
leather glove first. Either way, she was sure that she was a
pleasing sight.

It would have been nice to be
able to see a clock. She was sure that she had been standing here,
straining to keep upright, for at least four hours when she heard a
noise behind her. For a few minutes there was no sound, but she
sensed that someone was standing near her. Then hands grabbed her
body and lifted her in strong male arms. From the corner of her eye
she could see that it was Crofton who was carrying her towards his
bedroom.

He threw her on the bed where
she bounced once before settling down on her back with her bound
arms underneath her. Quickly, those handcuffs were taken off her
ankles and her legs spread apart. The dress, hardly covering her
hips anyway, rode up to expose her sex.

The coupling was short, hard and
incredible. Those few hours standing and feeling so helpless must
have been getting her excited, because almost as soon as he entered
her, she was pumping her hips and moaning through the gag. Her head
being held back so far she could not see anything, but that was all
right. She was feeling intensely, and that was enough.

When the orgasm came, she
exploded in a burst of red hot ecstasy.


Chapter XVII

Overheard

 


When Stella came back to
reality, she found that she was naked and her wrists were tied
behind her in a simple and rather comfortable crossed position. It
was dark when she opened her eyes and it took a few minutes for her
to realize that she was in a bed and there was another person next
to her. She moved forward a bit, enough to press her breast against
a hard male body. Crofton had taken her to bed. She snuggled
against him and went contentedly back to sleep.

When she awoke again, it was
because Crofton was leaving the bed. She sat up and called out,
“Tom…” When he turned around, she added, “Thank you. For taking me
to bed. It is much nicer than sleeping alone.”

He said nothing but left towards
the bathroom. A little later, while he was dressing, Stella
wandered into the small room and used the facilities. It was not
too hard to do with her hands tied. When the bondage was this mild,
she could do most things.

He allowed her to sit and eat
breakfast with him. The ropes had been taken off, to be replaced by
handcuffs but in front of her and only one pair. It was almost like
being free to have only that small amount of restriction.

She started to say that she had
been talking with his daughter, but suddenly she was not sure if
she should say anything about that to him. Instead, she asked what
he was going to do to her that day.

“I’ve got work to do,” he told
her. “I liked the way you wore that single glove, so I think you’ll
wear it again today. And maybe I’ll let you wander around while I
work.”

His idea of letting her wander
around was different from what she would have expected. First off,
that single glove was put on her arms and laced up very tightly. As
she had expected, it was so tight that she could not possibly pull
her arms out. And the strap over each shoulder prevented that
also.

Before that, however, she was
told to put on that really short dress because he liked the way she
looked in it. Then she had to wear the high heels for the same
reason. The handcuffs on her ankles limited her mobility, but what
limited it much more was the discipline hood her put on her, a
leather bag that fitted over the head and laced up in back. This
one had only a small opening in front for her nose. Before it was
put on, a ball gag was strapped on to silence her. The supple
leather molded itself to her head when he pulled the laces tight.
Then he told her that she was free to wander around the house. He
told her that he doubted she could wander very far off. In fact,
she could probably not even find a door, he said with a laugh.
Silently she had to agree with him.

Left standing in total darkness
in a sunlit room was a new experience for her. She had been
blindfolded more than once, but never denied sight like this. The
leather even made hearing more difficult. She tried very hard to
remember where all the furniture around her was positioned. There
was a chair in front of her, and a sofa to the left. Over to the
right, ten or so feet away was a desk that looked as if it was used
on a regular basis. Could she find the sofa? Maybe. Where else
could she go? She might wander around at random. But that might
lead her to a stairway and a disastrous tumble down. Even if she
were to find a door to the outside, what would she do? He was quite
correct in stating that she could not get very far. In fact, with
her ankles handcuffed, she would be lucky to go more than a hundred
yards if she worked at it all day and kept going in a straight
line.

She slowly turned towards the
sofa. Then she began a slow shuffling walk in what she thought was
the right direction. When she guessed she might be nearing it, she
slowed down even more. When she was sure that she had missed it,
she tried turning more to the left and started off again. Suddenly
her leg bumped into something. It came from the right, not ahead,
and surprised her. She lost her balance and fell.

Fortunately for her it was the
sofa she had bumped into. And fallen onto. She tried to stay on the
sofa, but with no hands to help and her feet close together, she
could not and slid to the floor. There she sat still for a while.
Figuring that there was no way she could get onto the sofa bound as
she was, she simply leaned back against it, put her legs out before
her and settled down for what would probably be a long wait.

Crofton, who had been watching
with amusement as she walked and fell, turned his attention to the
paperwork on his desk. It looks as if she intended to stay sitting
rather than trying to go anywhere. She was a pretty thing that he
loved to look at, all those nice curves bound up into a neat
package. But he had work to do, and he turned his attention to
other things.

This situation continued for
hours. Croften made notes on reports from his businesses and made a
few phone calls. He quite forgot about the naked and bound woman
only ten feet away.

Stella was content to sit. It
might be fun to try to get out of the house, but with her ankles
shackled and no arms, it just seemed like too much effort. Besides,
she was certain that he would not allow it. Either he would stop
her if she managed to get outside or one of his guards would. So
she sat and thought of Tara and times they had shared. The only bad
part about that was that her head, encased as it was tight fitting
leather, kept in the heat and soon grew quite hot. It became
unpleasant just to wear that bag over her head. Now she knew why
they called it a “Discipline Hood.”

Thus it was that when an
important phone call came, Crofton talked aloud about things he
should not have. And his captive pet overheard, even with the
leather hood over her head.

There was a foreign buyer who
wanted a shipment of five woman delivered on a certain date.
Crofton noted the physical requirement given for each woman and
then he made a call to one of his henchmen. He relayed the
descriptions and other requirements, and included the place where
the delivery was to be made. “I’ll be there myself,’ he told the
man on the other end of the connection. “This is too important.
This could open up a whole new market in Asia. You just make sure
that you get women who fit those requirements.”

When he hung up, he had not
realized that Stella had heard the whole thing. An hour later, when
he became hungry and rose for lunch, he saw her and remembered
giving her freedom to roam around. Apparently she had not wanted to
try an escape, either from the single glove or the house. Too bad.
He could punished her for that failure. Then he brightened up. He
really did not need an excuse. He was her owner – right? He totally
missed that she might have heard something she should not have.

He removed the hood, toweled
down her head because it becomes hot and sweaty inside one of those
things, and allowed her to eat lunch with him. She had to eat off
her plate, doggy style because he refused to remove the single
glove. After lunch, he told her that she deserved punishment for
not trying harder to escape when allowed the freedom of the house,
so he took her down to her cell and locked her in her cage, still
wearing the single glove. Her legs were free but inside that small,
stout cage, she remained a helpless prisoner. He left her in the
cage for the rest of the afternoon. When she was let out, she could
hardly stand, so stiff were her muscles.


Chapter XVIII

Desperate Call

 


Tara had watched the house on
the hilltop for four days before she was rewarded by seeing Thomas
Crofton drive through the gate one evening. She waited half an hour
to give him time to get comfortable, and then she left her car and
crept along the hillside to a point she had picked out during the
daylight hours. At that point she had hidden some rope and a
grappling hook. She had to toss the grappling hook to the top of
the fence twice before it caught. Then she pulled herself up the
wall and slid over the top to drop to the dirt on the other side.
She waited, frozen in the darkness for five full minutes before she
was sure she had not been seen. She began creeping towards the
house.

Crofton was standing outside by
the pool, with a drink in one hand and watching the lights of Las
Vegas as the darkness became complete. Tara crept up behind him
until she was only a dozen paces away. She leveled the .45
automatic at his back before she spoke.

“I have a gun pointed at your
back,” she said, trying not to let her voice betray the fear inside
her. “Slowly turn around.”

Crofton turned, looked over the
woman standing there, dressed all in black that matched the color
of the automatic she held with hands he could see trembling. He
smiled.

“You have something of mine and
I want it back,” she said.

“And what might that be?” he
asked with maddening casualness.

“Stella.”

“Ah, I thought you looked
familiar. You’re her assistant, no? I saw you on the stage.”

“Where is she?” Tara
demanded.

“I will not tell you,” he said
calmly.

“I’ll shoot you,” she
barked.

“Then you would never find her,
would you?”

“I’ll shoot you in the knee.”
She remembered that threat from a spy movie she had once seen.

“I doubt you could hit that.” He
had taken a step towards her. Now he casually took another.
“Besides,” he told her, “you can’t fire that gun, you have the
safety on.”

“What!” Tara looked down at the
automatic, trying to remember where the safety was.

That was all the distraction
Crofton needed. Quickly he stepped forward and grabbed the gun,
forcing it up and then out of her hand. In a second he had it
turned around as was pointing it at her.

“Now we’re going to go inside. I
want to ask you a few questions.”

“The FBI knows I’m here,” she
blurted out.

“I doubt that. They would never
allow a civilian to sneak into a suspect’s house armed with a .45.
Now turn around. Oh, by the way, the safety is off. I lied.”

Tara was crying silently as they
entered the house.

“Now, take those clothes off. I
want to see what I’ve caught. And, by the way, are you as good an
escape artist as Stella is?”

 


* * * * *

 


It was two more days before
Stella had a chance to do something to help herself. And then it
came accidentally, as most good fortune does.

She had been tied upside down in
Crofton’s bedroom the night before, whipped – rather mildly
actually – and then forced to give one of those upside down blow
jobs where he tried not to end it too soon while she was trying her
best to make him cum. After that, he had allowed her to sleep with
him, with her hands bound behind her and her ankles tied together.
He planned to ravish her again in the morning, and it was
convenient to have her already in his bed and tied.

In the middle of the night,
around 2 AM, there came a knock on the door. Crofton rose and
opened it. There was one of his henchmen standing there, looking
nervous. “Boss, it’s Carlos. He’s here and says it’s important. Has
to talk to you.”

“Probably screwed up again. And
I have an important shipment coming up. If he failed set things up
properly, I’ll remove his appendix with a rusty knife.” He looked
over to Stella who seemed to be asleep. Besides she was tied up.
“Okay, I’ll talk to him.”

No sooner had he left the room
than Stella rose from the bed and hopped over to the nightstand on
his side. There was a phone there. She was not sure how long she
had before Crofton returned, but she hoped it was enough. Twisting
her hands around half way in front of her, she lifted the receiver,
then put it down. With a stretched out finger, she dialed a number
she had memorized weeks before.

“Come on, answer,” she muttered
as she knelt down to place her face next to the receiver.
“Answer.”

“Agent Rogers. Who the hell is
calling at 2 AM?”

“This is Stella.”

“What!”

“Listen. I may have only a
minute to talk. Crofton kidnapped me but I’m sure you know that. I
don’t know where this place is except that it is not his house by
Las Vegas and it is in the mountains. But write this down. July
13th. San Diego. Benford Imports. He is going to deliver
five kidnapped woman to an Asian buyer. Understand? July
13th, 6 pm.”

“I got that part. We’ll be
waiting for him. Director Collins will want to be in on this
collar. He probably won’t just arrest him. He’ll probably blow his
head off. And I won’t blame him.”

“Shit, he’s coming back.”

She stood and quickly returned
the receiver back into its cradle. The door was opening and she had
no time to make it back to her side of the bed. Instead she hopped
towards the bathroom.

“What the hell do you think
you’re doing?” Crofton barked.

“Have to go to the bathroom,”
she said.

“Tied like that?”

“When you gotta go, you gotta
go,” she told him with a grin.

“Yeah, sure. Come here.”

She hopped back and sat on the
bed. He untied her ankles and then told her to go ahead and use the
bathroom. He knew she could do what she had to with the hands tied
behind her. She rushed off. A few minutes later, she flushed the
toilet and returned to bed.

“Can you think of anything we
can do so long as we’re awake?” she purred. “Maybe something that
will relax us so we can get back to sleep?”

She knelt on the bed, leaned
over and pushed her breasts against his chest. He grabbed her,
twisted her around until she was on her stomach across his knee.
Then he spanked her bare ass with very hard blows that made her cry
out. When her bottom was nicely red all over and she was crying
real tears, he pushed her onto the bed, spread her legs and screwed
her to both of their satisfactions.

Stella had no trouble falling
asleep after that. Even her burning bottom was only a warm glow
that added to the pleasant feeling.


Chapter XIX

Fateful Decision

 


The days passed slowly for the
captive woman. Crofton was there less than half of those days, and
she found herself waiting expectantly for his return. Not that the
other days were boring; there was Cindy who, true to her word,
demonstrated that she did love to hurt women. She also demonstrated
that she knew how to make a woman give her pleasure, even when the
woman’s mouth and tongue was the only part of her that she could
move.

It was an odd relationship
between the two women. At times, Cindy seemed perfectly willing to
be friendly with Stella. At other times, she seemed to be very
angry and would hurt the captive escape artist quite a bit. Even
during the friendly times, however, she would never discuss the
possibility of helping Stella escape. She simply did not want her
(and her father’s) toy to leave.

Each time that Crofton was
present and took her to his bedroom, she found herself experiencing
sexual highs like no other. Making love with Tara was very good,
but mainly because they loved each other so very much. Having
Thomas Crofton doing things that both hurt her and made her excited
was on another level altogether. It amazed her that his harsh
treatment could make the lovemaking so intense. He still bound her
tightly and left her for hours in that padded room. Then he would
release her, have her share a good diner with him, and then take
her to his bedroom for an intense session that left her exhausted
and totally satisfied in more ways than one.

Her body was never free of
whipmarks, yet none of them was permanent and none of the pain was
at a level she could not handle. Her emotions became confused. Did
she hate him for the evil man he was and his kidnapping and
torturing her, or did she love him because he was the most
incredible lover she had ever had or could imagine, and how he made
her both hurt and explode in ecstasy at the same time?

The more she thought about it,
the more mixed up her emotions became. She hated it when her
emotions and her logical side were at war.

Cindy, that Kitten with a Whip
who did not seem to fulfill any function but to be available to
torment Stella when her father was not there, continued to be
erratic: nice one minute and vicious the next. She favored leaving
Stella in that tiny cage for long periods of time. Then, when she
came back, and Stella would be crying from the pains, she would
make Stella beg to be taken out and promise sexual acts for Cindy
in very graphic terms. It was a strange friendship, if that is what
it was, with Cindy coming out on top much more than Stella.

Still, Stella was glad that
Cindy was there. It gave her someone to talk to. And she felt that
the young woman’s presence in the house helped to keep the hired
help in line. There were times when one of them would look at her
the way a cat eyes a frightened mouse just before pouncing.

Then, one evening after he had
screwed her and decided to hogtie her and leave her lying on the
floor at the foot of his bed for the whole night, she realized that
it was the twelfth of July. As she lay there, tightly bound and
knowing the discomfort would become worse as the night wore on, her
mind was a turmoil of emotions. The next day, she knew, he would
leave her to go to San Diego. There he would meet a buyer of
kidnapped woman. And the FBI. Would he let them arrest him without
a fight? And even if he did, would they do that and not take
matters into their own hands? Rogers had said that Collins would
gladly “blow his head off.” Would he really?

But that might be academic. She
could not see her Crofton going meekly into custody. She knew he
was a strong man and one who was not afraid to take on a challenge.
He would fight, she was sure of it. And then he would die.

She cried silently as he slept
peacefully in the bed above her. And the tears were not from the
pain of the ropes.

Stella slept very little that
night. In the morning she ached all over but her mind was made up.
There was something she had to do.

When Crofton rose from the bed,
she made whining noises through her nose. She could not talk
because of the ball gag, but she made every effort to get his
attention. He looked down at her, watched her jerking her head and
making wonderfully pitiful sounds for a while. Then he told her,
“Don’t worry, you’ll get to use the bathroom soon. Just hold on.”
Laughing at her urgency, he went to the bathroom himself.

Later he came out and began
dressing. Stella again made noises and shook her whole body. This
was not her normal morning behavior so, when he had finished
putting on his clothes, he went to her, knelt down and unbuckled
the gag from her mouth.

She worked her jaw around then
said in a raspy voice, “Don’t go.”

“I’ll untie you and you can use
the bathroom,” he told her.

“No. You don’t understand. Don’t
go to San Diego,” she pleaded.

“How the hell did you know I’m
going to San Diego today?” he asked.

“Never mind. The FBI knows about
your sale there and will be waiting for you.”

“What the hell are you talking
about? How would the FBI know?”

She tried to swallow but her
mouth was dry. Having it forced open all night does that. She
lowered her eyes to the floor and meekly said, “Because I told
them.”

Crofton was stunned. He expected
an urgent request for bathroom privileges or even a pleading for a
good screwing before breakfast. But not this.

“All right, tell me about it.”
His voice had lost its cheerful amusement and become hard.

She explained about overhearing
his phone conversation and then the night she managed to use that
very phone in his bedroom to call the FBI.

“Oh, Tom, don’t go. They’ll kill
you,” she begged.

He was silent for a long time.
Stella could not meet his hard eyes. She was ashamed about warning
him, but had to do it. The idea of his being killed was
unacceptable to her. She also felt great shame because she had
betrayed the FBI and those two agents. But more so because by
preventing his arrest or death, she was condemning who knew how
many women to be kidnapped and sold into slavery in the future.

He roughly shoved the ball gag
back into her mouth and buckled the strap cruelly tight. He left
the room without another word.

Hours later he came back to find
Stella crying.

“I hope it really hurts,” he
told her. “I can’t believe you did that. Oh, I understand why you
did, and that you were working for the FBI right from the start. I
guess you had every right to be angry with me after I kidnapped
you. But that does not make it any easier to take. You set me up. I
could have been killed. That I cannot take.”

The silence stretched out after
that pronouncement. Stella felt terrible inside. And yet she was
glad that she had save this man’s life. She was not sure which way
she should be feeling. So she just closed her eyes, cried and
awaited what would happen to her.

For a long time Crofton just sat
on the bed, looking down at her and frowning. Then he sighed and
left the room without a word.

Ten minutes later he was back
with his two henchmen. “Take her to the garage and prepare her for
shipment.”

He knelt down so she could see
his face as he spoke directly to her. “I’m going to sell you. I’ve
reset the sale that was to go down today. You will take the place
of one of the woman who would have been sold today. You will be
shipped off to Japan where you will be the property of a wealthy
man who likes to have a slavegirl or two around. You think you were
tortured here? Wait until you are in the hands of Otani. He will
teach you that there are much higher levels of pain.”

Stella felt sick inside. She was
going to a terrible fate. But what was worse, she was being taken
away from Thomas! She warned him with every expectation that he
would keep her. In her naiveté she had assumed things would go on
as before. But that was not to be! She wanted to die.

The men picked her hogtied form
up and carried her to the garage. In there they had the original
box that she had been shipped to this house in. She was untied but
immediately rebound as she had been for shipment out of Las Vegas.
Three pairs of handcuffs were locked on her arms just above her
elbows, another five pair on her wrists. Three pair went on her
ankles. That was the beginning of the anti-escape artist
restraints. They added the metal bands around her chest to hold her
arms crushed against her back, then more around her legs. She was
placed in a sitting position in the wooden box. As she sat there,
the ball gag and her whole lower head was wrapped in duct tape.

Crofton came over to where she
was sitting, wrapped and ready for the final pushing down and
securing of the lid.

“I can guarantee you that you
will look back upon your time with me with longing and remember how
wonderful it was compared to what he will do to you. He loves to
make women suffer. None of this screwing and orgasms for you any
more. He is very much the expert in women’s pain. And he hates to
see a woman feel pleasure at anything.

“And…” He grinned as he paused.
“You may meet your friend Tara over there. Oh, I see you eyes
widen. You didn’t know, did you? A week ago she came into my house
in Las Vegas waving a gun at me and demanding that I release you.
But instead, she became my prisoner. A few hours of interrogation,
and I knew about your cooperation with the FBI and many other
things about you. It took a few days but she recovered. I had her
packaged up and shipped to a buyer in Japan. Did you know that they
are one of the bigger buyers of female flesh? Well, you’ll find out
for yourself.”

He stood up and waved to the
men. “You may close the lid now.”

“Wait!”

Cindy came running in. She was
dressed in her catsuit, whip hanging from her waist. “Is it true
that you’re selling Stella?” she demanded.

“This is none of your concern,”
he said sternly.

“But Daddy…! I… You can’t!’

“Shut up! I will do as I wish.
Do not ever forget that.” He was glaring at his daughter. “After we
get rid of this trash, you will take her place in the cell
downstairs. A few weeks there will make you remember not to talk
back to your father. If not, I’ll try a few months. Maybe you can
do better at escaping from that padded room or the cage than she
did.”

Stella was pushed down until her
breasts were pressed hard against her thighs and her chin touched
her knees. The last thing she saw as the lid came down and darkness
overtook her was the tear-stained face of Cindy Crofton, the Kitten
with a Whip.

 


THE END

 


 


Don’t miss the next adventure of
Stella Walters, the Escape Artist: “Escape Artist II: Imprisonment
in Japan.”
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