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Chapter I

American Hanging Around

 


On the gentle breeze came the
soft sounds of a kagurabue. The bamboo flute told that a
Shinto temple was not far off, for it is used in the
mi-kagura, or ritual music of such temples.

That same late spring zephyr
also bore the muffled sounds of pain through the pines of a private
estate just outside of Takamatou on Hakkaido, the northernmost
island of Japan. This private estate was both fenced and large
enough so that most of the muted noise made by the suffering woman
remained trapped within it, just as the woman was trapped within
that large house.

Had she not been gagged, the
woman hanging by her ankles would surely have been pleading or
cursing in English, for she was not Japanese as were the other
women kept prisoners on that estate. She had been born in far off
America and only recently transported in a totally helpless state
like a piece of cargo across the ocean to the Land of the Rising
Sun.

The girl’s slender body hung by
bound ankles from the beam of a Japanese style house with lots of
paper sliding doors and very little furniture. Hemp rope had been
used to bind her arms behind her back, wrists together and parallel
in the Japanese style, and a lot of rope binding her upper arms and
around her chest. She wore only a tight pair of black silk panties,
nothing else. Forced into her mouth was a large rubber ball
strapped in place tightly. The ball had two purposes. First it
silenced her, at least as far as talking went. Secondly it was a
form of punishment. The rubber ball forced her jaw wide open and
was wedged in place. At first, it had been merely uncomfortable but
as time passed the muscles of her jaw began to ache. More time
passed, and the ache grew into a pain then a torment. Soon large
tears were running up her face to disappear into her long red hair
that hung down all the way to the floor.

The ropes were uncomfortable and
hanging by one’s ankles was no fun, but the worst of the punishment
was that gag. Pain radiated up her jaw into her head. She had
shaken her head at the beginning to try to dislodge the gag, even
though from bitter experience she knew that would not be possible.
It had been early in the day when Goshujin-sama had dragged her
from her cage-like cell and hung her by the feet in the empty room.
Goshujin-sama was not his real name but what Tara had been taught
to call him. It meant “Master” in Japanese. She was not sure of his
real name. He called her tonko but she had come to realize
over the month she had been in his house, that it was not a name
but a title. It meant “slave,” or more specifically a “love
slave”.

One of the sliding panels was
open to a garden, one of several around the house. If she twisted
her head a bit, she could see the pine trees and the small
waterfall leading to the koi pond. Through that opening came a soft
breeze, just cool enough to raise goose bumps on her bare skin.

Goshujin-sama had not returned,
and the poor American girl had to wonder if she were going to hang
upside down all day. Considering some of the cruel torments he had
inflicted upon her, it was very possible that was, indeed, his
plan. No one else came by. She could not even hear the sounds of
anyone, but that was no surprise. This house, built in the old
style yet with modern materials and conveniences, was huge. Only
the distant, very faint sound of flute music came to her to relieve
her suffering.

As usual, she had struggled
against the ropes as soon as she was left alone. Also as usual, she
had not been able to loosen a single winding of the coarse rope. In
her prior life, Tara had been the assistant and close friend of
Stella Walters, the foremost female Escape Artist in the world.
Stella had become involved in a plan by Federal authorities to
bring down a man trafficking in human beings. Thomas Crofton
arranged for attractive females to be kidnapped then shipped to
buyers in other countries. Stella was bait in an attempt to gather
evidence enough to convict the wily criminal, but the plan
backfired and she was taken prisoner and made to suffer at the
hands of that sadistic man. In a foolhardy attempt to rescue her,
Tara was also captured. A few days later, she was packaged up and
shipped off on a long voyage, at the end of which she found that
she had been sold to a Japanese millionaire who enjoyed keeping a
few females around as slaves.

Over that next month, Tara was
taught that her owner enjoyed tightly binding and tormenting his
slavegirls. Punishments were readily dispensed for minor
infractions of some set of rules Tara did not really understand, or
for no reason at all. He simply liked to torture helpless
females.

One such undeserved punishment
was this hanging by her ankles. Her ass bore fading whipmarks to
attest to other punishments, and her breasts were sore from the
needles he enjoyed sticking into them. Inserting the sharp needles
into the soft flesh of her breasts did little damage but was very
painful. Besides, she had always been afraid of needles, hating
when she had to have an injection for any reason. Now she was
forced to endure the anguish of having dozens of pins stuck into
her. The first time he had pushed a needle completely through her
nipple, she had screamed loudly and jerked around within her bonds.
She still screamed as each needle entered her flesh. Goshujin-sama
delighted in binding her tightly to a post with her breasts
sticking out, then turning them into pincushions.

By the shadows of the morning
sun, Tara could tell that she had been hanging at least two hours,
maybe more. Her struggles had come to an end; her cries ceased,
save for a soft moaning she could not help. All she could do was
hang and wait.

While she did, her thoughts
went, as they often did, to her best friend, and, if truth be
known, her lover, Stella. The last she knew of Stella, she was a
captive of that horrible Thomas Crofton. The FBI plot to get
evidence on him had failed; Stella and she were prisoners, and she
had no idea where Stella was. It was enough to bring tears to her
eyes beyond those caused by the terrible ache in her jaw. Was
Stella experiencing the same kind of torture? Or was Crofton just
keeping her a prisoner to play with now and then? Or maybe Stella
had escaped?! It was a good idea that her friend might be walking
around a free woman. And that maybe Crofton was behind bars. But,
even if that were so, what about her? Tara was in a distant country
and a prisoner in a system that made hard time at Alcatraz seem
like a holiday.

On a daily basis, she was bound,
sexually abused and even tortured, simply because her owner wished
it. It might have been a little easier if they simply locked her in
a cell or handcuffed her to keep her prisoner. But, no, the
Japanese love their ropes, and she was almost constantly bound in
one way or another. Not that she was unused to being tied up. Being
the assistant to a professional escape artist meant that she often
was the experimental subject for new escapes they were working on.
And when it was not really business for the act, it was for fun.
Tara loved being tied and held and loved by Stella. She felt so
safe and warm when the ropes were put there by her friend.

Suddenly, she was aware of the
clacking sound of geta. The Japanese sandals had wooden
ridges on the bottom and made a distinctive sound on the wooden
floor. Then there was the sound of a paper panel being pulled
aside. She looked up and blinked away the tears to see who the
visitor was. Was she finally to be let down? Or was it more
torture?

“Oh, Tara-kun! You are
suffering.”

The soft voice came from Akane,
one of the other slavegirls Goshujin-sama kept as prisoners. The
very pretty and petite Japanese girl had befriended Tara when she
first came, and with her ability to speak fairly good English, had
tried to help Tara adapt.

The only reply Tara could make
was a whine through her nose. But Akane understood. As one of
Goshujin-sama’s slavegirls, she had plenty of experience in similar
punishment experiences.

Akane, Tara could see, was not
totally free. Her legs might not be tied, but her arms were tightly
bound behind her back. She wore only a short skirt that came down
to mid-thigh. Above that she was bare, her pert breasts sticking
out between the ropes wrapped around her chest.

“I sneak away. Cannot stay long.
I am sorry you are like this.” Akane slipped her feet out of the
geta and came on bare feet to stand very close to Tara. For a few
seconds she considered turning her back and trying to untie the
ropes binding Tara’s arms. But she would probably not be able to do
that, what with her arms similarly tightly bound. And if she did
succeed, they might both get in very big trouble. All she could do
was offer solace to her friend. She knelt down, and then sat on her
heels to be at the level of Tara’s face. Gently, she leaned forward
and kissed Tara’s cheek. She would have preferred to kiss her lips
but the ball bag prevented that. Straightening, she softly kissed
each of the two nipples before her. They immediately grew rigid in
loving response to the tongue that darted out to lick them.

What Akane was doing was
instinctual from one suffering woman to another. It was not much,
but the giving of a little pleasure amid the pain was all she could
do. She was just beginning to suck on the left nipple when they
both became aware of another presence.

Akane turned quickly and let out
with a little gasp. She immediately fell to the floor, rolled onto
her stomach and lay face down, quivering in fear.

Standing in the doorway was
Goshujin-sama himself. For a few terrible seconds he said nothing,
asked for no explanation. Indeed, none was needed. Then he spoke a
few harsh sounding words of Japanese to Akane. She immediately
struggled to her feet, bowed very low and hurried from the
room.

“She will be punished,” said
Goshujin-sama in his heavily accented English. It had surprised
Tara to discover that most Japanese had been required to take
courses in English in school and many spoke the language fairly
well. “You will also.”

Tara whined. How fair was this?
She did not invite Akane in. She did not ask Akane to do that bit
of nipple sucking. Yet she was going to be punished for it! Nothing
is fair if you are a slavegirl.

“I do not like my tonko
to be having girl-girl sex with each other,” he told her sternly.
“If you are to have sex, I will do it.” With that, he turned and
left the room.

Tara went back to her crying,
feeling very sorry for herself.

 



Chapter II

Not Quite First Class
Accommodations

 


The entire world was darkness,
heat and pain.

Hours had come and gone in a
blur, like passing trains in the night. In her prison, Stella
drifted in and out of consciousness; never a refreshing sleep but a
groggy, half awake existence filled with vivid nightmares of the
suffering she had undergone in the days leading up to her packaging
as freight consigned to a purchaser and being shipped out. That
purchaser was located in a distant land and had paid a great deal
of money for this merchandise.

Her metal shipping crate was
bumped around and jolted as if it were the ball in a tennis game.
At times, she felt as if they were deliberately dropping the crate
just to make her more miserable. There was air coming in from
someplace but not enough for normal breathing. And the heat was
suffocating to the gagged girl.

Then there came an end to the
jolting. She knew she was in a truck and moving down the highway
from the slight sway and the humming that came through the walls of
her prison. The trip lasted so very long, and she drifted in and
out of consciousness. At the end, she could not have told you if
the trip had taken hours or days. The metal bands and numerous
pairs of handcuffs cut into her flesh and not only made escape
impossible, even for her, but also made each minute of the trip
pure suffering.

Only half aware of the cessation
of the highway noise, she was jolted awake by a hard crash of her
crate. There followed faint voices and other sounds she could not
identify. At one point she felt as if the crate were lifted into
the air and swung around before being again dumped with a jar. When
the movement and noises finally lessened then disappeared, she
drifted off into a troubled sleep.

 


* * * * *

 


Every day, a surprising number
of people in Asia are hidden in cargo ships and shipped to other
countries; a service for which they often pay all the money they
have in the world. All they are looking for is a chance at a better
life in some other country. The passage is hard, some arrive
dehydrated and sick, others are killed by the same men who took
their money, then dumped into the ocean. Only a few make it to the
United States or other countries. If caught, they will be deported
back to the land they fled from, often to be punished there by the
same authorities who were bribed to allow them to be snuck onto the
ships in the first place.

This rough journey to what they
hoped was freedom went on every day for desperate people fleeing
oppression. On this day, however, one person was making the same
trip but in reverse. Stella’s crate had been driven to a port and
then loaded onto a cargo ship. All this was done by dockworkers who
had no idea that a naked and totally helpless woman was inside that
metal container. Only two men of the crew knew. After the ship had
cleared the harbor and the long sea journey began, they went down
into the hole where her crate was stored. Moving aside other
crates, they dragged hers out into the light where, after making
sure they were alone, they unlocked the crate and lifted the
lid.

They were surprised to find the
unconscious woman was bound in metal far beyond what was necessary.
Five pairs of handcuffs were locked upon her wrists with another
three pair above her elbows. There were metal bands crimped tightly
around her chest that had to be cut off with bolt cutters. Even her
ankles had three pairs of handcuffs.

“Boy, he said she had to be
treated cautiously, but this is a bit too much,” one of them said
to the other.

“He said she was an escape
artist and could get out of most ropes and such,” the other
commented. “He also said that we should leave the handcuffs on her
when we put her in the cage.”

“Yeah, fine. Whatever. Help me
lift her out. Say, she’s one damned nice looking broad! Will you
look at those knockers! Sweet Jesus, I would love to fuck
this.”

“Da boss said not to do that,”
the second man said. But he was also looking at that wonderful body
with lust in his eyes.

“Shit! He won’t know. She ain’t
even awake.”

“I don’t know. Maybe she’s a
virgin or something. Maybe he will know.”

That took the wind out of their
sails – for the moment at least.

“Come on, let’s carry her to the
cage. Yeah, you can grab a tit, I guess that’s okay.”

With a lot of rough handling of
her nude body, the two of them carried her to a cage that was build
into a small storage compartment. The compartment had been emptied
out and there was only a metal-barred cage sitting in the middle of
the tiny room. It was five feet tall and about the same on each
side, much larger than the tiny cage she had been stuffed into many
times back at Crofton’s house. They swung the side open and placed
her inside, leaving the handcuffs on her arms and ankles as they
had been told to. The door swung shut and was locked with four
large padlocks.

“She ain’t getting’ out of
there,” one said.

“No. Too bad we can’t fuck her.
It will be a week before we get to Japan. That would be seven nice
fucks.”

“You want to risk pissing off
the boss?”

“Hell! Let’s go get some food.
I’m hungry.”

Stella was moaning when they
closed the compartment door and locked it. Then the light was
turned off and she was left alone.

Much later, they came to let her
have some food which they passed through the bars and set on the
floor. Stella glared at them but did not bother to ask them to take
off the handcuffs. She simply knelt down and ate what was on the
plate.

 


* * * * *

 


Days and nights passed, but in
the hole of that cargo ship Stella could not sense time beyond the
fact that it seemed to crawl. The only means she had of measuring
time was the meals that came. Based on them, she reckoned that she
stayed locked in that cage for ten days. Between the meals she sat
in the dark and felt sorry for herself.

Scenes came to her during those
long, boring periods; scenes of her life as a professional Escape
Artist, of good times with Tara, and even of the torments and
pleasure she had suffered at the hands of Thomas Crofton. And, yes,
although he kept her in constant, harsh restraints and tortured
her, he had also occasionally granted her great pleasure when he
chose to use her body for his own pleasure. There was something
about him she could not get out of her mind. He was intelligent,
educated and charming when he wished to be. He could also be very
cruel, even, as it proved to be, with his own daughter.

Stella thought of Cindy, that
sweet looking eighteen year old with a fondness for wearing black
leather catsuits and carrying a whip, and, as with her father, it
was a mixture of bitter and sweet. She had been hurt by that young
thing but had also bonded (pun intended) somehow with her. She
remembered the girl’s tearful face as she pleaded with her father
not to sell Stella. It was the last thing she saw before they
folded her in half and locked her into that shipping crate.

In her dark prison, Stella could
not judge which torture was worse; the pain of the handcuffs on her
arms and ankles, or the boredom. Confined to a very small space
with very limited movement allowed, her thoughts were as black as
the absolute darkness surrounding her. When the meals were brought
and the old plate taken away, there was maybe two minutes of light.
She had to assume that she was being fed three meals a day, but she
could not be sure. Perhaps they skipped a meal now and then. Three
meals times two minutes equals six minutes of light and the sight
of another human being. She divided that into twenty-four hours per
day and came up with the fact that she was in darkness 99.58% of
the time. That was 1434 minutes per day that she was alone. In her
boredom, she calculated that the ten days at sea had come to 14,430
minutes. She even calculated in her head that it came to 860,400
seconds. And each one crawled by.

The meals were mostly rice
dishes with sometimes a bit of meat or strange tasting sauces.
There was never enough to appease her hunger and she found herself
licking her plate to get every last scrap. There was a glass of
water with each meal and, surprisingly, a straw so she could drink
it. Without hands, it would have been impossible for her to drink
from the plastic glasses without spilling most of it.

There were times when her hands
went to sleep and she had to shift around to get the blood flowing
back into them. Mostly that came when she was lying on her side,
legs curled up because the cage was too small to stretch out. She
found that she was more comfortable, if that was the right word, on
her side rather than on her stomach. The handcuffs seemed to dig in
less that way.

Her shoulders ached and the skin
under the handcuffs was chaffed and rubbed by the metal edges. She
had not tried to struggle free of them, for she was well aware that
without a pick or other tricks, she could not force the steel bands
off her wrists. And if she did, what of it? Her elbows would still
be locked together and she would still be locked in that cage.

She was visited by the same two
men who put her there, no others. She thought of them as Bad-breath
and Pock-face. Apparently he had suffered severe acne that left his
face covered with round scars. Several times she caught them
staring at her after pushing her plate through the bars. She knew
the look they gave her; it was male lust for her body. She had seen
it enough before. As the days crawled passed, she began to wonder
if their having their way with her might not be a welcome change
from the darkness and boredom. They would have to unlock her
ankles, and she might find herself lying on arms bound in steel,
but it would be something different. Maybe she might even enjoy
it.

Stella might have not had those
terrible thoughts had she been able to reach around and touch
herself. But the handcuffs, especially the ones on her elbows,
prevented her questing fingers from reaching their goal by only a
few inches. In her mind the emotions became twisted around. She
found herself thinking about asking one of them to screw her, and
had to force those thoughts away. She was not that desperate…
yet.

She knew something was happening
from the changes in the faint vibrations that came through the
floor. The engines were varying from the continuous hum, and she
interpreted that as meaning the ship was no longer on the open
ocean. Eventually they stopped altogether.

It mattered not to Stella what
would happen to her next. She was so miserable from the torment of
this prison, most anything would be better. Or so she hoped.

Bad-breath and Pock-face both
came for her a few hours later. If they were going to do anything
to her, it would have to be now as this would be their last chance.
But apparently there were more afraid of their bosses than they
were horny. They unlocked the cage door and dragged her out to
carry her, with much breast and ass grabbing, to another area where
she saw that metal crate in which she had been shipped out of
Crofton’s. A ball gag was shoved into her mouth and jerked tightly
before being buckled. Perhaps Pock-face was simply taking out his
frustration on this helpless, naked woman. They lifted her into the
crate and forced her to bend over so the lid could be closed. She
felt the metal pressing hard against her handcuffed arms.

As the blackness closed in on
her, she realized that this was actually better than the last time
she had been locked into the crate. They had not placed the metal
bands around her chest. She could breathe easier – not easily, but
easier than before. She heard the lock being set. Then, for a long
time, nothing happened. She wondered how long this trip would take
and where she was going. All she knew was what Thomas had told her
when he locked her into the crate the first time. She was being
sold to someone named Otani in Japan. And this Otani, according to
Thomas, was a real sadist. She remembered his words: “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.”

A cold feeling swept over her.
Those words had been uttered just before Cindy came rushing in to
protest her father’s action. He had told his daughter to shut up,
and when she continued to plead, he sentenced her to some of the
same torture he had imposed upon Stella. Again his words came to
Stella: “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 had to wonder for how
long Cindy had taken her place in the basement prison that had been
hers. That Cindy was actually put there, she had no doubt – Crofton
was a harsh man. But was it for a week, or more? Would he really
leave his daughter to suffer the torments Stella had suffered for
months? She hoped not.

She felt the crate being picked
up, and from the shaking and the noise she assumed it was with a
forklift. Then she was being moved out of the cargo hole, a
helpless piece of merchandise going to a new owner.

 



Chapter III

A New Owner

 


It was once again blackness and
heat and jolting within the metal crate. Stella never figured out
where the air came from, but it was enough to breathe and she was
grateful for that at least. There were a lot of starts and stops,
then finally a long cruise on some smooth road. A few more starts
and stops that she assumed meant they were driving through a city.
And then the feeling of climbing, but only for a short time. Then
they stopped and she felt the engine turn off. She was carried from
the truck and set down a short distance later.

“Well, my new home,” she
muttered to herself, wishing she did not have that gag in her
mouth. It was making her jaw ache.

Light came into her prison and
strong male hands lifted her out. They held her on unsteady feet
while she blinked and became used to the light. As it came into
focus, she found herself standing in a classic Japanese house, with
the paper walls, tatami mats on the floor, and a simple
flower arrangement in a wall niche. Standing before her was a
middle aged male dressed in a kimono, black with gold dragons
wrapped around him.

There was another man next to
the first, this one wearing a Western style business suit. The only
others present were the two men holding her up. She dismissed them
as henchmen. Her attention was fixed upon the man in the
kimono.

There was no expression on his
face; his dark eyes told her nothing. When he spoke, his voice was
gruff as if he were a long-time smoker or had some throat problem.
His words were in Japanese and apparently spoken to the man next to
him. After a few sentences, he made a motion with his hand and the
men picked her up, turned her, and placed her back down. For a few
seconds he enjoyed the rear view of her nakedness before speaking
some more to the other man. She was turned around again just in
time to see him depart. The business suit was bowing low to his
back.

The ritual completed, he turned
his attention to Stella.

“I am Shusei Tokuda,” he told
her with only a slight trace of an accent. “You will always call me
Tokuda-san. You are now the property of Hiro Otani-sama. You are
his newest slavegirl.” He took a step closer. He might have been a
handsome man but for the scowl on his face. Stella took him to be
in his late twenties.

“There are a few simple rules in
this house,” he continued. “You will obey instantly any order given
you. You will not protest any action taken with your body. And you
will not try to escape. Punishment for breaking any of these rules
will be severe.”

For a few long seconds his eyes
held hers, as if he wished to see if she understood.

“Unlock those on her feet,” he
ordered. Immediately she felt one of the men kneel, and then the
handcuffs being opened on her ankles. When the last of them was
gone, she gingerly spread her feet a little, enjoying that little
bit of freedom. Now if he would order those handcuffs taken from
her arms, she would be ever so grateful.

“You will be taken to your room.
But first a bath. You smell.”

She would have thanked him but
for the ball gag still strapped into her mouth.

A bath was not what she
expected. First off, it was not a bath at all but a shower. After
being led through several large rooms and down corridors, they came
to a bathroom in the Western style with normal toilet, sink and
shower stall. With the two henchmen standing between her and the
only door, she knew she could not escape and did not try when they
unlocked all those handcuffs from her arms. She whined through the
gag when her arms slowly came forward. Pains were shooting through
her shoulders. Only when she ceased whining did they take out the
gag.

She was offered a wash rag and
bar of soap, then gently pushed towards the shower. Gladly she
entered the stall and began the process of adjusting the water to
the right temperature. She was aware of the two pairs of male eyes
upon her as she soaped herself down but ignored them. She had been
naked and seen by far too many men over the last couple months to
worry about a few more. They stood there, legs braced, arms folded
across their chests, side by side, blocking the door. She could see
no recognizable expression on her faces, and could not be sure they
were even aware of her as a beautiful and highly desirable woman.
If they were, they exhibited amazing self-control.

When she was toweled off and
standing there with damp hair and clean body, she turned to them
and offered her hands. If they took up her offer, she would be very
happy. Being handcuffed with the hands in front of her would be
pure pleasure compared to what she had gone through the last ten
days.

They did not handcuff her at
all. Instead one made a motion with his hand for her to turn
around. Without being told to, she put her hands behind her. She
had seen the rope in the hands of the other man.

The binding was tight and
included squashing her elbows together. Then more rope was added
around her waist and forearms, pulled very tightly and cinched
down. The ropes cut into her stomach enough to make breathing a
little harder. But it had the desired effect of locking her arms
against her back.

It was only when they were
finished binding her arms that she noted they used soft nylon rope,
not the hemp rope she had seen in many Japanese bondage photos.

With two hands on her bound
arms, they walked her to her “room”. She wondered if it would be a
jail cell somewhere in the house, or perhaps a dungeon cell in the
basement. It was neither. But it was also not a typical bedroom.
There was no bed, only a small dresser. There were also four rings
set into the floor and looking very solid. She figured that those
rings were just the right distance apart to tie a girl such as
herself spread-eagle.

Either these two did not speak
English or simply did not want to talk to her, because they pushed
her until she was kneeling on one of the three tatami mats.
Then she was pushed down onto her side and rolled over until she
was lying face down on the greenish mat made of soft reeds bound
together. Each man took an ankle and wrapped rope around it, then
pulled his ankle towards a ring. When they tied them off, her legs
were wide spread and held in place quite tightly.

Then she was left alone.
Immediately she began exploring the ropes on her arms. Try though
she might, she could find no knots reachable with her fingers, nor
any looseness in any of the ropes. It was a secure package that she
probably could not defeat. However, experience had taught her one
thing, and that was not to give up too easily. She would work on
the ropes, twisting her arms and feeling around with her fingers.
She also tried to arch her back upward to see if she might be able
to reach the ropes on her ankles. She could not, nor had she
expected to, even when she tried to twist her body around
sideways.

Having her legs tied spread made
movement of her upper body very restricted and difficult. But then,
that was the intent. She rested, and then worked on the ropes,
twisting her arms and pulling until it hurt. Then she rested again.
And tried again.

Several hours passed. The breeze
that came into the room held the tang of the sea, so she knew she
was near the ocean. There were no other sounds, so she knew she was
not near any often used portion of the house. She waited; it was
all she could do.

The sunlight filtering through
the paper-covered sliding panels began to dim and take on an orange
color, an indication that evening was coming on. Her stomach
growled to remind her that the last meal had been a small breakfast
onboard that cargo ship. She wondered what they would feed her, and
hoped that is was not sushi. She had once tried some and found she
preferred her fish cooked.

There were soft footsteps behind
her and the swish of stiff cloth against cloth. It was directly
behind her and she did not try to twist her head around to see who
had come in.

“Miss Stella Walters,” came that
gruff male voice of Hiro Otani. “It is a pleasure to meet you in
person. I have followed your career with interest. We in Japan have
a serious interest in females in bondage, even if they are in the
process of freeing themselves.” Fingers worked at the gag strap and
pulled out the rubber ball. She had to work her jaw around a bit to
get it to function again.

“Hello, Mr. Otani,” she said to
the tatami mat. “I cannot say that it is a pleasure on my part.”
She was trying to sound civilized when really she wanted to scream
at him that he was a bastard and she should be released
immediately.

“Please, so long as you are now
a guest in my country, you should call me Otani-san. But what would
be even better would be Goshujin-sama. That means ‘Master’, and it
is appropriate.”

“Master…” she uttered the word
as if she had never heard it before. “Very well, if you wish. I
will call you gosh gin samah.”

He corrected her pronunciation.
“You would do well to try to learn our language,” he told her. “You
will be in this country for the rest of your life.”

A cold, icy blast went down her
spine at that pronouncement.

“You are tonko. That translates
best as ‘love slave’. If you were a mere servant, I would call you
dorei, that means ‘servant slave’.”

“My name is Stella,” she said as
he walked around to kneel in front of her. She had to lift her head
to see above his feet and the long black and gold kimono.

“No longer,” he told her. “You
are tonko. Forget your prior name.” There was a pause before he
added, “You were not very well trained by Crofton-san. But not
matter, I shall train you. In this country, we know how to train
our woman to be obedient and meek, very unlike women in your
country. Yes, I know, I have visited your country. For business
purposes. I do not like it. All the people are uncivilized and the
women totally untrained. And the food… Well, never mind. I was
talking about training you. It will not be quick and probably not
easy. You seem to have what you Americans would call ‘spirit’. I
shall enjoy turning you into a very good slavegirl. I like that
American word, ‘slavegirl’. It describes the condition very
well.”

He tilted up her chin so he
could look into her eyes. “I see rebellion there. And anger. Yes,
it will be a long journey, but a pleasant one. And, as with any
journey, it must begin with one step.” He rose up out of her sight.
“Lift your head and body up,” he ordered. “I wish to see the
breasts Crofton-san said were so good.”

Stella lifted her head. She did
not really want to show off her breasts even though she was very
proud of them. But the torments Thomas had inflicted upon her body
had taught her that resistance was futile. When you are tied and
totally helpless, might as well not give the bastard more excuses
to inflict pain. He will anyway, but why ask for more? She lifted
her shoulders.

“More,” he commanded. “Arch your
back! I want to see those breasts stick out.”

Stella strained but could only
lift herself so far with her legs tied the way they were. Still, it
was enough to pull her breasts totally off the tatami mat. She
strained to hold that position, hoping he would be content with a
look and nothing more. She figured that if she lowered herself
before he told her she could, it would earn her punishment. That
was the way this game was played. He said nothing, just looked with
that emotionless face upon her two lovely globes. As time passed,
she began to tremble a little from the stress. When she lowered her
head and faltered just slightly, he barked, “Back up! Hold yourself
high.”

She strained to do as she was
told. It was not until she saw the cord in his hands that she
realized he wanted more than to see her and make her strain to hold
her body up. Kneeling before her, he measured the distance between
them, and then swung the doubled over hemp rope directly across her
breasts. She howled and jerked sideways. The rough rope hurt!

“Return to the position,” he
told her.

As she struggled to lift her
body again, she knew this game. He would whip her breasts with that
rope and then find some other way to punish her when she failed and
let her body fall back to the mat. But to refuse to play that game
would only earn her even worse punishment. Thomas had taught her a
lot about pain but had never really done any serious damage. This
man she was not so sure about.

Again the cord cut across her
breasts, and again she cried out at the sudden sharp pain,
especially when the coarse rope impacted on her nipples. She
struggled to stay upright and hated herself for working so hard to
offer her breasts to him.

He whipped her with pairs of
strikes. One forehand and one backhand. Then a pause to watch the
anguish on her beautiful face. Then another pair of strokes and
more pain. She was crying before the count of ten and sobbing
loudly by the time he had delivered twenty. For some reason, he
stopped when the count reached twenty-three. A part of her mind
wondered about that. People always did things in multiples of five
or ten, or perhaps a dozen. Why twenty-three?

“You may lower yourself,” he
said.

She did, and found that the reed
matting did not feel very nice against her sore breasts. She pushed
her forehead against the mat and tried to hold back her tears.

Meantime, he had walked around
behind her and was staring at her bare ass. “I see you have been
whipped there,” he commented. “The marks are fading. Later I will
refresh them.”

With that promise, he tossed the
rope into one corner and walked from the room.

 



Chapter IV

Trainer Gag

 


Tara did not know it, but her
owner, one Koroku Sato by name, was kind to her. Well, kinder than
Stella’s owner, a man who was more interested in hurting beautiful
women than merely using them as sex objects. Sato-san did punish
her, true, but did not really torture her. She was often bound into
very uncomfortable positions and left that way for long periods of
time, but he had only once whipped her, that occasion being the
first day she was delivered to him. He strung her up by her wrists
and whipped her ass with a riding crop until it was a nice glowing
cherry red all over and she was sobbing big tears. Since that time,
he punished her every few days, just because he liked to have the
American girl suffering in one of his heavy-duty rope bondage
positions. Then, about every third or fourth night, he would take
her to his bedroom and screw her royally. Of course, she was always
tightly bound for that, but she had discovered that he was a
well-endowed lover with more staying power than any man she had
ever known. Not that there were so many of those, but his half hour
sessions of steady pumping and humping were almost more than the
poor girl could take.

A perfect example of his
punishments was when he would tie her to the post in the Garden of
Quiet Meditation, as he called it. It did fit the name because once
she was affixed there, all she could do was quietly meditate. The
post was about six inches in diameter and very solidly planted into
a small concrete pad in the ground. Occasionally she was naked, but
often she wore panties, usually a couple of sizes too small because
he liked the tight appearance on her slender body, and sometimes
even a bra to go with the panties. Always they were black and the
bra was also too small for her and squished her breasts until they
seemed to be popping out of the top.

He would always place her back
against the post and begin by binding her waist to the wood tightly
enough so that the ropes cut in. Then her arms were pulled around
behind it and bound with the elbows together. Tara was slender
enough and flexible enough so that her elbows could easily come
together even with the post between her body and the arms. Then he
would bind her legs together, usually at the ankles, and both above
and below the knees. Those ropes were also placed tightly upon her,
and then rope from them went around behind the post to lock her
heels and knees against the post. The final touch would be, for
some reason she never understood, a cloth gag. It was tied tightly
in her mouth, but she knew from experience as a child that she
could push it out of her mouth if she wanted to. Apparently
Sato-san, or Goshujin-sama as he preferred to be called, knew that
also. He admonished her not to remove the gag and that, if it were
not still in place when he returned, she would be punished. During
the first week of her captivity there, she had pushed it out just
to see what would happen and as a sign of rebellion. He had shaken
his head sadly when he saw what she had done. Then, without a word,
he turned back to the main house only to return a few minutes later
with a pair of wooden clothespins. He affixed one to each of her
nipples then left her for another hour.

The clothespins were strong and
squashed her poor nipples hard enough to make her cry out. Bound as
she was to the post, she could not shake her body enough to
dislodge the little monsters, although she tried very hard to. The
pain was not severe but made her nipples feel as if they were
burning. When he returned, she was crying. The pain had diminished
and a sort of aching numbness had set in. But when he opened the
clothespins and the blood returned to awaken half-deadened nerves,
she cried out loudly and shook her head from side to side.

After that, she left the cloth
gag in and was happy that it was not one of those ball gags such as
the one that had been shoved into her mouth during transportation.
They made her jaw ache and she hated them. Even when she and Stella
were playing games, and she was gagged as part of the helplessness
being imposed upon her, she hated them. Of course, Stella used a
ball that was smaller and fitted comfortably into her mouth, but
still she did not like having her tongue pushed down and the jaw
forced open. Besides, ball gags tended to make her drool.

 


On the same day that Stella was
being delivered to her owner, Tara was taken to her Master’s
bedroom for sex. She was delivered to the room by one of the
servants, a polite but very firm young man whose name she did not
know. As he brought her into the bedroom, her arms were already
bound behind her in the usual Japanese style of wrists parallel and
lots of rope linking her elbows and around her chest. She had tried
very hard to free herself from that kind of bondage early on,
thinking that would not be as secure as having her elbows tied
together. She found, however, that the linking of the upper arms
across her back and the ropes around her body prevented her from
moving her hands apart. It was, in short, a good way to tie a
woman, especially if you wished to have her relatively comfortable
while being secure. And, as she had found, it made it much easier
for her to be put down on her back and screwed. The ropes on her
arms tightened up some, but not the way they would had her elbows
been tied together.

On that night, the servant bound
her legs in what she had heard was called a “frog tie”. Each leg
was doubled up separately and rope wrapped around the ankle and
upper thigh, locking the leg in the bend position. She found that
it made for difficulty when trying to move around, and it prevented
her from standing but was not too uncomfortable. Sato-san would
always come in after she was secured in that manner, push her over
until she was lying on the bound arms, and then crawl between her
legs, spread them wide and have her sex readily available. He
teased her body a little to get her cunt juicy enough to enter her,
then he would shove it in and the action began.

Tara had tried to resist at
first, but the combination of tight bondage and a quite large and
very rigid male penis pumping inside her was too much to fight. Her
body responded, as all female bodies will in such circumstance, and
heated up quite nicely. Despite a firm mental resolution not to
succumb to the sexual excitement, she found herself climbing that
ladder up to a very nice orgasm, even the first time. But Sato-san
was not finished. No, he continued to excite her body until the
pure lust overflowed and she hit another orgasm. And then another.
The usual count, she figured out later, was four or five to one
each time her owner used her body. Which was a hell of a lot better
than any other man had ever done for her.

It was a strange fact, but Tara
hated her captivity and the punishments, but loved when he forced
himself upon her without permission. Of course, he did not need
permission for she was his property, his tonko. He could do with
her as he pleased.

On that particular night, even
though she was trying to deny it, the tied up girl was eagerly
awaiting the coming of her owner and the pleasure he brought her.
But that night it would be different.

He came in as usual, dressed in
a pale green yukata, the Japanese version of a bathrobe, and
stood before her with a smile on his face. There was something in
his hand but she could not quite make out what it was from her
position lying on her back on the shiki futon, a mattress
that seemed to her to be terribly thin but was surprisingly
comfortable.

“This is something I found in
America on my last trip there,” he told her, holding up the object.
“It is called a ‘trainer gag’.”

Tara looked at it. There was a
strap, just as the ball gags had, but instead of a ball, there was
a ring. It appeared to be a metal ring covered with leather
wrappings and about two inches in diameter. She remembered hearing
about those but had never seen one.

Goshujin-sama knelt beside her
and took her head in his hand. “Open your mouth wide,” he ordered.
Tara hesitated because she just remembered what these things were
used for. But she was naked and tightly bound; resisting would only
make it harder on her. She opened her mouth wide. He inserted the
ring into her mouth, making sure that it fitted behind her front
teeth and was wedged in so that it forced her jaw wide open. He
buckled the strap behind her head and it was done. She was now
fitted with a training gag and ready for training.

And she knew what kind of
training that was. She was one of those girls who knew full well
what oral sex on a male was, but also one of those who did not like
it. She would gladly open her mouth and use her lips and tongue on
another woman’s sex (especially her friend Stella), but to have a
man’s penis shoved into her mouth seemed… Well, dirty. The trainer
gag was designed to allow a man to fuck a woman’s mouth just as he
would her vagina and not have to worry about her biting down. She
could not close her mouth at all with that metal ring holding it
open. All she could do to resist was try to push with her tongue,
an effort doomed to failure.

Goshujin-sama put her head back
down and opened his yukata to expose a rod already stiff and
pointing at her face as if eager to violate a new orifice it had
never been in before. He straddled her body, kneeling with the rod
only an inch from her face. His knees pressed hard against her
sides and held her down. She stared at the blunt end as it
approached her head and tried to turn her face aside. His hands
grabbed her ears and forced her back into position.

If this were like his usual
penetration of her vagina, he would make the first shove a hard one
that would impale him all the way in. But this was not the same,
and he slowly pushed his penis into the ring and the soft, moist,
warm flesh beyond. She felt the end touch her tongue and wanted to
gag. Then it was sliding slowly along her tongue and also against
the roof of her mouth. It was a strange sensation for her, one she
was not really used to. Onward it came, slowly but relentlessly.
Then she remembered how full it seemed when it was in her vagina
and wondered if her mouth was larger or smaller than her cunt. Then
it was pressing against the back of her mouth and she gagged.

“They tell me that if you
swallow, you will not gag,” he told her. “So when it comes so deep
in, you should swallow.”

Tara wanted to scream at him
that she could not do that. It wasn’t right! But all she could do
was whine through her nose.

Then he was pulled back. Tara
knew, however, that he was not finished. No way! This was just the
beginning. Suddenly she was afraid. If he lasted as long in her
mouth as he did in her vagina, she would have to endure thirty
minutes or more of his pumping that massive thing in her mouth.
And, apparently, a little way down her throat, if she swallowed as
he told her to. It was then she realized, really realized for the
first time, what the expression “deep throat” meant. She wanted to
cry.

He pumped, not as vigorously as
during normal sex, but still firmly and with deep strokes that
filled her mouth. She had to fight the gag reflex. It was horrible
and she was afraid it might bring up her dinner. So she tried what
he had said, swallowing when the blunt end pushed against the back
of her mouth. After a few strokes, she found that if she just
relaxed her mouth as much as she could, it was easier. The end
pushed its way down her throat and she felt as if she would gag.
Then it was sliding out. But only for a second, then it was back
far too deeply into her for her liking. She found that holding her
breath while the worst was happening helped.

Perhaps Goshujin-sama sensed how
unpleasant this was for his slavegirl. His instinct would have been
to continue to pump away until he finally achieved his climax. It
would be very nice to do it in that soft mouth. He had never used a
trainer gag before, but he was no stranger to oral sex. There were
plenty of woman who would eagerly take his rod into their mouths
and make love to it. This woman, apparently, was not one of
those.

With a sigh, he pulled out,
quickly shifted down, roughly pushed her legs apart, and guided his
shaft into her vagina. He was happy to find that this tunnel was
ready for him, heated and wet. He slid easily in and was happily
resuming his pumping quickly.

Later, when she had a chance to
think about it, Tara wondered why his forcing his rod into her
mouth would make her cunt juicy and ready, as the expression went.
She had not found it sexually exciting at all. Back in the cell
provided for her, she was glad that he had finished up in the usual
place. She would not have liked to have his seed squirting into her
mouth. She had heard that some woman swallowed it but that seemed
very wrong to her. And she would not have enjoyed having it smeared
all over her face, or even trickling down her chin.

She hoped that this session with
the trainer gag was a one-shot deal that would not be repeated. But
she knew she would see it again.

 



Chapter V

Assorted Dramas

 


“Well, are you ready to
apologize for talking back to your father?”

Thomas Augustus Crofton was
addressing his daughter, Cindy, who, at that moment, was tightly
bound into a ball and locked into a cage only the slightest bit
bigger than her curled up body. She was naked, save for a very
tight pair of electric blue hot pants. Although the ropes were
viciously tight about her body, she was not gagged. The cage with
its prisoner was sitting in the middle of the girl’s bedroom.

Her tear-stained eyes looked
upward through the bars at her father and she sniffed. “You should
not have sold Stella,” she said weakly. The four hour session in
that cage and terribly uncomfortable bondage had taken its toll on
the young woman’s strength, but not her defiance.

“What I do with my merchandise
is my business!” he told her firmly. Without another word, he
turned and left her room. In the semi-darkness, Cindy sniffed again
and told herself not to cry any more. It was painful but she had
endured worse, although at that moment she could not remember when
that might have occurred. She had been locked in the cell formerly
used to hold Stella for two days then transferred to a new house
someplace far from the old one, but still kept a prisoner for
another two weeks after that. Off and on she had endured punishment
time in the cage and often slept while hogtied, down there in the
complete darkness of the basement cell. For two weeks her father
had said nothing to her, his only communication coming when Rocky,
obeying his orders, changed her bondage, locked her up, or put her
into punishment positions for terribly long hours of suffering. Two
days prior, he had the cage moved into her bedroom and she spent
the night in it, but unbound. It was only that afternoon that he
had Rocky bind her tightly and put her in the cage until right
after dinner. At that point, he spoke the first words to her in
slightly over two weeks, to ask if she wished to apologize for her
behavior.

Her stomach growled because it
had been a long time since lunch and she could tell by the lack of
sunlight that it was well into the night. She sighed and shifted,
or tried to, her position. There was, unfortunately, no comfortably
position she could move into. They all hurt.

This was a contest of wills, she
knew, between herself and her father. Normally they got along fine,
even sharing what passed as love between them. But she had become
attached to that special prisoner he had taken, that professional
Escape Artist, Stella. Rather strongly attached, as it happened.
She was not certain why she should feel that way. The woman was,
after all, just another captive slave, and her father had had many
of those over the last few years. None lasted long before being
sold to someone, somewhere. But this one was different. She thought
that her father felt differently about her, also. But something
happened. Some terrible thing that really pissed off Dad enough to
pack Stella up in a metal shipping crate and send her to a man that
even he admitted was a world-class sadist. She could not help but
wonder what that something was.

 


* * * * *

 


In his office, Crofton sat
behind the large desk and stared at the blank computer screen.
There were business details he should be attending to, but he did
not reach for the on-switch. The room was lit only by the desk
lamp, and through the open window came a gentle breeze carrying the
aroma of the sea and hot desert sand. This house was in a remote
section of Baja, California, overlooking the Pacific Ocean and
surrounded by desert. There were no neighbors for thirty miles in
any direction, and he liked it that way. After finding out that
Stella had been spying on him and turning information over to the
FBI, he had to vacate the prior house and flee the country, at
least until things cooled down. He had not been very happy about
that.

He sat there, thinking too much
about that incredible woman he had the pleasure of holding captive
for a while. He could remember the touch of her soft skin, those
wonderful curves and those sparkling blue eyes. Never had he seen a
woman her equal. The memory of how very helpless she was in his
ropes, even though she could free herself from most any bondage a
man could put her into. A shiver raced down his spine at the memory
of plunging his penis into her warm cunt and feeling those muscles
contract on him.

“How long?”

Crofton looked up to find Rocky
standing there.

“How long do you want Cindy left
in the cage?” he repeated. “It’s a pretty tight tie and she’s been
there over six hours now.”

Crofton sighed. He really did
love his daughter, but he had always had trouble acting like a
normal father. He really could not have her going around
challenging his decisions as she had with Stella. He had to be
firm.

“Don’t ever get attached to the
merchandise,” he told Rocky.

“Huh?”

“Leave her for another hour,
then take her out and secure her in handcuffs for the night. Oh,
and use three pairs on her wrists and ankles. She must have been
taking lessons from Stella because she’s gotten out of a single
pair a few times.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And chain her neck to the ring
above her bed just to be sure. I know she can sleep with the
handcuffs on, but why let her be too comfortable? She’s being
punished, after all.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Rocky?”

“Yes?”

“Should I have…? Oh, never
mind.”

“Yes, sir.”

Alone again, Crofton rubbed his
face and sighed. He did not want to, but his thoughts kept
returning to Stella the Escape Artist. What was happening to her in
Japan?

 


* * * * *

 


At that very moment, the escape
artist he was wondering about was not doing so well in the escape
business. In fact, she had just concluded that escape was
impossible from the position in which she was bound.

The reason was quite simple.
When all your weight is pulling the bonds on your wrists tighter,
you just cannot work them out. Shortly after dinner, she had been
taken to one of the torture rooms, as she thought of them, and hung
by her wrists with her toes a good twelve inches off the floor. She
was naked, her Master’s favorite costume for her, and her long
ebony hair hung down to cover her breasts. The ropes around her
wrists were tight to begin with but made even tighter as her weight
was lifted off the floor.

This could mean one of two
things, she told herself. Either she would be getting a visit from
her owner with the intention of causing her more pain, or he had
found a new way to make her spend the night while suffering and
getting very little sleep. She looked up to see that her hands were
dark colored, but she still had feeling in them and could move the
fingers, so the circulation was not completely cut off. She knew
from past experience that she could hang by her wrists for a very
long time. They would hurt when she was finally let down but there
had never been any damage done.

The clue that this was not to be
her sleeping accommodation was that the light had been left on. Two
lamps set on low tables in opposite corners of the room illuminated
her hanging form. Had she been put away for the night, they would
have turned off the lights as they always did. Even Crofton had
done that to her. Nobody wanted to waste electricity when there was
nothing for the prisoner to do or see.

She heard footsteps and assumed
that her master had come to visit his new toy. But when the figure
came into view, it was a middle-aged woman wearing a traditional
kimono of russet fading into deep red. The woman shuffled over on
feet wearing the odori tabi socks with the split for the big
toe, to kneel before Stella. Then she set down the heavy box she
was carrying. From it, she took a short length of black cord, and
used it to bind Stella’s big toes together. A length of the cord
was left hanging down. Next she took a block of dull gray metal
with a brass ring set into the top. It was hard for Stella to see
exactly what was being done directly below her but she could guess
that the metal block, which looked like lead, was being tied to her
big toes. She was certain of that when the woman lifted the block
and tied the cord solidly to the ring. When she let the block down,
Stella could feel her toes being pulled down by the weight. Quite
heavy, actually.

The woman then rose to her feet,
picked up her box, and gave Stella a funny look. It was almost as
if she were sympathizing with the prisoner over her suffering. But
there was something more to the look, something that said she
understood what Stella was feeling, and then the look turned to a
frown and the woman shook her head slowly. Then she was gone.

The heavy weight was not resting
on the floor; she could tell because it swung a little when she
tried to move her feet. The added weight made the ropes around her
wrists a little tighter, but not much. They were already about as
tight as could be.

Again, Stella was faced with the
two possibilities. Was Otani-san going to come to add to her
punishment? Or was this how she would spend a miserable night?

Goshujin-sama walked in, smiling
and humming to himself. He seemed very pleased with the manner in
which Stella was strung up, and walked around her to enjoy every
view. He ran his hand over the smooth flesh of her ass, and patted
her pubic patch on the other side. Then he frowned and pulled at a
few of the black hairs there.

From somewhere in his kimono, he
produced two small metal clips, the kind used in electrical work
and called alligator clips. Each was about two inches long and
shaped like jaws, which explained the name. And like alligator
jaws, they had teeth, small but very sharp metal teeth, lining the
jaws. There was also a strong spring that held the jaws clamped
shut. Her owner smiled and held up the clips for her to see. Stella
had a pretty good idea where they were going and did not feel like
smiling at all. Reaching up, he opened one of the clips and placed
it around her left nipple. She sucked in air because she knew that
in a second she was going to be feeling much more pain than the
stress on her wrists and big toes. She was right. He let the clip
close quickly so that the little teeth bit into her flesh. She
cried out and jerked her body away. That set the weight tied to her
feet to swinging, and for a while she swayed slowly back and forth
while she whined at the terribly sharp pain shooting into her
breast.

When he reached up again, she
tried to twist away, begging him not to do that to her. She was
ignored, of course. He let the clip snap shut on her right nipple
and enjoyed her howl of pain.

Stepping back, he watched as she
twisted and shook her chest in a hopeless attempt to dislodge the
clips. “Ohhhhhh! That hurts! Please, take them off!” she begged and
pleaded. The words pleased her Master, as did the expression of
agony on her lovely face.

When her twisting and jerking
had died down and her howls had reduced to whimpering, he reached
out and took a handful of pubic hair. He pulled and backed away a
step, dragging the poor girl with him. Then another step until her
body was arched in a bow. He let go and watched as she swung away
and then back, like a pendulum.

Stella knew this game from the
time she had spent as a prisoner of Thomas Crofton. The man hurt
the woman. If she was stoic and held in all expression of the pain,
he would only hurt her more. He wanted to evoke outward signs of
the inner pain. He wanted cries and pleas and even screams, along
with jerking of the body; all showing the anguish she was feeling.
So Stella allowed her suffering to come out in her words and the
hurt animal noises she made. She even jerked her body around some,
although that just added to the pain. Shaking her breasts made the
clips jump around and dig their teeth in harder.

Otani-san was pleased with the
show – as far as it went. He, however, wanted much more pain to be
showing, much more suffering than a little sharp pain in the
breasts. He went to one of the cabinets and withdrew a three-foot
long stick. Stella could see it as he walked back to her but it was
something new to her. She had been whipped with riding crops and
real whips by Crofton, but never caned with a rattan cane. The
flexible stick was solid enough to deliver a stout blow but bent
enough to act more like a whip. A serious caning was a real torture
– as Stella was about to find out.

He flicked one of the clips a
few times with his finger just to see her grimace at the added
pain. Then he took a position behind her. Looking back over her
shoulder, she could see him raise the cane for a blow. She tensed,
expecting pain. But what she got was far worse than she could have
imagined. The cane cut across the flesh of her ass most viciously.
She screamed. Her body jerked forward. Her legs pulled up as she
tried to curl up into a ball. When the legs slowly came back down,
she was frantically looking at him.

“Please do not do that again!
The pain… I can’t stand it! You’ll injure me!”

Hurting her was his exact
intention. The first blow was showing as an inch-wide red band
across her cheeks, but mostly on her left one because he had been
standing on that side. The flesh was swelling up and turning ugly
shades of purple and black as the bruises formed.

Taking careful aim, he again cut
her bottom with the cane, and again she screamed loudly. She
twisted by her wrists and glared pure hatred at him. She was
sobbing as her body twisted back to present her ass to him
again.

The caning of her bottom lasted
fifteen minutes and covered both cheeks with numerous inflamed,
vivid lines of swollen and bruised flesh. She was sobbing loudly
between the screams. In the terrible burning pain of her ass, she
forgot all about her sore wrists and the minor sharp pains in her
nipples. This was far worse.

Carefully, he put the cane back
into the drawer. One hand was inside his kimono, obviously holding
onto a massive erection. He hurried from the room to the next one
where he had previously tied down one of the other slavegirls
spread-eagle on the floor. He had the same woman who had attached
the lead weight to Stella’s feet in there, playing with the
helpless slave and keeping her sexually excited and ready. When he
rushed in, she scooted aside and watched as he flung open his
kimono, knelt down, and quickly shoved his prick into the waiting
slavegirl.

While Stella cried and hurt in
the next room, her owner was enjoying himself with the feel of a
tight cunt around his prick and the vision of Stella’s ruined ass
in his mind.

 



Chapter VI

Tonko in a Box

 


On the northernmost large island
of the Japanese chain, Hokkaio, there is only one major city,
Sapporo. That city was host to the Winter Olympics in 1972 and is
famous in Japan for its Snow Festival each year with its ice
sculptures and a winter carnival atmosphere. North of Sapporo the
land rises into mountains graced with pines and waterfalls and
parks. In the middle of these mountains is a small town named
Takamatsu. A few miles outside of that town there is the large
estate of a very rich Japanese businessman, Koroku Sato. It was in
this estate that Tara and three other young women were held
prisoner.

Sato-san was not a mean man, but
he did believe firmly in a woman, especially a Tonko or
Dorei, being kept in her place. And since all four of these
Dorei were captured and taken there against their will, he also saw
to it that they would not have the chance to escape. Being a man of
exceeding strong sexual drives, he felt justified in keeping four
slavegirls so that one of them would always be available for his
use. On occasion, it was rumored, he even had sex with his wife,
but there was no direct proof of that. Besides, when a man had four
beautiful young ladies to choose from, why pick a middle-aged,
overweight woman with a tongue like a serpent’s fang?

He was especially fond of his
newest acquisition, the American girl. He called her
Kiniiri, a term best translated as “favorite pet”. His
repeated use of her, like a child with a new toy, generated
resentment in the others, save for Akane who was hopelessly lesbian
and took every opportunity to touch, lick and press her body
against the other slavegirls, even though she was often punished
for it. To tell the truth, the others did not really mind Akane’s
attentions, being hard up for affection and love of any kind. But
the other two disliked this newcomer and plotted to find a way to
get rid of her.

As can be imagined, two
slavegirls who were almost constantly shackled or bound, had very
little they could do to another slavegirl. There was rarely a time
when any of them were not in restraints, the lightest being
shackles and a short chain on the ankles. The heavier restraints
were so effective at their job that the poor slavegirl could hardly
move. And then there were the restraints that prevented all
movement.

Tara was in one of those, and
not liking it. She had been taken to the same room from which
Goshujin-sama liked to hang her by her ankles. Sitting in the
middle of the room was a box made of wood. There was a wooden floor
to it, a back and two sides currently lying flat on either side of
the box. The front was lying open on the floor. Unseen but attached
to the top of the back, was part of the lid, hinged so it could be
swung up and then down onto the top of the box. It was not a large
box, and there were three steel rods set on the floor next to
it.

Tara was brought in wearing bra
and panties, black and lacy, and with her hands bound behind her
back, wrists crossed in what was a surprisingly comfortable tie for
that place. This was to change, however.

The two men who had escorted her
to that box turned her around and forced her down so she was
sitting on the bottom of the box, her back up against the back
wall. One of them pushed her ankles until her legs were doubled up
and her heels almost touching her bottom. He tied her ankles
together, but that was all.

As they worked with practiced
skill, the box took shape. First, the top was swung over and fitted
to the back of her neck. It was a narrow piece of wood with a half
circle that just fitted to the back curve of her neck. Then the
front came up on its hinges, standing straight up. On the end of
that was the other piece of the lid, a larger panel of wood with
another half circle cut out. When that lid section came down, it
fitted exactly in front of her so the half circle was against the
front of her neck. The two parts of the lid had hasps so they could
be locked in position, imprisoning her neck firmly between
them.

Then came the sides. Each had
three small, round holes in them. One side was placed against the
box and pushed in until it touched her left side. The side panel
fitted with precision in between the top, bottom and other two
sides. While one held that side in place, the other took one of the
steel rods and placed it through a hole. The rod came across the
box, almost touching Tara’s chest just where her breast began to
curve out. The other side was lifted into place and that rod came
through the corresponding hole in it. For a foot or more at each
end, the rod was threaded. From each side, a man took a large
wing-nut and screwed it onto the end of the rod. As they turned the
wing-nuts, the two sides were pulled together. When the both side
walls were touching her body, they stopped.

But only to take the next rod
and insert it through another hole, this time passing between her
bound ankles and her bottom. That was screwed down. Then the third
rod was pushed through the box, passing between her stomach and
thighs. It was very low down, actually pressing hard against her
body in the Vee made by her stomach and her doubled up legs. That
was also screwed down.

Had that been all, it would not
have been too uncomfortable of a position. But the two men took
turns at each rod, screwing the wing-nuts tighter and tighter until
the sides were pressing hard against her. They ceased only when
they could tighten the wing-nuts no farther. By that time, Tara
felt as if she were caught in a vice, being squeezed into flattened
shape. With her body compressed, the bars were pressing harder
against her bare skin. What she had thought might have been a
comfortable position had turned into something much more
unpleasant.

Inside the box, the ropes and
bars and sides conspired to make movement impossible. She could
wiggle her toes and flex her fingers but that was all.

Before leaving, one of the men
came up behind her and suddenly she felt a metal bar being shoved
into her mouth. Before she could protest or try to shake her head,
that bar, very much like the bit on a horse’s bridal, was between
her teeth and being strapped tightly in place. Whether by design or
accident, the bar had come under her tongue and was now forcing her
tongue back and upward most unnaturally. She whined and tried to
let them know that this was a terrible way to gag a cooperating
slavegirl. They ignored her noises and left her alone.

She spent the next five minutes
trying to get her tongue to come around the bar so it could lie in
a more comfortable position. It could not be done. Then she spent a
while testing the ropes on her wrists, also with negative results.
There was nothing she could do about the wooden sides pressing in
on her from all sides, so she just sighed and began what she was
certain would be a very long wait. She was used to Goshujin-sama’s
methods by now. There was no way he would go to the extreme of such
a restraint and then permit her to enjoy it for only a few minutes
before allowing her out of it. She was sure that she would spend
hours in that box, perhaps all night. He had left her in such
positions all night, and peeked in the next morning to see how much
she had suffered.

The worst part was that the
muscle of her tongue was already aching. Her experience with
extreme gags told her that this ache would grow until it was a pain
and then an agony that would drive her crazy. The worst part was
the mental anguish caused by the uncertainty if this was deliberate
or an accident. If they did not know that her tongue had been
caught and forced upward, they might assume that this bit gag could
be left in for a long time. If it had been deliberate, then they
might not leave it in her mouth for very long.

Occasionally over the next few
hours, she struggled more out of a sense of duty than any real hope
of freeing herself. Otherwise, there was nothing to do but watch
the shadows slowly creep across the wall as the sun went down.
About the time that the room had turned a reddish-brown from the
sunset, she had a visitor.

Akane came padding in on bare
feet. Tara looked up to see the surprise in Akane’s eyes at finding
her friend enclosed inside a box. But Akane herself was not in much
better shape. Her legs were bare but everything from the waist up
to her neck was covered with black leather. To be precise, she was
strapped very tightly into a straitjacket. Her arms were wrapped
across her abdomen and pulled very tightly around her sides. There
were additional straps that went around the outside of the jacket,
all very tightly buckled down. And between her legs was a single
strap that looked as though it was cutting into her cunt. It must
have taken a couple men using all their strength to make that strap
cut into the poor girl so deeply.

“No wonder Goshujin-sama said
that I could visit you,” she told Tara. “He knew that your body was
not available to me. And that I could not even rub my breasts
against yours. Is it tight in there?”

Tara grunted and tried to make
Akane know that her tongue was aching something terrible. The
straitjacketed girl walked around the box, looking at the wing-nuts
and the small padlocks holding the neck yoke in place.

“I am sorry,” she said. “I
cannot do anything for you. As you can see, my hands are useless.”
She twisted left and right, and then turned around so Tara could
see the extremely tight straps buckled in the back.

“I am so sorry for you. You do
know that the Master usually keeps a girl in that box all night?
Yes, I can see by your eyes that is so. It has been done to me a
few times and it was most unpleasant.”

Again Tara tried to make noises
to call attention to the state of her tongue.

Akane came up to the side and
leaned over the edge of the box, pressing her leather-clad stomach
into the edge. She could just reach Tara’s head. She kissed Tara
gently on the forehead, then strained a little more and could reach
farther. She kissed the wide spread lips and even used her tongue
to play with those lips. She tried to force her tongue around the
bar in a strange form of French kissing, but could do little save
get both of them aroused.

Finally she ceased and stood
back. “I cannot love you as I would like. But I will stay here for
a while to keep you company. It can be lonely when you are in that
box.” She tilted her head to one side. “Or most of the ways they
tie us.”

She seemed to be thinking for a
few moments. “I will tell you a story,” she finally said. “This is
a true story. I know, because it happened to me.” She leaned her
back against one of the wooden posts and braced herself with feet
spread in front of her.

“Last winter, our Master took me
down to see the Snow Festival. It is a very big event and many
people come from all over Japan to see the ice carvings and the
exhibits and the food and… Well, it is very happy time. I was
surprised when Goshujin-sama said that he would take me down there
so I could see the crowds and all. I had never been to the Snow
Festival. I was most eager to go. But I had to wonder.
Goshujin-sama had bought me only a few months before and I did not
think he would trust me not to run away. I should have known better
than to think he would be careless.

“The morning we were to go, he
came into my room and ordered me to take my clothes off. Then he
bound my arms up on my back. You know, I think you have seen me
tied that way but never yourself. My wrists were pulled up behind
me and tied together. Then rope went over my shoulders and around
my chest until my arms were quite tightly pressed to my body. There
was no way I could possibly get free of that.

“Then he had me spread my legs
wide. He played with my pussy until I began moaning. Then he pushed
something up into me. It was hard and big. Then he tied rope around
my waist and between my legs. It was very tight and held whatever
that was inside me. I could not push it out. Then he told me what
that was.

“He said it was a powerful
electrical shocker. And it was turned on by a small box he had in
his hand. Like a, how do you say it, far-away control for a TV?
Yes, he could turn the shocker on just by pressing a button. Then
she showed me. He pressed the button and I felt as if he had shoved
a red-hot iron into my pussy! Electrical shocks went right up
inside me and it was horrible. He held the button down for so long.
It was terrible pain! I fell to the floor and curled up.

“When he let go of the button,
he told me that the radio in his hand could turn the shocker on a
long way off. If I tried to run or tried to talk with anyone, he
would press the button. The pain was so bad… I knew I would not try
to run away. I could not. I did not want that terrible pain
again.

“He had Miki dress me in ski
pants and a jacket. And boots. But under that I was naked and all
tied up with those ropes. We left for the festival with me in the
back seat next to Goshujin-sama. It was not too long a drive to
Sapporo. We spent the day walking around, looking at things. It was
so exciting! I had always wanted to go to the Snow Festival! And it
was so strange to walk around with my arms tied behind me and that
shocker inside me, and no one in the crowds knew!

“He ordered me not to speak to
anyone. If someone spoke to me I was to pretend I could not talk.
He showed me the little black radio box in his pocket and I obeyed.
If he had not put that thing inside me, I might have run away or
run up to a policeman. But I did not want that terrible pain
again.

“When we got home, my hands were
numb and it hurt when the ropes were taken off. I was glad to feel
that thing slide out of me. But before he untied me, after my
clothes were taken off, he pressed the button a few times again.
Only a second each time, but I was rolling on the floor and
crying.

“Maybe sometime he will take you
to the Snow Festival,” she told Tara. “You will like it. There is
so much to see.”

 



Chapter VII

A Lot of Punishment

 


Stella hung there for what
seemed like a very long time, weeping bitter tears and wondering if
her ass were slashed to ribbons. It certainly felt as if it were.
As the burning in her bottom eased off a bit, she became more aware
of the continuing sharp pain in her nipples. The jerking of her
body as her ass was viciously caned had made those tiny teeth dig
in deeper. She could see the metal clips as they clung to her
nipples, and wished she had hands so she could tear them off.

Much later, another of the Dorei
or slavegirls who acted as servants came in. Stella had not seen
this woman before. As with all the Japanese women she had seen, she
had very long black hair framing her exotic features. She was
wearing a kimono but Stella knew she was a slave because her ankles
were encircled with shiny silver bands and connected by a short
length of silvery chain that made a soft tinkling sound when she
walked.

Stella was particularly
interested in this woman because she hoped that she was sent to
take those damned alligator clips off her nipples. It would also be
nice to get her feet back on the floor. She could no longer feel
her hands.

The woman began by untying the
lead weight from her big toes. She felt the strain leave her toes
and feet, and she almost sighed with relief. Then she was being
lowered to the floor. Her legs felt like rubber and would not
support her. Had the woman not tied the rope off again so that her
bound wrists were still holding her up, she would have collapsed
into a heap on the mat.

The woman was standing right
before her, apparently looking at those clips.

“What is your name?” asked
Stella. She wanted this woman to be a friend. And a friend that
would take those terrible things off her.

The woman looked up, and for a
moment Stella was stunned. She was typical of the slaves that
Otani-san collected, young and very pretty. But there, just below
the tip of her nose, was a small silver ring! It apparently had
been inserted through the middle divide of her nose, for it
disappeared into each nostril. The woman saw Stella’s reaction and
turned her eyes down.

“I am Riko,” she whispered. Then
she lifted her head that Stella might see the ring fully. “My
Master was not happy with me. He said that I did not learn fast
enough being an obedient slavegirl. He had this ring put in my
nose. And others.”

“Others?” asked Stella, unable
to take her eyes off the metal ring adorning her nose. It was
pretty in a way, but barbaric in nature. One put nose rings into
cattle, not humans.

Riko took a step back and opened
the kimino to show her body to Stella, who sucked in air when she
saw what had been done to this woman. There were two silver rings
through her nipples, fairly large ones, about two inches in
diameter. And there were four rings pierced through each labium.
Her pubic hair had been saved so it was easy to see the rings. And
the four tiny locks that joined the left side to the right, locking
her labia shut. Stella had heard that some people went in for
pierced nipples and other places, but this was the first she had
actually seen. The sight evoked a strange feeling inside her. She
was appalled at the act of piercing the flesh, but also attracted
to them. They were pretty, she had to admit. Almost like pieces of
jewelry.

“Why is your… your vagina
locked?” she finally stammered.

“My Master says I am not good
enough to please a man so he locked me up that no man would try to
use that part.”

“How… How long have those been
on?”

“Almost a year now,” she said.
And it has been that long since I have had a man inside me.” She
made the statement sound so matter-of-fact that Stella was a little
take back.

“You have had no sex for a
year?”

“No, I have. But not there. The
Master sometimes ties me bent over a pole and uses his magnificent
penis in my rear. He did not lock me there.”

She was not surprised to hear
that her owner liked to use women that way. Undoubtedly because it
was more degrading and painful for the woman.

“Ever night, I am chained by
these rings in my room. He has my hands tied behind my back. And my
legs tied together. Then I am put on my futon face down. The futon
is more like one of your western beds; it has three holes cut into
it and is high off the floor. My breasts fit through two of the
holes. The other is right here,” she said as she pointed to the
locked up vagina. “Then small chains and locks are put on those
rings and I am locked to the floor. I cannot get up until someone
unlocks me in the morning.”

It might not be all that
painful, but being chained down by your nipples and labia but not
being able to move at all for the whole night had to be a torment.
She could not move during the night without pulling – probably
painfully – on her tender parts.

“Every night?” asked Stella.

“Every night. It has been so for
a year now. My Master says it is the way I will be for the rest of
my life. I am a dorei, a servant only. I am not worthy to be a
tonko, a real woman sex slave.”

Riko closed her komino and tied
it. Stella was not sure what to say. This was something she had not
seen before. Yet it made sense in a way. Slavegirls were often
chained. Piercing their parts and attaching rings was logical if
you accepted the whole concept of slavery – that a female could be
owned by another human.

“Will you take these things off
my nipples?” she asked.

Riko looked at the clips again.
“It will hurt,” she said.

“Hurt?”

“When I take them off. It will
hurt.”

“It hurts now.”

Without further argument, Riko
reached up and opened the clip on her left nipple. As the jaws
reluctantly let loose their grip, Stella gasped. It did hurt! And
more than when it had been attached. The abused nerves were loudly
protesting.

The other nipple screamed when
its clip was taken off.

“I see what you mean,” she
said.

“Can you stand now?” asked
Riko.

“I think so. Try it.”

Riko untied the rope and allowed
Stella’s hands to lower until they were at the level of her chest.
She still felt weak-kneed but managed to stay upright.

“Is my bottom bleeding much?”
she asked.

“No blood. Black and red and
swelling but no blood. The cane does not usually break skin. If he
hit harder and more, then maybe.”

“What now?” Stella just wanted
to be taken to her room and left alone to recover from her
ordeal.

“I have orders,” was all Riko
said. She made a quick trip to the cabinet and returned with two
pairs of handcuffs. Kneeling, she placed one pair on Stella’s
ankles. Meantime Stella was staring at her hands, which were a
wonderful shade of purple and, with the pressure off them,
beginning to pins-and-needle her something fierce. How strange, she
thought, that being untied and the clips taken off hurt as much as
them going on. Life just isn’t fair. At least not for
slavegirls.

As Riko untied the rope from her
wrists, the fleeting thought occurred to Stella to slug this woman
and try an escape. But she realized that she had waited too long;
her ankles were shackled now and she could not even walk, let alone
run. Besides, she was not sure her hands would work well enough yet
to form a fist. So she allowed Riko to pull her hands behind her
back and attach the second pair of handcuffs to her wrists.

“Do I get to go to my room now?”
she asked.

“No. Come with me.”

Stella shuffled along beside the
slavegirl, whose ankles were also joined but with a chain three
times the length of Stella’s. As they walked along, Stella tried to
make conversation on a subject heavy on her mind lately.

“Tell, Riko, is there a way to
get out of here?”

Riko seemed to have expected
that question. “No. Escape is not possible. All slaves are kept
chained always. And there are guards. Otani-sama, the Master, is a
very rich man and very important. This house and grounds are like a
castle. Very hard to get into. Very hard to get out of. There are
many guards.”

Riko paused to put her hand on
Stella’s bare arm. “Please do not try. Punishment for trying to
escape is very bad. All slaves much watch. It is a lesson to us. I
have seen it once and it was very bad.”

“What happened?” Stella could
not help but ask.

“She was tied down and all the
guards took turns using her. For two days that went on. Slave was
crazy; so much fucking. And all parts of her. Then the slave was
hung upside down with arms and legs spread wide. She was whipped
all over body. Very bad whip. Cut the skin. She screamed very
loudly. Blood dripped down to the ground. When she faint they threw
cold water on her. Finally she would not wake up again.”

“What happened to her then?”
asked Stella.

“I not know. We were taken away.
I not see her after that. Never.”

Stella felt a very cold knot in
her stomach. This man who claimed to own her was not playing games.
She wondered if the girl could finally not be revived from her
faint because she was dead. And if not, then what happened to
her?

“I have some rich friends,” she
tried a different tack. “If you help me to escape I will see that
you get a lot of money.”

“Punishment for both of us would
be bad.”

“Can you just get word out to
someone I know? Just a message? They will find a way to get me out
of here. And I’ll take you with me.”

Riko shook her head sadly. “I
cannot do that. Do not talk of it. Very dangerous.”

They arrived at a room. It was
not the room she had been thinking of as hers; this one was small,
more like a large walk-in closet. There was nothing in it save one
chair. Then Stella took a second look. It was like no chair she had
ever seen. There was a low back to it, and the usual four legs but
no side arms. And the seat was only half the size it should be. As
she shuffled up closer, she realized that the whole surface of the
seat was covered with small spikes. Not sharp ones, but pointed
enough so that her bottom ached just to look at them. Sitting there
would be unthinkable with her ass in its present sore condition.
She turned Riko to say, “You don’t expect me to sit there!”

Riko nodded solemnly.

“I won’t do it. Do have any idea
how much that will hurt?”

“I do,” she said simply. Stella
realized that she was saying that had been forced to endure
something along these lines herself. “Please do not make me have to
get one of the guards.”

Stella looked at the seat again.
The spikes were not long nor were they really sharp, just enough to
push into the skin without breaking it. Probably. Normal skin might
not break, but skin in the swollen and abused condition her bottom
was in might well be a different story. At any rate, it would hurt
like hell.

With a sigh, Stella shuffled up
to it and turned her back.

“Put arms over back,” Riko
said.

Stella lowered herself, making
sure that her handcuffed arms were over the back. When the first of
the spikes touched her bottom, she halted.

Riko was behind the chair and
Stella could feel something being done to the handcuffs on her
wrists. She twisted around to look down and found Riko had passed a
chain over the links of the handcuffs and was pulled that down
towards a ring in the floor. “Please to sit down,” she said.

Stella seriously considered
telling her to go to hell. But that would only bring in a man or
two and she would be forced, probably quite roughly, down onto the
spikes. She lowered her rear and grimaced as the spikes, dull as
they were, felt as if they were digging into her very sore
flesh.

“More,” said Riko. “You must sit
all the way down.”

Stella did, but did not like it.
She winced as the pain in her abused rear increased. When she
thought it would look as if she were actually sitting there, she
halted.

Riko locked the chain and came
around to the front of the chair. Kneeling, she unlocked the
handcuffs upon Stella’s ankles and then spread her feet apart.
Stella sank more onto the spikes. Then Riko tied a sort piece of
rope around the left ankle and pulled that foot back and up towards
the back of the chair. When it was bent about as far as it would go
and her foot was near the back, the rope wrapped around the back
and then passed down under the chair where it was tied. Stella
noted, with her Escape Artist mind, that the knot had been placed
out of reach of her fingers. Riko came around the other side, and
Stella moaned even before she tied the rope around that ankle. When
her foot was pulled backwards, all of Stella’s weight finally came
to rest on that terribly sore ass. She felt as if the spikes were
digging several inches into her bottom.

With the second foot secured
well up off the floor, Riko came around to the back again and
unlocked the chain passing over the handcuffs. It was only so she
could pull it tighter then relock it. Stella’s arms were now pulled
down, forcing her shoulders backward. Her breasts with their sore
nipples stuck out nicely in front.

Rikoe left the room without a
word and Stella wondered if that was all. Not that having to sit on
those spikes was not torment enough. At least those damned clips
were off her nipples and the pain there had faded.

When Riko came back in, she was
carrying a basin of water and a wrapped towel. These she set down
on the floor before the chair. Opening the towel, there was a bar
of soap and a razor, one of the disposable kind. Using the soap and
water, Riko began to suds down Stella’s pubic hair.

“Oh, not! Please don’t do that!”
she protested.

“I have orders,” was all Riko
would say.

When the area was well soaped
up, she took the razor and began passing it along the tender flesh
there. Small paths of cleared skin appeared behind the razor.
Stella could not see, but she could feel what was happening down
there and sighed. Having your pubs shaved off was certainly not the
worst that could happen to her. But it hinted of future abuse to
that area and that she did not like.

When the job was done, Riko
wiped the area clean and put the razor and towel into the
basin.

Then she touched the freshly
bared skin gently as if admiring it. Just as Stella was wondering
if she would do more than a casual caress, Riko pulled her hand
back.

“Please do not displease the
Master. You are very pretty here. It would not be good to have
rings and locks there.”

Stella mentally agreed. But
after Riko left, and she sat there in considerable discomfort on a
badly caned bottom, it came to her just how helpless she was. Not
the current handcuffs and ropes, but the whole damned set-up. She
had been a captive with Thomas, but now she was coming to
understand what it was to really be a slavegirl.

 



Chapter VIII

Sharing a Slavegirl

 


Thomas Crofton picked up the
phone and dialed an international number beginning with the country
code of +81. Allowing for the difference in time zones, it should
be mid-morning in Japan. When the phone on the other end of the
line was picked up, a male voice said, “Mushi, mushi,” a
meaningless phrase the Japanese use when answering a phone.

“Arty, I need to talk to
you.”

“Talk.”

Arthur Robert Crenshaw was a man
of few words, but particularly useful to Crofton as his contact in
Japan. A British expatriate who lived in Japan for the last twenty
years and spoke the language very well, he was useful in
negotiating the sale of American girl-flesh to wealthy Japanese
buyers.

“You know that last girl I sold
Otani? Well, what I would like is…” He explained.

“You don’t ask for much, do
you?”Arty said. “I happen to know that Otani is very pleased with
her and I do not think he would part with her even for twice what
he paid. In fact, I hear that he’s showing her off in the
Circle.”

The Circle was a term that
referred to the small clique of wealthy men who owned slaves in the
Orient. As with many collectors, they liked to show off their
latest acquisitions and sometimes even trade a slavegirl if the
current owner had grown tired of her.

“It is your opinion that he
would not sell her?”

“Pretty much so, old chap.”

“Then… Well, I would really like
her back. What are my options?”

There was silence for a long
time.

“It will not be easy,” finally
came the voice from eight time zones away. “Not easy at all. Nor
cheap.”

“I’ll meet you in Tokyo in two
days. I have some arrangements to make before I can fly there.”

 


* * * * *

 


“This is the famous Stella
Walters,” Otani-san was saying. “She is perhaps the most famous
escape artist in the world.”

“What about our own Princess
Tenko?” one of the men in the room asked.

Otani looked over the three men
sitting in traditional Japanese style at the low table upon which
the remains of a meal were scattered. Sake flasks and small cups
were before each man, save the one on the left who prefer single
malt scotch whiskey.

“Princess Tenko is very showy,”
he began, speaking, of course, in Japanese. “She puts on a good
show but her escapes are rather ordinary. The Water Torture escape,
the straitjacket escape, and such. Miss Walters, as you all know,
makes here escapes much more realistic. More dangerous. Have you
seen her water chamber escape? Not only is she dumped into a tank
of water, but she is wearing many handcuffs on her wrists and
ankles, and even two connecting her hands and feet. Do you know any
escape artists who will do a water tank escape while hogtied?”

“Then show us this Stella
Walters. I have seen her on the television and she is quite
good.”

Otani smiled and clapped his
hands. That was the signal for his men to bring in the display that
was to cap the evening of fine food and drink.

Two men opened the sliding door
and then pushed a metal box into the room. It was seven feet tall
but only a little under three feet on each side. There were wheels
on the bottom. They turned the box so that it faced the seated men.
On the side facing them, there were three hasps, each holding the
door closed with large padlocks.

With a flourish, Otani signaled
for the men to open the door. All eyes eagerly awaited what would
be revealed. Each of the padlocks was unlocked and taken off. Then
the hasps opened and finally the door swung wide.

Inside was Stella. She was
however in no condition to step out of the box. She had been bound
with numerous windings of rope, arms pulled up behind her back in
what is called the “Reverse Prayer” position because the hands are
together just a little above the shoulder blades as if the woman
were praying. A great many windings of the rope around her chest
assured that her hands could not be pulled down. They also make her
breasts stand out quite nicely.

Her legs were bound both above
and below the knees and at the ankles. She was gagged with a ball
gag, not a traditional Japanese type gag but one that was much more
effective than a piece of cloth tied through her mouth. All the
ropes were, however, the traditional Japanese hemp, thicker and
rougher than the nylon or cotton clothesline used in America. She
was a very tightly tied bundle. And she was hanging by those bound
ankles upside down.

Her ankles had been bound to a
ring at the top of the box, but one that had a swivel. One of the
men put his hand upon her arms and turned her slowly around so the
men could see every part of the bondage.

Stella had been hanging like
that for almost half an hour, not all that strenuous for her, she
had certainly done longer during some of the escapes, but enough to
tire her out. She had struggled against the ropes but knew from the
start that they had been tied far too tightly and with attention to
detail. She had explored with fingers and found no loose ropes nor
any knots. And all the bindings were so tight that pulling a limb
loose was simply not possible. She could not escape from this
tie.

“Stella Walters is very good,”
Otani continued, “but, as you can see, she is no match for my
bondage skills.”

“You certainly used enough
rope,” one man commented.

Ignoring him, Otani continued
his egotistical boasting. “She had been like this for an hour and
has not been able to free herself.” He lied about the length of
time being a full hour but even if she had been left for two or
three hours, she would still be there when the box was opened.

“If any of you would like to
suggest ways of making her want to escape, please say so. We would
all like to see her pit her skills against mine.”

The men around the table, most
of them feeling very good after several cups of sake, looked at the
naked woman hanging there and got hard-ons. That skin, those
non-oriental eyes, and those large, perfect breasts had the normal
effect it always did on men.

“Whip her if she does not
escape,” one man suggested. “If she knows the lash is coming, she
will try very hard.”

“Yes, that is one possibility.
Any others? How about you, Masato? You are well known for making
females struggle very hard.”

Truth was, Otani did not want
any of these men to whip his prize slave. A couple of them were
just as sadistic as he was, and he did not want any damage to his
prize – unless he put it there.

“Throw a poisonous snake in the
cage. She will have to escape or get bitten.”

“I’m sure that will motivate
her,” agreed Otani, “but I am certain that she cannot defeat these
ropes, and I do not wish her to die on me. That would spoil our
fun!”

They all laughed. Then Masato
rose and walked up to the box. Slowly he reached out and touched
her hip. With slightly slurred voice, he told Otani, “You have
bound her very well. I do not think any woman can escape from
this.”

“If the rest of you wish to
examine the ropes up close, please do so. And feel free to examine
that lovely body. She is very fine, no?”

The rest of the men rose to
their feet and approached the hanging woman.

Stella, who could not follow any
of what they were saying, only knew that these strangers were
grabbing her body, jerking at the ropes binding her and squeezing
her breasts. She would have liked very much to tell them to bug off
and keep their hands to themselves, but could not. Stoically she
put up with the groping.

“We could cover her with fire
ants,” one suggested. “The bites would hurt and she will know that
the only way to stop them would be to escape.”

“Good idea, but where would be
get these fire ants?”

“How about spiders? Women are
afraid of spiders.”

“I still think we should simply
whip her if she fails.”

“Very well, gentlemen. So it
shall be.”

Otani went to the box and knelt
down on his knees so he was closer to her face. The long black hair
was hanging down and piled up on the floor of the cage.

“Miss Walters,” he began,
speaking slowly. “We will now lock the door of your box. You will
have an hour to escape. If you do not, you will be whipped – very
hard and on your bare skin.”

The sounds of protest were heard
in the background.

“Very well,” Otani said
agreeably. “They do not want to wait an hour. So it will be thirty
minutes. If you have not escaped in half an hour when we open the
door, you will be whipped by each man here.” Sounds of agreement
and eagerness met his statement. These men all spoke English well
enough to follow what was being said to the naked woman. “I would
suggest you try your best, Miss Walters, unless you want your whole
body to be marked up and be in great pain.”

Stella glared at him. Otani
stood, a little unsteadily, and motioned to the men to close and
lock the door. As they did, and darkness again covered Stella, she
was moaning. Not so much from the pain but from the unfairness of
this “contest.” She was very good at working her way out of rope
bondage – probably better than any other woman in the world. But
there were limits to anyone’s abilities. Most of her escapes were
tricks in one way other another. It was definitely possible to tie
her so well that even she could not free herself. That had been
proven many times during her play with Tara. Most men could not tie
her that well, but Tara, her friend and lover, had many chances to
bind Stella and was quite good at it. Together they had learned all
the tricks, both to escaping and to preventing escape.

Nevertheless, Stella tried with
renewed vigor to work the ropes off. Avoiding a whipping was good
incentive but she also would like to show up this Otani and his
large ego. If a mere woman could free herself from his best
bondage, then he would lose much face.

She twisted and turned and
pulled. The ropes were still as tight as they had been the first
time she was locked in that box. She tried arching her body
backwards to press her bound arms against a side just in case that
pressure might change the bondage some – maybe produce a loose
rope. But it did not.

It was hot in the box since it
retained her body heat and she was working very hard at this
escape. Sweat crawled down her face and she wondered if she worked
hard enough sweat it would make possible pulling something out from
under these ropes. Nylon ropes sometimes worked that way, but these
were not nylon but hemp.

Faintly she could hear the men
laughing and even singing outside her box. Apparently, the drinking
of sake and whiskey was continuing as they awaited their chance to
whip that lovely body.

Finally, she could try no more.
Her muscles burned from the strenuous efforts and she was no closer
to freedom than she had been at first. She sighed inwardly and let
her body hang motionlessly. She wanted to continue fighting the
ropes, to perhaps finally work a little slack someplace, but she
was realistic enough to know that she was bound and would stay
bound until these bastards freed her.

When the door was opened, she
was greeted with laughter and what were probably derisive comments
in Japanese. Then the henchmen were busy unbolting the sides of the
box and taking the panels away. Soon she was hanging from a
framework only. The cool air felt good against her hot skin but
brought little relief to her fears. She had tasted Otani’s whip
enough to know that a whipping from him would be most painful. She
had to assume that his cronies were no different.

Otani, for his part, was being
practical about his. He did not want his prize slavegirl injured,
at least not very much. But he would win points with these powerful
men if he allowed them to play with his slave. So he had arranged
that her whipping could not be as severe as it might have. First
off, there were the steel posts of the box. They prevented any of
them from getting a full swing of a whip. If they tried, the whip
would hit the post and not the girl. Secondly, he waited until they
were drunk enough to impair their aim and the strength of the
swing. If some of them managed to mark up her body, so be it. It
would probably not be as badly as he marked her himself, in the
past or certainly in the future.

Otani snapped his fingers and
one of the men handed him a whip. Again he had been careful to
choose one that would leave marks but not cut the skin. He
approached Stella, whose eyes could not leave the whip in his
hands. Taking careful aim, he swung a cut at her ass. The end of
the whip did find the soft skin there, and she cried out and jerked
her body very nicely. A thin red line was forming immediately.

Otani turned to the men and
solemnly told them, “She is yours. Punish her for her failure to
escape!” He handed the whip to the first man. With a silly grin on
his face, he stepped up to the hanging woman and swung wildly. Only
the tip of the whip managed to touch her ass, the majority of the
force was taken by the pole. He swung again and then again, able to
add only a little red to what Otani had left there.

So it continued. Each man eager
for his turn, yet each not really doing much damage. Not that it
was a pleasure for Stella. She cried out through the gag and jerked
her body because the pain was very real – only not as real as it
could get. When her ass was mostly red, swollen skin, they switched
to her breasts. Fortunately the same protection worked for that
target. Most of the whip cuts struck the pole and were diminished.
But her breasts were soon covered with short red lines. Some of the
marks were surrounded by light skin, as if to highlight the abused
portion.

The whipping continued until
Otani called a halt to it. The reason for that was Masato.
Realizing that whipping horizontally was really not having the full
effect, he chose to cut downward and avoid the poles. The first
mark left a long red streak on the back of her thigh from just
where the ropes cut into her skin down to almost her ass. He
managed to place several more such marks before Otani realized what
he was doing. The higher volume of her scream, even when muffled by
the gag, told him something was happening.

Otani had even prepared a plan
in case this should happen. He took the whip from Masato’s hand and
gave him a gag instead. For a second, Masato looked at the gag then
he grinned. It was a trainer gag, a metal ring covered with leather
and designed to fit behind a woman’s teeth and hold her mouth wide
open. He immediately knelt and unbuckled the ball gag from the
sobbing woman. Before she could speak, he shoved in the ring and
was buckling it tightly in place.

Stella was now ready for the
second portion of “show and tell”. Masato was the first to drop his
pants and kneel down before her. Taking her head in his hands, he
guided her open mouth over his rigid penis. As with many men, he
shoved it too far and made her gag. But there was nothing she could
do about it. The ring held her mouth wide open and if he wanted to
literally shove it down her throat, he could. And did.

When he finally shot his load,
Stella was feeling miserable. Cum was dripping from her mouth and
up her inverted face. She closed her eyes and endured because she
had to. But she hated it.

The second man was not as large
and could barely touch the back of her throat, so deep throating
was not possible. He made up for it with vigorous pumping of her
head on his rod until he trembled and added more cum to her
face.

The third man took delight in
pulling it out of her mouth at the last second and squirting his
cum all over her face.

When all were finished, Stella
was crying, both from the pain and from the degrading, shameful way
she was used. Otani was smiling. He had gained much face within the
Circle.

 



Chapter IX

An Educational Lesson

 


Tara was doing better than
Stella, but only because her owner was not nearly as sadistic as
Otani. He was still plenty rough on the poor girl, placing her in
extremely strict bondage and often punishing her. But the
punishments were milder and she was never whipped with a real whip
– one that can leave serious marks or even cut the skin. More
often, when Sato Koroku, her Goshujin-sama or Master, wanted to see
her in pain – beyond that from tight ropes and contorted positions
– he would swat her bottom with a riding crop or a belt. After
enough strokes to get the tears flowing and her bottom a nice shade
of crimson, he would discard the crop or belt and shove his massive
prick inside his slave. Tara yelled and complained, but in reality
she enjoyed those sessions. There was very little to look forward
to when you were a slavegirl, and those screwing were about the
only pleasure she ever received.

On the day after Stella was
shown off and whipped by a group of strangers, Tara was in an
uncomfortable position and facing another long day of boredom. She
was kneeling on a mat with her ankles bound and her hands also
bound behind her, elbows tightly together as was usual. The tricky
part was that a rope from her hands went up to an overhead beam and
pulled her arms up behind her until her head was touching the mat.
Then it had been pulled some more, and she found herself
straightening up but under terrible strain on her arms and
shoulders. When the rope was tied off, she was very uncomfortable
and knew that she would spend the entire day getting more and more
uncomfortable.

When first tied in that
position, Tara was smiling to herself. She knew that she could use
her arms to pull herself up to her feet. Then the position would be
a simple strappado of a lot less strain than a kneeling one. The
smile was fled from her face when an additional rope was added
joining her ankles with her neck. If she tried to stand, the rope
would tighten around her neck and cut off the air. She would have
to stay kneeling. She did find, after a little experimentation,
that she could lift her hips and thrust them out in front of her.
That took some of the pressure off her knees and allowed some
relief to the strained muscles. But she had to be careful about not
tightening the rope around her neck. She used that “hip thrust”, as
she called it, to relieve the stress.

After a while in that awkward
position, a young woman came in. She wore the ankle shackles of a
domestic slave, the only kind of female servant Sato had, and was
dressed in a kimono of red silk. She had very delicate features,
almost like a china doll, and very pale skin. Tara had to wonder if
she ever got out into the sunlight.

The girl knelt before Tara, who
had resumed the kneeling and bent forward position, and said
nothing for a while. Tara had to turn her head to look up into the
girl’s eyes. Finally, she said in a very soft voice, “Our Master
has ordered me to show you something. She rose up on her knees and
opened the kimono to reveal that she was naked underneath. She had
small but pointed breasts and a shaved pubic area, nothing too
abnormal about that. But then Tara saw something else. There was
gold threads across the labia! Each one disappeared into a hole in
the labia. There were an even dozen of those golden threads
effectively sowing up her vagina.

“What? You are sown shut?” Tara
asked.

“My Master had it done a little
over a year ago, when he first bought me.”

“Bought you? But you’re
Japanese. I was bought like an expensive toy. But you’re not just a
servant?”

“My parents were very poor
people from the farm lands in northern Japan. They had very little.
When I was old enough to be attractive to a man, they sold me.”

“That’s terrible. Your own
parents?”

“It is not uncommon, even today.
Are there not poor people with little to sell but their own
children?”

“Not in my country!” she
protested.

“Then you are lucky. My parents
sold me to Koroku-sama. He said that I would one day make a very
beautiful slavegirl and when that happened he would sell me for
much more than he paid. So I become his dorei but not a tonko like
you. He would not allow men to use me, not even himself. He said
that true virgins bring much more money. To keep me a virgin, he
had my cunt sown with gold threads. The ends were melted together
so I cannot take them off. It would hurt very much if I were to
pull on them; I know because I tried. And if I did rip them out,
Koroku-sama would punishment me greatly. Then have me re-sown.”

“So you’re to remain a virgin?
For how long? When will he think you are old enough to sell?” Tara
could not believe this story. It was incredible to her that a man
would sew up the entrance to a woman’s vagina just to keep her a
virgin.

“He has not told me. In the
meantime I am taught skills to make me a very valuable tonko. I can
recite long poems and stories. I can sing and even dance – when my
ankles are not chained. And I have been taught many of the ways to
please a man. With my hands, my body and my mouth.”

“Your body?”

“A man likes to have a woman rub
her breasts against him. Especially his lance. And his face. I have
also been taught to offer my rear for sex if the man wished
it.”

“Has this happened often?”

“Sometimes. Goshujin-sama does
not do it to me, but a few times he had one of his friends do it –
just to teach me the proper way to act and position myself for the
maximum pleasure to the man. And how to cry out when he comes
inside me and tell him he is the greatest of all sex warriors.”

“Sounds like training a whore,”
Tara commented.

“What is the ‘horror’? I do not
know that word.”

“A prostitute, honey. Call girl,
streetwalker, or hooker.”

“I do not know those words. But
I think you mean a woman who takes money for sex, no?”

“You get the idea.”

“But I will not get money for
sex. I will be bought by a new Master. He will use me as he wishes.
And not pay me.”

“What is your name, honey?”

“I am called Natsuki. You I know
are Tara.”

“Is that all you came in for? To
show me your… ah, knitting job?”

“Yes. Goshujin-sama told me to.
But I also wanted to see you for myself. I have never seen a
gaijin before. Are all Americans as pretty as you?”

“Some, but I’m among the best,”
Tara boasted. She really did not know why she said that because she
felt it was not true. She was a plain, ordinary girl, nothing like
the beautiful Stella.

“This hurts, does it not?”

“Yes, it is a strain. I don’t
suppose you would untie me?”

“Oh, I cannot do that.
Goshujin-sama would be most unpleased.”

Natsuki shuffled a little closer
on her knees, until she was almost touching Tara. Tired of holding
her head up to see the girl, Tara let her head drop down. Natsuki
gently reached out and touched Tara’s red hair. “I do not see this
color in Japan. Are all American’s colored this way?”

“No. There are many colors,”
Tara said without looking up.

Natsuki lowered her hand until
it was only an inch from Tara’s beasts. As Sato-sama often liked,
she was wearing a bra and panties, both a little too small and both
a bright red. Natsuki slipped her fingers inside the bra and felt
of the nipple there. It immediately stiffened. Tara looked up but
did not know what to say.

Natsuki removed her hand but
placed it lower down, sliding it inside the tight panties. Her
fingers explored, separating the labia and touching all parts. Tara
felt herself warm to that touch, so gentle. A slavegirl can get
very horny between the sessions with her Master and Tara was no
exception. The touch felt good. She said nothing but hoped the girl
would continue.

“I am not allowed to be with
another woman,” Natsuki said simply. “My Master does not want me to
become what you say, girl lover?”

“Lesbian.”

“Yes. But the Master will not
let me get close to a man, so I really do not know what sex is
about.” She reached out again and cupped Tara’s pubic area. “You
are so pretty. Your body is so nice. Will you teach me how this
lesbian love is made?”

“Honey, there is little I can do
right now. It takes some degree of movement and I can’t hardly move
at all.”

“I can move. Tell me what to
do.”

“Okay. Open your kimono. Put
your breast up to my mouth. Yes, that’s it. Now I tongue and suck
it.”

Tara did just that, having a
great deal of lesbian lovemaking experience, plus a love of it. As
she sucked and gently ran her tongue around the stiffening nipple,
she heard Natsuki moaning. The moans grew in intensity as the
excitement in the young girl’s body grew. Soon she was calling out
words in Japanese that Tara did not know, but she had a pretty good
idea what the girl was saying.

She paused long enough to tell
her to put the other nipple up to her mouth. Natsuki was trembling
and moaning. Tara could well believe this was her first taste of
any kind of lovemaking. So she gave the task her full attention and
effort. The results were so successful that Tara thought the girl
might have an orgasm just from this, if her moaning and thrusting
her body forward were any signs.

Might as well do this right,
Tara internalized, and let go of the nipples she was currently
sucking on.

“Take off the kimono. Stand in
front of me and thrust your hips towards my head. Good. A little
more forward. Just a bit more. Now hold on to your hat!”

She plunged her tongue to the
sewn up labia, trying to get through the structures to that one
little place where all a woman’s nerves were centered. The sewing
was too good, however; she could not create an opening so she could
lick that choice spot.

“Damn!” she muttered and tried
some more. Her efforts were having an effect on the girl, to judge
by her moaning and thrusting her hips forward. But this just was
not going to get her to a real orgasm, was Tara’s opinion. And it
was an opinion based on a lot of experience.

“Listen, come around behind me
and bring your sex up to my hand – if you can reach that high.”

Natsuki did as she was told,
rising and pushed her hips towards the bound wrists that were tied
up towards the ceiling beam. She had to stand on her toes but just
managed to get close enough, plus she grabbed the rope tied with
her hands to help pull her up. Tara, straining against the ropes,
pressed her fingers over the right spot and began massaging.
Natsuki’s moans increased and she pushed her sex as hard as she
could to meet Tara’s fingers. For a while that continued and Tara
was beginning to feel that her efforts would be in vain, when
Natsuki gave out with a loud gasp and fell to the floor. Tara
looked around and saw the girl curled up into a ball, shaking all
over and moaning. Mission accomplished!

 



Chapter X

Making Plans

 


“I’ve booked you into the Hilton
Toyko. It’s one of the better hotels,” said Arthur Crenshaw on the
cab ride from New Toyko International Airport.

“I thought Kennedy or LAX were
bad, but I’ve never seen a more crowded airport than this one,”
Crofton said.

“Most of the locals call it
Narita Airport. And, yes, it is the not the best of airports.”

They pulled up in front of the
Hilton and checked Crofton in, then walked a short distance to a
small local izakaya, the Japanese equivalent of a pub. This
one was labeled “The Black Sheep”. Inside, the atmosphere was quiet
and not overly crowded at that time of the day.

Crenshaw ordered a Guiness extra
stout. Crofton settled for an Asahi Black. “This is one of the only
places where one can find Guiness. I’ve never lost my taste for
it.”

For a few moments they drank,
enjoying the brews. “Did you know that beer is the most common
alcoholic drink in Japan?”

“Not sake?”

“No. Sake may be traditional,
but since the Dutch introduced beer in the late Nineteenth century,
the Japanese have taken to it. They even sell it in vending
machines.”

They finished their drinks and
Crenshaw signaled for a fresh round. When it came, they got down to
business.

“I have been researching
Otani-san, although I already had a file on him. It pays to know
your customers. Otani is very big in electronics, one of the
richest men in Japan. He has collected tonko or love slaves for a
long time. My guess is that he has about six of them right now. I
have been able to find that he is particularly rough on his slaves,
a truly sadistic man. There are hints that he has lost several
slaves because of overly harsh treatment.”

“Where does he live?” asked
Crofton.

“He has a couple of places, but
the largest is his estate in Hitachi. That’s on the coast not far
north of Toyko. It’s quite large and guarded like your Fort Knox.
He has a small army of mercenaries to protect his privacy. Getting
in there will be very difficult. Might have to fight your way in
and there would be a lot of bloodshed. Do you really want this
woman that badly, old chap?”

Crofton leaned back and sighed.
“Yes, I guess I do. I should never have sold her.”

“Well, I’ll work on it, but it
won’t be easy.”

“I want you to come up with a
plan, and soon. I don’t want her to become one of those
casualties.”

“You get settled in. I’ll be in
touch. See a few of the sights. Toyko is an incredible city. I’ll
give you the address of a few of the better whorehouses, if you
want.”

“Thank you, but no.”

“Fine, old chap. Just
offering.”

 


* * * * *

 


The gentlemen of the Circle had
left Stella’s ass and breasts marked with red stripes and hurting.
Otani had the panels of her box placed back on and the men pushed
her out. It was almost an hour before she was finally let down. Her
tear-stained face grimaced as her battered bottom came in contact
with the floor. When her arms were untied from that reverse prayer
position, they hung limp by her side and she began crying again
from the returning circulation.

She was chained and returned to
her room where her ankles were chained to a ring in the floor.
Otani was apparently taking no chances, because he had ordered that
three pairs of handcuffs be placed on her wrists and another two
pair on her arms above her elbows. He was well aware of her ability
to free herself from what would keep most women secured.

Shortly after her being secured
for the night, she was visited by Otani. He roughly inserted a
trainer gag into her mouth and buckled it tightly in place. Then he
pushed her down onto the floor and fucked her mouth viciously. Only
a minute later he was grunting and shooting cum into her mouth. She
gagged and tried to push it out with her tongue.

Closing his kimono, he left
Stella crying on the floor, still chained and with the trainer gag
holding her mouth wide open.

 


* * * * *

 


“I have news that you might find
interesting.”

“Okay, Arty, give it to me.”

“Otani and some others of the
Circle are going to meet in Yamagata in a week. It is supposed to
be a business conference, but they will probably use the excuse to
show off their slaves. That is a favorite pastime of these men. You
know: ‘my slave is prettier than yours,’ or ‘my slave is better
trained.’ They especially like to show off gaijin slaves. And
especially American girls. But then you know that, old chap, you’ve
shipped enough of them to this country.”

They were sitting cross-legged
on zabutons around a low table in a traditional Japanese
restaurant.

“Hope you like the
yakitori here. I’ve become quite fond of it over the
years.”

“The food is fine. So you think
that Otani will be taking Stella to that meeting?”

“It would surprise me if he did
not. He often has some of the local Circle over to his house in
Hitachi. But this is a chance to show off to many more of the
Circle. Oh, yes, he will go and take her with him.”

“How will he transport her?”

“Not sure. You would be more an
expert on transporting slavegirls than I. He might just lock her in
the trunk of his car and drive there. It is less than a hundred and
fifty miles.”

“And this meeting, or rather the
Circle meetings, will be well-guarded?”

“Sure. These men are powerful
and rich. Most have private bodyguards. And for something like
this, they will probably hire a few more to patrol the outside.
Just local help; they won’t know what is going on inside.”

Crofton toyed with his food.
“Might be best to intercept them in route,” he finally said. “Find
out what you can about when and how he will be going there.”

“Right you are. Shouldn’t be too
hard. I know when the first meeting is for the conference, so that
gives us a good idea. The problem is how will he ship the
girl?”

Crenshaw waved to the waitress
and held up an empty bottle of Ashai. “It’s too bad this place does
not serve Guiness. They have the best yakitori but I have to do
with the local beers.”

“Did you find out anything about
that other girl, the one called Tara?”

“You sold her to Koroku Sato. He
lives up on the northern island of Hokkaido, not far from Sapporo.
Small village called Takamatsu. He has a large estate there and
protects his privacy. As far as I have been able to find out, he
still has that girl.”

“Do know if he will be at that
conference in… where did you say?”

“Yamagata. Will be easy to
check.”

“It would be nice if we could
bag both of them at the same time.”

“Why?”

“They used to be very close
friends. Tara was Stella’s assistant in her escape artist act. In
fact, when I kidnapped Stella, Tara broke into my house and waved a
gun in my face, demanding her friend.”

“So you took the gun away from
her and sold her into a lifetime of slavery in a foreign land?”

“That’s about the size of
it.”

“So why do you want her
back?”

“They’re a set,” was all he
would say. Truth was, he hoped that Stella would feel less angry
towards him if he returned her friend to her. Of course, he did not
have any plans to free either of them. He had enjoyed keeping
Stella a prisoner and playing with her. It was his intention to
re-establish that relationship again. This time with the added
bonus of Tara as a slave also.

“Whatever. It’s your money.
Speaking of which, you do know this is really going to cost you,
old chap?”

“Understood. Why do you keep
calling me ‘old chap’?”

“Aren’t we British supposed to
do that?” Crenshaw asked innocently. “My father always did.”

Crofton let the issue drop.
There would be only six days until that conference and a lot of
plans to be made. But plans could not be made until information was
gained. That was the way Crofton thought; know your enemy, know the
battle ground, and know your own strengths. Then the battle will be
yours.

 



Chapter XI

So Near, So Far

 


For once, Tara was tied up
completely naked instead of in the bra and panties her owner
usually preferred. In her room, where she spent most nights in
secure restraint, there was a small dresser filled with bras and
panties, all in matched sets, and many styles. Some were plain silk
or satin, but some were quite elaborate with lace and frills and
cutouts, all designed to show off the girl inside to the best.

That night, however, he had
ordered that she be tied down naked. She was kneeling on one side
of her room, her arms bound behind with wrists parallel, and
elaborate rope work around her arms and body to hold them in place.
Her ankles were tied to rings set in the floor on opposite walls
and pulled tightly enough so that her lower legs were turned out
and her knees about as far apart as they could be. To prevent her
from falling flat on her face, a rope from her arms went up to an
overhead beam and was taut enough to keep her upright.

This seemed a rather mild
position to Tara, almost comfortable compared to some of the
positions Sato-sama came up with. But it would not be comfortable
for long if this was the way she was expected to sleep that
night.

Shortly after she was secured in
that kneeling position, Akane was brought in. Akane was another of
Sato-sama’s slaves, a petite young woman who had taken a liking to
Tara was soon as she arrived. More than a liking, actually. She was
constantly seeking ways to sexually excite the American redhead,
from sucking on her nipples to rubbing their bodies together. More
often than not, she was caught and punished for these lesbian acts,
which their owner repeatedly told her were not right, but she
continued every chance she got.

That night, Akane was also
naked. Her arms were bound behind her back much as Tara’s were, but
her legs were free. The man who brought her in pushed her down to
the mat and positioned her so that her head was almost between
Tara’s knees and her legs together towards the opposite wall. He
tied a rope around her ankles and knotted it tightly. Then he tied
a thinner but still strong cord around her big toes. That cord was
then run over to a ring in the floor near the wall and tied there.
He carefully measured the position of Akane’s head and the kneeling
Tara, and then adjusted the Japanese girl’s position so she was a
little closer. Satisfied at last, he grinned and left.

Akane looked up at Tara. With
her head between Tara’s knees it was hard to see her face, but
Akane could easily see the pubic area spread wide and on display
not far from her.

“Tara-kum,” she said. “I have
missed you. Can you squat down?”

“No, Akane, I cannot. There is a
rope from my arms that prevents me.”

“Then I will have to rise
up.”

Akane arched her upper body
until her face was only inches from Tata’s sex. Although it was a
real strain to hold that position, she did and tried to push her
tongue out. The tip came just an inch short of reaching its goal.
Finally she had to let her body down.

“I will wiggle closer,” she told
Tara. She then tried wiggling her body back and forth, trying to
gain every fraction of an inch that she could. The cord tied to her
big toes was stretched quite tautly and had to hurt some. Then she
lifted her body again and sought to tongue Tara’s waiting pussy.
Her tongue just touched the surface of the labia but no more, even
though Tara was straining to push her sex as close as possible to
that tongue. Akane flicked her tongue, creating a pleasant tickling
on Tara’s skin but not the sexual stimulus she had desired. Finally
she fell back down.

“Our Master is doing this
deliberately,” she said. “He knows how I want to have sex with you.
This is his form of torture.”

“Oh, Akane, I would love to have
sex with you too. But I cannot move.”

Akane again arched her body up
and strained to push her tongue farther out. Again, she could only
tease the flesh covering Tara’s sex.

Looking down, Tara could only
see the top of Akane’s head when she was lifting her body. She knew
from the feeling what the girl was trying and really, really wanted
her to succeed. But she could not. Tara could see Akane’s small
hands clenched into fists of anger at the horrible torture they
were both being put to.

Over the next few hours, Akane
tried everything she could think of to get a little more reach
towards the target. She tried pulling on the cord holding her to
the wall. She even struggled backwards until she was near the wall.
But she could not reach down with her bound hands far enough to
reach the knots on that small metal ring. She pushed against the
wall to get to her knees, and then shuffled on them forward until
she felt the cord on her toes tighten. Then she threw her body
forward, hoping to lunge hard enough to break the cord. All it
accomplished was to hurt her big toes and bruise her breasts on the
tatami mat.

She finally gave up and lay
there crying in frustration. Tara felt like crying also. So near,
yet so far. Their owner was a sadistic man.

After a couple frustrating hours
had passed, the man came back in, untied Akane’s ankles and toes,
and took her out. The petite Japanese girl was barking some sharp
words at the man; curses, Tara guessed. The man just grinned.

A short time after that, he
returned to fix Tara in what would be her restraint for the rest of
the night. He untied her ankles and took the rope down from the
beam. He checked the bonds on her arms, assured himself that they
were all nice and tight, and then pushed Tara down to the same mat
where Akane had lain. He tied her ankles together and to a ring on
one wall, then looped a rope around her neck and tied that to the
same ring that Akane’s toes had been tied to.

Tara spent the night stretched
out on her stomach. It was not too uncomfortable and she managed to
get a fair amount of restful sleep. It was, however, a little while
before she could fall asleep, because Akane’s teasing of her labia
had made her very horny.

 


* * * * *

 


“I will go to that conference,”
said Koroku Sato to his aide.

“Will you be taking anyone with
you?” came the question. It was not uncommon for Sato to take one
of his slaves on business trips rather than depend upon local
prostitutes for his needs. But this time he knew there would be
many members of the Circle there. Time to show off his newest
acquisition.

“I will take that American girl.
Arrange for a hotel room for me and the usual transportation for
her. I hear that Otani-san has a new American girl who is quite
spectacular, a famous American escape artist. If she the one I have
seen on the TV, she is both beautiful and very good at escaping. It
will be an interesting meeting of the Circle.”

“Yes, Sir.”

 


* * * * *

 


“Otani has rented a house in
Yamagata,” Crenshaw said over a Guinness. “That will be where he
will stay and where the Circle will meet.”

“Good. I want all the specifics
I can get on that place.”

“And Sato has made hotel
reservations for the conference. Good chance he will bring along
his latest slavegirl.”

“Even better. Now all we have to
do is figure out a way of extracting them from their owners.”
Crofton sipped his whiskey. “And without letting anyone know that I
am behind it. Could ruin a lot of sales in the Orient.”

“Got that right, old… Pal.”

 



Chapter XII

Packing for a Trip

 


Packing for a couple days at a
business conference is an easy task – unless you plan on bringing
one of your slavegirls along with you.

Although Japan may be a country
where the rich and powerful pretty much get away with whatever they
please, there is still the facade of a government dedicated to the
public good. And a few honest policemen. So even one of the richest
men in Japan does not simply drive around with a naked and chained
slavegirl in his car. She is hidden out of sight and, since she is
famous as an escape artist, she is secured in extreme
restraints.

It began when she was brought
into the garage where a small fleet of luxury automobiles stood
ready and waiting. Stella was naked, as she usually was, because
Otani-sama wanted her that way. Her arms were bound behind her back
with the wrists parallel and a great deal of rope around her upper
arms and chest. It was a typical Japanese style, but if the truth
be know, Stella had been working on this style and thought she had
found some weaknesses. If the right opportunity presented itself,
she would seriously make an attempt to free herself of the ropes.
She was pretty sure she would be able to do that, but it would take
time and practice. She had attempted to foster the impression that
all of her escapes were tricks and her ability to remove normal
ropes from her body was no greater than any other woman’s.

Today would not present that
opportunity, however. Today she was to be packaged up for a
relatively short trip to Yamagata where she would be shown off to a
larger portion of the Circle.

It began with the removal of the
ropes from her arms and the unshackling of her ankles. For one rare
moment she stood totally devoid of restraints – a most unusual
occurrence since she arrived in Japan. However, the presence of
three men dressed in business suits, wear dark sunglasses and
having no expression on their faces made her reluctant to try a run
for freedom. She allowed one of them to take her arms and pull them
behind her. She felt the bite of steel as handcuffs were placed on
her wrists and then above her elbows. Then again. The process did
not complete until four pairs weighed down her wrist and two pairs
secured her elbows. A chain was brought out, the end wrapped around
her wrists cuffs and padlocked tightly there. Then it passed
between her legs and up her chest to her neck. The man wrapped it
around her neck and pulled back down, forcing her to bow her head
slightly. It then passed between her legs again and was included in
the padlock by her wrists. This gave them a base from which to wrap
additional chains around her body, above and below her breasts, at
the narrowest part of her waist, all wrapped tightly and padlocked
to that vertical chain going between her breasts. When they were
finished, her whole body from hips up to neck was locked in chains
thick enough to hold a wild animal. An even two dozen padlocks were
used to secure all those chains in place.

Stella felt weighted down by the
chains. She had used similar methods in her act upon occasion.
Usually all the extra chains did was make it look better. Most
would come off easily. If needed, there would be a pick or one or
more of the padlocks were fakes and had hidden springs. In this
case, however, the chains were not placed on her by her assistant
but by strong men who knew a terrible fate would befall them should
this American woman manage to free herself. So they wrapped
tightly, made sure that the locks prevented the chains from
shifting. The fact that her arms had first been secured in
handcuffs helped. Handcuffs, when tight enough and properly
applied, are much harder to get off than chains by themselves.

She was lifted and set down on a
table with her legs hanging over the edge. Stella watched with
interest to see how they were going to secure her legs. She also
wondered what they would do to her when the arms and legs were
taken care of. She did not see any transportation box such as the
one in which she had come to Otani’s house. In fact, she did not
even see a gag – yet.

The chains they put on her legs
were a little thinner than those used around her body. But the same
technique was used. First, two pairs of handcuffs were locked very
tightly around her ankles. Then the chains were padlocked around
those and run up to just above her knees. There they were wrapped
around and cinched down as if they were ropes. With two of the men
forcing the chains as tightly as they could around her legs, the
third slipped a padlock in and clicked it shut. When they let go,
the chains continued to dig their way into the soft flesh of her
thighs. More chains were attached there by padlocks and then run up
to the chain between her legs. A dozen padlocks were used on her
legs.

One thing Stella knew was that
she would be unable to bend her legs. When ropes, or in this case
chains, are wrapped tightly around the legs above the knees, it
prevents you from bending your legs. When the legs bend, the part
just above the knees spreads wider, enlarges. If there is tight
rope or chain preventing this, the leg simply cannot be bent. The
only time Stella had run into that problem was a few times when
someone put extremely tight ropes on her legs. She hoped that they
were not planning to try to hogtie her or fold her in half, because
her legs would simply not bend.

They did not try to hogtie her.
Instead, she was turned around and spread out on the table. Lying
on her chained and handcuffed arms was not comfortable at all but
she said nothing. One man was opening the garage door while another
was approaching with a wad of what looked like sponge and some
tape, the wide, silver colored kind called duct tape. There was
also a small tube of something tan colored.

He placed the tape next to
Stella and opened up the tan tube. It proved to be an elastic
bandage. The sponge he took in his hand and compressed until it was
as small as he could make it. Then he clamped his other hand around
her jaw and pressed the sides.

“You can open your mouth and
cooperate,” he told her evenly, “or I can force this into your
mouth.”

Stella knew he spoke the truth.
They could force her to do just about anything, and do most
anything they wanted to her body. She opened her mouth. Immediately
the sponge was shoved in and his hands closed her mouth around it.
Working quickly, he began wrapping the elastic bandage around her
head and over her mouth. He wrapped as tightly as he could and
pinned the bandage in place. Immediately he began wrapping the duct
tape over the elastic bandage, also very, very tightly.

“The boss, Otani-san does not
want your hair damaged by this tape,” he explained. Stella
understood. Duct tape makes a good bondage device if used correctly
but also can really gum up your hair if allowed there.

When the duct tape had gone
around her head a dozen times, he cut it and smoothed down the
edge.

“That sponge will absorb the wet
in your mouth,” he explained. “It will expand until it fills your
mouth. It is like a rubber ball gag but more flexible. It fills all
parts of your mouth. Some of the dorei say it is better than a
rubber ball gag. Maybe they are right.

He turned and watched, along
with Stella, as a truck came backing into the garage and next to
the table. The truck appeared to be a large silvery tank with a
cab, sort of like trucks that Stella had seen carrying gasoline or
milk or other liquids. It was not as big as those trucks, but tank
portion was at least twenty feet long, with some Japanese writing
on the side. Smiling, the man next to her interpreted it for her:
“Hiro’s Septic Tank Cleaning Service.” He seemed to find it
amusing. Stella was only confused. The other two men were busy at
the back of the tank, working on bolts around the end. After twenty
bolts were screwed off, the end swung down, revealing the inside of
the tank. It was not filled with foul liquid as she had expected,
but was nice and clean and shining inside. The bottom of the tank
was flat and smooth. However, alongside that flat floor running the
whole length of the tank was a series of rings. Stella was familiar
with those; they were tie down points.

It was not, therefore,
surprising that she was picked up by the three men and carried to
the end of the tank. There she was rotated until she was face down
and then inserted into the tank. It was big enough inside so they
could get in with her and help move her along the bottom until she
was more or less centered. Then one jumped out and began handing in
short lengths of chain and padlocks. The other two used them to
secured Stella to those rings along side her.

As the chains were being locked
on, Stella considered her position and knew it was hopeless. Not
only could she not get free of the chains on her body, there were
also those securing her to the inside of the tank. And then there
was the tank itself. From what she had seen, the end was attached
with those bolts on the outside. From the inside there would be no
way to undo them.

She sighed and rested her head
against the cold steel. Talk about overkill! They could have just
tossed her into the tank, bolted the end closed and she would have
been helpless. Probably soundproof in there, too, so she could
holler her head off and no one would hear. All those chains and
handcuffs were superfluous.

While she understood the totally
escapeproofness of this confinement, she also considered that it
might make a good act. Suppose she were secured, much as she was
now, chained down inside the tank, and then sealed in. While the
tanker was driving down the highway, she would make her escape and
wind up in the cab with the driver when the short trip was over.
The audience would love it. Now all she had to do was get free so
she could work out the details. There would have to be an escape
hatch at the other end of the tank, and the chains and padlocks
would have to be rigged. She would probably need a pick for the
handcuffs.

As she was working out the
details in her mind, the end was lifted up, bolted in place, and
she was plunged into total darkness.

It was almost an hour later
before she felt the trunk moving out of the garage. “Oh, shit!” she
told herself, “I’m being hauled away as septic waste.”

 



 


Chatper XII

Packing for a Trip – Part II

 


Tara was also packaged for
shipment down to Yamagata. In this case, her treatment was not as
extreme as it had been for Stella, but then she was not a famous
escape artist. She was merely dressed in black bra and panties,
then her arms were bound behind her back in the usual fashion,
wrists parallel and together, elbows linked by ropes and many
windings around her chest and arms. It had the advantage of holding
her arms close to her body. A leather strap was then placed around
her legs just above the knees and pulled tight. In the front and
back of that strap a ring had been inserted. Rope from her arm
bondage passed down to those rings and back up, preventing her from
wiggling and the strap falling down. A small ball gag was placed
into her mouth, and buckled in back of her head by a thin strap.
The ball was small enough to allow her jaw to close around it. Only
a black line of the strap showed. A black kimono with red and white
Chrysanthemum pattern was then fitted around her, the neck to floor
material being wrapped around her firmly and held closed by the
tying of an Anesan obi around her waist. A headdress of
small white flowers was placed on her head and a veil came down to
cover her face.

Tara was escorted to a car by
one of the guards and an older woman she did not recognize. The
woman took hold of her arm through the kimono with a stronger grip
than the man had on her other arm. They marched her to a car,
patiently waiting for her to take the small steps allowed her by
that strap around her knees. They sat her in the back seat and
attached the seatbelt over her body. Then she was left alone.

Tara wondered if she could try
to free herself. The only real restraint on her was the ropes
holding her arms behind her and there was no one in sight. But
moving her arms and hands would be hard under the heavy cloth of
the kimono. If she were not encumbered by the material and had room
to work at it, she might have tried it. She had learned a lot of
tricks from Stella and was pretty good at working loose of ropes
herself.

Fifteen minutes later, Sato-sama
entered the car next to her and smiled at her. The dark veil hid
her face well enough so that the gag did not show. He reached over
and patted her on the left thigh affectionately.

Then the driver and a guard were
seated in front and the long drive began.

First, there was the trip down
the mountains to Sapporo, the only big city on the island and a
major port. Tara watched as the modern city of over two million
people passed by the car window. But they did not stop here,
instead crossing the city and continuing on down to the
southernmost tip of the island on highway 230. From a tiny village
on the coast, they took a ferry across to the main island. Once on
the ferry, Sato-sama left the car for a stroll around the deck and
refreshments at the café. Tara, who had been sitting for just over
three hours already, wished she could get up and walk around. The
guard went with Sato-sama but the driver stayed. As soon as they
were alone, he joined her in the back seat.

He sat there rigidly, staring
straight ahead as if he were still driving. But his hand slipped
between the folds of the Kimono to touch her thigh. He gently
stroked the smooth skin, and then pushed his hand in a bit farther.
Then a little more and his finger was pressing between her thighs
directly over her clit. He wiggled it gently until the labia parted
and he was pressing softly against that wonderfully sensitive
spot.

In contrast to most the males
who had touched her or done harsh things to her, this man was quite
gentle. He stroked so softly that Tara was soon moaning. She tried
to keep her emotions inside, but it was getting harder to do with
his talented finger teasing her special place. When a couple walked
beside the open window on Tara’s side, he pressed down firmly and
she gasped. The older woman looked at her and frowned. They
continued on, the woman perhaps telling her husband of her
suspicions about that young woman in the auto.

The driver played her like a
maestro at the keyboard. Tara had all she could do to keep from
moaning loudly and wiggling her body in the seat. She clenched her
thighs together but that only made the feelings down there
stronger.

She turned her pleading eyes
towards the man. He looked straight ahead, absolutely emotionless
as if nothing at all were happening. Tara began pushing her hips
forward, urging his finger to do that a little more so she could
have satisfaction. Even without his looking at her, he sensed how
close she was to an orgasm and withdrew his finger just short of
that. Tara moaned and clenched her thighs. She did not care if
anyone passing by heard her or saw her grimace. Damn! That bastard
had worked her so close. She wanted to scream. She jerked her hips
against the seatbelt. Then she leaned left and rammed her shoulder
into his. It was not a hard hit but he knew it expressed her
frustration. He continued to ignore her.

Tara’s body cooled down but her
nerves remained twitchy and on edge. She tried to tell him he was a
bastard, but if he understood the garbled English word, he gave no
sign. It was difficult for her to try to form words with that
rubber ball in her mouth.

The trip ended and Sato-sama
returned to the car. The driver knew just how long the trip would
take. A couple of minutes before the return of his boss, he slipped
a hand into her kimono again, this time above the Obi sash, and
teased her taut nipple, flicking it, then squeezing it between two
fingers. She began moaning again.

Suddenly his hand was gone and
he left the seat next to her. Looking up, she saw him bowing to the
returning Sato-sama. When her owner regained his seat, he was
smiling and smelling of beer. Again he patted her on the thigh.
They drove off the ferry and onto a highway.

Four hours later they arrived at
the Meitetsu Grand Hotel. When it was time to exit the car, Tara
found the older woman again beside her. Apparently she had ridden
up in another car. The woman removed the seatbelt and helped her
out of the car, help that was necessary with her legs strapped
together. She was marched on in tiny steps to a massive lobby of
marbles floors, walls and a lot of mirrors in gold frames. While
Sato-sama stood next to her, his driver checked them in. The
manager looked up, recognized Sato, and bowed to him. Then he
shifted his gaze to the kimono dressed woman with the American
facial features, including a thin black line going around her face
at the level of her closed lips. He said nothing, but Tara was sure
from the look in his eyes that he knew exactly what she was.

They were finished registering
quickly and on the way to the elevators before Tara could take in
much of the scene. They shared the ride up to the top level with a
cart piled with baggage and a porter who was trying very hard not
to stare at the woman with the veil. Tara wanted to scream. These
people knew exactly what she was, from the manager down to the
porter. And not a single one of them gave a damn!

She wanted to shout, “Look, you
fools! Here is a kidnapped American girl. She’s tied up and gagged!
Call the cops! Save her!”

But she could not shout the
words and if she tried, the hired help would probably turn the
other way while this disrespectful slavegirl was hauled off to a
room to be punished.

Life just was not fair!

 



Chapter XIII

A Gathering of Slaves

 


The city of Yamagata spread out
before him like a blanket. The air was clean and fresh, and in the
distance there were the sacred mountains of Dewa Sanzan. Not
far off, smoke rose from the kilns of the famous pottery district
along the Hazukashii-kawa (Shy River). But neither the
sacred mountains nor the pottery district were of interest to
Thomas Crofton as he stood on the balcony of a room on the top
floor of the Hotel Green Tohoku.

“Where is that house?” he
asked.

“Right down there,” Crenshaw
told him, pointing. “The large place with the high wall around it.
I picked this hotel and room because it affords a view of the front
gate, main house and much of the grounds.” He handed a pair of
binoculars to Crofton, who studied the place carefully for a long
time. The only movement was a gardener fussing around some
shrubs.

“You think he’ll be here soon?”
Crofton asked, impatient with the waiting.

“Based on the time his car left
Hitachi, he should be here soon.”

“Maybe you should have had
someone tail him.”

“He’ll be here, old… friend.
Just be patient.”

Crofton handed back the
binoculars and went inside where he paced the western style room.
“What about Koroku Sato? And Tara?”

“My man there said that he
thought the woman was in Sato’s car. There was a woman who never
left the car and her face was covered with a veil. Sounds like he
might have her as a traveling companion, sitting right next to him,
nicely chained up. The veil would, of course, cover the fact that
she was gagged.”

Crofton looked sharply at him
but said nothing. He knew that he would never transport a slave by
simply tying her and having her sit next to him.

A portable radio on the table
beeped. Crenshaw picked it up and listened for a moment. “He’s
here,” he said.

Crofton rushed to the balcony,
grabbing the binoculars on the way. He got them pointed just in
time to see the iron gate swing inward and a large car drive onto
the grounds and up to the main house. When it stopped, the driver
got out to open the rear door for Otani to exit. Several staff
members came rushing out to line up before the house. When Otani
came around the car, they bowed low.

Except for one other man who
appeared to be a guard, no one else was in the car.

“Could she be in the trunk?”
Crofton asked. Crenshaw did not answer.

When the driver opened the trunk
and began removing suitcases, he had his answer.

“Damn! She’s not with him,”
muttered Crofton. “So how is he transporting her?”

“I have two good men watching
the house. Let’s get some lunch and we’ll get their report
later.”

Crofton seemed reluctant to
leave the balcony. Perhaps Stella was already in the house down
there. It was likely that the first meeting of the Circle would
come after the welcoming dinner that night. Since the conference
ran only two days, that left only three evenings for them to play
show and tell with their slaves.

Over lunch Crenshaw broached a
topic that had bothered him.

“Thomas, we’ve been working
together for years,” he began. “I’ve never seen you so emotional.
You’re always the businessman. No emotions, no concern about the
merchandise. With you, it’s just a business, this supplying women
to those rich enough to afford them. What is it with this one? You
look as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking
chairs.”

Crofton lifted one eyebrow.

“I picked up that phrase from an
American who fancied himself a cowboy. But the question still
stands. Why this one?”

Crofton picked at his
Tonkatsu and did not reply for a long time. When he finally
looked up, he simply shook his head. All that Crenshaw said was
true; this had been only a business, the women just pieces of
merchandise. But Stella had been different from the first. There
was something special about that famous escape artist, and it was
not only her near-perfect body. Her ability to free herself from
complex bondage intrigued him. And it was more than just the
challenge of holding this slippery eel a prisoner that motivated
him to kidnap her and keep her hidden away, although that challenge
was something he enjoyed. Stella Walters was simply the most
unique, wonderful, incredible woman he had ever met. Had he not
been so angry when he found out that she was a spy for the FBI, he
would never have let her go. And certainly he would never have sold
her to a man such as Otani, a man who was famous for ruining women
with harsh treatment and painful abuse.

Crofton leaned back. There was
the fact that his daughter, who he really, truly loved, also loved
Stella. His little Kitten with a Whip was broken up when he shipped
Stella out. To keep his fatherly discipline, he had Cindy replace
Stella in harsh captivity, constantly restrained and often
punished. He assumed that in a week – two at the outside – she
would come around. He decided he would arrange for a girl her own
age to be kidnapped and given to her as a play toy. She would get
over Stella.

But then Cindy did not get over
Stella. Even after three weeks of constant harsh imprisonment she
was angry with him. It was then that he had to do some serious
thinking about his own emotions. He could either punish his
daughter more, or admit that he had fallen in love with that escape
artist and do something about getting her back.

Around him the restaurant buzzed
with business talk and impatient, busy people.

“Arty, how many men can you get
on short notice?”

Crenshaw looked around before
replying. “I assume you mean men who are touch and ready to do
illegal and potentially violent acts. About half a dozen.”

“When can they be
assembled?”

“Tonight at the earliest.
Certainly not before the meeting of the Circle tonight.”

Crofton sighed. He did not
really want to take violent action, especially in a foreign land.
He had always tried to keep a very low profile. But…

 



Chapter XIV

Getting Ready for the Party

 


Tara was secured for the
afternoon in the hotel room, stored away like a piece of luggage in
the closet. She doubted that all Japanese hotels had steel anchor
rings in the closets, so either this one catered to slave owners or
Sato-sama had installed them himself. Either way, there were five
steel rings screwed into the floor and ceiling of the closet.

Tara was marched into the room
and then left to stand in a corner while the other, more important,
luggage was attended to. When they finally got around to her, all
else was put away. The veil was lifted, the gag taken out of her
mouth, to her gratitude. It may have been a small rubber ball, but
having to wear it for so many hours had been very uncomfortable.
The komino was taken off and her legs unstrapped, but her arms left
bound behind her back. She was given a plate of food – set on the
floor where the only way she could eat it was to kneel down and
pick up pieces like a dog. She did not really mind too much. It was
typical of the way Sato-sama treated her and she was rather hungry.
After that she was allowed a bathroom visit then taken to the
closet.

Still without taking the rope
from her arms and torso, she was pushed into the closet, arms back
against the wall. Then ropes tied to her arms were bound up to the
overhead rings to assure that she would have to stand in that
place. Her ankles were looped with ropes and spread wide to be tied
to the rings on the floor. The spreading of her legs lowered her
body and made the ropes holding her up much tighter. She would have
to just stand there, her only choice being if she wished to stand
upright or lean against the wall behind her.

The door to the closet was left
open, which surprised Tara because her owner had a tendency to lock
her into small spaces. And she was left dressed in her bra and
panties, not naked. But what was even more surprising was the fact
that she was left without a gag. Apparently they did not fear her
calling out. Which made her wonder about this hotel. The staff did
not mind women being brought in bound and gagged. The hotel room
had anchor points in the closet. Made her wonder if, in other
rooms, other slavegirls were standing in their closets awaiting
whatever it was that would happen.

No one had bothered to tell Tara
why she was bound and taken from the house in the mountains. She
even wondered if she was going to be sold. Maybe this weird hotel
had slave auctions!

 


* * * * *

 


Crenshaw checked on the radio as
soon as they got back to the room.

“They say that say that two cars
came and went, nothing that could be Stella was unloaded from them.
And one service truck.”

“Service truck?”

“Yes, they said it was a septic
tank cleaner truck.”

“That house is very close to the
city. Would they have a septic tank or be connected to the local
sewer?”

Crenshaw frowned. “Should be
connected. That’s a fairly new house.”

“That truck left already?”

“Yes, drove around to the back
then left fifteen minutes later.”

“Shit, she’s there. She was
transported in that truck.”

Crenshaw nodded. Made sense.
Instead of taking out waste material, it brought in a helpless
slavegirl. Clever.

Crofton frowned. But it was good
to know how they had transported her. If he was unable to extract
her during the meetings, they would probably use the same method to
take her back to Otani’s house. Intercepting the truck on the road
would be simpler and safer than breaking into that house.

If the crew Crenshaw was
assembling were ready then, he would consider charging right in at
the very moment. But they would not be assembled until later that
night. Then he remembered that Crenshaw had said the meeting of the
Circle would not be at a hotel but in the house Otani had rented.
Much more private and easier to secure.

Crofton studied the walls of
that house with the binoculars. and he was making plans.

 


* * * * *

 


Tara watched as Sato-sama
prepared himself for the welcoming dinner. He and his bodyguard
chatted, but never even glanced towards the closet where the nearly
naked woman stood in her ropes. Then they were gone and she thought
she was left alone. Immediately she began working at the ropes that
had bound her arms for most of the day. That Japanese style of
bondage did not cut the circulation off as other, tighter styles
might, but it was still not comfortable to have your arms bound
behind you all day. If she could just work her way out of these
ropes, she would grab the kimono they had brought her in and make a
dash for freedom.

The ropes were cleverly put on
and fairly tight, but she had the feeling that if she were to work
hard enough on them, she might get somewhere. She felt around with
her fingers but could find no knots. Then she pulled her arms this
way and that, but found little slack – well, none, actually. So she
began searching for rope she could work some slack into.

Concentrating on feeling around
with her fingers, and with her eyes closed to help the
concentration, she was unaware of her surroundings. So it was a
surprise when she paused to rest and suddenly realized there was
someone standing directly in front of her: the older woman who had
accompanied them on this trip. She just stood there, looking at
Tara with a lack of expression on her face.

Tara sighed. Attempting to
escape was a no-no. Punishment time!

The woman did not smile, did not
frown; all she did was to fetch a large ball gag and shove it into
Tara’s mouth. It was well known to her that resistance to being
gagged would only earn her more punishment and she would be gagged
anyway. She opened her mouth and accepted the red rubber ball. It
was much larger than that one that she had worn on the trip and
forced her jaw wide open. The woman pushed against it with the palm
of her hand until Tara thought her jaw was going to dislocate. Only
then did the woman buckle the gag strap behind her head.

Calmly, and still without
showing any emotion, the woman disconnected the straps of her bra
and removed it. For almost a minute she stared at those two very
pleasing breasts now out in the open. Then she disappeared from
view. When she came back, Tara moaned loudly. In her hands were two
metal alligator clips. Tara knew what those little monsters could
do with their sharp little teeth and strong springs. She tried to
pull back, but the ropes to the ceiling rings held her in place.
Carefully, the woman opened and then closed one clip on Tara’s left
nipple. The poor girl cried into the gag for the pain was sharp and
strong, shooting burning jolts into her breast. She cried out again
when the other one went on.

The woman backed away to watch
Tara’s reaction to the demon biting her tender flesh. The American
girl shook her head and tried to shake the things off her breasts.
Her efforts only made the little beasts bounce around and hurt
more. Finally she held herself still and cried large tears that
raced down her cheeks, leapt over the leather strap of the gag, and
dropped off onto the top of her breasts.

In the twisted logic of slavery,
Tara knew that she deserved this punishment. From the owner’s point
of view, of course. From the slave’s point of view, she had been
honor bound to make an attempt whenever and wherever the
opportunity presented itself.

After a few minutes of agony,
and after the initial shock of pain had passed, Tara tried to
settle down for a long wait. She had the feeling that this woman
would leave those clips on until Sato-sama came back. Then he might
well pronounce additional punishment for the escape attempt.

She was wrong. The woman, whose
name she had not heard, after half an hour had passed, came forward
again. This time she slipped a hand down Tara’s panties to finger
her sex. The exploring finger found what it had expected: a moist
cunt. Tara’s body had reacted to the pain and restraints as it
often did: it turned on. The woman did more than just check for the
signs of arousal. She inserted a finger into Tara, evoking a cry
from the surprised girl as she did.

The finger felt both good and
bad. There was a long, sharp nail on it that scratched her tender
flesh down there. But the pushing in of that finger brought the
slavegirl to a higher level of arousal. Almost before she knew what
was happening, Tara was breathing heavily and shifting her hips
against the hand in her panties. The finger wiggled and the hand
pressed on the right spot, and Tara was headed for a sexual
never-land that, for a while at least, would make her forget the
pain in her breasts.

Closer and closer she was pushed
until she could feel it coming. Just a second longer, a little more
pumping of that finger and…

The woman, being older and wise
to the ways of the female body, also knew how close Tara was to a
burst of pure pleasure. She suddenly pulled her hand out and
slapped Tara hard across the face. Then she grabbed a clip and
pulled on it. Tara yowled at the increase in pain and jerked
against the ropes in an effort to follow the clip. The woman
grabbed the other clip and pulled on it. Tara could see her breasts
being pulled out and most certainly could feel it. She screamed
into the ball gag. It was not a very loud scream as screams go, but
it was most sincere and she could not help herself.

Still without emotion on her
face, the woman pinched together her fingers and both clips
immediately released their grip. Tara cried out again because that
action hurt. She backed her bound arms up against the wall and
continued sobbing. The woman, with apparent unconcern, turned her
back to Tara and went to the bed where she sat down to read a
magazine.

The pain in her nipples settled
down to a mild burn. The large ball was making her jaw muscles ache
already. And the poor girl was as frustrated as hell. She had been
so close to a nice orgasm only to have it snatched away. Her cheek
stung where she had been slapped.

An hour later, just as the ache
in Tara’s jaw was becoming enough torment to set her to moaning
again, Sato-sama entered the room. From the twilight sky visible
through the window, Tara figured whatever function Sato had dressed
up for was now over. So, what was next?

Sato changed from the western
style business suit to a more casual slacks and golf shirt. When he
glanced at the closet and noted the large red ball in Tara’s mouth,
he asked something in Japanese of the woman. She replied without
looking up from her magazine. Sato looked back to Tara. If he were
going say something or do something was not certain, because two
men entered the room at that time, the bodyguard and the driver.
Sato gave some orders, and then turned his attention away from the
nearly naked woman in the closet.

The men did not. Their orders
concerned getting this slavegirl ready for the night’s activities
and her début before the Circle. First they untied the ropes
holding her in the closet. Their strong hands pulled her out and
began removing the ropes from her arms. She sighed with pleasure
when she could straighten her arms after so long with the elbows
bent. But the relief was short-lived. Using a thinner rope, they
pulled her arms up behind her back and bound the wrists together
between her shoulder blades. While one held her hands up as close
to her neck as he could force them, the other looped rope around
her forearms down by the elbows. When he pulled on that rope,
Tara’s elbows came together. Touching her elbows together behind
her back was nothing new to Tara, but never had that been done with
her hands almost up to her neck.

More of the thin rope was
wrapped around her arms and chest, apparently to help assure that
her arms would not come down in back. Tara thought it was more for
show since she could see no way that she could have lowered her
arms with them tied in that manner. But they wrapped and pulled
tight and cinched down and knotted until she felt as if her arms
were being crushed into her back.

She noticed that they had not
replaced the bra and those ropes crisscrossed her breasts to help
them stand out. She also noted how very sore her nipples were when
the men’s hands or arms brushed against them.

With her arms taken care of, she
was sat down on the bed and her legs pulled out. At first she
wondered if they were going to tie her legs together, but instead
they opened a box and removed a pair of the highest stiletto heels
she had ever seen. The must have been six inches at least! As they
put the shoes on her feet and buckled the ankle strap that would
assure the black shoes stayed on her feet, she wondered how she
would be able to walk. She would be standing on her toes! And
without het hands for balance, she feared that normal walking would
not be possible.

At that point she was stood up.
They must have been aware of how hard it would be for her to stand
on those heels, because one of them held on to the arm to steady
her. The other one removed the ball gag, for which she was very
grateful. It had been getting rather painful.

It was replaced, but with
something Tara would not have expected. It was a small metal ball,
a little smaller than the size of a golf ball. The man squeezed her
jaw open and inserted it, then closed her jaw around it.

“You keep this inside mouth,” he
told her. “All time. Keep lips closed. If you show the ball or spit
it out, you will be punished. Very bad.”

Tara frowned. Well, it was a gag
of sorts. At least not a painful one but unless she wanted to risk
punishment, she would keep it inside her mouth. Which meant that
she would not be talking because it was too big for that. And she
would not be eating. Strange, she told herself, a gag held in by
fear instead of a strap. Well, it worked.

A different kimono was brought
out for her. This one was totally black with no pattern or trim.
Just black satin that enfolded her bound body. The long sleeves
were placed against her side while the obi was tied in place.
Except for the empty sleeves, which were large enough by themselves
to not look very empty, she appeared very normal. Just an American
girl with no arms and a strange smile on her face going out for a
stroll. They added the black veil she had worn earlier to cover her
face.

Some rapid fire Japanese buzzed
around her and suddenly her guards were pushing her towards the
door. Tara almost immediately fell over. She had walked on high
heels before but never such high ones. It took care to balance on
her toe and the small heel.

The men beside her allowed her
the freedom to walk by herself, only grabbing an arm when she
appeared about to topple. It took the trip out of that room and a
long walk along the corridor and out the hotel lobby before she was
half way comfortable with walking on her toes.

She was helped into the car in
front of the hotel and driven away to a destination she had no idea
about.

 



Chapter XV

On Display

 


Crofton watched during the early
evening as cars entered the driveway of that house and then left
after dislodging passengers. It was easy to note that some of the
passengers walked funnily or had to be helped from the car. A
couple of the woman were almost carried by male escorts because
they could take only tiny steps and seem to have trouble keeping
their balance. There were two cars that had boxes or crates taken
out the trunks and carried inside the house.

Crofton fumed. One of those
women having trouble walking in was Tara. Or maybe she was in one
of the two boxes. About the only thing he knew for sure was that
Stella was not entering via that means. She was already inside.

Crenshaw sat across the room
working with two cell phones and a radio, and shook his head in
silent reply to the same questions Crofton kept asking: is the
assault team ready?

“I have a good man to go with
you,” Crenshaw told him in an effort to ease his mind. “Brad is a
former US Navy Seal. Good man to have in a fight.”

Crofton looked at him.

“You know I can’t go with you.
If I’m seen and recognized, it will screw all kinds of business
deals in this country, maybe the whole Orient. None of your buyers
have ever actually met you, so that is okay. But I’ve met with all
them. You do want them to deal with you in the future, don’t
you?”

“Yeah.”

“Brad should be here soon. You
can go over your plans then.”

 


* * * * *

 


Stella was being prepared for
the meeting of the Circle that night in the house Otani-sama had
rented. The main room was set up looking much like a Japanese
restaurant with low table, zabutons and plenty of sake, whiskey and
other hard drinks. That was in half of the room. In the other half,
workers had set up a scaffolding of solid wooden beams and posts.
The posts held metal rings as anchor points but could be used as
binding posts as well. The floor beneath the scaffolding was hard,
polished wood.

To one side of the main room was
a serious of smaller rooms, separated by shogi sliding paper
screens. But in one room, along a wall was a beam at just above
head level. On that beam were a dozen ring anchor points, each with
a chain locked in it and hanging down. Already the first slavegirl
to be shown off that night was there, the hanging chain from the
first ring around her neck and locked in place with a solid looking
padlock. She was a dainty young woman, appearing to be French. She
was dressed in an evening gown and her hands were locked in
handcuffs behind her back. She looked nervously around like a
frightened doe.

When preparations in the main
room were finished, the workers left and Otani came in to inspect.
He thumped the posts with his hand and found them solid enough.
Then he checked the seating arrangement. With the room ready, he
left.

In a side room but not the same
one where the slavegirls were being brought in and chained by the
neck to stand and wait, Stella was waiting. She was dressed in what
seemed very much like her show costume; high heels, nylons up to
the hips, very tight velvet hotpants, and a surprisingly loose
blouse. She was sitting on a chair, two guards standing over her
even thought she was shackled fairly well with multiple handcuffs
on her arms and ankles. She could sense that something big was up
but had not been told what. She could only assume that it was
something like the little show she had been forced to put on for
some of Otani-sama’s friends. In front of her was a table with what
looked like props from a show; a black leather straitjacket, some
straps and chains, and a hood also made of black leather. She could
see that the hood laced up the back and had only one hole, a tiny
one for her nose. It seemed a foregone conclusion that she would be
wearing all or most of that stuff before the night was over.

She could hear voices from
several directions. Apparently there was a good crowd forming, at
least a dozen men and even some female voices. As a man was
entering the room she was in, she was allowed a quick glance to the
corridor beyond. In that narrow space a woman was being led by a
man and an older woman. Stella could tell from the wobbly steps and
the shape under that Kimono that the woman was tied. She had only a
fractional second view but the face behind the veil looked
familiar. Could it be? Stella had been told that Tara was sold to a
Japanese buyer! It was not impossible that she was a part of this
social gathering. Stella felt her heart leap. If it were only so…
But then she remembered the heavy handcuffs weighing her down and
the unlikelihood that they would allow her to talk to the slavegirl
of another master. Probably the only way she would get to talk to
Tara would be if one of them were sold to the other’s master.

In the main hall, the
festivities were getting underway. There was some food set out, but
since all of them had attended the conference welcoming dinner,
they were not really hungry. At least not for food. The table held
a dozen men, all middle aged and up, all expensively dressed, and
all captains of industry in their country. Each seemed eager to see
the evening’s show.

Otani walked in, took a portable
mike and addressed them in Japanese. He welcomed the members of the
Circle of Cherry Blossoms in an old-fashioned traditional manner.
After a bit of long-winded rambling about the noble and ancient
custom of owning slaves, he finally got down to what they were all
looking forward to. The sake and whiskey had begun to flow
already.

The first member who had brought
one of his slaves to show them was Yuiari Segawa-sama. The man
mentioned rose and bowed to all present. Then he clapped his hands
and two guards brought in his slavegirl.

Miki was a delicate little thing
that trembled under the weight of numerous handcuffs, ankle-cuffs,
assorted chains and locks, all of which must have weighed as much
as she did. She had to take tiny steps, for the shackles on her
ankles were little better than handcuffs and allowed no larger
steps. Her dress was only a short white skirt made of almost
transparent silk. Her small breasts were bare and the skirt so
sheer that it showed one and all her pubic patch had been
shaved.

Half way to the scaffolding, the
guard had her turn around so the audience could see all sides of
her and appreciate the degree to which she was restrained. Then she
was escorted to the framework and locked by the neck to a chain
that was hanging down from the overhead beam.

Backstage, Stella could hear the
announcement and, although not understanding the words, did catch
the meaning. She had been in too many shows to not know what was
going on.

The procession of naked or
nearly naked slavegirls continued, five in all, the last one being
Tara. Her kimono had been taken away, leaving her fine body on
display, the arms being tightly pressed into her back and only the
pair of black panties for modesty, her steps unsteady on the wobbly
high heels. The audience was appreciative of the fact that she was
an American. American slavegirls were highly prized, partly because
they were much harder to get and partly because there was still an
undertone of anti-American feeling among some older Japanese.

Tara took her place at the end
of the line of five slavegirls, her neck being locked in a chain to
make sure she would stay standing in place. She looked at the other
girls who had come out before her and was disappointed to see no
one she knew. At the time Tara was kidnapped and sold, Stella had
been a prisoner of Thomas Crofton. She had no way of knowing but
had hoped that, if she were not free, then Stella had been sold and
to someone in Japan. The hope was simply because she wanted to be
reunited with Stella again. She had no way of knowing how her hope
had become truth.

At the end of the scaffolding
there was a higher portion of the overhead beam. The five
slavegirls were all chained on the other side. Tara noted that most
of the slavegirls did not seem to be gagged. But then, she
remembered, she was gagged yet no one could tell just by looking at
her. That steel ball in her mouth was pressing her tongue down and
a constant reminder to her not to try to talk.

Otani was addressing the
audience in Japanese again, describing how there was an American
escape artist of exceptional ability and beauty. And that he had
brought that beauty for them to see and enjoy. His voice lifted as
he said, “Miss Stella Walters!”

Tara’s head snapped up. Did he
say what she thought he had? Was Stella here???

Two men slid open a door and
brought in Stella. Tara’s heart skipped a beat. It really was
Stella! She wanted to spit out that ball and call out to her
friend.

Stella was still shackled with
numerous pairs of handcuffs and had to walk with very small steps,
which made her entrance more dramatic and gave them all time to
admire her near perfect figure. The high heels and nylons made her
legs look shapely and yet strong. The tight hotpants accented her
hips and flat tummy. She was on display and knew it. She also held
her head high and swayed her hips the little allowed her by the
handcuffs on her ankles. She thrust out her breasts and wished that
they had put something on her besides this loose blouse. That part
was hard for her to understand. Otani wanted her shown off, then
dressed her such that those magnificent breasts did not show?

Well, visible breasts or no,
Stella was showing off for the group. She had no idea who these men
were and really did not care. She was a showgirl and could not
resist the chance to make men drool.

They reached a spot near the
scaffolding and then stopped. Stella had seen the wooden framework
and noted the five bound and shackled woman chained to it, but not
really looked at each one. She was busy being careful about walking
in those high heels and putting on a good show. When things came to
a pause and she stood there with one man’s hand on her arm, she
looked up and found herself looking directly into Tara’s eyes!

It was like an electrical shock
flashed between the two women. Stella opened her mouth to speak but
the hand on her arm tightened in warning. Tara almost dropped the
steel ball out of her mouth. The longing in their eyes was hard to
miss.

The second man returned carrying
the straitjacket, hood and miscellaneous restraints. Stella saw
those and mouthed the word: “showtime” to Tara then turned to the
audience and smiled.

Otani was talking again but
Stella ignored him. Her totally concentration was focused upon the
straightjacket that man was holding. What type was it? How was it
constructed? Where were the cinch points and how was it secured
when on? And, most importantly, how could she defeat it?

The handcuffs were being
unlocked from her arms. When she felt the last one depart, she
brought her arms around slowly, stretched them high above her head
and struck a pose. It was showmanship, but it also had the effect
of allowing her to flex and stretch her muscles. Escaping from a
straitjacket was hard work, especially one that looked as if it
would be extra tight when strapped in place. She had to have her
muscles loose and ready.

Her next move was to lower her
arms and unbutton the blouse. Underneath, she was bare from the top
of the hotpants up, so she made a show of removing the blouse and
displaying her breasts, turning a bit to each side so all could get
a good view. As she did, she felt the handcuffs being unlocked from
her ankles. That allowed her to brace her legs apart when the man
brought up the straitjacket. She put her arms out in front of her
and allowed the men to work them into the sleeves. Unlike a
general, one size fits all, jacket, this one was custom made to fit
her. The sleeves were tight around her arms. That would make it
harder because there was no slack to work with. She focused on each
move they made as the laced up the jacket in the back. The laces
ran all the way from her neck down to the waist and laced very
tightly, making the leather mold to her body. It acted almost as a
corset around her narrow waist. Then they were passing the wide
strap between her legs and up to the back of the jacket. That
crotch strap was an important part of the straitjacket as it
prevented the bottom part from being pulled up. The strap was
jerked as tightly as the men could and then buckled in the
back.

Then came the part where she
helped them by wrapping her arms around her body. They took the
ends of the sleeve in back and pulled. They made sure that the arms
crossed in front at her waist, not around her chest. Had they
allowed that, she could have pulled her arms downward later and
created slack.

Each arm was pulled tightly
around her back and the ends of the sleeves brought around to the
front. There, the strap on one of them was fed through the ring on
the other and pulled as tightly as the man could make it. The end
was then buckled and a small padlock placed on the buckled to keep
if from working loose.

Next, a strap was forced down
between her crossed arms in front and used to bind those arms
together in front. The top of the jacket was also a strap, which
was buckled tightly around her neck. When they stood back, Stella
struck a pose with one leg slightly forward and held her head high.
After enough time for all to see how tightly that leather held her,
she slowly turned around for them to see all sides.

This was about the tightest and
probably the most inescapable straitjacket ever worn by a
woman.

Of course they were not
finished.

A ball gag was shoved into her
mouth and strapped tightly in place. Then her long, black hair was
gathered by one man and wrapped around her head, once around the
lower part over the gag, then around the top part, acting as a
blindfold. While one man held her hair, the other slipped the hood
over her and smoothed it down. As with the straitjacket, it was
made just to her size. They fitted it in place with only her nose
showing, and then laced it up in back, smoothing the leather as
they went. Several times the man went down the laces, pulling each
tiny bit of slack downward until there was none left. When they
were knotted at the neck, the hood was like a second skin.

Still they were not done. A wide
collar was placed around her neck. It was six inches wide in front
and narrower in the back and made of thick, stiff leather. There
were three small straps attached in the back so the collar could be
tightened down. That they did. When that part of the bondage was
done, Stella had to hold her head high and tilted upwards by the
stiff leather of the collar. It also served to cover the laces and
knots of the hood.

Only then were they finished
with the top half of her. While one man took her by the arm and
guided her up to the table and along it to show off the hood and
collar, the other was preparing the straps that would go on her
legs. There were five of them. The first went around her ankles and
pulled her legs tight together. The second went around her legs
just above the knees. Another went around just below the knees. A
fourth was passed around mid-tight. All were pulled very tightly
and buckled. The fifth, and smallest, was passed around her high
heels at the instep. That one held her shoes together.

Stella made a wonderful looking
package, standing there on those high heels. Every restraint on her
was extremely tight and effective at preventing escape. Strangely
enough, this costume was almost exactly like one that Stella had
used in her act a few years before. Only much tighter and it lacked
the secrets that helped her escape.

The larger of the two men picked
her up easily and carried her in his arms over to the scaffolding.
While he held her, the other passed rope between her legs and
around her ankle binding. When that was tied off, he tossed the
rope over the beam and pulled on the end. The man holding Stella
helped by lifting her legs until the slack was taken up. Then he
lowered her body while the other man held onto the rope. Stella was
left hanging upside down with her hooded head just touching the
floor. The larger man joined the other and together they pulled
until Stellas high heels almost touched the beam. At that point her
head was a good three feet off the floor. The tied the rope off to
a hook on the wall behind them.

Tara stared in disbelief as
Stella was straitjacketed. She was well aware of Stella’s abilities
to get out of a normal straightjacket. But this was a whole order
of magnitude greater than anything she had ever tried. The
assistant had to doubt that even the great Stella could work free
of this. And if she failed, then what? Would she be punished? Or
just humiliated by her Japanese owner?

A canvass sack was brought out,
much like the kind that is used to carry mail but much larger. The
two men opened the sack and pulled it up around Stella’s hanging
form. It was narrow in shape but fitted over her leather-clad body
with some slack inside. When they had the sack held as high as they
could, a third man came out with a folding ladder. Opening it and
climbing up, he was able to take the top of the sack from the two
men and placed the two flaps together over the beam. There he
locked them together.

The ladder was taken way. The
two men departed the stage, leaving the five bound slavegirls
staring at the canvass sack containing what had to be a very
helpless young woman.

 



Chapter XVI

Slavegirls on Display

 


“Good to meet you, sir.”

Brad Goodman looked like a
former Navy Seal; tall, slender, good upper body strength, firm
handshake and dark eyes that looked right through you. Crofton had
seen that look before in his sometimes violent business. This, he
thought, was a man who could kill and not think twice about it.

After introducing them, Crenshaw
bowed out. “I have been invited to that Circle meeting. I try to
keep close contact with these people.” He paused at the door. “If
any shooting starts, try to remember I’m on your side.”

Crofton went over the plans of
the grounds and their objective. He stressed that he did not want
any indiscriminate killing. Shoot only if you have to. Aim to wing
if you can. No used littering the place with dead bodies.

The crew consisted of five men
plus Crofton who insisted upon going along. Two of the gang were
Japanese, smaller than the Americans but Crenshaw had assured him
they were good. The other two Americans were of a type Crofton
knew. Muscle. Hit-men. Short on brains but quick to act and not
afraid to injure or kill. He knew the type and had handled enough
of them. The only one that gave him pause was Goodman. There was
something about him. The Japanese spoke little while the Americans
joked and made it sound like it would be a walk in the park.
Crofton knew it was their way of covering nervousness. But Goodman
was different. He said little and showed no emotion in those eyes.
He might be either so confident in his abilities that he was not
afraid, or he was a psychopathic killer.

Crofton did not have the time to
figure out which it was.

“Let’s lock and load,” Crofton
told them. As he picked up the Colt .45 automatic Crenshaw had
gotten for him, Goodman looked over and asked, “You know how to use
that?”

Crofton checked the chamber, the
clip and chambered the first round. “Well enough.”

Goodman only nodded.

Crofton noticed that the weapon
in a shoulder holster under Goodman’s jacket was a Desert Eagle .50
caliber automatic. “Christ,” he muttered to himself, “this guy
likes big cannons.”

 


* * * * *

 


All eyes in the room were on the
tan canvass sack. Would this famous American escape artist prevail?
Or would Japanese skill triumph over her cunning and incredible
body control. The canvass twitched and swayed a little, indicative
of movement inside. Sure, she would be trying, but what good would
it do? That straitjacket had been designed for a woman with her
skills. It was back-breakingly tight with all the usual tricks of
escape artists countered. No one expected to see her until Otani
decided to free her to face the shame of having been defeated.

Crenshaw slipped into the room
and took a seat at one end of the table. He nodded to those around
and accepted a glare from Otani. The man did not like people being
late for his shows.

Time passed. The canvass stood
still for long periods then would quiver with hidden movement.
Nothing showed on the outside. It would have been more of a show
had he left off the sack so the audience could see her efforts,
feeble though they might be. But this is the way Otani wanted it
and it was his show.

To help pass the time, he told
them that he would give her one hour. If she were not free by the
end of that time, she would be taken out of the straitjacket,
stripped and tied spread-eagle and upside down in the framework.
Everyone present would then be given the chance to whip her naked
form for as long and as hard as they wished. Crenshaw cringed
inside. From the photos, he knew Stella Walters was a beautiful
women. Being whipping without limits by this crowd would leave her
body ruined, cut to pieces by the sharp whips these sadists
preferred. If it did not kill her, that is.

While waiting, one of the
slavegirls was brought close to the table and made to bend over
with her ass facing the guests. She was a solidly built woman with
rather large breasts for a Japanese girl. Her arms were bound
behind her in the usual fashion with very tightly applied ropes.
Her legs were free but the ankles shackled by a short chain. She
was totally naked and those heavy breasts hung down when she bent
over. She was not gagged and looked very nervous.

One of the group was invited to
come forward and was given a length of yellow cane, thin and
flexible and very capable of delivering a painful stroke. He took
position behind the girl and cut viciously with the cane. The cane
swished through the air and made a most satisfying slap against the
bare skin. The girl cried out and jerked forward. Her joined ankles
prevented her from stepping forward and she fell to the floor on
her chest.

The man with the cane barked at
her to stand again and assume “the position”. With tears in her
eyes, she struggled to obey. Getting back on her feet was hard with
the chain between her ankles but she managed, aided no doubt by the
threats of incredible torture if she did not.

The canning of her ass
continued, each smack of the wooden rod leaving another red line
and more swollen flesh. Parts of her bottom were turning a dark
purplish-blue where the bruises were forming. All the while the
girl sobbed and splattered the floor with wet tears. Each stroke,
especially those placed upon previous ridges of swollen flesh,
brought forth a loud cry. By the time that there was no fresh skin
to mark up and all blows were landing on already very sore skin,
she was screaming. It was amazing that she could remain standing
under such abuse. Often her upper body jerked up and her breasts
bounced, but she managed to remain on her feet.

A few of the men glanced at
Stella’s bag but saw little beyond occasional bulges or
tremors.

The large girl was replaced by a
smaller slavegirl, who was wearing a very tight leather bikini and
bound with hemp rope so tightly applied that her skin protruded
between the ropes. Her arms were behind her, and when she was
brought before the group her legs were tied at the ankles and just
below the knees so she had to stand in place. A different man,
perhaps her owner, perhaps not, came forward with a small but
wicked looking whip. The girl saw that and began crying. Japanese
words tumbled out of her mouth as she tried to back away. All she
succeeded in doing was to fall to the floor. She was picked up by
two of the guards. While one held her, the other wrapped a single
loop of hemp rope around her neck. Each man then took an end of the
rope and stood to the side. They held the rope tightly. It cut
mildly into the girl’s neck but strangulation was not the purpose.
It was simply a way of holding her in place.

The leather bikini was unhooked
in back and pulled from her chest to leave her fair sized breasts
available. Likewise, the bikini bottom was pulled off, leaving her
totally naked save for the ropes.

The man with the whip stepped
forward, dramatically paused then lifted the whip high. He cut it
across the breasts. Immediately a red line appeared and she
screamed. The scream was cut off when she tried to jerk he body
backwards. For a few long seconds she struggled to regain her feet
and to be able to breathe again.

The whipping continued, slowly
and carefully with every effort to cover as much of the bare skin
as possible with the vivid whipmarks. On the tenth stroke, she
fainted. Her body sagged despite the efforts of the men to force
her to stand. When they realized she was unconscious, they eased
off on the ropes. Where the rope had been around her neck was a
band of abrasion on the skin from the rough hemp. She was carried
off and out of sight. Otani took the mike against and hinted openly
about what the slavegirl’s punishment might be for her failure to
take all of her punishment in the first place.

Then the girl next to Tara was
dragged before the group. Tara was apparently being saved for the
next to last show. Stella’s promised punishment at the hands of
everyone would undoubtedly be the finale.

 


* * * * *

 


The grounds were silent save for
the city noises. The sky had clouded up during the evening and the
air was heavy with moisture. The team slipped in over the fence
where some trees acted as ladders. Each dropped to the ground, then
headed for bushes and disappeared in the darkness.

There were only two guards
outside the house, both easily taken care of. They would awaken in
the morning with aching heads but alive. The men entered the house
via a back door.

Tara was standing only a few
feet in front of the table, her turn finally having come. Her arms
had gone to sleep from the tightness of the ropes and their
position high up on her back. Her only clothing was the skimpy and
overly tight pair of black panties Sato-sama liked her dressed in.
The high heels clacked on the wooden floor as she was walked up.
She tried to hold her head up but her insides were turning to
jelly. She had seen the terrible tortures the other slavegirls had
endured. She was afraid of having her breasts whipped. And she was
depressed over what she was sure was going to happen to Stella in a
few minutes when her time was up.

Her panties were ripped off her
body, leaving all of her on display. Then the two guards who had
been helping with the punishment of the slavegirls each knelt by
her and tied the end of a rope around her ankle. When they stood,
they pulled on the ropes and forced her to spread her legs. Wider
and wider they forced until it was nearly impossible for her to
stand on those high heels. Then they just stood there.

Two men came forward this time.
One had the smaller whip that had been used on the girl’s breasts,
the other a large whip. Small whip took a position in front of her
while big whip went behind her. Tara felt her mouth go dry and her
legs tremble. Pain was coming and there was nothing she could do
about it.

First came the whip behind her.
A sharp crack and a burst of pain appeared on her ass. A lot of
pain, actually. She jerked and nearly fell over. Before she could
come to grips with the pain in her ass, a fresh pain appeared, this
one on her left breast. Looking down she could see a red line
forming on the top of her breast.

The blows came one by one, first
in the rear then in the front. They whipped slowly, each stroke
causing a great deal of pain. Tara was soon screaming and fighting
to keep on her feet. It was so hard not to jerk your body around
when you are hurting so.

When half a dozen marks were on
her breasts and an equal amount on her ass, the men suddenly
stopped.

A deep man’s voice barked out a
sharp order in Japanese. The whole room froze. For long moments the
only sound was Tara’s weeping.

Behind the ten men seated at the
table were half a dozen guards. Not every man had his personal body
guard the room but enough did. And those guards all reached for the
guns at the same instant.

Tara looked around and found
herself staring at Thomas Crofton. She did not recognize him at
first; he was dressed all in black and his face had been darkened.
But the recognized that he was an American and that he had a big
automatic in his hand.

Spread out behind him were five
other men. The one who had spoken in Japanese, telling the men in
the room to freeze, was the tallest. He also had the biggest gun, a
huge looking automatic.

The bodyguards to a man drew.
Some of them were very fast and had their automatics out and
swiveling around to aim at the intruders. But the newcomers already
had their targets in sight and what followed was not a fair fight.
Five of the guards went down before they could fire a single shot.
Their bodies were blown backwards by the impact of the hollow point
bullets. The sixth managed to get off one shot that went wildly
over their heads. Then he was joining his companions in flying
backwards through the paper wall. The explosions were loud in the
room and shook the paper wall panels.

Goodman pointed to two of his
men and then the doors in a silent order for them to cover them.
Then, per prior orders, two others kept their guns trained on the
seated businessmen and the standing Otani. Crofton and Goodman drew
large, sharp knives and began cutting the ropes from Tara.

“Where is Stella?” Crofton
barked at her. With her arms uselessly hanging at her sides, she
could not point but nodded towards the scaffolding. She pushed the
steel ball out and said, “In the sack.” The ball made a loud clank
as it hit the floor.

Crofton turned towards the
hanging sack in the framework, but just then all hell broke loose.
Several men came charging in through the door from the kitchen. Two
of them held automatic assault rifles, the rest handguns. They
began firing as soon as they saw the intruders. At the same moment
three more men came charging in from the other side of the big
room, also carrying guns.

Crofton’s team was expecting
action, but being attacked on both sides at the same time slowed
down their reactions. The staccato bark of the assault weapons
filled the room, followed by a profusion of handgun explosions. The
loudest was the huge boom of the .50 Desert Eagle, followed by the
barks of the .45s. Many of the Japanese guns were 9mm autos that
produced less sound but could still kill.

Bodies were flying everywhere.
Tara dove for the floor and wanted to scream. Right in front of
her, one of the men with Crofton suddenly jerked sideways as a
bullet slammed into his chest. Across the room the head exploded on
one of the charging guards.

When the noise stopped, Tara
looked up and found Crofton standing in front of Otani, pointing
the big .45 at his head. Bodies and blood were everywhere. Men were
moaning, but most were silent.

Strangely enough, none of the
businessmen was hit. There had been enough targets holding
weapons.

“We are taking these woman with
us,” Crofton said through gritted teeth. “You can lie down and be
still and live. Or you can die.”

Goodman walked up to Crofton.
There was a glow in his eyes as he slapped a fresh magazine into
the Desert Eagle. He was enjoying himself. He tapped Crofton on the
arm and pointed a thumb back towards the framework with the hanging
sack. “Go get your girl,” he said. “I’ll watch sukebe
here.”

Crofton turned and ran towards
Stella. Otani watched with great anger written on his face. Like a
terrible demon in a kabuki drama, he scowled and growled, but did
not move. This American dog was going to steal his favorite slave!
The one he had paid some American pig much money for. Had it not
been for the size of the barrel he was looking down and the
eagerness to kill again he saw in that man’s eyes, he would have
torn after Crofton and ripped him apart with his bare hands.

The final indignation came when
Otani saw Stella climbing out of the canvass sack before Crofton
reached her. Somehow, incredible and impossible as it might seem,
she had freed herself from the straitjacket, hood, gag and even the
straps on her legs. The woman was covered with sweat from the
effort and the heat inside that leather and canvass, and looking
very tired. But she smiled when she saw Crofton come running up to
her. She slid down into his arms.

“Bastard!” she called him but
was smiling.

“I’ll take that to be a thank
you,” he replied. “Now let’s get out of there before the police
show up.”

With the Circle, including the
shaking Crenshaw, face down on the floor, the team gathered up all
the slavegirls, picked up their fallen comrade and beat a hasty
retreat. Just outside the gate of the house were two large cars
they had parked there. Everyone piled into them and they took off.
Had anyone been watching, it would have been a strange site. Here
were these gaijin rushing out of a house and into cars, carrying
naked Japanese women with them, all of whom were tied or chained.
There were two gaijin women too, both also naked but walking by
themselves.

 



Chapter XVII

Debriefing

 


Several miles away, in a
warehouse rented for that purpose, the cars pulled in and the men
got out to close the big doors. There were some blankets, water and
hot coffee waiting. Fully expecting to be successful, they had
planned for the comfort of rescued, former slavegirls. It was
unfortunate that they had not planned on so many slavegirls, but
they would make do. The men enjoyed removing the ropes and
handcuffs and such from the naked women. The whipmarks and bruises
were becoming very colorful, not to mention sore. The four Japanese
slavegirls were confused. They had come to accept their roll. It
was not as unusual in their country as it was in other, more
civilized, countries. But they seemed to catch on to the idea that
they were free now. As soon as they were told that, one began to
cry. Sensing that they were not tears of joy, Goodman went to her
and spoke for a minute in Japanese. When he came back to Crofton,
it was an interesting story.

“They are glad that you have
saved them,” he said. “But now they do not know what to do. They
cannot go back to their families if they were the ones who sold
them in the first place. They would just be sold again. Two of them
were kidnapped but don’t want to go back because everyone they knew
thinks they are dead. One of them says that if she were to go back
to her husband, he would be very angry with her. Apparently there
is a cultural stigma attached to women who have been sex slaves.
Husbands won’t take them back.”

“You’re saying they don’t want
to be free?” exclaimed Crofton. “I don’t believe it.”

“That is more of less the case.
It was a harsh life, but at least they were housed and feed and
even, in some cases, loved.” He glanced over at bruises and
whipmarks on the nearest ex-slave and added, “Sort of.”

Crofton frowned, then looked at
Stella. Her body, he knew, under the blanket she had draped over
her shoulder, was covered with whipmarks, some fresh, some fading.
Turning back to Goodman, he said, “Come with me and translate to
them.”

Then he stood before the women
and got their attention. “Would any of you like to go to America
and become slaves, tanko, love slaves there? You will be
taken good care of and probably not whipped as much as here.”

When that was translated, there
was silence. The four of them looked at each other. Then, as one,
they turned and bowed to Crofton. “We would be honored,” one
said.

“All of you?”

They all nodded.

“Very well, you may consider
yourselves all my slaves as of this moment.”

“You sneaky bastard!” Stella
chastised the grinning man. “You’re taking advantage of these poor
women.”

“Nonsense! I will find them
owners in the US. It will work out fine.”

“Yeah, and profitable for
you.”

“Well, a man’s got to earn a
living.”

“And how will you get them into
the US? Sneak them in on a ship like I was brought here? Chained up
and in a box?”

“Nonsense. They’ll go first
class, the same as you will.” He opened a bag and showed her two
passports that looked genuine. One was in Stella’s real name and
the other in Tara’s. The photos were even of them.

“How did you get these?”

“Had them made. I’ll contact my
man and have passports made for all of them. Then we’ll charter a
plane and fly to Mexico.”

“Mexico?”

“After you sold me out to the
FBI, I had to… Ah, relocate to Mexico. Temporarily, of course. I
miss my house overlooking Las Vegas.” He looked at her beauty,
disheveled hair and all, and felt an ache inside. “Which reminds
me. There is the little matter of your status.”

“Little matter!” her voice rose.
“You kidnapped me, kept me a prisoner for weeks, then sold me and
shipped me to the head sadist in this country. Saving me does not
excuse the fact that you put me into this situation in the first
place.”

“Stella,” he said quietly. “I
apologize for all that. Just chalk it up to my natural way of
treating women.”

She sniffed derisively.

“Stella, truth is I love
you.”

Stella’s mouth hung open. “You…
What! You bastard!”

He suddenly put his arms around
her and pulled her up against him to kiss her. It was a long kiss
that she only fought at first, then gave in and returned it.

Around them, the rescuing heroes
were surprised to find that the rescued slavegirls were very, very
grateful and wanted to show it.

“But she’s all black and blue!”
protested one man. “And those whipmarks!”

“Just ignore them,” he was told.
“Go ahead and show the superior American prick in action!”

 


* * * * *

 


Stella was straightening her
costume for the afternoon show. Several months had passed and all
the whipmarks had healed and disappeared. Tara was also back in
prime condition and the two of them were happily living together
again in lesbian/BDSM bliss. Stella was once again performing the
escapes that had made her famous. Tara was helping with the shows
and in the development of new escapes. All was back to normal.

Well, not quite.

“After Saturday night show we
have two days off,” she was telling Tara who was trying to wiggle
into her own tight costume.

“So?” she replied, trying to get
the seam on the nylons straight down the back of her legs.

“I was thinking of flying over
to Las Vegas and visiting Thomas.”

“Oh, you idiot,” exclaimed Tara.
“Why do you keep visiting that man? Remember: he was the one who
kidnapped you in the first place!”

“But he apologized for
that.”

“Oh, brother!”

“It’s only for a few days at a
time. And I do get new ideas for escapes from him.”

“Yeah, first hand.”

“Well, that’s the best way.”

“And you claim he’s great in
bed?”

“You can try him anytime you
want.”

“No thanks. I don’t mess with
kidnappers and slave dealers.”

“He says he’s considering
getting out of that business,” Stella said as she buckled the strap
on the high heels.

“Yeah, when they begin selling
snow shovels in hell.”

“And Cindy is a lot of fun. She
likes you.” Stella grinned as she spoke.

“Yeah, the Kitten with a Whip!
She’s as dangerous as her father!”

“Well, I’m going. You want to
come – again?”

“What would I do while you’re
screwing around with Thomas?”

“You could be having a little
fun with Rocky. You know he likes you.”

“Yeah, he likes all my holes and
fills them very chance he gets.”

“And your point is…?”

“And you made the mistake of
telling him that I liked to be tied up. Every time I go on one of
your visits, I spend the next two days hogtied and being ridden by
Rocky the Cowboy.”

“Well, there are worse things.
Would you like to be back in Japan under the tender, loving care of
Sato-sama, the Goshujin-sama?”

“Don’t be silly.”

There came a knock on the door
and a voice that called through it, “Five minutes until
showtime.”

“So, you want to come with
me?”

“Might as well. Somebody’s got
to protect you from yourself.”

 


 


The End
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