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Chapter I
Training
 
The young woman was hanging upside down.  Her head was ten feet off the wooden floor of the gym and her ankles were corded with rope that led up to a hoist attached to a beam in the ceiling, twenty feet off the floor.  She was also bound tightly in ropes and gagged with a large red rubber ball.
Standing in a circle around the hanging woman were seven other woman, all paying close attention to the heavily restrained girl.  She was dressed in a very abbreviated bikini, only an ounce or two of material, sheer, and very tight about her youthful curves.  Her hair was of the deepest ebony, long and shining, and would have hung down to mid-back but for the fact that she was inverted.  Her age could not have been more than twenty, perhaps less.  She possessed a trim, slender body with a pleasingly narrow waist and breasts large enough to please any man.
Her arms had been pulled behind her back and bound with white cotton rope at the wrists and just above the elbows.  Her legs were also bound just above the knees as well as the ankles.  All these ropes were quite tightly applied; those watchers could see how the windings were embedded into the soft flesh.
Those watchers were clothed much like the hanging girl, each in a bikini that revealed an amount of bare skin ranging from delightfully revealing to downright outrageous.  The colors varied, as did the tiny amount of flesh covered, but in each case two facts were obvious: each was very sexy, and each had shaved off all her pubic hair.
“As you can see, Aurora is quite tightly bound,” spoke the oldest of the watchers, a tall, extremely well built woman in her late twenties but still quite youthful looking.  Her firm muscle tone and pleasing curves were well displayed by the single piece garment that resembled a bathing suit of daring tightness and cutouts.  The electric blue of her suit set off her long blonde hair nicely.
“There is also the added problem of her being upside down,” Stella Walters continued.  “All her weight is pulling the ropes around her ankles tighter.  Also, there is the added danger of being suspended ten feet off the floor with no safety net.  When you begin suspended escapes, you will be working with a net.  Do not try this at home; Aurora is a professional.”
There was nervous laughter at that little joke.  Each of the six students was thinking of what a ten-foot fall to a hard wooden floor could do to their bones.
“Show your mobility,” Stella called out.  Aurora immediately began to twist her body around, moving her bound wrists to each side of her body, showing that she could nearly reach around her narrow waist.  She bent at the waist and almost folded her body in half, and then let her top half fall back down.  Her breasts bounced nicely.
“Please note how much mobility she has when the ropes are all in place.  You should always be aware of how you are bound and how much you can or cannot move.
“Okay, you may take the ropes off.”
At Stella’s command, nothing seemed to happen.  However, those who could see noted that her hands are bending to allow her fingers to feel around her wrists. They found a knot and began working on that.  The knot had been tied firmly but her fingernails worked at it, picking at the right position to loosen it.
“You will note that she is not just tugging on the rope,” Stella told them.  “That would only tighten the knot.  She’s felt the knot with her fingers and has an image of how the ropes are turned and twisted into the knot.  Also, she was paying careful attention as she was tied, making a mental image of how every bit of rope went onto her body.  It is absolutely essential that you have this image in your mind.
“Along with this image, you will note that she is attacking the last knot to be tied.  Generally speaking, you will do better to removed the ropes in the reverse order from the way they went on.”
The knot yielded to her prying fingernails and she began working on pulling the rope from where the last three windings had gone over the rope around her wrists.
“That last bit of wrapping is referred to as ‘cinching’.  The cinch ropes will tighten down all the rest and make it very difficult to work any slack into the main windings.  You want to removed the cinch ropes first, of course.”
With the cinching pulled off, it was easy for her to begin casting off the rest of the rope by making sharp circular motions with her hands.  In a few moments her wrists were free of all rope.
“Now comes a more difficult part,” Stella continued.  “The rope around her elbows will not yield to her fingers because she cannot reach up to it.  You will note, however, that the rope hanging down from her bound elbows is what is left of the rope that was around her wrists.  She will now bend her body so that gravity will be pulling down on the remaining rope.  Were she to remain hanging upside down, the ropes would tend to move up her arms towards the shoulders.  We do not want that.  We want it to fall down, away from the elbows.”
Aurora had done as Stella described and was holding her torso at about a forty-five degree angle to her legs.  This allowed her to grab the hanging rope with one hand.  But she did not pull on it.  Instead, using both hands, she took a grip farther down the rope so that there was slack between her hand and where the rope passed over the elbow binding.  She began snapping the rope to loosen the cinch ropes.  At the same time, she was trying to pull her elbows apart, alternating with wiggling them up and down.  The net effect was to slowly loosen the cinch rope, and then the main windings.  As soon as she detected that the rope was loosening, she ceased snapping it.  Now she used her hands to wrap the hanging rope into a ball, carefully judging the amount of slack left in it so she would not pull too much and tighten down the hard-won looseness.  When she had the rope into a ball, she began pumping her body to set it swinging.  When she had her body swinging three or four feet front and back, she pulled her arms away from her back as far as she could.  At the same time, she threw the ball of rope upward, using the swing of her body to help get it up above her elbows.  There was a small amount of space between her upper arms above the bound elbows, and her back.  She tried to throw the rope ball into that gap.
Her first throw fell to one side.  She grasped the rope again and balled it up.  After her third failed throw, she lowered herself back to a totally inverted position.
“She is resting,” Stella told them.  “Holding your body bent in half is very hard on the stomach muscles.  She will now rest a few moments, perhaps as long as a couple minutes, until she feels she can again lift herself enough to throw that bunched up rope between her arms.”
Some of the observers almost expressed the opinion that Aurora was not just resting, she was giving up.  It seemed impossible that she could throw a balled up length of rope through that tiny gap created when she pulled her arms away from her back.  Of course, they would be wrong to express that opinion.  She was, indeed, only resting.  Two minutes later, she was again bending double and bunching the rope up into a ball.
The rope passed between her upper arms on the eighth try.  She took the rope in her hands as it unbunched, and gently pulled until the outer cinch wrap was off.  That left her with one more to go.  This time, it took her only three attempts.  When the last cinch rope was pulled off, there remained only the main windings and those were not hard to remove because the cinch ropes were no longer holding them down.  Aurora pulled her elbows away from her back and began twirling the rope so that it unwrapped.  A few seconds later, she was letting the rope fall to the floor.
Her next move was to reach behind her head and unbuckle the strap holding the ball gag in.  It thumped onto the floor.
From that point on, it was not hard for her to finish the escape.  She bent in half again, this time having hands to grab her legs.  While she held on with one hand, the other untied the knot on the ropes binding her knees together.  That rope, however, was not tossed to the floor.  Instead, Aurora spent some time fashioning a loop in it, then coiling it up and sticking it into the bottom of her bikini.  With the roped held firmly in place so her hands were free, she began again pulling her torso up by holding on to her legs.  When her hands could reach the bound ankles, she took hold of the rope above her feet and, while bending her knees, began climbing it.  It was a strain and took a great deal of strength to lift herself, but after a minute or so she was standing upright.  Her hands were holding onto the rope while most of her weight was taken by the rope still tied around her ankles.  At that point, she took the rope out of her bikini bottom and began tying the loop she had made to the rope supporting her.  When it was firmly tied, she put her arms thought the loop and adjusted it so that she could take her weight on that arm with the loop below her elbow.  Holding on by that loop, she bent her legs and lifted her feet up to where she could reach down with her free hand to work on the knot holding the rope around her ankles.  With her weight no longer tightening the rope around her ankle, it was easy to remove it.
The rope that had been wrapped around her ankles now hung down, almost to the floor.  Aurora took her arm out of the loop and began lowering herself, hand over hand, until she was at the end of her rope.  The drop to the floor was only a couple of feet.
The students applauded when her feet touched the floor.  Smiling, she took a bow.
“The point of this demonstration is simply that you can escape from seemingly impossible bondage.  But then, I guess most of you know that if you’ve been watching any of my TV specials.”  There was a little giggling at that.  “Please note that, as professionals, most of your escapes will not be of this type.  Most escapes are done with rigged devices, shackles with trick releases, and other trickery.  But it is important that you understand the basics of escapology before you try the elaborate escapes.  Some of you may begin working small nightclubs with small audiences.  And a good way to begin is with simple rope escapes.  That is the way I began ten years ago.
“Now each of you will have a chance to practice what you just saw.”  She paused for the moan that followed.  “Yes, I know that you’re all beginners, so you won’t start out hanging by your ankles.  But, eventually, you’ll work up to be able to do escapes even more difficult than that Aurora just showed you.
“To begin with, Aurora and I will bind each of your hands behind your back, just the wrists.  Your wrists will be tied the same as Aurora’s were.  This should not present any problem if you were paying attention.  After that, we’ll move on to some more difficult wrists bondages.  In a couple of days, you will work up to having your elbows bound together.  Next week, each of you will be given the chance to do this same hanging escape.”
Aurora was already binding one of the student’s hands.  All of them seemed eager to have their turn, which pleased Stella.  If a girl did not have enthusiasm for escapology, she should not be trying it.  Taking a length of rope from the cart, she approached Rene and motioned for her to turn her back.  Eagerly, the pretty brunette complied.  Soon, all six pairs of wrists were bound with rope, none very tightly and with knots where their fingers would find them.
Aurora stepped over to Stella and whispered, “Looks like this may be a good class.”
“We’ll see.  Anyone can do the simple escapes.  We’ll see how they do when the going gets rough.”
“I can hardly wait,” Aurora said with a smile.  She enjoyed doing complex escapes herself, but even more enjoyed putting other women into strict bondage.  And then punishing them if they failed to escape.
Stella smiled as she watched the first student, a black woman named Sally, pull the last of the rope off her wrists.  She had her doubts about a couple of them but, on the whole, Aurora was correct: it did seem to be a good class.
 







 
Chapter II
The First Victim
 
“I do so enjoy seeing the ropes dig into soft female flesh.”
The comment was not answered, because the woman to whom it was addressed could not talk.  In addition to ropes cruelly tightly wrapped about her limbs, she was gagged in a manner that precluded any speech.  In fact, all she could do was make strange, muffled sounds through her nose.
“And that look of pure fear in your eyes – it is so beautiful!”
The man addressing the helpless woman jerked tight the last knot and stood back to enjoy his handiwork.
The woman, just a young woman really, having only turned eighteen two weeks prior, was quite pretty with blonde hair cut into bangs to frame her sweet face and drape down to her shoulders.  Her eyes had been the softest of blues but now were red from crying.  Her body, fully on display for her clothing had been cut from her once she was restrained sufficiently so as not to be able to prevent that disrobing, was slender yet fully grown and a most pleasing collection of soft curves.  Her breasts might not have been of Playboy size but were ample and shapely and firm.  The nipples, as often happens when a woman is being roughly handled and very much afraid, were as rigid as they ever were during the height of sexual arousal.  Her narrow waist had particularly attracted him when first he considered her as the next target.  With the clothes off and her arms and legs tightly bound, he was glad to see that his choice had been an excellent one.  She was a sweet, innocent young thing but sexy enough to rise an erection on a corpse.
The man who had kidnapped her and bound and gagged her, did, indeed, have an erection, but he kept it in his pants.  Her legs were bound together, although it would have been easy enough to bend her over a table or bed and enter that undoubtedly tight pussy from the rear.  But he did not add that type of assault to that which she was already forced to endure.  The helplessness, painfully tight ropes and overwhelming fear were enough.  Besides, sex was not his goal.  Although some might think that it would have been better for her to have to endure his male attentions than what he was about to do to her.
He looked her over carefully.  Her arms were bound behind her back, elbows tightly crushed together, wrists bound, and a great deal of rope around her chest just below her breasts and again around the narrowest part of her waist.  Those ropes were as tightly applied as he was able, so tightly, in fact, that they impeded her ability to take in a deep breath.  Her legs were bound at the ankles and both above and below the knees, all ropes wound tightly and cinched down until they indented her flesh.  The knots were carefully tied where she could not reach them and triple knotted.  It was extremely doubtful that she could free herself, no matter how long or hard she tried.  Some might look at all that rope work and label it “overkill”, but to this man it was just the right amount.
The girl was lying on her side, looking up at him with tearful and pleading eyes.  It was likely, he thought, that she feared he was going to kill her.  Heaven knows that was an event often enough on the evening news, so it had to be uppermost in her mind.  The gag made speech impossible but she seemed to be trying to plead with him.  In the best tradition of sexual sadists, he had rolled up her panties and, shoved them into her mouth before wrapping two dozen windings of duct tape around her head to hold them in.  The whole bottom half of her face was covered with the wide gray tape.  No way she would be pushing that wad of cloth out of her mouth.
He looked around at the empty and abandoned office building he had picked for this target.  He was glad that the economy had been so very bad as of late.  Many a business had gone belly up, leaving abandoned properties around the city.  This building was perfect because there was no occupied buildings nearby.  In fact, even if she were not gagged and free to scream her head off, it was very unlikely that anyone would hear her.  The last pale traces of twilight showed through the broken and dirty windows.  Had he gone over to those windows, he would have seen, from this fourth story elevation, a nice view out over the city with a line of white and red auto lights creeping along the distant highway, and ten and twenty story tall high rises beyond that.  But the streets around this building were empty of cars and people.  The only car to drive by here in a long time was his, and that was hidden in the basement garage.
This room where he had brought her had once been an office area, big enough to have held a dozen desks.  But there was no desks, no phones, none of the tools of business; only bare walls, some half torn down, dirty floors and an atmosphere of total neglect.
Returning his attentions to the girl, he could not help but to reach out and stroke lightly the uppermost breast.  She tried to roll away from his touch, but was stopped by the wall.  With just a spider’s touch, his fingers traced a line along the side of one firm breast, delighting in the softness of the flesh, and then over the rigid nipple.  He softly flicked that hard flesh with a finger, noting the moan that came from her nose.  It was almost exactly as he would expect if she were being sexually excited.  Again he teased the nub, flicking it gently.  She seemed to be saying “No,” but it was hard to tell.  Gently he took the nipple between thumb and forefinger and squeezed it – not hard, but softly.  It might have been his imagination, but it seemed to him that the flesh became just a little harder.
From long ago, his mind brought up memories of doing exactly the same thing to other girls, and then taking those taut nipples between his lips and sucking upon them.  That had made the young girls moan with pleasure.  He remember soft summer nights, a pale moon over head and a lovely young lass lying on the grass as he hovered over her, their bodies about to merge.
With a shudder he pulled his hand away.  It would be so easy to give into those instinctual urges – but that was not the purpose that night.  His own sexual gratification was not the objective.  Nor was this young one’s.  Something else was the goal he sought.
Grabbing the bound arms, he lifted her easily to her feet and held her like that for a moment.  Had he let go, she might have fallen, so tightly bound were her ankles, but he kept a firm hand on the rope joining her elbows.  Placing an arm around her narrow waist, he picked her up and carried her the few steps to where an internal wall had been partly torn down.  Exposed by the missing wall was a plumbing pipe running from a hole in the floor up and through another in the ceiling, probably a water pipe to judge by the fact it was only one inch and a half in diameter.  But it was quite solid; he had tested it when he was scouting this place.  That pipe could not be pulled out by his superior strength, and it was certainly not going to be ripped from its foundations by this small girl.
He put her down on her feet and held her while he pulled some rope out of his pocket.  Pushing her front up against the pipe, he began wrapping rope around her body and the pipe at the level of her waist.  Ten turns of rope and then he wrapped some around that to cinch it down.  That cinch rope was pulled as tightly as he could, and he was rewarded with muffled cry of protest.  He knotted the rope and fetched another piece.  Kneeling, he pushed her feet towards the pipe, spreading them apart so that her ankles came almost to touch the pipe.  Then he bound those ankles as he had her waist, tightly and securely.  Standing again, he wrapped yet another piece of rope around her neck and the pipe, pulling her upper body against the cold metal.  That was also cinched down and tightly knotted.  It held her cheek against the pipe but was not quite tight enough to interfere with her breathing.  He did not want her to strangle; no, not at all.
The naked girl was now securely tied to the pipe in three places, which, along with the other bondage on her body, would assure that she would remain standing there until some outside force removed the ropes.
Yet, he was not finished with her restraints.  One final touch remained.  The last bit of restraint in his pocket was two short lengths of thin but strong twine.  He walked around to the other side of the broken wall so he could face the girl.  In the dim twilight, he could see her eyes were still wide with fear.  That was good.  He wanted it to be an intense experience for her.  Very intense.
He made a knot in one piece of twine, forming a loop but not pulled tight – yet.  That loop went over her left nipple and was pulled tightly closed.  The thin twine cut into her flesh at the base for a good hold.  He knotted the twine three more times, pulling each time tightly enough to make her whine with pain.  The process was repeated on the other nipple, leaving them both noosed tightly.  It was a simple matter to take the two pieces of twine hanging down, twist them together and then pull her nipples together.  The pipe was between her breasts, but they were large enough so that the nipples came together easily.  He knotted the twine several times, and then wrapped it around each nipple again and knotted it down again.
He knew that, tied as she was, she could not possibly pull her body back enough to tug at those bound nipples.  And, even if she could, they were bound tightly enough so that she could only hurt herself were she to try to pull them apart.  He had bound her to the pipe by her own breasts.  That idea amused him.
It was getting dimmer inside that old building.  He did not want to show a light, so it was time for him to go.  He had finished his task pretty much as he had planned it.  He had played with her body all he was going to, and now it was time to play with her mind.  Still standing in front of her, he explained her fate.
“I am going to leave you now,” he said.  “I will not come back.  Ever.  Maybe someone else will find you.  Maybe not.  Of course, if you could free yourself, then you could walk out of here and go home.  But I don’t think that you will be able to do that.  I have bound many girls and when I tie one, she stays tied.
“That duct tape is very strong.  I doubt very much that you will be able to push that gag out.  Even if you did, this is an abandoned building with no houses around.  Your cries for help would go unheard.
“You will have noted by now that I am wearing this mask so you cannot see my face.  Also, I am wearing gloves so I will not leave any fingerprints.  The rope I have used to bind you is a very common type and one that I purchased in a distant city.  That is so that it cannot be used to trace back to me.  That is in the unlikely event that you are found.”
He took in a deep breath.  He was feeling an intense inner excitement as he described this girl’s predicament to her.  He felt fully alive, yet he was also very calm at the same time.  In his own mind, he was feeling what she must be feeling: all the fear and anxiety and dread.  How very helpless this girl must be feeling!  So very, very helpless!  He sighed.  It was so beautiful.
He stepped back, pulled out a small camera and took two photos of her from the front.  Then he walked round behind her and took a couple more from the back side.  Putting the camera away, he stepped up behind her and whispered in her ear, “You are alone now.  I am abandoning you to your fate.  Goodbye.”
Then he walked away, pausing only by the doorway to look back.  In the dim gray light he could see her fingers twisting around, frantically searching for something they could work at.  But he was good at what he did, and he knew that she could not reach any of the knots.  And that there were no loose ropes anywhere.  His last view of her was that wonderfully smooth ass with two hands clenched into fists, accompanied by muffled crying.
 







 
Chapter III
School Time
 
“Malela, don’t pull at that knot.  That will only tighten it.”
Stella turned her attention to the next student, the brown-skinned Latina who had removed the ropes around her wrists and was trying to reach up to where the ropes linked her arms just above the elbows.  In this exercise, none of the girls had their elbows bound together, only linked with rope and pulled moderately tightly.  In Ramona’s case, that meant that she had a good three inches between them.  Still, it was a strain to try to reach her hand back up.  Her fingers of her right hand were just touching the rope around her left elbow.  Stella said nothing, but watched as the girl twisted her body in an attempt to get a grasp on the elusive rope.
Next to her, the slender French girl, Rene, was doing somewhat better.  She had worked the ropes off her wrists – easy enough because the knots were tied where the fingers could reach them with a little strain – and was picking at the rope on one elbow.  She was so slender that it was difficult to bind her elbows without having them touch.  Stella knew that this girl was one of the lucky ones who were so flexible that they could be bound with elbows tightly corded together all day and have no problems at all.  She would most likely be the first to finish with this exercise.
Nearby, Aurora was watching the cute little Irish redhead, Kelly.  The girl was currently stamping her bare foot on the wooden floor and muttering curses.  She had not yet worked the wrist knot loose.  In fact, she had managed to push it a little farther from her fingers, making it more difficult to work on with her fingernails.  Her temper was showing in her colorful language and exasperated look.
“Don’t let your temper get in the way of your escape,” Aurora told her.  “You must be in total control of your emotions at all times.  Logic will free you faster than anger.”
Kelly gave the assistant instructor a nasty look and went back to trying to reach that knot.
All six of the students had been bound at the same time and in the same manner: wrists and elbows, neither very tightly.  As an incentive, they had been told that the last one to free herself of the ropes would be spanked in front of the others.  That was Aurora’s idea, but Stella went alone with it as a means of encouraging both competition and camaraderie.  As things currently went, it was likely to be contest between Kelly and Tiffany.  The blonde girl, Tiffany, was easily the most beautiful of all the students, rivaling even Stella’s stunning good looks.  But she did not seem to be enthusiastic for strenuous physical labor.  In fact, during one of the early exercises, she was heard to comment that she did not want to risk breaking a fingernail. It was too bad, because with her beauty and excellent body she would make a good professional escape artist.
“Why do we have to do these rope tricks?” asked Sally, the black girl as she just began to work the rope off one elbow.  “I don’t want to do rope escapes, just the big device escapes.  You know, like your Coffin of Death or that great Flaming Death Drop you did in Las Vegas last year.”
“Rope escapes are sometimes a part of a larger escape,” Stella told her.  “Besides, it’s good for you to learn the basics.”
“But all the big escapes are just rigged devices and such,” Sally protested. “Tricks.  You know.  I’ve studied this field.”
“All great escape artists are good at the basics,” Stella admonished.  “Look at Harry Houdini.  He started out with rope and handcuff escapes.  Never really abandoned them.”
“Well...  All right,” she said as she tossed the ropes on the floor.  At the same time, Ramona walked over, holding her rope in her hands.  That left four of them still working.
“Who will be the last?” asked Aurora cheerfully.  “Who will win the spanking?”
Malela moaned because, no matter how hard she strained, she could not reach the knot on her elbows rope.
“Dear, you should try pulling your elbows closer together,” Stella told her.  “You are trying to reach the knot and work on it, but at the same time pulling your elbows farther apart, which tightens the ropes.”
Apparently the hint worked because a few moments later she had the knot undone and was wiggling to get the ropes off.
It was almost predicable that Tiffany would finish last.  She was simply not putting in a very concentrated effort.  When Kelly and Rene finally worked their ropes off, she was still working on her wrists.
“And we have a winner!” exclaimed Aurora happily.  Tiffany looked up, saw that she was the only one still tied, and frowned.  “Oh, darn!” she said.
“Come over here, winner,” Aurora said as she pulled up a chair and sat down.  “Right here,” she said, pointing down at her knee.
Tiffany frowned.  “You don’t mean...”
“Yes I do!  Kneel down and bend over my knee.”
Tiffany looked around as if seeking help, but none of the watchers did anything but grin.  With a sigh, Tiffany knelt down and bent over the leg positioned for her.  She was about to say, “You won’t really hurt me, will you?” when she suddenly felt the bottom of her bikini work clothes being pulled down.  “Hey!  What are you doing?” she protested.
The bottom exposed made a perfect target for Aurora’s hand.  Holding the still-bound girl with her left hand, she began delivering a hearty paddling of that bare ass.  Tiffany wiggled and squealed but was held firmly by the assistant.  Aurora spaced the swats out so as to make the spanking last longer.  A couple of the others shouted encouragement and giggled to see their sister student getting red in the face as well as red in the ass.  The only one who did not find this amusing was Tiffany.
When the spanking was over, Tiffany was allowed to get up.  She was crying with big tears running down her cheeks and smearing her mascara.  “That was mean,” she muttered.
Rene took pity on the punished girl and untied her arms for her.
“There is a lesson to be learned in this,” Stella told them all.  “Not to make sure you do escape, that should go without saying.  It’s that sometimes you have to endure punishments to make the act more real to the audience.  When I was beginning, I worked small nightclubs where I would allow men from the audience to come up and bind me with ropes.  I would then escape from that as all watched.  Of course, there was an occasional man who really know what he was doing and I failed to free myself.  It was rare, but it did happen.  When that happened, I would have to admit defeat.  But I discovered that failing in a challenge escape put a dampener on the whole act.  So I came up with an idea to keep the act from going downhill rapidly.  When I couldn’t get free, I told the man that he had won a prize and he could spank me.  Right there on the stage I would let him sit down and I would kneel over his leg and let him spank my bottom.  After that, instead of the act falling flat, the men were more interested than ever.  More of them wanted to come up and try their luck, mostly in hopes of getting to spank me.”
“Didn’t that hurt?” asked Rene.
“Of course it did.  Sometimes quite a bit.  Usually the man wouldn’t hit too hard but a few of them were more sadistic than others.  Yes, it did sometimes hurt.  But that was simply part of the act.”  She paused to smile at Tiffany.  “And it encouraged me to get better so that it happened less often.
“Okay, break for lunch.  Be back here in one hour and we’ll begin working on handcuff escapes.”
A couple of the girls looked interested at that prospect.
 







 
Chapter IV
Victim Two
 
Nancy slowly rose from the depths of unconsciousness, wondering what had happened and why she had a terrible taste in her mouth and throat.  Blinking, began to make out a shaft of sunlight coming in a high up, small window.  She went to bring her hand up to her head and found that she could not.  Quickly, she realized that her hands were bound behind her back.  A moment later, she found that her legs were also bound together.  Moaning, and with a growing fear, she tried to sit up.  The movement made her head ache.  When she could see more, she realized that she was in a small room, hardly larger than a closet.  A single very small window let in sunlight enough of her to see there was nothing else in there with her.  Just bare walls and a dusty floor.  To her left there was a closed door.
Fighting down the urge to yell out, she tried to take stock of her situation.  The last thing she remembered was someone coming up behind her.  Then there was something covering her face and she rapidly faded away.
Twisting her hands, she found that her wrists were locked in steel handcuffs, as were her ankles.  The steel edges cut in as she tugged on them.  A little effort told her that they were quite tightly affixed and she could not pull her hands out of them.  She was a captive and this was not some kind of a joke by her friends.  She might have accepted their handcuffing her as a joke, but never drugging her with something powerful enough to knock her out immediately and give her such a headache.
She was contemplating how to get up and try the door when it opened and a man entered.  She looked up to see a tall, dark figure standing half in the sunlight.  His clothes were black from the shoes on up.  For a few seconds she was confused, because he did not seem to have a face.  Then she realized that he had a black cloth mask over his face, covering all but the eyes.
“I am sorry about the headache,” he told her.  “Sorry I had to use chloroform, but there is little else that is easy to obtain and will produce a quick unconsciousness.  Your headache will wear off in a few hours.”
“What the hell do you want?” she said in a shaky voice.
“Nothing much,” he replied.  From the sound of his voice, she guessed that he was not a young man.  He sounded a lot like her father, who was in his late forties.  “Actually, in a few hours I’ll leave you and you won’t see me again.”
Nancy was not sure that was encouraging, but at least it sounded as though he did not intend to kill her.  A lot of confusing ideas were floating around in her mind, foremost being that she would be sexually assaulted and then killed.
“You won’t kill me?” she asked weakly.
“No, I won’t kill you.”
She almost sighed with relief.  “Then what will you do to me?  Are you going to... to...”
“Have sex with you?  No, I am not going to do that.”
“Then what?  My dad is not rich.  You want ransom?”
“No.  No ransom.”
“Then what?  Why did you...?  Why am I chained up like this?”
He did not answer her.  Instead, he looked at his watch and then glanced up at the window.  “I will let you rest for a while.  You need not try to get out.  The door is locked quite firmly from the other side. And those handcuffs are closed quite firmly.  You will only hurt yourself trying to get them off.  And you need not waste your time screaming.  No one will hear you.”
“Please...  Let me go.”
Again he ignored her.  Turning, he left her.  The door closed with a solid sound.  She thought she could hear a padlock click shut on the other side.
Over the next hour, she found that what he had told her was true.  She could not free her wrists from those handcuffs, and the door, when she finally managed to stand up, did not open from this side.  The knob turned but the door would not open.  She slid back down to the floor and cried.
The shaft of sunlight had crept up the opposite wall and was almost at the top of the door when he came back.
“I see you didn’t take my advice.  Your wrists are red from trying to pull them out.  Waste of time.”
“What are you going to do to me?”  Her voice was firmer but still betrayed her inner fear.
Ignoring her question, he said, “I am going to take off the handcuffs on your ankles.  Please do not try to kick me.”
He knelt beside her outstretched legs and produced a small key.  True to his word, he did remove the handcuffs, and he placed them on the floor.  For a second she considered trying to kick him, but she was too afraid to try.  Her hands were still locked behind her and he was much larger than she.
He removed her shoes and socks.  That bothered her, and her fear was justified when he reached to unbutton her jeans.  Instinctively she pushed herself back and kicked out at his hand.  A sudden and strong slap across the face shocked her and made her cry out.  The sudden pain froze her while he pulled her jeans down and off her legs.  When he reached for her panties, she began crying.  “Please don’t.  No.”
He pulled them off and tossed them aside along with her jeans.  She looked at him through tears as he locked the handcuffs on her ankles again.
“You would look sexier if you shaved off that pubic hair,” he told her.  Then he lifted her to her feet and pressed her back against the wall.  With a pair of scissors, he cut off her blouse.  She was crying now, big tears running down her face as she kept repeating, “No, no, no...”  It was only a matter of seconds before her blouse was lying in sections on the floor.  He inserted the scissors between her breasts and clipped the bra in half.  The cups fell aside to reveal a nice pair, not overly large but shapely and firm.  “You shouldn’t cry,” he told her in a fatherly tone, “you have a nice set of tits.  Don’t be ashamed of them.”
The sarcasm fell on deaf ears, so he shrugged and cut the shoulder straps to remove the bra entirely.  The young girl was now fully naked, and a pleasing sight she was.  He could feel the bodily urges rising up within him but forced himself to the task at hand.  He had not gone to the trouble (and danger) of kidnapping this young woman just so he could shove his prick into her and gain a few seconds of pleasure.
“Stay here,” he told her, and then left the small room.  Nancy blinked back tears and looked at the open door.  Beyond appeared to be a house, but one that was dirty and had an unoccupied feeling.  She tried to take a step but the handcuffs on her ankles jerked her foot.  Losing her balance, she fell sideways to the wall and then to the floor.  A moment later she heard a loud scraping sound, as if something large were being dragged over the wooden floor.  Shortly the source of the noise came into view.  The man was pushing in a cage that looked like as if it might be from a circus.  It was made of steel pipes crudely welded together with only a few inches between them.  The top was hinged to swing open and even the bottom was made of those pipes.  Nancy felt a stab of fear lance into her at the thought of her being put into that cage.  It was hardly large enough to fit her body!
“You’re not going to...” she began but was cut off by his finger raised to his lips and a shhhh sound.
“That is exactly what I am going to do,” he told her.  The cage filled the small room, leaving very little space for the two people.  He opened the lid and left it resting against the wall.  Sliding around the cage, he reached for her, lifting her and setting her down inside the cage.  The frightened girl tried to struggle to keep from being placed within, but between the handcuffs and his strength she could do nothing to alter her fate.  He left her standing while he pulled a short length of chain from his pocket.  There was also a small lock.
“Open your mouth,” he told her.  She shook her head and tried to back away, only to bump into the wall.  With a sudden move that surprised her, he slapped her face.  The sound was loud in the small space and her head jerked around from the force.  Immediately her cheek began turning red.  “Don’t make me mad,” he said.  “Open your mouth.”
Sobbing, she opened her mouth and allowed him to place the chain through it and around her head.  He locked it in back, quite tightly.  The chain cut into the sides of her mouth and forced her teeth apart.  It pressed down on her tongue making speech difficult though not impossible.
Using his strong hands, he pushed her down to her knees then forced her to sit on her heels.  With one hand on the back of her neck, he forced her to bend down and closed the lid with the other.  The bent over girl was large enough so the lid would not close until he forced it down with his weight.  Two locks clicked into the hasps and the girl was locked in.
He pushed the cage the rest of the way into the room, centering it.  For a few minutes he did nothing else, just stood there looking at the crying girl.  She was a pretty package of bare flesh and curves, made even more beautiful by her heart-rending cries.  He knew that she was uncomfortable in a cage that was barely as big as her body.  The pipes pressed against her on all sides.  With her head forced down towards her knees, he could not see her face but knew that the tears were still flowing.  He did so enjoy hearing a woman crying.  It meant she was suffering.
Kneeling beside the cage, he asked her, “How old are you?”
At first it seemed she did not hear him, but then came a weak reply, barely understandable with that chain pushing down on her tongue: “Nineteen.”
“Nineteen?  You look younger.”  She said nothing.  “Well, I guess that’s good for a woman to look younger than she really is.  Someday you’ll be thankful for that.
“I am going to leave you now,” he continued.  “I will not return – ever.”  He paused to let that sink in.  “This is an abandoned house in a area that is scheduled for demolition.  You can scream all you want to but no one will hear you.  Of course, if you can manage to escape from the handcuffs and this cage, you will be free to go home.  Maybe you’re one of those escape artists who can throw off handcuffs and pick locks.  But probably not.  Oh, well, you can at least try.”
He stood and backed out of the room.  He could see her head trying to turn to see him, but her long brown hair was covering much of her face.  Stepping back, he took the door and slowly closed it.  The last he saw was her body jerking as if it wished to break the cage apart.  A pained cry sounded as he closed the door.  On the outside he had screwed in two hasps which he now placed padlocks in.  Even if the girl managed to work free of the handcuffs and cage, she would still be locked in that closet.  He smiled to think how doubly secured she was – no, make that triply secured.
He settled down to wait the full sunset so he could drive his car out of the garage under the cover of darkness.  He could barely hear the wailing sound through the door.  That made him smile.  She must be feeling terrible helpless, he thought.  Afraid and helpless and doomed.  Ah, how very nice!
 







 
Chapter V
Water Tank Escape
 
“Quite good!” exclaimed Aurora as an exhausted looking Malela climbed out of the water tank.  The large tank was steel sided but had a two inch thick Plexiglas window comprising the front side.  On the bottom of that tank, the students could see the pile of handcuffs and chains lying there after Malela had worked her way out of them and escape from a watery death.
Aurora helped her down the ladder and put a large towel around her shoulders.
“That was scary,” the bikini-clad girl said as she toweled down her hair.  “When the water closed over me, I forgot all the training and just wanted to get back to the air.”
“But you managed the escape,” Stella pointed out calmly.
“Yes, I did.  Thanks to that pick hidden in my bikini.  And those trick padlocks of yours.  Picking the handcuffs was no problem, but I couldn’t have picked the padlock on those chains.”
Stella turned to the rest of the students who were standing around.  “During a performance, the audience would see the artist go into the water and sink to the bottom, weighed down by the heavy chains and handcuffs.  They see her thrash around for a few seconds, tugging at the chains and trying to work her hands out of them.  No sign of the pick and no release of the padlocks.  It would look as if she were going to try to force her way free.  Then the curtain comes across the front.
“Of course, you want to get yourself free as fast as possible. Once you have the handcuffs and chains off, you go to the top and climb out, being careful not to become visible above the curtain.  This should take you less than thirty seconds.  But still don’t come out.  Let the audience stew a little longer.  More dramatic that way.  Then when the curtain is pulled aside, you triumphantly stand there, hands held high and a smile on your face.
“An alternative is to exit by the back of the stage and hurry around to the back of the audience area.  Then you come skipping down the aisle, smiling and giving high fives.  If you do it that way, you don’t have the curtain pulled aside until you get back to the stage.”
As she was talking, Aurora was standing on the small platform at the top of the tank, pulling the chains and handcuffs out with a long pole and hook.  She came forward, holding them in her hands, dripping water from the metal restraints.
“Okay, who will be next?” Stella asked.
Without hesitation, Sally stepped forward before any of the others could. She held out her hands for Aurora to put the first set of handcuffs on them.  With her wrists secured, she climbed the ladder and sat on the platform while Aurora secured her with another set of handcuffs on her ankles and a heavy length of chain going around both sets of handcuffs, forcing the black woman to bend forward.  The chain was also wrapped around her waist and padlocked.  All in all, it appeared to be a fairly secured young woman.
Sally, smiling as if there was an audience of far more than the handful actually present, rotated her legs over the edge of the tank.  For a few seconds, Aurora whispered into her ear, asking if she was sure the pick was in place and that she knew the trick to releasing the padlock.  Sally nodded that she was ready.
There was a small splash as she slipped into the water and sank to the bottom rapidly, pulled down by the heavy metal.  For a few seconds she made a show of trying to pull her hands free and tugging on the chain, before switching from the helpless girl mode into the escape artist mode the moment the curtain would have covered her from sight.  In this case, there was no curtain as the instructors and students watched the whole escape.  The pick came out from the top of her bikini and was immediately put to use on the cuff around her left wrist.
Working smoothly but without undo haste, she picked both handcuffs and then triggered the hidden switch on the first padlock, then the second.  The chain and shackles obligingly fell away, leaving her to kick off the bottom and pop up at the top.
While all this was happening, Tiffany came up to Stella and tapped her on the arm.
“Stella, I have to say something.”
“Yes?”
“I’m...  I’m going to quit.”
For a moment Stella did not reply, but turned to look into the girl’s eyes.  Then she nodded.  “If that is your choice.”
“I don’t think that I’m cut out to be an escape artist,” she confessed.  “I...  I really came just to please my boyfriend.  He tied me up a couple time when we where...  Well, you know.  And when I got free easily, he said I should be an escape artist.  It sounded like fun.  And glamorous.  Like a movie star.  You know.”
“Yes, I know,” Stella admitted.  “But it is also a lot of hard work.  And with a bit of risk.”
“You got that right.  I...  Well, I’m sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry.  It is not for everyone.  You are a beautiful woman.  I’m sure you will succeed in whatever you try.”
“I’ll just sneak out, if you don’t mind...”
“Good luck,” Stella told her with a pat on the arm.  “I have your address.  I’ll send you the number of an agent I know in Hollywood.  You might have a career in show business eventually.”  As she watched the young woman leaving, she shook her head.  Tiffany was so damned pretty.  It was a shame she did not work out.  Could have been a star escape artist.
She turned her attention back to the tank where Kelly was being chained up.
 







 
Chapter VI
Third Victim
 
“I was thinking the other day,” the man wearing the black mask said as he finished binding the young woman’s ankles to the hole in the beam on the side of the van, “that there is no reason why a girl can’t have a little sexual pleasure from the ordeal, even if I don’t.”
The unconscious woman he was taking to talking to was cute, with short, blonde hair cut pixie style, which did go well with her delicate features and soft blue eyes.  She was wearing a tennis outfit, white blouse and short skirt, along with the proper shoes.  In fact, she was on her way to a tennis lesson when he bagged her, taking her as she approached her car in the underground parking area of her apartment building.  The usual cloth clamped over her mouth, and a quick lungful of the fumes and she was out cold.  It was easy to drag her into the van and drive away.  The work took less than a minute because it was carefully planned and executed.
Later, when she awoke, she found that she was bound in a most uncomfortable manner.  Her ankles were simply tied together and then tied to the side of the van’s back area, but her arms had been pulled up behind her back and bound with the wrists at the level of her shoulder blades.  Her wrists were crossed and tightly bound, and additional rope wound around her chest, pinning her elbow in and to her body.  With the skillful placement of knots far from questing fingers, she was secured well enough so that she would not be able to free herself, no matter how long she tried.  She was also gagged with a rag stuffed into her mouth and tied in place with rope.  It was very uncomfortable and left her mouth dry inside.
She explored her mobile prison with her eyes and found it to be a plain metal interior of a common van.  The floor was bare metal, as were the sides.  Rolling around, she found her freedom to be very limited.  With her feet secured to one point on the floor, she could squirm around some but not reach anything helpful.  She could see the back of a man’s head in the driver’s seat and felt motion so she knew that they were driving someplace.  But she had no idea why she had been kidnapped and feared the worst.  She was hopeful that it was only because her father had some money and this might possibly be a ransom kidnapping.  She hoped so.  If it was not money this man wanted, then it could only be something far worse.
Driven by fear, she struggled mightily with the ropes but could gain no progress towards freedom.  The ropes holding her arms were simply too tight, allowing her no movement with her hands at all.  She was tempted to try to scream, but logic told her that would do no good.  When they stopped – wherever that would be – she might be able to talk to this man.  Until then she could only endure the bumpy, rough ride.
It was a long time before they stopped.  From her prone position, she could see the man pulling a black cloth hood over his head.  Then he was getting out and a minute later the side door slid open, almost blinding her with late afternoon sunlight.  As the man was climbing into the van, she could see through the open door that they were someplace in the mountains.  As her eyes became accustomed to the bright light, she saw pine trees and green ferns.  There was no buildings or people around, no signs of civilization in fact.  Just a pine forest, the van, her captor and her bound body.
He removed her gag and allowed her to work her jaw.  He even held up a bottle of water for her to have a drink.  Ignoring the fear that the water might be drugged, she drank heartily for her mouth was dry.  When that was finished, she tried to reason with him.  As the exchange went on, he was untying her feet.
“My dad has some money,” she began.  “I will pay you to get me back.”
“I don’t want any money,” he said simply as he put the cap back on the water bottle.
“Then what?  What do you want?”  She could not keep the fear out of her voice.
When he did not answer her, she began the usual barrage of threats and pleas, calling upon the forces of law and order to save her and punish this brute.  When her arguments and threats did no good, she even went so far as to offer her body.  “I’ll let you fuck me,” she told him even though she hated that crude word for lovemaking.  “It will be really good,” she offered.
He snickered.  “If that is what I wanted, I could simple take it.  You are not in a position to offer me anything.”
The truth of that shocked her into silence.  It looked as if she wanted to say more but her lips stayed clamped together.  A single tear oozed out of her eye, very likely the precursor of more to follow.
It was then that he propped her up against the side of the van in a sitting position and stuffed a large sponge into her mouth, forcing it to compress enough to fit in.  He wound wide, strong, gray duct tape around and around her head to hold that in place.  A dozen or more turns of the heavy duty tape and there was no way she could possibly push that gag out.  He enjoyed the look of fear in her eyes as he worked.
It was then that he informed her there was no reason why she should not have some pleasure from this whole experience.  She was unsure what he meant but knew that it would not be pleasant.
It was not.  Yet, it was, in a way.
Using scissors, he cut away her tennis skirt, and made short work of her panties, easily avoiding her efforts to kick him.  Her shoes and socks required no cutting to remove.  Then, with her naked from the waist down, he roughly grabbed her, pulled her over to the open door, then picked her up and stood her next to a nearby tree.  With a skill that told of having done this before, he tied rope around her neck and then to an overhead branch.  The purpose was not to cut off her air supply, but simply to assure that she would stay standing in one place while he did other things.  Still being careful that she not have a chance for an effective kick, he used the rope that had been taken off her ankles to bind one ankle to the tree trunk.  Another piece of rope was tied to the other ankle and used to stretch out that bare leg towards another tree.  That left her standing on one leg while the other was tied upward and away, leaving her sex and soft, blonde pubic hairs totally exposed.
With her held in place, he used the scissors to remove her blouse and bra, snipping and pulling until she was totally naked save for the ropes and gag.  She had a very nice figure; not Playboy class, but pleasing.  It was only with an effort that he kept from touching that soft, youthful flesh.
From a backpack, he took out a tube, two rubber plastic objects that she feared she knew the purpose of, and some more rope.  As he held it up to show her, it was as she feared: a large dildo, a replica of the male phallus, a good six inches long, and wide enough to fill up any woman’s vagina.  There was another one, smaller and shaped differently, that confused her at first.  It was cone shaped with a narrow portion at the base.  As he was spreading a gel from that tube over it, the purpose suddenly came to her.  She whined through her nose and struggled against the ropes.  Of course, there was no way she could avoid what came next.
The blunt end of the well-greased cone was placed between her buttocks and pushed gently.  She squealed, and tried to keep it from forcing its way in but he simply increased the force until it was sliding in.  Farther and farther in it went, spreading her sphincter more and more open.  Suddenly the narrow part was reached and her muscles closed around it.  After that, he removed his hand and the butt plug remained in place by itself.
The same was done with the dildo, the main difference being that it slid in more easily than the butt plug had.  She moaned as it filled her, and he wondered how much of that was due to a pleasurable feeling.  This was, after all, the very thing that most women sought – to have a male phallus filling them.  He hoped that she was enjoying this, because she would not be enjoying most of what would come next.
Wrapping the rope around her waist, he passed it between her legs and pulled so that the rope was directly over the two invaders, holding them in.  Then he pulled more until they almost disappeared inside her.  When he tied the rope off, it was cutting into her waist and the soft flesh of her vulva.  Backing off to see the effect, he noted that her pubic hair was so light colored that it appeared from a distance she had shaved herself down there.  He sighed, and wished that more women would actually do that.  A woman’s bush between her legs was not pretty, and it was a distraction from what was really important.
With those two items imbedded tightly in place, he untied her ankles and neck, and laid her down on the ground by the tree.  It was a smaller pine, not nearly as large as its cousins around, but still about six inches thick and quite solid enough for what he wanted.  Rolling her onto her side, he pushed her back up against the trunk.  One end of a rope was tied to the rope around her waist then left trailing out on the ground.  Using another rope, he bound her ankles together, quite tightly.  Taking the rope from her waist, he passed it between her legs and around her ankle binding.  It then went back up to the waistband rope and then on that same path again.  When he pulled, her legs were forced to bend backwards in a form of hogtie.  He was able to wrap her legs around the trunk until her feet were almost touching her ass.  He tied off the ropes with several very tight knots and stood back.
Her body wrapped backwards around the tree trunk made a very nice arch of her body.  Sort of a hogtie but a little more strenuous than most hogties.  With her hands tied high up on her back, he was certain that she could not possibly work her way free from this bondage.  And with her legs wrapped and bound around the tree, she would not be rolling or crawling away.  In addition, just as he had planned, when she tried to straighten her legs out, she pulled on the rope around her waist and the one through her crotch.  That would force the dildos in even more and press the rope against her clit.  If she wished, she could pump her legs just a bit and masturbate herself into an orgasm.  The idea of her doing that after he left was most pleasing to him.  Very sexually exciting, actually.  He felt himself with a nice hard-on.  It would have been so nice to plunge his rigid flesh into some orifice on this lovely bundle of curves and ropes, but he suppressed that urge.
Kneeling beside her head so that she could see him, he took her chin in his hand and turned her face so they were looking into each other’s eyes.  There were tears and fear and – yes! – the look of pure, total helplessness!  He felt a shiver race along his body at the pure beauty of her expression.
“I’m going to leave you now.  This place is really out in the boondocks.  I doubt that anyone ever comes by here.  You can, of course, work your way free and then walk out of here.  You can follow this poor excuse of a road back to someplace.  If you can struggle hard enough to get the ropes off.  Otherwise, you’ll be here until someone finds you.  If that ever happens.”
He let her head down and stood up.
The sun was beginning to dip below the treetops.  In an hour it would be dark.  He had checked this location out carefully and knew that there was no habitation anywhere near.  He had been telling her the truth when he said that it was unlikely anyone would chance by.
He took a few photos of her from different angles for his photo album, and then got into the van.  As he rode away, he looked back and could just see the small flesh-colored patch at the base of one tree.  It might have been struggling wildly or that might have been his imagination.
 







 
Chapter VII
After Class Activities
 
Stella was returning from a trip into town to pick up some custom made costumes mailed to her by her usual tailor in New York.  It was early evening, and the setting sun was painting a gorgeous display of yellow to deep red and every shade in between across the western horizon.  Stella’s Pacific Escape Artist School was perched on a mountain top overlooking the California coast midway between San Simeon and Monterey on a rugged part of the coast that so far had escaped urbanization and development beyond a few quite expensive home sites.  As she turned into the parking lot, she noted that there was one car remaining in the student’s parking area, a fact that suggested to her some student was doing after-class practice.  With a smile, she exited her metallic blue Viper, patted her beloved and very fast sports car on the roof, and made her way into the living quarters area.
Her personal quarters were a quite luxurious spread with a drop-dead gorgeous view out over the Pacific.  She dropped off the package of costumes in her bedroom and made her way downstairs to the bedroom apartment currently being occupied by her new assistant, Aurora.  It was no surprise that there came the sound of giggling and squeals from the bedroom.  Quietly, she entered.
The scene was totally as she expected.  Aurora, in full radiant beautiful nudity, was standing with spread legs over another equally naked woman who was kneeling on the floor.  Aurora held a riding crop in her hand and the woman kneeling at her feet had her hands tied crossed behind her.
“Hello, Aurora,” Stella said casually.  “And Tiffany.  Having fun, are we?”
Aurora did not show any surprise as she turned around to find her boss standing there.
“Hello,” she said, then turned back to deliver a stinging blow to the rump of the kneeling Tiffany.  The blonde squealed and jerked as another red mark was added to the rest covering her bottom and flanks.  “I was just about to see if Tiffany here was ready to be a good little lesbian and attend to her superior.”
“Meaning you, of course,” said Stella.
“Of course.  Who else?”
“Who else indeed.  Well, go ahead.  I don’t wish to spoil your fun and games.”
The next swat was probably harder than the rest, based on the reaction of Tiffany when she jerked away so hard that she fell over onto her side.  She gave out with a cry of pain.  Immediately she struggled back up to her knees and proclaimed, “Please, Mistress, allow me to serve you.”
“Hmmm...  Stella, was that sincere enough?”
“Your call.”
“Well, okay, I’m in a generous mood this evening.”
Tossing the riding crop onto the bed, she walked around Tiffany, sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs widely in invitation.  Tiffany shuffled around and up between the spread legs.  She leaned forward to bury her nose into the offered vulva, spreading apart the lips and lashing out with her tongue.  Aurora immediately moaned with pleasure.  As Tiffany continued to lap eagerly, like a happy dog, Stella observed that her bottom was considerably marked up.  Nothing that would last very long, it had been only a riding crop after all.  But she was sure that the former student’s bottom was burning and stinging nicely.  She also was sure that Tiffany’s pussy was wet and hot itself.  And that she would love to have another tongue giving service there.
Aurora tangled one hand in Tiffany’s long golden hair and arched her hips to better receive the ministrations of that tongue.  This went on for a while, with Aurora careful not to rush into an orgasm too fast.  She wanted the wonderful pleasure of anticipation and arousal to continue as long as possible.  After a few minutes of this pleasurable activity, she was aware of another person getting on the bed.  Looking up, she saw Stella, now completely naked, crawling onto the bed.  Her hands were behind her back, and Aurora could see in the mirror that handcuffs joined the wrists.  She sighed with pure pleasure as Stella knelt and began licking and sucking on the taut nipples.
“Oh, goodie!” she moaned.  “Two slaves to service me.”
“Double your pleasure, double your fun,” Stella said between mouthfuls of breast.
With the additional stimulation, Aurora could not hold out much longer and was soon clamping Tiffany’s head between her thighs, arching her body and having one fine orgasm.  When she recovered from that, several long, pleasurable minutes later, she found both of her slaves kneeling beside the bed, heads bowed as they sat back on their heels and awaited whatever their Mistress wished to do to them.
There was nothing new about this type of action between Aurora and Stella, just as there had been nothing unusual about such activities between her and her prior assistant, Tara.  Sometimes it was Aurora who was the submissive one while Stella punished her for imagined sins and forced her into sexual acts that would make a prostitute blush.  Other times, Stella felt the need to bow and kneel and even to feel the riding crop.  Pain can be so very stimulating, you know.
The activities went on well past dinnertime, until all three were exhausted and hungry, but also sexually satisfied.  Only then did all three dress and drive into the nearest town for a good dinner and some time spent in the bar, looking gorgeous in their tight dresses, almost exposed breasts, and high heels, and taking delight in shooting down those men brave enough to try to pick them up.  Lesbians can be a cruel bunch.
 







 
Chapter VIII
Victim Four
 
The man watched the evening news, checked the Internet, and even bought a newspaper that he scanned totally, but there was no news about the missing young women.  He was not sure if he was glad there was no big outcry, or disappointed that no one seemed to take note of his doings.
Putting down the paper, he took up his cup and sipped at the herbal tea.  He comforted himself with the idea that his purpose was not to gain publicity or fame of a sort.  It was something totally different, so a lack of publicity was not important.  He was accomplishing what he intended.  Those young women he had left in extreme bondage in out of the way places had known helplessness and fear to a degree far beyond anything they had ever felt before, and to a degree that he found very exciting.  Looking back at the photos he had taken of each, he relished the looks on their faces, imaging their fear and near panic as they contemplated their unpleasant fate.  Closing his eyes, he could imagine the despair each felt as the hours slowly crawled on and their efforts to free themselves failed.  Did one or all of them truly panic?  Did they wildly thrash about in crazed fear, muscles straining to the limit, and try to scream out their suffering?
What those girls had gone through was pure nectar to him.
But the last one was four days ago.  The old urges were stirring within, and he felt the need to venture out once again from his safe hiding place and stalk yet another woman.  Stalk her and then grab her.  Grab her and then bind her in total, glorious helplessness.  Then abandon her to an eternity of desperation and anguish.
He had done his homework.  In his notebook there was listed a dozen places where a woman might be left chained or bound or caged and where no one would find them.  There were abandoned buildings and houses, forgotten factories where workers no longer made things.  There were so very many places in the mountains around the city.  So many places in the desert beyond the hills were a girl could be buried up to her neck in the sand and left to whatever prowled the wasteland at night.
A redhead, he thought.  A redhead would be nice to grab.  None of the girls had been a redhead.  It might take a longer time to find just the right one, but he was a patient man.  If you are going to a job, do it right, he always said.  There had been one with black hair, one brown and one blonde.  A redhead would help to complete the collection.
When his tea was finished, he rose from the sofa and made his way to the bedroom where he dressed in what he thought of as his uniform.  Black slacks, shirt and shoes.  He filled a backpack with the tools of his hobby, all prepared and ready to render some innocent young redhead totally immobile.  He hesitated before closing the pack.  Should he include a dildo and butt plug as he had with the last one?  It amused him to think of those women suffering from the tight ropes yet being sexually stimulated at the same time.  Did that last girl actually struggle enough to masturbate herself into an orgasm?  He knew it could be done.  He had seen it.  And, if she had obtained sexual pleasure from it, was it deliberate or had it happened as an unexpected result of her struggles?
He included the two objects in question and closed the backpack.  Shouldering it, he went to garage and put it in the backseat of his car.  What was that he had read one time?  In a fictional thriller about a serial rapist.  What was it the detective had called the bag he carried with tape and rope and condoms?  Ah, yes, a “rape pack.”  That’s what the fictional detective had called it.  But in his case that would not be quite a precisely correct term.  He did not rape his victims.  Well, not the in the traditional manner.  He kept his pecker inside his pants.
He drove down the canyon in the direction of the city where hunting for a young woman was a lot easier.  There were so very many of them in that big city!  It was almost too easy to grab one.  Hell, if nothing else, he could drive alone Baylor Street and take his pick of the prostitutes there.  But he preferred to take one who was not of the world’s oldest profession.  He liked to think of the girls he grabbed as sweet and innocent and not the sluts one finds walking the streets.  He was handsome enough and had never been so destitute enough to resort to using one of them.
He parked his car in the storage area and switched to the van.  He had a pile of stolen licenses plates and switched them each time he went out.  It was two hours before he found what he sought.  The grab was easy.  He simply waited patiently in the parking lot of the community college, watching the coeds returning to their cars after evening classes.  Some were in pairs, some with a boy, but enough were singles and came close to where he had the van parked.  When he saw that tall girl walking almost directly at him, he knew she was the one.  Her auto, fortunately for him, unfortunately for her, was parked only two stalls away from his van.  She got in and was about to start her car when a hand reached in through the window and clamped a rag over her face.  A few moments later he was placing her unconscious body in his van and driving out of the lot.  True to his cautious nature, he would not use the same parking lot or even the same college again.  He did not wish to follow any pattern that would repeat itself.  In fact, after this time, he would switch to a different van.
After a while he stopped in the back of a mall parking lot where he bound the young woman with ropes, gagged her, and tied her feet to the ring on the floor.  Now if she awoke before he reached the destination, she could do nothing.
That destination was a fair distance from the city, out along a dusty semi-rural road.  He had scouted the area and knew that down a side road there was an old shed surrounded by trees.  Once, when that piece of land had been used as a farm, the shed might have held tools, but the land had fallen into disuse and now it was going to serve a different purpose.
She was groggy when he untied her from the floor and carried her into the shed.  The floor was dirty concrete, the walls rough cinder blocks and the ceiling partly missing.  He sat her down and went back for his pack.  He was glad that he did not have to carry her very far since he found that she was on the heavy side, being a fairly large girl.
When she came aware of her condition and surroundings, she tried to scream.  A quick slap on the face silenced her, followed by an admonition not to make so much noise.  He did not think that her muffled scream would be heard by anyone, but the noise bothered him.  A small electric lantern was placed on the floor near her and allowed her to see that she was in some kind of a small building, and that there was a tall man dressed and masked all in black standing over her.  She did not try to scream again but did thrash around for a bit, trying to force the ropes off her arms and legs.  He was glad that he had bound her while she was unconscious, because even with his male strength he was not sure he could have gotten the ropes on her while she was awake.  She was large and strong and pretty angered at her situation.  This was not one to tremble meekly and submit.
When her struggles slowed down from exhaustion, he addressed her for the first time.  “You needn’t work so hard.  For one thing, I am very good at tying up women and you will not be able to work yourself free.  For another, I have no intention of harming you beyond the discomfort of the restraints.”
She lay there, panting and glaring at him.  He would have liked to see fear in her eyes, but so far there was only resentment and anger.  Undoubtedly that would change as she came to realize what he had planned for her.  But for the moment, he would be very careful not to let her kick at him with those powerful legs.
“You play tennis a lot?” he asked her.  No answer.  “Or maybe run track?  No matter.  First we will remove your clothing.”
That brought a squeal of anger and a well-directed attempt to kick him in the head with those tied feet.  He had expected it, so it was no surprise and he easily avoided the kick.  But he did take a precaution before pulling out his scissors and removing the clothing.  He sat on her legs and tied a piece of rope to that already around her ankles.  The rest of the rope he tossed over a metal beam that was part of the roof.  When he pulled on that, her legs were lifted into the air.  Then, when her butt was just off the floor, he tied the end of the rope to her ankle rope, leaving her partly suspended with her hips off the floor.  Only then did he begin the removing of her clothes by cutting them away.
The jeans were tough fabric and took a lot of cutting, but soon he had them in tatters on the floor.  The shoes and socks did not have to be cut, and quickly joined the rest.  She seemed rather upset when he began cutting at her tee shirt but could do little beyond shake her head and wiggle around a bit.  When he had the tee shirt off, he attacked the bra.  A very firm pair of breasts came into view and he paused a few moments to admire them.  The panties took only two snips and she was totally naked.
With that job completed, he could take a few minutes to examine his catch.  She was, indeed, a powerfully built woman.  It would not have surprised him to find out that she worked with weights to maintain that fine muscle tone.  Her hair, which he had thought to be red in the parking lot lights, was more of a dirty blonde by the lantern light.  That was confirmed by the bush of pubic hair now revealed. Oh, well, he thought.  Another time for a redhead.
Now he set to work fixing her in the manner he wished.  Her ankles were already bound together but he added more rope around her legs just above her knees, applied tightly and knotted firmly.  He had bound her wrists together behind her with the wrists crossed and now left them that way.  But he did tie rope around her chest and arms, just above and again below the breasts.  Those ropes were pulled tightly and cinched down.  That would pin her arms to her back as he wished.
For a while he did nothing more, beyond looking at her.  His reasoning went along the lines that untying her feet and legs to insert the dildo and butt plug might be dangerous.  So that part would be left out – this time.
“Sorry that I will not be granting you the sexual stimulation I had planned,” he told her.  “Which is too bad, because it would have helped you pass the long, lonely hours.”
She frowned, assuming that he meant sexually using her.  She had no idea he was talking about stuffing her holes.
He could just make out her frown in the relatively dim lantern light.  He lowered her feet to the floor because hanging was not the way he intended to leave her, merely a convenience for removing her clothing and further binding her.  From the backpack he took a chain dog’s collar, the kind known as a “choke chain” because when it is around the dog’s neck and the ring pulled, the chain will tighten around the neck.  He made a loop of the chain and put it over her head.  He had to sit on her chest to hold her still enough to get it on.  She was definitely not going along with the program.
He tied a short piece of rope to the ring on the choke chain and then passed that around the rope on her knees.  Using that, he pulled until her head was forced down by her knees.  Being careful, he pulled that rope enough to force her face to almost touch her knees.  Then he tied it off.  It was as he planned.  If she tried to pull her head up and unfold her body, the chain would tighten.  She could continue to breathe freely only by keeping her body in that bent position.
The next bit of bondage was to tie a rope to her ankles and pass that back up and over her bound wrists.  When he pulled, her legs folded nicely.  She was left in bound into a ball, legs and body bent and no mobility at all.
The gag he had put in her mouth was simply a rag tied in place by rope.  By the time he got around to it, she had almost pushed the rag completely out by some strong tongue action.  He pushed it back in and then wound duct tape around and around her head, sealing the whole bottom half of her head solidly.
There was only one other addition to her restraints.  Tied as she was in a ball, she had very little mobility. Yet, it was conceivable that she could roll like a ball.  Not easily, to be sure, but possibly.  To prevent this, he tied another rope to her ankles and then tossed it over the rafter.  He pulled enough to roll her over onto her back and bound arms.  Then he tied the rope again to her ankles, leaving her tethered to the building.  She could thrash around, move maybe a foot or so in any direction, but was not going to be leaving that shed unless she worked the ropes off.
After all this work, he rested while she grunted and strained at the ropes.  She made no progress, of course, but it was the only way she could express her anger.
“As you have figured out by now, I am not going to use you sexually,” he told her.  “Nor am I going to hurt you beyond what I have already done to you.  I’m sure you are glad to hear that.”  He took in a breath, and added, “However... I am going to leave you exactly as you are.  I will get into my vehicle and drive away.  This shed is in a remote place where no one ever goes.  It is highly unlikely that anyone will find you here.  So...  You will have to free yourself.  No one else will come to your aid.”
He paused to let her think about that.  “Of course, I’m not sure you can free yourself.  I have tied you pretty well, you will have to admit.”  She shook her shoulders angrily at that.  “But that is your problem now.  I leave you to your fate.”
With that, he took his camera out of the pack, took a few photos of her, and then put everything back in the pack.  He included all of her cut up clothing and anything else he could see that had not been there before they came.  With the area policed, he went to his van.  Having shut the door to the shed, he could not see her as he got in the van, but he could hear muffled screams of anger.  He smiled as he took off his mask.  It was too bad he could not stay a while and watch.  He was sure that she would put up a massive struggle.  Perhaps even force some of the ropes off.  Who knows?  He could not recall having bound anyone quite so athletic before.
As he drove away, he was thinking that perhaps those last screams had held at least a hint of honest fear.
 







 
Chapter IX
Spikes of Death
 
“The idea is that if she cannot free herself before the rope burns through, then she will fall, head first, onto those spikes.”
Stella was showing one of her escape devices to the class.  It was a simple arrangement: a flat bed of sharp metal spikes sticking up every six inches of so, a framework of strong metal pipes supporting a beam over the spikes.  The beam had a track built into it so that a small electric hoist could be slid out from the edge to the center of the device.  Next to the beam on one side was a platform with steps.  The platform was almost at the height of the beam, which was fifteen feet above the spikes.
“The type of bondage can vary,” she continued, “from ropes to chains and even a straitjacket.  The key to the escape is, as you would expect, freeing yourself from the restraints.  Once your hands are freed, you can swing your body upward until you can catch the ring that the rope will be tied to.”
“What type of restraints do you suggest?” Kelly asked.  All the remaining students were standing around the device, along with Stella and Aurora.  All were wearing their “work clothes”, an assortment of tight, body hugging costumes resembling swimsuits.  A couple were two piece bikini style while the rest wore a one piece.  None did much to conceal the feminine charms they covered.
“Depends on your abilities.  Some girls are better suited at straitjacket escapes, and can do them in very short time.  Chains and shackles are always more visually impressive.  Ropes are much more challenging, as most of you have learned by now.”  They smiled at her comment, having undergone a great deal of work at all kinds of restraints in the last couple of weeks.
“I’m working on a variation where I will be bound with ropes, then put into a canvas bag.  The rope escape will be done inside the bag.”
“But how will you get out of the bag?” asked Rene.  For some reason the French girl was especially interested in cage and bag escapes.
“Ah, that’s been the problem.  I have to use strong canvas because it has to support my weight over the spikes.  So simply tearing my way out would be difficult, if not impossible.  I’ve been working on ways to force my hand out of the top of the bag and then untying the rope holding the bag top closed.  Almost burned myself the other day while trying that, because of the accelerant we use on the support rope.  Plain rope does not burn very well.  Cotton or hemp rope will burn some, but nylon will not.  So, to get a good show of the burning rope, we have to add something to the rope to get it to burn with a show of flames.  Soaking the rope in kerosene works well, but the liquid tends to drip down the rope.  When I stuck my hand out of the bag, I found myself about to grab a burning rope.  I’m still working on it.”
“Maybe...” began Rene thoughtfully.  “Maybe you could use a cargo net rather than a canvas bag.  That way you could stick your hand through the rope netting rather than the top of the bag.”
Stella smiled at the suggestion.  “That’s a good idea.  I’ll have to think about it.  Would you like to work with me on that?”
Rene blushed at the idea of her helping the famous escape artist develop a new escape.  “I would be honored.”
“Meantime, let me show you a simple version of how this works.  Aurora?”
Her assistant stepped up, holding a white canvas straitjacket.  As the students watched, Stella held out her arms so that Aurora could slide the sleeves over them.  Then there was the buckling of the straps in the back that held the jacket to her body, including one that went from the waist, down in front, between her legs and back up to be buckled to the main waist strap in back.  With the jacket tightly strapped on, she wrapped her arms around her body and Aurora began to strap the ends to the opposite sides so that Stella was held in a position of hugging herself.  The final touch was to add a strap around her elbows in front so as to make it more difficult to move the arms.
“This is basically the same jacket that you’ve been practicing with,” Stella lectured.  “The only difference is the added strap around my arms in the front.  That is not just decoration.  It severely restricts the arm movement, especially if you’re doing an arm pull-up escape.  Maybe tomorrow we’ll work on this more advanced type of jacket escape.”
Aurora and Stella walked around to the back of the device and climbed the steps to the platform.  There, Stella sat down and Aurora bound her ankles with a half inch hemp rope. The cinch rope trailed off across the platform.  Directly overhead was the hoist set into the slide.  Aurora touched a button on a control unit and the hoist lowered the metal ring down.  When the ring was at knee height, she stopped it.  The rope trailing out from Stella’s legs was tied to the ring so that about three feet of rope was between the metal ring and her bare feet.  Aurora made sure that the rope was tightly knotted to that ring.
From a red painted can, Aurora poured some sticky, thick liquid over the middle of the rope.  Immediately she put the can down and touched the control unit again.  The hoist lifted the ring up, the rope followed, and Stella’s legs.  In a matter of only a few seconds, Stella was hanging upside down.  Another button caused the hoist to move out along the beam until Stella was hanging directly over the center of the grid of spikes about six feet below her head.  Aurora took a long pole, lit the end of it with a lighter, and then reached out with it to touch the rope between Stella bound feet and the ring.  Immediately the rope caught fire with a nice flame easily visible to all.
As Stella began her escape, Aurora continued the lecture.  “We have timed the burning and know that the rope will be weakened enough to break with Stella’s weight on it in about two minutes.  Plus or minus ten seconds.  That defines the escape window for her.”
With her long blonde hair hanging below her, Stella was working on the tight straitjacket.  It had not been put on loosely as some escape artists do.  The straps had been buckled quite tightly, enough that a normal woman would have no chance of working her way out.  But Stella was not a normal woman.  There was a reason why she was billed as the “Queen of Escapes.”
At first, she worked her arms upward to create as much slack as possible.  Not that it was much with those straps done as tightly as they were.  Normally, she would have tried to pull one arm over her head, creating a fair amount of slack in the sleeves in the process.  But the strap across her arms in front made that impossible.  Instead, she pulled her arms as high up on her body as she could and bent her head.  In that way, she was just able to reach the buckle on the strap with her mouth.  It would have been difficult to work a normal metal strap buckle loose with her teeth, but this one was not a normal buckle.  She pushed with her talented tongue on a spring and one side of the buckle obligingly opened on a hinge.  The buckle immediately yielded its hold on the leather strap.  As the strap fell away, she was pulling one arm upwards (actually downward because she was hanging upside down).
The rest of the escape was pretty much standard.  Still, it took at least a full minute before the canvas garment was totally removed.  The hardest part was slipping her hand down inside and then out the back to unbuckled the crotch strap.  The jacket, with half the straps still buckled, fell away.  The rope was still merrily burning, trailing black smoke upward from the yellow flames when Stella swung her body back and forth a few times to get up some speed, then jerked her body in half and leapt upwards.  That was the critical point.  Her upward movement created a downward force on her bound ankles, which, in turn, put more stress on the burning rope.  If the rope had been weakened a little too much, it would break before she had grabbed the ring or beam, and she would fall to what would most likely be her death.  Those spikes were very real.
Just as her fingers grasped the ring, her body was almost standing upright.  The burning rope parted with a small shower of sparks.  Fortunately she had a firm grip on the ring and was able to pull herself up high enough to reach the beam just over the hoist.  From there it was an easy task to work her way hand over hand to the platform where she dropped down.  She was untying her ankles when Aurora said to her, “That was cutting it a little close, no?”
“Yeah.  We may have to make an adjustment to the amount of oil you pour on the rope.”
She stood up and tossed the still smoldering rope off the platform.  “You get them working on the advanced straitjacket escapes,” she told Aurora.  “I’ve got something I have to check into.”  She nodded her head in the direction of the door where a man was standing.
Stella climbed down from the platform and walked over to the man, eying him as she did.  Business suit, tie, plain black shoes and a bulge on the side of his coat.  She pegged him for a cop or a mobster.  Since he was rather good looking, she hoped he was a cop.
“Miss Walters,” he said as soon as she was near.
“Yes?”
“I would like to have a talk with you.  In private.”
“Want to flash your badge now rather than later?” she asked.
He smiled – very pleasantly, she noted – and flipped out his badge case.  She was right.  He was a cop from the large city fifty miles down the coast.
“Come on, my office is private.  You like coffee?  Or something harder?”
“I’m on duty.”
“Too bad,” she muttered as she led him to the office.
 







 
Chapter X
Victim Five
 
It had been three days since he left that big girl tied in a ball in that remote shed.  He wondered if she had managed to work the ropes off, but doubted it.  When he tied a girl, she stayed tied.
Which brought him to the next step of his endeavors.  Sitting at the kitchen table, he slowly, carefully, went through the pages of a photo album he had created.  Each photo in there was of a young woman, all were candid, taken without the woman’s knowledge.  He had spent the better part of the summer accumulating this photo album and thought of it as brochure from which to pick the next victim.  It had been enjoyable creating this brochure of potential targets.  He did not, as it happened, think of them as victims, but rather representatives of the female race that he had to teach a lesson to.  It would be nice were he able to teach that lesson to all women, but he was smart enough to understand the impossibility of that.  So he would have to go along, teaching those he could, and gazing wistfully at those he could not.
He did not always pick one from the album.  It was a challenge to see if he could pick one at random and make a successful grab.  Yet the effort in compiling the album had been pleasing.  With each girl he added, he fantasized what he might do to that one.
He paused and turned back a page.  Yes!  That would be the one.  The cute little one with the freckles on her nose and across her cheeks.  Looked like she would be right at home on a farm.  Wholesome good looks, healthy body, and a sweet, innocent smile.  Not that her smile would fool him – no, sir.  He knew just how cruel and evil all women were.  Indeed, he knew firsthand how vicious they could be, and what harm they could do to a man.
From his files, he copied down her name and address.  He would be paying her a visit soon.  The thought of that sent a shiver of anticipation down his spine.  God, how he loved his self-appointed task of correcting the evil of women.  Unfortunately there were so many women and so little time.  He wished he could live forever.  Until the sun expanded into a red giant and engulfed the earth, he would be the one to right feminine wrongs.  The idea pleased him.
Mentally going over a list of what he would need, he remembered that he had used the van on the last four trips.  Time to get another one.  No use tempting fate by being too consistent.  Keep repeating a pattern, and sooner or later someone will catch you, he told himself.  And he did not want to be caught.
The next evening he set out on his mission.  He had a new van, a different brand and color and even different year.  This one, like all the others, was used and bore the name of a plumbing company.  He had bought it used through a third party so there was no way anyone seeing that company name could trace the van to him.  He would get rid of it after a couple missions.  Used vans were cheap and he had plenty of money.  Don’t create a pattern and don’t get caught.  Next time he might buy an SUV.  They were big enough.
Driving up Sunset Blvd, he watched the setting sun turning the western sky a blaze of reds.  That meant there were clouds in the sky and maybe a late summer storm.  He liked rain.  Especially if it had thunder and lightning.  Nature’s power was awesome.  At times he felt as if he were a force of nature; powerful and unstoppable.  But that was not true, and he was not fooling himself on that count.
Turning down a side road, he headed into the Santa Barbara Mountains.  The house he sought was only a mile up the road, in a section where there were few houses because it was up a steep, poorly kept road.  He checked the numbers as he drove.  Yes, that was it: 13549 on the mail box.  He drove on without slowing.  In the deepening twilight, he could see a light on.  Someone was there.  He hoped it would be the cute little one.  As near as he had been able to determine, she lived alone, but one never knew.  She might have a boyfriend – maybe even a live-in boyfriend.  That would put a crimp in his plans.  It would also make the chase more challenging.  He would have to get her someplace and time when she was not at home.  No problem, usually.
He pulled into a turning and stopped.  When he was sure that the road was empty and no house had a view of him, he left the van and walked back along the road to where a bend made it easy for him to spy on the house.  Only one car parked there.  Good.  Only one window lit up; probably someone preparing dinner. It was dark enough now so that any cars coming up that road would reveal themselves by their headlights, making him feel safe to cross the road and sneak up on her house.  Keeping far enough away so that light from inside would not reflect on his face, he circled the house, looking in through each window.  There she was, in the kitchen preparing dinner, just as he had surmised.  When he was pretty sure that she was alone, he came closer. Ah, foolish girl, she had left the back door unlocked!
His shoes made no sound on the hardwood floor, allowing him to be standing almost right behind her before she sensed his presence.  Then the cloth was over her face before she could do much more than begin to turn.  He held it there for the handful of seconds it took for her to inhale enough of the fumes to render her unconscious.
He left her lying on the kitchen floor while he went to get the van.  But only after quickly searching the house to assure himself that she was alone.  A few minutes later he was driving away with the freckled girl handcuffed and gagged in the van.  No cars had come by, he had wore gloves as usual, and even turned off the stove so that nothing would burn and alert someone.  He also turned off the light when he left.
As he had manhandled her into the van, he noted that she might be a short girl, but that blouse was filled with a larger than average pair of firm breasts.  He would enjoy seeing them later.  But first he had to take her to a place he had scouted out weeks before.  Then the fun would begin.
It was a railroad bridge.  No pavement, just railroad tracks running across the old wooden bridge over a ravine.  An almost non-existent dirt road allowed him to drive the van close to the bridge.  He hid it among some trees nearby and took his time preparing the girl for her little ordeal.  She was making moaning sounds and might be out of the influence of the drug before long, so he hurried his preparations.  First he cut off the blouse and snipped off the bra.  Oh, yes, he had been right, that was one fine pair.  Big, almost a double handful each.  As he cut the material away, he could not help but grab a handful of flesh.  She moaned, and he felt the nipple become hard in his hand.  That was not all that was becoming hard, but he forced down any thoughts having sex with this girl.  What he was doing was more important than a minute’s pleasure for him.
As he was cutting away the shorts, he thought her eyelids were beginning to twitch.  With her wrists handcuffed behind her back and her ankles also locked in steel, he did not have to worry about her getting free.  But he wanted her secured differently before leaving her under that bridge.  Removing the handcuffs from her wrists, he immediately bound them again with rope, palm to palm.  He was looping rope around her elbows when she moaned loudly and began to stir.  He jerked her elbows together and wrapped half a dozen turns of rope around them before cinching them down tightly. She knew something was wrong because she was making whining sounds and had begun to struggle as he knotted the elbow rope.
In the dim light inside the van, she could see him as he came around in front of her.  That was probably a scream she tried to make through the cloth gag and the duct tape over that.  The black cloth mask over his face, plus her coming to realize that she was helpless, undoubtedly frightened her strongly.  She twisted her body and tried to separate her arms.  Failing in that, she tried to back away from him, only to come up against the side of the van.
“I’m going to take these handcuffs off your ankles now,” he told her calmly.  “Please do not try to kick me.  I would not like that.”
Apparently she was not too bright, because she tried to kick him in the head with her feet still joined.  He was ready for that and easily pushed her feet aside.
“Try that again and I’ll hurt you,” he said.
Maybe it was the tone of his voice, but she froze and made no effort to kick him again.  He could tell by the look in her eyes that she was realizing how helpless she really was.  Good.
He unlocked the handcuffs and removed them from her ankles, all the while being very careful to watch for kicks.  She did not try one but he could see desperation mingling with the fear in her eyes and knew that she might well begin to fight.  Some of them did.  Quickly he wrapped rope around her ankles and tied them together.  Then he felt a little better.  She was a small girl, but even a small one can hurt with a kick.
“I’m going to hogtie you now,” he told her as he rolled her over onto her stomach.  “You will not be hurt.  And I do not want to have sex you.  Just stay calm and you’ll be okay.”
It was hard to tell if she believed him or not, but she did not resist when he tied a rope from her ankles up to her elbows and began to pull her feet towards them.  She grunted and whined as he pulled her body into an arch, forcing her feet beyond her wrists and almost to her elbows.  When he could force her body no more, he tied off the ropes, knotting them very solidly and well away from her fingers.  It was not a comfortable hogtie, but that was the way he wanted it.  It was his wish that she constantly feel the tightness of the ropes and the terribly contorted position of her body.  Comfort was not an option.
Sitting back for a moment, he enjoyed the sight of her big breasts squashed flat against the metal floor of the van.  If I let her, he thought, she could probably roll onto her side.  But not much more than that.  Time to make sure she was gagged well enough.  The taping he had done had been quickly so he could get her away. Now he did a more careful and thorough job of it, wrapping more tape around her head, a dozen or more turns, tightly applied.  The whole bottom of her face was covered with tape.  The bridge of her nose showed some freckles and her eyes showed fear.  Good.
Now was time to position her.  Turning the light off, he opened the van door.  A dim light illuminated the scene, mostly coming from the clouds reflecting the city lights. He could easily see well enough to grab the rope connecting her ankles and elbows and lift her like a suitcase.  He was a big man, so it was not a problem carrying the naked woman across the dirt wash to the bridge.  Once under there, it was darker but still the dim light was enough for him to see what he was doing.  He set her down in the sand of the dry creek bed and pulled some more rope out of his pocket.  One end of a length he tied to the rope around her elbows.  The bottom of the bridge and train tracks were about seven feet overhead.  The wooden beams were open and easy for him to throw the rope over one.  The end he threaded back through the rope around her ankles.  Then he pulled.  Her arms and feet rose a little but, since her body was already arched backwards, they could not move much.  He pulled more, feeling her weight being taken by the rope.  With his strength, it was not hard for him to lift her totally off the sand and high enough so that her feet were almost touching the rough wooden beam that she hung from.  Only then did he tie off the rope firmly to one of the vertical braces.
The girl was moaning, and with good reason.  A hanging hogtie put a lot of stress on the body, even if she was not all that heavy.  Using the dim light and feel, he checked all the ropes on her body.  Good, no looseness, no knots where she could reach them.  The probability of her being able to free herself was minuscule. A wave of pleasure flowed through him at the thought of how terribly helpless she was.
Now it was time to fuck with her mind.
“How old are you?” he asked.  “Grunt when I say your age.  Eighteen?  Nineteen?”  He paused, wondering if she would respond or not.  “Twenty?”
A grunt.
“So you’re twenty years old.  You look much younger.  Oh, well, it doesn’t matter much anyway.  Are you comfortable?”
That was greeted with a muffled protest through her nose and a shake of her body.  She stopped almost immediately when she realized that jerking her body only made the ropes hurt more.
“Do you think that you can escape from this?”
After a wide-eyed stare at him, she shook her head.
“Reasonable answer, since I’m sure that you cannot.”  He paused to look around.  No lights anywhere; they were alone.  Just as he was about to speak again, there was a rumbling sound from the sky.  A moment later a drop of water hit the sand next to his foot.
“Oh, dear, it’s going to rain,” he said with mock sympathy.  “You’ll get all wet.”
She might be under the bridge, but it was by no means a solid roof.  Rain would fall between the cracks and collect and drip down.  Before long, being cold and wet would be added to her misery.  It made him feel happy inside to think of what she would be forced to endure.
“Allow me to explain what I am going to do now.  I am going to get in my van and drive away.  I will not return here.  Ever.  Do you understand what that means?”
Her reply was a fierce jerking of her body. She shook her head and made loud whining noises through her nose.  In the dim light he could see her fingers balled up into fists and just make out the muscles of her body strain against the ropes.  It was an emotional reaction to the thought of being left alone there.  A totally emotionally reaction that went against logic and rational thought.  He had seen this before.  She would calm down eventually, but only when she was exhausted and still helpless.  She would try to scream at him.  Then she would begin crying.  It was a pattern he had seen before.
And it was a pattern he enjoyed.  He wished it were a little lighter so he could see her eyes better, but he did not want to turn on the flashlight in his pocket.  Seeing her body twisting and hearing her was good enough.  He watched for a while.  It was an exciting show.  Panting through her nose, she finally began to calm down.  She was looking at him, and he knew exactly what was going through her mind.  She was seeing that he was still standing there and had not left.  That meant, to her mind, that maybe, just maybe, he was bluffing.  He would get his jollies watching her struggle and then let her down.  Probably he would have sex with her.  But he would not leave her there.  That was simply too frightening to contemplate.
He knew what was going through her mind.  So he patted her hanging breast and told her, “Goodbye.”
The rain was falling harder now.  Sometimes summer storms were much stronger than winter ones in California.
Then he walked away, listening to her muted wailing.  She sounded so wonderfully desperate.
 







 
Chapter XI
Officer J. J. Adams Explains
 
“So, Officer Adams, what can I do for you?” Stella asked as she sat behind her desk and waved a hand towards a chair in invitation.
“I need your help.”
“Oh?”
“We have a case going that is most unusual.”  He sat down, but only on the edge of the chair.  Looking across the desk at her, he had a very serious expression.   “We have what you might call a serial binder.”
“Binder?”
“I don’t know what else to call him.  So far, he has kidnapped five women.  Each woman was left tightly bound and in some out of the way place where it was unlikely she would be found.”
“Did he rape them?”
“No.  In fact, beyond the binding of them, he did nothing to them.  Well, not physically, at least.  He did do a number on their minds.”
“In what way?”  Stella was becoming interested in this case.
“He emphasized to them that they were being left alone and that he would not return.  Scared the hell out of them.  Each one thought that she was going to stay tied until she died of starvation or something.  Really shook them up.”
Stella nodded.  In her vast experience with the kinky side of human nature, she had experienced numerous variations of sex, sadism and just plain weird human psychology.  Leaving a woman totally helpless and abandoned was rare, but she had heard of it – usually only as a fantasy – although she had yet to run into someone who actually did it.
“Were they hurt?”
“Some.  The ropes were tight and damned uncomfortable.  After a while each of them was in considerable pain.  A couple have had numbness in their hands and feet but the doctor said that would go away eventually”
Stella rested her elbows on her desk and cradled her face in her hands so she could look at him better.  She was finding his rugged good looks attractive.  His short cut hair was almost military in its severity with just the slightest hint of gray at the temples.  She liked that.  Filled out that suit coat nicely, too.  She asked, “Five women, you say?  And in out of the way places?  How were they found?”
“It’s a little odd.”  He smiled for the first time and she felt a little tingle inside.  He was really handsome when he was smiling.  “One woman was found by a homeless person.  She had been tied and left in an abandoned house in an area scheduled for demolition. She had been tied to a piece of plumbing pipe and had been forced to stand like that for almost twelve hours before she was found.”
“And the others?”
“That’s the weird part.”  His frown was cute, too, she noted.  “In each case, he sent an email telling us where we could find her!  Each time, the email was sent exactly twenty hours after the woman was abandoned.  The directions were precise and each was rescued before any serious harm was done.”
Stella was frowning herself.  “So he didn’t really intend for the women to dehydrate or starve.  He made sure they would be rescued.  But only after a long period during which they were helpless and scared out of their minds.”
“That’s a good summary,” he told her.  “None of them had made the slightest progress on escaping by herself.  He was very good at what he did.  The conditions he left them in were cruel and painful, both physically and mentally.  They suffered, but he didn’t want them to die.”
Stella pursed her lips.  “Well, thank goodness for that.  Too often it comes out differently.  Well, I guess I can see a connection between these women and my escape artist work.  Is that why you’re you telling me all this?”
“Because I need your help.  We have a psychologist working with us, and she said that you might be able to give us some insight about this man and his unusual kink.”
“Of course, I’ll try to help.  But I’m not sure I can do much.  I don’t know any man who might fit that profile.  At least not based on what you’ve told me.”
“Oh, I didn’t expect that you would know him,” the cop said.  “But maybe you can tell us something from the way he tied the girls – that sort of thing.”
Stella paused before speaking again.  Having had a great deal of personal experience with being tied up in too many ways to count, she understood something about how the victims were going through and felt.  And just maybe something about what he was trying to do.
“I’ll need to know all the details,” she began.  “It would be good for me to talk to the victims also.  Then we’ll see what I can tell you.”
“Good.  If you’ll come down to the station, I’ll fill you in.”
Stella sighed.  She had responsibilities to all of her novice escape artists.  After all, they were paying for the privilege of being tied and chained and locked in cages.  But this was the third class to go through her school, and Aurora could oversee the lessons for a while.  Besides, it might be fun working with this good looking example of a public servant.
“Let me tell my assistant that I’m going.  And I’ll change my clothes.”
She had not missed the way he looked at her current garment, a rather abbreviated covering of thin material that accented her curves rather than hid anything.  She knew that he could easily see her nipples pushing against the material. And that she wore no panties underneath.  Hell, he could probably tell that she shaved her pussy bald.
Smiling, she stood and held out her hand.  As he took it in his, she felt a larger tingle race down her spine.  There was something about this man that was triggering responses in her body.  After a handshake that lasted much longer than was necessary, she slid by him and made for the door.  “You can wait here,” she told him.  “I’ll be right back.  As soon as I get this off.”  She walked off, wiggling her bottom.
She knew she was teasing him, and she smiled to herself.
 







 
Chapter XII
On the Ride to the Station
 
“Why did you start an escape artist school?” Adams asked as they drove along the coast highway.  “I mean, isn’t that a highly competitive field?  Why would a professional like yourself want to train competition?”
Stella beamed her 100-watt smile at him.  “Because I like the profession.  I’ve never been afraid of competition.  It simply makes me want to try harder.”  She paused for a few moments before continuing, “You see, I’ve always been fascinated by female escape artists.  There weren’t very many when I was a teenager, just a few.  But I knew that was what I always wanted to be.  Even while I was working my way through college, I was looking for part time jobs as an escape artist.  Helped pay for college, but also satisfied my need to be in show business.”
“And to be tied up?” he asked, with just a hint of sarcasm.
“That too,” she answered matter-of-factly.  “I always enjoyed the challenge of being able to work my way free of ropes.  Or handcuffs, or straitjackets.  After I graduated, I went into the business full time.”
“I’m curious, what subject was your degree in?  Escapology?”
She laughed.  “Couldn’t find a college that offered one.  No, I took my BA in Performing Arts with a minor in Engineering.”
“Engineering?”
“Yes.  Creating the escape illusions often requires a good knowledge of mechanical engineering.  Even electronics, at times.”
“A four year BA?  That seems like a lot of work just to go on a stage and fight your way out of a straitjacket.”
“Oh, it’s is much more than that!  Besides, it only took me three years.  I’m a fast learner.  And during that time, I got a lot of good training in by working in the field.”
He paused to flip the finger at a driver who cut him off abruptly.  “Lucky for him I’m not working traffic,” he muttered, and then turned back to the conversation.  “How do you break into the escape artist business?”
“I worked nightclubs, fairs, magic shows, anything where I could make a little money, but more importantly, gain experience.”
“Nightclubs?”
“As an act.  I would come out on stage wearing a skimpy costume and with my hands in handcuffs behind my back.  I would turn around a couple times to show my restraints, then turn my back away from the audience.  A few seconds later I would bring my hands around in front of me, waving the handcuffs.  After that, I would get a couple male volunteers to come up and put me in a straitjacket.  I usually had to tell them how to strap it on, but when they were finished, it looked pretty impossible to get out of.  Usually took me only a couple minutes, even though the men buckled the straps pretty tightly.
“After a few escapes like that, I would do the part that was the most popular.  I would bring out a dozen coils of rope and challenge anyone in the audience to come and bind me anyway they wished.  There was never a lack of volunteers for that part.”
“I’ll bet.  Skimpy costume, you say?”
“Oh, I got groped a lot.  But the escapes were usually pretty easy.  Most men don’t really know how to tie a girl very well at all.”
“Except for our serial binder?”
“Except for him.  And a few men I ran into.  It was embarrassing to have to admit that I couldn’t get free a few times.  After a while I found a way to keep that failure from ruining my act.  If I couldn’t get free, I would tell the man that he had earned a prize: me.  He would get to sit on a chair on the stage and take me, ropes still on and all, and turn me over his knee and spank me right out in front of all the people.  Most men damn near creamed in their pants at that.”
“Hurt much?”
Stella noted that he was grinning.  So was she.  “Sometimes.  But that was just encouragement for me to get better.”
“How did you get to become a big act?  I’ve heard that you have appeared on stage in Las Vegas and most other big cities.  Even international.  Even had your own TV specials.”
“That happened after I devised a few spectacular escapes.  Ones impressive enough to get attention.  Like jumping into a river while chained up, or getting out of a flaming coffin.  The Escape from the Mad Bomber was what got me my first big gig.”
“What was that?”
“I would be bound with ropes, a few pairs of handcuffs added, and then locked into a small box.  A man dressed as a terrorist would then attach a dynamite bomb with a burning fuse to the top of the box and run off.  I had to escape before the fuse reached the dynamite.  I would time it so that I just pried open the lid of the box, crawled out and was just able to toss the bomb into a barrel of water before it exploded.”
“Wow!”
“It was only a small explosive, but it made a nice display when it exploded in the water.”
“But how did you get out of the ropes and handcuffs?  And the box?”
“Trade secrets,” she laughed.  “But the truth is that most escapes are tricks.  Just like all magicians’ illusions are tricks.  You don’t really believe that he saws a women in half, do you?”
“Probably not.”
“Well, there are ways of rigging handcuffs to open easily, locks to snap open for you, boxes to have false bottoms, and a lot more.  So long as it looks impossible to the crowd, they are satisfied.
“Houdini made a simple trick famous.  His milk can escape.  He was put into a large steel can filled with water and the lid locked down.  A curtain was pulled around it.  After a minute, he would emerge from behind a curtain, holding the handcuffs and all wet but still alive.  The curtain would be pulled back to reveal the milk can was still locked tightly”
“How did he do it?”
“Simple.  The lid was locked to a collar that seemed to be riveted on to the body of the can.  The rivets were false.  He simply had to lift up on the lid and the whole top lifted off.  He would crawl out then put the top back on.”
“Like you say, simple.”
“If you know the secret.”
“But what about escapes that do not have trick devices?  Like that straitjacket I saw you get out of earlier.”
“It was rigged.  A few key buckles had releases.  Plus a trained person can usually escape from a standard straitjacket if they’re athletic enough and know what they’re doing.  The only reason I used the jacket with the trick buckles today is because the strap around my arms in front makes it much harder to get out of.  Much harder.  A tightly buckled jacket of that style can defeat even me.”
“And your rope escapes?  Are the ropes ‘tricked up’?”
“Sometimes.  But usually I can manage without tricks.”
“Unless someone knows how to tie well?”
“Basically that is true.  There are ways of binding a person that make escape much harder, if not impossible.  If you knew what you were doing, you could probably tie me well enough so that I couldn’t escape.”
She threw that out as a challenge.  Would he take it up?
“Well, I don’t have much experience with tying up a woman.  Would you say that our serial binder has a lot of experience?”
Stella sighed.  He had not taken up her thinly veiled offer to let him try his luck on her.
“Probably.  I’ll know better after I find out exactly how he tied those girls.  Do you have photos maybe?”
“No.  The rescuers were more interested in getting the women out of a painful and potentially dangerous situation.  But you can talk to the victims.  Each one had a long time to study how she was tied.  They can probably describe it pretty well.”
“Then that would be a priority.  What about the ropes themselves?  Or anything else he left behind?”
“The ropes are a fairly common type that can be purchased at most any hardware store.  Even some supermarkets.  They sell them as clotheslines.  He wore a mask and gloves.  Left no fingerprints.”
“So the victims cannot describe him?”
“Male, about six foot tall, and well built.  Voice was not young nor old.  Pretty much a blank description.  The only identifying feature was that he had blue eyes.”
“So do a lot of other people,” Stella said.  “But that is a start.  Tell me, what kind of rope was it?  Nylon or cotton or hemp?”
“Cotton.  Why is that important?”
“Because it suggests that the perp is an older man.”
“Why do you say that?  And where did you pick up the term ‘perp?’“
“TV cop shows.  And there was a time years ago when all clotheslines were cotton.  And used much more often than now to hang clothes.  A man who began using ropes in bondage back then would tend to want to use the same kind today.  A personal preference.”
The beach had given way to homes and then taller buildings as they entered the city.
“I’ll want to know where he left the girls,” Stella stated.  “And what times of the day.  And I will want to know what he said.  As accurately as the victims can remember, of course.”
“You’re trying to get into his mind, aren’t you?  To understand his motives.”
“Basically, yes.  I assume that you’ve looked for patterns in his crimes?”
“Of course.  Basic police work.  But there is no common factor in the victims, beyond the fact that each was in her late teens or early twenties.  There doesn’t seem to be a common factor between the women.  Nor in the locations where they were kidnapped.  Nor in where he left them.  You’ll see when you read the reports.
“Okay, we’re here.”
He parked the car in the police station lot and turned to Stella before getting out.  “And sometime I would like to take you up on that offer to learn how to tie you.”
Stella felt her heart flutter – just a bit, but something she had not felt since she was a teenager and discovering that men could be interesting.
“Good idea,” she finally managed to get out.  “The more you know about this, the more you can understand the perp.”
“Of course,” he said.  But he was grinning as he said it.
 







 
Chapter XIII
Making a Choice
 
The man that the escape artist and the cop were discussing was, at that same moment, planning another kidnapping.  As was usual, the Internet was his best friend.  It never ceased to amaze him how much information people put out on the web for the whole world to see.  But mostly it was the younger crowd that he was interested in; not children, but maybe not fully mature yet.  Like around eighteen to twenty-three, or so.  Pretty much fully grown but not yet really experienced.  Easy to fool.
His usual hunting ground was a site called “MyFace”.  Millions of people used it to share photos and stories and pretty much their entire lives.  He had developed means of filtering out those that were not of interest to him, those who were not local, those of the wrong age, and, of course, those who were the wrong sex.  This still left him with hundreds of young women displaying their lives on his monitor.  They told of their newest boyfriends, their likes and dislikes, what movies they had seen, where they went to school, and much more.  And, of course they had to include numerous photos of themselves.  It had cost him a little money, but he went to a hackers’ website and engaged one “GreyHamster” to hack into that MyFace for him and provide passwords that would allow him to access the hidden databases there.  After that, it was easy to get the home address of any woman he wanted.  Easy as taking candy from a baby.
As Stella was upstairs reading the crime reports on his handiwork, he was looking over several good looking prospects.  It had been only two days since he last punished a woman, but the pressure in his head was relieved for a shorter period of time after each kidnapping.  He had felt satisfied and at peace, with the urges hidden within for a whole week after the first time.  The second time, the euphoria lasted only five days.  And the last time was only two days prior and already the urges were strong.  What he did had been so good, so right and proper.  Women deserved it.  It had been a wonderful sense of accomplishment at first.  He wondered why that pleasant feeling did not last as long now.
Still, there was a way to satisfy that urge.  As he scrolled through the photos showing these girls at play, it was pleasing to think that one of them would come to feel the punishment that all women deserved.
There!  That one!  The blonde who liked to wear clothes that showed far too much of her big breasts.  That was a prick-teaser, he was sure.  Of course, that was not the main reason she had to be punished, but it certainly added to the justification.  He began copying down information about her.  When he had enough, he would scout out her home, school and places she frequented.  Within a day or two he would have a fairly good idea when and where she could be taken.
Smiling as he wrote down the information, returning repeatedly to the photos of her drinking beer at a party, hanging out a car window making faces, and the teasing photo where she was smiling and pulling her skirt up high enough up her side to show the bottom of her panties. That task completed, he sat back and began to plan what he would do to this woman who so liked to tease men.







 
Chapter XIV
Profile
 
“Dr. Stein, this is Stella Walters.”
J.J. Adams was making the introductions as four of them sat down in a conference room at the police station.  Dr. Stein was a middle-aged woman of fairly plain appearance, actually a little on the mousy side, wearing a pale green business suit, plain glasses, and practical, flat shoes.  Which was a contrast to Stella’s usual heels.  But the high heels went well with the short skirt she was wearing, the blue one she liked because of the slit up one side that clearly showed that, if she was wearing panties, they were thongs and not regular ones.
The fourth person Stella had met when she arrived at the station.  It was another woman, younger than Dr. Stein, and much more aggressive in her dress.  Her skirt was above the knees, making her the only woman in the station showing much leg, except, of course, for the prostitutes awaiting booking.  And Stella.  Her blouse was tight enough to draw any man’s eye in that direction.  She was dressed all in black.  But what Stella liked about her was the narrowness of her waist.  It was almost as if she was wearing a corset.  Her dark eyes gave Stella a quick but comprehensive look over, and then frowned as if she did not like what she saw.
Stella made a mental note to the effect that next time she went to a police station she should not wear what amounted to a see-through blouse.  With no bra.  She was sure that short skirt and blouse had impressed Officer Adams, just as she had planned it to, but it was also making an impression on everyone else there.  In the case of Lt. Vallarie Moyer, Adams’ partner, it was a rather negative impression.  It even produced a frown on psychologist’s part.
“Dr. Stein, would you please give us the profile you’ve worked up on our perp?”
“Of course, Officer Adams.”  Her voice sounded just like a schoolteacher lecturing second graders.  “I assess this man as being between thirty and forty-five years old.  He’s relates to others poorly and probably does not work in any personal contact type business, because he would not be good at it.  He’s a loner, educated above average, and fairly intelligent.  He has issues in dealing with women, especially in sexual matters.  Probably impotent in that regard.  He feels powerless in most aspects of his life, but especially with regard to women.  His binding of them so very securely indicates a desire to exert control over women.”
“Not much to go on,” Val said when it was obvious she was finished.  “That fits a hell of a lot of men in this city.”
Adams looked at her for a second, and then turned to Stella.  “You have anything to add to that?”
Stella took in a breath before she began.  “I suspect that he will be a little older than your estimate.  He may not be impotent when it comes to sex.  And he is likely to be highly intelligent.”
“Why do you think that way, Miss Walters?” Dr. Stein said with disdain.
“His use of cotton clothesline suggests that he began using bondage in his sexual activities a number of years ago when cotton clothesline was more common.  According to the descriptions given by the victims, he was felt or seen to have a hard-on.  He is not raping them for a different reason than inability.
“And it has been my observation that people who are heavily into bondage are usually far above normal intelligence.  I’m not talking about those who simply use the bondage to hold down a victim while they inflict pain.  I’m talking about those for whom bondage is the important factor in their play, not just a tool.”
“Is that so?” sneered the psychologist.  Her tone indicated that she did not accept any opinion that differed from her own if it came from a non-professional.
Stella did not bother to respond to the barb.  She knew kinky people, and not from some textbook.
“Okay.  Thank you, doctor,” said Adams.  “I’ve talked this over with the Chief, and he agrees that we should continue to keep a low profile on this case.  Like with serial rapists and killers, the public could become very upset if they knew the details.  So far, no reporter has picked up on the cases.  We’ve been able to keep them low-key as simply assault cases.  I’m not sure how long this can be kept from the press.  It’s unique enough to make the evening news and front pages.  Especially if it gets out that the victims were pretty, young and totally naked.”
“So no announcements to warn the public to beware?” Stella asked.
“No.  None.”
She nodded agreement and understanding.  Which pleased her.  The connection between girls getting tied up at her school and a psycho running around town doing the same could not possibly be to her benefit.
“Stella will interview the victims as soon as possible and see if she can give us any advice about his style or background.  Meantime, Val and I will be going over the places where the girls were kidnapped to see if there were any witnesses.”
He looked around at everyone, and then put his hands flat on the table.  “Well, then, unless anyone has some suggestion, this meeting is over.”
No one spoke, although Val looked as if she wanted to say something.
As they were leaving the room, a woman came up to Adams and told him the captain wanted to see him.
“Val, why don’t you take Miss Walters to see the victims?  I think I know what the captain wants, and it may take a while,” he said.
Val made a face for a moment, and then smiled sweetly.  “Of course, Jay.”  As soon as he left, she turned to Stella and barked, “Come on.”
The short drive to the first victim’s home was made in icy silence.  Stella tried to think of why this police officer would hate her but could come up with nothing except that she was jealous.  It was not hard to figure that Stella was attracted to Adams and openly displaying her charms to entice him, like a peacock spreading its feathered tail.  Of course, peacocks were the males, but the principle was the same.  She considered openly asking if this female officer and Adams had “anything” between them, but then dropped the idea.  She was not going to be with Val very long, and probably, considering that she was not sure she could help him, not have much to do with Adams.  Why worry?
When they pulled up to the house, Val killed the engine and then pulled a folder from the backseat.  “Victim: Karen Sterns.  Age: 18.  Was left in an abandoned office building.  Well, let’s see what she has to say.”
“You and Officer Adams weren’t the officers who interviewed her originally?”
“No.”
Stella said no more.  She knocked on the door and they were admitted by the girl’s mother.  Karen Sterns was in her bedroom, lying on the bed, still in pajamas and looking as if she were in a state of mild shock still.
They approached the bed.  “Miss Sterns, we would like to talk to you about the man who abducted you,” Val said in a surprisingly friendly and soothing voice.  She turned to Stella and lifted one eyebrow as an invitation for her to take over the questioning.
“Karen,” Stella said as she sat gently on the bed.  The teenager’s head turned to look at her.  “We need your help to catch this man.  I would like to ask you some questions.  You feel up to it?”
Karen sighed, and pushed herself up into a sitting position with her back against the headboard.  She nodded.
“I would like you to describe to me exactly how he tied you.  How he did it may give us some clues that will help catch him.”
For a moment it looked as if the girl did not want to speak.  Then she sighed again and began.
“What I first remember is waking up and being groggy.  I felt my mouth being opened and something being shoved into it.  Then there was a ripping sound and something being wrapped around my head.  Tight.  I sort of panicked and that woke me up more.  I felt my elbows hurting and realized that my arms were tied behind me.  I could feel the ropes around them.  They were very tight.  Everything was fuzzy.  Then I saw a man kneeling over me.  He had a roll of duct tape in his hand.  He was all black.
“I thought I was having a nightmare, but every time I get scared in a nightmare I wake up.  I was real scared but didn’t wake up.
“He stood up and I realized that my legs were tied together also.  Then I realized that I was naked.”
She shuddered at remembering that.
“He picked me up and carried me over to where the wall was falling down.  There was a pipe sticking up from the floor and going into the ceiling.  He pushed me up against that pipe and then tied me to it.  He tied me real tight.”
She looked as if she was about to cry.  Stella reached over and took her hand.  “I know it’s painful to remember but we have to know everything we can about that night.  Exactly how were your arms tied?”
“My hands were like this,” she said as she placed her wrists together with the palms facing each other.  “And my elbows were tied together.  Real tight.  Behind me.”
“Okay.  How were your legs tied?”
“He had rope around my feet and more around my knees.”
“Just above the knees?”
“Yes.”
“Were these ropes just tied around your legs or was there also some rope wrapped around the other way?  Like this.”  She made a winding motion with her finger then another at ninety degrees to the first.
“Yes.  There was rope going that way too.  It was so tight that it hurt.”
“You said that he tied you to the pipe.  Where did he put the ropes?”
“Around my waist first.  Then around my ankles.  And around my neck.”
“Was the rope around your neck cutting off your air?”
“No.  It was just pulling my head to the pipe.”
“And did he cinch down the ropes in all those places?”
“Yes.  That made them all tighter.”
Stella thought for a moment.  “Did he talk to you?”
“Yes.”
“What did he say?”
“He said he liked to look at girls tied up.  That he liked to see the rope cutting into their skin.  Oh, and that he liked to see how afraid I was.”
“Anything else?”
“Just before he left me, after he tied me to the pipe, he told me that he was going to go away and never come back.  He said that the house I was in was abandoned and no one ever came there.  He said that if I didn’t get free by myself, I’ll stay there forever.”
The girl was becoming more frightened as she talked and remembered the ordeal, that was obvious.
“I’m sure that was scary,” Stella said.  “But he didn’t mean it.  He only wanted to scare you, not really hurt you.”
“Those ropes hurt!” she protested.  “I had to stand there all night and part of the next day!  It was horrible!  I thought I was going to die there.  And real slow!”
“Did you notice anything unusual about him?  Something that was different from others?”  Stella wanted to know about his appearance but also wanted to get the girl’s mind away from the terribly frightening time she spent so helpless.
“No.  He wore a mask that covered his whole head.  ’Cept his eyes.  They were blue – I think.  It was getting dark.  He was about the same height as my father.  Not fat.  He was strong.  Picked me up easily.”  She closed her eyes.  When she opened them, it was only to say, “I don’t remember anything else.”
Stella asked, “When he was tying you, did he do it fast, like he was used to doing that?  Or slowly like he was trying to get it right?”
“Oh, he did it fast.  He said that he had tied other girls before.  And that they never got out when he tied them.”
There was not anything else Stella could think of to ask, so she stood up and was about to leave when Karen spoke out.
“You’re going to catch him?  Right?  He’s a bad man.”
“You’re right.  He is bad and should not be doing this to girls,” Stella said.
Val immediately cut in with, “We’ll get the bastard!  And when we do, we’ll nail his balls to the wall!”
Stella lifted an eyebrow at the policewoman’s language.
“Oh...” Karen began.  Looking back, they saw that she looked embarrassed.
“You remember something else?” Stella asked politely.
“When he tied me to the pipe, he also...  Well, he tied my nipples, you know.  Used string or something.  He tied them together on the other side of the pipe.  They really hurt.  I thought you should know.”
“Thank you, Karen.  You have been a big help.”
They left after assuring the mother that they were doing all they could to catch the man who had abused her daughter.  Val did not say anything until they were getting back into the car.
“Well, what did you get from that?”
“Not a great deal.  But we know the guy was experienced at binding a female.  That is important, because most people really can’t do a good job of tying someone up.  It takes practice to be able to do it well enough so that a young, healthy girl like that can’t get out.  I’m sure that she tried as hard as she could.”
Stella sighed.  “And we know that sex was not his main goal.  Oh, it was as sexual act, I’m sure.  Otherwise he wouldn’t have taken the girl’s clothes off while she was unconscious.  He was doing this to what was, in his mind, a sex object.”
“Then why didn’t he just fuck her?” Val asked sternly.
“Because he has a more powerful purpose.  Something he wanted to accomplish more than just gain sexual satisfaction.  He wanted to create a certain mindset in the girl.  He wanted her to believe that she was completely abandoned.  That no one would ever find her.  That’s a powerful fear he planted in her mind.  He wanted her to feel the ultimate in helplessness.”
“Just a sick pervert,” muttered Val.
Stella wanted to point out that most people engage daily in altering the mindset of others.  Salesmen try to make you want their products.  Politicians want you to vote for them.  Lovers were always playing little mind-games with each other.  Likewise family members.  This man was simply doing it on a much more extreme scale.  She wondered how many times he would do this before he either reached the satisfaction he craved or realized that he could not do it this way and moved on to something else.
 







 
Chapter XV
Lecturing
 
While the cat is away the mice will play.
While that is an old saying, but it has modern applications.  Take, for example, Stella Walters Escape Artist School.  While the cat (Stella) was away, the mouse (Aurora) was playing.  In fact, it was more like Aurora was a cat, playing with captured mice (Stella’s students).
She was standing before a white board covered with notes concerning levers, weight distributions, material strength and other engineering subjects.  The five little mice were attentive to her lecture concerning subjects you have to know in order to build better mousetraps... ah… I mean subject you have to know in order to make better escape devices.  These five mice – make that young female students eager to learn this exciting, honorable and profitable profession – were paying attention and taking notes.  But two of them, however, were in no position to take notes or ask questions of their lecturer.
Rene, the cute French girl, was sitting in a chair while wearing a very, very tightly applied straitjacket of black leather.  Her arms were tightly pulled around her body, strapped in place on her sides with extra straps around the arms in front, and two thick, heavy duty leather straps around her body and arms just above her breasts and just below them.  From neck down to crotch, she was encased in very tight leather with no chance of escaping, because this was a suit especially made by Stella as an impossible escape device.  Sometimes Stella experimented with new restraints, and even sometimes came up with something that not even her skills, physical strength and endurance could free her from.  This jacket was one of those.  The extra straps blocked all the usual means of working a jacket off.  The only way anyone could escape from this would be if the buckles and/or straps were rigged to fail.
Of course, Rene did not know that this was a special straitjacket.  But she was learning.  When she failed to work her way out of a normal straightjacket tightly applied (courtesy of Aurora), she was sentenced to a punishment of trying to work on this one for the two hours of the afternoon lecture, plus most of the time they were scheduled to work with trick handcuffs afterwards.  Every time Aurora looked over and saw that sweet little dark haired girl sitting there, all wrapped up tightly with those cute legs bare, gagged with a large red rubber ball, and those sexy, dark eyes staring at her, she wanted to sigh.  She knew she would be soon conniving some reason to keep her in that jacket after class.
The other mouse being played with was Ramona, the Latina girl.  Aurora was fascinated by the way Ramona seemed to power her way out of every restraint put on her.  She was not an overly large girl, but she had plenty of muscles and almost no fat.  Big breasts, true, but a solid and impressive body.  She said that she liked to work out in the gym and wrestle with her big brothers.  Which was where she became interested in being an escape artist.  As a girl and into her teens, her three bigger, older brothers were always picking on her.  They loved their little sister, but all had a strong urge to mess with her at every opportunity.  Wrestling her to the ground was a favorite sport, and one that led to their tying her with rope found around the house.  Eventually they brought some extra rope to assure a constant, adequate supply for their little sister.  The end result was that she was often found someplace around the house (or garage or grounds) in a state of tight bondage, muttered curses and making plans to someday get even with them.  Oddly enough, she never put those plans into effect and seemed to be content to enduring their brotherly attentions stoically.  It was often her mother who found her lying around on the grass or hidden in the garage in the old Ford that Fernando was always saying he was going to fix.  If she was lucky, they hid her someplace easy for her mother to find.  If they were feeling rascally, they hid her to make it hard for mother to find the girl.
Mother was constantly scolding the boys for being mean to their sister, but it never went beyond that.  They were just boys growing into manhood, and men always treated women that way.  That was the Gospel According to Mom.
All that practice and muscles gave Ramona an advantage in escaping from rope restraints compared to the other students who had much more limited experience in that area.  To put it bluntly, it was hard to bind her well enough so that she could not work those ropes off.  This frustrated Aurora, who considered herself an expert at binding other women, but pleased Stella and Ramona because it made her an excellent prospect for a career in escaping.
Aurora, therefore, took every opportunity to punish Ramona for escape failures (a common practice around that school for some reason), and she was currently doing just that.  As she stood there, paying attention to the lecture, Ramona was secured in a most uncomfortable position.  The brown-skinned girl was standing with wide spread legs, both ankles enclosed in metal cuffs that were welded to a steel rod such that she had to stand with feet quite far apart.  Just standing with the rod separating her feet was difficult and uncomfortable, but she was further restrained by having her wrists bound in rope and then pulled up behind her far enough to make her have to bend at the waist with her hands higher than her head.  That position put a lot of her weight on the ropes around her wrists, making them tight enough so that not even she could work her hands out of them.  Aurora had added a bit gag, just to make her more miserable.  It was a metal bar fitted in mouth with short chains from either end locked with a small lock behind her head and tight enough for the chains to be pressing into the sides of her mouth.
Needless to say, Stella would not have forced her students to endure needless punishments – although what was appropriate and what was needless was open to debate.  But Stella was not there, and Queen Aurora the First was in charge.  So students suffered under her rule.
Aurora, however, was not stupid.  She had pretty good idea just how much punishment she could force upon the students without going over some invisible line where it would become too much.  Besides, as Stella had commented a few times, these types of students liked the experience of being in restraints.  Why else would she choose such a profession?
So, Ramona and Rene were uncomfortable, and they all had to endure a lecture that even bored Aurora, while Stella was out working with the police.
 







 
Chapter XVI
Half A Dozen
 
“Damn!”
The reason for the curse was that he had just cut off her bra and found the breasts revealed underneath were large but lacked shape and firmness.  Missing the support of her under-wired bra, those glands spread out and quivered like Jello.
“Damn!” he repeated.
The girl, one Joanna Carter by name, lay on her back, bound hands under her, while he divested her of her clothing.  She was not aware of that, however, being still under the influence of drug he had used to render her unconscious.  She was actually rather pretty, especially with that long blonde hair she must have spent a lot of time grooming.  Those golden waves would have looked right at home on a movie star.
For a few moments he stared down at the half naked young woman.  That he would continue with his purpose was not in question; it was only that he would not enjoy this as much as he might have, and that upset him.  He was about to reach down to pull that skirt off when he stopped and smiled.  He remembered some photos he had seen on the Internet.  There were of professional models (more or less) on specialized sites.  In those photos, women who had breasts that were not of good enough quality to stand by themselves were augmented by wrapping cord around them to turn them into balloons.  Fortunately he had some thin cord in the van.  But before he went for it, he finished the job of removing the last of the clothing and binding her ankles together.  She should be awakening soon and he did not want to have to subdue a kicking, angry, young woman.
Returning with the cord, he knelt beside her and looped her right breast in a large loop.  Drawing the cord tighter, he was amused by the way in which the breast took on the form of a balloon.  She moaned as he tightened the cord more.  Only when he could constrict the base of the breast no longer, he wrapped the cord a couple more times around it and then knotted it off.  Going around to the other side, he did the same with the other breast.
For today’s project, he had chosen an abandoned apartment complex in a section of town that was scheduled for demolition to make way for an extension of a freeway.  The two dozen or so apartments were old and in rather poor condition to begin with.  Even before the last tenants had been kicked out, the walls were covered with spray-painted scrawls comprised of gang names, taggers’ handles, and nasty words intended to offend.  He had parked the van in one of the small garages behind the building, and then broken down the door leading into that apartment.  The floor was dirty and covered with trash blown in through the broken windows.  Broken beer bottles and a few discarded needles attested to the use by undesirables.  He had made sure, however, that there was no sign of recent use and no one to see him drive in.  The sun was about to sink behind the buildings on the horizon but provided him with sufficient reddish light for him to do his work.
Looking down, he had to grin.  The ballooned breasts were turning a funny shade of purple-gray.  At least, he told himself, they looked better than they ever had.  Now they were firm and the skin was tight, and the nipples were standing out nicely.  He idly wondered what it would be like to whip those balloons with a belt.  But simply administering pain was not his goal, so he abandoned such thoughts and looked around for something to secure the girl to.  He found it in the front room.  Across half the room was a waist-height railing of metal posts.  One end was attached to a wall, the other bolted into the concrete floor.  He tested it, and decided it would be secure enough to resist even her strongest struggling.  By her ankles, he dragged her over to the rail.  She was making noises through the gag and he expected her eyes to open at any moment.
Until she was awake enough for her to understand as he explained her plight and fate, he set about securing her to the railing in a manner that would be both uncomfortable and totally escape-proof.  The railing consisted of metal bars every twelve inches, each set in the concrete.  Turing her over, he pulled her around so that her feet were at one of the posts with her head facing the front door.  He untied her ankles but immediately pulled her enough to place her ankles against either side of the post.  He then bound her ankles to the post very tightly.
Her hands had been tied with the wrists crossed, which was too simply and too comfortable for his purposes, so he untied them and began rebinding them in a much more stern manner.  The wrists were bound together with her palms facing each other.  As he looped rope around her elbows and began to pull them together, her fingers began to move and her head turned to one side.  The noise she was making could be interrupted as: “Where am I?” followed by what had to be a few choice curses.  She began to wiggle and try to turn over.  He sat on her thighs to hold her down while he finished the binding of her elbows.  Unfortunately they did not come together easily.  As with some women, she could not easily touch her elbows in the back, but that did not prevent him from trying to make them meet.  The best he could do was an inch apart, and to get them that close he had to pull the rope pretty damned tight.  The single strand of rope was cutting deeply into the flesh of her upper arm when he added several more turns of the rope around them, and then cinched it down and triple knotted it.
She was struggling harder now, trying to throw him off.  Straddling her thighs, he was rewarded with a nice view of a bare ass.  He could feel himself getting hard at the sight and feel of her body between his legs.  A quickie to relieve the sexual tension might feel nice, but he was worried it could be harmful.  She probably got laid by every boy in that college and had only heaven knows how many disease germs living inside that well-used vagina.  No, he would not succumb to the temptation.  Besides, he had more important things to do.
He stood up and stepped aside to watch her thrash around.  Being solidly attached to that post kept her anchored, but the rest of her squirmed and strained against the ropes.  Her fingers groped around but found no knots or loose ropes.  He especially enjoyed the way her ballooned breasts tried to flatten when pressed against the bare concrete floor.  That had to hurt some.
When she finally calmed down, she was panting through her nose, it being impossible to suck in air through all the duct tape he had wrapped around her lower head.  She lay there, breathing heavily and enduring the discomfort of corded breasts against hard concrete, and glaring at him. Of course, she could see little. The light was fading and he was dressed in black, including the cloth hood over his head.  Even his gloves were black.
She gave an angry shake of her shoulders and made a muffled scream that hardly escaped the tape gag.  Inside her mouth was filled by a rag rolled up and stuffed in to press her tongue down.
He decided it was time to finish her binding, so he reached down and took her by the shoulders to lift her to a kneeling position.  As he left her kneeling there, he noticed her looking down at her breasts, probably not believing what had happened to them.
Taking her bound wrists, he lifted her arms and placed them over the top rail.  She tried to fight him, and it was not until he had a rope tied to her wrists and down to her ankle bondage that he was able to keep her from pulling her arms off the rail.  He pulled on the rope to her hands to force her arms down.  When he finally tied off the rope, her body was arched backwards, the top rail crammed hard into the place where her arms joined her back.  Methodically he tied rope around her arms and the post, pulling her arms more tightly against it.  He was satisfied that she would not be able to work those ropes off.  No way.
Now came the part he especially liked.  He came around to face her and leaned over so she could see him and hear him easily.
“I have tied you to this railing quite solidly,” he told her.  “You are tied tightly and I am sure you will not be able to free yourself.”  He made no effort to keep the gloating out of his voice.  “You are in an abandoned building where no one ever comes.  Even if you could scream, no one would ever hear you.”
He paused to let that sink in.  In the fading light he could see the fear in her eyes.  The moaning and weak struggles of her body were a delight to see.  He savored the feeling of absolute helplessness she was feeling.  And it would continue for hours and hours.  Beautiful!
Now to take away her last hope.  Maybe she was thinking that he would have sex with her or do something to her, then let her go.  He killed that hope – squashed it flat.
“I am leaving now.  I will not come back.  Ever.  Understand?”
He could see and hear that she did understand.  That youthful body strained mightily against the ropes.  He sighed.
He was tempted to slap those ballooned breasts.  They were protruding nicely, as if she were offering them for his mistreatment.  He contented himself with a single tweak of a taut nipple.
Then he walked out, listening to the desperate sounds and enjoying them immensely.
 







 
Chapter XVII
Stop Playing with the Students
 
Stella returned to her school to find two of the students, Sally and Malela, standing in a bent over position in a pillory.  It was a pillory made for a movie and had holes enough to hold four sets of necks and wrists, although currently it had only those two girls.  Each had her neck and wrists firmly locked in the wooden pillory with the pillory set at a height such that they had to bend over.  Stella knew how uncomfortable standing bent over can be if maintained for hours.  These two did not look too worn out, so they probably had not been in there for too long.
“Been bad girls?” she asked them.
“We failed to work out of some shackles,” replied Sally, the only black girl in the school.  “So Aurora put us in here.”
“We’re being punished,” Malela put in helpfully.
“So I see.  Did she say how long she was going to leave you in there?”
“No.  But it’s getting near dinner time and I’m hungry,” Malela told her.
“I’m going to go talk with Aurora,” Stella informed them.  “You can stay here until dinner time, then I’ll have her let you out.”
“Thank you, Stella,” said Sally.  “This isn’t too comfortable all bent over like this.”
Stella walked off, shaking her head.  Aurora had been her assistant for only a few months and still tended to impose her own fun games upon the students.  Of course, Stella did not mind a little extra “playing around”; in fact, she often did it herself.  But these students were paying to be taught a profession and she felt obliged to ensure they got their money’s worth.  Maybe she would have to have a little talk with Aurora.  Later.  In her bedroom.  With a riding crop.
She found the rest of the students gathered around Aurora, being shown how the secret levers on some of the more advanced shackles worked.  Aurora looked up and grimaced when she saw Stella walk in.  Fun time was about to be curtailed.
“Aurora, I would like to see you,” Stella began.  “After the classes today.”
“Yes, Mistress!”  Aurora liked to tease Stella by calling her “Mistress”.  But she did not really mean it, while her prior assistant, Tara, often called her “Mistress” and meant it in the D/s meaning.  Tara was much more submissive than Aurora, a fact that Stella had to deal with on a daily basis.
Stella went back to the stocks and released the two students, telling them to hurry along and join the rest of the class.  She did not mind so much Aurora’s playing with the students except when it interfered with their learning.  Stella was most serious about this profession.
After the classes for the day were over, Aurora appeared in Stella’s office and smiled sweetly at her boss.  “You wanted to see me?” she asked innocently.
Stella was brief and to the point.  She explained – once again – that student training came first, playing around a distant second.
“I am afraid I am going to have to punish you,” she informed her assistant.  “Properly, I should leave you overnight in the stocks.  I’m sure that it was your intent for those two poor students to stay in there long enough for them to be really aching.  To do such to you would be an appropriate punishment.”
Aurora said nothing.
“But I am not going to do that.  Instead, I will punish you in a more painful manner but for a much shorter period.  Take off your clothes.”
Since there was not much clothing to take off, that did not take long.  Aurora had a fine figure and enjoyed showing it off.  As she casually tossed her costume on the floor, she said, quietly, “You do know that sooner or later, you will be tied up and under my power.”
“Probably.  That is the nature of our relationship.  Give and take.”
“And that whatever you do to me now may well come back to haunt you?”
“That is the normal way the game is played,” Stella conceded.  “However, in this case I am not simply playing one of our games with you.  I am truly punishing you for breaking one of my rules.”
Aurora said nothing but lifted one eyebrow slightly.
“And as such, this punishment does not come under our usual ‘give and take’ rules.”
Seeming to want to say something, Aurora opened her mouth, and then shut it again.
“Turn around,” Stella commanded.  Since she was holding a rope in her hand, it was obvious what was going to happen next.  Aurora turned and placed her hands behind her back submissively but not happily.  She knew that she was in for some real punishment this time.
The way that Stella bound her arms was what is usually called a “Reverse Prayer”.  The arms were bent and the hands pulled up on the back until they were above the level of the shoulder blades.  The wrists were bound together with the palms facing each other.  Then Stella looped rope around the forearms down by the elbows and pulled until her forearms were tightly pressed against each other all the way from wrists to elbows.  It was a position that most women could not assume because it required a high degree of flexibility.
It was also a position from which even a trained escape artist could not free herself unless a major mistake was made in the binding. Stella did not make major mistakes, or minor ones, when binding another woman.  Aurora’s arms would stay bound up on her back until Stella decided she had suffered enough. And suffering is what she would do, for Stella’s next move was to roughly push Aurora down to the bed.  She then bound the girl’s ankles together, leaving a fair amount of rope trailing off.  Aurora glanced up to the ceiling where a strong metal ring was screwed in directly over the center of the bed with a strong suspicion she knew what was coming next.  Stella’s bedroom was equipped with numerous such rings that served as anchor points for all kinds of bondage.
As Aurora expected, the rope from her ankles was passed through that ring and pulled upon.  She watched as her feet rose from the floor. When they were at the level of the bed, she rested backwards on her bound arms, and watched as her feet went higher and higher reaching towards the ceiling. Her only comment was a grunt as her shoulders were lifted from the bed, leaving only her hair or trailing down still in contact with the mattress. From her inverted position, she watched as Stella removed her own clothing and climbed up on the bed next to her.
Stella positioned herself on her knees next to the hanging girl, and rotated so that her head was positioned only a couple of inches from Stella’s sex.
“This is my punishment?  You simply want to force me to tongue you?  Or do you plan to leave me hanging like this for a while longer afterwards?”
“I may.  This little service right now is simply to warm me up.  We’ll get to more serious punishment when I’m good and horny.”
“You’re always horny!” Aurora protested.
“As are you, my dear.  Now get to licking.  Here, I’ll spread my lips to help you.”
The room was soon filled with moans of pleasure.  Aurora may have been a little overly hard on students, but she was great at using her tongue to hit all the nerves down there.  Even inverted!  But, of course, this was not the first time she had been pressed into service for this pleasurable task.
It was only a few minutes before Stella pushed Aurora away, an act that set her swinging back and forth over the bed.  She shook her head, sending the luxurious hair flying around.  The soft glow in her eyes clearly told that the seemingly cruel act was turning her on.
It was Stella’s turn to shake her head.  Her body had been responding more rapidly than she expected and, if she were not careful, she might have an orgasm right there and then.  She had planned to have one – she loved them – but not until after playing with the naughty assistant for a while.
Climbing off the bed, she stretched with a cat-like grace, and walked around the bed.  “You’ve been a naughty girl, Aurora,” she purred.
“So what are you going to do about it, asshole?” came the retort from a sassy submissive.
“Haven’t you noticed that I have you totally in my power?” Stella informed sweetly.  “I can do anything I want to you and you can do nothing to stop me.”
“Go to hell, bitch!”
Stella was already getting the riding crop out of her nightstand drawer as she listened to the hanging girl’s defiance.  It was, of course, part of the game.  Aurora was not a stupid woman; she knew full well exactly how helpless she was.  But the perverse nature of her dominant/submissive sides made her play the part, no matter which side of the whip it was on.
A crack sounded in the bedroom, followed by a yelp from Aurora.  A small red spot began to form on her left ass cheek.
“I should have suspected you wanted to do this when you tied my arms this way.  You don’t want me to be able to protect my ass!”
“Or your tits,” Stella said calmly, and then followed it up with a sharp smack on the side of her left breast.
“Shiiiitt!  That hurt!”
“Glad you noticed.”
Over the next ten minutes or so, there followed many more love-taps with that crop, leaving her ass covered with red and both breasts moderately reddened.  Stella was an expert at this.  She knew just how to make it hurt, but not too much.
“You bitch!  Stop this or I’ll scratch your eyes out!”  Aurora sounded like an unhappy camper.
As she sought out fresh targets on the soft flesh, the idea came to Stella that what she was doing was not so very different from what the serial binder was doing to the girls he kidnapped.  The tight bondage applied to both scenes.  And some pain as well.  The main difference between them was that the unknown man did little in the way of extra pain.  He allowed the extreme bondage to make the girl suffer, along with the mental anguish of knowing that she was abandoned and would probably never be rescued.  Aurora did not have to endure that terrible concept, even if she did have to wonder how long this snapping of a leather tab against her skin and the ensuing sting and burning feeling would go on.  And, of course, not to forget the fact that she was hanging by her ankles with her arms tightly and uncomfortably bound.  If Stella were of a mind to leave her this way all night, she would be one suffering girl by morning!
The last of the strikes were delivered against the backs of her knees, a rather tender place.  Unable to resist the ache in her pussy, Stella climbed up on the bed and positioned herself.  Grabbing her victim, she roughly turned the girl around and shoved her nice, clean, shaved pussy up to the upside down face.  Immediately the tongue lashed out, diving beyond the labia to strike the center of Stella’s sexual being.  She shivered all over and moaned loudly.  She also grabbed the body before her, pulled Aurora’s pussy to her, and began licking madly.
Both women were so turned on that it was not long before there were sharp little cries of pleasure followed by, “Ohhhhh my Gawd!” by Aurora and, “Daaaaammmnnn!” by Stella.
Stella collapsed to the bed, curled up into a ball and shivered all over in the grip of a massive orgasm.  Aurora thrashed around, trying to curl up into a ball herself but ultimately having to simply hang there while she sailed around in some heavenly universe of pure ecstasy.
A long time later, Stella recovered enough to stretch and yawn.  Rising gracefully from the bed, she stood there looking at Aurora and feeling pleasure at her helplessness.  It was, indeed, a beautiful sight.  She was sorry for people who saw only cruelty in such treatment of a lovely girl.
“Now,” she told Aurora, “we will get to the actual punishment.  Enough of this foreplay.”
Aurora moaned.
 







 
Chapter XVIII
A Clue?
 
No sooner had she sat at her desk to check over any paperwork that was needed for the new day, Stella had to answer the phone.
“Oh, hello, Detective!” she replied happily.  She had been hoping he would call, and on matters other than the case.
“Are you free?” his oh-so-sexy voice asked.
“Never free, but reasonable,” she replied.
“Huh?”
“Never mind, just a little joke.  What can I do for you?”  She tried to keep all sexual innuendoes out of the voice but probably failed.
“There’s been another victim.  I’d like you to visit the scene and the interview of the victim.”
“Okay.  Your place or mine?  I mean, your car or do you want me to drive to meet you?”
He gave her the address and did not seem to be aware of her hints.  Immediately she found Aurora, informed her that she would have to conduct the classes again, and not to be too unkind on the students.
“What, and risk being punished again tonight?” Aurora purred, a sure indication that she would do something to earn such punishment.
Stella mentally shrugged, and made off for the ridiculously overpowered metallic blue Viper she drove.  Twenty minutes later she was pulling up before an abandoned apartment complex just beyond the end of a freeway.
“You got here fast,” he said as she walked up.  Then he almost did a double take as he realized that she had only thrown a lab coat over her unusual skimpy as hell costume.  Enough skin flashed through the open front of the coat to set his pulse racing
“Button that, or I can’t be responsible for what the uniforms might do,” he told her, nodding toward a handful of uniformed officers, followed immediately by, “Right over here.  She’s being treated in the ambulance.”
The victim was a young woman with long yellow hair that had once been done up carefully but was now a tangled mess.  That she had a large set of boobs was obvious because she was wearing a shirt too small by a few sizes.  It looked as if it were going to pop off a few buttons at any second.
“Miss Carter, I’m Detective J.J. Adams.  I would like to ask you a few questions before you’re taken to the hospital.”
She looked up with dull eyes and muttered, “He left me.”
The questions and answers that followed lagged at times because of her confusion and exhaustion.  The story that came out was familiar to the two of them.  The girl had been kidnapped, awaking only when she was in this deserted apartment.  She was already tied and gagged, although he changed her bondage when he tied her bent backwards over that railing.  She had struggled for hours and hours without success, and had pretty much accepted that she would die there, alone and never leaving that status of total helplessness.
“He told me that I could not get the ropes off,” she said.  “And he was right.  I couldn’t do a thing.  My arms hurt so much.  My hands went cold and then numb.”  She held up her hands, which were still a little discolored but fully functional.  “He left me to die!”  She began crying.
When it seemed that they could learn no more from the girl, they went inside to the apartment where she was found so cruelly bound.  In the bright daylight, the place had a desolate, despairing look to it.  The perfect place to abandon a woman.
The railing was there, as were the ropes.  Stella immediately noted that they had been cut, not untied.
“I assume you’ve checked for fingerprints or anything he might have left behind?” she asked.
“Of course.  But he wore gloves, as usual.”
“She said she was tied there last night just at sunset.  How was she found?  That was only about twelve hours ago.”
Adams took in a deep breath before answering.  “He emailed me.”
“Emailed you?  Where was it sent from?”
“An anonymous server someplace in Eastern Europe.  It’s not hard to send an email that cannot be traced.”
“And he told you where to find her?”
“Yes.  The email simply said, ‘Bound girl’ and gave this address.  I called for the nearest black and white and rushed over.  I arrived just as they were cutting her free.”
He paused to look down at the ropes.  “This one was a little different from the others.  This time he tied her breasts around the base, like balloons.  Very tightly.  They were all purple and looked terrible.”
“That may be why he sent you the email after only half a day.  He knew that she might suffer damage if let go longer than that,” she said.
“Hell, twelve hours has to be long enough to cause damage,” he protested.
“Can be.  Depends on how she was tied.  He seems to know what he’s doing.”
Looking around, he said, “Well, doesn’t seem to be much else to see here.  Might as well go.  CSI will pick up the ropes and do a thorough search.  But I doubt they’ll find anything.”
Stella was not listening. She was squatting and looked closely at the pieces of rope lying on the dirty floor.  She started to reach out to pick up one but stopped.  “Can I pick this up?” she asked.
“Don’t see why not.  The uniform who cut her free has already touched them.”
She picked up one strand and examined the end very closely.  When she put it down and stood up, she had a very thoughtful expression on her face.
“What are you thinking?” he asked.
“Nothing.  Just trying to remember something.  You’re right: this is common clothesline type rope.  Cotton, not nylon.  You can still find that kind in many hardware stores.  From what I can see of the knots, he uses nothing special.  No exotic sailor’s knots or anything like that.  That is the post he tied her ankles to.  Then he pulled her arms over the rail and tied them down to her ankles at the bottom here.  That’s what she described.  Not a horrible position, but one that would grow considerably uncomfortable as time passes.”
On the way back to their cars, she was thinking out loud.  “He had to have driven here.  Can you check for tire tracks?”
“We are.  But, as you can see, there are tire tracks all over the place.”
“Too bad it didn’t rain last night.  Might have found fresh tracks if it had.”
“If he’s really smart, he’ll change vehicles regularly.  Anything that results in a consistent pattern can be used to catch him.  I recall one serial rapist who always wrote ‘WHORE’ on the victim’s stomachs.  It was his handwriting that helped convict him, and the fact that he did it to every woman he raped.  It was his pattern.”
“I’m sorry that I’m not being of much help,” Stella told him.  “What is this?  Six now?  At least none of them were harmed.”
“Yes, but that could change,” Adams said bitterly.  “What if he kidnaps a girl with a heart condition?  Or if he makes a miscalculation and a girl can’t breathe?”
Stella said nothing.  What he pointed out was true.  One had to be careful when playing with extreme bondage.  It was not a game for the faint-hearted.  Or for the careless.
They parted with Stella feeling a pang of regret.  That handsome detective had not asked her out yet, and she had all but grabbed him by the collar and demanded he pay attention to her.  For a brief second she wondered if he were gay.  But, no, she had seen him glancing at her enough to think he was pretty much straight.
That afternoon, she checked her journal, and then made several phone calls.  By the end of a couple hours, she was feeling that perhaps she had a real clue to this case.  Her hand reached for the phone several times with the intent of calling Adams, but she hesitated.  What if she were wrong?  Chasing down her potential clue might divert needed resources from a more productive effort.  It was, really, only a gut level feeling she had.  Something she remembered from her past.
Finally, she made up her mind and changed her clothes to something more respectable than an almost nonexistent costume.  As she left the school, she passed by the class where Aurora was lecturing on the dangers of using potentially deadly elements in their escapes.  She was just showing slides of one escape artist who miscalculated the time it would take a rope to burn through and was dropped eighty feet into a lake instead of freeing herself and swinging to safety.  She survived but had a broken leg, collarbone and two ribs.  It also dampened her desire to be a professional escape artist.  Today she is a real estate agent in Milwaukee, Aurora told them.  Stella was happy to see that all the students were listening, with none of them in stocks, chains, or ropes.  That would undoubted change later, after she was gone, but it showed that Aurora was taking her advice to heart.
As she drove towards the city, she was remembering all she could about a man from her past.  One of the few men who ever tied her well enough so she could not escape.
 







 
Chapter XIX
Vacation Time?
 
Sipping his afternoon herbal tea, he was very satisfied.  Monitoring the police frequencies had told him that the girl he left in that apartment had been rescued.  Truth was, he had sent an email sooner than he normally would have.  Usually he figured most of the women were good for twenty-four hours unless there were some unusual circumstances.  In this case, there was.  Her breasts had been turning a dark color when he left and he feared that permanent damage might be done if that were allowed to continue for a full day.  Of course, he did not really fear what might happen to her.  Women were all evil, and they deserved whatever he might do to them.  But it had never been his intent that any of the girls die or suffer more than an extreme case of discomfort and mental anguish.  He knew that the way he left them would become painful after a while.  That was okay.  And it was necessary to create the mental state he wanted.  They must, absolutely must, feel totally helpless and abandoned.
He remembered the muted cries as he walked out of that apartment; the anguish in them was pure nectar.
As he gazed out the dining room window over the ocean towards one of the Channel Islands far off, he wondered if, perhaps, he should take a little rest from his work.  His crusade, as he thought of it.  Like the knights taking up swords to free the Holy Land from infidels, he was on a crusade to punish women for their sins.
A rest might be good.  He had been as careful as possible to leave no clues, but there was always the possibility of being seen by someone he did not detect.  Or of his leaving some clue behind that would lead the police to him.  That would ruin his noble goal.  So many women, so much need for punishment, so little time.
He finished his tea, rinsed the cup and put it in the dishwasher.  Yes, a little vacation might not be a bad idea.  At least for a few weeks.  Perhaps he would even take a vacation to some other country.  He brightened up at that idea.  There were many other countries filled with women who were just as sinful as those here.  Visions of brown-skinned Tahitian girls, tall blonde Scandinavian women, and dark, sultry Italian babes flickered through his mind.  Maybe a visit to a travel agent would be appropriate.
 







 
Chapter XX
Making Plans
 
Stella was led through the police station to Adams’ office where she found him sorting through files on a cluttered desk.  He smiled when he saw her, and Stella’s heart took a little skip.
Damn, but he was handsome!
“I have to talk to you,” she said.  He waved his hand to the chair.  “I noticed something this morning that got me to thinking.  I may know who your serial binder is.”  She emphasized the “may.”
One eyebrow lifted on his ruggedly handsome face.
“When I was in college, I worked as an escape artist doing a simple show in night clubs.  During that act, I would allow men to come up to the stage and tie me with rope any way they wished.  I would get free.  I believed I explained this before.  Well, usually it was no problem, because most men don’t know how to tie a girl.  But there were a few who defeated me.  Only a few.”
As she paused, he asked, “What does this have to do with our case?”
“Well, I noticed this morning that there was a piece of rope tied into a knot, and it had an area where the cotton was hard.  It shouldn’t have been.  That meant that something was on the rope.  Then I remembered where I had seen that before.
“There was a time in a small club in Del Mar when I was tied by a man and could not escape.  That should not have been, because the way he tied me was fairly simple.  Should have taken me only a couple minutes.  But I couldn’t work the knots loose.  I had to admit defeat.  When he untied me, I noticed that he cut the ropes off, not untie them.  So I looked at the ropes later.  What he had done was to put some of that extremely strong glue on the knots.  That stuff they call ‘Super Glue’.  It dries very fast and is damned strong.  That was why I couldn’t get the ropes undone.
“And you’re saying that our binder did the same thing with Miss Carter?”
“Yes.”
“I don’t suppose you remember his name?” he asked eagerly.
“No, I never learned it.  But I remembered that he was friendly with the manager of the club.  So I called Bernie and asked him about it.  He remembered the incident because it was one of the only times I ever failed.  It was a man he knew from some kind of business deal. His name is John Miller.”
For a long time Adams said nothing, just looked into Stella’s deep blue eyes.
Lt. Vallarie Moyer came in just then.  She was about to speak when she saw Stella sitting there.  “Well, hello,” she said in a tone that lacked any warmth.  Then, “I’ve got that Folley file you wanted.”
“Fine.  I’ll take it.  We might have a lead on the binder case.”
Val did a good imitation of Adams’ one eyebrow lift.  “Yes?
“Stella may have run into this man before.”  He explained briefly.  “The trouble is that John Miller is a rather common name.  Probably hundreds around here alone.  And we don’t know that he doesn’t come in from some other area to do his dirty work.”
“You want me to make a list of all men in the city with that name?” Val asked.
“Better make that within a hundred miles,” he said.  He bit his lip, and added, “You can filter out all those younger than thirty.  That sound right, Stella?”
“My guess is that he was late thirties, and that was five years ago.  So you could probably raise that to forty.”
“We’ll make it thirty-five to be on the safe side,” he said.  “You think you can recognize him again?”
Stella took in a deep breath.  “He was about average sized, dressed in a business suit.  Sort of on the plain side.  I couldn’t be definite enough to testify in a court.”
“Damn.  Well, thanks.  At least it gives us a possibility.”
For a while they just looked at each other, neither speaking.  That went on for a long time while around them the busy police moved and made noise and did work.  Finally, it was Stella who spoke.
“I have an idea,” she said slowly.  “If this man is the same as I encountered back then, maybe we could lure him out.  Give him something to go after.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, he was very much into bondage back then.  Probably he still is.  Instead of allowing him to pick any woman he wants, let’s give him a target he can’t refuse.”
Adams frowned.  “What are you suggesting?”
“If we could let him know that I’m in town, he might want to visit me again.  I’m guessing from what the victims told us, he’s prideful and thinks he’s damned good with the ropes.  Well, fact is, he is.  But could he resist putting his skills against a professional escape artist?”
“Whoa there!  You’re suggesting that we set you up as a target?”
“Right!  He enjoyed defeating me once, so maybe he’ll want to do it again.”
“I don’t know...”
“Well I do.  This guy is pissing me off using bondage as he does.  Bondage people don’t use it for evil.  It’s a play, or you might even say an exchange of love between people.  You probably don’t understand that, but it is true.  I’ve known a lot of people who enjoy bondage play.  They’re not evil.”
“Whoa gal!  I believe you.  So how do we set this up?”
“You mean you’ll do it?”
“It’s crazy enough to work.”  He grinned.  “Besides, I don’t have much else to try.  It’s better than just waiting for him to strike again.”
“Okay, let’s work out the details.  Hey, it’s getting late.  Want to talk about it over dinner?”  She smiled as sweetly as she could.
For a second it seemed that he might turn her down, probably citing too much paperwork to do.  But then he smiled and asked, “Like Italian?”
“Yes.”
Fifteen minutes later they were in her Viper (she let him drive) heading towards Osteria Romantica by the beach where, over Farfalle Salmone E Wodka, they discussed plans to catch a serial binder.
“It has to be something that will catch his attention,” Stella was saying between bites.  “Something that will be on the news.”
“We could issue a press release saying that you are helping with the investigation,” he suggested.
“Might work, if we play up my background so he will recognize who I am,” she mused.  “But something that includes the bondage angle would work better.  I assume you can get the press to cooperate with any scheme we come up with?”
“Sure.  I try to work with reporters, so long as they understand and obey the rules.”
“Hmmm...  Let me think.”
Over the dessert (Amaretto Cake), she suddenly brightened up.
“I know what!”
“What?”
“We’ll have an exhibition of escape artists!  The news can write it up as a charitable event to raise money for some charity or another.  We’ll put on a show!”
“We?”
“Myself and my students!  They’ll love for the chance to appear in public and show off their skills.”
“I don’t know.  From what I saw, most of them are about the same age as the girls this guy is grabbing.  Might be dangerous.”
“Have to take risks sometimes,” she told him firmly.  “Besides, you and other officers will be there to protect us.”
“Got that right.  We don’t need having the press know we set decoys and let him grab them.”
“Say, I’ve got a better idea,” she told him.  “We can put on a little show, maybe one of my standard escapes and a couple of the better students, then open the stage to the audience to come up and put the students into rope bondage.  Just like I used to do in my old act.  That should attract him!”
Adams halted his spoon have way to his mouth then put it down.  “Don’t you think he might realize it’s a trap?”
“Maybe.  But what have we to lose?  If we don’t bring him in, then we’ve just raised some money for a charity and my students will get some practice.”
“I still don’t know.  It will have to be in a public enough place so we can provide protection.”
“Given.”
“And how will we know if one of the customers is our man?  You said you might not be able to recognize him.”
“First, if he tries that super glue trick again, we’ll know.  Also, I will study the style of every man who comes up.  If I find any who might be our binder, I’ll let you know and you can have him followed.  At least this might give us some prospects to check on.  We’ll also see if any man insists on me personally to tie.”
He sighed big time, but said, “Okay.  Work the details you want in the announcement and I’ll contact some reporters I know.”
“We’ll have to find a place to hold it,” she began.  “And arrange for my props to be brought in and...”
 







 
Chapter XXI
Announcement
 
Daily Tribune, 21 June:
Stella Walters, famous escape artist and winner of the Magicland’s Female Escape Artist of the Year, has announced that she will be giving a benefit performance on behave of Casa de Amphora Children’s Home.  Miss Walters will perform her famous Coffin of Death Escape, and students of the Pacific Escape Artists School will also perform escapes.  In addition, members of the audience will be invited up to the stage to try their luck at binding students.
Bill Miller placed his cup of freshly brewed herbal tea down untouched and pursed his lips.  This was interesting.  The article included a photo of Stella evidently taken at one of her performances, for she was standing amid a pile of ropes, holding one hand up triumphantly.  No surprise that she was wearing a skimpy costume that showed off her figure quite well.
The date for the performance was the coming weekend, only six days off.
As he tea cooled, he only sat there and thought.  Most interesting, he mused as a faint smile came to his face.  Most interesting.
 







 
Chapter XXII
Getting Ready
 
“I had to pull a few strings,” Adams admitted, “but the announcement will be in all the TV news stations this evening.  Just to make sure that he won’t miss it.”
“Thank you,” Stella told him as they stood there, watching her props being carried onto the stage.  She had chosen the Coffin of Death escape, partly because it required very little in the way of props.
Adams looked over to the side of the stage where Aurora and the students were standing.  Most of them looked in awe at the stage where they would be performing their first professional gig in a few days.
“How are the girls taking to the idea?” he asked.
“Couldn’t be happier.  They’re all serious exhibitionists to begin with.  Why else go into a profession where you are putting your body on display doing dangerous tricks?”
“And they don’t mind the part about the audience being allowed up on stage to tie them?”
“Not at all.  They know that most men can’t tie very well, and, besides, this is good training for them.”
“Is that the coffin?” he asked as a plain wooden box was being wheeled in on a cart.”
“Yes.”
“Is if fitted with tricks sides and false bottoms?”
“No.  It’s just a wooden box.”
“Then how...?”
“Now, I told you not to ask.  A magician or escape artist never tells her secrets.”
Stella was still hoping that this detective would take more than professional interest in her.  The dinner had been very nice but turned out to be nothing more than a planning session for the benefit performance.  Well, at least they were working together for the next few days, and hope springs eternal and all that.
“I don’t suppose we’ll be lucky enough to have him just come on the stage and repeat one of the ties he used on his victims,” Stella commented.
“According to Dr. Stein, he is intelligent.  It isn’t likely he would be that stupid.  But she agrees with you and thinks that he cannot refuse the challenge.  Since he has kidnapped only girls between eighteen and twenty-two, it is likely that he will be very attracted to your bunch.  We’ll be recording every man who comes up, and we’ll go over those recordings with you later.  Val will also interview each man who comes up and try to get his name – for the newspaper account, supposedly.”
“You don’t suppose he will try to kidnap one of my girls, do you?”
“Highly unlikely here.  Too public.  But maybe after the show.  But if he’s as intelligent as Dr. Stein suggests, he’ll probably realize that it would be dangerous to kidnap a girl he had just tied up in front of an audience.”  He paused to look around the theater.  “I’m just hoping that he can’t resist what we’re offering.”
“And if he does... Well, at least we will have raised some money for the children’s home,” Stella concluded.
“There’s always that.  Actually, I’m looking forward to seeing the show.  I’ve never seen you perform.”
“No?  None of my TV specials?  Or my appearance in Las Vegas?”
“No.  I don’t watch much TV.”
“What do you do in your off hours?” she asked.
“Don’t have much free time.  The police force, like so many others, is hurting with the budget cuts and all.  But the criminals aren’t cutting back on their activities.  When the economy gets bad, crime goes up.”
“You need to relax some,” she told him.  For a few moments he looked into her eyes and she hoped that he would take that as an invitation.  But he only frowned, and said, “I’ve arranging for all cars in the parking lot to have the license plate numbers recorded.  Assuming he does show up, that will give us a database from which to work.”
Damned dedicated cop, she thought.  ‘What am I going to have to do, toss off my clothes and throw myself on you?’ she came close to vocalizing.
They went over a few more details and then he left, leaving Stella to wonder again if he was perhaps gay.  She was not used to normal men ignoring her like that.
 







 
Chapter XXIII
The Show
 
Despite the short notice, the benefit performance filled the theater.  Behind the curtain, all the girls were getting into their costumes, most of which were hurriedly made or purchased just for the show, and chattering away among themselves.  Stella was already in her costume, a one-piece body suit, skin tight and of an electric blue – her favorite color.  It set off her long blonde hair nicely.  Aurora was in her assistant costume, a more subdued version in black.  Both wore high heeled boots.
The show began with Stella coming out from behind the curtain and making an announcement.  The curtain opened up to reveal Rene and Kelly standing there.  Rene was wearing a black leotard and appeared to be covered with chains.  Her wrists were locked in two sets of handcuffs, and chains went around her waist and chest with large padlocks visible.  Her ankles were shackled and a chain ran from them up to her joined wrists.
Standing next to her was Kelly, secured in a fairly tight looking straightjacket.  It was of white canvas with brown straps buckled up the back and even a wide crotch strap between her legs.  Both girls turned around slowly to show off the restraints.  Then Kelly stepped forward and began to twist her body around.  For a minute it appeared that she was making no progress at all, but that was just for show.  When she started to work at the jacket seriously, she was soon dragging an arm up over her head to create enough slack so that she could withdraw one arm from a sleeve.  She worked that arm down inside jacket and out the bottom where her fingers worked at the buckle on the crotch strap.  As soon that the strap was loose, she was pulling the whole jacket off.
The applause was polite for this admittedly common escape.  But then she added a different touch.  Rene had been standing there all this time, making no move to work at the chains and handcuffs on her small body.  Kelly, a larger girl, moved over to stand in front of Rene.  She spread out the straitjacket so that it hid all of Rene from mid-thigh up.  For about ten seconds or so she just stood there.  Then she slowly bent her knees and lowered herself.  As she reached a kneeling position, there was no sign of Rene behind her.  At that point she held the position, jacket still spread widely.  Then suddenly she stood up and moved aside to reveal Rene standing there, totally free of the handcuffs and chains.
The applause was more sincere this time, for the showmanship if nothing else.
Ramona, dressed in an Aztec costume, played the part of a sacrifice to the Sun God who managed to escape from rope bondage on an alter and the high priest’s dagger only at the last second before it plunged into her heart.
Sally, with Malela assisting, then did Houdini’s Milk Can Escape, but without the water.  It went off fairly well, with only the slightest hitch when one of the false rivets stuck for a few seconds.
Malela’s part in the performance was to do a rope escape, which was effective because it was done rapidly.  A frame was wheeled out.  It was a steel pipe frame with two horizontal bars, the one in front being higher up that the one in back.  The back bar was about eight feet off the floor and had a single metal ring welded onto the bottom in the center.  Sally worked as the assistant this time, beginning by bringing out a box that Malela stood on, and pulling over a stepladder.  She bound Malela’s ankles together, and then tied her wrists together in front of her with rope trailing off from that.  Sally stepped up on the ladder and put that rope through the ring directly over Malela.  When she got down, she pulled that rope taut and tied it off to another ring at the base of the framework.
She moved the stepladder aside, and then pulled the box out from under Malela.  That left the girl hanging by her bound wrists with her feet clearly off the floor.  At that point, Sally went to the front bar and pulled a curtain across the entire front.  The only part that was visible was where the rope was tied to the base of the framework.  For a couple seconds that rope twitched.  Then Sally was pulled the curtain back to show that Malela was standing there, totally free of the ropes, and smiling.  The whole escape had taken only eight seconds.
From the side, not visible to the audience of course, Stella watched as Malela went into action as soon as the curtain covered her from view.  She jerked her feet apart and the pre-weakened ropes parted.  Then she swung her feet upward and over the bar she hung from.  While she hung by her knees, she was able to lift her weight off her bound wrists, thereby releasing the pressure.  After a second of wiggling, she was able to pull one hand out, then the other.  As soon as the ropes were off her hands, she whispered loudly enough for Sally to hear, “Now.”  By the time Sally had pulled the curtain aside, Malela had dropped to the stage and was standing there.
Stella was proud of her girls.  Nothing had been overly difficult, but they had performed with professional skill.  She would congratulate them later, but at that point she had to get in position for her escape.
The Coffin of Death was a simple variation on other escapes both she and others had done.  Stella was shackled in handcuffs and chains and placed inside a wooden coffin.  The lid was closed and locked.  Directly over that coffin was a set of spikes, a dozen or so, all pointed straight down.  The sharp points were set in an array that was held horizontal in a frame about six feet above the coffin.  That frame was held by four posts.  A small rope was all that was holding the frame from sliding down the groves in the posts and impaling the coffin.
After Stella was shackled and assisted into the coffin and the lid locked in place, Aurora lit a fuse that slowly burned up to that rope holding the frame and lit it.  It had been treated with an accelerant so it burned merrily.  After less than a minute, the rope parted and the spikes came down, skewering the coffin with a splintering crash.  The audience moaned because there had been no sign of Stella anywhere and the space all around the coffin, even under it, was clearly visible.  As she had told Adams, there was no false bottom or tricks in the plain wooden box.
Aurora hurried over to the frame and began frantically hauling away on a rope that lifted the spike frame back up.  Slowly they came out of the coffin, pieces of wood coming with them.  On several there was easily visible a dripping red liquid that brought a gasp from the audience.
Once the spikes were back up to the top of the frame, Aurora tied off the rope and hurried over to the coffin.  Grabbing the wood and ignoring the padlocks that had held the lid on, she ripped sections of the wood off.  When several chunks had been pulled off and tossed aside, she suddenly froze.  Dropping the piece she held in her hand, she turned away and put both hands up to cover her face as she could not bear to look.
For a second there was no sound in the theater as everyone held their breath.
Then a hand came up to grip the edge of the coffin.  Immediately following the hand came Stella, unhurt and smiling.  She stood in the remains of the coffin and accepted the applause.
People, she often said, like to be shocked.
 







 
Chapter XXIV
Audience Participation
 
Stella took the microphone and thanked the audience for their applause.  Then she announced that they had come to a part of the show when the audience could “get into the act”.  Her five students, and Aurora, lined up behind her.  Each had a coiled length of rope in her hands and an eager look on her face.  Aurora had pushed in a cart loaded with lots of ropes of all different lengths and thickness.
“Anyone who wishes may come up on the stage and test their binding skills against these young ladies’ skills at escaping,” she said with a flourish.  “And you will be able to contribute to a worthy cause, the Casa de Ampora home for Abused Children.  The only restriction on how you may tie these girls is that you have to pay for the rope you use.  Two dollars for each foot in length.  If you think all you’ll need is twenty-five feet to rope to make one of these fine young ladies totally helpless, then it will cost you only fifty dollars.  Want to make a bigger production of it?  Go for a hundred feet.  If, however, you are able to tie the young lady so well that she cannot get free within fifteen minutes, you will have to pay nothing.  And, if she gets out within five minutes, you agree to double the cost of the rope.
“So, who thinks they are good with the ropes?”
For a few seconds there was silence as the audience absorbed the rules of the game.  Then a couple of male hands shot up, joined by a few more after the more embarrassed realized that there were going to be quite a few takers of her offer.
Since none of the students was younger than eighteen, there were no qualms about their looking so young.  The first man in line was a middle aged man with a pot belly and graying hair.  He eagerly handed over a hundred dollar bill and began selecting the rope he wanted.  As soon as he had three pieces of the right length, he approached Malela.  The fact that she had the largest set of knockers of all of the students might possibly have had something to do with his selection.  However, it quickly became apparent that he had no real knowledge of the principles of good bondage.  The ropes were going on too loosely and the knots carelessly placed where the fingers could find them.  Malela looked to Stella and lifted one eyebrow, as if to say, “Is this guy kidding?”
The look Stella returned was of the “do the best you can” variety, sort of mixed with “sorry about that”.
The second man was working on Sally.  He was doing a little bit better; at least, he was not so afraid to tie the ropes tightly, but the knots were still in the wrong places and none of the ropes were cinched down.
And so it went.  As Stella had predicted, most of the men had no idea how to tie well.  Most thought that good bondage meant lots and lots of rope, or that it meant tie as tightly as you can.  Neither worked very well, although the tighter camp usually lasted a little longer.
Stella stood by, ready to encourage more members of the audience to come on up.  But she was also observing how each man tied the ropes.  Suddenly she became alert when she saw one man cinching down the rope around Rene’s wrists.  Without seeming to, she watched closely as he tugged down the cinch ropes and then knotted them up between her wrists on the opposite side of the fingers.  Here was a man who knew what he was doing, she thought.
Looking over to the first row of seats, she caught Adams’ eye.  With the tiniest of nods, she directed his attention to the man currently looping and then pulling together Rene’s elbows.  Adams glanced up to the corner of the stage where they had set a video camera.  The tiny red light was on, indicating that it was recording.  Good.
When the man finished, Rene was hogtied.  Her elbows were tightly corded together and her wrists were tied to her ankles.  Since she was a small and very flexible girl, he was easily able to pull her feet right up to her hands and tie them with the heels resting against the palms.  Stella saw that it was a good hogtie, one from which she was not sure Rene could escape.  But that was not the important part.  It was that they had their first candidate.
Rene struggled the full fifteen minutes while the man watched on, a satisfied smirk on his face.  The girl was unable to free herself, mostly because he had tied the final knot up to her elbow bondage, not down at the hands or feet.  Rene simply could not reach the knots, and the ropes were too tight for her to wiggle out of.
Stella went over to congratulate the man – and to get a closer look at him.  Was this the man who had tied her and used super glue to assure she could not untie the knots?  Although he was the same height and general build, when she got up close she could see that he was much younger than the John Miller who had defeated her a few years before.  This was just a man who had practiced this art before.  Probably was one of those lucky men who had a girlfriend who liked it.
Stella shook his hand and offered to give him back the money he had paid for the rope.  He declined, told her to keep it for the kids, and held on to her hand longer than was polite.  He was not a bad looking guy, mid-thirties and not yet gone to pot.  Had she not had her sights set on J.J. Adams, she might have encouraged this man.  But there were more men in the line, and there were more important matters than her picking up a date for a night of private lessons.
Everything pretty much continued in the same manner for another two hours.  There were enough men eager to try their luck and skill, and a fair amount of money was raised.  Probably much more than had been generated by the ticket sales.  An interesting part came when three woman all came up and got in line.  They were late twenties and – to Stella experienced eye – were lesbians.  Each picked a different girl, and all three were rather good with the ropes.  Stella noticed that each woman, once she had the student well bound, whispered something into her ear.  She could just guess what that something was, and decided to talk to the girls afterwards.  Not that she minded these students doing as they wished with their sex lives.  But they were relative novices in kinky sex and might get themselves into something more than they expected.  There were predators of both sexes who prayed on the young and innocent.  She would warn them about any whispered offers.
Finally, the last person had tried (and failed), and the show was officially over.  Each of the students was tired but happy.  Each girl had been defeated once or twice, but for the most part had worked off their ropes with ease.
As they were picking up the ropes, which had been scattered all over the stage, Adams came up to Stella.
“Any likely prospects?” he asked.
“A few good binders, but I don’t think any was our man.  At least, that is assuming that the John Miller who I knew is the man we want.  We don’t know that for sure.  Maybe one of the good ones today is the perp.”
“Looks like all this was a waste of time,” Val said as she came up.  “I never realized there were so many men willing to slap down good money to tie up a girl.  And one who looked young enough to be their daughter.”
“Oh, you would be surprised,” said Stella.  “Haven’t you ever had a kinky thought run through your mind?”
The withering look Val gave her would have dropped a horse dead in his tracks.  “Certainly not!”
Just then, Ramona came up.  “Gee, Miss Walters, that was a lot of fun.  I never figured I could make money just letting men tie me up.”
“Out of the mouths of babes,” muttered Val.  Adams had to cough to keep from snickering.  Stella made a note to have a talk with Ramona later.  She no intention of dissuading her from the profession, only to make her aware of trusting people too much.
“I’ve got to get this video over to the station and set it up for viewing,” Adams said.  “You’ll come by tomorrow and we’ll go through it.”  The last part was addressed to Stella.
“Of course,” she replied, with a smile directed towards Val.
“I’ll go back to the station with you,” Val told Adams, even though she was looking at Stella.
Stella gathered together her girls and congratulated all of them on a good show.  Then they trooped out to the van and back to the school.
 







 
Chapter XXV
Another Kidnapping
 
After all the girls were dismissed, Stella walked over to her apartment and was feeling disappointed.  It did not look as if they had trapped their serial binder, and she was striking out with the handsome detective.  Maybe he and Val had a thing going after all, she thought.  It did not look as though there was anything between them, but maybe there were some police department rules against cops dating each other and they were both good enough actors to not let their feeling show.  Maybe.
She considered calling over to Aurora’s apartment for a little companionship, but decided she was a little too tired for that.  Besides, she had something else to do.
Inside the apartment she had custom built on the school grounds, she flipped on the lights and was unbuttoning the coat she wore over her costume when she suddenly froze.  Someone was there.
Turning around, she saw a man’s shape sitting on one of the sofas in the front room.
“Hello, Miss Walters,” a voice said.  The lamp next to that sofa clicked on and she saw that the man sitting there was holding a gun on her.  A .45 caliber automatic, in fact.  She had fired enough guns and had a healthy respect for what one of those could do to the human body.
“Go ahead and take off that coat,” he told her.  “I like to look at your figure.”
“John Miller, I presume,” she told him as she finished unbuttoning the coat.  She took it off and draped it across a chair.  Nothing covered her now but some thin fabric and a pair of high heels.
“Clever girl,” he said with a chuckle.  “I didn’t know if you would remember me.”
“I do.  You’re the one who cheated and used super glue on the ropes when you tied me.”
“Well, you didn’t say that I couldn’t.”
“That was implied.”  It was a weak retort and she knew it.  “So, now what do you want.  A return engagement?”
She was aware that he was not wearing the black hood the female victims had mentioned.  That made her turn a little cold.  With the others, he had not intended for them to perish, only to think that they were going to.  So he hid his face from them.  But with her, he was not.  Which meant that he did not care if she could describe him to a police artist or not.  Not good.
“In a sense, yes.  Oh, I defeated you that last time.  You could not get free.  So what do I have to prove now?  I could still bind you so well that you could not escape.  And I wouldn’t have to use super glue.  I’ve proven my skill.  And can do it again, any time I want.”
“Then why are you kidnapping young women and leaving them all bound up?”
“Let’s just say that I have this thing about making a woman feel abandoned.  I love to see that look of total helplessness in their eyes.  I’m sure you understand.”
“I understand that you are risking their lives.  Or at least injury.  That’s a very cruel and dangerous game you’re playing with those girls.”
“Oh, they’re young and healthy.  They could take it.”
She was about to protest and point out that one of them might have had some serious health issue he was not aware of, but he cut her off with, “I am going to allow you to see just what those girls went through.”
Stella sighed.  If she were lucky, he would do exactly as he said.  He would bind her then leave her someplace where she was unlikely to be found.  It would be up to her to escape.
“Now then, unless you want to feel what it’s like to have some .45 holes in that fine body, you’ll do as I tell you.”
“Of course,” she said, and tried to keep sarcasm out.
“Take that thing off.  And the shoes.”
Stella removed the boots first, considered striking at him with the high heel as she held it in her hand, but decided against it.  He was simply too far away.  He would shoot her before she reached him.
Dropping the boots to the floor, she pulled her arms out of the spandex and then pushed it down far enough to step out of it.
“Very nice, Miss Walters,” he told her as she placed the costume on the chair.  “Very nice, indeed.  I see that you shave your cunt.  A good idea if you’re wearing such a see-through costume.  Now, you will find a pair of handcuffs on that table next to you.  Please put one cuff on your left hand.”
Promising herself that she would keep on the lookout for an opening, she did as she was told.
“Now lock the other one on with your hands behind you.”
As she was doing that, he continued, “I know that this isn’t much for a woman of your skills.  But it is not meant to keep you restrained for long.  Just a little something to keep you from getting ideas when I get close to you.
“There is another pair on the table.  Take them, squat down and put them on your ankles.  Click them nice and tight.  Oh, Miss Walters, you can do better than that!  Push shut those cuffs on your wrists.  Another click.  I want to see the steel cutting into your wrists.  There, that’s much better.”
Stella could do nothing but close the handcuffs as he ordered.  With them that tight, there was no way she, or any other woman, could pull her hands out of them.
“I brought these with me,” he said as he arose from the sofa.  “They are not trick handcuffs from your collection.  Not at all.  These will not fall off if you press any secret buttons.  And, I don’t see where you could hide a pick, being totally naked and all, as you are.”
He set the gun down on the coffee table and approached her.  Pulling a short length of white cotton rope from his pocket, he looped it around her elbows and pulled them together tightly.  They were cinched down and knotted firmly.  With her elbows crushed together, he felt safe enough to remove the handcuffs from her wrists.  They were replaced with rope.  The handcuffs he dropped into a backpack on the floor.
“If you would be so kind as to turn around.  Good.  Now I’m going to shove this sponge into your mouth.  First I will crumple it up into a small wad.  Then I shove it in.  Yes, like this.  Oh, don’t worry, I’ll get it all in.  It is a large sponge, you will note, and it will try to expand inside your mouth, but we’ll take care that it does not come out.  There, got it all in.  Now I wrap this duct tape around your mouth like this.  And again.  Nice and tight.  And again.”
When he finished, Stella’s mouth was covered with tight tape from the nose to the chin.  He was correct: she would not be able to push out that sponge in a week of trying.
“Now we are going to walk out to my van and drive away.  You didn’t see it because I hid it behind this building.  Your girls have all gone home and that assistant of yours is not in any position to come to your aid.  She’s all tied up at the moment.”
Stella believed it.  Aurora had gone immediately to her apartment while Stella checked her phone and email.  He had plenty of time to secure Aurora in something she could not get out of.  At least, not fast enough to help her boss.
As they walked slowly around the building to a blue van, she wondered how this man had bound Aurora.  Aurora was pretty good at getting out of ropes.  Maybe, just maybe, she would free herself and call the police before this man got her wherever he was taking her.
Well, maybe Aurora would tell her how she was tied when they got together after this was all over.
The van was not new, but also not more than a few years old.  The inside was empty, only bare metal walls, ceiling and floor.  She noted that the ribs on the walls and ceiling had holes cut in them, probably to save weight.  But they also made for convenient anchor points to bind a girl in place.  She was pushed down to her stomach on the cold steel floor.  Immediately she felt her wrists being grabbed and heard a lock clicking shut.  A moment later she felt her arms being lifted up behind her.  He had put the handcuffs on again.  The steel edges cut into her wrists painfully as her arms were pulled until they were almost straight up behind her.  There was another click of a lock and she had a pretty good idea how he had secured her.  It was not easy to turn her head, but she saw enough to know that he had locked her wrists to the overhead rib by a short chain.  The only way she could create any slack would be if she could get to her knees or up to her feet.  He made that impossible by tying a rope from the handcuffs around her ankles to the rope around her elbows and pulling until her body was arched and her feet almost touching her elbows.  It was a very strenuous position, not to mention a painful one.
Satisfied that she was not going to be able to move, he got in the driver’s seat and the van moved away from the Pacific Escape Artist School and off into the darkening twilight.
 







 
Chapter XXVI
Abandoned!
 
Stella had no idea where she was being taken, beyond the fact that it was a considerable distance from the school.  And that, it was a painful and bumpy ride most of the way.  Her shoulders ached something terrible by the time they stopped, not to mention that her breasts were sore from being pushed into the metal floor and rubbed.
The air that came in when the van’s door was slid open was rather cool.  That, along with the odor, told her that she was someplace in the mountains, probably at a high enough altitude for pines trees to enjoy the fresh air.
She moaned when he untied her ankles from her elbows and allowed her to unfold.  And again when he unlocked the chain, took off the handcuffs, and allowed her arms to lower.
For a while he let her lie there as he put the chains and locks away.  Stella would have liked to try something to save herself, but her hands were numb and with her elbows tied together there was very little she could do.  She tried not to move, and suffered in silence the pins and needles of returning circulation in her wrists.
Eventually he was finished with his tasks and came for her.  She was pulled out of the van, roughly and painful on her sore breasts, and set on her shackled ankles.  Looking around, she saw no lights, a sky with stars and a dark outline of treetops against the starry sky.
Miller shouldered the backpack, then put his shoulder into her stomach and picked her up.  It was not a comfortable ride on his shoulder, but they did make much faster time than if he had forced her to walk on feet joined by handcuffs.  He apparently knew the trail, because he only had to use a small flashlight a few times.  They came to a tiny cabin wherein she was set down on the floor.  He had a small lantern there that he lit to give enough light for them to see each other.
Swinging the backpack off his shoulders, he set it down against a wall and sat down next to it.  From the pack he drew out a water bottle from which he took a long drink.  He returned the bottle to the pack without offering her any.  He took a pair of thin leather gloves out of the pack and carefully pulled them on.
“Now, Miss Walters...  That sounds so formal for a pair who are as intimate as we are.  Mind if I call you Stella?”
She shook her head and made a negative noise.
“Oh, well.  As I was saying, Miss Walters, I am going to give you the same thing that I did for the others: a chance to feel what true helplessness and desperate abandonment is like.  I am going to bind you in this little shack here, and then leave you.  If you can free yourself, then you will live.  If not, then you will die here.  Oh, it will take days and days, but eventually you’ll die – probably of dehydration before starving.
“Now, I know you were working with the police, so you know that I sent emails to that Detective Adams.  It was never my intention to let those other girls die.  No sir.  I told them that I would not come back to them, and I kept my word on that account.  But I never told them that I would not send someone else to rescue them.  No, indeed.”
He was happily chatting away as if to an old friend, waving his hand and smiling.
“You case is different.  I am not going to return to this shack, not ever.  Nor am I going to write any emails to that Adams fellow.  Nor anyone else.  I tell you in all honesty that I will not inform anyone of your status or location.  You and I will be the only ones who know where you are.  I’m not going to tell anyone.
“I hope you understand and believe me.”
He got up and felt of her hand.  “Circulation is back.  Good.  Now to tie the wrists.”  As he wrapped rope around her wrists, he continued talking.  “This will be a true test of my skill.  I will not use super glue; that is a promise I make to you.  It will be my ropes against your escape artist skill.  Nothing else.”
He was wrapping cinch rope around that on her wrists and pulling it as tightly as he could.  Then he ran the rope up to her elbows and knotted it there.
“That will take care of your arms for now.  Of course I’ll be adding more before I leave.”
He unlocked the handcuffs joining her ankles and lightly touched the deep red marks left by the sharp edges of the handcuffs before wrapping rope around the ankles, covering the red indentations from the steel cuffs.
“I fixed this shack up especially for you.  You will note that over there, in the corner, is a wooden post.  It is about four inches around and is bolted solidly to the wooden floor and to the beam up there.  You would have to rip the shack apart to get that post out.”
He was cinching the rope around her ankles down, again pulling as tightly as he could and enjoying the way in which the cords cut into her flesh.
“Before I leave you, I am going to tie you to that post.  But I will use only these ropes.  No chains, no handcuffs, no padlocks.  Just the ropes and you.”
He turned her over and lifted her feet towards her so that her legs were slightly bent.  He began wrapping rope around her legs just above her knees.  She might have considered kicking him with joined feet but could sense that he was on the watch for such a move.
“Please be assured that this shack is pretty far away from any habitation.  Even if you could scream, no one would hear you.”
He finished cinching down that rope and knotting it.  He began wrapping rope around her legs below the knees.
“Oh, by the way, this is bear country.  So I’m going to make sure the door is closed and locked.  Wouldn’t want you to be eaten by a bear, would we?”
Her legs were now tightly bound together.  He tied a length of rope to that around her ankles.
“I set a ring into the top of the post.  Now I’m going to run this rope through that ring and pull you up until you’re hanging by your feet.”
He proceeded to do exactly that.  Her bare feet came in contact with the iron ring, leaving her head a good foot off the floor.  He tied off the rope to another anchor ring in the wall.
She could feel the ropes tighten around her ankles as her weight was taken by them.  The rope was very tightly cutting in when he finished, enough so that she could feel her feet growing cold already.
But the bondage itself was not finished.  It is unlikely that any woman could free herself from what he had placed on her, but this was not a normal woman, after all.  So he added considerably more bondage, starting with rope around the post and her legs at the knees.  That was cinched down very tightly and had the effect of holding her legs tightly against the post.  More rope was added at the level of her ankles, and then more at the level of her upper thighs.  All those were cinched down as tightly as he could make them.
He had suspended her so that her bound arms were against the post.  As he added more ropes around her body, it had the effect of pressing her against the post tighter and tighter.  Which also meant that she had no mobility of her arms.  She could barely move her fingers.  That was all.
Ropes went around her above and below her breasts, and another set around her neck.
When he stepped back, she was tightly bound to that post with no movement beyond wiggling her toes and shaking her head.  It was a very nice bondage job.  Nice and tight and very secure.  Miller sighed.  He had a couple of piece of rope left over, and looked carefully to see if there was anyplace else he could add to her helplessness.  Finally he found a place he could add something.  Standing on a chair, he tied her big toes together and then ran the rope back to the ring.  Tied that way, her feet were forced into an arch.  As time went on, that would add a little more pain to her suffering.  The last piece of rope went around her head at the level of her mouth, over the duct tape.  Just a little something to keep her from moving her head.
Sitting down next to the post, he crossed his legs and cleared his throat.
“I’m sure that you realize how impossible it will be for you to escape from this,” he told her in a friendly tone.  “And I did not use any super glue.  This is not a quickie on a stage in some nightclub.  No, this is a real test.  I can’t really see what else I can add.  Oh, maybe I could tie string to your nipples and stretch them out to the other side of the post.  But that would do little to add to the security, only a little bit more pain.”
He reached out to stroke her right breast gently.  “It is too bad that I can’t take the time to fuck you.  But making you feel truly helpless is more important.  Why, you might ask?  I guess it has something to do with my real mother abandoning me as a very young child.  I was brought up by grandparents.  Nice enough people, but no substitute for your real mother, right?  Anyway, that made me realize how evil women are.  All they care about is their beauty and personal pleasure.  Mom ran away because she found a better looking, richer man than dad.  Pity.  Then dad died.”
Suddenly, he stopped almost in mid-sentence.  “But why am I telling you this?  No real reason.  I’m just procrastinating because I really hate to leave.  I could watch you like this for hours.  You really are beautiful.”
Sighing, he rose from the floor and picked up the backpack.  He checked around to make sure he had not left anything.
“Now you will note that I have been careful.  I wore gloves while preparing this shack, and now I am taking anything that I might have touched with my bare hand with me.  If the police eventually find you here, they will find nothing that can be traced back to me.
“That van is just one of several I procured just for this activity.  I will abandon it just as I will abandon you.  No one will be able to trace it back to me.  I paid a man to steal them for me, and then he stole license plates.
“Pretty smart, no?
“Well, I’ve decided to shift my operations to another place.  That’s one of the secrets of the perfect crime: don’t repeat it too often in the same place.  Shift your modus operandi and locations often enough so you don’t leave patterns that can trip you up.”
He patted her bare pussy affectionately.  “I won’t tell you where I’m going, of course.  Just on the slightest, tiniest possibility that you might work your way free.  Not that it is possible, I think.  But I’m a cautious man.”
He parted her labia and licked one finger to moisten it.  Then he stroked her clit with that finger, softly and just in the right spot.  She held off, but after a minute she was moaning.  He was expertly triggering nerves there that were sending sexual signals down into her body.  Under different circumstances she would have enjoyed letting him work her up to a good orgasm.
When he sensed that she was getting hot, he backed off.
“It is not my intent to give you satisfaction.  Oh no!  Although, I am tempted.  You have such a beautiful body, and so lovely in all those tight ropes!  Damn, but it would be nice to keep you as a slave.  I’d tie you up every day and leave you for hours in the basement.  Then chain you for a rest period, a meal and a shower.  Then I’d tie you again for the night.  Would you like that?  Day after day of nothing but tight ropes and helplessness.”
He sighed.  For a long time he simply looked at his captive.  The lantern cast shadows in her curves that made her much more sexy than bright light would have.
“Oh, hell!” he exclaimed and put the backpack down.  Grabbing her bare hips, he stood close to her.  Then his hand was parting the lips guarding her sex and his tongue was plunging between them.  The assault on her clitoris was expertly done and most sincere in its earnestness to drive her into a response that she would have rather not had.  Not at that time and with this man.
But her female body betrayed her as they often do, and she was moaning nicely, clenching the muscles of her thighs and hips as the heat within grew.  Her muffled cries through the gag became louder and more insistent.  With a skill that must have been honed by much experience, he knew just when she was very close to crashing over the cliff of ecstasy.  At that point, he backed off, leaving her body untouched.
She moaned loudly and tried to shake her head.  Had the ropes not been holding her so very tightly in their embrace, she would have thrust her hips at him in a silent pleading to be touched again.
Miller smiled.  He was suffering a massive erection, but he kept it in his pants.  This whole scene was about much more than a few seconds of satisfaction for him.
“Miss Walters,” he began, speaking formally as if addressing a judge.  “I will continue, and grant you what you obviously crave.  But...  Only if you will declare that I am the best rigger, the best binder, the best roper that you have ever experienced.  And that this is the finest bondage you have ever been in.”
He looked down into her eyes.  “I know you can’t say much, hell, you can’t even nod your head!  But a simple wink to indicate that you think I am the greatest bondage expert in the world is all you have to do.  A wink means you agree.”
Stella whined loudly into the gag, a most heartfelt sound of internal agony.  The rational, logical part of her mind did not want to give in to this bastard, but the emotional, instinctual part demanded that she do anything to quench the fire within.
She winked.  And then again when he did not move or say anything, until it looked as if one eye were having a spasm.
“So be it,” he said as he stepped closer to her hanging body.  “I am not the bastard you think I am.  I will do as I promised.”
Quickly her parted her labia and gave her a tongue-lashing that quickly brought results.  Her whole body went stiff, every muscle straining against the ropes.  The sound that came through her nose might have been a moan but it sounded more like a cry of pure joy.
He, being a very experienced man when it came to pleasing a woman, did not stop.  His tongue continued to lick at her tender spot while one hand dropped down to squeeze her left breast hard.
Given this intense stimulus and the fact that Stella was one of those women extremely prone to multiple, massive orgasms, this session lasted a long time.  It only ended, in fact, when his tongue was too tired to give another lick.
It was an exhausted woman he left alone in the darkness of the shack, a woman lost in that never-never land women go to when the flashing lights and waves of pure, hot pleasure whisk them away.  True to his word, he locked the door.
 







 
Chapter XXVII
Aftermath and Explanations
 
“Now will you please explain to me how come you weren’t skewered like a shish kabob in that coffin?”
“Only if you’ll pull on that rope a bit more.  It’s not tight enough.  Ohhhh!  That’s better!
“Well, the trick, you see, is that the spikes that come down do not penetrate all of the coffin.  You only see it from the front and horizontally.  If you saw it from above, you would see that there is a small amount of space in the back side of the coffin where there are no spikes entering.  I was simply stretched out in that small area.  The closest spikes were at least an inch from my body.
“Okay, now knot that rope.  Again.  And make them tight.”
“But what was that blood we saw on the spikes when they rose up?”
“That was fake blood.  There were a couple packets of it set into the lid.  Some of the spikes broke the packets and came out looking like blood.
“Okay, now take that rope tied to my ankles and run it up and around the ropes on my elbows.”
“Like this?”
“Right.  Now back to the ankles, around them and back to the elbows.  Then you pull on that.”
Adams threaded the rope as instructed and began pulling Stella’s feet up towards her elbows, turning the bondage into a classic hogtie.
“Okay, that makes sense”, he said.  “But how did you free yourself from the way Miller left you in that shack?  From what you described to me, he had you tied so well that no woman could ever escape.  How did you pull off that trick?”
“Well, there I did use a trick.  Keep pulling on that rope.  Try to get my feet to touch my elbows.”
“You’re getting bent into a bow!  Doesn’t that hurt?”
“Some.  But you wanted to see how to tie a girl so she could not escape.  That’s it, pull some more.
“I figured,” she continued, “that he might try something like kidnapping me or one of the students.  He was too smart to come up on the stage like we had hoped.  I decided to let him take me rather than one of the students.  I figured that I would have a better chance of getting out of his bondage than any of them.
“That’s good.  Now tie the rope off at the elbows.  See, the strain created by my body trying to open up from this arched position keeps tension on the ropes on my ankles and elbows.  That makes them much harder to work off.
“Anyway, to continue, I figured that we were right and he couldn’t resist the challenge of proving himself better than the best escape artist.  So I didn’t ask for a guard or make any attempt to protect myself.  And he fell for the bait.”
“That was a dangerous thing to do,” he commented.
“I figured that it was better for me to take the chance than anyone else.  And that I would have a good chance of escaping.”
“But how did you do it?  He had you hanging by your ankles and lashed to that post.  Didn’t you realize that it was possible you might not escape from his ropes?”
“Truth is that even an escape artist like myself can be bound so effectively that she cannot not escape.  Fact is, the ropes were so tight and well placed that I couldn’t have struggled my way out.”
“So how the hell did you escape!?”
“My trick was one I used a number of years ago.  You see the fingernails I have?  They’re not long, but they do stick out a bit and are shaped into a point.  Well, I had a set of false nails made.  They glue onto my normal nails and can be painted with polish to look perfectly normal.  Lots of women do that so they have beautiful, long nails.
“The difference is that my artificial nails were made of tungsten, very hard and filed to a very sharp edge.  That edge was covered with polish so that it would not show and so it would not make me cut everything I touched. But, when I wanted the cutting edge, the polish would break off, leaving a knife-like edge.
“After I recovered from the...  Well, when he was gone and I was ready to make my escape, I began working my fake fingernails against the ropes.  It was very hard at first with the way he had my hands tied and my arms between my body and the post.  But after a while I finally managed to cut enough rope to free my hands.”
Adams looked down at the hogtied Stella, imagining how she had been tied to that post, and had to ask, “Okay, I can see how that would help you get your hands free, but he had your elbows tied together also.  How did you get them freed?  If there were tied like yours are now, how could you reach them with your fingers?”
“After my hands were freed, I used the nails to cut the ropes around my waist and the post.  Then I cut those around my thighs.  This gave me some slack to work with.  I moved my elbows as far to one side as I could and then jabbed one finger into the wood.  The metal part broke off but stayed in the wood.  Then I used that to cut the ropes off my elbows.  After that, with my arms and hands free, the rest was easy.”
“Easy for you,” he said.  “It took you how long?”
“About three hours total.  Then I had to walk a ways to find a highway and flag down a motorist.”
“Any man would stop for you,” he commented.  “You were still naked.”
“My clothes were back in my apartment.”
“It’s too bad that he got away,” Adams said as he rolled Stella onto her side so he could see those lovely breasts sticking out so very proudly and her pretty face.  Is there anything else I need to do to you now?”
“Well, there is a gag, if you want to use it.”  She nodded in the direction of the other side of the bed where the ropes and gag and stuff were laid out.
“Can you get out of this?” he asked, looking over the tight ropes pressing into her lovely curves.
“Maybe.  Well, to be honest, probably not.  It is what I call a high tension hogtie and not even I can get out of this.  It is simply too tight.”
“You don’t have your razor fingernails on?”
“No.  I took them off.  I’m afraid you have me completely helpless.”  She smiled sweetly and innocently.
“You do look beautiful, and I’ll accept that you can’t escape.  That is nice.  But what now?  Since you took off all your clothes before you let me tie you, I assume you would like to have some form of sex.  Right?”
“Well, so long as we’re at this...”
“But how?  There’s no way I can... Well, get into you when you’re tied like this.”
“I know.  But there are other games we can play.  See that gag next to the ball gag?  The one that is a ring with straps on it?  That is called a ‘Trainer Gag’.  If you wedge it into my mouth behind my teeth, it will hold my mouth wide open.  I will not be able to close my mouth at all.  Cruel men use that so they can fuck a woman in the mouth without any danger of her biting them.  If I were wearing that and you moved me around so that I’m at the edge of the bed with my head just right, or if you just kneel down next to me here, you could...  Well, you know.”
He knew.  He was already unbuttoning his shirt.  When the pants were lowered, Stella almost gasped.  The body being revealed was better than she expected.  She guessed that he worked out a lot.  Then there was that thing that burst free went the pants were pulled off.  It was monstrous!
As he was looking at the trainer gag, she quickly told him, “Of course, once you’ve used my mouth as much as you want, you can always untie my legs but keep my arms tied.  Then you can use other parts of my body as you wish.  I can’t do a thing to stop you.  I’m so very helpless...”
She made the last part sound so damned sexy that he eagerly grabbed for the ring gag.  Just as he was about to push the ring into her mouth, she added, “Have fun, but please don’t untie me.”
 

The End
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